CHAPTER
One

When my workday isover, and | have closed my notebook, hidden my pen, and sawed holesin my
rented canoe so that it cannot be found, | often like to spend the evening in conversation with my few
surviving friends. Sometimes we discuss literature. Sometimes we discuss the people who aretrying to
destroy us, and if thereis any hope of escaping from them. And sometimes we discuss frightening and
troublesome anima s that might be nearby, and this topic dways leads to much disagreement over which
part of afrightening and troublesome beast is the most frightening and troublesome. Some say the teeth of
the beast, because teeth are used for eating children, and often their parents, and gnawing their bones.
Some say the claws of the beast, because claws are used for ripping things to shreds. And some say the
hair of the beast, because hair can make alergic people sneeze.

But | dwaysinss that the most frightening part of any beest isitsbelly, for the smple reason that if you
are seeing the belly of the beast it means you have aready seen the teeth of the beast and the claws of the
beast and even the hair of the beast, and now you are trapped and there is probably no hope for you.

For this reason, the phrase "in the belly of the beast™ has become an expression which means"insde
someterrible place with little chance of escaping safely,” and it isnot an expression one should look
forward to using.

I'm sorry to tell you that this book will use the expression "the belly of the beast” three times beforeit is
over, not counting dl of thetimes | have dready used "the belly of the beast™" in order to warn you of al
the times "the belly of the beast" will appear. Three times over the course of this story, characterswill be
insde someterrible place with little chance of escaping safely, and for that reason | would put this book
down and escape safely yourself, because this woeful story is so very dark and wretched and damp that
the experience of reading it will make you fed asif you arein the bely of the beast, and that time doesn't
count either.

The Bauddaire orphanswere in the belly of the beast—that is, in the dark and cramped trunk of along,
black automobile. Unlessyou are asmal, portable object, you probably prefer to St in a seat when you
aretraveling by automobile, so you can lean back against the uphol stery, ook out the window at the
scenery going by, and fed safe and secure with aseat belt fastened low and tight across your lap. But the
Baude aires could not lean back, and their bodies were aching from squishing up against one another for
severd hours. They had no window to look out of, only afew bullet holesin the trunk made from some
violent encounter | have not found the courage to research. And they felt anything but safe and secure as
they thought about the other passengersin the car, and tried to imagine where they were going.

The driver of the automobile was aman named Count Olaf, awicked person with one eyebrow instead
of two and agreedy desire for money instead of respect for other people. The Baudelaires had first met
Count Olaf after receiving the news that their parents had been killed in aterrible fire, and had soon
discovered he was only interested in the enormous fortune their mother and father had left behind. With
unceas ng determination—a phrase which here means "no matter where the three children went"—Count
Olaf had pursued them, trying one dastardly technique after another to get his hands on their fortune. So
far he had been unsuccessful, dthough held had plenty of help from his girlfriend, Esmé Squaor—an
equally wicked, if more fashionable, person who was now sitting beside him in the front seet of the
automobile-and an assortment of assstants, including abald man with an enormous nose, two women
who liked to wear white powder al over their faces, and a nasty man who had hooks instead of hands.
All of these people were Sitting in the back of the automobile, where the children could sometimes hear
them speaking over the roar of the engine and the sounds of the road.



One would think, with such awretched crew as traveling companions, that the Baudelaire sblingswould
have found some other way to travel rather than sneaking into the trunk, but the three children had been
fleeing from circumstances even more frightening and dangerous than Olaf and his ass stants and there
had been no time to be choosy. But astheir journey wore on, Violet, Klaus, and Sunny grew more and
more worried about their situation. The sunlight coming in through the bullet holes faded to evening, and
the road beneath them turned bumpy and rough, and the Baudelaire orphanstried to imagine where it
was they were going and what would happen when they got there.

Violet, who was the eldest of the Baudelaires, stretched to place her hand on Klaus's ftiff shoulder, and
held her baby sster, Sunny, even tighter, asif to communicate with her siblings without spesking. Esmé
Squaor was congtantly talking about whether or not things were in-aword she liked to use for
"sylish"—but the children were more interested in overhearing where the car was taking them. The
hinterlands were avast and empty place very far from the very outskirts of the city, without even asmall
village for hundreds of miles. Long ago the Bauddaire parents had promised they would bring their
children there someday to see the famous hinterlands sunsets. Klaus, who was a voracious reader, had
read descriptions of the sunsets that had made the whole family eager to go, and Violet, who had aredl
talent for inventing things, had even begun building asolar oven so the family could enjoy grilled cheese
sandwiches as they watched the dark blue light spread eerily over the hinterlands cacti while the sun
dowly sank behind the distant and frosty Mortmain Mountains. Never did the three siblingsimagine that
they would vist the hinterlands by themsalves, stuffed in the trunk of acar of avillan.

"Arewethere yet?' The voice of the hook-handed man broke along silence.

"| told you not to ask me that anymore,” replied Olaf with asnarl. "Well get there when we get there, and
that isthat.”

"Could we possibly make a short stop?* asked one of the white-faced women. "I noticed asign for arest
daioninafew miles”

"We don't have timeto stop anywhere," Olaf said sharply. "If you needed to use the bathroom, you
should have gone before we | eft.”

"But the hospitdl wason fire," the woman whined.

"Yes, let'sstop,” sad the bad man. "We haven't had anything to eat since lunch, and my ssomachiis
grumbling.”

"We can't sop," Esmésad. "There are no restaurants out herein the hinterlands that arein.”

"Boss, areyou sureit's safe to be way out here?" asked the hook-handed man. "I the police come
looking for us, ther€ll be no placeto hide."

"We could dways disguise oursalves again,” the bad man said. "Everything we need isin the trunk of the
car.

"Wedon't need to hide," Olaf replied, "and we don't need to disguise ourselves, either. Thanksto that
slly reporter a The Daily Punctilio, the whole world thinks I'm dead, remember?"

"You'redead," Esmé said with anasty chuckle, "and the three Baudd aire brats are murderers. We don't
need to hide-we need to celebratel

"We can't celebrate yet," Olaf said. "There are two last things we need to do. First, we need to destroy
the last piece of evidence that could send ustojail."



"The Snicket file" Esmé said, and the Baudd aires shuddered in the trunk. The three children had found
one page of the Snicket file, which was now safein Klauss pocket. It was difficult to tell from only one
page, but the Snicket file seemed to contain information about a survivor of afire, and the Baudelaires
were eager to find the remaining pages before Olaf did.

"Yes, of course,” the hook-handed man said. "We haveto find the Snicket file. But what's the second
"We haveto find the Bauddaires, you idiot,” Olaf snarled. "If we don't find them, then we can't stedl their
fortune, and al of my schemeswill be awagte."

"I haven't found your schemesto be awaste," said one of the white-faced women. "I've enjoyed them
very much, evenif we haven't gotten thefortune.”

"Do you think al three of those bratty orphans got out of the hospita dive?' the bald man asked.

"Those children seem to have dl theluck in theworld," Count Olaf said, "so they'redl probably aive and
well, but it would sure make things easier if one or two of them burned to a crisp. We only need one of
them diveto get the fortune.”

"l hopeit's Sunny," the hook-handed man said. "It was fun putting her in acage, and | look forward to
doingitagan.”

"I mysdlf hopeit'sViolet," Olaf sad. "She'sthe prettiest.”

"l don't carewho itis," Esmésaid. "l just want to know wherethey are."

"Wdl, Madame Lulu will know," Olaf said. "With her crysta ball, shelll be ableto tell uswherethe
orphans are, where thefileis, and anything €l se we want to know."

"l never believed in things like crystd balls," remarked awhite-faced woman, ""but when this Madame
Lulu started telling you how to find the Baudd aires every time they escaped, | learned that fortune-telling
isred."

"Stick withme," Olaf said, "and you'l learn lots of new things. Oh, heréstheturn for Rarely Ridden
Road. Werre dmost there.™

The car lurched to the left, and the Baudeaires lurched with it, rolling to the left-hand side of the trunk,
aong with the many items Olaf kept in his car to help with hisdagtardly plots. Violet tried not to cough as
one of hisfake beardstickled her throat. Klaus held his hand up to hisface so that a diding toolbox
wouldn't break his glasses. And Sunny shut her mouth tightly so she wouldn't get one of Olaf's dirty
undershirtstangled in her sharp teeth. Rardly Ridden Road was even bumpier than the highway they had
been traveling on, and the car made so much noise that the children could not hear any more of the
conversation until Olaf pulled the automobile to a creaky stop.

"Arewethere yet?' the hook-handed man asked.
"Of coursewe're here, you fool," Olaf said. "L ook, therésthe sgn-Cdigari Carniva.”
"Whereis Madame Lulu?" asked the bald man.

"Where do you think?' Esmé asked, and everyone laughed. The doors of the automobile opened with a
scraping sound, and the car lurched again as everyone piled out.



"Should | get thewine out of the trunk, boss?" the bald man asked.
The Bauddairesfroze.
"No," Count Olaf replied. "Madame Lulu will have plenty of refreshmentsfor us.”

Thethree children lay very till and listened as Olaf and his troupe trudged away from the car. Their
footsteps grew fainter and fainter until the sblings could hear nothing but the evening breeze asit whistled
through the bullet holes, and at last it seemed safe for the Baudeaire orphans to speak to one another.

"What are we going to do?" Violet whispered, pushing the beard awvay from her.

"Merrill," Sunny said. Like many people her age, the youngest Baudel aire sometimes used language that
was difficult for some people to understand, but her siblings knew at once that she meant something like,
"Wed better get out of thistrunk.”

"Assoon aspossible” Klaus agreed. "We don't know how soon Olaf and histroupe will return. Viol€t,
do you think you can invent something to get usout of here?'

"It shouldn't be too hard,” Violet said, "with dl this stuff in the trunk." She reached out her hand and felt
around until she found the mechanism that was keeping the trunk closed. "I've studied thiskind of latch
before," shesaid. "All | need to moveitisaloop of strong twine. Fed around and see if we can find
something.”

"There's something wrapped around my left arm,” Klaus said, squirming around. "It fedslikeit might be
part of the turban Olaf wore when he disguised himsdlf as Coach Genghis."

"That'stoo thick," Violet said. "It needsto dip between two parts of thelock.”
"Semja" Sunny sad.
"That's my shodace, Sunny,” Klaussaid.

"Well savethat asalast resort,” Violet said. "We can't have you tripping al over the place if were going
to escape. Wait, | think | found something undernesth the sparetire.”

"Whdt isit?"
"I don't know," Violet said. "It fedslike a skinny cord with something round and flat at the end.”

"I bet it'samonocle” Klaussaid. "Y ou know, that funny eyepiece Olaf wore when he was pretending to
be Gunther, the auctioneer.”

"l think you'reright,” Violet said. "Well, thismonocle helped Olaf with his scheme, and now it'sgoing to
help uswith ours. Sunny, try to move over abit so | can seeif thiswill work."

Sunny squirmed over asfar as she could, and Violet reached around her siblings and dipped the cord of
Olaf's monocle around the lock of the trunk. The three children listened as Violet wiggled her invention
around the latch, and after only afew secondsthey heard aquiet click! and the door of the trunk swung
open with along, dow creeeak. Asthe cool air rushed in, the Bauddaires stayed absolutdly till in case
the noise of the trunk caught Olaf's attention, but apparently he and his ass stants were too far away to
hear, because after afew seconds the children could hear nothing but the chirping of the evening crickets
and the faint barking of adog.

The Bauddaireslooked at one another, squinting in the dim light, and without another word Violet and



Klaus climbed out of the trunk and then lifted their Sister out into the night. The famous hinterlands sunset
was just ending, and everything the children saw was bathed in dark blue, asif Count Olaf had driven
them into the depths of the ocean. There was alarge wooden sign with thewords CALIGARI
CARNIVAL printed in old-fashioned script, dong with afaded painting of alion chasing afrightened
little boy. Behind the Sign was asmall booth advertising tickets for sale, and a phone booth that gleamed
in the blue light. Behind these two booths was an enormous roller coaster, a phrase which heremeans™a
series of small carts where people can Sit and race up and down steep and frightening hills of tracks, for
no discernible reason,” but it was clear, even in the fading light, that the roller coaster had not been used
for quite some time, because the tracks and carts were overgrown with ivy and other winding plants,
which made the carniva attraction look asif it were about to Snk into the earth. Past the roller coaster
wasarow of enormoustents, shivering in the evening breeze like jellyfish, and alongside each tent was a
caravan, which isawheeled carriage used as a home by people who travel frequently. The caravans and
tentsdl had different designs painted on the sdes, but the Bauddaires knew a once which caravan was
Madame Lulu's because it was decorated with an enormous eye. The eye matched the one tattooed on
Count Olaf'sleft ankle, the one the Baude aires had seen many timesin their lives, and it made them
shiver to think they could not escape it even in the hinterlands.

"Now that were out of the trunk,” Klaus said, "let's get out of the area. Olaf and histroupe could get
back any minute.”

"But where are we going to go?" Violet asked. "Werein the hinterlands. Olaf's comrade said there was
no placeto hide."

"Wdll, well haveto find one" Klaus said. "It can't be safe to hang around any place where Count Olaf is
welcome.”

"Eyel" Sunny agreed, pointing to Madame Lulu's caravan.

"But we can't go wandering around the countryside again,” Violet said. "Thelast timewe did that, we
ended up in even moretrouble.

"Maybe we could call the police from that phone booth," Klaus said.
"Dragnet!” Sunny said, which meant "But the police think were murderers”

"| suppose we could try to reach Mr. Poge," Violet said. "He didn't answer the telegram we sent him
asking for help, but maybe well have better luck on the phone.”

The three siblingslooked at one another without much hope. Mr. Poe was the Vice President of Orphan
Affarsat Mulctuary Money Management, alarge bank in the city, and part of hisjob was overseeing the
Bauddaires affairs after the fire. Mr. Poe was not awicked person, but he had mistakenly placed them
in the company of so much wickednessthat he had been amost as wicked as an actual wicked person,
and the children were not particularly eager to contact him again, even if it was al they could think of.

"It's probably adim chancethat hell be of any help,” Violet admitted, "but what have we got to lose?"

"Let's not think about that,” Klaus replied, and walked over to the phone booth. "Maybe Mr. Poe will at
least dlow usto explain ourselves.”

"Veriz," Sunny said, which meant something like, "Well need money to make aphonecall.”
"I don't have any," Klaus said, reaching into his pockets. "Do you have any money, Violet?'

Violet shook her head. "Let's cal the operator and seeif there's some way we can place acall without



paying for it."

Klaus nodded, and opened the door of the booth so he and his sisters could crowd inside. Violet lifted
thereceiver and dided O for operator, while Klaus lifted up Sunny so dl three sblings could hear the
conversation.

"Operator,” said the operator.
"Good evening,” Violet sad. "My shlingsand | would liketo placeacal.”
"Please deposit the proper amount of money,” the operator said.

"We don't have the proper amount of money,” Violet said. "We don't have any money at al. But thisisan

There was afaint wheezing noise from the phone, and the Baudd aires redlized that the operator was
sghing. "What isthe exact nature of your emergency?'

Violet looked down at her siblings and saw the last of the sunset's blue light reflecting off Klauss glasses
and Sunny's teeth. Asthe dark closed around them, the nature of their emergency seemed so enormous
that it would take the rest of the night to explain it to the telephone operator, and the eldest Baudelaire
tried to figure out how she could summarize, aword which here means"tdl their story inaway that
would convince the operator to let them talk to Mr. Poe."

"Well," she began, "my nameisViolet Baudelaire, and I'm here with my brother, Klaus, and my sigter,
Sunny. Our names might sound abit familiar to you, because The Daily Punctilio has recently published
an article saying that were Veronica, Klyde, and Suse Bauddaire, and that we're murdererswho killed
Count Omar. But Count Omear isreally Count Olaf, and he's not realy dead. He faked his death by
killing another person with the same tattoo, and framed us for the murder. Recently he destroyed a
hospital whiletrying to capture us, but we managed to hidein the trunk of his car as he drove off with his
comrades. Now we've gotten out of the trunk, and we're trying to reach Mr. Poe so he can help us get
ahold of the Snicket file, which we think might explain what theinitids V.F.D. stand for, and if one of our
parents survived the fire after dl. | know it'savery complicated story, and it may seem unbelievableto
you, but we're dl by oursalvesin the hinterlands and we don't know what elseto do." The story was so
terrible that Violet had cried alittle while telling it, and she brushed atear from her eye as she waited for
areply from the operator. But no voice came out of the phone.

The three Baudelaires listened carefully, but al they could hear was the empty and distant sound of a
telephoneline.

"Hdlo?' Videt sadfindly.

Thetelephone said nothing.

"Hdlo?' Violet sad again. "Hdlo? Hdlo?"

The telephone did not answer.

"Hello?" Violet said, asloud as she dared.

"| think wed better hang up,” Klaus said gently.

"But why isn't anyone answering?' Violet cried.



"I don't know," Klaussaid, "but | don't think the operator will help us."

Violet hung up the phone and opened the door of the booth. Now that the sun was down the air was
getting colder, and she shivered in the evening breeze. "Who will help us?' she asked. "Who will take
care of us?'

"Well haveto take care of oursaves,” Klaus said.
"Ephra,” Sunny said, which meant "But werein red trouble now."

"Wesureare," Violet agreed. "Werein the middle of nowhere, with no placeto hide, and the whole
world thinkswe're criminas. How do crimindstake care of themsdlves out in the hinterlands?’

The Bauddaires heard aburst of laughter, asif in reply. The laughter was quite faint, but in the il of the
evening it made the children jump. Sunny pointed, and the children could see alight in one of the
windowsin Madame Lulu's caravan. Severd shadows moved across the window, and the children could
tell that Count Olaf and histroupe wereinsde, chatting and laughing while the Baude aire orphans
shivered outside in the gloom.

"Let'sgo see" Klaussaid. "Let'sgo find out how criminastake care of themselves."

CHAPTER
Two

Eavesdropping—aword which here means "listening in on interesting conversations you are not invited to
join"—isavauablething to do, and it is often an enjoyable thing to do, but it is not apolite thing to do,

and like most impolite things, you are bound to get into trouble if you get caught doing it. The Bauddaire
orphans, of course, had plenty of experience not getting caught, so the three children knew how to walk
as quietly as possible across the grounds of Cdigari Carnival, and how to crouch asinvisibly as possible
outsde the window of Madame Lulu's caravan. If you had been there that eerie blue evening—and nothing
in my research indicates that you were-you wouldn't have heard even the dightest rustle from the
Bauddaires as they eavesdropped on their enemies.

Count Olaf and histroupe, however, were making plenty of noise. "Madame Lulu!™ Count Olaf was
roaring as the children pressed up againgt the side of the caravan o that they would be hidden in the
shadows. "Madame L ulu, pour us somewine! Arson and escaping from the authorities always makes me

very thirgy!"
"I'd prefer buttermilk, served in a paper carton,” Esmé said. "That'sthe new in beverage.”

"Five glasses of wine and a carton of buttermilk coming up, please," answered awoman in an accent the
children recognized. Not so long ago, when Esmé Squalor had been the Baudd aires caretaker, Olaf had
disguised himsdlf as aperson who did not speak English well, and as part of his disguise, he had spoken
in an accent very similar to the one they were hearing now. The Baudd airestried to peer through the
window and catch aglimpse of the fortuneteller, but Madame Lulu had shut her curtainstightly. “I'm
thrilled, please, to see you, my Olaf. Welcometo the caravan of mine. How islifefor you?'

"Weve been swamped at work," the hook-handed man said, using a phrase which here means "chasing
after innocent children for quite sometime.” "Those three orphans have been very difficult to capture.”

"Do not worry of the children, please,” Madame Lulu replied. "My crystd bal tells methat my Olaf will
preval."



"If that means 'murder innocent children,™ one of the white-faced women said, "then that's the best news
weve heard dl day."

""Prevall’ means'win," Olaf said, "but in my case that's the same thing as killing those Baudel aires.
Exactly when doesthe crystd ball say | will prevail, Lulu?"

"Very soon, please," Madame Lulu replied. "What gifts have you brought me from your traveling, my
ola?

"Wdll, let'ssee,” Olef replied. "Theresalovey pearl necklace | stole from one of the nursesat Heimlich
Hospitd "

"You promised me | could havethat," Esmé said. "Give her one of those crow hats you snatched from
the Village of Fowl Devotees."

"I tdl you, Lulu," Olaf said, "your fortune-teling abilities are amazing. | never would have guessed that the
Bauddaires were hiding out in that stupid town, but your crystal ball knew right away."

"Magicismagic, pleass” Lulureplied. "Morewine, my Olaf?'
"Thank you," Olaf said. "Now, Lulu, we need your fortune-telling abilities once more.”

"The Bauddaire brats dipped away from usagain,” the bald man said, "and the boss was hoping you'd
be ableto tell uswhere they went."

"Also," the hook-handed man said, "we need to know where the Snicket fileis."

"And we need to know if one of the Bauddlaire parents survived the fire," Esmé said. "The orphans seem
to think so, but your crystal bal could tdll usfor sure.”

"And I'd like some more wine," one of the white-faced women said.

"So many demands you make," Madame Lulu said in her strange accent. "Madame Lulu remembers,
please, when you would visit only for the pleasure of my company, my Olaf."

"Thereign't timefor that tonight,” Olaf replied quickly. "Can't you consult your crystd ball right now?!

"Y ou know rulesof crystd bdl, my Olaf," Lulu replied. "At night the crystal ball must be deepinginthe
fortune-telling tent, and a sunrise you may ask one question.”

"Then I'll ask my first question tomorrow morning,” Olaf said, "and well stay until all my questionsare
answered.”

"Oh, my Olaf," Madame Lulu said. "Please, times are very hard for Cdigari Carnivd. Isnot good

businessideato have carniva in hinterlands, so there are not many people to see Madame Lulu or crysta
bal. Cdigari Carnivd gift caravan haslousy souvenirs. And Madame L ulu has not enough freeks, please,
inthe House of Fresks. Y ou visit, my Olaf, with troupe, and stay many days, drink my wine and eat al of

my snackings"
"Thisroast chicken isvery ddlicious,”" the hook-handed man said.

"Madame Lulu has no money, please,”" Lulu continued. "Ishard, my Olaf, to do fortune-telling for you
when Madame Lulu is so poor. The caravan of mine hasleaky roof, and Madame Lulu needs money,
please, to do repairs.”



"I'vetold you before," Olaf said, "once we get the Bauddaire fortune, the carnival will have plenty of

"Y ou said that about Quagmire fortune, my Olaf,” Madame Lulu said, "and about Snicket fortune. But
never apenny does Madame Lulu see. We must think, please, of something to make Cdigari Carniva
more popular. Madame Lulu was hoping that troupe of my Olaf could put on abig show like The
Marvelous Marriage. Many people would cometo see.”

"Theboss can't get up on stage,”" the bald man said. "Planning schemesisafull-timejob.”
"Besides," Esmésad, "I'veretired from show business. All | want to be now is Count Olaf's girlfriend."

Therewas asilence, and the only thing the Baudelaires could hear from Lulu's caravan was the crunch of
someone chewing on chicken bones. Then there was along sigh, and Lulu spoke very quietly. "You did
not tell me, my Ol&f, that Esmé wasthe girlfriend of you. Perhaps Madame Lulu will not let you and
troupe day at the carniva of mine."

"Now, now, Lulu,” Count Olaf said, and the children shivered asthey eavesdropped. Olaf wastakingin
atone of voice the Bauddaires had heard many times, when he wastrying to fool someoneinto thinking
he was akind and decent person. Even with the curtains closed, the Baudelaires could tell that he was
giving Madame Lulu atoothy grin, and that his eyes were shining brightly beneath his one eyebrow, asif
he were about to tell ajoke. "Did | ever tell you how | began my career as an actor?”’

"It'safascinating story," the hook-handed man said.

"It certainly is," Olaf agreed. "Give me some morewine, and I'll tell you. Now then, asachild, | was
aways the most handsome fellow at school, and one day ayoung director . . ."

The Baudédaires had heard enough. The three children had spent enough time with the villain to know that
once he began talking about himself, he continued until the cows came home, a phrase which here means
"until there was no morewine," and they tiptoed away from Madame Lulu's caravan and back toward
Count Olaf's car so they could talk without being overheard. In the dark of night, thelong, black
automobile looked like an enormous hole, and the children felt asif they were about to fall into it asthey
tried to decide what to do.

"I guesswe should leave," Klaus said uncertainly. "It's definitely not safe around here, but | don't know
where we can go in the hinterlands. There's nothing for miles and miles but wilderness, and we could die
of thirgt, or be attacked by wild animas."

Violet looked around quickly, asif something were about to attack them that very moment, but the only
wild animd in view wasthe painted lion on the carnival sign. "Even if we found someone ése out there,”
shesaid, "they'd probably think we were murderers and cdl the police. Also, Madame Lulu promised to
answer dl of Olaf's questions tomorrow morning.”

"Y ou don't think Madame Lulu's crystal bal redly works, do you?' Klaus asked. "I've never read any
evidencethat fortune-tellingisred."

"But Madame Lulu keepstelling Count Olaf wherewe are,”" Violet pointed out. " She must be getting her
information from someplace. If she can redly find out the location of the Snicket file, or learn if one of our
parentsisdive. . ."

Her voicetrailed off, but she did not need to finish her sentence. All three Baudd aires knew that finding
out if someone survived the fire was worth therisk of staying nearby.



"Sandover," Sunny said, which meant " So were staying.”

"We should at least stay the night,” Klaus agreed. "But where can we hide? If we don't stay out of sight,
someoneislikely to recognize us.”

"Karneez?' Sunny asked.

"The peoplein those caravans work for Madame Lulu," Klaus said. "Who knowsif they'd help usor
not?'

"l haveanideq," Violet said, and waked over to the back of Count Olaf's car. With a creeeak, she
opened the trunk again and leaned down insde.

"Nutd" Sunny said, which meant "1 don't think that's such agood idea, Violet."

"Sunny'sright,” Klaussaid. "Olaf and his henchmen might come back any minute to unpack the trunk.
We can't hidein there."

"We're not going to hidein there,” Violet said. "We're not going to hide a al. After dl, Olaf and his
troupe never hide, and they manage not to be recognized. We're going to disguise oursalves."

"Gabrowha?' Sunny asked.

"Why wouldn't it work?" Violet replied. "Olaf wears these disguises and he managesto fool everyone. If
we fool Madame Lulu into thinking we're somebody else, we can stay around and find the answersto
our questions.”

"It seemsrisky," Klaussaid, "but | suppose

"It'sjust asrisky astrying to hide someplace. Who should we pretend to be?’
"Let'slook through the disguises,” Violet said, "and seeif we get any idess.”

"WEell haveto fed through them,” Klaus said. "It'stoo dark to ook through anything.”

The Bauddaires stood in front of the open trunk and reached inside to begin their search. AsI'm sure
you know, whenever you are examining someone el se's belongings, you are bound to learn many
interesting things about the person of which you were not previoudy aware. Y ou might examine some
|etters your Sster received recently, for instance, and learn that she was planning on running away with an
archduke. Y ou might examine the suitcases of another passenger on atrain you are taking, and learn that
he had been secretly photographing you for the past sx months. | recently looked in the refrigerator of
one of my enemies and learned she was avegetarian, or at least pretending to be one, or had a
vegetarian vigting her for afew days. And the Bauddaire orphans examined some of the objectsin Olaf's
trunk, they learned agreat dedl of unpleasant things. Violet found part of abrasslamp she remembered
from living with Uncle Monty, and learned that Olaf had stolen from her poor guardian, in addition to
murdering him. Klaus found alarge shopping bag from the In Boutique, and learned that Esmeé Squalor
was just as obsessed with fashionable clothing as she ever was. And Sunny found a pair of pantyhose
covered in sawdust, and learned that Olaf had not washed his receptionist disguise Snce he had used it
last. But the most dismaying thing the children learned from searching the trunk of Olaf's car was just how
many disguises he had at his disposal. They found the hat Olaf used to disguise himself asaship captain,
and the razor he had probably used to shave his head in order to resemble alab assstant. They found the
expensve running shoes he had worn to disguise himself as agym teacher, and the plastic oneshe had
used when he was pretending to be a detective. But the siblings adso found plenty of costumesthey had
never seen before, and it seemed as though Olaf could keep on disguising himself forever, following the



Baudeairesto location after location, always gppearing with anew identity and never getting caught.

"We could disguise ourselves as almost anybody,” Violet said. "Look, hereés awig that makes melook
like aclown, and here's one that makes melook like ajudge.”

"I know," Klaus said, holding up alarge box with severd drawers. "This gppears to be a makeup kit,
complete with fake mustaches, fake eyebrows, and even apair of glass eyes.”

"Twicho!" Sunny said, holding up along white vell.

"No, thank you," Violet said. " aready had to wear that veil once, when Olaf nearly married me. I'd
rather not weer it again. Besides, what would a bride be doing wandering around the hinterlands?!

"Look at thislong robe," Klaus said. "It looks like something a rabbi would wear, but | don't know if
Madame Lulu would believe that arabbi would visit her in the middle of the night.”

"Ginawn!" Sunny said, using her teeth to wrap apair of sweatpants around her. The youngest Bauddlaire
meant something like, "All these clothes are too big for me," and shewasright.

"That's even bigger than that pinstripe suit Esmé bought you," Klaus said, helping his sister get
disentangled. "No one would believe that apair of sweatpants was walking around acarniva by itsdlf.”

"All these clothes aretoo big,” Violet said. "L ook at thisbeige coat. If | tried to disguise mysdlf init, I'd
only look freskish."

"Freskish!" Klaussaid. "That'sit!"
"Whazit?' Sunny asked.

"Madame Lulu said that she didn't have enough freaksin the House of Freaks. If we find disguisesthat
make uslook freakish, and tell Lulu that we're looking for work, she might hire us as part of the carniva.”

"But what exactly do freaks do?' Violet asked.

"I read abook once about a man named John Merrick," Klaus said. "He had horrible birth defects that
made him look terribly deformed. A carniva put him on display as part of aHouse of Freaks, and people
paid money to go into atent and look at him."

"Why would people want to look at someone with birth defects?' Violet asked. "It sounds crud.”

"It was crud," Klaus said. "The crowd often threw things at Mr. Merrick, and called him names. I'm
afraid the House of Freaksisn't avery pleasant form of entertainment.”

"Y ou'd think someone would put astop to it,” Violet said, "but you'd think somebody would put a stop
to Count Olaf, too, and nobody does.”

"Radev,” Sunny said with anervous ook around them. By "Radev,” she meant " Somebody's going to put
astop to usif we don't disguise oursalves soon,” and her siblings nodded solemnly in agreement.

"Heres some kind of fancy shirt," Klaus said. "It's covered in ruffles and bows. And heré's an enormous
pair of pantswith fur on the cuffs"

"Could both of uswear them at once?' Violet asked.

"Both of us?' Klaussaid. "l suppose so, if we kept on our clothes undernesth, so Olaf's would fit. We



could each stand on oneleg, and tuck our other legsinsde. We'd have to lean against one another aswe
walked, but | think it might work."

"And we could do the same thing with the shirt," Violet said. "We could each put one arm through a
deeve and keep the other tucked insde.”

"But we couldn't hide one of our heads," Klaus pointed out, "and with both of our heads poking out of
the top wed look like some sort of—"

"—two-headed person,” Violet finished, "and atwo-headed person is exactly what a House of Freaks
would put ondisplay.”

"That's good thinking," Klaus said. "People won't be on the lookout for atwo-headed person. But well
need to disguise our faces, too."

"The makeup kit will take care of that,” Violet said. "Mother taught me how to draw fake scars on mysdlf
when she appeared in that play about the murderer.”

"And heres a can of talcum powder,” Klaus said. "We can use thisto whiten our hair.”
"Do you think Count Olaf will notice that these things are missing from histrunk?" Violet asked.

"l doubt it," Klaussaid. "Thetrunk isn't very well organized, and | don't think he's used some of these
disguisesfor along time. | think we can take enough to become a two-headed person without Ol af

missng anything."
"Beriu?" Sunny said, which meant "What about me?'

"These disguises are made for fully grown people,” Violet said, "but I'm sure we can find you something.
Maybe you could fit inside one of these shoes, and be a person with just ahead and one foot. That's
plenty freskish."

"Chelish," Sunny said, which meant something along thelines of, "I'm too big to fit insde ashoe.”

"That'strue,” Klaus said. "It's been awhile since you were shoe-sized." He reached inside the trunk and
pulled out something short and hairy, asif he had caught araccoon. "But thismight work," he said. "l
think thisisthe fake beard Olaf wore when he was pretending to be Stephano. It'salong beard, so it
might work asashort disguise.”

"Let'sfind out,” Violet said, "and let'sfind out quickly."

The Bauddaresfound out quickly. Injust afew minutes, the children found out just how easy it wasto
transform themsdvesinto entirely different people. Violet, Klaus, and Sunny had some experiencein
disguising themsealves, of course—Klaus and Sunny had used medica coats a Heimlich Hospita inaplan
to rescue Violet, and even Sunny could remember when al three sblings had occasionaly worn
costumesfor their own amusement, back when they had lived in the Baudelaire mansion with their
parents. But thistime, the Baudelaire orphans felt more like Count Olaf and histroupe, as they worked
quietly and hurriedly in the night to erase dl traces of their trueidentities. Violet felt through the makeup
kit until she found severa pencilsthat were normaly used to make one's eyebrows more dramatic, and
even though it was smple and painlessto draw scars on Klaussface, it felt asif she were breaking the
promise she made to her parents, avery long time ago, that she would aways ook after her sihlingsand
keep them away from harm. Klaus helped Sunny wrap hersdlf in Olaf's fake beard, but when he saw her
eyesand thetips of her teeth peeking out of the mass of scratchy hair it felt asif he had fed his baby sster
to sometiny but hungry anima. And as Sunny helped her sblings button themsalvesinto the fancy shirt



and sprinkletalcum on their hair to turn it gray, it fdt asif they were melting into Olaf's clothes. The three
Bauddaireslooked at one another carefully but it was asif there were no Baudelairesthere at dl, just
two strangers, one with two heads and the other with ahead that was covered infur, al doneinthe
hinterlands.

"| think welook utterly unrecognizable,” Klaus said, turning with difficulty to face hisolder sgter. "Maybe
it'sbecause | took off my glasses, but to me we don't look athing like oursalves."

"Will you be able to see without your glasses?' Violet asked.

"If I squint,” Klaus said, squinting. "1 can't read like this, but | won't be bumping into things. If | keep
them on, Count Olaf will probably recognize me."

"Then you'd better keep them off," Violet said, "and I'll stop wearing aribbonin my hair.”

"Wed better disguise our voices, too," Klaussaid. "I'll try to speak ashigh as| can, and why don't you
try to spesk inalow voice, Violet?'

"Good idea," Violet said, in aslow avoice as she could. "And Sunny, you should probably just growl.”
"Grr," Sunny tried.

"Y ou sound likeawolf," Violet said, il practicing her disguised tone. "L et'stell Madame Lulu that
you're haf wolf and half person.”

"That would be amiserable experience,” Klaus said, in the highest voice he could manage. "Buit |
suppose being born with two heads wouldn't be any easier.”

"WEell explain to Lulu that we've had miserable experiences, but now were hoping thingswill get better
working at the carnivd," Violet said, and then sighed. "That's one thing we don't have to pretend. We
have had miserable experiences, and we are hoping that thingswill get better here. We'redmost as
freakish aswe're pretending to be."

"Don't say that," Klaus said, and then remembered hisnew voice. "Don't say that," hesaid again, at a
much higher pitch. "We're not fresks. Were sill the Baudd aires, even if we'rewearing Olaf's disguises.”

"I know," Violet sad, in her new voice, "but it'salittle confusing pretending to be acompletely different
person.”

"Grr," Sunny growled in agreement, and the three children put the rest of Count Olaf's things back in the
trunk, and walked in silence to Madame Lulu's caravan. It was awkward for Violet and Klausto wak in
the same pair of pants, and Sunny had to keep stopping to brush the beard out of her eyes. It was
confusing pretending to be completely different people, particularly because it had been so long since the
Bauddaireswere able to be the people they redly were. Violet, Klaus, and Sunny did not think of
themselves as the sort of children who hid in the trunks of automobiles, or who wore disguises, or who
tried to get jobs at the House of Freaks. But the siblings could scarcely remember when they had been
ableto relax and do the things they liked to do best. It seemed ages since Violet had been ableto sit
around and think of inventions, instead of franticaly building something to get them out of trouble. Klaus
could barely remember the last book he had read for his own enjoyment, instead of as research to defeat
one of Olaf 's schemes. And Sunny had used her teeth many, many timesto escape from difficult
Stuations, but it had been quite awhile since she had bitten something recreationdly. Asthe youngsters
approached the caravan, it seemed asiif each awkward step took them further and further from their redl
livesas Bauddaires, and into their disguised lives as carniva freaks, and it wasindeed very confusing.



When Sunny knocked on the door, Madame Lulu called out, "Who'sthere?' and for thefirst timein their
lives, it was a confusing question.

"Werefresks," Violet answered, in her disguised voice. "Were three-| mean, we're two freaks looking
for work."

The door opened with a creak, and the children got their first look at Madame Lulu. She was wearing a
long, shimmering robe that seemed to change colors as she moved, and a turban that looked very much
like the one Count Olaf had worn back at Prufrock Preparatory School. She had dark, piercing eyes,
with two dramatic eyebrows hovering suspicioudy as she looked them over. Behind her, Stting at asmall
round table, were Count Olaf, Esmé Squalor, and Olaf's comrades, who were al staring at the
youngsters curioudy. And asif al those curious eyes weren't enough, there was one more eye gazing a
the Bauddlaires-a glass eye, attached to achain around Madame Lulu's neck. The eye matched the one
painted on her caravan, and the one tattooed on Count Olaf's ankle. It was an eye that seemed to follow
the Baudel aires wherever they went, drawing them deeper and deeper into the troubling mystery of their
lives

"Wak in, please," Madame Lulu said in her strange accent, and the disguised children obeyed. As
freakishly asthey could, the Bauddaire orphanswalked in, taking afew steps closer to dl those staring
eyes, and afew stepsfurther from the livesthey were leaving behind.

CHAPTER
Three

Besdes getting several paper cutsin the same day or receiving the news that someonein your family has
betrayed you to your enemies, one of the most unpleasant experiencesin lifeisajob interview. It isvery
nerve-wracking to explain to someone dl the things you can do in the hopes that they will pay you to do
them. | once had avery difficult job interview in which | had not only to explain that | could hit an olive
with a bow and arrow, memorize up to three pages of poetry, and determine if there was poison mixed
into cheese fondue without tasting it, but | had to demongtrate all these things aswell. In most cases, the
best strategy for ajob interview isto be fairly honest, because the worst thing that can happen isthat you
won't get the job and will spend the rest of your life foraging for food in the wilderness and seeking
shelter underneath atree or the awning of abowling aley that has gone out of business, but in the case of
the Baudeaire orphans job interview with Madame Lulu, the Situation was much more desperate. They
could not be honest at al, because they were disguised as entirely different people, and the worst thing
that could happen was being discovered by Count Olaf and his troupe and spending the rest of their lives
in circumstances o terrible that the children could not bear to think of them.

"Sit down, please, and Lulu will interview you for carnival job," Madame Lulu said, gesturing to the round
table where Olaf and his troupe were sitting. Violet and Klaus sat down on one chair with difficulty, and
Sunny crawled onto another while everyone watched them in silence. The troupe had their elbows on the
table and were eating the snacks Lulu had provided with their fingers, while Esmé Squalor sipped her
buttermilk, and Count Olaf leaned back in his chair and looked &t the Baudelaires very, very carefully.

"It seemsto meyou look very familiar,” he said.
"Perhaps you have seen before the freaks, my Olaf,” Lulu said. "What are names of the freaks?"

"My nameisBeverly," Violet said, in her low, disguised voice, inventing aname as quickly as she could
invent an ironing board. "And thisismy other head, Elliot."

Olaf reached acrossthe table to shake hands, and Violet and Klaus had to stop for amoment to figure



out whose arm was sticking out of the right-hand deeve. "It's very nice to meet you both,” he said. "It
must be very difficult, having two heads."

"Oh, yes," Klaussaid, in as high avoice as he could manage. "Y ou can't imagine how troublesomeit isto
finddothing.”

"l wasjust noticing your shirt," Esmésaid. "It'svery in."
"Just because we're fregks,” Violet said, "doesn't mean we don't care about fashion.”
"How about eating?' Count Olaf said, hiseyes shining brightly. "Do you have trouble eating?"

"Wdll, I mean, well, we-" Klaus said, but before he could go on, Olaf grabbed along ear of corn from
aplatter on the table and held it toward the two children.

"L et's see how much trouble you have," he snarled, as his henchmen began to giggle. "Eat this ear of
corn, you two-headed freak.”

"Yes," Madame Lulu agreed. "It isbest way to seeif you can work in carniva. Eat corn! Eat corn!

Violet and Klaus looked at one another, and then reached out one hand each to take the corn from Ol af
and hold it awkwardly in front of their mouths. Violet leaned forward to take the first bite, but the motion
of the corn made it dip from Klauss hand and fall back down onto the table, and the room roared with
crud laughter.

"L ook at them!" one of the white-faced women laughed. "They can't even eat an ear of corn! How
fregkish!"

"Try again,” Olaf said with anasty smile. "Pick the corn up from the table, freek.”

The children picked up the corn and held it to their mouths once more. Klaus squinted and tried to take a
bite, but when Violet tried to move the corn to help him, it hit him in the face and everyone-except for
Sunny, of course—laughed once more.

"You arefunny freaks," Madame Lulu said. She waslaughing so hard that she had to wipe her eyes, and
when shedid, one of her dramatic eyebrows smeared dightly, asif she had asmall bruise above one eye.
"Try again, Beverly-and-Elliot freak!"

"Thisisthefunniest thing I've ever seen,” said the hook-handed man. "I dways thought people with birth
defects were unfortunate, but now | redize they're hilarious.”

Violet and Klaus wanted to point out that a man with hooks for hands would probably have an equally
difficult time eating an ear of corn, but they knew that ajob interview israrely agood timeto Sart
arguments, so the siblings swallowed their words and began swallowing corn. After afew bites, the
children began to get their bearings, a phrase which here means"figure out how two people, usng only
two hands, can eat one ear of corn at the sametime,” but it was till quite adifficult task. The ear of corn
was greasy with butter that |eft damp streaks on their mouths or dripped down their chins. Sometimesthe
ear of corn would be at a perfect angle for one of them to bite, but would be poking the other onein the
face. And often the ear of corn would smply dip out of their hands, and everyone would laugh yet again.

"Thisismore fun than kidnapping!" said the bad associate of Olaf's, who was shaking with laughter.
"Lulu, thisfreak will have people coming from miles around to watch, and al it will cost youisan ear of
corn!™



"Istrue, please," Madame Lulu agreed, and looked down at Violet and Klaus. "The crowd loves doppy
eating,” shesaid. "You are hired for House of Freaks show."

"How about that other one?' Esmé asked, giggling and wiping buttermilk from her upper lip. "What isthat
freak, some sort of living scarf?”

"Chabo!" Sunny said to her sblings. She meant something like, "I know thisis humiliating, but at least our
disguisesareworking!" but Violet was quick to disguise her trandation.

"Thisis Chabo the Wolf Baby," she said, in her low voice. "Her mother was a hunter who fell in love with
ahandsome wolf, and thisistheir poor child."

"I didn't even know that was possible," said the hook-handed man.
"Grr," Sunny growled.

"It might be funny to watch her eat corn too," said the bald man, and he grabbed another ear of corn and
waved it a the youngest Bauddaire. "Here Chabo! Have an ear of corn!”

Sunny opened her mouth wide, but when the bald man saw the tips of her teeth poking out through the
beard, he yanked his hand back in fear.

"Yiked" hesaid. "That freak isvicioud"

"Shels dill abit wild," Klaus said, gill speaking as high ashe could. "In fact, we got al these horrible
scarsfromteasing her.”

"Grr," Sunny growled again, and bit apiece of slverware to demonstrate how wild she was.

"Chabo will be excdlent carniva attraction,” Madame Lulu pronounced. "People are dwaysliking of
violence, please. Y ou are hired, too, Chabo."

"Just keep her away fromme," Esmésaid. "A wolf baby like that would probably ruin my outfit."
"Grr!" Sunny growled.

"Come now, fresky people,” Madame Lulu said! "Madame Lulu will show you the caravan, please,
where you will do the deeping.”

"WEell stay here and have morewine," Count Olaf said. "Congratulations on the new fregks, Lulu. | knew
you'd have good luck with me around.”

"Everyone does," Esmé said, and kissed Olaf on the cheek. Madame Lulu scowled, and led the children
out of her caravan and into the night.

"Follow me, freaks, please," she said. ™Y ou will beliving, please, in freaks caravan. Y ou will sharewith
other freaks. Thereis Hugo, Colette, and Kevin, dl freaks. Every day will be House of Freaks show.
Beverly and Elliot, you will be eating of corn, please. Chabo, you will be attacking of audience, please.
Arethere any freeky questions?’

"Will we be pad?' Klaus asked. He was thinking that having some money might help the Bauddlaires, if
they learned the answersto their questions and had an opportunity to get away from the carnival.

"No, no, no," Madame Lulu said. "Madame Lulu will be giving no money to the freaks, please. If you are
freak, you are lucky that someone will give you work. Look at man with hooks on hands. Heis grateful



to do the working for Count Olaf, even though Olaf will not be giving him of the Baude aire fortune.”

"Count Olaf?" Violet asked, pretending that her worst enemy was a complete stranger. "Isthat the
gentleman with one eyebrow?"

"That isOlaf," Lulu said. "Heisbrilliant man, but do not be saying the wrong thingsto him, please.
Madame Lulu dways says you must dways give people what they want, so dwaystell Olaf heisbrilliant

"Well remember that," Klaussaid.
"Good, please," Madame Lulu said. "Now, hereisfreak caravan. Welcome freaks, to your new home."

The fortune-teller had stopped at a caravan with the word fresks painted on it in large, doppy letters.
The letters were smeared and dripping in several places, asif the paint was il wet, but the word was so
faded that the Bauddaires knew the caravan had been |abeled many years ago. Next to the caravan was
ashabby tent with several holesin it and asign reading WELCOME TO THE HOUSE OF FREAKS,
with asmall drawing of agirl with three eyes. Madame L ulu strode past the sign to knock on the
caravan's wooden door.

"Freaks" Madame L ulu cried. "Please wake up, please! New fregks are here for you to say hello!”
"Just aminute, Madame Lulu,” caled avoice from behind the door.
"No just aminute, please,” Madame Lulu said. "Now! | am the boss of the carniva!”

The door siwung open to reved adeepy-looking man with ahunchback, aword which here means"a
back with a hump near the shoulder, giving the person asomewhat irregular gppearance.” He was
wearing apair of pgjamasthat were ripped at the shoulder to make room for his hunchback, and holding
asmall candleto help him seeinthedark. "I know you are the boss, Madame Lulu,” the man said, "but
it'sthe middle of the night. Don't you want your freaks to be well-rested?’

"Madame Lulu does not particularly care about deep of fresks," Lulu said haughtily. "Please betelling the
new freaks what to do for show tomorrow. The freak with two headswill be eating corn, please, and the
littlewolf freak will be attacking audience.”

"Violence and doppy edting," the man said, and sighed. "'l guessthe crowd will like that.”
"Of course crowd will like" Lulu said, "and then carniva will get much money.”

"And then maybe you'l pay us?' the man asked.

"Fat chance, please," Madame Lulu replied. "Good night, fresks."

"Good night, Madame Lulu,” replied Violet who would have rather been called aproper name, evenif it
was one sheinvented, than smply "fregk,” but the fortune-teller walked away without looking back. The
Baudeaires stood in the doorway of the caravan for amoment, watching Lulu disappear into the night,
before looking up a the man and introducing themselves a bit more properly.

"My nameisBeverly," Violet said. "My second head is named Elliot, and thisis Chabo the Wolf Baby."
"Grr!" growled Sunny.

"I'm Hugo," the man said. "It'll be nice to have new coworkers. Come on insde the caravan and I'll
introduce you to the others.”



Stll finding it awkward to walk, Violet and Klaus followed Hugo insde, and Sunny followed her sblings,
preferring to crawl rather than walk, because it made her seem more half wolf. The caravan was smal,
but the children could see by the light of Hugo's candle that it wastidy and clean. Therewasasmal
wooden table in the center, with aset of dominoes stacked up in the center and severa chairs grouped
around. In one corner was arack with clothing hung onit, including along row of identical coats, and a
large mirror so you could comb your hair and make sure you looked presentable. There was asmall
stove for cooking meals, with afew pots and pans stacked alongside it, and afew potted plants lined up
near the window so they would get enough sunlight. Violet would have liked to add asmall workbench
she could use while inventing things, Klauswould have been pleased to be squinting at some
bookshelves, and Sunny would have preferred to see astack of raw carrots or other foods that are
pleasant to bite, but otherwise the caravan looked like a cozy placeto live. The only thing that seemed to
be missing was someplace to deep, but as Hugo walked farther into the room, the children saw that there
were three hammocks, which are long, wide pieces of cloth used for beds, hanging from places on the
walls. One hammock was empty—the Baudd aires supposed that thiswas where Hugo dept—but in
another they could see atdl skinny woman with curly hair squinting down a them, and in the third was a
man with avery wrinkled face who was till adeep.

"Kevin!" Hugo caled up to the deeping man. "Kevin, get up! We have new coworkers, and I'll need help
Setting up more hammocks.”

The man frowned and glared down at Hugo. "I wish you hadn't woken me up,” Kevin said. "'l was having
addightful dream that there was nothing wrong with me a al, instead of being afreak."

The Baudelairestook agood look at Kevin as he lowered himsdlf to the floor and were unable to see
anything the least bit freakish about him, but he stared at the Bauddlaires asif he had seen aghost. "My
word," hesaid. "You two haveit asbad as| do."

"Try to be polite, Kevin," Hugo said. "Thisis Beverly and Elliot, and there on the floor is Chabo the Wolf
Baby."

"Wolf Baby?' Kevin repeated, shaking Violet and Klauss shared right hand. "I's she dangerous?!
"She doesn't like to be teased,” Violet said.

"I don't like to be teased either," Kevin said, and hung his head. "But wherever | go, | hear people
whispering, ‘there goes Kevin, the ambidextrous freak."

"Ambidextrous?' Klaus said. "Doesn't that mean you are both right-handed and | eft-handed?"

"So you've heard of me," Kevin said. "Isthat why you traveled out here to the hinterlands, so you could
gare a somebody who can write his name with either hisleft hand or hisright?!

"No," Klaussaid. "I just know the word ‘ambidextrous from abook | read."
"I had afeding you'd be smart,” Hugo said. "After dl, you have twice as many brains as most people.”

"l only have onebrain," Kevin said sadly. "One brain, two ambidextrous arms, and two ambidextrous
legs. What afresk!"

"It's better than being a hunchback," Hugo said. "Y our hands may be freaky, but you have absolutely
norma shoulders.”

"What good are normal shoulders,” Kevin said, "when they're attached to hands that are equally good at
usng aknifeand fork?"



"Oh, Kevin," thewoman said, and climbed down from her hammock to give him a pat on the head. "
know it's depressing being so freakish, but try and look on the bright side. At least you're better off than
me." Sheturned to the children and gave them ashy smile. "My nameis Colette,” she said, "and if you're
going to laugh a me, I'd prefer you do it now and get it over with."

The Bauddaires|ooked at Colette and then at one another. "Renuf!" Sunny said, which meant something
like, "I don't see anything freakish about you ether, but evenif | did I wouldn't laugh at you because it
wouldn't be polite.”

"I bet that's some sort of wolf laugh,” Colette said, "but | don't blame Chabo for laughing at a
contortionis."

"Contortionigt?" Violet asked.
"Yes," Colette sighed. "I can bend my body into al sorts of unusual positions. Look."

The Bauddareswatched as Colette Sighed again and launched into a contortionist routine. First she bent
down so her head was between her legs, and curled up into atiny ball on the floor. Then she pushed one
hand againgt the ground and lifted her entire body up on just afew fingers, braiding her legstogether into
aspird. Finaly sheflipped up in the air, balanced for amoment on her head, and twisted her arms and
legs together like amass of twine before looking up at the Baudeaires with a sad frown.

"You see?' Colette said. "I'm acomplete freak."

"Wow!" Sunny shrieked.

"| thought that was amazing,” Violet said, "and so did Chabo."

"That's very polite of you to say s0," Colette said, "but I'm ashamed that I'm a contortionist.”

"But if you're ashamed of it,” Klaus said, "why don't you just move your body normaly, insteed of doing
contortions?"

"Because I'm in the House of Freaks, Elliot," Colette said. "Nobody would pay to see me move my body
normdly.”

"It'san interesting dilemma,” Hugo said, using afancy word for "problem” that the Bauddaires had
learned from alaw book in Jugtice Straussslibrary. "All three of uswould rather be norma people than
freaks, but tomorrow morning, people will be waiting in the tent for Colette to twist her body into strange
positions, for Beverly and Elliot to eat corn, for Chabo to growl and attack the crowd, for Kevin to write
his name with both hands, and for meto try on one of those coats. Madame Lulu sayswe must always
give people what they want, and they want freaks performing on astage. Come now, it'svery late at
night. Kevin, give me ahelping hand putting up hammocks for the newcomers, and then let'sdl try to get
somedeep.”

"I might asswell giveyou two helping hands," Kevin said glumly. "They're both equaly efficient. Oh, |
wish that | was either right-handed or |eft-handed.”

"Try to cheer up," Colette said gently. "Maybe amiracle will happen tomorrow, and well al get the
thingswewish for mog."

No onein the caravan said anything more, but as Hugo and Kevin prepared two hammocks for the three
Bauddaires, the children thought about what Colette had said. Miracles are like mesatballs, because
nobody can exactly agree what they are made of, where they come from, or how often they should



appear. Some people

say that asunriseisamiracle, becauseit is somewhat mysterious and often very beautiful, but other
people say itissmply afact of life, becauseit happens every day and far too early in the morning. Some
people say that atelephoneisamiracle, because it sometimes seems wondrous that you can talk with
somebody who is thousands of miles away, and other people say it isSsmply amanufactured device
fashioned out of metal parts, electronic circuitry, and wiresthat are very eadly cut. And some people say
that sneaking out of ahotel isamiracle, particularly if thelobby isswarming with policemen, and other
people say itissmply afact of life, because it happens every day and far too early in the morning. So
you might think that there are so many miraclesin the world that you can scarcely count them, or that
there are so few that they're scarcely worth mentioning, depending on whether you spend your mornings
gazing at abeautiful sunset or lowering yoursdlf into aback aley with arope fashioned out of matching
towes.

But there was one miracle the Baudd aires were thinking about asthey lay in their hammocks and tried to
deep, and thiswas the sort of miracle that felt bigger than any meatball the world has ever seen. The
hammocks creaked in the caravan as Violet and Klaus tried to get comfortable in one set of clothing and
Sunny tried to arrange Olaf's beard so that it wouldn't be too scratchy, and al three youngsters thought
about amiracle so wondrous and beautiful that it made their hearts ache to think of it. The miracle, of
course, was that one of their parents was dive after dl, that either their father or their mother had
somehow survived thefire that had destroyed their home and begun the children's unfortunate journey.
To have one more Baudel aire dive was such an enormous and unlikely miracle that the children were
amog afraid to wish for it, but they wished for it anyway. The youngsters thought of what Colette had
sad—that maybe amiracle would happen, and that they would al get the thing they wished for most—and
waited for morning to come, when Madame Lulu's crystal ball might bring the miracle the Baudelaires
werewishing for.

At last the sun rose, asit does every day, and very early in the morning. The three children had dept very
little and wished very much, and now they watched the caravan dowly fill with light, and listened to Hugo,
Colette, and Kevin shift in their hammocks, and wondered if Count Olaf had entered the fortune-teller's
tent yet, and if he had learned anything there. And just when they could stand it no more, they heard the
sound of hurrying footsteps and aloud, metalic knock on the door.

"Wake up! Wake up!" came the voice of the hook-handed man, but before | write down what he said |
must tell you that there is one more similarity between amiracle and ameatbal, and it isthat they both
might appear to be one thing but turn out to be another. It happened to me once at a cafeteria, when it
turned out there was asmall camerahidden in the lunch | received. And it happened to Violet, Klaus and
Sunny now, dthough it was quite some time before they learned that what the hook-handed man said
turned out to be something different from what they thought when they heard him outside the door of the
fresks caravan.

"Wake up!" the hook-handed man said again, and pounded on the door. "Wake up and hurry up! I'min
avery bad mood and have no time for your nonsense. It'savery busy day at the carnival. Madame Lulu
and Count Olaf are running errands, I'm in charge of the House of Freaks, the crystal ball revealed that
one of those blasted Bauddaire parentsis till aive, and the gift caravan isalmost out of figurines.”

CHAPTER
Four

"What?" asked Hugo, yawning and rubbing hiseyes. "What did you say?'

"| said the gift caravan isamost out of figurines," the hook-handed man said from behind the door. "But



that's not your concern. People are already arriving at the carnival, so you freaks need to beready in
fifteen minutes™

"Wait amoment, Sr!" Violet thought to use her low, disguised voice just intime, as she and her brother
climbed down from their hammock, still sharing asingle pair of pants. Sunny was dready on thefloor,
too astonished to remember to growl. "Did you say that one of the Bauddaire parentsisdive?"

The door of the caravan opened a crack, and the children could see the face of the hook-handed man
peering at them suspicioudy.

"What do you care, freaks?' he asked.

"Well," Klaus said, thinking quickly, "we've been reading about the Bauddairesin The Daily Punctilio.
We're very interested in the case of those three murderous children.”

"Wdl," the hook-handed man said, "those kids parents were supposed to be dead, but Madame Lulu
looked into her crystal ball and saw that one of them was dive. It'salong story, but it meansthat we're
al going to be very busy. Count Olaf and Madame Lulu had to leave early thismorning to run an
important errand, so I'm now in charge of the House of Freaks. That means| get to boss you around, so
hurry up and get ready for the show!"

"Grr!" Sunny growled.
"Chabo'sdl set to perform,” Violet said, "and the rest of uswill be ready soon.”

"You'd better be," the hook-handed man said, and began to shut the door before stopping for amoment.
"That'sfunny," hesaid. "It lookslike one of your scarsisblurry.”

"They blur asthey hed," Klaussaid.

"Too bad," the hook-handed man said. "It makes you look less freakish." He dammed the door and the
siblings could hear him walk away from the caravan.

"| fed sorry for that man," Colette remarked, as she swung down from her hammock and curled into a
contortion on the floor. "Every time he and that Count person come to visit, it makes mefed bad to look
a hishooks."

"He's better off than me," Kevin said, yawning and stretching his ambidextrous arms. "At least one of his
hooks is stronger than the other one. My arms and legs are exactly dike."

"And mine are very bendable,” Colette said. "Well, we'd better do asthe man says and get reedy for the

"That'sright," Hugo agreed, reaching into a shelf next to hishammock and pulling out atoothbrush.
"Madame Lulu saysthat we must aways give people what they want, and that man wants us reedy right

avay.'
"Here, Chabo," Violet said, looking down at her sigter. "I'll help you sharpen your teeth.”

"Grr!" Sunny agreed, and the two older Baudd airesleaned down together, and lifted Sunny up and
moved into acorner so the three children could whisper to one another near the mirror, while Hugo,
Colette, and Kevin performed their toilette, a phrase which here means " did the things necessary to begin
their day ascarniva freaks"



"What do you think?" Klaus asked. "Do you think it'sredly possble that one of our parentsisaive?’

"l don't know," Violet said. "On one hand, it's hard to believe that Madame Lulu redly hasamagica
crystd bal. On the other hand, she dwaystold Count Olaf where we were so he could come and find
us. | don't know what to believe."

"Tent,” Sunny whispered.

"I think you'reright, Sunny," Klaus said. "If we could sneak into the fortune-telling tent, we might be able
to find out something for oursalves."

"Y ou're whispering about me, aren't you?' Kevin called out from the other end of the caravan. "I bet
you're saying, 'What afreak Kevin is. Sometimes he shaves with hisleft hand, and sometimes he shaves
with hisright hand, but it doesn't matter because they're exactly the same!”

"Weweren't talking about you, Kevin," Violet said. "We were discussing the Baudelaire case.”

"I never heard of these Bauddaires," Hugo said, combing hishair. "Did | hear you mention they were
murderers?'

"That'swhat it saysin The Daily Punctilio” Klaussaid.

"Oh, | never read the newspaper,” Kevin said. "Holding it in both of my equaly strong hands makes me
fed likeafresk."

"That's better than me," Colette said. "'l can contort myself into a position that alowsmeto pick up a
newspaper with my tongue. Tak about freakish!™

"It'saninteresting dilemma," Hugo said, grabbing one of the identical coats from the rack, "but | think that
weredl equdly freskish. Now, let's get out there and put on agood show!"

The Baudelaires followed their coworkers out of the caravan and over to the House of Freakstent,
where the hook-handed man was standing impatiently, holding something long and damp in one of his
hooks.

"Get inside and put on agood show," he ordered, gesturing to aflap in the tent that served asan
entrance. "Madame Lulu said that if you don't give the audience what they want, I'm alowed to usethis
tagliadlegrande”

"What'satagliatdle grande?' Colette asked.

"Tagliatlleisatype of Itdian noodle," the hook-handed man explained, uncoiling the long and damp
object, "and grande means 'big' in Italian. Thisisabig noodle that a carniva worker cooked up for me
thismorning.” Olaf's comrade waved the big noodle over his head, and the Bauddlaires and their
coworkers heard alimp swishing sound asit moved dowly through the air, asif alarge earthworm were
crawling nearby. "If you don't do what | say," the hook-handed man continued, "1 get to hit you with the
tagliatelle grande, which I've heard is an unpleasant and somewhat sticky experience.”

"Don't worry, dr," Hugo sad. "We're professionals.”

"I'm glad to hear it," the hook-handed man sneered, and followed them all into the House of Fresks.
Inside, the tent looked even bigger, particularly because there wasn't very much to seein such alarge
space. There was awooden stage with afew folding chairs placed on it, and a banner overhead, which
read HOUSE OF FREAKSin large, doppy letters. There was a smal stand where one of the



white-faced women was sdlling cold beverages. And there were seven or eight people milling around,
waiting for the show to begin. Madame Lulu had mentioned that business had been dow at Cdigari
Carnival, but the siblings had still expected afew more people to show up to seethe carnival freaks. As
the children and their co-workers approached the stage, the hook-handed man began speaking to the
small group of people asif they were avast crowd.

"Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, adolescents of both genders," he announced. "Hurry up and buy
your delicious cold beverages, because the House of Freaks show is about to begin!”

"Look at al thosefreskd" giggled one member of the audience, amiddle-aged man with severa large
pimples on his chin. "There's a man with hooksinstead of handdg!”

"I'm not one of the freaks," the hook-handed man growled. "1 work here at the carniva!"

"Oh, I'm sorry," theman said. "But if you don't mind my saying o, if you purchased a pair of redistic
hands no one would make that mistake.”

"It's not polite to comment on other peopl€e's appearances,” the hook-handed man said sternly. "Now,
ladies and gentlemen, gaze with horror on Hugo, the hunchback! Instead of aregular back, he hasabig
hump that makes him look very freakish!"

"That'strue," said the pimpled man, who seemed willing to giggle a one person or another. "What a
freek!"

The hook-handed man waved hislarge noodlein the air asalimp reminder to the Baudelaires and their
coworkers. "Hugo!" he barked. "Put on your coat!"

Asthe audiencetittered, Hugo walked to the front of the stage and tried to put on the coat he was
holding. Usudly, if someone hasabody with an unusud shape, they will hireatailor to dter their clothing
soit will fit comfortably and attractively, but as Hugo struggled with the coat, it was clear that no such
taillor had been hired. Hugo's hump wrinkled the back of the coat, and then stretched it, and then findly
ripped it as he did up the buttons, so that within moments the coat was just afew pieces of tattered cloth.
Blushing, Hugo retreated to the back of the stage and sat on afolding chair asthe members of thetiny
audience howled with laughter.

"lsn't that hilarious?' the hook-handed man said. "He can't even put on a coat! What a freakish person!
But wait, ladies and gentlemen—therés morel" Olaf's henchman shook the tagliatelle grande again while
reaching into his pocket with his other hook. Smiling wickedly, he withdrew an ear of cornand held it up
for the audienceto see. "Thisisasmple ear of corn,” he announced. "It's something that any norma
person can egt. But here at Cdigari Carniva, we don't have a House of Norma People. We have a
House of Freaks, with abrand-new freak that will turn thisear of corninto ahilarious mess!” Violet and
Klaus sighed, and walked to the center of the stage, and | do not think that | have to describethis
tiresome show any longer. Y ou can undoubtedly guess that the two eldest Baudelaires were forced to eat
another ear of corn whileasmall group of people laughed at them, and that Colette was forced to twist
her body into unusual shapes and positions, and that Kevin had to write his name with both hisleft and
right hands, and that finally poor Sunny was forced to growl at the audience, dthough shewasnot a
ferocious person by nature and would have preferred to greet them politely. And you can imagine how
the crowd reacted as the hook-handed man announced each person and forced them to do these things.
The seven or eight people laughed, and shouted cruel names, and made terrible and tastel essjokes, and
one woman even threw her cold beverage, paper cup and dl, at Kevin, asif someone who was both
right-handed and | eft-handed somehow deserved to have wet and sticky stains on his shirt. But what you
may not be able to imagine, unlessyou have had asmilar experience yourself, ishow humiliating it wasto



participate in such ashow. Y ou might think that being humiliated, like riding abicycle or decoding a
secret message, would get easier after you had done it afew times, but the Baudd aires had been laughed
at morethan afew timesand it didn't make their experiencein the House of Freskseasier at dl. Violet
remembered when agirl named Carmelita Spats had laughed at her and caled her names, when the
children were enrolled in Prufrock Preparatory School, but it still hurt her fedings when the hook-handed
man announced her as something hilarious. Klaus remembered when Esmé Squalor had insulted him a
667 Dark Avenue, but he till blushed when the audience pointed and giggled every time the ear of corn
dipped out of his hands. And Sunny remembered dl of the times Count Olaf had laughed at dl three
Baudeaires and their misfortune, but she still felt embarrassed and alittle sick when the people called her
"wolf freak" as she followed the other performers out of the tent when the show was over. The
Baudedaire orphans even knew that they weren't redlly atwo-headed person and awolf baby, but asthey
sat with their coworkersin the freaks caravan afterward, they felt so humiliated that it was asif they were
asfreakish as everyone thought.

"l don't likethisplace," Violet said to Kevin and Colette, sharing achair with her brother at the caravan's
table, while Hugo made hot chocolate at the stove. She was so upset that she dmost forgot to speak ina
low voice. "l don't like being stared at, and | don't like being laughed at. If people think it's funny when
someone drops an ear of corn, they should stay home and drop it themselves.”

"Kiwoon!" Sunny agreed, forgetting to growl. She meant something along the lines of, "'l thought | was
going to cry when al those people were calling me'freak,™ but luckily only her sblings understood her,
S0 shedidn't give away her disguise.

"Dontworry," Klaussaid to hissigters. "I don't think well stay here very long. The fortune-telling tent is
closed today because Count Olaf and Madame Lulu are running that important errand.” The middle
Baudelaire did not need to add that it would be agood time to sneak into the tent and find out if Lulu's
crystd bal redly held the answers they were seeking.

"Why do you careif Lulu'stent isclosed?' Colette asked. "Y ou're afreak, not afortuneteller.”

"And why don't you want to stay here?' Kevin asked. "Cdigari Carniva hasn't been very popular latdly,
but there's nowhere else for afreak to go."

"Of coursethereis,”" Violet said. "Lots of people are ambidextrous, Kevin. There are ambidextrous
florists, and ambidextrous air-traffic controllers, and dl sorts of things."

"You redly think s0?' Kevin asked.

"Of course| do," Violet said. "And it's the same with contortionists and hunchbacks. All of us could find
some other type of job where people didn't think we were fregkish at al.”

"I'm not sure that'strue,” Hugo called over from the stove. "I think that a two-headed person is going to
be considered pretty freakish no matter where they go.”

"And it's probably the same with an ambidextrous person,” Kevin said with asigh.

"Let'stry to forget our troubles and play dominoes," Hugo said, bringing over atray with six steaming
mugs of hot chocolate. "'l thought both of your heads might want to drink separately,” he explained with a
smile, "particularly because this hot chocolate is alittle bit unusua. Chabo the Wolf Baby added alittle bit
of dnnamon.”

"Chabo added it?" Klaus asked with surprise, as Sunny growled modestly.



"Yes," Hugo said. "At firg | thought it was some freaky wolf recipe, but it's actualy quite tasty.”

"That was aclever idea, Chabo,"” Klaus said, and gave hissster asquinty smile. It seemed only alittle
while ago that the youngest Baudd aire couldn't walk, and was smal enough to fit ingde a birdcage, and
now she was developing her own interests, and was big enough to seem half wolf.

"Y ou should be very proud of yoursdlf," Hugo agreed. "If you weren't afreak, Chabo, you could grow
up to be an excellent chef."

"She could be a chef anyway," Violet said. "Elliot, would you mind if we stepped outside to enjoy our hot
chocolate?"

"That'sagood idea," Klaus said quickly. "I've dways consdered hot chocolate to be an outdoor
beverage, and I'd like to take a peek in the gift caravan.”

"Grr," Sunny growled, but her sblings knew she meant "I'll come with you," and she crawled over to
where Violet and Klaus were awkwardly risng from their chair.

"Don't betoo long," Colette said. "We're not supposed to wander around the carniva.”
"Well just drink our hot chocolate and come right back," Klaus promised.

"I hopeyou don't get introuble" Kevin said. "I hateto think of the tagliatelle grande hitting both of your
heads."

The Baudelaireswere just about to point out that a blow from the tagliatelle grande probably wouldn't
hurt one bit, when they heard a noise which was far more fearsome than alarge noodle waving in the air.
Even from insde the caravan, the children could hear aloud, creaky noise they recognized from their long
trip into the hinterlands.

"That sounds like that gentleman friend of Madame Lulu's,”" Hugo said. "That's the sound of hiscar.”
"There's another sound, too,” Colette said. "Listen.”

The children listened and heard that the contortionist had spoken the truth. Accompanying the roar of the
engine was another roar, one that sounded deeper and angrier than any automobile. The Bauddaires
knew that you cannot judge something by its sound any more than you can judge a person by the way
they look, but this roar was so loud and fierce that the youngsters could not imagine thet it brought good
news.

Herel must interrupt the story | am writing, and tell you another story in order to make an important
point. This second story isfictiond, aword which here means "somebody madeit up one day,” as
opposed to the story of the Baudd aire orphans, which somebody merely wrote down, usudly at night. It
iscdled "The Story of Queen Debbie and Her Boyfriend, Tony," and it goes something likethis:

The Story of Queen Debbie and her boyfriend, Tony. Once upon atime, there lived afictiona queen
named Queen Debbie, who ruled over the land where this story takes place, which ismade up. This
fictional land had lollipop trees growing everywhere, and Snging micethat did al of the chores, and there
were fierce and fictiona lionswho guarded the palace againg fictional enemies. Queen Debbie had a
boyfriend named Tony, who lived in the neighboring fictiona kingdom. Becausethey lived so far away,
Debbie and Tony couldn't see each other that often, but occasionally they would go out to dinner and a
movie, or do other fictiond thingstogether.

Tony's birthday arrived, and Queen Debbie had some roya business and couldn't travel to see him, but



she sent him anice card and amynabird in ashiny cage. The proper thing to do if you receive a present,
of course, isto write athank-you note, but Tony was not a particularly proper person, and Called
Debbieto complain.

"Debhig, thisis Tony," Tony said. "l got the birthday present you sent me, and | don't likeit a al.”

"I'm sorry to hear that," Queen Debbie said, plucking alollipop off anearby tree. "1 picked out the myna
bird especialy for you. What sort of present would you prefer?

"I think you should give me a bunch of valuable diamonds,” said Tony, who was as greedy ashe was
fictiond "Diamonds?' Queen Debbie said. "But myna birds can cheer you up when you are sad. Y ou can
teach them to St on your hand, and sometimesthey eventalk.”

"l want diamonds," Tony said.

"But diamonds are so vauable," Queen Debbie said. "If | send you diamondsin the mail, they'll probably
get stolen on their way to you, and then you won't have any birthday present at al.”

"l want diamonds," whined Tony, who was redly becoming quite tiresome.

"I know what I'll do,” Queen Debbie said with afaint smile. "I'll feed my diamondsto theroyd lions, and
then send the lionsto your kingdom. No one would dare attack a bunch of fierce lions, so the diamonds
aresureto arive safdy.”

"Hurry up,” Tony said. "It's supposed to be my specid day.”

It was easy for Queen Debbie to hurry up, because the singing mice who lived in her palace did dl of the
necessary chores, so it only took afew minutesfor her to feed abunch of diamondsto her lions,
wrapping thejewdsin tunafish first so the lionswould agree to eat them. Then sheingtructed the lionsto
travel to the neighboring kingdom to deliver the present.

Tony waited impatiently outside his house for therest of the day, eeting al of theice cream and cake and
teasing hismynabird, and finaly, at just aout sunset, he saw the lions gpproaching on the horizon and
ran over to collect his present.

"Give me those diamonds, you stupid liond" Tony cried, and thereis no need to tell you the rest of this
gtory, which hasthe rather obvious mord "Never look agift lion in the mouth." The point isthat there are
timeswherethe arriva of abunch of lionsisgood news, particularly in afictiond story wherethelions
are not real and so probably will not hurt you. There are some cases, asin the case of Queen Debbie and
her boyfriend, Tony, wherethe arrival of lions meansthat the story is about to get much better.

But | am sad to say that the case of the Baudelaire orphansis not one of those times. The story of the
Bauddaires does not take placein afictional land where lollipops grow on trees and singing mice do al
of the chores. The story of the Baudelairestakes placein avery red world, where some people are
laughed a just because they have something wrong with them, and where children can find themselves dl
adoneintheworld, struggling to understand the sinister mystery that surrounds them, and in thisred world
the arrivad of lions meansthat the story is about to get much worse, and if you do not have astomach for
such a story—any more than lions have a ssomach for diamonds not coated in tuna fishHt would be best if
you turned around right now and ran the other way, as the Baudd aires wished they could asthey exited
the caravan and saw what Count Olaf had brought with him when he returned from his errand.

Count Olaf drove his black automobile between the rows of caravans, nearly running over severa vistors
to the carnival, stopped right at the tent for the House of Freaks, and turned off the engine, which ended



the creaky roar the children had recognized. But the other, angrier roar continued as Olaf got out of the
car, followed by Madame L ulu, and pointed with aflourish to atrailer that was attached to the rear of the
automobile. Thetrailer wasredly more of ameta cage on wheedls, and through the bars of the cagethe
Bauddaires could see whét the villain was pointing &t.

Thetrailer wasfilled with lions, packed in so tightly that the children couldn't tell just how many there
were. Thelionswere unhappy to be traveling in such tight quarters, and were showing their unhappiness
by scratching at the cage with their claws, snapping at one another with their long teeth, and roaring as
loudly and asfiercely asthey could. Some of Count Olaf's henchmen gathered around, along with severa
vigitorsto the carniva, to see what was going on, and Olaf tried to say something to them, but couldn't be
heard over thelions roars. Frowning, the villain removed awhip from his pocket and whipped at the
lionsthrough thetrailer bars. Like people, animaswill become frightened and likely do whatever you say
if you whip them enough, and thelionsfinally quieted down so Olaf could make his announcemen.

"Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, "boys and girls, freaks and norma people, Cdigari Carniva isproud to
announcethe arrival of thesefiercelions, who will be used in anew attraction.”

"That's good news," said someone in the crowd, "because the souvenirsin the gift caravan are pretty
lousy."

"It is good news," Count Olaf agreed with asnarl, and turned to face the Baudelaires. His eyes were
shining very brightly, and the siblings shivered in their disguises as he looked at the children and then at
the gathering crowd. "Things are about to get much better around here," he said, and the Bauddlaire
orphansknew that thiswas asfictionad as anything they could imagine.

CHAPTER
Five

If you have ever experienced something that feds strangely familiar, asif the exact samething has
happened to you before, then you are experiencing what the French cdl "dgavu.”

Like most French expressons-"ennui,” which isafancy term for severe boredom, or "la petite mort,”
which describes afeding that part of you hasdied-"" refersto something that is usualy not very pleasant,
becauseit iscuriousto fed asif you have heard or seen something that you have heard or seen before.
and experiencing the queasy feding of d§ja

"Theselions are going to be the most exciting thing at Caligari Carniva!" Olaf announced, as more and
more people drew near to seewhat al the fuss was about. "Asyou al know, unlessyou are incredibly
dim-witted, astubborn mule will movein the proper direction if thereisacarrot in front of it, and astick
behind it. It will move toward the carrot, because it wants the reward of food, and away from the stick,
because it does not want the punishment of pain. And these lionswill do the same.”

"What's going on?' Hugo asked the children, walking out of the caravan with Colette and Kevin close
behind.

"Dga," Sunny said bitterly. Even the youngest Baude aire recognized Count Olaf's cruel speech about the
stubborn mule from when the three children had been living in Olaf's house. Back then, the villain had
talked about astubborn mulein order to force Violet to marry him, aplot that thankfully had been foiled
at the last minute, but now he was using the very same words to cook up another scheme, and it gavethe
shblingsaqueasy feding to watch it happen.

"Theselions™ Count Olaf said, "will do as| say, because they want to avoid the punishment of thiswhip!™



With aflourish, heflicked hiswhip at the lions again, who cowered behind the bars, and some of the
vigitorsto the carniva applauded.

"But if thewhipisthe stick," asked the bad man, "what isthe carrot?!

"The carrot?' Olaf repeated, and laughed in aparticularly nasty way. "The reward for the lionswho obey
me will beadeicious med. Lions are carnivorous, which meansthey eat meet, and here at Caligari
Carniva they'll have the finest meat we haveto offer.” He turned and pointed hiswhip at the entrance to
the freaks caravan, where the Baudelaires were standing with their coworkers. "The freaks you see here
aren't normal people, and so they lead depressing lives," he announced. "They'll be happy to exhibit
themsalvesin the name of entertainment.”

"Of coursewewill," Colette said. "Wedo it every day."

"Then you won't mind being the most important part of the lion show," Olaf replied. "We're not going to
feed these lionsregular meals, so they'll be very, very hungry by the time the show begins. Each day,
instead of ashow at the House of Freaks, well randomly choose one freak and watch the lions devour
them.”

Everyone cheered again, except for Hugo, Colette, Kevin, and the three siblings, who al stood in
horrified sllence.

"That will be exciting!" said the man with pimples on hisface. "Just think—violence and doppy esting
combined in one fabulous show!"

"l couldn't agree more!" said awoman who was standing nearby. "It was hilarious watching that
two-headed freak eat, but it'll be even more hilarious watching the two-headed freak get eaten!

"I'd prefer to watch the hunchback get eaten,” saild someone esein the crowd. "He's so funny! He
doesn't even have aregular back!"

"The fun garts tomorrow afternoon!™ Count Olaf cried. "See you then!”

"l can't wait," said the woman, as the crowd began to disperse, aword which here means"walk off to
purchase souvenirsor leavethe carniva.” "I'm going to tdl al my friends.”

"I'm going to cdll that reporter a The Daily Punctilio,” the man with pimples said, heading toward the
phone booth. "This carniva is about to get very popular, and maybe they'll write an article about it.”

"Y ou wereright, boss," said the hook-handed man. "Things are about to get much better here."

"Of course hewasright, please,” Madame Lulu said. "Heis brilliant man, and brave man, and generous
man. Heisbrilliant for thinking of the lion show, please. Heis brave man for hitting lionswith whip,
please. And heisgenerous man for giving lionsto Lulu.”

"He gavethoselionsto you?' asked asinister voice. "They were presents?’

Now that most of the carniva visitors had departed, the Baudd aires could see Esmé Squaor step
forward from the doorway of another caravan and walk toward Count Olaf and Madame Lulu. Asshe
passed thelions trailer, sheran her enormous fingernails long the bars, and the lionswhimpered in fear.
"So you gave Madame Lulu somelions" she said. "What did you get me?"*

Count Olaf scratched his head with one scraggly hand, and looked alittle embarrassed. "Nothing," he
admitted. "But you can share my whip, if you'd like."



Madame Lulu leaned over and gave Olaf akiss on the cheek. "He gave lionsto me, please, because |
did such wonderful fortune-telling.”

"You should have seenit, Esmé" Olaf said.

"Luluand | entered the fortune-telling tent and turned out dl the lights, and the crystal bal began to hum
itsmagica hum. Then, magica lightning crackled above us, and Madame Lulu told me to concentrate as
hard as| could. While | closed my eyes, she gazed into her crystd ball and told methat one of the
Bauddaire parentsisdive and hiding in the Mortmain Mountains. Asareward, | gave her theselions."

"So Madame Lulu needs acarrot, too, en?" the hook-handed man said with alaugh.

"Firgt thing tomorrow morning,” Olaf continued, "Madame Lulu will consult her crystd ball again, and tell
me wherethe Bauddaresare.”

Esméglared a Lulu. "And what sort of gift will you give then, Olaf?!

"Be reasonable, my dear,” Count Olaf said to hisgirlfriend. "Thelionswill make Cdigari Carniva much
more popular, so Madame Lulu can devote her timeto fortune-telling and give usthe information we
need to findly sted the Bauddaire fortune.”

"I hateto criticize," Hugo said hesitantly, "but isthere any way we can make the carniva more popular
without feeding usto thelions? | must confessthat I'm alittle nervous about that part.”

"Y ou heard the crowd when | told them about the new attraction,” Count Olaf said. "They couldn't wait
to seethelions devour you, and all of us need to do our part to give people what they want. Your partis
to return to the freaks caravan until tomorrow. And the rest of uswill do our part and start digging the

pit."
"Pit?" one of the white-faced women asked. "What do we need a pit for?"

"Tokegpthelionsin,” Olaf replied, "so they only eat whichever freak jumps down there. Let'sdig it over
by theroller coaster.”

"Good ideg, boss," the bald man said.
"Thereare shovelsintool caravan,” Lulu said. "1 will show you, please.”

"I'm not going to dig apit,” Esmé announced as the others walked away. "1 might break anail. Besides, |
need to talk to Count Olaf—alone."

"Oh, dl right," Count Olaf said. "Let'sgo in the guest caravan where we won't be disturbed.”

Olaf and Esméwalked off in one direction, and Madame Lulu led the henchmen in the other, leaving the
three children done with their coworkers,

"Wdll, weld better go inside,” Colette said. "Maybe we can think of away not to get eaten.”

"Oh, let's not think about those fearsome creatures,” Hugo said with ashudder. "L et's play another game
of dominoesinstead.”

"Chabo, my other head, and | will be dong inamoment,” Violet said. "We want to finish our hot
chocolate."

"You might aswdl enjoy it," Kevin said glumly, following Hugo and Colette back into the freeks



caravan. "It might turn out to be the last hot chocolate you ever drink."

Kevin shut the door with both hands, and the Baudelaires stepped farther away from the caravan so they
could talk without being overheard.

"Adding cinnamon to hot chocolateis aterrific idea, Sunny,” Violet said, "but I'm having trouble enjoying
it

"Ificat,” Sunny said, which meant "Metoo."

"Count Olaf's latest scheme leaves abad tastein my mouth,” Klaus said, "and | don't think cinnamon will
hdp."

"We haveto get into that fortune-telling tent,” Violet said, "and thismay be our only chance.”

"Doyou think it'sredly true?" Klaus asked. "Do you think Madame Lulu reglly saw something in her
crysd bal?!

"I don't know," Violet said, "but | do know from my studies of dectricity that lightning can't appear insde
atent. Something mysteriousis going on, and we need to find out what it is."

"Chow!" Sunny said, which meant "Before we're thrown to the liond™
"But do you think it'sred 7" Klaus asked.

"l don't know," Violet said testily, aword which here means"in her regular voice, forgetting her disguise
because she was becoming very frustrated and upset.” "'l don't know if Madame Lulu isafortune-tdler. |
don't know how Count Olaf ways knowswherewe are. | don't know where the Snicket fileis, or why
someone el se had Olaf's tattoo, or what V.F.D. stands for, or why there's a secret passageway that leads
to our house, or—"

"If our parentsare dive?' Klausinterrupted. "Do you know if one of our parentsisredly aive?'

The middle Baudelairés voice quivered, and hissstersturned to look at him—afeet that was difficult for
Violet, who was till sharing his shirt—and saw that he was crying. Violet leaned so that her head was
againg hiswhile Sunny put her mug down and crawled closer to hug his knees, and the three Baudelaires
stood quietly together for afew moments.

Grief, atype of sadnessthat most often occurs when you have lost someone you love, is a sneaky thing,
because it can disappear for along time, and then pop back up when you least expect it. When | am
able, | go out walking on Briny Beach very early in the morning, which isthe best time to find materias
important to the Bauddlaire case, and the ocean is so peaceful that | fed peaceful, too, asif | anno
longer grieving for the woman | love and will never see again. But then, when | am cold and duck into a
teashop where the owner is expecting me, | have only to reach for the sugar bowl before my grief
returns, and | find mysdlf crying so loudly that other customers ask meif | could possibly lower my sobs.
With the Baudelaire orphans, it was asif their grief were avery heavy object that they each took turns
carrying o that they would not al be crying at once, but sometimes the object was too heavy for one of
them to move without weeping, so Violet and Sunny stood next to Klaus, reminding him that thiswas
something they could al carry together until at last they found a safe placeto lay it down.

"I'm sorry | wastesty, Klaus," Violet said. "Ther€'s just so much we don't know that it's hard to think
about al at once."

"Chithvee" Sunny said, which meant "But | can't hep thinking about our parents.”



"Menether,” Violet admitted. "I keep wondering if one of them survived thefire”

"But if they did,” Klaus said, "why would they be hiding in afaraway place? Why aren't they trying to find
LS?I

"Maybethey are," Violet said quietly. "Maybe they're searching for us everywhere they can think of, but
they can't find us, because we've been hiding and disguising ourselves for so long.”

"But why doesn't our mother or father contact Mr. Poe?' Klaus said.

"Wevetried to contact him," Violet pointed out, "but he doesn't answer our telegrams, and we can't
seem to reach him by phone. If one of our parents has survived the fire, maybe they're having the same
wretched luck.”

"Gdfuskin," Sunny pointed out. By " Galfuskin™ she meant something like, "Thisisal guesswork—et'sgo
to the fortune-tdling tent and see if we can find out anything for sure, and we'd better do it soon before
the others get back.”

"You'reright, Sunny,” Violet said, and put her mug down next to Sunny's. Klaus put down his mug, and
all three Baudedaires took disguised steps away from their hot chocolate. Violet and Klaus waked
awkwardly in their shared pants, leaning against one another with every step, and Sunny followed
aongsde, Hill crawling so that she would look haf wolf if anyone watched them asthey made their way
through the carniva toward the fortune-telling tent. But no one was watching the Baudelaire orphans. The
vigtorsto the carniva had gone hometo tell their friends about the lion show happening the next day. The
children's coworkerswere in the freaks caravan bemoaning their fate, aword which here means "playing
dominoes, rather than trying to think of away out of their predicament." Madame Lulu and Olaf's
assistants were digging the pit, over by theroller coaster till covered inivy. Count Olaf and Esmé
Squalor were bickering in the guest caravan, which was located at the far end of the carnival where | had
stayed with my brother so many years ago, and the rest of Madame Lulu's employees were closing down
the carniva and hoping that someday they might work in aless miserable place. So nobody was watching
asthe children gpproached the tent next to Lulu's caravan, and stopped for a minute at the flap that led
ingde. Thefortune-telling tent no longer tands at Cdligari Carniva, or anywhere e sefor that matter.
Anyone wandering through the blackened and desolate hinterlands would scarcely be ableto tell that
there had been any tents at dl. But even if everything looked exactly the same as when the Baudelaire
orphans stayed there, it isunlikely that atraveler would understand what the tent's decoration meant, as
nowadays there are so few living experts on such subjects, and the expertswho are dlive are dl in terrible
circumstances, or, in my case, on their way to terrible circumstancesin the hopes of making them less
terrible. But the Baudd aire orphans—who, as you will recdl, had only arrived at the carniva the night
before, and s0 had never seen the fortune-tdlling tent in daylight until this very moment—could see how the
tent was decorated, which iswhy they stopped to Stare at it. At first glance, the painting on the
fortune-telling tent seemed to depict an eye, like the decoration on Madame Lulu's caravan and the tattoo
on Count Ol&f's ankle. The three children had seen smilar eyeswherever they went, from abuilding in
the shape of an eye when they were working in alumbermill, to an eye on Esmé Squalor's purse when
they were hiding in ahospita, to ahuge swarm of eyesthat surrounded them in their most frightening
nightmares, and athough the siblings never understood quite what these eyes meant, they were so weary
of gazing a them that they would never pauseto look at one again. But there are many thingsin life that
become different if you take along look at them, and asthe children paused in front of the fortune-telling
tent, the painting seemed to change before their very eyes, until it did not seem likeapainting at al, but an
indgnia

Aningigniais sort of amark that usualy stands for an organization or a business, and the mark can be of
any sort whatsoever. Sometimes an insgnia can be asmple shape, such asawavy lineto indicate an



organi zation concerned with rivers or oceans, or a square to indicate an organization concerned with
geometry or sugar cubes. Sometimes an insigniacan be asmdl picture of something, such asatorch, to
indicate an organization that is flammable, or the three-eyed girl outsde the House of Freeks, indicating
that people who were unusua in some way were on display insgde. And sometimes an inggniacan be
part of the name of the organization, such asthefirst few letters, or itsinitias. The Bauddaires, of course,
were not involved in any sort of business, aside from disguising themsalves as carniva freeks, and asfar
asthey knew they were not members of an organization of any kind, and they had never even been to the
hinterlands until Count Olaf's car had taken them down Rarely Ridden Road, but the three children took
alonglook at theinsgniaon Madame Lulu's tent, because they knew that it wasimportant to them
somehow, asif whoever had painted the insigniaknew they would come here, and wanted to bring them
ingde

"Doyouthink . .." Klaussad, hisvoicetrailing off as he squinted at the tent.
"l didn't seeit at first glance,” Violet said, "but as | took along look . . ."

"Volu..." Sunny said, and without another word the three children peered into the entrance, and, seeing
no sign of anyoneinside, took afew stepsforward. If someone had been watching the youngsters, they
would have seen these few hesitant steps asthey entered the fortune-teller's tent as quietly asthey could.
But there was no one watching. There was no one to see the flap of cloth asit closed quietly behind
them, making the whole tent shiver ever so dightly, and there was no one to notice that the painting
shivered, too. There was no one watching the Bauddaire orphans as they drew closer to finding the
answersto their questions, or solving the mysteries of their lives. There was no oneto take along look at
the painting on the tent to see that it was not an image of an eye, asit gppeared to be at first glance, but
aninggnia, sanding for an organization the children knew only asV.F.D.

CHAPTER
Six

There are many difficult thingsin thisworld to hide, but a secret isnot one of them. It isdifficult to hidean
arplane, for instance, because you generaly need to find adeep hole or an enormous haystack, and
sneak the arplaneingde in the middle of the night, but it is easy to hide a secret about an airplane,
because you can merely write it on atiny piece of paper and tape it to the bottom of your mattress any
timeyou are a home. It isdifficult to hide asymphony orchestra, because you usually need to rent a
soundproof room and borrow as many deeping bags as you can find, but it is easy to hide a secret about
asymphony orchestra, because you can merely whisper it into the ear of atrustworthy friend or music
critic. And it isdifficult to hide yoursdf, because you sometimes need to Stuff yoursdf into the trunk of an
automobile, or concoct adisguise out of whatever you can find, but it is easy to hide a secret about
yoursdlf, because you can merdly typeit into abook and hopeit falsinto the right hands. My dear sgter,
if you arereading this, | am il dive, and heading north to try and find you.

Had the Baudelaire orphans been looking for an airplane as they stepped insde Madame Lulu's
fortune-telling tent, they would have known to look for the tip of awing, sticking out from under an
enormous black tablecloth decorated with shiny silver stars, which hung over atablein the center of the
tent. Had they been looking for a symphony orchestra, they would have known to listen for the sound of
someone coughing or bumping up against an oboe asthey hid in the corners of the tent, which were
covered in heavy curtains. But the children were not looking for methods of air travel or professiond
musicians. They were looking for secrets, and the tent was so big that they scarcely knew where to begin
looking. Wasthere news of the Bauded aire parents hidden in the cupboard that stood near the entrance?
Could there be information about the Snicket file stuffed into the large trunk that stood in one of the
corners? And wasit possible the children could find out the meaning of V.F.D. by gazing into the crystdl



ball placed in the center of the table? Violet, Klaus, and Sunny looked around the tent, and then at one
another, and it seemed that the secrets concerning them could be hidden just about anywhere.

"Where do you think we should look?' Violet asked.
"l don't know," Klausreplied, squinting al around him. "I'm not even sure whét to look for."

"Well, maybe we should look for answerstheway Count Olaf did,” Violet said. "Hetold the whole story
of hisfortune-telling experience.”

"I remember,” Klaus said. "First he entered Madame L ulu'stent. Weve done that. Then, he said they
turned out dl thelights.”

The Bauddaires|ooked up, and noticed for thefirst time that the celling of the tent was decorated with
small lightsin the shape of stars, matching the stars on the tablecloth.

"Switch!" Sunny said, pointing to a pair of switches attached to one of the tent poles.
"Good work, Sunny," Violet said. "Here, Klaus, walk with me so | can get alook at those switches."

Thetwo older Bauddaires walked fregkishly over to the pole, but when they reached the switches Violet
frowned and shook her head.

"What'swrong?' Klaus asked.

"l wish | had aribbon,” Violet said, "to tieup my hair. It's hard to think serioudy with my powdery hair
getting in my eyes. But my hair ribbon issomewherea Heimlich. . . "

Her voicetrailed off, and Klaus saw that she had reached her hand into the pocket of Count Olaf's pants
and was drawing out aribbon that looked just like the one she usudly wore. "Yerz," Sunny said.

"Itisming” Violet said, looking at it closdy. "Count Olaf must have kept it when he was preparing me
for surgery, and left it in his pocket.”

"I'm glad you got it back," Klaus said, with adight shudder. "1 don't like to think about Olaf getting his
filthy hands on our possessions. Do you need some help tying your hair up? 1t might be difficult using only
one hand, and | don't think you should take your other one out from under the shirt. We don't want to
mess up our disguise.” "I think | can manage it with one hand,” Violet said. "Ah, therewe go. | fed less
like afreak and more like Violet Bauddare with my hair up likethis. Now, let's see. Both these switches
are atached to wiresthat run up to the top of the tent. One of them obvioudy controls the lights, but
what does the other one do?’

The Baudelaireslooked up again, and saw something else attached to the celling of the tent. In between
the tarswas asmdll, round mirror, hanging from apiece of metal, which held it at an odd angle.
Attached to the metal was along sirip of rubber, which led to alarge knot of wires and gears, which in
turn was attached to some more mirrors arranged in asort of whed!.

"What?" Sunny asked.
"I don't know," Klaus said. "It sure doesn't ook like anything I've read about.”

"It'saninvention of some sort,” Violet said, studying it carefully. She began to point to different parts of
the strange device, but it was asif sheweretaking to hersdf instead of her sblings. "That piece of rubber
lookslike afan belt, which tranamits torque from an automotive enginein order to help cool the radiator.



But why would you want to—oh, | see. It moves those other mirrors around, which—but how woul d-wait
aminute. Klaus, seethat smal holein the upper corner of the tent?!

"Not without my glasses," Klaussaid.

"Wdl, therésasmdl rip up there," Violet said. "What direction are we facing, if we facethat smdl hole?"
"Let methink for amoment,” Klaussaid. "Last night, the sun was setting as we got out of the car.”
"Yira," Sunny said, which meant "I remember—the famous hinterlands sunset.”

"And the car isover there," Klaus said, turning around and dragging his older sster with them. " So that
way iswest, and therip in the tent faces east.”

"Ead," Violet said with aamile, "the direction of the sunrise.”
"That'sright,” Klaussaid, "but what doesthat have to do with anything?'

Violet said nothing, just stood and smiled at her shlings, and Klaus and Sunny smiled back. Even with
the fake scars penciled on her face, Violet was smiling in away the other Baudelaires recognized at once.
It was the sort of smile that gppeared when Violet had figured out adifficult problem, usudly having to do
with an invention of some sort. She had smiled thisway when the sblingswerein jail, and she figured out
how a pitcher of water could help break them out. She had smiled this way when she had |ooked over
some evidence she had found in a suitcase, which could convince Mr. Poe that their Uncle Monty had
been murdered. And she was smiling thisway now, as shelooked up &t the strange device on the celling,
and then back down at the two switches on thewall.

"Watch this" she said, and flicked thefirst switch. Immediately, the gears began to spin, and thelong
strip of rubber began to move, and the whed of mirrors became awhirring circle.

"But what doesit do?' Klaus said.

"Ligen,” Violet said, and the children could hear alow, buzzing hum coming from the machine. "That'sthe
hum Count Olaf was talking about. He thought it was coming from the crysta bdl, but it was coming
from thisinvention.”

"| thought amagica hum sounded fishy," Klaus said.
"Legror?" Sunny asked, which meant "But what about the lightning?”

"Y ou see how that larger mirror isangled?’ Violet said. "It's pointed so that it reflects any light that comes
out of thesmal holein the tent.”

"But thereisn't any light coming fromit," Klaus said.

"Not now," Violet said, "because the holeisfacing east, and it's late in the afternoon. But in the morning,
when Madame Lulu does her fortune-telling, the sun isrising, and the light of the sunrise would shineright
on that mirror. And that mirror would reflect it onto the other mirrors, put into motion by the torquated
belt—"

"Wait," Klaussaid. "l don't understand.”

"That'sO.K.," Violet said. "Count Olaf doesn't understand either. When hewaksinto the tent in the
morning, Madame Lulu turnsthisinvention on and the room isfilled with flickering lights. Remember
when | used the refraction of light to make asignaling device at Lake Lachrymose? It'sthe same thing,



but Lulutdishimthat itsmagicd lightning.”
"But wouldn't Olaf look up and seethat it wasn't magica lightning?”

"Not if thelightswere off," Violet said, flicking the other switch, and above them the stars went out. The
cloth of the tent was 0 thick that no light from outside shone in, and the Baudeaires found themsdlvesin
utter darkness. It reminded the children of when they were climbing down the elevator shaft of 667 Dark
Avenue, except that had been silent, and here they were surrounded by the sound of the maching's hum.

"Eerie" Sunny said.

"It is gpooky," Klaus agreed. "No wonder Olaf thought it wasamagical hum.”
"Imagine how it would fed if the room wereflickering with lightning,” Violet said.
"That'sthe sort of trickery that makes people bdievein fortune-telling.”
"SoMadame Luluisafake" Klaussaid.

Violet flicked both switches again, and the lights went on as the invention went off. "She'safake, dl
right,” Violet said. "1 bet that crystd bdl isjust plain glass. Shetricks Count Olaf into thinking she'sa
fortune-teller, so helll buy her things likelions and new turbans.”

"Chesro?" Sunny asked, and looked up at her shlings. By "Chesro?" Sunny meant something along the
linesof, "But if she'safake, how did she know that one of our parentswas aive?' but her sblingswere
amost afraid to answer her.

"Shedidn't, Sunny,” Violet said quietly. "Madame Lulu'sinformation is asfake as her magic lightning.”

Sunny made asmall, quiet sound that her siblings could scarcely hear behind her beard, and hugged
Violet and Klausslegs while her little body shivered with sadness. Suddenly, it was Sunny'sturn to bear
the burden of Baudeaire grief, but she did not beer it for long, because Klaus thought of something that
made the Baudd aires collect themselves.

"Wait aminute," Klaus said. "Madame Lulu may be afake, but her information might bered. After dl,
she awaystold Count Olaf where we were staying, and she was right about that."

"That'strue," Violet said. "l forgot about that.”

"After dl," Klaus said, reaching with difficulty into his pocket. "We first thought that one of our parents
might be dive after we read this." He unfolded a piece of paper that his sisters recognized asthe
thirteenth page of the Snicket file. There was a photograph, stapled to the page, which showed the
Baude aire parents, slanding next to one man the Baudd aires had met briefly at the Village of Fowl
Devotees, and one man the children did not recognize, and below the photograph was a sentence Klaus
had read so many times that he did not need his glassesto read it again. "'Because of the evidence
discussed on page nine, experts now suspect that there may in fact be one survivor of thefire, but the
survivor's whereabouts are unknown,™ he recited. "Maybe Madame Lulu knows about this."

"But how?' Violet asked.

"Well, let'ssee" Klaus said. "Count Olaf said that after the appearance of magica lightning, Madame
Lulu told him to close his eyes so she could concentrate.”

"Therel" Sunny said, pointing to the table with the crystdl ball.



"No, Sunny," Violet said. "The crysta ball couldn't tell her. It's not magical, remember?”

"Therel" Sunny ingsted, and walked over to thetable. Violet and Klausfollowed her, walking
awkwardly, and saw what she was pointing at. Sticking out from under the tablecloth was atiny speck of
white. Knedling down in their shared pants, the older Baudelaires could see it was the very edge of a

piece of paper.

"Good thing you're closer to the ground than we are, Sunny,” said Klaus. "We never would have noticed
thet."

"But what isit?' Violet asked, diding it out from under the tablecloth.

Klaus reached into his pocket again, removed his glasses, and put them on. "Now | fed lesslike afreak
and morelike mysdlf," he said with asmile, and began to read out loud. "My Dear Duchess, Y our
masked ball sounds like afantastic evening, and | look forward to . . ." Hisvoicetrailed off, and he
scanned the rest of the page. "It's just a note about some party,” he said.

"What'sit doing underneath atablecloth?’ Violet asked.
"It doesn't seem important to me," Klaus said, "but | guessit was important enough to Lulu that she hid it.

"Let'sseewhat eseshe'shiding,” Violet said, and lifted the end of the tablecloth. All three Baudelaires
gasped.

It may seem strange to read that there was alibrary underneath Madame Lulu'stable, but asthe
Bauddaire orphans knew, there are dmaost as many kinds of libraries asthere are kinds of readers. The
children had encountered a private library at the home of Justice Strauss, who they missed very much,
and ascientific library at the home of Uncle Monty, who they would never see again. They had seen an
academic library at Prufrock Preparatory School, and alibrary at Lucky Smells Lumbermill that was
understocked, aword which here means "empty except for three books." There are public librariesand
medicd libraries, secret libraries and forbidden libraries, libraries of records and libraries of auction
catalogs, and there are archival libraries, which isafancy term for acollection of files and documents
rather than books. Archival librariesare usually found at universities, museums, or other quiet
places—such as undernesth a table-where people can go and examine whatever papersthey like, in order
to find the information they need. The Bauddaire orphans gazed a the enormous piles of papersthat
were suffed underneath the table, and redlized that Madame Lulu had an archival library that just might
contain the information they werelooking for.

"Look at dl this," Violet said. "There are newspaper articles, magazines, letters, files, photographs—all
sorts of documents. Madame L ulu tells people to close their eyes and concentrate, and then she looks
through dl thismaterid and finds the answers.”

"And they can't hear her shuffling paper,” Klaus said, "over the hum of thelightning device."
"It'sliketaking atest,” Violet said, "with dl the answers hidden in your school desk.”
"Chest!" Sunny said.

"It is cheating,” Klaus said, "but maybe her cheating can help us. Look, heré's an articlefrom The Daily
Punctilio."

"VILLAGE OF FOWL DEVOTEES TO PARTICIPATE IN NEW GUARDIAN PROGRAM," Violet
said, peering over his shoulder a the headline.



"The Council of Elders announced yesterday that they would care for the troublesome Baudelaire
orphans,™ Klausread, "as part of the city government's new program inspired by the aphorism "It takes
avillagetoraiseachild."™

"That's how Count Olaf found usl" Violet said. "Madame Lulu pretended that the crystdl ball told her
where we were, but she just read it in the newspaper!™

Klaus flipped through apile of paper until he saw hisown nameon aligt. "Look," hesaid. "It'saligt of
new students at Prufrock Preparatory School. Somehow Madame Lulu got ahold of it and passed on the
information to Ol&f."

"Ud" Sunny said, showing aphotograph to her siblings. Violet and Klauslooked &t it and saw their Sster
was right. The youngest Baudelaire had found asmdll, blurry photograph of the three Bauddlaires Sitting
on the edge of Damocles Dock, where they had arrived for their stay with Aunt Josephine. Inthe
background they could see Mr. Poe reaching his hand out to cal for ataxi, while Violet stared glumly
into a paper sack.

"Those are the peppermints Mr. Poe gave us,” Violet said quietly. "I'd dmost forgotten about those.”
"But who took this?* Klaus asked. "Who was watching us that day?"

"Back," Sunny said, and turned the photograph over. On the back, someone had written something in
messy handwriting the children could scarcely read.

"l think it says, Thismight be hopeful," Klaussaid.

"Or 'helpful,” Violet said. ""Thismight be helpful." And itssigned with oneinitia think itsan R, or
maybe aK. But who would want a photograph of us?"

"It gives me the shiversto think someone took our picture when we didn't know it," Klaus said. "That
means someone could be taking our photograph at any moment.”

The Bauddaires|ooked around hurriedly, but could see no photographer lurking in the tent. "Let'scam
down,” Violet said. "Remember the time we watched a scary movie when our parents were out for the
evening, and we were jumpy for therest of the night? Every time we heard a noise we thought vampires
were breaking into the house to take us away."

"Maybe somebody was breaking into the house to take us away," Klaus said, and pointed to the
photograph. " Sometimes things can go on right in front of your nose, but you don't know about them."

'Heebie-jecbies,”" Sunny said, which meant something like, "L et's get out of here. I'm redly getting the
creeps.”

"Me, too," Violet said, "but let'stake al these documents with us. Maybe we can find someplace to ook
through them and find the information we want."

"We can't take dl these paperswith us," Klaus said. "There are stacks and stacks. It would be like
checking out every single book in the library, just to find the one you wanted to read.”

"Well stuff our pockets,” Violet said. "My pockets are dready stuffed,” Klaus said. "1 have page thirteen
of the Snicket file, and al those fragments from the Quagmire notebooks. | can't get rid of those, but |
don't have room for anything else. It'sasif all the world's secrets are here on paper, but which secrets do
we take with us?'



"Maybe we can look through it quickly right here," Violet said, "and take anything that has our names on
it"

"That's not the best method of research,” Klaussaid, "but | guessit will haveto do. Here, help melift the
tablecloth so we can see everything better.”

Violet and Klaus began to lift the tablecl oth together, but it was quite difficult to do in ther disguise. Like
eating an ear of corn, lifting the tablecloth while sharing a shirt wastrickier than it looked, and the
tablecloth did back and forth as the older Baudd aires struggled with it. As1'm sure you know, if you
dide atablecloth back and forth, the things Sitting on the tablecloth will dide, too, and Madame Lulu's
crysta ball began to dide closer and closer to the edge of thetable.

"Mishap," Sunny said.
"Sunny'sright,” Violet said. "Let's be careful.”

"Right," Klaussaid. "We don't want—" Klaus did not get to finish his sentence about what he and his
sgtersdid not want, because with adull thunk and aloud, clattering crash! his sentence wasfinished for
him. One of the mogt troublesomethingsin lifeisthat what you do or do not want has very littleto do
with what does or does not happen. Y ou might want to become the sort of author who works camly at
home, for example, but something could happen that would lead you to become the sort of author who
works franticaly in the homes of other people, often without their knowledge. Y ou might want to marry
someone you love very much, but something could happen that would prevent the two of you from ever
seeing one another again. Y ou might want to find out something important about your parents, but
something could happen that would mean you wouldn't find out for quite sometime. And you might wart,
at aparticular moment, for acrystal ball not to fal off atable and shatter into athousand pieces, and even
if it happened that the crystal ball did shatter, you might want the sound not to attract anyone's attention.
But the sad truth isthat the truth is sad, and that what you want does not matter. A series of unfortunate
events can happen to anyone, no matter what they want, and even though the three children did not want
the flap of the fortune-telling tent to open, and they did not want Madame Lulu to step insde, asthe
afternoon turned to evening at Caligari Carniva, everything happened to the Baudelaire orphansthat they
did not want at all.

CHAPTER
Seven

"What are you doing here, please?’ Madame Lulu snarled. She strode quickly toward them, her own
eyes glaring as angrily asthe eye she was wearing around her neck. "What are the freaks doing in the
tent, please, and what are the freaks doing under the table, please, and please answer me thisinstant,
please, or you will be very, very sorry, please, thank you!™

The Baudeaire orphans looked up at the fake fortune-teller, and a strange thing happened. Rather than
quaking with fear, or crying out in horror, or huddling together as Lulu shrieked at them, the three
children stood resolute, a phrase which here means "did not become frightened at al.” Now that they
knew that Madame L ulu used amachine on her ceiling and an archiva library under her table to disguise
hersdlf asamagicd and mysterious person, it was asif every frightening thing about her had melted away,
and shewas just awoman with an odd accent and a bad temper who had crucia information the
Bauddaires needed. As Madame Lulu carried on, Violet, Klaus, and Sunny watched her without a
terrified thought in their heads. Madame Lulu ydlled and yelled, but the children felt just asangry at Lulu
asLuluwasat them.

"How dare you, please, enter the tent without permission of Madame Lulu!™ Madame Lulu cried. "1 am



the boss of Caligari Carniva, please, and you must obey me every single moment of your freakish lives!
Please, | have never seen, please, the freaks who are so ungrateful to Madame Lulu! You areinthe
worst of thetrouble, please!" By now, Lulu had reached the table, and saw the pile of broken glass
which sparkled al over the floor. "Y ou are the breskers of the crystal ball!" she bellowed, pointing adirty
fingernall at the Bauddaires. "Y ou should be ashamed of your freaky selves! The crystd bal isthe very
vauable thing, please, and ishaving of the magica powerd”

"Fraud!™ Sunny cried.

"That crystd ball wasn't magical!” Violet trandated angrily. "It was plain glasst And you're not ared
fortune-teller, either! We analyzed your lightning device, and we found your archivd library."

"Thisisdl onebig disguise,”" Klaus said, gesturing around the tent. "'You're the one who should be
ashamed of yoursdf.”

"Ple-" Madame Lulu said, but she shut her mouth before she could finish the word. She looked down at
the Baudelaires, and her eyes grew very wide. Then she sat down in achair, lay her head down next to
the crystal ball, and began to cry. "I am ashamed of myself,” she said, in an unaccented voice, and
reached up to her turban. With aflick of her wrist, she unraveled the turban, and her long, blond hair fell
down around her tearstained face. "I am utterly ashamed of myself," she said, through her tears, and her
shoulders shook with sobs.

The Bauddaireslooked at one another and then at the quaking woman sitting near them. It is hard for
decent people to stay angry at someone who has burst into tears, which iswhy it is often agood ideato
burst into tearsif adecent person isyelling at you. The three children watched as Madame Lulu cried and
cried, pausing only to wipe her eyeswith her deeves, and they could not help but fed alittle bit sad, too,
even astheir anger continued.

"MadameLulu," Violet said firmly, athough not asfirmly as shewould have liked, "why did you-"

"Oh," Madame Lulu cried, a the sound of her name, "don't call methat.” She reached up to her neck and
yanked on the cord that held the eye around her neck. It broke with a snap! and she dropped it to the
ground whereit lay amid the pieces of shattered glass while she went on sobbing. "My nameisOlivia,"
shesad findly, with ashuddering Sgh. "I'm not Madame Lulu and I'm not afortune-teller.”

"But why are you pretending to be these things?' Klaus asked. "Why are you wearing adisguise? Why
areyou helping Count Olaf?"

"| try to help everyone," Oliviasaid sadly. "My motto is 'give people what they want.' That'swhy I'm here
at the carnival. | pretend to be afortune-teller, and tell people whatever it isthey want to hear. If Count
Olaf or one of his henchmen stepsinside and asks me where the Baudelaires are, | tell them. If Jacques
Snicket or another volunteer stepsinsde and asks meif hisbrother isalive, | tell them.”

The Bauddaires felt so many questions tripping up inside them that they could scarcely decide which one
to ask. "But where do you learn the answers?"' Violet asked, pointing to the piles of paper underneath the
table. "Where does dl thisinformation come from?"

"Libraries, mogtly," Oliviasaid, wiping her eyes. "If you want peopleto think you're afortune-teller, you
have to answer their questions, and the answer to nearly every question iswritten down someplace. It
just might take awhileto find. It'staken me along timeto gather my archivd library, and | ill don't have
al of the answers I've been looking for. So sometimes, when someone asks me aquestion and | don't
know the answer, | just make something up.”



"When you told Count Olaf that one of our parentswas dive," Klaus asked, "were you making it up, or
did you know the answer?"

Oliviafrowned. "Count Olaf didn't ask anything about the parents of any carniva frea—wait aminute.
Y our voices sound different. Beverly, you have aribbon in your hair, and your other head iswearing
glasses. What'sgoing on?"

The three children looked at one another in surprise. They had been so interested in what Oliviawas
saying that they had completely forgotten about their disguises, but now it gppeared that disguises might
not be necessary. The siblings needed to have their questions answered honestly, and it seemed more
likey that Oliviawould give them honest answersif the children were honest themsdves. Without
gpesking, the Baudd aires stood up and removed their disguises. Violet and Klaus unbuttoned the shirt
they were sharing, stretching the arms they had been keeping cooped up, and then stepped out of the
fur-cuffed pants, while Sunny unwrapped the beard from around her. Inno time at al the Baudelaires
were standing in thetent in their regular clothing—except for Violet, who was ill wearing ahospital gown
from her stay in the Surgical Ward-with their disguises on the floor in aheap. The older Bauddlaires even
shook their heads vigoroudy, aword which here means "in order to shake talcum powder out of their
hair," and rubbed at their faces so their disguised scars would disappesr.

"I'm not realy Beverly,” Violet said, "and thisis my brother, not my other head. And that's not Chabo the
Wolf Baby. She's—'

"I know who sheis," Oliviasaid, looking at adl of them amazedly. "1 know who al of you are. You'rethe
Bauddared"

"Yes" Klaussaid, and he and hissisters amiled. It felt asif it had been one hundred years since someone
had cdlled the Bauddaires by their proper names, and when Oliviarecognized them, it was asif they
werefinally themsalves again, instead of carniva fresks or any other fake identity. "Yes" Klaussad
again. "Were the Baude aires-three of them, anyway. Were not sure, but we think there may be a
fourth. Wethink one of our parentsmay be dive."

"Not sure?' Oliviaasked. "lan't the answer in the Snicket file?"

"Wejust have the last page of the Snicket file," Klaus said, and pulled page thirteen out of his pocket
again. "Weretrying to find the rest of it before Olaf does. But the last page saysthat there may bea
survivor of thefire. Do you know if that's true?’

"I have noideg," Oliviaadmitted. "I've been looking for the Snicket file mysdlf. Every time | seeapiece
of paper blow by, | chase after it to seeif it's one of the pages.”

"But you told Count Olaf that one of our parentsisdive,” Violet said, "and that they're hiding in the
Mortmain Mountains.”

"l wasjust guessing,” Oliviasaid. "If one of your parents has survived, though, that's probably where
they'd be. Somewhere in the Mortmain Mountainsis one of the last surviving headquarters of V.F.D. But
you know that, of course.”

"Wedon't know that," Klaus said. "We don't even know what V.F.D. standsfor."

"Then how did you learn to disguise yoursalves?' Oliviaasked in astonishment. Y ou used al three
phasesof V.F.D. Disguise Training—veiled facia disguises, with your fake scars, variousfinery disguises,
with the clothing you wore, and voice fakery disguises, with the different voices you used. Now thet |
think of it, you're even using disguisesthat look like thingsin my disguisekit."



Oliviastood up and walked over to the trunk that sat in the corner. Taking akey out of her pocket, she
unlocked it and began to go through its contents. The siblings watched as she lifted an assortment of
things out of the trunk, al of which the children recognized. First she removed awig that looked likethe
one Count Olaf had used when he was pretending to be awoman named Shirley, and then afake
wooden leg he had used as part of his ship captain disguise. Sheremoved apair of potsthat Olaf's bald
associate had used when the children wereliving in Paltryville, and amotorcycle helmet that |ooked
identical to the one Esmé Squa or had used to disguise hersdf asapolice officer. Findly, Oliviahdd up a
shirt with fancy rufflesal over it, exactly like the onethat lay at the Baudelaires feet. "You see" she said.
"Thisisthe same shirt asthe one you two were wearing.”

"But we got ours from Count Olaf'strunk,” Violet said.

"That makes sense,” Oliviareplied. "All volunteers have the same disguise kit. There are people using
these disguises dl over theworld, trying to bring Count Olaf to justice.”

"What?' Sunny asked.

"I'm confused, too,” Klaus said. "We're al confused, Olivia What isV.F.D.? Sometimesit seemslike
they're good people, and sometimes it seemslike they're bad people.”

"Itsnot assmpleasal that," Oliviasaid sadly. Shetook asurgica mask out of thetrunk and heditin
her hand. "Theitemsin the disguise kit arejust things, Bauddaires. Y ou can use these thingsto help
people or to harm them, and many people use them to do both. Sometimesit's hard to know which
disguise to use, or what to do once you've put oneon."

"| don't understand,” Violet said.

"Some people are like those lions Olaf brought here,” Oliviasaid. "They start out being good people, but
before they know it they've become something else. Those lions used to be noble creatures. A friend of
minetrained them to smdll smoke, which was very helpful in our work. But now Count Ol&f isdenying
them food, and hitting them with hiswhip, and tomorrow afternoon they'll probably devour one of the
freaks. Theworld is aharum-scarum place.”

"Harum?" Sunny asked.

"It's complicated and confusing,” Oliviaexplained. "They say that long ago it was smple and quiet, but
that might be alegend. Therewasaschismin V.F.D.—agresat big fight between many of the
members-and since then it's been hard for me to know what to do. | never thought I'd be the sort of
person who helpsvillains, but now | do. Haven't you ever found yoursdf doing something you never
thought you'd do?'

"l guess s0," Klaus said, and turned to his ssters. "Remember when we stole those keys from Hal, at the
Library of Records? | never thought I'd be athief."

"Hynn," Sunny said, which meant something like, "And | never thought | would become a violent person,
but | engaged in asword fight with Dr. Orwell.”

"Weve dl done things we never thought we'd do,” Violet said, "but we aways had agood reason.”

"Everybody thinks they have agood reason,” Oliviasaid. "Count Olaf thinks getting afortuneisagood
reason to daughter you. Esmé Squalor thinks being Olaf's girlfriend isagood reason to join histroupe.
And when | told Count Olaf whereto find you, | had agood reason— because my motto is'give people
what they want.™



"Dubious," Sunny said.

"Sunny's not sure that's avery good reason,” Violet trandated, "and | must say | agree with her. You've
caused alot of grief, Olivia, to alot of people, just so you could give Count Olaf what he wanted.”

Olivianodded, and tears appeared in her eyesonce more. "'l know it," she said miserably. "I'm ashamed
of mysdlf. But | don't know what elseto do.”

"Y ou could stop helping Olaf," Klaus said, "and help usingtead. Y ou could tell us everything you know
about V.F.D. And you could take us to the Mortmain Mountainsto seeif one of our parentsisredly
dive"

"I don't know," Oliviasaid. "I've behaved so badly for so long, but maybe | could change." She stood up
sraight, and looked sadly around the darkening tent. "I used to be anoble person,” she said. "Do you
think | could be noble again?'

"l don't know," Klaus said, "but let's find out. We could |eave together, right now, and head north."

"But how?" Oliviaasked. "We don't have acar, or aminivan, or four horses, or alarge dingshot, or any
other way to get out of the hinterlands."

Violet retied the ribbon in her hair, and looked up at the celling in thought. "Olivia," she said findly, "do
the carts on that roller coaster till work?”

"The carts?' Oliviarepeated. "Sort of. The whedls move, but theresasmall enginein each cart, and |
think the engines have rusted away."

"I think | could rebuild an engine using your lightning device" Violet said. "After dl, that piece of rubber is
abit like-"

"A fan bet!" Oliviafinished. "That'sagood ides, Violet."

"I'll sneak out to the roller coaster tonight,” Violet said, "and get to work. WEl leave in the morning,
before anyone gets up.”

"Better not do it tonight,” Oliviasaid. "Count Olaf or his henchmen are dways urking around at night. 1t'd
be better to leave in the afternoon, when everyoneis at the House of Fresks. Y ou can put the invention
together firgt thing in the morning, when Olaf will bein here asking the crystd ball about you."

"What will you do then?' Klaus asked.
"I have aspare crysta bdl," Oliviaanswvered. "That isn't thefirst one that's been broken.”

"That's not what | mean,” Klaussaid. "1 mean, you won't tell Count Olaf that we're here at the carnival,
will you?'

Olivia paused for amoment, and shook her head. "No," she said, but she did not sound very sure.

"Promise?" Sunny asked. Olivialooked down at the youngest Baudedaire for along time without
ansvering.

"Yes," shefindly said, inavery quiet voice. "l promisg, if you promiseto take mewith you to find
V.FD."

"We promise," Violet said, and her sblings nodded in agreement. "Now, let's start at the beginning. What



doesV.F.D. stand for?"

"Madame Lulu!" called ascratchy voice from outside the tent. The Baudelaires |ooked at one another in
dismay as Count Olaf caled the fake name of the woman beside them. "Madame Lulu! Where are you?"

"l amin fortune-teling tent, my Olaf," Oliviareplied, dipping into her accent as eadly asthe Bauddares
could dip into the ruffled shirt. "But do not comein, please. | am doing secret ritua with crysta ball of

mine
"Wdl, hurry up," Olaf said grumpily. "The pit isdone, and I'm very thirsty. Come pour usdl somewine."

"Just one minute, my Olaf," Oliviasaid, reaching down to grab the materia for her turban. "Why don't
you be taking of ashower, please? Y ou must be sweaty from the pit digging, and when you are done we
will al be having of the winetogether.”

"Don't beridiculous," Count Olaf replied. "I took ashower ten days ago. I'll go put on some extra
cologne and meet you in your caravan.”

"Yes, my Olaf,” Oliviacaled, and then turned to whisper to the children as she wound the turban around
her hair. "Wed better cut short our conversation,” she said. "The otherswill be looking for you. When
we |leave here tomorrow, I'll tell you everything you want to know."

"Couldn't you just tell usafew thingsnow?' Klaus asked. The Bauddaires had never been closer to the
answersthey were seeking, and delaying things any further was dmost more than they could stand.

"No, no," Oliviadecided. "Here, I'd better help you get back into your disguises or you'll get caught.”

The three children looked at one another rductantly. "I guessyou'reright,” Violet sad findly. "The others
will belooking for us™

"Proffco," Sunny said, which meant "I guess o, " and began to wind the beard around her. Violet and
Klaus stepped into the fur-cuffed pants, and buttoned the shirt around them, while Oliviatied her
necklace back together so she could become Madame Lulu once more.

"Our scars,” Klaus remembered, looking at his sster'sface. "We rubbed them off."

"And our hair needs repowdering,” Violet said.

"I have amakeup pencil, please," Oliviasaid, reaching into the trunk, "and also the powder of talcum.”
"Y ou don't have to use your accent right now," Violet said, taking the ribbon out of her hair.

"Isgood to practice, please,” Oliviareplied. "I must be thinking of myself as Madame Lulu, otherwisel
will please beforgetting of the disguise.”

"But you'll remember our promises, won't you?' Klaus asked.
"Promises?' Madame Lulu repested.

"Y ou promised you wouldn't tell Count Olaf that were here," Violet said, "and we promised to take you
with usto the Mortmain Mountains.”

"Of course, Beverly," Madame Lulu replied. "I will be keeping of the promise to fresks."

"I'm not Beverly,” Violet said, "and I'm not afresk.”



Madame Lulu smiled, and leaned in to pencil ascar on the eldest Baudelairesface. "But it istime for
disguises, please,” she said. "Don't be forgetting of your disguised voices, or you will be recognized.”

"Wewon't forget our disguises,” Klaus said, putting his glasses back in his pocket, "and you won't forget
your promise, right?"

"Of course, please,” Madame Lulu said, leading the children out of the fortune-telling tent. "Do not be of
the worrying, please."

The sblings stepped out of the tent with Madame L ulu, and found themsaves bathed in the blue light of
the famous hinterlands suns=t.

The light made each of them look abit different, asif they were wearing another blue disguise on top of
their carnival disguises. The powder in Violet's hair made her head look apae, strange color, Klauss
fake scars|ooked darker and more sinister in the shadows, and Sunny looked like a small blue cloud,
with small sparks of light where her teeth reflected the last of the sun. And Madame Lulu looked more
like afortune-teller, asthe sunset glistened on thejewe in her turban, and shone on her long robein an
eerielight that looked dmost magica.

"Good night, my freaky ones,” she said, and the Baudd aires|ooked at this mysterious woman and
wondered if she had redlly changed her motto, and would become a noble person once more. "1 will be
keeping of the promise," Madame Lulu said, but the Bauddlaire orphans did not know if shewas
speaking the truth, or just telling them what they wanted to hear.

CHAPTER
Eight

By the time the Bauddaire orphans found their way back to the freaks caravan, Hugo, Colette, and
Kevin werewaiting for them. Colette and Kevin were just finishing agame of dominoes, and Hugo had
cooked up apot of tom kagai, which isadelicious soup commonly eaten in Thailand. But asthe
Baudelaires sat at the table and ate their supper, they were not in the mood to digest the mixture of
chicken, vegetables, fancy mushrooms, fresh ginger, coconut milk and water chestnuts that the
hunchback had prepared. They were more concerned with digesting information, a phrase which here
mean "thinking about everything that Madame Lulu had told them." Violet took aspoonful of hot broth,
but she was thinking so hard about Lulu'sarchiva library that she scarcely noticed the unusua, siveet
taste. Klaus chewed on awater chestnut, but he was wondering so much about the headquartersin the
Mortmain Mountainsthat he didn't gppreciate its gppedling, crunchy texture. And Sunny tipped the bowl
forward to take alarge sip, but she was s0 curious about the disguise kit that she wasn't aware that her
beard was getting soaked. Each of the three children finished their soup to the last drop, but they were so
eager to hear more from Lulu about the mystery of V.F.D. that they fet hungrier than when they sat
down.

"Everyone sureisquiet tonight,” Colette said, contorting her head underneath her armpit ook around the
table. "Hugo and Kevin, you haven't talked much, and | don't think I've heard asingle growl from Chabo,
or heard aword out of either of your heads.”

"I guesswe're not fedling much like making conversation,” Violet said, remembering to spesk aslow as
she could. "We have alot to think about.”

"Wesuredo,” Hugo said. "I'm till not wild about the idea of being eaten by alion.”

"Me neither," Colette said, "but today's visitors were certainly excited about the carniva's new attraction.



Everyone does seem to love violence.”

"And doppy eating,” Hugo said, dabbing at his mouth with angpkin. "It's certainly an interesting
dilemma”

"l don't think it'san interesting dilemma,” Klaus said, squinting at his coworkers. "1 think itsaterrible one.
Tomorrow afternoon, someonewill jJump to their desths." He did not add that the Baudelaires planned to
be far away from Caligari Carniva by then, heading out to the Mortmain Mountainsin theinvention
Violet planned to congtruct early tomorrow morning.

"I don't know what we can do about it " Kevin said. "On one hand, 1'd rather keep on performing at the
House of Fresksingtead of being fed to thelions. But on the other hand — and in my case, both my
hands are equally strong — Madame Lulu's motto is 'give people what they want," and apparently they
want thiscarniva to be carnivorous.”

"| think it'saterrible motto,” Violet said, and Sunny growled in agreement. " There are better thingsto do
with your life than doing something humiliating and dangerous, just to make tota strangers happy.”

"Likewhat?' Colette asked.

The Baudelaires |ooked at one another. They were afraid to revea their plan to their coworkers, in case
one of them would tell Count Olaf and ruin their escape. But they aso couldn't stand resolute, knowing
that something terrible would happen just because Hugo, Colette, and Kevin fdlt obliged to be freeks and
live up to Madame Lulu's motto.

"Y ou never know when you'l find something eseto do,” Violet said findly. "It could happen at any

"Do you redly think s0?' Hugo asked hopefully.
"Yes" Klaussad. "Y ou never know when opportunity will knock."

Kevin looked up from his soup and gazed at the Bauddlaires with alook of hopein hiseye. "Which hand
will it knock with?"

"Opportunity can knock with any hand, Kevin," Klaus said, and at that moment there was aknock at the
door.

"Open up, freaks." Theimpatient voice, coming from outside the caravan, made the children jump. As
I'm sure you know, when Klaus used the expression "opportunity will knock," he meant that his
coworkers might find something better to do with their time, instead of legping into apit of hungry lions
just to give some people what they wanted. He did not mean that the girlfriend of anotoriousvillain
would actualy knock on the door and give them an idea that was possibly even worse, but | am sorry to
say that it was Esmé Squalor who was knocking, her long fingernails clattering against the door. "Open
up. | want to talk to you."

"Just one moment, Ms. Squalor,” Hugo called, and walked over to the door. "Let's al be on our best
behavior," he said to his coworkers. "It's not often that anorma person wantsto talk to us, and | think
we should make the most of this opportunity.”

"WEelIl be good,” Colette promised. "I won't bend into asingle strange position.”

"And I'll useonly my right hand,” Kevin said. "Or maybe only my left hand.”



"Good idea," Hugo said, and opened the door. Esmé Squalor was leaning in the doorway with awicked
smileon her face.

"l am Esmé Gigi Geniveve Squaor," she said which was often how she announced hersdf, even when
everyone nearby knew who she was. She stepped inside the freaks caravan, and the Baudeaires could
see that she had dressed for the occasion, a phrase which here means " put on a specific outfitin an
attempt to impress them." She was dressed in along, white gown, so long that it passed her feet and lay
around her asif shewere standing in alarge puddie of milk. Embroidered on the front of the gown in
glittery thread were the words | LOVE FREAKS, except instead of theword "love' there was an
enormous heart, asymbol sometimes used by people who have trouble figuring out the difference
between words and shapes. On one of the shoulders of the gown, Esmé had tied alarge brown sack,
and on her head she had an odd round hat, with black thread poking out of the top, and it had alarge,
angry face drawn on the front of it. The children knew that such an outfit must be very in, otherwise Esmé
would not be wearing it, but they couldn't imagine who in the world would admire such strange clothing
"What alovely outfit!" Hugo said.

"Thank you," Esmé said. She poked Colette with one of her long fingernails, and the contortionist stood
up S0 Esmé could st down in her chair. "Asyou can see from the front of my gown, | love fregks."

"Youdo?' Kevinsad. "That'svery nice of you."

"Yes, itis" Esméagreed. "I had this dress made especially to show how much | love them. Look, there's
acushion on the shoulder, to resemble a hunchback, and my hat makes me look asif | have two heads,
like Beverly and Elliot.”

"Y ou certainly look very freskish," Colette said.

Esméfrowned, asif thiswasn't quite what she wanted to hear. "Of course, I'm not redlly afreek,” she
said. "I'manormal person, but | wanted to show you al how much | admire you. Now, please bring me
acarton of buttermilk. It'svery in."

"We don't have any," Hugo said, "but | think we have some cranberry juice, or | could make you some
hot chocolate. Chabo here taught me to add cinnamon to the hot chocolate, and it tastes quite ddlicious.”

"Tomkaga!" Sunny said.
"And we a so have soup,” Hugo said.

Esmé looked down a Sunny and frowned. "No, thank you," she said, "dthough it's very kind of you to
offer. Infact, you freaks are so kind that | consider you to be more than employees at acarniva |
happen to be vigting. | consider you to be some of my closest friends.”

The children knew, of course, that this ridiculous statement was as fake as Esmé's second head, but their
coworkerswere thrilled. Hugo gave Esmé abig smile, and stood up straight so that you could barely see
his hunchback. Kevin blushed and looked down at his hands. And Colette was so excited that before she
could stop hersdlf, she twisted her body until it resembled the letter K and the letter S a the sametime.

"Oh, Esmé" Colette said. "Do you realy mean it?"

"Of course | meanit," Esmé said, pointing to the front of her gown. "I would rather be here with you than
with thefinest peoplein theworld."

"Gosh," Kevin said. "No norma person has ever called meafriend.”



"Well, that'swhat you are," Esmé said, and leaned toward Kevin to kisshim on the nose. "Y ou're dl my
freaky friends. And it makes me very sad to think that one of you will be eaten by lionstomorrow." The
Baudelaires watched as she reached into a pocket in the gown and drew out awhite handkerchief,
embroidered with the same dogan as her gown, and held up the word "freaks' to dab at her eyes. "l have
red tearsin my eyesfrom thinking about it," she explained.

"There, there, close friend,” Kevin said, and patted one of her hands. "Don't be sad.”

"l can't help it," Esmé said, yanking back her own hand asif she were afraid that being ambidextrous was
contagious. "But | have an opportunity for you that might make dl of usvery, very happy.”

"An opportunity?' Hugo asked. "Why, Beverly and Elliot were just telling us that an opportunity could
comedong a any minute."

"And they wereright," Esmésaid. "Tonight | am offering you the opportunity to quit your jobs at the
House of Freaks, and join Count Olaf and mysdlf in histroupe.”

"What would we do exactly?' Hugo asked.

Esmeé smiled, and began to accentuate the positive aspects of working with Count Olaf, a phrase which
here means "make the opportunity sound better than it redlly was, by emphasizing the good parts and
scarcely mentioning the bad.” "It's athesatrical troupe,” she said, "so you'd be wearing costumes and
doing dramatic exercises, and occasiondly committing crimes.”

"Dramatic exercises!" Kevin exclamed, clasping both handsto his heart. "It's dways been my heart's
desireto perform on astage!”

"And I've dways wanted to wear acostume!" Hugo said.

"But you do perform on astage,” Violet said "and you wear an ill-fitting costume every day at the House
of Freaks"

"If you joined, you'd get to travel with usto exciting places," Esmé continued, glaring at Violet. "Members
of Count Olaf's troupe have seen the trees of Finite Forest, and the shores of Lake Lachrymose, and the
crows of the Village of Fowl Devotees, dthough they dways haveto St in the back seat. And, best of dll,
you'd get to work for Count Olaf, one of the most brilliant and handsome men who ever walked the face
of the earth.”

"Do you redly think that anormal man like him would want to work with freaks like us? Colette asked.

"Of course hewould," Esmé said. "Count Olaf doesn't care whether you have something wrong with you
or if yourenorma, aslong asyou're willing to carry out hisorders. | think you'l find that working in
Olaf'stroupe is ajob where people won't think you're freakish at al. And you'll be paid afortune— at
least, Count Olaf will be."

"Wow!" Hugo said. "What an opportunity!"

"I had ahunch you'd be excited about it," Esmé said. "No offense, Hugo. Now, if you'reinterested in
joining, there'sjust one thing you need to do."

"A jobinterview?' Colette asked nervoudy.

"There's no need for close friends of mineto do anything as unpleasant asajob interview," Esmésaid.
"Y ou just have to do one simple task. Tomorrow afternoon, during the show with thelions, Count Olaf



will announce which fresk will jump into the pit of lions. But I want whomever is chosen to throw
Madame Luluiningtead.”

Thefregks caravan was slent for amoment as everyone digested thisinformation. "Y ou mean,” Hugo
sadfindly, "that you want usto murder Madame Lulu?’

"Don't think of it asmurder," Esmésaid. "Think of it asadramatic exercise. It'saspecia surprisefor
Count Olaf that will proveto him that you're brave enough to join histroupe.”

"Throwing Lulu into apit of lions doesn't strike me as particularly brave," Colette said. "Just crud and
vidous"

"How can it be crue and viciousto give people what they want?' Esmé asked. "Y ou want to join Count
Olaf's troupe, the crowd wants to see someone eaten by lions, and | want Madame Lulu thrown into the
pit. Tomorrow, one of you will have the exciting opportunity to give everybody exactly what they want.”

"Grr," Sunny growled, but only her siblings understood that she really meant " Everybody except Lulu.”
"When you put it like that,” Hugo said thoughtfully, "it doesn't sound so bad.”

"Of courseit doesn't,” Esmé said, adjusting her false head. "Besides, Madame Lulu was eager to see dll
of you eaten by lions, so you should be happy to throw her in the pit."

"But why do you want Madame Lulu thrown in?" Col ette asked.

Esmeé scowled. "Count Olaf thinkswe have to make this carniva popular, so that Madame Lulu will help
uswith her crysta ball," she said, "but | don't think we need her help. Besides, I'm tired of my boyfriend
buying her presents™

"That doesn't seem like such agood reason for someone to be eaten by lions,” Violet said carefully, in
her disguised voice,

"I'm not surprised that atwo-headed person like yourself isalittle confused,” Esmé said, and reached out
her long-nailed hands to pat both Violet and Klaus on their scarred faces. "Once you join Olaf's troupe,
you won't be troubled by that kind of freakish thinking any longer."

"Just think," Hugo said, "tomorrow well stop being fresks, and well be henchmen of Count Olaf.”
"| prefer the term henchpeople,” Colette said.

Esmeé gave everyone in the room a big smile and then reached up to her shoulder and opened the brown
sack. "To celebrate your new jobs™ she said, "I brought each of you a present.”

"A present!" Kevin cried. "Madame Lulu never gave us presents.”

"Thisisfor you, Hugo," Esmé said, and took out an oversized coat the Baude aires recognized from a
time when the hook-handed man had disguised himsdlf as adoorman. The coat was so big that it had
covered hishooks, and as Hugo tried it on, they saw that it was aso big enough to fit Hugo, even with his
irregular shape. Hugo looked at himsdlf in the mirror and then at his coworkersin joy.

"It covers my hunchback!" he said happily. "I ook normd, instead of freskish!™

"You see?' Esmésaid. "Count Olaf isaready making your life much better. And look what | have for
you, Colette.” The Bauddareswatched as Olaf's girlfriend reached into the sack and pulled out thelong,
black robe that they had seen in the trunk of the automobile. "It's so baggy," Esmé explained, "that you



can twist your body any which way, and no onewill notice that you're acontortionist.”

"It'slike adream cometrue!" Colette said, grabbing it out of Esmé's hands. "I'd throw ahundred people
into the lion pit to wear something likethis."

"And Kevin," Esmésad, "look at thissmal piece of rope. Turn around, and I'll tie your right hand behind
your back so you can't possibly useit.”

"And then I'll be left-handed, like norma people!” Kevin said, jumping out of hischair and standing on his
two equdly strong feet. "Hooray!"

The ambidextrous person turned around happily so Esmé could tie hisright hand behind his back, andin
amoment he became someone with only one useful arm insteed of two.

"I haven't forgotten you two,” Esme continued, smiling at the three of them. " Chabo heré'salong razor
that Count Olaf uses when he needs to disguise himself with agood shave | thought you could useit to
trim some of that ugly wolf hair. And for you, Beverly and Elliot | have this

Esmé removed the sack from her gown and held it out to the older Baude aires triumphantly. Violet and
Klaus peeked insde and saw that it was empty. "This sack is perfect to cover up one of your heads,”" she
explained. "Youll ook like anormal one-headed person who just happensto have a sack balanced on
their shoulder. Isn't that smashing?!

"l guess0," Klaussaid, in hisfake high voice.

"What's the matter with you?' Hugo demanded. "Y ou've been offered an exciting job and given a
generous present, and yet both your heads are moping around.”

"Y ou, too, Chabo," Colette said. "I can seethrough your fur that you don't look very enthusiagtic.”

" think this might be an opportunity that we should refuse,” Violet said, and her sblingsnodded in
agreemen.

"What?" Esmésad sharply.

"It'snothing persond,” Klaus added quickly, athough not wanting to work for Count Olaf was about as
personal asthings could get. "It does seem very exciting to work in athesatrical troupe, and Count Ol af
does seem like aterrific person.”

"Then what's the problem?' Kevin asked.

"Wdl," Violet sad, "'l don't think I'm comfortable throwing Madame Lulu to thelions.
"Asher other head, | agree," Klaus said, "and Chabo agrees, too."

"l bet she only haf agrees” Hugo said. "I bet her wolf haf can't wait to watch her get eaten.”

Sunny shook her head and growled as gently as she could, and Violet lifted her up and placed her on the
table. "It just doesn't seemright,” Violet said. "Madame Lulu isn't the nicest person | know, but I'm not
sure she deserves to be devoured.”

Esmé gave the older Bauddaires alarge fase smile, and leaned forward to pat them each on the head
again. "Don't worry your heads over whether or not she deservesto be devoured,” she said, and then
smiled down at Chabo. "Y ou don't deserve to be half wolf, do you?' she asked. "People don't dways
get what they deservein thisworld.”



"It fill seemslike awicked thing to do,” Klaussaid.
"l don't think s0," Hugo said. "It's giving people what they want, just like Lulu says."

"Why don't you deep on it?' Esmé suggested, and stood up from the table. "Right after tomorrow's
show, Count Olaf is heading north to the Mortmain Mountains to take care of something important, and if
Madame Lulu is eaten by then, you'll be alowed to join him. Y ou can decide in the morning whether you
want to be brave members of atheater troupe, or cowardly freaksin arundown carniva."

"I don't needto deep onit,” Kevin sad.
"Me neither," Colette said. "'l can decideright now."
"Yes," Hugo agreed. "'l want to join Count Ol&f."

"I'm glad to heer that," Esmé said. "Maybe you can convince your coworkersto join you in joining me
joining him." She looked scornfully at the three children as she opened the door to the caravan. The
hinterlands sunset waslong over, and there was not atrace of blue light faling on the carnival. "Think
about this, Beverly and Elliot, and Chabo, too,” she said. "It just might be awicked thing, throwing
Madame Lulu into apit full of carnivorouslions." Esmé took astep outside, and it was so dark that Olaf's
girlfriend looked like aghost in along, white gown and afake extrahead. "But if you don't join us, where
can you possibly go?' she asked. The Baudelaire orphans had no answer for Esmeé Squador'sterrible
guestion, but Esmé answered it hersdlf, with along, wicked laugh. "If you don't choose the wicked thing
what in the world will you do?" she asked, and disappeared into the night.

CHAPTER
Nine

The curious thing about being told to deep on it — a phrase which here means, as I'm sure you know,
"to go to bed thinking about something and reach aconclusion in the morning” — isthat you usudly cant.
If you are thinking over adilemma, you arelikely to tossand turn al night long, thinking over terrible
things that can happen and trying to imagine what in the world you can do about it, and these
circumstances are unlikely to result in any deeping a al. Just last night, | wastroubled by adecision
involving an eyedropper, agreedy night watchman, and atray of individua custards, and thismorning |
am so tired that | can scarcely type these words. And so it was with the Baudd aire orphans that night,
after Esmé Squaor had told them to deep on it, and decide the next morning whether or not to throw
Madame Lulu to the lions and join Count Olaf's troupe. The children, of course, had no intention of
becoming part of aband of villains, or tossing anyone into adeadly pit. But Esmé had aso asked them
what in the world they would do if they decided not to join Olaf, and this was the question that kept them
tossing and turning in their hammocks, which are particularly uncomfortable placesto toss and turn. The
Bauddaires hoped that instead of joining Count Olaf, they would travel through the hinterlandsin a
motorized roller-coagter cart of Violet's invention, accompanied by Madame Lulu, in her undisguised
identity of Olivia, dong with the archivd library from underneeth the table of the fortune-tdling tent, in the
hopes of finding one of the Baudelaire parents dive and well at the V.F.D. headquartersin the Mortmain
Mountains. But this plan seemed so complicated that the children worried over dl that could go wrong
and spoil thewholething. Violet thought about the lightning device that she planned to turn into afan belt,
and worried that there wouldn't be sufficient torque to make the carts move the way they needed to.
Klausworried that the archival library wouldn't contain specific directions to the headquarters, and they
would get lost in the mountains, which were rumored to be enormous, confusing, and filled with wild
animas. Sunny worried that they might not find enough to et in the hinterlands. And dl three Bauddaires
worried that Madame L ulu would not keep her promise, and would reveal the orphans disguise when
Count Olaf asked about them the next morning. The siblings worried about these things dl night, and



athough in my case the dessart chef managed to find my hotel room and knock on my window just
before dawn, the Bauded aire orphans found that when morning came and they were done deeping on it,
they hadn't reached any other conclusion but that their plan was risky, and the only one they could think
of.

Asthefirg rays of the sun shone through the window onto the potted plants, the Baudelaires quietly
lowered themselves out of their hammocks. Hugo, Colette, and Kevin had announced that they were
ready to join Count Olaf's troupe and didn't need to deep on it, and as so often happens with people
who have nothing to deep on, the children's coworkers were deeping soundly and did not awaken asthe
sblings|eft the caravan to get to work on their plan.

Count Olaf and histroupe had dug the lions pit dongside the ruined roller coaster, so closethat the
children had to walk aong its edge to reach the ivy-covered carts. The pit was not very deep, athough
itswallswerejust high enough that nobody could climb out if they were thrown insde, and it was not
very large, so al thelions were as crowded together asthey had been inthetrailer. Like the Bauddlaires
coworkers, thelions must not have had much to deep on, and they were ill dozing in the morning sun.
Sound adeep, the lions did not look particularly ferocious. Some of their maneswere dl tangled, asif no
one had brushed them for along time, and sometimes one of their legs twitched, asif they were dreaming
of better days. On their backs and bellies were severd nasty scars from the whippings Count Olaf had
given them, which made the Baudel aires sore just looking a them, and most of the lionswere very, very
thin, asif they had not eaten agood medl in quite sometime.

"| fed sorry for them,” Violet said, looking at one lion who was so skinny that al of itsribswerevisible.
"If Madame Lulu was right, these lions were once noble crestures, and now look how miserably Count
Olaf hastrested them.”

"They look londly," Klaus said, squinting down into the pit with a sad frown. "Maybe they're orphans,
too."

"But maybe they have asurviving parent,” Violet said, "somewherein the Mortmain Mountains.”
"Edasurc,” Sunny said, which meant something like, "M aybe someday we can rescue these lions.”

"For now, let'srescue ourselves,” Violet said with asigh. "Klaus, let's seeif we can untangle theivy from
this cart in front. Well probably need two carts, one for passengers and one for the archiva library, so
Sunny, seeif you can get theivy off that other one.”

"Easy," sad Sunny, pointing to her teeth.

"All the caravans are on whedls," Klaus said. "Would it be easier to hitch up one of the caravansto the
lightning device?'

"A caravanistoo big," Violet replied. "If you wanted to move a caravan, you'd have to attach it to an
automobile, or severa horses.

WeEIl belucky if | can rebuild the carts engines. Madame Lulu said that they were rusted away."

"It seemslike we're hitching our hopesto arisky plan,” Klaus said, tearing away at afew strands of ivy
with the one arm he could use. "But | suppose it's no more risky than plenty of other things we've done,
like sedling asailboat.”

"Or climbing up an elevator shaft,” Violet said.

"Whaque," Sunny said, with her mouth full of plants, and her siblings knew she meant something along the



linesof, "Or pretending to be surgeons.”
"Actudly,” Violet said, "maybethis planisn't so risky after al. Look at the axleson thiscart.”
"Axles?' Klaus asked.

"Therodsthat hold thewhedsin place," she explained, pointing to the bottom of the cart. "They'rein
perfect condition. That's good news, because we need these wheelsto carry usalong way." The eldest
Bauddaire looked up from her work and gazed out at the horizon. To the east, the sun wasrising, and
soon itsrayswould reflect off the mirrors positioned in the fortune-tdlling tent, but to the north, she could
see the Mortmain Mountainsrising up in odd square shapes, more like a staircase than amountain range,
with patches of snow on the higher places, and the top steps covered in athick, gray fog. "It'll take along
timeto get up there," she said, "and it doesn't ook like there are alot of repair shops on theway."

"I wonder what welll find up there,” Klaus said. "I've never been to the headquarters of something.”
"Nether havel," Violet said. "Here, Klaus, lean down with me so | can look &t the engine of this cart.”

"If we knew more about V.F.D.," Klaus said, "we might know what to expect. How does the engine
look?!

"Not too bad,” Violet said. "Some of these pistons are completely rusted away, but | think | can replace
them with these latches on the sides of the cart, and the lightning device will provide afan belt. But well
need something else — something like twine, or wire, to help connect the two carts.”

"lvy?" Sunny asked.

"Good ideg, Sunny," Violet said. "The sems of theivy fed solid enough. If you'll pluck the leaves off a
few strands, you'd be abig help.”

"What can | do?' Klaus asked.

"Help meturn the cart over,” Violet said, "but watch where you put your feet. We don't want you faling
into the pit."

"l don't want anyone faling into the pit," Klaussaid. ™Y ou don't think the otherswill throw Madame Lulu
to thelions, do you?'

"Not if we get thisdoneintime,” Violet said grimly. "Seeif you can help me bend thelatch so it fitsinto
that notch, Klaus. No, no — the other way. | just hope Esmé doesn't have them throw somebody elsein
whenwe dl escape.”

"She probably will," Klaus said, struggling with the latch. "I can't understand why Hugo, Colette, and
Kevin want to join up with people who do such things."

"I guessthey're just happy that anybody's treating them like normal people,” Violet said, and glanced into
the pit. One of the lions yawned, stretched its paws, and opened one deepy eye, but seemed
uninterested in the three children working nearby. "Maybe that's why the hook-handed man works for
Count Olaf, or the bald man with the long nose. Maybe when they tried to work someplace else,
everyone laughed at them.”

"Or maybethey just like committing crimes,” Klaus said.

"That'sa possihility, too," Violet said, and then frowned at the bottom of the cart. "1 wish | had Mother's



tool kit," she said. "She had thistiny wrench | aways admired, and it would be just perfect for thisjob."
"She'd probably be abetter help than | am,” Klaussaid. "I can't make head or tail of what you're doing.”

"You'redoing fing" Violet sad, "particularly if you consider that were sharing ashirt. How arethoseivy
sems coming, Sunny?'

"Lesoint," Sunny replied, which meant "I'm nearly done."

"Good work," Violet said, peering at the sun. "I'm not sure how much time we have. Count Olaf is
probably insde the fortune-telling tent by now, asking the crystal ball about our whereabouts. | hope
Madame Lulu keeps her promise, and doesn't give him what he wants. Will you hand me that piece of
meta on the ground, Klaus? It looks like it used to be part of the tracks, but I'm going to useit to make a
geering device."

"I wish Madame Lulu could give uswhat we want,” Klaus said, handing the pieceto hissigter. "'l wish we
could find out if one of our parents survived the fire, without wandering around amountain range.”

"Me, too,” Violet said, "and even then we might not find them. They could be down here looking for us.”
"Remember thetrain Sation?" Klaus said and Violet nodded.

"Esoobac,” Sunny asked, handing over theivy stems. By "Esoobac,” she meant something like, "I don't
remember,” athough there was no way she could have, as the youngest Baudelaire hadn't been born at
the time her siblings were remembering. The Bauddaire family had decided to go away for the weekend
to avineyard, aword which here means "a sort of farm where people grow grapes used inwine." This
vineyard was famous for having grapesthat smelled ddlicious, and it was very pleasant to picnic inthe
fields, while the fragrance drifted in the air and the vineyard's famous donkeys, who helped carry bushdls
of grapes a harvesttime, dept in the shade of the grapevines. To reach the vineyard, the Baudelaires had
to take not one train but two, transferring a a busy station not far from Pdltryville, and on the day that
Violet and Klaus were remembering, the children had been separated from their parents in the rush of the
transferring crowd. Violet and Klaus, who were quite young, decided to search for their parentsin the
row of shopsjust outside the station, and soon the loca shoemaker, blacksmith, chimney sweep, and
computer technician were al helping the two frightened children look for their mother and father. Soon
enough the Baudeaire family was reunited, but the children's father had taught them a seriouslesson. "If
youloseus" hesad, "stay put.”

"Yes," their mother agreed. "Don't go wandering around looking for us. WEIl come and find you.™

At thetime, Violet and Klaus had solemnly agreed, but times had changed. When the Baudelaire parents
had said "If you lose us," they were referring to times when the children might lose sight of themina
crowd, asthey had at the train station that day, where | had lunch just afew weeks ago and talked to the
shoemaker's son about what had happened. They were not referring to the way the Baudelaires had lost
them now, in adeadly firethat it seemed had claimed at least one of their lives. There aretimesto stay
put and what you want will cometo you, and there are timesto go out into the world and find such a
thing for yoursdlf. Like the Baudelaire orphans, | have found mysdf in places where staying put would be
dangeroudy foolish, and foolishly dangerous. | have stood in a department store, and seen something
written on apricetag that told me | had to leave at once, but in different clothing. | have sat in an airport,
and heard something over the loudspesker that told me | had to leave later that day, but on adifferent
flight. And | have stood alongside theroller coaster at Cdigari Carniva, and known what the Baudelaires
could not possibly have known that quiet morning. | have looked at the carts, dl melted together and
covered in ash, and | have gazed into the pit dug by Count Olaf and his henchmen and seen dl the burnt
boneslying in ahegp, and | have picked through the bits of mirror and crystd where the fortune-telling



tent once stood, and dl this research has told me the same thing, and if somehow | could dip back in
time, aseadly as| could dip out of the disguise | amin now, | would walk to the edge of that pit and tell
the Baudd aire orphansthe results of my findings. But of course | cannot. | can only fulfill my sacred duty
and type this story asbest | can, down to the last word.

"Worf," Sunny said, when the Baudd aires had finished telling her about the train station. By "worf," she
meant something dong thelines of, "' don't think we should stay put. | think we should leave right now."

"Wecan't leaveyet," Violet said. "The steering deviceisready, and the carts are firmly attached to one
another, but without afan belt, the engine won't work. Wed better go to the fortune-telling tent and
dismantle the lightning-device."

"Olaf?" Sunny asked.

"Let's hope that Madame L ulu has sent him on hisway," Violet said, "otherwise well be cutting it close.
We haveto finish our invention before the show begins, otherwise everyone will see us get in the carts
and leave

Therewas afant growl from the pit, and the children saw that most of the lions were awake and looking
around crankily at their surroundings. Some of them were trying to pace around their cramped quarters,
but they only managed to get in the way of other lions, which only made them crankier.

"Thoselionslook hungry,” Klaussaid. "1 wonder if it'samost show time."

"Aklec," Sunny said, which meant "Let'smove out,” and the Bauddares moved out, walking away from
theroller coaster and toward the fortune-telling tent. Asthe children walked through the carniva, they
saw that quite afew visitors had dready arrived, and some of them giggled at the siblings asthey made
their way.

"Look!" oneman said, pointing & the Baudelaireswith asneer. "Fresks! Let'sbe sureto goto thelion
show later — one of them might get eaten.”

"Oh, | hope s0," said his companion. "I didn't come dl the way out here to the hinterlands for nothing.”

"The woman at the ticket booth told me that ajourndist from The Daily Punctilio ishereto report on
who gets devoured,” said another man, who was wearing a CALIGARI CARNIVAL T-shirt he had
apparently purchased at the gift caravan.

"The Daily Punctilio!" cried the woman who waswith him. "How exciting! 1've been reading about
those Bauddaire murderersfor weeks. | just love violence!™

"Who doesn't?" the man replied. "Especidly when it's combined with doppy esting.”

Just asthe Baudelaires reached the fortune-telling tent, a man stepped in front of them and blocked their
way. The children looked up &t the pimples on his chin and recognized him asthe very rude member of
the audience at the House of Freaks.

"Why, look who'shere,” he said. "It's Chabo the Wolf Baby, and Beverly and Elliot, the two-headed
fresk.”

"It'svery niceto seeyou again," Violet said quickly. Shetried to walk around him, but he grabbed the
shirt she was sharing with her brother, and she had to stop so he wouldn't tear the shirt and revedl their
digguise,



"What about your other head?" the pimpled man asked sarcastically. "Doesn't he think it's niceto see
me?'

"Of course," Klaussaid, "but werein abit of ahurry, soif you'll excuseus. . ."

"I don't excusefresks," the man said. "There's no excuse for them. Why don't you wear asack over one
of your heads, so you look normal?"

"Grr!" Sunny said, baring her teeth at the man's knees.

"Pleaseleave usdone, Sr,” Violet said "Chabo isvery protective of us, and might bite you if you get too
clos"

"] bet Chabo's no match for abunch of ferociouslions," the man said. "'l can't wait until the show, and
neither can my mother.”

"That'sright, dear,” said awoman who was standing nearby. She stepped forward to give the pimpled
man abig kiss, and the Baudd aires noticed that pimples seemed to run in the family. "What time does the
show dart, freaks?”’

"The show startsright now!"

The pimpled man and his mother turned around to see who had spoken, but the Baudelaires did not have
to look to know it was Count Olaf who had made the announcement. The villain was standing at the
entrance to the fortune-tdlling tent with awhip in hishand and a particularly nasty gleam in hiseye, both

of which the siblings recognized. The whip, of course, was the one that Count Olaf used to encourage the
lions to become ferocious, which the Baudelaires had seen the previous day, and the gleam was
something they had seen more times than they could count. It was the sort of gleam someone might get in
their eye when they weretelling ajoke, but when Olaf looked at people that way it usually meant that one
of hisschemeswas succeeding brilliantly.

"The show gartsright now!" he announced again to the people gathering around him. "I've just had my
fortunetold, so I've gotten what | wanted." Count Olaf pointed at the fortune-telling tent with hiswhip,
and then turned around to point at the disguised Baudelaires as he grinned at the crowd. "Now, ladies
and gentlemen, it'stime to go to the lion pit so we can give the rest of you what you want.”

CHAPTER
Ten

"I'm going to the pit right now!" cried awoman in the crowd. "I want to have agood view of the show!"

"Sodol," said aman standing next to her. "There's no point in having lions eat somebody if you can't
watch it happen.”

"Well, wed better hurry,” said the man with pimples on hischin. "There's quite acrowd here.”
The Bauddaire orphans looked around and saw that the pimpled man was speaking the truth.

News of Caligari Carnival'slatest attraction must have spread far beyond the hinterlands, because there
were many more visitors than yesterday, and there seemed to be more and more arriving every minute.

"I'll lead the way to the pit," announced Count Ol&f. "After dl, thelion show was my idea, S0 | should get
towdk in front.”



"It was your idea?' asked awoman the children recognized from their stay at Heimlich Hospitd. Shewas
wearing agray suit, and chewing gum as she spoke into amicrophone, and the siblings remembered that
shewas areporter from The Daily Punctilio. "1'd love to write about it in the newspaper. What is your
name?'

"Count Olaf!" Count Olaf said proudly.

"l can seethe headline now: 'COUNT OLAF THINKS UP IDEA FOR LION SHOW," said the
reporter. "Wait until the readers of The Daily Punctilio seethat!”

"Wait aminute," someone said. "'l thought Count Olaf was murdered by those three children.”

"That was Count Omar," replied the reporter. "1 should know. I've been writing about the Bauddlaires
for The Daily Punctilio. Count Omar was murdered by those three Baude aire children, who till remain
alarge”

"Well, if anyone ever findsthem," someonein the crowd said, "well throw them into thelion pit."

"An excdlent idea," Count Olaf replied, "but in the meantime, thelionswill have amed of one ddicious
freak. Follow me, everyone, for an afternoon of violence and doppy eating!”

"Hooray!" cried several members of the crowd, as Olaf took abow and began to lead everyonein the
direction of the ruined roller coaster where the lionswere waiting.

"Comewith me, freaks,” Count Olaf ordered, pointing at the Bauddlaires. "My assigtants are bringing the
others. We want al you freaks assembled for the choosing ceremony.”

"I will bring them, my Olaf," Madame Lulu said in her disguised accent, emerging from the fortune-telling
tent. When she saw the Baudeaires, her eyes widened, and she quickly held her hands behind her back.
"You lead crowd to pit, please, and give interview to newspaper on way."

"Oh, yes," said the reporter. "I can see the headline now: 'EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW WITH COUNT
OLAF, WHO ISNOT COUNT OMAR, WHO ISDEAD.' Wait until the readers of The Daily
Punctilio seethat!"

"It will be exciting for people to read about me," Count Olaf said. "All right, I'll walk with the reporter,
Lulu. But hurry up with the fresks."

"Yes, my Olaf," Madame Lulu said. "Come with me, freaky peoples, please.”

Lulu held out her hands for the Baudelairesto take, asif she were their mother walking them acrossthe
street, instead of afake fortune-teller leading them to a pit of lions. The children could see that one of
Madame Lulu's pams had an odd stregk of dirt on it, while the other hand was closed in an odd, tight
fist. The children did not want to take those hands and walk toward the lion show, but there were so
many people gathered around, eagerly expecting violence, that it seemed they had no other choice.
Sunny grabbed ahold of Lulu'sright hand, and Violet grabbed Lulu'sleft, and they walked together in an
awkward knot in the direction of the ruined roller coaster.

"Olivi—" Klaus started to say, but then looked around the crowd and realized it would be foolish to use
her real name. "I mean, Madame Lulu,”" he corrected himsdlf, and then leaned across Violet to speak as
quietly ashe could. "Let'swak as dowly aswe can. Maybe we can find an opportunity to snesk back to
the tent and dismantle the lightning device."

Madame L ulu did not answer, but merdly shook her head dightly to indicate that it was not agood time



to speak of such matters.
"Fan bt,” Sunny reminded her, as quietly as she could, but Madame Lulu just shook her head.

"Y ou kept your promise, didn't you?" Klaus murmured, scarcely above awhisper, but Madame Lulu
sared ahead asif she had not heard. He nudged his older sister ingdetheir shared shirt. "Violet," he said,
scarcely daring to use her redl name. "Ask Madame Lulu to walk more dowly.”

Violet glanced briefly at Klaus, and then turned her head to catch Sunny's eye. The younger Baudelaires
looked back at their sster and watched her shake her head dightly, just as Madame Lulu had, and then
look down, where she was holding the fortune-teller's hand. Between two of Violet'sfingers, Klaus and
Sunny could see thetip of asmall piece of rubber, which they recognized immediately. It wasthe part of
Madame Lulu'slightning device that resembled afan belt — the very thing Violet needed to turn the carts
of theroller coaster into an invention that could carry the Baudelaires out of the hinterlands and up into
the Mortmain Mountains. But instead of feding hopeful asthey looked &t this crucid itemin Violet's
hand, al three Bauddlairesfelt something quite abit less plessant.

If you have ever experienced something that feels strangely familiar, asif the exact samething has
happened to you before, then you are experiencing what the French call "dgavu.” Like most French
expressons— "ennui,” which isafancy term for severe boredom, or "la petite mort,” which describesa
feding that part of you hasdied — "dgavu" refersto something that is usually not very pleasant, and it
was not pleasant for the Baudeaire orphansto arrive a the lion pit and experience the queasy feding of
déavu. When the children had been staying at Heimlich Hospitd, they had found themselvesin an
operating theater, surrounded by alarge crowd that was very eager to see something violent occur, such
as an operation performed on someone. When the children wereliving in the town of V.F.D., they had
found themsalvesin afield, surrounded by alarge crowd eager to see something violent occur, such as
the burning of someone at the stake. And now, as Madame L ulu let go of their hands, the children looked
at the enormous and strangdly familiar crowd towering over them at the ruined roller coaster. Once again,
there were people eager for something violent to happen. Once again, the Baudel aires were afraid for
their lives. And once again, it was dl because of Count Olaf. The siblings looked past the cheering crowd
at thetwo roller-coaster cartsthat Violet had adapted. All the invention needed was the fan belt, and the
children could continue their search for one of the Baudelaire parents, but as Violet, Klaus, and Sunny
looked acrossthe pit at the two small carts joined with ivy and atered to travel acrossthe hinterlands,
they felt the queasiness of dga vu and wondered if there was another unhappy ending in storefor them.

"Welcome, ladies and gentlemen, to the most exciting afternoon of your entire lived!'

Count Olaf announced, and cracked hiswhip into the pit. The whip was just long enough to strike the
restlesslions, who roared obediently and gnashed their teeth in hunger. "These carnivorouslionsare
ready to eat afreek,” he said. "But which fregk will it be?’

The crowd parted, and the hook-handed man emerged, leading the Baudelaires coworkersin aline
toward the edge of the pit where the Bauddaires stood. Hugo, Colette, and Kevin had evidently been
told to dressin their freakish clothes rather than in the gifts Esmé had given them, and they gavethe
Bauddaresasmall amileand stared nervoudy at the snarling lions. Once the children's coworkers had
taken their places, Count Olaf's other comrades emerged from the crowd. Esmé Squalor was wearing a
pingtripe suit and carrying aparasol, which isasmall umbrella used for keeping the sun out of one'seyes,
and she smiled at the crowd and sat down on asmall chair brought by Olaf's bald associate, who was
aso holding along, flat piece of wood that he placed at the edge of the pit so it hung over thelionslikea
diving board over asvimming pool. Finaly, the two white-faced women stepped forward, holding a
small wooden box with aholein the top.



"I'm so glad thisismy last day in these clothes Hugo murmured to the Baudelaires, gesturing to his
ill-fitting coat. "Just think — soon I'll be amember of Count Olaf'stroupe, and I'll never haveto look like
afresk agan."

"Unlessyou'rethrown to thelions,”" Klaus couldn't help replying.

"Areyou kidding?' Hugo whispered back. "If I'm the one chosen, I'm going to throw Madame Lulu into
thepit, just like Esmé said.”

"Look closely at dl these freaks," Count Olaf said, as several peoplein the audiencetittered. "Observe
Hugo's funny back. Think about how dlly it isthat Colette can bend hersdlf into al sorts of strange
positions. Giggle at the absurdity of Kevin's ambidextrous arms and legs. Snicker at Beverly and Ellict,
the two-headed freak. And laugh so hard that you can scarcely breathe at Chabo the Wolf Baby."

The crowd erupted into laughter, pointing and laughing at the people they thought were funniest.

"Look at Chabo'sridiculousteeth!” cried awoman who had dyed her hair severa colors at once. "She
looks positively idiotic!”

"I think Kevinisfunnier!" replied her husband, who had dyed his hair to match. "1 hope he'sthrown into
the pit. It1l be fun to see him try to defend himsealf with both hands and feet.”

"l hopeit's the hook-handed fresk!" said awoman standing in back of the Baudelaires. "That will makeit
even moreviolent!"

"I'm not afreak," the hook-handed man snarled impatiently. "I'm an employee of Count Olaf's.”
"Oh, sorry," thewoman replied. "In that case, | hopeit's that man with pimplesdl over hischin.”
"I'm amember of theaudience!” the man cried. "I'm not afreak. | just have afew skin problems.”
"Then what about that woman in that silly suit?' she asked. "Or that guy with only one eyebrow?"
"I'm Count Olaf's girlfriend," Esmésaid, "and my suitisin, not silly."

"| don't carewho'safreak and who isn't," said someone elsein the crowd. "1 just want to seethelions

eat somebody.”

"Youwill," Count Olaf promised. "WEere going to have the choosing ceremony right now. The names of
all the freaks have been written down on small scraps of paper and placed in the box that these two
lovely ladiesare holding.”

The two white-faced women held up the wooden box and curtsied to the audience, while Esmé frowned
at them. "l don't think they're particularly lovely," she said, but few people heard her over the cheering of
the crowd.

"I'm going to reach inside the box," Count Olaf said, "draw out one piece of paper, and read the name of
the freak out loud. Then that freak will walk down that wooden plank and jump into the pit, and well all
waich asthelionseat him."

"Or her," Esmé said. Shelooked over at Madame Lulu, and then at the Baudelaires and their coworkers.
Putting down her parasol for amoment, she raised both of her long-nailed hands and made asmall,
pushing motion to remind them of her scheme.

"Or her," Count Olaf said, looking curioudy at Esmé's gesture. "Now, are there any questions before we



begin?'

"Why do you get to choose the name?" asked the pimpled man.
"Because thiswhole thing was my ideg," Count Olaf said.

"I have aquestion,” asked the woman with dyed hair. "Isthislegd ?"

"Oh, stop spailing the fun,” her husband said. "Y ou wanted to come and watch people get eaten by lions,
and so | brought you. If you're going to ask abunch of complicated questions you can go wait in the car.”

"Please continue, Y our Countship,” said the reporter from The Daily Punctilio.

"I will," Count Olaf said, and whipped the lions one more time before reaching into the wooden box.
Giving the children and their coworkersacruel smile, he moved his hand around insde the box for quite
sometime before at last drawing out asmall piece of paper that had been folded many times. The crowd
leaned forward to watch, and the Baudd aires strained to see over the heads of the adults around them.
But Count Olaf did not unfold the piece of paper immediately. Instead he held it up as high as he could
and gavethe audience alarge amile.

"I'm going to open the piece of paper very dowly,” he announced, "to increase the suspense.”

"How clever!" the reporter said, sngpping her gum in excitement. "'l can see the headline now: '"COUNT
OLAF INCREASES SUSPENSE."

"| learned how to amaze crowds by working extensively asafamous actor,” Count Olaf said, smiling at
the reporter and till holding up the piece of paper. "Be sure to write that down."”

"I will," the reporter said breathlesdy, and held her microphone closer to Olaf's mouth.
"Ladies and gentlemen,” Count Olaf cried. "I am now unfolding thefirst fold in the piece of paper!"
"Oh boy!" cried several members of the audience. "Hooray for thefirgt fold!"

"Thereare only fivefoldsleft,” Olaf sad. "Only five morefolds, and well know which fregk will be
thrown to thelions.”

"Thisisso exciting!" cried the man with dyed hair. "1 might faint!"
"Jugt don't faint into the pit," hiswife said.

"I am now unfolding the second fold in the piece of paper!" Count Olaf announced. "Now there are only
four folds|eft!"

Thelionsroared impatiently, asif they weretired of dl this nonsense with the piece of paper but the
audience cheered for the increased suspense and paid no attention to the beasts in the pit, gazing only at
Count Olaf, who smiled and blew kissesto the carnival visitors. The Baudeaires, however, were no
longer looking over the heads of the crowd to watch Olaf do his shtick, a phrase which here means
"increase suspense by dowly unfolding a piece of paper printed with the name of someone who was
supposed to jump into apit of lions™ They were taking advantage of the fact that no one was watching
them, and stepped as close as they could to one another so they could talk without being overheard.

"Do you think we could sneak around the pit to the roller-coaster carts?' Klaus murmured to his sster.

"| think it'stoo crowded," Violet replied. "Do you think we could get the lions not to eat anyone?”



"| think they'retoo hungry,” Klaus said, squinting down at the growling beasts. "1 read abook about large
fdineanimasthat said if they're hungry enough, they'll et practicdly anything."

"Isthere anything else you've read about lionsthat can help us?' Violet asked.
"l don't think s0," Klausreplied. "Isthere anything €l se you can invent from that fan belt that can help us?'
"l don't think s0," Violet replied, her voice faint with feer.

"Dgavul" Sunny caled up to her sblings. She meant something dong thelines of, "We must be ableto
think of something that can help us. Weve escaped from bloodthirsty crowds before.”

"Sunny'sright,” Klaus said. "When we lived at Heimlich Hospital, we learned about staling a crowd,
when we postponed Ol af's scheme to operate on you.”

"And when we lived a the Village of Fowl Devotees" Violet said, "we learned about mob psychology,
when we watched dl the villagers get so upset that they couldn't think clearly. But what can we do with
this crowd? What can we do now?"'

"Both!" Sunny murmured, and then growled quickly in case anybody was listening.

"I unfolded the paper again!" Count Olaf crowed, and | probably do not haveto tell you that he
explained that there were only three folds I eft, or that the crowd cheered him once more, asif he had
done something very brave or very noble. | probably do not haveto tell you that he announced the
remaining threefolds asif they were very exciting events, and that the crowd cheered him each time,
eagerly awaiting the violence and doppy eating that would follow, and | probably don't even haveto tell
you what was written on the piece of paper, because if you have read thisfar in this wretched book then
you are well acquainted with the Baudeaire orphans and you know what kind of freakish luck they have.
A person with norma luck would arrive a acarniva in comfortable circumstances, such asina
double-decker bus or on the back of an eephant, and would probably have a pleasant time enjoying all
of thethingsacarniva hasto offer, and would fed happy and content at the end of their stay. But the
Bauddaires had arrived at Cdigari Carniva in the trunk of an automobile, and had been forced to put
themsdvesin uncomfortable disguises, take part in ahumiliating show, and place themsdavesin dangerous
circumgtances, and, astheir freakish luck would have it, had not even found the information they were
hoping to discover. Soit probably will not be asurpriseto you to learn that Hugo's name was not printed
on the piece of paper in Count Olaf's hand, or Colette's name, or the name of Kevin, who was clasping
hisequally skilled hands together in nervousness as Olaf finaly unfolded the paper completely. It will not
surprise you that when Count Olaf announced what the paper said, the eyes of the entire crowd fell on
the disguised children. But athough you might not be surprised at Count Olaf's announcement, you might
be surprised a the announcement that one of the sblings made immediately afterward.

"Ladies and gentlemen,” Count Olaf announced, "Beverly and Elliot, the two-headed freak, will be
thrown to the lionstoday."

"Ladies and gentlemen,” Violet Bauddaire announced, "we are thrilled to be chosen.”

CHAPTER
Eleven

Thereis another writer | know, who, like myself, isthought by agreat dedl of people to be dead. His
nameis William Shakespeare, and he has written four kinds of plays. comedies, romances, histories, and
tragedies. Comedies, of course, are storiesin which people tell jokes and trip over things, and romances
are soriesin which peoplefdl in love and probably get married. Hitories are retellings of things that



actualy happened, like my history of the Bauddaire orphans, and tragedies are stories that usualy begin
fairly happily and then steadily go downhill, until dl of the characters are dead, wounded, or otherwise
inconvenienced. It isusudly not much fun to watch atragedy, whether you are in the audience or one of
the characters, and out of al Shakespear€'s tragedies possibly the least fun exampleis King Lear, which
tellsthe story of aking who goes mad while his daughters plot to murder one another and other people
who are getting on their nerves. Toward the end of the play, one of William Shakespeare's characters
remarks that "Humanity must perforce prey upon itself, like monsters of the deep,” a sentence which here
means "How sad it isthat people end up hurting one another asif they were ferocious sea mongters,” and
when the character utters those unhappy words, the people in Shakespeare's audience often weep, or
sigh, or remind themsalves to see acomedy next time. | am sorry to report that the story of the
Baudelaire orphans has reached a point where it is appropriate to borrow Mr. Shakespeare'srather
depressing sentence to describe how the Baudelaire orphans felt as they addressed the crowd gathered
a the edge of the lion pit and tried to continue the story they found themsalvesin without turning it into a
tragedy, when it seemed that everyone was eager to hurt one another. Count Olaf and his henchmen
were eager to see Violet and Klaus jump to their carnivorous degaths, so that Cdigari Carniva would
become more popular, and Madame L ulu would continue telling Olaf's fortune. Esmé Squal or was eager
to see Madame L ulu thrown into the pit, so that she could get dl of Olaf's attention, and the Baudelaires
coworkers were eager to help, so they could join Olaf's troupe. The reporter from The Daily Punctilio
and the other members of the audience were eager to see violence and doppy esting, so their vist to the
carniva would be worthwhile, and the lions were eager for amedl, after being whipped and denied food
for so long. It seemed that every member of humanity gathered at the roller coaster that afternoon was
eager for something awful to occur, and the children felt awful asViolet and Klaus stepped toward the
plank and pretended they were just as eager.

"Thank you, Count Olaf, for choosing my other head and | asthefirst victimsin thelion show," Klaus
sad grandly in his high-pitched voice.

"Urn, yourewelcome," Count Olaf replied, looking abit surprised. "Now, jump into the pit o we can
watch the lions devour you."

"Anddoit quickly!" cried the man with pimpleson hischin. "I'd like my carniva visit to be worthwhile!™

"Instead of watching afreak jump into the pit,” Violet said, thinking quickly, "wouldn't you rather watch
someone push afreak into the pit? That would be much more violent.”

"Grr!" Sunny growled, in disguised agreement.
"That'sagood point,” one of the white-faced women said thoughtfully.
"Ohyed" cried the woman with dyed hair. "1 want to see the two-headed freak thrown to the liond™

"l agree," Esmé said, glaring at the two older Baudelaires and then at Madame Lulu. "I'd liketo see
someone thrown into the pit."

The crowd cheered and applauded, and Sunny watched as her two siblings took a step toward the plank
that hung over the pit where the lions were waiting hungrily. There are tiresome people who say that if
you ever find yoursdlf in adifficult Stuation, you should stop and figure out the right thing to do, but the
three siblings dready knew that the right thing to do was to dash over to the roller-coaster carts, hook up
the fan bdlt, and escape into the hinterlands with Madame Lulu and her archiva library, after camly
explaining to the gathered crowd that bloodshed was not a proper form of entertainment and that Count
Olaf and histroupe ought to be arrested that very ingtant. But there are timesin this harum-scarum world
when figuring out the right thing to do is quite Smple, but doing theright thing issmply impossible, and



then you must do something else. The three Bauddaires standing in their disguisesin the midst of acrowd
eager for violence and doppy eating, knew that they could not do theright thing, but they thought they
could try to get the crowd as frantic as possible, so that they might dip away in the confusion. Violet,
Klaus, and Sunny weren't sureif using the techniques of stalling and mob psychology wastheright thing
to do, but the Baudd aire orphans could not think of anything else, and whether or not it wasthe right
thing to do, their plan did seem to be working.

"Thisisabsolutdly thrilling!" exclaimed the reporter excitedly. "'l can seethe headline now: 'FREAKS
PUSHED INTO LION PIT! Wait until the readers of The Daily Punctilio seethat!"

Sunny made the loudest growl she could, and pointed one of her tiny fingers at Count Ol &f.

"What Chabo istrying to convey in her half-wolf language,” Klaus said, "isthat Count Olaf ought to be
the one to push usinto the pit. After al, thelion show was hisidea."

"That'strue!” the pimpled man said. "Let's see Olaf throw Beverly and Elliot into the pit!”

Count Olaf scowled at the Baudelaires, and then gave the crowd a smile that showed quite afew of his
filthy teeth. "1 am deeply honored to be asked,” he said, bowing dightly, "but I'm afraid it would not be
appropricte a thistime.”

"Why not?' demanded the woman with dyed hair.

Count Olaf paused for amoment, and then made a short, high-pitched sound as disguised as Sunny's
growl. "I'm dlergic to cats," he explained. "Y ou see? I'm sneezing dready, and I'm not even on the
plank.”

"Your dlergies didn't bother you when you were whipping the lions,” Violet said.
"That'strue," the hook-handed man said. "I didn't even know you had dlergies, Olaf."

Count Olaf glared at his henchman. "Ladies and gentlemen,” he began, but the crowd didn't want to hear
another one of the villain's speeches.

"Push the fresk in, Olaf!" someone shouted, and everyone cheered. Count Olaf frowned, but grabbed
Klauss hand and led the two eldest Baudelaires onto the plank. But as the crowd roared around them
and the lions roared beneath them, the Baudd aires could see that Count Olaf was no more eager to get
any closer to the hungry lionsthan they were.

"Throwing peopleinto pitsisn't redly my job," Count Olaf said nervoudy to the crowd. "I'm more of an
actor."

"l have anidea," Esmé said suddenly, in afalse sweet voice, "Madame Lulu, why don't you walk down
that plank and throw your freak to its death?"

"Thisisnot redly my job either, please," Madame Lulu protested, looking at the children nervoudy. "I am
fortune-teller, not fresk-thrower."

"Don't be 0 modest, Madame Lulu,” Count Olaf said with anasty smile. ""Even though the lion show was
my idea, you're the most important person here at the carnival. Take my place on the plank, so we can
see someone get pushed to their death.”

"What anice offer!" the reporter cried. "Y ou're avery generous person, Count Olaf!"



"Let's see Madame Lulu throw Beverly and Elliot into the pit!™ cried the pimpled man, and everyone
cheered again. As mob psychology began to take hold, the crowd seemed to be asflexible asit was
excited, and they gave the fortune-teller an enormous round of applause as she nervously took Count
Olaf's place on the plank. The piece of wood teetered for amoment from the weight of so many people
standing on it, and the older Baudelaires had to struggle to keep their balance. The crowd gasped in
excitement, and then groaned as the two disguised children managed not to fall.

"Thisisso exciting!" squeded the reporter. "Maybe Lulu will fal in, too!"
"Yes" Esmésnarled. "Maybe shewill."

"l don't carewho falsin!" announced the pimpled man. Frustrated by the delay in violence and doppy
eating, he tossed his cold beverage into the pit and splashed severa lions, who roared in annoyance. "To
me, awoman in aturban isjust as freaky as atwo-headed person. I'm not prejudiced!”

"Me neither!" agreed someone who was wearing a hat with the words CALIGARI CARNIVAL printed
onit. "I'mjust eager for thisshow to finally get started! | hope Madame Lulu is brave enough to push that
fregk in!"

"It doesn't matter if she's brave enough,” the bald man replied with a chuckle. "Everyone will do what
they're expected to do. What other choice do they have?'

Violet and Klaus had reached the end of the plank, and they tried as hard as they could to think of an
answer to the bald man's question.

Below them was aroaring mass of hungry lions, who had gathered so closdly together below the wooden
board that they just seemed to be amass of waving claws and open mouths, and around them was a
roaring crowd of people who were watching them with eager smiles on their faces. The Bauddaires had
succeeded in getting the crowd more and more frantic, but they gtill hadn't found an opportunity to dip
away in the confuson, and now it seemed like that opportunity would never knock. With difficulty, Violet
turned her head to face her brother, and Klaus squinted back at her, and Sunny could see that her
sblings eyeswerefilled with tears.

"Our luck may haverun out,” she said.

"Stop whispering to your heads!" Count Olaf ordered in aterrible voice. "Madame Lulu, push themin
thisingant"

"We'reincreasing the suspense!l” Klaus cried back desperately.

"The suspense has been increased enough,” replied the man with the pimpled chin impatiently. "I'm getting
tired of dl thisstaling!"

"Me, too!" cried the woman with dyed hair.

"Me, too!" cried someone el se standing nearby. "Olaf, hit Lulu with thewhip! That'll get her to stop
gdling!"

"Just one moment, please," Madame L ulu said, and took another step toward Violet and Klaus. The
plank teetered again, and the lions roared, hoping that their lunch was about to arrive. Madame Lulu
looked &t the elder Bauddairesfranticaly and the children saw her shoulders shrug dightly underneath
her shimmering robe.

"Enough of thid" the hook-handed man said, and stepped forward impatiently. "I'll throw them in mysdif.



| guessI'm the only person here brave enough to do it!"

"Oh, no," Hugo said. "I'm brave enough, too, and so are Colette and Kevin."

"Freaks who are brave?' the hook-handed man sneered. "Don't beridiculous!”

"We are brave," Hugo inssted. "Count Olaf, let us proveit to you, and then you can employ usl™
"Employ you?' Count Olaf asked with afrown.

"What awonderful ideal" Esme exclaimed, asif theideahad not been hers.

"Yes" Colette said. "Weld like to find something else to do, and this seems like awonderful opportunity.”

Kevin stepped forward and held out both his hands. "1 know I'm afreak," he said to Olaf, "but | think |
could be just as useful as the hook-handed man, or your bald associate.”

"What?' the bald man snapped. "A freak like you, as useful as me? Don't beridiculoud!”
"I can beuseful," Keviningged. "Y ou just watch."

"Stop al thisbickering!" the pimpled man said crankily. "I didn't visit this carnival to hear people argue
about their work problems.”

"Y ou're digtracting me and my other head,” Violet said in her low, disguised voice. "Let's get off this
plank and we can dl discussthis matter camly.”

"l don't want to discussthings camly!" cried the woman with dyed hair. "'l can do that at home!"

"Yed!" agreed the reporter from The Daily Punctilio. "'PEOPLE DISCUSS THINGS CALMLY'isa
boring headline! Somebody throw somebody eseinto thelion pit, and well dl get what we want!™

"Madame Luluwill doit, pleasel™ Madame L ulu announced in abooming voice, and grabbed Violet and
Klaus by the shirt. The Baudelaires|ooked up at her and saw atear appear in one of her eyes, and she
leaned down to speak to them. "I'm sorry, Bauddaires," she murmured quietly, without atrace of accent,
and reached down to Violet's hand and took the fan belt awvay from her.

Sunny was S0 upset that she forgot to growl. "Trenceth!" she shrieked, which meant something aong the
lines of, ™Y ou ought to be ashamed of yoursdlf!" but if the fake fortune-teller was ashamed of hersdlf she
did not behave accordingly.

"Madame Lulu aways says you must dways give people what they want,” she said grandly in her
disguised voice. "She will do the throwing, please, and shewill do it now!"

"Dont beridiculous," Hugo said, stepping forward eegerly. "I'll doit!™

"Y ou'rethe one being ridiculous!" Colette said, contorting her body toward Lulu. "I'll do it!"

"No, I'll doit!" Kevin cried. "With both hands!"

"I'll doit!" the bald man cried, blocking Kevin'sway. "I don't want afreak like you for a coworker!"
"I'll doit!" cried the hook-handed man.

"I'll doit!" cried one of the white-faced women.



"I'll doit!" cried the other one.
"I'll get someoneelsetodoit!” cried Esmé Squalor.

Count Olaf unwound hiswhip and flicked it over the heads of the crowd with amighty snap! that made
everyone cower, aword which here means " cringe and duck and hope not to get whipped.” " Slence!"
he commanded in aterrible roar. "All of you ought to be ashamed of yoursaves. Y ou'rearguing likea
bunch of children! | want to see those lions devouring someone this very ingtant, and whoever hasthe
courageto carry out my orderswill get aspecid reward!”

This speech, of course, was just the latest example of Count Olaf's tedious philosophy concerning a
stubborn mule moving in the proper direction if thereisacarrot dangling in front of it, but the offer of a
specid reward finally got the crowd asfrantic as possible. In amoment, the crowd of carniva visitors
had become amob of volunteers, dl of whom swarmed eagerly forward to findly throw someoneto the
lions. Hugo lunged forward to push Madame Lulu, but bumped into the box that the white-faced women
were holding, and the three of them fell in aheap at the edge of the pit. The hook-handed man lunged
forward to grab Violet and Klaus, but hishook caught in the cord of the reporter's microphone and
became hopelesdy entangled. Colette contorted her arms so as to grab Lulu's ankles, but grabbed Esmé
Squaor's ankle by accident, and got her hands all twisted around one of Esmé's fashionable shoes. The
woman with dyed hair decided she might giveit atry, and leaned forward to push the elder Baudelaires,
but they stepped to the sde and the woman fell into her husband, who accidentaly dapped the man with
pimples on his chin, and the three carniva visitors began arguing loudly. Quite afew people who were
standing nearby decided to get in on the argument, and gathered around to shout in each other's faces.
Within moments of Count Olaf's announcement, the Baude aires were in the middle of afurious mass of
humanity, who were standing over the children, yelling and pushing and preying on themselveslike
mongters of the deep, whilethe lionsroared furioudy in the pit below.

But then the siblings heard another sound in the pit, ahorrible crunching and ripping sound that was far
worse than the roaring of beasts. The crowd stopped arguing to see what was making the noise, but the
Bauddaireswere not interested in seeing anything more, and stepped back from the terrible sound, and
huddled against one another with their eyes shut astightly as possble. Even in this position, however, the
children could hear the terrible, terrible sounds from the pit, even over the laughter and cheers of the
carniva vistors asthey crowded together at the edge of the pit to see what was happening, and so the
three youngsters turned away from the commotion, and, with their eyes still closed, dipped away inthe
confusion, sumbling through al of the cheering people until at last they werein the clear, aphrase which
here means "far enough away from the roller coaster that they could no longer see or hear what was

gongon”

But the Baudedaire orphans, of course, could still imagine what was happening, as| can imagineit, even
though | was not there that afternoon and have only read descriptions of what occurred down in the pit.
Thearticlein The Daily Punctilio saysthat it was Madame Lulu who fdll first, but newspaper articlesare
often inaccurate, o it isimpossibleto say if thisisactudly true. Perhaps she did fal firgt, and the bald
man fell after her, or perhaps Lulu managed to push the bald man in as she tried to escape his grasp, only
to dip andjoin himin the pit just momentslater. Or perhaps these two people were still struggling when
the plank teetered one more time, and the lions reached both of them at the sametime. Itislikely that |
will never know, just as| will probably never know the location of the fan belt, no matter how many
times| return to Cdigari Carniva to search for it. At first | thought that Madame Lulu dropped the strip
of rubber on the ground near the pit, but | have searched the entire areawith ashovel and aflashlight and
found no sign of it, and none of the carniva visitorswhose houses| have searched seem to have taken it
home for a souvenir. Then | thought that perhaps the fan belt was thrown into the air during al the
commotion, and perhaps landed up in the tracks of the roller coagter, but | have climbed over every inch



without success. And thereis, of course, the possibility that it has burned away, but lightning devices are
generaly made of acertain type of rubber that is difficult to burn, so that possibility seemsremote. And
S0 | must admit that | do not know for certain where the fan belt is, and, like knowing whether it was the
bald man or Madame Lulu who fell firgt, that this may be information that will never cometo me. But |
can imagine that the smdl strip of rubber ended up in the same place as the woman who removed it from
thelightning device and gaveit to the Baudeaire orphans, only to snatch it back at the last minute, and in
the same place as the associate of Olaf's who was so eager to get a specia reward. If | close my eyes, as
the Bauddaire orphans closed their eyes asthey sstumbled away from this unfortunate event, | can

imagine that the fan belt, like the bald man and my former associate Olivia, fdll into the pit that Olaf and
his henchmen had dug, and ended up in the belly of the beadt.

CHAPTER
Twelve

When the Baudelaire orphansfinaly opened their eyes, they found that they had stumbled to the entrance
of Madame Lulu'sfortune-telling tent, with theinitids V.F.D. dtill staring out at them. Most of the carnival
vigtors had waked over to the lion pit to see the show, so the siblings were donein the fading afternoon,
and once again there was no one watching over them asthey stood in front of the tent, trembling and
crying quietly. Thelast timethey had stood for so long at the tent's entrance, the decoration had seemed
to change before their very eyes until they saw that it was not apainting of an eye, but theinsigniaof an
organization that might help them. Now they stood and stared again, hoping that something would change
before their very eyes until they saw what it wasthat they could do. But nothing seemed to change no
matter how hard they looked. The carniva remained silent, and the afternoon continued to creep toward
evening, and theinsignia on the tent smply stared back at the weeping Bauddaires.

"I wonder wherethefan beltis,” Violet said finaly. Her voice was faint and dmost hoarse, but her tears
had stopped at last. "1 wonder if it fell to the ground, or was thrown onto the tracks of theroller coaster,
orif itendedup—"

"How can you think about afan belt at atimelike this?' Klaus asked, athough hisvoice was not angry.
Like hissger, hewas ill trembling inside the shirt they shared, and felt very tired, asis often the case
after along cry.

"l don't want to think about anything se," Violet said. "1 don't want to think about Madame Lulu and the
lions, and | don't want to think about Count Olaf and the crowd, and | don't want to think about whether
or not we did theright thing."

"Right,” Sunny said gently.
"l agree," Klaus said. "We did the best we could.”

"I'm not so sure” Violet replied. "1 had the fan belt in my hand. It was al we needed to finish the
invention and escape from this awful place.”

"Y ou couldn't finish the invention,” Klaus said. "We were surrounded by a crowd of people who wanted
to see someone thrown to the lions. It's not our fault that shefdl ininstead.”

"And bad," Sunny added.

"But we made the crowd even more frantic," Violet said. "First we stalled the show, and then we used
mob psychology to get them excited about throwing somebody into the pit.”

"Count Olaf isthe one who thought up thiswhole ghastly scheme," Klaus said. "What happened to



Madame Luluishisfault, not ours.

"We promised to take her with us" Violet insgsted. "Madame L ulu kept her promise and didn't tell Count
Olaf who we were, but we didn't keep ours."

"Wetried," Klaussaid. "Wetried to keep ours."

"Trying's not good enough,” Violet said. "Arewe going to try to find one of our parents? Are we going
to try to defeat Count Olaf?"

"Yes," Sunny said firmly, and wrapped her ams around Violet'sleg. The eldest Baudelaire looked down
at her sgter and her eyesfilled with tears.

"Why are we here?"' she asked. "We thought we could put on disguises and get ourselves out of trouble,
but we're worse off than when we began. We don't know what V.F.D. stands for. We don't know
wherethe Snicket fileis. And we don't know if one of our parentsisredly dive."

"There are some things we might not know," Klaus said, "but that doesn't mean we should give up. We
can find out what we need to know. We can find out anything.”

Violet smiled through her tears. "Y ou sound like aresearcher,” she said.

The middle Bauddaire reached into his pocket and pulled out hisglasses. "I am aresearcher,” he said,
and stepped toward the entrance to the tent. "L et's get to work."

"Ghedel" Sunny said, which meant something like, "I dmost forgot about the archivd library!™ and she
followed her sblingsthrough the flgp in the tent.

As soon as the Baudd aire orphans stepped inside, they saw that Madame Lulu had made quite afew
preparations for her escape with the children, and it made them very sad to think that she would never
return to thefortune-telling tent to collect the things she had waiting for her. Her disguise kit wasal
packed up again, and waiting by the door so she could take it with her. There was a cardboard box
standing next to the cupboard, filled with food that could be eaten on thejourney. And laid out on the
table, next to Madame Lulu's replacement crystal bal and various parts of the lightning device she had
dismantled, was alarge piece of paper that was badly torn and looked very old, but the Baudelaires saw
at oncethat it could help them.

"Itsamap,” Violet said. "It'samap of the Mortmain Mountains. She must have had it among her
papers.”

Klaus put his glasses on and peered at it closdly. "Those mountains must be very cold thistime of year,”
hesad. "l didn't redlize the dtitude was so high."

"Never mind the dtitude," Violet said. "Can you find the heedquarters Lulu was talking about?"

"Let'ssee” Klaus said. "Theresastar next to Plath Pass, but the key saysthat astar indicates a
campground.”

"Key?" Sunny asked.

"This chart in the corner of the map iscalled akey," Klaus explained. "Y ou see? The map-maker
explainswhat each symbol means, so the map doesn't get too cluttered.”

"Thereésablack rectangle therein the Richter Range,” she said. "' See? Over in the east?"



"A black rectangle indicates hibernation grounds,” Klaus said. "There must be quite afew bearsin the
Mortmain Mountains. Look, there are five hibernation grounds near Silent Springs, and alarge cluster of
them at the top of Paucity Peak."

"And here" Violet said, "in the Valley of Four Drafts, whereit looks like Madame Lulu spilled coffee”
"Vadley of Four Draftd" Klaus said.
"V.E.D.I" Sunny cried.

The Baudd aires peered together at the spot on the map. The Valey of Four Draftswas high upin the
Mortmain Mountains, where it would be very cold. The Stricken Stream began there, and wound its way
down to the seain sagging curves through the hinterlands, and the map showed many, many hibernation
grounds dong theway. Therewasasmall brown stain in the center of the valey, wherefour gapsin the
mountains came together and where Lulu had probably spilled coffee, but there were no markingsfor a
headquarters or for anything else.

"Do you think it means something?" Violet asked. "Or isit just acoincidence, likedl theV.F.D.sweve
come across?'

"l thought the VV in V.F.D. stood for ‘'volunteer,” Klaus said. "That's what we found written on a page of
the Quagmire notebooks, and it's what Jacques Snicket said.”

"Winnow?" Sunny asked, which meant "But where e se could the headquarters be? There's no other
marking on the map."

"Well, if V.F.D. isasecret organization,” Violet said, "they might not put their headquarters on amap.”

'Or it could be marked secretly,” Klaus said, and leaned in to take agood look at the stain. "Maybethis
isntjust agtan,” hesaid. "Maybeit's a secret marking. Maybe Madame Lulu put some coffee here on
purpose, so she could find the headquarters, but nobody e se could.”

"l guesswell haveto travel there" Violet said with asigh, "and find out.”
"How are we going to travel there?' Klaus said. "We don't know where the fan belt is."

"We might be missing some parts,” Violet replied, "but that doesn't mean we should give up. | can build
something dse”

"Y ou sound like an inventor," hesad.

Violet smiled, and took her hair ribbon out of her pocket. "I am an inventor,” shesad. "I'll look around
here and seeif theres anything else we can use. Klaus, you look under the table at the archiva library.”

"Wed better get out of the clothes were sharing,” Klaus said, "or we can't do two things at once.”

"Ingredi,” Sunny said, which meant "Meanwhile, I'll look through al thisfood and make sure we have
everything we need to prepare meals.”

"Good idea," Violet said. "We'd better hurry before someone finds us."

"Thereyou arel” called avoice from the entrance to the tent, and the Bauddlaires jumped. Violet
hurriedly stuffed her ribbon back into her pocket, and Klaus removed his glasses, so they could turn
around without revealing their disguise. Count Olaf and Esmé Squaor were standing together in the
doorway of the tent, with their arms around one another, looking tired but happy, asif they were two



parents coming home after along day at work, insteed of aviciousvillain and his scheming girlfriend
coming into afortune-teller's tent after an afternoon of violence. Esmé Squaor was clutching asmall
bouquet of ivy her boyfriend had apparently given her, and Count Olaf was holding aflaming torch,
which was shining as brightly as hiswicked eyes.

"I've been looking everywhere for you two," he said. "What are you doing in here?"

"Wedecided to let al of you freaksjoin us," Esmé said, "even though you weren't very courageous at the
lions pit."

"That's very kind of you to offer,” Violet said quickly, "but you don't want cowardslike usin your
troupe.”

"Surewe do," Count Olaf said, with anasty smile. "We keep losing assstants, and it's dways good to
have afew to spare. | even asked the woman who runs the gift caravan to join us, but she wastoo
worried about her precious figurines to know that opportunity was knocking.”

"Besdes" Esmésaid, stroking Olaf's hair, "you don't redlly have any choice. We're going to burn this
carnival down to diminate dl the evidence that we've been here. Mogt of the tents are already on fire,
and the carniva visitors and carniva workers are running for their lives. If you don't join us, where can

you possibly go?!
The Bauddares|ooked at one another in dismay. "l guessyou'reright,” Klaussad.
"Of coursewereright," Esmé said. "Now get out of here and help us pack up the trunk.”

"Wait aminute," Count Olaf said, and strode over to the table. "What's this?' he demanded. "It lookslike
amap."

"It isamap,” Klaus admitted with asigh, wishing he had hidden it in his pockets. "A map of the
Mortmain Mountains.

"The Mortmain Mountains?' Count Olaf said, examining the map eagerly. "Why, that'swhere we're
heading! Lulu said that if there was a parent dive, they'd be hiding up there! Does the map show any
headquarterson it?'

"| think these black rectangles indicate headquarters," Esmé said, peering over Olaf's shoulder. "I'm
pretty good at reading maps.”

"No, they represent campgrounds,” Olaf said, looking at the key, but then his face broke out into asmile.
"Wait aminute," he said, and pointed to the stain the Baudd aires had been examining. "I haven't seen one
of theseinalongtime," he said, stroking his scraggly chin.

"A smdl brown stain?' Esméasked. "Y ou saw that thismorning.”

"Thisisacoded gtain," Count Olaf explained. "I was taught to use this on maps when | was alittle boy.
It'sto mark a secret |ocation without anyone else noticing.”

"Except asmashing genius," Esmésaid. "I guesswe're heading for the Valey of Four Drafts.”

"V.F.D.," Count Olaf said, and giggled. "That's appropriate. Well, let's go. Isthere anything el se useful in
here?'

The Bauddaireslooked quickly at the table, where the archival library was hidden. Underneath the black



tablecloth decorated with slver garswas dl the crucid information Madame Lulu had gathered to give
her visitors what they wanted. The children knew that al sorts of important secrets could be found in the
gathering of paper, and they shuddered to think what Count Olaf would do if he discovered all those
Secrets.

"No," Klaussad findly. "Nothing e se useful.”

Count Olaf frowned, and kneeled down so that his face was right next to Klauss. Even without his
glasses, the middle Bauddaire could see that Olaf had not washed his one eyebrow for quite sometime,
and could smell hisbreath as he spoke. "I think you're lying to me," thevillain said, and waved the it
torchin Klaussface.

"My other head istedlling thetruth,” Violet said.

"Then what isthat food doing there?' Count Olaf demanded, pointing at the cardboard box. "Don't you
think food would be useful for along journey?"

TheBauddaressghedinrdief. "Grr!" Sunny growled.
"Chabo compliments you on your cleverness," Klaus said, "and so do we. We hadn't noticed that box."

"That'swhy I'm the boss," Count Olaf said, "because I'm smart and | have good eyesight." He laughed

nastily, and put the torch in Klauss hand. "Now then," he said, "1 want you to light thistent on fire, and

then bring the box of food over to the car. Chabo, come with me. I'm sure I'll find something for you to
ank your tegth into."

"Grr," Sunny said doubtfully.
"Chabo would prefer to stay with us,” Violet said.

"I couldn't carelesswhat Chabo would prefer,” Olaf snarled, and picked up the youngest Bauddlaire asif
shewere awatermelon. "Now get busy."

Count Olaf and Esmé Squalor walked out of the tent with Chabo, leaving the elder Baudelaires done
with the flaming torch.

"Wed better pick up the box firdt,” Klaus said, "and light the tent from the outside. Otherwise well be
surrounded by flamesinno time."

"Areweredly going to follow Olaf's orders?’
Violet asked, looking at thetable again. "The archivd library might have the answersto dl our questions.”

"l don't think we have achoice," Klaussad. "Olaf isburning down thewhole carniva, and riding with
him isour only chanceto get to the Mortmain Mountains. Y ou don't have timeto invent something, and |
don't have timeto look through thelibrary."

"We could find one of the other carnival employees” Violet said, "and ask them if they would help us”
"Everyone @ther thinksthat we're freaks or murderers,” Klaus said. "Sometimes even | think so."
"If wejoin Count Olaf,” Violet said, "we might become even more freskish and murderous.”

"But if wedon't join him," Klaus asked, "where can we possibly go?*



"l don't know," Violet said sadly, "but this can't be the right thing to do, can it?'
"Maybeit's harum-scarum,” Klaus sad, "like Oliviasaid.”

"Maybeitis" Violet said, and walked awkwardly with her brother to the cardboard box and picked it
up. Klaus held the torch, and the two Baudelaires walked out of the fortune-telling tent for the last time.

When they first stepped out, still wearing the same pair of pants, it seemed asif night had aready falen,
athough the air was black and not the blue of the famous hinterlands sunsets. But then Violet and Klaus
redized that the air wasfilling with smoke. Looking around, they saw that many of the tents and caravans
were dready onfire, as Count Olaf had said, and the flames were billowing black smoke up into the sky.
Around them, the last of the carniva vistors were rushing to escape from Olaf's treachery, and in the
distance the sblings could hear the panicked roars of the lions, who were still trapped in the pit.

"Thisisn't thekind of violence| like!" shouted the man with pimples on hisface, coughing in the smoke as
heran by. "I prefer it when other people arein danger!”

"Me, too!" said the reporter from The Daily Punctilio, running dongside him. "Olaf told methat the
Baudelairesare responsible! | can see the headline now: '‘BAUDELAIRES CONTINUE THEIR LIVES
OF CRIME!"

"What kind of children would do such aterriblething?" asked the man with the pimpled chin, but Violet
and Klaus could not hear the answer over the voice of Count Olaf.

"Hurry up, you two-headed freak!" he called from around the corner. "If you don't come hereright this
minute, we're leaving without you! ™

"Grr!" Sunny growled frantically, and at the sound of their baby sister's disguised voice, the older
Bauddairesthrew thelit torch into the fortune-telling tent, and ran toward Ol af's voi ce without looking
back, athough it wouldn't have mattered if they had looked. There was so much fire and smoke around
them one more burning tent wouldn't have made the carnival look any different. The only difference was
that they would have known that part of the fire was of their own devising, a phrase which here means
"because of their part in Count Olaf'streachery,” and athough neither Violet nor Klaus saw thiswith their
own eyes, they knew it in their hearts, and | doubt that they would ever forget it.

When the older Bauded aires rounded the corner, they saw that al of Olaf's other henchmen were dready
waiting at the long, black automobile, which was parked in front of the freaks caravan. Hugo, Colette,
and Kevin were crowded in the back seat with the two white-faced women, while Esmé Squalor sat in
the front, with Sunny on her 1ap. The hook-handed man took the box out of the older Bauddaires hands
and threw it into the trunk while Count Olaf pointed to the caravan with hiswhip, which looked much
shorter, and rough around the edges.

"Youtwo will rideinthat," he said. "Were going to attach it to the automobile and pull you along with
lel

"lan't thereroom inthe car?’ Violet asked nervoudy.

"Don't beridiculous," the hook-handed man said with a sneer. "It'stoo crowded. Good thing Coletteisa
contortionist, so she can curl into abal at our feet."

"Chabo dready gnawed my whip down 0 it could be used as a connecting rope,” Count Olaf said. "Il
just tie the caravan to the car with adouble dipknot, and then well ride off into the sunset.”

"Excuseme," Violet said, "but | know aknot caled the Devil's Tongue that | think will hold better.”



"Andif | remember the map correctly,” Klaus said, "we should ride east until we find Stricken Stream, so
we should drive that way, away from the sunsat.”

"Yes, yes, yes," Count Olaf said quickly. "That'swhat | meant. Tieit yoursdf if youwant. I'll go Sart the
engine”
Olaf tossed the rope to Klaus while the hook-handed man reached into the trunk again, and brought out

apair of wakie-takies the children remembered from when they wereliving in Olaf’'shome. "Take one of
these," he said, putting onein Violet's hand, "so we can contact you if we need to tell you something.”

"Hurry up,” Count Olaf snapped, taking the other wakie-takie. "The air isfilling with smoke."

Thevillain and his henchmen got into the automobile, and Violet and Klaus knelt down to attach the
caravan. "l can't believe I'm using thisknot to help Count Olaf," she said. "It fedslike I'm using my
inventing skillsto participate in something wicked."

"Wered| participating,” Klaussaid glumly. "Sunny used her teeth to turn that whip into aconnecting
rope, and | used my map skillsto tell Olaf which direction to head.”

"At least well get there, too," Violet said, "and maybe one of our parentswill be waiting for us. There.
The knot'stied. Let's get in the caravan.”

"l wish wewereriding with Sunny,” Klaus said.

"Weare" Violet said. "Were not getting to the Mortmain M ountains the way we want, but we're getting
there, and that'swhat counts.”

"I hope s0," Klaus said, and he and his sister stepped into the freaks caravan and shut the door. Count
Olaf started the engine of the car, and the caravan began to rock gently back and forth as the automobile
pulled them away from the carniva. The hammocks swayed above the two siblings, and the rack of
clothing creaked beside them, but the knot Violet had tied held fast, and the two vehicles began traveling
in the direction Klaus had pointed.

"Wemight aswell get comfortable,” Violet sad. "WEell betraveingalong time.”

"All night at least,” Klaus said, "and probably most of the next day. | hope they'll stop and sharethe
food."

"Maybe we can make some hot chocolate later,” Violet said.

"With cinnamon,” Klaus said, smiling as he thought of Sunny'srecipe. "But what should we do in the
meantime?’

Violet sghed, and she and her brother sat down on a chair so she could lay her head on the table, which
was shaking dightly asthe caravan headed out into the hinterlands. The edest Baudeaire put down the
walkie-talkie next to the set of dominoes. "Let'sjust St," shesaid, "and think.”

Klaus nodded in agreement, and the two Baudelaires sat and thought for the rest of the afternoon, asthe
automobile pulled them farther and farther away from the burning carnival. Violet tried to imagine what
the V.F.D. headquarters might look like, and hoped that one of their parents would be there. Klaustried
to imagine what Olaf and his troupe were talking about, and hoped that Sunny was not too frightened.
And both the older Baudelaires thought about al that had happened at Caligari Carniva, and wondered
whether or not they had done the right things. They had disguised themselvesin order to find the answvers
to their questions, and now the answers were burning up under Madame Lulu'stable, as her archiva



library went up in smoke. They had encouraged their coworkers to find employment someplace where
they wouldn't be considered freaks, and now they had joined Count Olaf's evil troupe. And they had
promised Madame Lulu that they would take her with them, so she could lead them to V.F.D. and
become a noble person again, but she had falen into the lion pit and become nothing but amedl. Violet
and Klaus thought about dl of the trouble they werein, and wondered if it was dl dueto smple
misfortune, or if some of it was of their own devising. These were not the most pleasant thoughtsin the
world, but it il felt good to sit and think about them, instead of hiding and lying and franticaly thinking
up plans. It was peaceful to st and think in the freaks caravan, even when the caravan tilted dightly as
they reached the beginning of the Mortmain Mountains and began to head uphill. It was so peaceful to Sit
and think that both Violet and Klaus fdt asif they were waking up from along deep when Count Olaf's
voice came out of thewalkie-talkie.

"Areyou there?' Olaf asked. "Pressthe red button and speak to me!”

Violet rubbed her eyes, picked up the wakie-talkie, and held it so both she and her brother could hear.
"Werehere" shesad.

"Good," Count Olaf replied, "because | wanted to tell you that | learned something ese from Madame
Lulu”

"What did you learn?" Klaus asked.

There was a pause, and the two children could hear crud peds of laughter coming from the smdl device
inViolet'shand. "l learned that you are the Bauddaires" Count Olaf cried in triumph. "I learned that you
three brats followed me here and tricked me with sneaky disguises. But I'm too clever for you!"

Olaf began to laugh again, but over hislaughter the two siblings could hear another sound that made them
fed as shaky asthe caravan. It was Sunny, and she was whimpering in fear.

"Don't hurt her!" Violet cried. "Don't you dare hurt her!™

"Hurt her?' Count Olaf snarled. "Why, | wouldn't dream of hurting her! After dl, | need one orphan to
sted the fortune. First I'm going to make sure both of your parents are dead, and then I'm going to use
Sunny to become very, very rich! No, | wouldn't worry about this buck-toothed twerp — not yet. If |
wereyou, I'd worry about yourselves! Say bye-bye to your sster, Baudebrats!™

"But we're tied together," Klaus said. "We hitched our caravan to you.”

"Look out the window," Count Olaf said, and hung up the wakie-talkie. Violet and Klauslooked at one
another, and then staggered to their feet and moved the curtain away from the window. The curtain
parted asif they were watching aplay, and if | wereyou | would pretend that thisisaplay, instead of a
book — perhaps atragedy, written by William Shakespeare— and that you are leaving the theater early
to go home and hide under asofa, because you will recal that there was acertain expresson that, I'm
sorry to say, must be used three times before this story isover, and it isin the thirteenth chapter when this
expression will be used for the third time. The chapter is very short, because the end of this story
happened so quickly that it does not take many words to describe, but the chapter does contain the third
occasion requiring the expression "the belly of the beast,” and you would be wise to leave before the
chapter begins, because that time didn't count.

CHAPTER
Thirteen

With the curtain parted, Violet and Klaus|ooked out the window and gasped at what they saw. In front



of them was Count Olaf's long, black automobile, winding its crooked way up the road toward the peaks
of the Mortmain Mountains, with the freaks caravan tied to the bumper. They could not see their baby
ggter, who wastrapped in the front seat with Olaf and hisvillainous girlfriend, but they could imagine how
frightened and desperate she was. But the older Baudd aires aso saw something that made them
frightened and desperate, and it was something they had never thought to imagine.

Hugo was leaning out of the back window of the automobile, his hump hidden in the oversized coat Esmé
Squaor had given him as a present, and he was holding tight to Colette's ankles. The contortionist had
twisted her body around to the back of the car so that her head was lying on the middle of the trunk,
between two of the bullet holesthat had provided air for the Bauddaires on their way to Caligari

Carnival. Like her coworker, Colette was aso holding tight to someone's ankles — the ambidextrous
ankles of Kevin, so that dl three of Madame Lulu'sformer employeeswerein asort of human chain. At
the end of the chain were Kevin's hands, which were gripping along, rusty knife. Kevin looked up a
Violet and Klaus, gave them atriumphant grin, and brought the knife down as hard as he could on the
knot Violet had tied.

TheDevil'sTongueisavery strong knot, and normally it would take awhile for aknifeto saw through it,
evenif it wasvery sharp, but the equa strength in Kevin's two arms meant that the knife moved with a
freakish power, instead of normally, and in an ingtant the knot was split in two.

"No!" Violet yeled.
"Sunny!" Klaus screamed.

With the caravan unhitched, the two vehicles began going in opposite directions. Count Olaf's car
continued to wind itsway up the mountain, but without anything pulling it, the caravan began to roll back
down, theway agrapefruit will roll down aflight of stairsif you let it go, and there was no way for Violet
or Klausto steer or stop the caravan from theinside. The Baudelaires screamed again, all three of them,
Violet and Klausdonein therattling caravan, and Sunny in the car full of villains, asthetwo vehicles
dipped further and further away from each other, but even though Count Olaf was getting closer and
closer to what he wanted and the older Baudel aires were getting further and further away, it seemed to
the children that dl three sblings were ending up a the same place. Even as Count Olaf's automobile
dipped out of view, and the caravan began to dip on the bumpy road, it seemed to the Bauddaire
orphansthat they were al dipping into the belly of the beast, and that time, I'm sorry to say, counted
very, very much.
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Asmy enemiesdraw closer, it issmply not safe to place the entire manuscript of the Baudelaires

......... entitted THE SLIPPERY SLOPE, iny.............. Instead, | am taking each of the thirteen chapters
............. in different places. "Theworld is.......... Shewill give you akey, which w......... thefirs chapter,
aswel asarare photograph of aswarm of ...... to help Mr. Helquist with hisillustrations. UNDER NO
CIRCUMSTANCES SHOULD YOU tr

Remember, y last hope that thetales of theto thegenerd i aueeect L mnyick t



