
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: The Coral Flyer
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The rising sun brightened the crystal-clear waters of the island surrounding Palm Harbor. Normally quiet and calm, a frenzy of activity transformed everything there over last few weeks. Cargo came more often. Steam and sail ships, and the occasional canoe, carried the inhabitants from nearby islands to the few wooden piers in the harbor. Not a festival. Not football. No.

Tourist season.

“Hey! Bonnie! Quit admiring the view and get back to work!”

Bryan, her long-time flight partner, was munching on a banana as he approached. The deep brown badger tossed the peel at her. She easily dodged - she was a rabbit, after-all. The peel splashed into the water. A school of tropical fish took interest in it, but they concluded the banana peel was not delicious, and let it sink. Bonnie shifted her gaze down the dock. She looked passed Bryan. Beyond the small bamboo and wicker flight headquarters – their home. She looked further down the dock, at a sea plane resting against the dock. The Coral Flyer, their plane, had two propeller engines—sleek and sturdy—and could carry two dozen passengers and their bags with ease. Painted bright orange, the Flyer was also hard to miss. Sure, the paint faded in some spots and there was a ding here or there, but Bonnie considered it beautiful.

Waving a wrench towards the Flyer, Bryan said, “Ah! Admiring my handy work again Bonnie?” He used to take things apart for fun. It started with small things. Then he expanded to his dad’s tools. When he got upset, to his neighbors tools. The neighbors, however, were not happy. But they taught him to ask first, and most importantly, to remember how you took things apart so you could put things back together again. Those lessons made him a great mechanic.

Bonnie grinned, "We’ll put your handy work to the test again. The first tour group arrives tomorrow. We need to be ready.”

“We need to be just in time,” Bryan responded, “Which we are. Being too ready too early leaves room for something to go wrong. Done a week early? Engine leaks on the big day. A few days ahead of schedule? It takes on water, gets a nice rust spot inside. No...” he gestured at an old wooden toolbox a few meters away. They both said in unison, Bryan with more emphasis than Bonnie, “just in time is still on time.”

Bryan smiled a large, prideful smile that seemed to spread over his entire being. He then ran his paws over overalls, sweeping away any last bit of banana. “Majestic,” he said.

"Let's hope she flies as well as she looks this year. Want me to keep an eye on things from the dock? Check for smoke, stay away from explosions, you know?" Bonnie gave him a wave and a “hmpph!”

Bonnie and Bryan separated. She walked the short distance to a ramp, and up into the plane. The entryway was not far from the cockpit, and she turned inside. This was her space. Covered with trinkets, pictures of famous pilots, and a bobble-head pineapple playing a bongo drum. She flicked it’s head as she sat down. She swept her fingers over the controls, smiling. Bryan waved from outside and gave an exaggerated salute.

She sat down and began to twist knobs and flick switches. The engines sprang to life. Smoke and noise filled the harbor, some birds fled their palm tree. Things smoothed out. The clanks eased, the smoke vanished, and the Flyer pulled against the ropes keeping it secured to the dock. Bryan gave the signal to turn the engines back off. Bonnie worked backwards, flicking switches and turning knobs. The engines slowed and fell silent. The quiet and calm of the harbor returned. The birds, however, remained at a cautious distance.
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Chapter 2: The Outcast
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A loud noise erupted over the harbor as the Flyer’s engines whirled the propellors into action. The event marked the beginning of another adventure for the harbor’s children, the test flight. At the dockside, kids arrived in small groups or alone, some followed by their younger and eager siblings. They settled onto a box here, a pallet there. Some approached.

"Is it time?" a young fox cub asked.

"Sure is," Bonnie replied, "Want to help us with some of the smaller tasks? If so, there should be fresh fruit coming soon, and we can all enjoy it." Anticipating the question, Bryan already had his toolbox open. “How’d you like to learn how we check and turn on the engines?” The cub whistled to his friends, who, in their speed to reach the Flyer first, nearly sent Bonnie tumbling off the dock. 

They handed tools to Bryan, who answered their questions patiently. They held parts steady, letting their friends turn a screw or fasten a bolt. They asked endless questions about the plane and the upcoming tourist season. Bonnie answered them all.

"Will there be lots of visitors this year?" a rabbit girl inquired, her ears perking up.

"Oh yes," Bryan chimed in. "The islands are always a popular destination. More so when it’s cold and wet on the mainland over the winter. We even have some students coming down this season, to study the ruins up river. You’ve seen the statues and spears they found displayed up in the lodge, right? Well, there’s much more to discover. They need to teach new students, like we’re teaching you, to keep making discoveries and learn about the islands.”
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