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Dedication

 This
book is dedicated to


	
My beloved Aunt Mary Lue Roesler. I miss
you.



	
The National Aeronautics
and Space Agency (NASA). If you hadn’t paid to lengthen the runway
on Rapa Nui (Easter Island) as an emergency landing site for Space
Shuttle launches out of Vandenberg, this whole series of novels
would not have been possible. So, I consider it money well spent,
even if you never launched the Space Shuttle out of
Vandenberg.










 



Chapter 1 – Narrated by Puppy Loco

 Hello!
I’m totally happy to meet you! I am… well, I don’t have a name. I
mean, no one has ever called me anything, so I don’t really know my
name, but what does it matter? I love everybody and everyone loves
me, so who needs a name? Not me, not me.

I’m a dog; did I mention I’m a dog? I am!
But a young dog. I was only born a few months ago, so I’m a yuppie.
No wait, that’s not right… not a yuppie, what’s the word? A puppy!
That’s it. My fur is shiny and white! I have a remarkably pink
nose! All of me is super cute and tiny, except for my feet. My feet
are HUGE! My four feet put together are the same size as my body!
Why is that? I don’t know! But I like it anyhow. I just have to be
careful when I walk to make sure I don’t trip my back feet over my
front feet, or my front feet over my back feet, or whatever.

Not only am I a dog, I am a street dog! That
means I don’t answer to anyone. I am as free as a bird, now and
forever. And I live in the greatest smelling place anywhere in the
world, ever, anywhere! Where? I don’t know! It’s an island, I know
that, but I don’t know what the island is called. Wait a minute,
I’ll ask someone, there are lots of other dogs around.

Oh really? Easter Island? What a weird name.
But, OK, I live on Easter Island. I love it here! There are so many
plants and trees and vines and ferns and grasses and mosses and
other things I don’t even know the names of yet but they all smell
AWESOME! My nose is tiny, yes, but it really, really works!
Amazing. Wonderful. Cool.

Since I answer to no one, I do whatever I
like whenever I like. Every day is spent in search of adventure! I
wake up with the sun and whole bunches of energy. I just must get
up and get going and do something. I have noticed this appears to
be pretty unusual for a street dog; all my compadres move
around Hanga Roa (the town on the island is called Hanga
Roa, did I tell you that? I meant to tell you that, so now I
told you that just in case I forgot to tell you that) like they are
sleepwalking, but that isn’t going to get it done for me. I need to
run and jump and play! Sometimes I have to do that all by myself,
but whenever possible I like to join in with some of the humans on
the island. There are a lot of friendly people around, some that
are here all the time and some that just come and visit me for a
few days and then go away again so more new people can come and
meet me, too! It’s a great system, I like it a lot. So, this
morning, I wake up and I scurry around town for a bit, I don’t know
how long, but for a while. After that, I take a look around and see
some people moving about and talking and smiling and some of them
show me some love, which is right and proper, and that gets my tail
a-wagging. Some woman, this old woman I have never met before, is
eating outside one of the restaurants and is nice enough to give me
part of her croissant – that’s what she calls this fancy, flakey,
melt-in-my-mouth kind of bread. That makes a great breakfast for me
and it gives me a little more energy than I had before. I am so
very ready to have some fun today!

Then I see three human puppies riding
two-wheel contraptions right up the main street, and not just
moving, either: they are in a hurry! In my many minutes of
experience in this world, I have learned that humans moving at a
pace like that indicates they are going somewhere, not just
wandering around. Of course, I don’t know where they are going, but
then again I don’t really care where, either. I get my impressively
large feet a-moving and chase after them and soon we are not even
in town anymore! Wow, in my young life I’ve never gotten completely
out of town before, but so what? It’s time to go boldly where my
feet have never taken me before, let’s do this!







Chapter 2 – Narrated by Jorge

 Hi, I’m
Jorge. I’m eleven years old, in the Fifth Grade and I am the
happiest person in the whole wide world.

OK, I can’t know that for sure, but I’m
pretty darned happy.

Why? Because I love to surf and swim and I
live on an island that my teacher tells me is more isolated in the
Pacific Ocean than any other peopled island on planet Earth. We
have Easter Island (what we call Rapa Nui) to ourselves and
I always try to make the most of it. I swim almost every day. I
swim when it’s rainy and when it’s sunny. Warm weather or hot, it
doesn’t matter, it’s a good day to swim. And, whenever there is
more than a bump on the surface of the ocean, I’m on my board and
riding every wave I can catch.

Sure, occasionally I’ll spend a day
completely on dry land, but it takes a pretty special occasion.
Like, some days my twin sister, Javiera, gets an idea and then my
best friend Victor and I follow her to take part in whatever she
has thought up to do. Why? Well, we tell everyone it’s because
we’re nice guys. My mother says we’re young gentlemen to be so nice
to my sister. But, that’s not the real reason. The real reason is,
Javiera is very smart. Smarter than Victor and I put together. So,
if she thinks up something she wants to do, we immediately want to
be a part of it.

(I haven’t ever told anyone this, but I have
a theory to explain why Javiera is so much smarter than I am. I
think she must have cheated when we were sharing mom’s tummy before
we were born. I am not sure how she managed this, but I think she
took most of the brains that were supposed to be shared equally
between us. You might think that’s ridiculous, but I have
supporting evidence! She apparently didn’t think monopolizing our
brain power was enough, she took most of the body we were supposed
to divide up, too! She has always been taller than me, though I am
catching up to her a little bit as we get older. Victor has always
been taller than both of us, but I can’t blame womb games for that;
he’s just freakishly tall. The only thing I managed to hang onto in
the womb is aquatic ability and, as I already told you, that’s more
than enough to make me smile, so enjoy everything else,
Javiera.)

Today is one of those days that Javiera has
an idea and that’s why we’re all on our bikes early in the morning
and riding away from Hanga Roa with the wind in our hair,
looking for adventure. She started formulating this plan two weeks
ago. Our teacher handed out our weekly math quiz and then said the
airport’s lost and found had brought over some books left at the
airport and anyone who wanted could take one. Victor and I didn’t
even raise an eyebrow towards this offer. We already had plenty of
reading we’re supposed to do for class, why bother to look for more
books to read? But, Javiera doesn’t think that way. She finished
the math quiz before anyone else (and she got them all right, of
course) and then she rushed to the table in the back of the room to
browse. The dozen “found” books were all in English, so only
Javiera would be interested in them anyhow; no one else in our
grade can read English worth a darn. Javiera, using both hands,
carried the biggest, heaviest book back to her desk and started
reading immediately. After I handed in my quiz (B- for me, not
bad!) I read the silver lettering on the side of the heavy black
book: Harry Potter and the Sorcerer’s
Stone.

Sorcerer’s Stone? Did some sorcerer steal
the stone from the philosopher? I guess I would have to read it to
find out, which ain’t gonna happen. Maybe Javiera will tell me
later.

Anyhow, I smiled. I knew I wouldn’t hear a
word from Javiera for days. Once she starts reading something she
likes, she will be obsessed with reading it every free minute of
every day until she finishes. Victor and I would remind her that
she had already read the book in Spanish, and seen the movie in
Spanish, too. But she just smiled and continued reading. She had
her book so she was as happy as a dolphin playing in a bow
wave.

This reading frenzy lasted a week. Or maybe
eight days, I’m not sure; I got busy swimming and surfing, so I
didn’t really pay attention. But, just because the reading was all
done didn’t mean that Javiera was done with the experience, oh no.
Instead, she acquired a wand and spent hours practicing all the
spells that she learned from Book 1. Her wand didn’t come directly
from a tree; there are not that many trees on the island, mostly
bushes and shrubs, so it can be hard to find a good tree branch
when you need one. Instead, she found some chopsticks left over
from a take-out dinner long ago – and, lucky me, I got a wand out
of that deal, too! Victor had to find his own wand; he made do with
an unsharpened Number 2 pencil, hiding the eraser in the palm of
his hand. OK, so we are not quite shopping at Ollivanders, but
these wands worked just fine for our brand of magic. Javiera taught
us the spells, too; some of them sounded familiar to me from the
movie, but most of them just struck me as mumbo jumbo. Once she was
relatively sure we had learned the spells, Javiera hit us with her
idea.

“Jorge, Victor, how about
going to Rano Raraku Saturday morning and playing Harry
Potter?”

We shrugged at each other. “Sure, we’re in,”
I said for both of us. “But, we need to assign characters
first.”

“Assign characters?” she
asked, wrinkling her nose.

“Yeah! You’re obviously
Hermione, but do I get to be Harry or does Victor?”

“I want to be Harry!”
Victor said.

“Of course you do;
everyone wants to be Harry, Harry’s cool.”

“Ron has red hair and can
make a wide variety of surprised expressions,” Javiera told us.
“That’s something, right?

“I only want to play if I
can be Harry,” Victor said.

Javiera rolled her eyes. “Don’t tell me that
we’re not going to do something fun because you two can’t decide
which one of you gets to be Harry Potter!”

“No, I don’t think so,” I
said, smiling. “This will be easy to settle. I have to be Harry
Potter!”

“And why’s that?” Victor
asked, just itching to disagree with whatever I planned to
say.

“Because, Hermione falls
in love with Ron, not Harry. And Javiera can’t end up with me, that
would be gross. So, I have to be the Chosen One and you can have my
sister.”

That turned off Victor’s angry expression
but caused Javiera to glare at me. If she could do magic, she would
have turned me into a newt right then and there. Practically since
she could talk, Javiera has had a secret crush on Victor, so making
this reference to them getting together was me behaving a tiny
little bit like a jerk there, I’ll admit. But, sometimes you have
to do what you have to do so you get to be Harry Potter. Victor
blushed a pretty shade of red while nodding his head to agree with
my logic, so I got to be Harry Potter and he had to be a
black-haired Ron Weasley.

When we got up this morning, Javiera drew my
lightning scar on my forehead with our mom’s eyebrow pencil. We got
water, the sandwiches that mom made last night, and some chocolate
bars for dessert and put them in the book bags we carry to school
on weekdays. Also, of course, we both brought our chopstick wands.
Victor rode his bike over to our house at seven in the morning,
smiling and ready for anything. He didn’t dye his hair red and
Javiera didn’t dye hers blond and we didn’t have any robes or
Gryffindor scarves, but we had our wands so we felt we were ready
for any black magic we might run into.

Today’s weather is perfect for a day out of
doors, sunny but not overwhelmingly hot. We are early enough
there’s no traffic on the road out to Rano Raraku. It’s a
long ride, almost 20 kilometers, but that doesn’t discourage us. We
treat all of Rapa Nui as our playground. We turn left after
barreling through town and ride next to the airport. I glance back
and notice that the three of us are being chased. “Hey, look! We
have company!”

Javiera and Victor stop their bikes quickly,
forcing me to get on my brakes hard to keep from running into them.
That’s when they see what I had seen: a small street dog, just a
street puppy, really, chasing after us. Javiera oohs and aahs,
something Victor and I are too cool to do, though I must say he’s a
pretty cute puppy. “He can come with us,” Javiera announces. “All
the Hogwarts students have pets, he can be our pet.”

“Well, he doesn’t look
like Hedwig the owl or Crookshanks the cat,” I say as Javiera picks
up the white puppy and puts him carefully in the basket in front of
her bike. “I guess he must be Scabbers the Rat, then! He’s all
yours Ron,” I tell Victor.

“He’s not a rat!” Javiera
complains. “He’s a cute little puppy.”

“He looks more like
Crookshanks than Scabbers,” Victor tells me.

“OK, fine, the dog can be
a cat. Let’s get on out there before the tourists do!”

And we ride on, handlebars pointed away from
town.







Chapter 3 – Narrated by Puppy Loco

 Riding
on this bicycle thing is so much better than running! Do you know
why? Should I tell you why? There are a bunch of reasons! I don’t
have to work at all – I just relax and enjoy the view! And what a
view! That’s reason two: I am up so much higher that I can see the
world better than I ever have! And, best of all, I am moving so
very, very fast! The wind is rushing by like whoosh! It
picks up my ears and makes me feel like I’m a bird in the sky –
wow!

The human puppy that picked me up is
pedaling like crazy and, every time I turn to look at her, she is
smiling at me. And why not? I’m adorable, I know it.

I’ve got to say, I am totally enjoying this
out-of-town trip; maybe I’m more of a country dog than a city dog?
Maybe! In any case, I am certainly in the middle of an adventure
now.







Chapter 4 – Narrated by Jorge

 We take
two rest breaks, one about halfway there and one so we can gaze at
the fifteen stone dudes set up so nicely at Ahu Tongariki.
The puppy that we picked up looks so laid back and happy riding in
Javiera’s basket, the wind blowing his ears back, I can’t help but
laugh. He will probably never want to run again, now that he’s
learned it’s possible to catch a ride on a bicycle instead. The
whole ride takes us an hour and a half.

Rano Raraku is the coolest place on
the whole island. It’s the quarry for the island’s moai,
which is cool all by itself, but the thing that makes it even
better is that half of the moai ever carved are still there!
Some are complete and just hanging out, waiting for the moving crew
that will never come to take them to their planned place on the
island. Some are works in progress, only partially removed from the
surrounding rock. Since no one has been working in this quarry for
hundreds of years, the grass and weeds have grown up all around the
statues, and those statues that are standing have settled into the
earth at funny angles, leaning this way or that way permanently.
It’s no wonder the tourists flock here like ducks to water, but if
you’re dedicated enough to get up early in the morning, you can
often get this place all to yourself before the tourists arrive.
Sure, some people rent their own cars or scooters so they can be
here early, but most folks join a tour and don’t arrive until later
in the morning.

We lean our bikes against the sign that
declares the area a UNESCO World Heritage Site. Javiera helps the
puppy out of the basket and he dances around happily at her feet.
We all drink some water and I pour a little into Javiera’s cupped
hands so the puppy can drink, too. “OK, we should practice our
spells and charms and then get a game going,” Javiera tells us,
drawing her wand. “Do you two remember the spells we were
practicing the other day?”

Victor and I shake our heads. I do remember
one of them (Reparo, which Hermione used to repair Harry’s
glasses in the first movie) but it’s more fun to pretend we don’t
remember anything, forcing Javiera to explain everything from the
beginning. I know she enjoys showing off how much smarter she is
than me or Victor, so we try to give her every opportunity to do
so.

“Well, take out those
wands and get ready. Remember, all the spells have unique wand
motions associated with them, too.” Yeah, that’s not going to
happen. Both Victor and I just waggle our wrists the same way for
every spell; only Javiera keeps track of the wand movements
associated with each spell. The three of us stand in a triangle
facing each other, the white puppy hopping up and down in the
middle. We all point our wands and Javiera continues, “To lift
something up in the air, you say Wingardium Leviosa and move
your wand like this,” and she demonstrates. We flick our wrists
however we want and all three of us say, “Wingardium
Leviosa!” a few times. Luckily for the dog, none of our spells
are effective, though he does levitate himself regularly. I’ve
never seen a street dog with so much energy.

“OK, next, you can
temporarily petrify someone with the spell Petrificus
Totalus and this wand motion.”

“This one will work great
on all the moai today!” Victor says to me.

“It’ll work on you, too,
Victor Lorca. You better watch out,” Javiera tells him. “Next,
Reparo with this wand motion will fix anything that’s
broken.” We practice that one for a little while. “OK, just one
more. It’s not from the first book, but we’re going to need it
today. Finite Incantatem undoes any previous spell.” We
practice that three times, and then Javiera puts down her wand for
a moment and concentrates, her intense thoughts wrinkling the skin
between her eyes. “So, the rules are:


	
Wingardium Leviosa beats
Reparo, because it’s hard to repair something that’s flying
through the air.



	
Petrificus Totalus beats
Wingardium Leviosa, because something that’s petrified can’t
fly.



	
And finally, Reparo beats
Petrificus Totalus, because it’s easy to fix something that
is petrified.



	
When you duel with another witch/wizard:


	
If you cast your spell before your opponent,
then any spell wins the duel. If you cast at the same time, then
the rules I just stated determine who wins.



	
Winning a duel is worth one point and you
get to keep moving.



	
When you lose a duel, you get no points and
you can’t move for ten seconds.



	
If you tie with another wizard or witch, you
have to duel with someone else before you can duel with them
again.







	
The first wizard or witch to 10 points wins!
Got it?”





“So, what’s the Finite
Incantatem spell for?” Victor asks.

“Oh, that’s another way to
score points. If you find someone who is stuck in place for 10
seconds, you can do a Finite Incantatem and free them
immediately – and, if you do, you take one point away from them. It
will only work if they have points, though; if they are at zero,
they are just stuck.”

“This is an impressively
complicated game,” Victor tells Javiera with much awe in his
voice.

“Not really, it’s just
Rock, Paper Scissors with some complications. Now, do you guys know
what you’re doing?”

I look at Victor and he nods. “Yes, I think
we’ve got it. Ready to start?”

Javiera nods. “And, since I’m sure you don’t
really know what you’re doing, here’s a cheat sheet for both of
you.” She hands both of us a half-sheet of notebook paper where she
has written down each of the spells, what bests what, and how you
score points. The spell descriptions even include little diagrams
on how the wand is supposed to be waved.

“You are just like
Hermione,” I tell her, but not in a mean way. I am
impressed.

“Oh, good point, Jorge:
magic names only! I’m Hermione, you guys are Harry and Ron, if you
call anyone Javiera, Jorge or Victor you lose a point, OK? One two
three, GO!”

And Javiera takes off and runs like the
wind, the puppy at her heels. After a moment of surprise, Ron and I
turn to each other. All I can remember is Reparo so I shout,
“Reparo!” Ron says, “Wingardium Leviosa!” and so he
gets a point and I’m stuck for ten seconds. Victor waves as he runs
off up the hill, following Javiera. I count my ten seconds out
loud, shouting, “One Rapa Nui! Two Rapa Nui!” You say
the “Rapa Nui” part so you get real seconds instead of just
counting as fast as you can. After I reach ten, I rush up the hill,
not seeing either of my fellow Hogwarts students. I make it almost
to the first moai along the trail before I see Ron bounce
out from behind the statue, his wand sighted in on me. Again, all I
can think of is Reparo, so I try that again to Victor’s call
of, “Wingardium Leviosa!” So, I’m stuck again and he’s got
two points. “Ron isn’t supposed to be that smart!” I yell at him as
he turns to run further up the trail. I think I’m toast as I start
counting again, but I see Hermione jump out from behind her own
moai. She calls out, “Petrificus Totalus!” before Ron
can recover and say anything, so she gets a point that way. I reach
ten Rapa Nui before Ron gets to five, so, after consulting
my cheat sheet, I rush forward and cast a “Finite
Incantatem!” to release him, saying, “Ha, I get a point!”

“Reparo,” Ron says
while I’m gloating, so I’m stuck again. Dang it.

And so we run all up and down and around
Rano Raraku for many minutes, taking points away from each
other, having ties, freezing each other in place, all to the
soundtrack of high-pitched yips from the puppy and our laughter and
wizarding spells. Hermione wins the first game and, though I
finally managed to win a few duels and hold onto a few points, Ron
still came in second with eight points. We take a break and drink
some water and then try it again.

Hermione wins again. And the next two games,
too. It’s hard to win games that require strategy when you’re
playing with your much smarter sister. I tell her she must be using
some kind of magic, reading my mind and Ron’s to always know what
spell we plan to cast, but I know she doesn’t need magic to
out-think us. And, to her credit, she doesn’t disqualify any of our
spells because we wave our wands incorrectly, which I’m sure she
could have done, so that is very sporting of her. After the fourth
game, we sit down in the shade of a moai tilted thirty
degrees out of the ground and have the sandwiches that we brought
along. The puppy seems to like bologna, so that’s good news.

It is while we are taking our lunch break
that I see the first tourist van in the parking lot. We are laying
on the grass behind a plus-size moai so I don’t think they can see
us, but if they are observant they will know someone is around by
our bicycles parked under the much-photographed sign. I see six
tourists get out of the bus along with someone I recognize: Maria,
the tour guide for one of the tourist wrangling businesses on the
island. I happen to think that Maria is quite cute, a little bit
round and roly-poly with fantastic dimples when she smiles, which
is most of the time. Seeing her get out of the bus’s front
passenger seat carrying the huge canvas purse she carries
everywhere distracts me from the people pouring out of the back.
“Hey, that looks like Malfoy!” Victor (I mean Ron) hisses at me and
Hermione.

“You’re right, he does!”
Hermione agrees. “You better watch out, Harry; that white-haired
kid is bound to be a jerk to you as soon as he knows you’re
here.”

I manage to pull my eyes away from Maria for
a few seconds to see the person they are talking about. He’s a
Deathly Hallows Malfoy to my Chamber of Secrets Harry
Potter. He looks like he’s in high school. But he does have nearly
white blond hair and a better-than-you demeanor. We’re too far away
to tell too much else about him. But, while staring at him, someone
else familiar-looking climbs out of the van right after him: a
skinny middle-aged man with pale skin towering above the other
tourists. His black hair is symmetrical and shiny and long enough
to frame his face and reach almost all the way to his chin. All
three of us say at the same time, “Professor Snape!”

Boy, this Harry Potter day just keeps
getting better and better.

There are three or four or five other
tourists (it’s hard to keep track when they keep moving around all
the time) but I am sad to report that none of the others look at
all like Harry Potter characters. I was sort of hoping Moaning
Myrtle or Bellatrix Lestrange would be out looking at the island
today, too. Or even Ginny Weasley, my future one and only! But,
having Maria nearby is more than enough on that score.

Maria herds the tourists together and they
start working their way up the hillside. I understand little
snippets of Maria’s English narration, like, "…more than 400 of the
887 moai that were carved on Rapa Nui are still here
…” and “…we are climbing the side of an extinct volcano. We are
walking on compacted volcanic ash, what geologists call tuff, which
was used to carve almost every moai on the island.” I am
watching Maria as she walks closer and closer, and because of that,
I notice that Malfoy is also staring at and trying to keep as close
as possible to Maria. This is annoying me a little, this tourist
buzzing through Easter Island trying to interfere with my
infatuation with Maria. I turn to Victor (I mean Ron) to point this
out to him when I notice that Ron and Hermione are no longer
sitting next to me. I spin my head around as fast as I can, making
myself a little dizzy, but I don’t see them anywhere. I finally
hear a yip from behind a nearby moai, indicating where my
sister, friend and street dog are hiding out. I start to stand but
before I can scramble to my feet I hear Maria, almost directly
behind me, saying, “Oh, good morning, Jorge! Everyone, this is my
neighbor Jorge. Jorge, what brings you out this way so early in the
day?”

I spin around, already blushing before I’ve
managed to say a thing. I feel the warming rays of Maria’s smile
hit me as I stammer, in Spanish, “Just playing with Victor and
Javiera.”

“Oh, where are they?”
Maria asks in Spanish, looking around. Of course, they stay hidden,
making me look ridiculous.

“You have some sort of
smudge on your forehead,” Snape tells me in English. I don’t
understand all the words, but he points at my forehead so I get the
big picture: he’s pointing at my lightning bolt scar. I don’t know
what to do at that moment, so am grateful when I see the puppy
spring past me, bringing Javiera and Victor out of hiding to stand
by me.

Maria laughs, then continues in English,
“There you are! Well, you kids have fun, we’ll continue with our
tour. Come on, everyone, I’ll show you the largest moai ever
attempted, though to be fair it didn’t make it too far. It’s only
half-carved out of the rock just over here.”

Maria and her group continue as Victor and
Javiera laugh and chase after the puppy and I chase after them,
“Why were you two hiding?”

“We thought you might like
some alone time with you-know-who!” Victor says.

“What alone time? She has
a whole tour group with her, doesn’t she?”

“Don’t worry, Jorge, I’m
sure she was impressed with you and your Harry Potter scar,”
Javiera says. “I’m going to give you two one more chance to win a
game then we should head back into town, OK?”

I’m still annoyed with them, but figure the
best way to get even is to beat them at a game of Harry Potter. So
I draw my wand from my pocket as do Hermione and Ron. Hermione
says, “1-2-3-Go!” and in another few minutes, Hermione wins again
with Ron in second. I guess the lesson for today is that
consistency is not always a good thing.

We go back to the parking lot and collect
our bikes, Javiera putting the puppy back in her bike’s basket. The
tour group is getting back in their van. Since I take one more
longing look at Maria, I am watching her closely when she takes a
big step up into the front passenger seat and the shoulder strap on
her purse suddenly snaps. The main body of the purse arcs to the
parking lot, the strap flapping around like a tail. The contents of
her purse spread in a half-circle, some in the van but most items
in the parking lot. Maria exclaims in Spanish and jumps out
quickly, grabbing the deflated bulk of her purse first and then
stuffing whatever she finds back into it. I recognize a round
makeup compact, some sunglasses and her wallet laying on the
ground, but all the other things are stuff I can’t identify; I
guess they are just the sorts of things that women carry in their
purses.

Malfoy and Snape are the last two people to
get into the van, so are still standing in the parking lot. They
immediately leap to help Maria, picking up items and passing them
back to her. I notice that Malfoy picks up her wallet. Before
handing it to Maria, who is receiving something from Snape, he
lightly tosses it in his hand, almost like he’s trying to guess how
much it weighs. His attitude is bothering me a little; I wonder if
he might have more than a passing interest in the contents of that
wallet. But then he hands it to Maria, who I can hear say, “Oh,
thank you! I sure wouldn’t want to lose that! Is that everything?”
The three of them look one last time. Snape gathers the things from
the floor of the van and hands them to Maria as Malfoy kneels one
knee on the ground to look under the van. Maria thanks them and
they climb in the back as Maria takes the seat next to the
driver.

We wait for the van to go past us and then
for the dust to clear. Only then do we get on our bikes and start a
slightly slower ride back to Hanga Roa than our quick jaunt
away from town this morning.







Chapter 5 – Narrated by Puppy Loco

 Riding
on this bicycle thing is still fun, but not as much fun as this
morning. I think the female human puppy is kind of tired from all
the biking and running around. Therefore, the wind is not as fast
as this morning and my ears don’t fly and flap and float as much.
Which is sad. But, just a little bit sad. I am still way up off the
ground, a lot higher than my legs will ever lift me, so I can gaze
out at the ocean and feel like I can see all the way to… well,
nowhere. There’s nothing to see in the ocean but a whole lot of
water. Once I tried drinking some of it when I was a puppier puppy,
but it didn’t taste good at all. It’s much better to drink water
from the leaky faucet in the back of a hotel just off the main road
in town.

When we are close to what I hear the human
puppies call, “the airport,” we slow down even more because the
wind is blowing harder and right at my face. The wind feels great
picking up my ears but I can hear the female human puppy breathing
hard, which is kind of distracting. I have heard the male human
puppies call her Javiera sometimes and Hermione sometimes; that’s
weird, isn’t it? Why would she have two different names? I don’t
know. And I don’t care. Well, I care a little, but very, very
little. And then, whoosh! A really big wind comes blowing over us
as a metal bird the size of three hotels swoops down and lands on
the long road on the other side of the fence from us. Oh, if they
call this place the airport, then this metal bird must be an
airplane! I’ve heard about airplanes, and I know one or more come
here every day, but I have never seen one before, and this one is
now up close and personal! It is nice of it to come visit me like
that. The female human puppy doesn’t like it, she almost gets blown
into the ditch next to the road, but this airplane-wind really zip
zip zips through my ears, so it is like most things for me – it’s
all good!

We make it back into town then, all three
human puppies gasping for air. I wonder where they are going? They
ride back down the street where I first saw them and then turn
downhill towards the place where the boats park at the edge of
town. Just before they roll into the salty water, their brakes
screech and they turn into the big open yard where I often see
human puppies playing with each other. I hear the bigger of the two
male human puppies say, “Let’s see who’s here, maybe we can play
some football before we go home.”

“Have fun, I’m going to go
nap in the shade,” the female human puppy says. “All that winning
wore me out.”

The boys say something to that, but I’m not
paying attention. The female human puppy, Javiera, I think, picks
me up and carefully puts me down on the ground so that I’m evenly
balanced on all four of my enormous paws. Then, the human puppies
rush off in different directions, the boys towards other boys
kicking a round ball around (why do humans do that? Did the ball do
something to them? I don’t know) and Javiera sitting on the sand
next to the water and boats. I sit down next to her and she pets me
a little, but then she just lets her hand sit on my back. This is
something else I don’t understand about humans: don’t they realize
that petting is a verb, it requires action? I think of this as a
teachable moment so I nuzzle my cute little nose into the palm of
her hand. Despite my best efforts, though, she doesn’t resume
petting me. I am feeling neglected, I really am. I trot out to the
grassy field to give the male puppies a chance to adore me, trying
to avoid being smacked in the head by the slippery round ball they
are kicking, but none of them seem to be very happy to see me. In
fact, I hear many angry words lobbed at me and I hot-foot it back
to Javiera again. She seems to be asleep; a nap does sound like a
good idea, even for a high-energy puppy like me, but I can’t
convince myself it’s time to sleep. I have been the center of
attention most of this day and I liked it, so this sudden state of
aloneness makes me sad. My first instinct to correct this injustice
is to bark my fool head off, but I don’t. Every street dog learns
young that barking rarely brings about positive responses from
humans. It is more likely to result in someone throwing things at
you rather than someone feeding you, or petting you, or telling you
exactly how good a boy you are. So I don’t bark.

But, I’m not happy, either. What should I
do?

I swing my puppy head around, looking and
searching and then looking again for something to help me regain
Javiera’s attention. Or someone’s attention, anyone’s attention,
really. I’m not that particular. I don’t see much nearby that could
possibly help me. I see grass. I see that dangerous round ball roll
by again. I see the puppies’ bikes and bags. And I see some small
rocks. That’s it. Nothing that looks very useful or smells very
good. I could rip out some grass and present that to Javiera, I
guess, but I don’t recall human puppies using grass for anything.
Plus, I doubt it tastes very good. A rock would be a lot easier to
pick up than a bunch of grass; do humans like rocks? I don’t know,
but that’s about all I have to work with, so I guess I should find
out. I use my teeth to pick up the best-looking small rock near me,
one that is nicely rounded and not too dirty, and carry it to the
sleeping Javiera. I use my cold nose (that means I am very
healthy!) against her bare leg to get her attention and, when her
nice brown eyes are focused on me, I set down my present of a rock
next to her and take a small step back, waiting to see how she’ll
react.

“Hey, did that dog just
give you a rock?” the smaller male human puppy asks. I guess his
game had brought him nearby, so he could spy on what I am doing
over here.

“Yes, he did,” Javiera
says. She smiles at me and scratches me behind my ears, which I
really like. I really, really like that a lot. “That’s pretty
weird, don’t you think?”

“That’s not weird,
Javiera, that’s crazy! Dogs don’t carry around rocks like that.”
The little guy gives me a couple of pats and shakes my tail like
he’s shaking someone’s hand. “That’s what we’ll call you from now
on, doggie. We’ll call you Loco!”

“Jorge, that’s not nice!”
Javiera protests. “You’re not loco, are you, Loco?”

I just wag my tail at her. Here I am, back
at the center of attention, and I dig it. A lot.

“See, he likes it!” the
little guy (Jorge, I guess) says. “Good work, Loco! See you
around.” And he runs off with the ball to continue the game with
the other human puppies. I enjoy all the attention that I am
getting from Javiera until a wave of sleepiness washes over me and
I take a nice nap in the shade.

When I wake up, the human puppies are gone.
But, the nice thing about living on a small island is, I’m sure
I’ll find them again soon enough.







Chapter 6 – Narrated by Jorge

 After
an hour of football Victor and I are tired and sweaty and ready to
get out of the sun. We join up with the well-rested Javiera and get
our bikes and backpacks. The hill up from the harbor to our houses
looks too steep to ride at that moment so we leave puppy Loco
sleeping in the shade and push our bikes up to the main street of
Hanga Roa.

Because we are walking and not zipping along
on our wheels, we hear yelling in front of one of the tour offices
on the main street. Even after noticing, we probably would have
just continued except I notice the person screaming is Maria. The
first words I can make out are the Spanish equivalent of, “My
wallet! My wallet!”

We stop and watch from the sidewalk as Maria
throws open the passenger door to the van we saw at Rano
Raraku and starts searching with her eyes and hands in every
nook and cranny. Her boss, Joaquin, hustles out of the office and
asks her what happened. “My purse strap broke at Rano
Raraku, but I found my wallet and put it back in my purse and
zipped it up, I know I did. And then I carried my purse by hand at
Ahu Tongariki and Orongo, so I should have
everything, but I just noticed the zipper is halfway down and my
wallet is gone! My money, my driver’s license, my credit cards –
all gone!”

“Calm down, Maria,”
Joaquin says. “I’m sure it’s here somewhere.”

“Where? I put it into my
purse at Rano Raraku and now it’s gone!”

“No you didn’t,” someone
says. It takes me a few seconds and Javiera, Victor, Joaquin and
the lovely Maria staring at me to realize that someone is me. I
clear my throat and continue, “That boy with the white hair picked
up your wallet and handed it to you after it fell out of your
purse.”

Maria’s eyes expand and widen until I’m
afraid she’s going to hurt herself. She takes an enormous breath
and then shouts, “That’s right! You’re right, Jorge, that
weird-looking kid picked up my wallet and handed it to me! Do you
think that he might have remembered where I put it and gone back to
get it later?”

I nod but Joaquin shakes his head. “Maria,
you can’t accuse our customers of stealing without any evidence!”
he says.

Maria looks sad now. She suddenly realizes
how hopeless it is to ever get her wallet back. I don’t want her to
look sad like that, so I say, “Someone had to unzip your purse
after Rano Raraku.”

Her eyes expand adorably again and she calls
out again, “That’s right! Someone must have!”

Joaquin gives me a dirty look and says, “You
kids head on home, OK? Maria, we’ll search everywhere and I’m sure
we’ll find it.”

“But the kid knew my
wallet was in my purse! He saw it, he handed it to me.”

“Even before you spilled
your purse, he knew you probably have a wallet in your purse. Where
else does a woman carry her wallet when she’s carrying a
purse?”

Maria doesn’t say anything to that. I see
her looking at me hopefully, willing me to say something else to
help her continue to believe that her wallet was stolen by Malfoy,
but I can’t think of anything to say. I could say, “He must have
done it, he looks like Malfoy!” but I’m pretty sure that Joaquin
wouldn’t be convinced by that. So I shrug sadly and push my bike
along the sidewalk, Javiera and Victor following me. Maria turns
away then and she and Joaquin start what seems likely to be a
fruitless search of the van.
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