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Dedication

 To my sister, Vanessa, who requested a
sequel to The Navel of the
World. This one’s for you,
Sis.

 



Chapter 1 – Narrated by Javiera

 A shiny
white yacht bounds over small waves as it enters the harbor in
Rapa Nui. The yacht is swamping sea kayaks and running over
surfers, their boards snapping like twigs. People are screaming, I
can see them screaming, but I can’t hear their screams. That lack
of sound is disorienting, I don’t understand it, and it adds to the
fear and panic I feel welling up inside me. The yacht keeps coming,
keeps coming, going far too fast to stop now, not caring, until it
beaches itself and a terrible scraping and squealing of metal on
stone cuts through everything and makes my ears ache as the prow of
the boat clobbers the moai standing by the harbor and causes
the statue to slowly fall forward until it smashes into the earth
like a thunderclap. I see one white man emerge from the wreckage of
the yacht. He climbs up to the top level of the boat, in the
wheelhouse, and he has some sort of weapon with him that he raises
up to his shoulder. That’s when I notice I have something heavy in
my right hand: Victor’s gun…

The lights inside the plane are turned on,
waking me out of a sound sleep and interrupting the terrible dream
that comes back to me again and again. For a few seconds I don’t
know where I am or why I am sleeping sitting up, but soon enough I
remember getting on the plane after midnight this morning in
Santiago and the fact that Victor and I are flying to Los Angeles
together. That would be my husband, Victor. I look to my right and
see he is still soundly asleep, folded like a human pretzel into
his window seat, his back against the curved wall of the plane, his
feet braced against the legs of the seat in front of him, and his
forehead wedged against the foldable headrest of his seat. My right
hand is holding Victor’s left hand and is trapped against his leg.
I like that. Victor is tall, over 1.85 meters, so traveling in the
coach section of an aircraft is not easy for him. His skin is a
rich butterscotch, because he is half-Chilean and half-Polynesian –
and he’s outdoors most days, meaning his face, hands and lower arms
are darker brown than the rest of him. I like Victor’s eyes
especially; his eyes are brown and sparkly and smile at me almost
all the time, which I find wonderful. Though I am not especially
attracted to tall men, I do like the way his arms wrap around me
when he holds me.

The fact the lights are back on means we are
getting close to Los Angeles. This is the first time either Victor
or I have ever left Chile, though since we live on Rapa Nui
(called Easter Island by outsiders) it’s fair to say we have not
spent much time in Chile, either. Going to America, especially to
take part in a ceremony honoring the professor who is the first
person to read rongorongo in over a hundred years, is such a
thrill I am amazed I was able to fall asleep last night at all.
Apparently, I was tired. Rongorongo is the writing that was
used on Rapa Nui in antiquity. Since Peruvian slave traders
kidnapped the literate people from Rapa Nui over 150 years
ago, no one has been able to read rongorongo. That probably
would have been the case forever except for the “fortunate”
accident of terrorists trying to use Rapa Nui as a stopover
on their way to crash an airliner into the state house of Hawaii.
They would have been successful, too, except Victor (who is an
officer in the local police department) figured out what was
happening, used his car to disable their plane, and then chased
them all around our island. The terrorists hurt him terribly and
killed my twin brother, Jorge, and in the end they crashed their
get-a-way yacht into the main harbor on the island and knocked over
one of our famous moai statues. That is what I was dreaming
about before the lights came back on, that moai getting
knocked over and falling hard onto the grass. Victor has told me
about his own nightmares, about swimming and never reaching shore,
about falling and falling from a helicopter, about trying to reach
Jorge and never getting there in time to save him. Just because we
had succeeded in stopping the terrorists that visited Rapa
Nui doesn’t mean our minds are ready to put the whole
experience behind us and move on.

But, the point of the story is: linguistics
Professor Paul Helliwell, the man we are on our way to visit, was
on the island trying to gather information about rongorongo
when all this happened. A day or two later, he came to look at the
destruction that had been done and was the only person who looked
carefully at the bottom of the now face-planted statue. He
immediately recognized that rongorongo was carved on the
bottom of the statue. He was very happy to find another example of
the script, but then he looked further down, at the bottom of the
bottom of the statue, and saw something even more familiar to him:
Spanish.

Wholly Tamale! Ole!

And there it was, the Rosetta Stone of the
Pacific as it is now known. Professor Helliwell was very pleasantly
surprised, to say the least. This is something he had been looking
for his entire professional career. The Spanish inscription is
about the Birdman Ceremony, something that happened long after the
age of moai building – or did it? No one is really sure
after reading this inscription. Maybe the information was carved
long after the statue was created, or maybe it was done when the
statue was first liberated from the rock of the island. This topic
will give anthropologists something to argue about for the next
century. Professor Helliwell, being a linguist, was just interested
in using those Spanish words to translate the rongorongo
script. He spent two months doing that, with some collaborators,
back in his office in Los Angeles. He then used that knowledge to
start reading the other rongorongo texts (well, short texts)
that still exist, written on wooden panels, tree limbs or oars of
various shapes and sizes. All these “tablets,” as they are
generically known, are in museums around the world; none remain on
Easter Island.

This Rosetta Stone is not a complete
dictionary, because not every rongorongo character on all
these other tablets can be found on the base of the moai.
But, it is a great start. Professor Helliwell is suddenly a Rock
Star in the field of Linguists. His employer, the University of
Southern California, has planned a ceremony for tomorrow night to
honor him as their Researcher of the Year. It’s a big deal, big
enough for the school to pay for Victor and me to come to town and
participate. Victor will even be the one to introduce the Professor
at the ceremony! He has been practicing his speech for weeks with
me because he doesn’t feel perfectly comfortable speaking
English.

That moai, by the way, has never been
re-erected. Instead, it was taken into the museum on the island
immediately, not for display but to a private room with temperature
and humidity control. There is an ongoing debate amongst everyone
on the island as to what we should do with all the other
moai; should they all be picked up (carefully, not knocked
over) and examined to see if there are any other statues hiding
this sort of secret? So far, nothing has happened, but it’s only a
matter of time before some scientist suggests it so we are trying
to be ready, as modern representatives of the people that carved
these statues, with a position in the argument. One other change:
young people on Rapa Nui have started writing
rongorongo again! Not on wood; not yet, anyhow. But, a
teacher at the primary school has had her students start by writing
some of the glyphs with pen and paper, and then transitioned to
having her best students carve the glyphs on banana leaves using
X-Acto Knives while making videos of them for YouTube. This is
likely a historically accurate way to write; many historians think
that banana leaves were used to practice writing and even to do
first drafts of what would later be carved onto wood. This theory
is based on the fact that the wood panels have lines etched on them
(like lined paper) with the same spacing as the veins on banana
leaves, and when the banana leaf is carved, a resin is released,
giving the glyphs great readability. So, as the study of
rongorongo progresses, so can the modern learning and use of
the language.

The flight attendants bring me a heated
towel to clean my hands and face. I wake up Victor as I extract my
hand from his, so the flight attendant hands him a towel, too.
“Good morning, Victor,” I say with a smile while wiping my hands on
the toasty towel.

“Good morning, beautiful
woman,” he tells me in Spanish before draping the towel over his
face for a few seconds. “Ah, that feels nice.”

“We’re almost there, just
another hour or so. They are going to serve breakfast
soon.”

“Breakfast sounds like a
terrific idea. It has been hours since we ate.”

I laugh. He’s right, it has been hours, but
not very many. We were served two meals on the flight from Easter
Island to Santiago and then were served dinner right after takeoff
of the flight to Los Angeles. Apparently, that’s how one travels
internationally: you eat a lot, watch some movies and try to sleep
whenever you can. I think I could get used to this.

Oh, yeah, me: I am Javiera Lorca (my married
name; I have to remind myself of my name still!). I am also
half-Chilean and half-Polynesian. My skin is butterscotch all over
because even though I also work outdoors as a tour guide, I always
remember to put on my sunscreen and floppy hat. My hair is inky
black and shiny and hangs halfway down my back. I am not tall but
am not too short, either – just normal, so I fit into this middle
seat just fine. I have a light frame with light, um, features –
nothing too heavy or bulbous anywhere. I have been told (by
Victor!) that I have lively eyes and a beautiful face, so you will
have to take his word for it. I am dressed as I would for a day of
leading tours: canvas slacks, a colorful blouse (today it is a nice
turquoise) and happy white canvas shoes with red polka dots on
them. Oh, and I speak four languages pretty well, Rapa Nui,
Spanish, English and French – meaning I paid attention in school
more than Victor or my brother Jorge ever did!

“Probably not enough time
for a full movie; do you want to watch any series from the video
machine?” I ask Victor.

“I’ll take a look, see
what’s on offer. Unless you’ve already selected
something.”

“No, not yet. I just woke
up.”

We have a lot of conversations like this. We
are newlyweds, so we both are very cautious about offending or
overwhelming the other. I think that’s sweet. I expect that we will
get more used to each other, to living together and being together
most of the time, and that sort of excess of courtesy will
disappear, but I mentally vow to try to keep it going for as long
as possible. I have had a crush on Victor since… well, since as
long as I can remember, probably longer. And he never seemed to
think of me as anything other than his best friend’s twin sister,
until Jorge told him about my feelings while they were chasing
terrorists across the island. Then, suddenly, Jorge was gone and
almost as quickly Victor and I were together. I worry (just a
little; I’m really not a worrier at heart) that I am just a
substitute for my brother, someone who keeps Victor from being
alone. But, so far, my husband has done an excellent job of showing
me he cares about me, so most of my worries are gone. Which is
good.

“Not a worrier” is
probably an understatement. I am an optimist. I always have been
and I think I always will be. I see glasses as half full and always
remember that rain brings rainbows. And, most of the time, my
optimism has been justified. After all, I was always optimistic
that Victor would eventually realize that we belong together, and I
was definitely right about that. I am very happy that we were able
to find each other and start our life together. This trip is kind
of a honeymoon for us, a chance to get away from our day to day
life and just concentrate on each other. And, I think the trip will
bring us closer together because I am an optimist in
love.

After breakfast (I don’t think those were
real eggs) and a couple of episodes of The Big
Bang Theory (surprisingly, “Bazinga” is still “Bazinga” in
Spanish!) we swoop from the Pacific Ocean over land and the plane
lands almost immediately. Out the window, it looks like Santiago
had looked to me: lots of sun and concrete. “I don’t see the
Hollywood sign,” Victor tells me, staring out his window.

“It’s not visible from the
airport; I looked it up on TripAdvisor before we left.”

“Bummer.”

So we come to terms with that small
disappointment as the plane taxis to the gate. After we deplane and
walk down the concourse, I start to notice there are a lot of
people joining us this morning in Los Angeles. That impression just
multiplies in a big way as soon as we walk into the customs hall.
It is a huge room filled with mazes for travelers to walk through.
It is overwhelming. When, an hour later, after I have put on
sunscreen and makeup for the day and we finally make it to the end
of our maze so the dour customs agent can scowl at our passports,
it feels like a major achievement in our lives. We then go into the
next huge room, where passengers retrieve their luggage. We only
have carry-ons, but still have to walk all the way through this
room, past dozens of luggage carousels, before we can exit to the
outer terminal and, nearly, enter Los Angeles.

At the exit, we see a bunch of people
waiting for a bunch of people. Luckily, Victor quickly spots
Professor Helliwell and we roll our little luggage right up to him
and his family. The Professor is about 50 years old with a face
like Captain Kangaroo, who I used to watch with Jorge and Victor
when we were kids. His face is round and the whiskers on his head
and face are white. He smiles at us and opens his arms wide and
hugs Victor. “Victor, you look great! Are you healthy again?”

He is asking if Victor has recovered from
all the injuries he received when he was fighting with the
terrorists. He has had to go to Santiago for surgery twice to
repair some of the damage. “Yes, Professor, I am back to normal. I
am improved, really; now, my shoulder starts to hurt when it is
going to rain, so I can predict the weather.”

“That is a nice skill to
have. And Javiera, it is wonderful to see you again.
Congratulations to both of you newlyweds!”

He gives me a very light hug, like he is
afraid he might crush me. “Thank you, Professor, and
congratulations to you, too!”

He beams at me. “Let me introduce my family.
This is my wife, Valerie, and our daughters, Helen and Harriet.”
Valerie Helliwell looks twenty years younger than her husband, but
that may be partially because women take better care of themselves
than men do. Her skin glows and her short blonde hair looks like
silky straw. She is small and pretty and she gives me a beautiful
smile beneath her little button of a nose as we shake hands. She
wears a crisp white blouse over blue Capri pants and has expensive
looking sunglasses boosted up onto her head while she is indoors. I
then drop down to my knees to greet their young daughters. “Now,
who is Helen and who is Harriet?” I ask, trying to keep my voice as
normal as possible to avoid any sort of baby talk. I can see these
girls, though young, are well past the age of baby talk.

“I’m Harriet and she’s
Helen,” the smaller and presumably younger girl tells me. “She
doesn’t talk much.”

“I do too!” Helen
complains.

“Well, not compared to
me.”

“That’s true, you talk all
the time.”

“Harriet is six and Helen
is eight,” Valerie adds from way above us.

“I like your shoes,”
Harriet says, pointing at my white canvas shoes with red polka dots
on them. I also have yellow shoes with blue polka dots, but decided
on the white ones for this trip.

“Thank you! Polka dots
make me happy.”

“We should go now,”
Harriet insists.

“OK, let’s go!”

“Harriet is excited
because we are doing two of her favorite things today,” Valerie
tells me as I stand up.

“What’s that?” I ask
Harriet, reaching down and taking her hand.

“In-N-Out Burger and
Disneyland!” she cries happily.

“Disneyland!” Helen echoes
helpfully.

We walk through the barn-like terminal and
Professor Helliwell guides us into the parking structure across the
street. Victor tows both of our bags so I can hold hands with both
of the girls. We ride an elevator to the third floor as the
Professor asks, “How’s the jet lag? Can you tell it is late
morning?”

“Not really,” Victor
answers. “It feels more like the middle of the night, though the
time difference between here and Easter Island is only an
hour.”

The elevator opens and we quickly trot over
to a white car whose rear doors open like a bird’s wings in
response to a button click from Professor Helliwell. Victor looks
at the car with at least a little envy in his eyes; he has not yet
replaced his car that he sacrificed when battling the terrorists
and he’s getting a little anxious to get some wheels again. After
the luggage is put away, the kids scamper into the third row of
seats via what Victor calls “falcon wing doors,” and Victor and I
follow them and take our seats in the middle row. The professor
presses a button on the key and the swoopy doors next to us close
again. “How long have you had the Tesla Model X?” Victor asks the
Professor.

“Almost a year,” the
Professor replies. “Just trying to do our part to curb global
warming by driving with electricity. Now, let’s go get some of the
world’s best hamburgers!” He backs out of his parking space and we
begin our drive out of the crazy airport into the crazy
city.







Chapter 2 – Narrated by Regina

 We sit
in our rented Ford Focus and watch the whole family climb into the
white Tesla with the fancy chicken wing doors. I occupy the
passenger seat and my older sister Wanda is in the driver’s seat.
We have been in this car since seven o’clock in the too damned
early morning, waiting. First, we waited for the family to get
themselves up and get the hell out of the house. Then we waited
here at the airport for an hour for them to come back with the two
Mexicans; I mean, showing up at an airport an hour early to pick
someone up, who does that? That means that we are paying (for
parking) to get nearly bored to death, instead of getting bored
outside their weird house for free. But, I guess I shouldn’t care
about the money; after all, Wanda is paying for this whole show,
start to finish.

Wanda, by the way, is wearing the least
practical outfit imaginable for our current job of surveillance and
data gathering. She has on a long dress with no sleeves, just kind
of boxy straps hanging over her shoulders, and a bust made up of a
whole bunch of poufy fabric and three oversized buttons. And heels;
who would even try to drive a car in three-inch heels, let alone
wear them for an all-day stakeout? But, she always has been the
clotheshorse in the family. If I were in a mood to kiss her ass, I
would ask who designed her dress and let her tell me what I’m sure
is a ten-minute story about the designer, their inspiration, and
how Wanda brings the look to life with carefully chosen
accessories. Odds are she’ll tell me all that at some point today,
whether I find myself in a butt-smooching mood or not.

“Where do you think
they’re going now?” I ask Wanda.

“Probably home,” she says,
starting the car.

“Who are the two Mexicans
they picked up?”

“Don’t know, but they
probably aren’t Mexicans,” she replies as we drive into the
sunshine and she puts her shades back in place. “The husband’s big
party tomorrow is because he translated this obscure script from
Easter Island, so if I had to guess I would guess they are from
Easter Island and are here for the festivities.”

“They might mess up our
plan,” I say, scowling.

“I’m sure they’re nothing
you and Jersey can’t handle,” she tells me. As she slows for the
toll booth to pay for our parking, she continues. “Speaking of
Jersey, please give him a call. Tell him the family is on the move
so he may have to get out of there if he’s not done bugging
them.”

I pick up my phone and call as we follow the
family down a few surface streets and then onto the 405 freeway
headed south.







Chapter 3 – Narrated by Harriet

 Daddy
drives us to In-N-Out Burger near the freeway. I feel very sad that
poor Javiera and Victor have never, ever had an In-N-Out Burger,
but at least we are fixing that as quickly as possible today, now
that they are in Los Angeles. Mommy says Los Angeles is the City of
the Angels but I have never seen any angels, though I am always
looking for them. I thought I heard the angels once, but it was
just my sister with a stomach ache.

I love In-N-Out Burger, don’t you? They are
a fast food hamburger place, like McDonald’s or Burger King, but
they are so much prettier! Their sign is the same color yellow as
McDonald’s arches but it’s a big arrow pointing at the restaurant
and it has a red sign with white letters telling you you have found
In-N-Out Burger. Inside each In-N-Out it is white tile and white
tables and In-N-Out’s red palm tree logo all over and it’s always
really, really clean; like a happy hospital! And every In-N-Out is
always busy, from open to close, letting you know you have chosen a
popular place. When I grow up, I plan to eat at In-N-Out Burger
every day.

As we walk in, I try to quickly explain to
Javiera (what a funny name, spelled with a “J” but sounds like an
“H!”) how to order, because all the things you can order are not on
the order board. Sure, some of the things are there, like hamburger
and cheeseburger and double-double, which is a double meat meat,
double cheese cheese burger. But, you can also order your burger or
fries Animal Style (with extra sauce and grilled onions) or Protein
Style (no bun, that’s so funny!) or you can order 4x4’s (four
patties and four cheeses on a burger). This is all on a website
somewhere, or several websites somewheres, probably, I don’t know,
Mommy limits my internet time or I would find them for you, but I
just know some of the good stuff. So, I explain all this to Javiera
and she orders: a hamburger and fries and a coke. I am bigly
disappointed.

I order my fries Animal Style to go with my
cheeseburger and get my stickers from the counter person wearing
the paper hat. In-N-Out always hands out stickers to kids; isn’t
that nice? And it’s not like they really need to; their burgers are
THAT good. My sister orders a cheeseburger and regular fries. That
says so much about Helen; she may be smart and pretty, but she’s
pretty boring. Very boring, really, if I am telling you the whole
truth like Mommy says I am supposed to do all the time. It makes me
sad. We could have so much more fun if she was just the slightest,
tiniest bit more interesting.

We sit at a picnic table outside, both
because it is more fun and because there are no tables available
inside. In-N-Out Burger near lunchtime means there will be no
tables available. Well, In-N-Out Burger anytime generally means be
ready to fight for a table. Then we wait for our food to be cooked.
That’s the one thing about In-N-Out Burger that is sad: you have to
wait. Mommy tells me that patience is a virtue, but I think she
just made that up. Nothing as annoying as waiting for things could
be called a virtue.

To pass the time, I ask Victor if he will
pick me up and swing me around like Daddy used to do before he got
so old. Daddy acts kind of funny about this, telling me that Victor
was hurt six months ago and shouldn’t strain himself. That makes no
sense to me; I hurt myself last week when I was running with
scissors and I’m fine today. But, Victor does tell me he will carry
me around when we get to Disneyland, so that is kind of OK.

And then the food arrives and no one says
very much for a long time. The burgers really are THAT good. My
Animal Style fries look like someone yakked on my fries, they are
so messy and gooey and hot and salty and yummy. Mommy keeps wiping
my hands every time I eat a fry, but one time she is busy talking
and eating and forgets so I still get some of the sauce on my shirt
so people at Disneyland will be able to see and smell that we went
to In-N-Out Burger before Disneyland and therefore are having a
much better day than they are. But then Mommy notices and after we
eat we go to the girl’s room and she washes my shirt in the sink,
but I can still smell it a little.

Then, back into the way back of the car and
all the way out across town to the Happiest Place on Earth! Or, one
of about six happiest places, because there’s Disney WORLD, and
EUROPE Disney, and TOKYO Disney, and… and other ones I don’t
remember right now. But our Disney LAND was first, and it has Star
Wars Land now, though we are not going to Star Wars Land today
which is OK with me because I like regular Disneyland the best. But
Helen is a little grumpy because she is a Star Wars fan, but Mommy
told her yesterday not to complain about it in front of our guests
because this is their first time they have ever gone to any Disney
anything and the first time you go to Disney you should go to
classic, original Disney. Daddy gets the MaxPass passes for us all,
so that makes it Super Disney because you can skip all the lines
and everyone looks at you like you’re special. They probably all
think I’m a star on Disney Channel or Disney Plus or something like
that, a child star with no time to wait in line. That is how I am
thinking of myself.

Victor does pick me up and carry me on his
shoulders for a long time, so I can see everything all over the
park; he’s taller than Daddy and stronger, too, because Daddy would
have set me down again in about five minutes and Victor carries me
all the way from the entrance to when we get on the Matterhorn. My
teacher told us last week that there is a mountain called the
Matterhorn in Sweden or something; I guess they named it after the
Disney ride. We all get on the ride at the same time and it is
great whooshing and zooming down the side of a mountain in the
middle of Orange County. If Disney wants to have a mountain
somewhere, he just puts that mountain where he wants it.

Then we do Mr. Toad’s Wild Ride though I
don’t know who Mr. Toad is – in fact, I don’t know anyone named
Toad, do you? There is a Todd in my class, but no one calls him Mr.
Todd. Then we buy Javiera some Minnie Mouse Ears with the cute red
bow for her to wear and Victor gets a T-Shirt with Goofy on it. And
a lightsaber, saying someone named George would really love that.
And then we go on lots of the little rides, and then Space
Mountain. And Space Mountain again. And one more time on Space
Mountain, before we go to the slow rides, the ones that Helen
likes: Pirates of the Caribbean and Jungle Cruise and It’s a Small
Small Small Small Small World After All! And I forget what all else
because I am more or less asleep on those rides, though I make sure
to be awake to see the pirates try to get the keys back from the
dog by giving him a bone in the Caribbean, that’s funny. But,
generally, those rides are a snooze. So, I feel well rested when we
ride the Matterhorn again and then one more time before we start to
leave the park. Ah, Disneyland, you are almost as much fun as an
X-Box, you just make me tired when I can’t find someone like Victor
to carry me around the park.







Chapter 4 – Narrated by Javiera

 I have
so much fun at Disneyland! Ride after ride, it is just terrific,
and all the people are smiling and having fun and eating some
unhealthy fried dough with too much sugar called a churro. I can
feel my teeth aching when I bite into that dessert thing. But, it
is a cultural experience, that’s for sure. I certainly can vouch
for their nickname – it must be the happiest place on earth! Except
for maybe Rapa Nui, which is pretty darned happy. I guess
Disneyland being in the top two should make them feel pretty
good.

It warms my heart to see Victor carrying
Harriet on his shoulders. I have always thought he would make a
good father, and this experience is cementing that idea in my mind.
Harriet is a very active child, always talking about something. I
spend most of the day trying to make friends with Helen, the
quieter and more reserved child. I think she feels a little
overwhelmed by being in a family with Harriet, sort of like me
being in a family with someone as outgoing and loveable as Jorge.
You end up in the background, whatever you do. Between rides, Helen
and I talk about which Disney Princess we want to be.

“I could be Sleeping
Beauty,” Helen says dreamily. “I really like to sleep.”

“Very good! And do you
like to swim? Maybe you could be Ariel, too.”

“I’m not a very good
swimmer.”

“I bet you would be with a
tail,” I tell Helen. “Me, I don’t think I would want to be Belle, I
am not sure I could be happy living with a beast.”

“That would be so scary! I
think you’re more like Merida!” Helen shouts gleefully.

“Merida! I don’t even know
who Merida is.”

“The red-headed girl who
shoots the arrows in Brave!”

“Ah, yes, that does sound
more like me. Kick backsides and take names.”

Helen giggles at that. “Maybe I should be
Rapunzel, except I don’t like long hair.”

“Rapunzel with short hair?
No, that wouldn’t work, would it? Oh, I know, I want to be the
newest princess and the only Polynesian Princess, Moana. I’ll set
sail in my big canoe and journey across the sea.”

“I want to be Moana, too,”
Helen says. “It would be fun to explore the Pacific all by myself.
Without Harriet!”

I smile but also say, “Just remember, it’s
the best thing in the world to have a brother or sister. I never
really knew that until my brother died; now I miss him every
day.”

“Did your brother ever
annoy you?”

“Are you kidding? All the
time! But, he was always there for me, too. I love him, just like
you love Harriet, even if they are sometimes annoying.” Helen
doesn’t look too convinced by this speech. “And, if you are Moana,
you have to travel with a pig. Do you think you want to do
that?”

“Only if he’s as cute and
funny as Pua!”

“Yes, he is a very cute
pig, isn’t he?”

We take another quick trip up and down the
Matterhorn, enjoying the view of the endless city of Los Angeles
from way up high. As we gather together after the ride, Victor
leans over to me and whispers in Spanish, “I think someone is
following us.”

“Who?” I ask, looking
around, though in retrospect I probably shouldn’t be looking around
at all if Victor thinks someone is following us.

“I have seen the same
woman looking our way three times this afternoon, when we got on
Mr. Toad’s Wild Ride, when we got off It’s a Small World, and again
when we were just getting on the Matterhorn. She’s… well, she isn’t
around right now, but it just feels wrong.”

“What’s up?” Professor
Helliwell asks, noticing that we are whispering to each other. I
look at Victor; is he sure enough to tell Professor Helliwell about
it?

Victor puts a smile on his face and says,
“Nothing. Just sugar nothings.”

I laugh just a little. “Just sweet nothings,
Professor,” I translate.

“I like Victor’s way
better. Well, I think we have done almost all the really good rides
in this part of the park. Should we try to head home and get some
dinner ready?”

“Sure,” Victor says,
picking up Harriet without even being asked and falling in step
with Professor Helliwell. I hold hands with Helen as we walk more
slowly behind them. Valerie walks beside us, staring at her phone.
“Are you texting with someone?” I ask, just to be
friendly.

“No, I’m checking Google
Maps to try to find a way home that isn’t completely blocked by
traffic.”

“Ah. We don’t have to do
this on Easter Island; there aren’t that many roads to choose from.
Or cars to block them.”

“You’re lucky. But please,
let’s call your home Rapa Nui. It’s so much more lyrical. My
father told me stories about Rapa Nui and lots of other
Pacific Islands when I was a girl. That’s probably one of the
things that attracted me to Paul, knowing that his area of research
is rongorongo.”
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Book II of the Polynesian Adventure Series






