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      I remember thinking that my life was perfect. Well, as perfect as it could be, anyway. My parents were very loving and supportive. Foster parents, I should say. Jill and Tony. They’re great. My real parents were dead, so that part wasn’t so perfect. My big sister was super-awesome. She’s a foster, like me. Not to say she didn’t have her issues—what foster kid doesn’t? But Nora was pretty great, too. That’s what I mean by as perfect as it could be.

      Some people think I’m an optimist. Believe me, I’m not. I’m really just practical, and to me, it makes more sense to focus on what I have than on what I don’t have. You can’t build anything with what you don’t have. If there’s one thing I’ve learned in my sixteen years, it’s that life doesn’t give you anything but opportunities, and it’s on us whether we can see them and how we use them. If we miss them or make bad choices? Well, life can be a real bitch.

      I didn’t know why I was feeling so introspective. Jill had just brought me something that she’d been holding onto for a while. It was just a wooden box. More like a small chest, I guess. About two feet long, a foot wide, and maybe a foot tall. It was my mother’s. I didn’t know Jill had it, but she said I was old enough now that I should be the one to take care of it. It was my inheritance.

      I remembered my parents, but it had been such a long time. What was inside the box? What would I find out? Would it change anything? I could imagine all kinds of things about them. I couldn’t ask the box any questions. It wouldn’t hug me or smile at me. I did remember those things about my parents. No, the box could only tell me something of the people who had been my parents. Maybe.

      Whatever it held, it would have to be enough. There wasn’t anything else. And once I knew what was inside, there wouldn’t be any more answers.

      “Aren’t you going to look inside, Mira?”

      I looked up at Nora as she leaned against the door frame, then back to the box in my lap.

      “Nosy!” I teased her, looking back up.

      We didn’t look much like sisters. Oh, we were about the same height, not terribly tall, and we both wore our hair past our shoulders. Other than that, we were very different. She had crazy, curly red hair, which she hated, and freckles on her pale skin. My looks and light brown skin clearly showed my Latina heritage. She’d just turned eighteen, so she was two years older than me and ready to graduate from high school. I’d already started teasing her about graduation; how could anyone hope to look nice in those horrible robes? I planned to take plenty of pictures to save as blackmail material for the future.

      She shrugged and looked away. “Maybe. But if you want to look at it alone, Mira, I understand.”

      “No,” I shook my head. “I’m just…I don’t know. I really don’t know anything about my real mom.” I glanced at her quickly. “That sounded horrible! Jill has been a real mom to me.”

      Nora nodded. “It’s okay, I know what you mean.”

      I turned back to the chest in my lap. It wasn’t very heavy, but it was a bit bulky to open on my lap, so I put it on the bed next to me. The top was slightly rounded, but not too much. It was made out of a dark wood, and the corners had been reinforced with metal. The whole thing wasn’t terribly decorative, but it was definitely sturdy. There was a clasp with a lock holding it shut.

      “It looks like it takes a key,” I said.

      “Let me take a look,” Nora said, approaching. She smiled at me. “You have a bobby-pin?”

      I laughed as I retrieved one from my dresser. “Here you go. But I don’t think it’s as easy as they show in the movies.”

      Nora tried for several minutes to open the latch before she gave up.

      “Sorry,” she shrugged. “I guess it is harder than in the movies.”

      “That’s frustrating,” I frowned. “How am I supposed to open it?” I gave the latch an irritated shove, and it popped open. “Woohoo!”

      “How did you do that?” Nora gave me a bewildered look.

      “It was probably just stuck, and between the two of us, we worked it loose,” I shrugged. “Let’s see what’s inside!”

      I lifted the lid. The contents weren’t really organized. There were some clothing items; they looked like scarves or something. There were letters, photos, some rolled-up papers tied with ribbons, and a big jumble of odds and ends. It was going to take a bit to sort through it all.

      “I bet when you read the letters, you’ll find out about your mom,” Nora said.

      Something blue and shiny caught my eye at the bottom of the chest. I pulled it out. “Wow! Look at this!”

      It was a silver necklace with a stone pendant. The stone was more oval than teardrop-shaped, but it was wider at the bottom and tapered toward the top. It was about an inch and a half long and a half-inch wide. It seemed to catch the light and the colors changed. It was attached to the chain by silver wire that was woven into an intricate, net-like pattern that held it snugly in place.

      “I think that’s black opal,” Nora sounded impressed.

      “It’s not just black. It’s got all these other colors, blue and red and green.”

      “Black opal just means it has a dark base instead of something lighter. But look at the colors in the light. Definitely opal. Maybe a black fire opal. Score!” She grinned at me.

      I laughed and hung it around my neck.

      “It looks beautiful,” she said.

      I picked up a stack of photos from the chest.

      “What’s all this?” Nora was running her fingers along some carvings on the underside of the lid. “Why all the decoration on the inside? The outside looks pretty plain.”

      “I don’t know,” I answered. “But it looks like these carvings are all over the inside.”

      “Girls!” Jill’s voice sounded from down the hall. “Dinner’s ready!”

      “Coming!” Nora called back.

      “Come on!” I said to her. “I want to show Jill the pendant!”

      As I stood, the cuff of my shirt caught on the chest and pulled it off the bed to the floor, spilling the contents.

      “Oh, no!” Nora knelt by the chest. “Did it break?”

      The boards at the bottom of the chest looked like they had come loose.

      “No,” she said. “It’s a false bottom! There’s something else in here.”

      We pulled out the loose boards. Underneath them were two recessed apertures holding a few knob-like objects. Two of the smaller ones, maybe an inch and a half in diameter at the most, were wrapped in cloth. Another was round and flat, and more like two and a half inches in diameter. I grabbed that last one and tried to pick it up, but it was evidently a lot heavier than it looked and it barely moved when I tried to lift it.

      That was kind of weird, but I switched to one of the smaller ones. It came easily, but it wasn’t just a knob. As I pulled, there was more below that kept coming from out of the hole; somehow it was embedded downward through the bottom of the box. It ended up being more than a foot and a half long, and the whole thing was wrapped in a cloth. That didn’t make any sense. There were only a couple of inches of box under the surface of the hidden area.

      I unwrapped the cloth to see what was inside. It was a knife in a hard sheath with metal caps.

      “Awesome!” Nora exclaimed.

      “But how could it come out of the box like that?” I asked her. “There’s not that much box under there.”

      “Maybe this is like one of those boxes magicians use for tricks?” she suggested. “You know, like when they pull a coat rack out of a small bag, but there’s really a secret compartment you can’t see.”

      I wasn’t going to argue with her, but I was right there and there was no way it was something like that. I could see the size of the whole box. I pulled out the other small knob and it turned out to be a knife, just like the first one.

      “I bet Jill didn’t know these were in here!” Nora said.

      “Probably not,” I told her. This whole thing was just too weird. I didn’t want to think about it right now. “Let’s check this out some more after dinner. Right now, I’m starving!”

      “Me too!”

      We wasted no time piling spaghetti and meat sauce onto our plates. Jill was a really good cook.

      “This cheesy garlic-bread is the best,” I said as I dabbed it in the sauce.

      Nora nodded her agreement with a full mouth.

      “Mom,” I said between bites. “Was there a key to that box?”

      “Oh! I’m sorry!” Jill got up from the table. “I’ll get it for you.”

      “I think it can wait until after you’re done eating,” I laughed.

      “Better to do it now before I forget again.”

      After a moment, Jill returned with a key. “Here you go!” She handed it to me before sitting back down. It was a simple key that looked the right size for the small lock, and had a blue ribbon tied in a short loop.

      “Thanks!”

      After dinner, we went to my room and gave the daggers a closer inspection. They looked like duplicates of one another, except for the color on part of the handle. The blades were about ten inches long. The covers for the blades—I think they’re called sheaths—were covered with some kind of fancy metalwork. The swirling designs continued into the handle, but they were inlaid to make the grip totally smooth. The black or white part of the handle design seemed to wrap around the grip. And then there was the round, flattish knob on the end. The blades themselves were polished and seemed to reflect the light in the room brightly.

      “These look really sharp,” Nora commented. “I bet I could shave my legs with one of these!”

      “As if anyone would notice,” I teased her. “What little body hair you have is practically invisible.”

      She grinned at me. “Don’t be jealous!”

      We decided to take the knives to an antique store the next day after school to see what we could find out about them. Were they heirlooms? Would they tell me something about my mother or my family? Online, we found an antique store that might be helpful, and we decided to go right from school the next day.

      Nora’s scooter was an old Vespa she’d found on Craigslist. We used that to get to and from school. I’d have to figure something else out for next year after she’d graduated.

      I hid the knives in my backpack. I didn’t know what my teachers would say if they found out I had them with me in school.

      As we left the house that morning, I saw something move in the corner of my eye and turned to look. No one was there. I started to look away when I noticed that there was some kind of shadow hanging in the air about twenty yards from the front gate. Nora accelerated at that point, and when I tried to look back over my shoulder, I couldn’t see anything.

      The whole day seemed strange, and I kept feeling like I was being watched. Plus, I kept seeing odd lights, and sometimes when I felt like I was being watched, I could see some kind of shadow. Or, almost see a shadow. I was glad when the school day was over.

      We went straight to the antique store right after our last class. The guy in the store couldn’t tell us anything about the knives.

      “But you know what?” he said. “I may know someone. She has a strange little place that is part antique store, part herbalist shop, and I don’t know what else. She’s a bit odd, but something about this filigree reminds me of things I’ve seen in her shop. Maybe she can help you.”

      The game was afoot and we went right over to the place he’d told us about. Nora pulled her scooter up near the door. A little bell rang as we went inside.

      “Good afternoon girls, I’m Katya,” a woman looked up from behind the counter, where she’d been reading something. “What brings you to HAC?”

      “Hack?”

      With a smirk and a flip of her auburn hair, Katya angled her green eyes pointedly at the sign that read, Herbs, Antiques, and Curiosities. The first letter of each word was larger than the rest and in a fancier font.

      “Oh,” I laughed. “I get it. Well, I got some things that belonged to my mother and I’m hoping they can tell me about her. She died years ago. Someone said you might know what these are?” I pulled the daggers out of my backpack and put them on the counter.

      Katya peeled the cloth from one and paused. “A knife?”

      “Two knives,” I unwrapped the other one. “They look like they go together. They’re the same, except the handles, where that one is silver on this part, but on the other one, it’s black. Everything else is the same. They’re really sharp, too.” I pulled one of the blades out from its sheath. “And shiny. It’s like they almost glow.”

      Katya looked at both daggers intently without touching them.

      “Sheath it,” she said, her face tight as she watched me slide it back in the sheath. “Where did you say you got these?”

      “They were my mother’s. I just got a box that had some of her things in it. It had a false bottom and these knives were in there. I thought they might be important, like they could mean something about my family?”

      “What’s your name, girl?”

      “Mira. Mirabella Cervantes. Why? Do you recognize these?”

      “No, not precisely. But…” she seemed to be considering her response. “This box you received, did it have any odd markings or carvings inside?”

      “Yes. How did you know? They were all over the inside of the box. Even the false bottom had them.”

      Katya nodded. “The box must have been warded to hide the contents.” Her eyes fell on the pendant hanging from my neck. “That was in the box as well?”

      I nodded. She wrapped both knives back up in their cloth and pushed them into my hands.

      “Listen to me very closely, Mirabella Cervantes. You need to take these daggers and put them back in that box exactly how they were. And you need to do this quickly. They are not safe for you. Come back another time and I can tell you more, but not now. Go.”

      “But—”

      “Quickly!” She ushered us out the door as I clumsily shoved the knives in my backpack. “Come back tomorrow.” She closed the door behind us.

      “Okay, that was weird,” Nora commented.

      “Yeah, too weird for me. I don’t think I’m going back there. Maybe we can find something out about these on the Internet.”

      Two hours of following search results that night from page to page and discussion to discussion didn’t get us anywhere. It seemed that a lot of people really liked knives and swords, and had a lot to say about them. I wouldn’t say I have a photographic memory, but once I’ve read or heard something, I pretty much remember it. That night, I learned more about knives than I ever wanted to know. It was sort of interesting, but not helpful.

      I put the knives on top of the dresser. I’d had enough of researching for the night.

      Tomorrow would be Friday, and then only one more week before the end of the school year. Graduation for the seniors would be on Wednesday, and Nora would get her diploma. Maybe we could do more research over the weekend.

      I met up with Nora after my last morning class the next day and headed to the lunchroom to get a dose of whatever they’d be serving up.

      “Hey! Here comes the Wicked Witch! Nice wart!”

      It was Darek. He was such a jerk! Nora was very self-conscious about the mole she had on the tip of her nose. I could see her face flushing from rage as laughter sounded from other students. He probably wouldn’t give her such a hard time if she didn’t get upset so easily.

      “Just ignore them!” I told her. “They’re just jealous because they’re stupid and you’re not.”

      Nora stormed to the lunch counter and we got our food, then she headed straight for a table in the center of the room. One thing Nora would never do was slink away or back down from anyone.

      “Hey guys!” I looked up to see Shelby. She was a friend, but we weren’t very close. Shelby didn’t seem like she was very close with anybody. She sat down with us. “What’s up?”

      “Hi Shelby. One more week of school,” I told her. “Then we’re free for the summer!”

      We’d just started eating when something struck the side of Nora’s head and fell to the ground. A paper airplane? Darek again. We just ignored him and kept eating.

      After a couple of minutes, Shelby’s face showed surprise and she grabbed my arm. Nora quickly looked toward Darek and his friends. I turned to look, and another paper airplane was coming straight for my face! Before I could react, Nora flung her hand out as if to block it, but it was out of reach.

      I saw another weird light. It seemed to come from her hand and the airplane looped up and back and headed for Darek.

      Darek was looking at Nora instead of the airplane and it hit him square in the eye. He screamed and raised his hands to cover his face. His friends gathered around him, and then one of the brighter members of the group suggested they take him to the nurse’s office.

      “That was strange,” I said as they escorted him from the lunchroom.

      “Serves him right.”

      “What just happened?” Shelby asked.

      I didn’t know what to make of the light I saw coming out of Nora’s hand, and Nora hadn’t mentioned it. Had anyone else seen it? Had Shelby? What about the shadows I kept almost seeing?

      Was I being haunted or something?

      Nora and I went to the girls’ room, and Nora waited by the sink. I was just about to flush when I saw a bright flare of light from the front of the bathroom. Then I heard Nora storming out the door.

      I flushed quickly and put my hands under some water at the sink before running after her. “Hey! Wait for me!”

      She paused long enough for me to walk with her. She was being impatient, but I knew it wasn’t about me. I glanced at her. She didn’t look the same.

      “Something’s different.”

      Nora just shrugged, and we went to our separate classes for the afternoon. After my last class, I went to where Nora had parked her scooter, but she wasn’t there yet. I started to feel that itch on the back of my neck again, like someone was watching me.

      About ten minutes later, I saw Nora coming. She wasn’t in any better of a mood than she’d been after lunch.

      “Vice Principal Riordan wanted to talk to me,” she explained.

      “Nora—”

      “Let’s just go.” She started up the scooter and I got on behind her.

      Once we got home, I held open the gate so she could push the scooter through the side yard and into the garage.

      That’s when I noticed what was different. Her mole was gone.

      “Nora?”

      “What?”

      “What happened to your mole?”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “It’s not there.”

      “You’re not funny.”

      “No…look in the mirror. You didn’t notice?”

      Nora bent and examined her reflection in the side mirror of the Vespa suspiciously.

      “It’s gone!” She was suddenly grinning.

      “Yes, but how? What happened to it?”

      “Um…” Nora shrugged. “It fell off?” At my look, she went on. “Well, it was there after lunch. Hey! Mrs. Riordan said I looked different! It must have been before that.”

      “Wait a minute, I noticed it, too, when we came out of the bathroom.”

      “You did? I remember looking at it in the mirror. I was so mad about it. And at Darek.”

      “There’s no trace of it now. It's like it was never there.”

      “I just wanted it to go away.”

      “And you’re just noticing now?” I teased her. “Maybe you should work on those keen powers of observation.”

      “Girls!” Jill’s voice sounded from inside the house. “Is that you out there?”

      “Coming, Jill!” Nora called back. “Should we tell Jill and Tony?”

      “You mean Mom and Dad?” I ignored her eye roll. “I wouldn’t mention it if they don’t. But this isn’t normal. We should figure out what happened.”

      “You don't have to always over-analyze things, little sis.”

      “I am not over-analyzing. I’m just being practical.”

      “Yeah, yeah.”

      We stepped into the house and hit a wall of something wonderful.

      “Something smells good,” Nora took a deep breath.

      “See,” I teased her. “You do have keen powers of observation.”

      “What are you making?” she asked Jill.

      “Just a pot roast.”

      “Smells yummy!” I told her. “I can’t wait to taste it!”

      “Yeah,” Nora studied her critically. “What’s the special occasion? The last time you made that was my first dinner here.”

      “What?” Jill tried to look offended. “Can’t a woman make a pot roast without a special occasion?”

      “Maybe a normal woman,” I laughed. “But you, Mom? It’s suspicious.”

      “Oh, hush! I just thought it sounded good. Now go do your homework.”

      “Mom,” I scolded her. “There’s only one week left of school. We don’t have any homework.”

      “Oh, really? Well, if you hang out in the kitchen, I’ll find some work for you to do!”

      “No, no. We wouldn’t want to get in your way.” Nora grabbed me by the shoulder and we cleared out.

      We ended up in my room. We usually did. When Nora went to her room, it usually meant she wasn’t feeling sociable.

      “So.” I looked at her. “Wanna watch a movie?”

      Nora just grinned. “Sure. What do you want to watch?”

      “We haven’t watched Gilda in a while?”

      “Who can get tired of Rita Hayworth, right?”

      “Exactly!”

      It was nice. Watching these old movies was one of our favorite things to do. We’d seen this one several times.

      “I’m glad they finally stopped being stupid with each other,” I told her when the movie was over.

      “Well, they have to do something stupid so they’ll have a story.”

      “Rita was so awesome,” I said, ignoring her cynicism. “She could sing and dance and act. Of course, most of them did in those days, but she was so glamorous, too. I can’t believe she started as a flamenco dancer as a kid.” Rita Hayworth was definitely one of my favorites, but I also liked how stylishly they dressed in the old movies.

      “Glenn Ford was pretty good, too,” Nora pointed out. “Maybe we can watch the original Big Heat this weekend.”

      “Girls! Time for dinner!”

      Nora and I looked at each other with a chorus of, “Pot roast!” We raced down the hall in anticipation.

      It was a full family dinner with Jill and Tony and Nora and me. I really felt like I had the best family. And the pot roast was so good!

      “This is dreamy,” Nora told Jill.

      I laughed, “It’s dinner, not your date!”

      “Beef is beef,” she shrugged with a smile.

      “Girls, please!” Tony rolled his eyes.

      “Well, thank you,” Jill beamed. “I’m glad you like it!”

      “Seriously though.” Nora looked at her, “What’s the occasion?”

      “Well, there is something to celebrate.” Jill exchanged glances with Tony before turning to me. “The legal stuff is finally over. After six years of fighting, we can finally go through with the adoption. We’ve already signed the papers.”

      “Really?” I was shocked. I had wanted this for so long. I was out of my seat before I knew it and was hugging Jill and Tony. They were going to be my parents for real!

      Finally, I went back to my chair. I glanced at Nora on the way and felt a lump in my throat. Nora had only been with us for about a year. She had just turned eighteen and wouldn’t need to be adopted. But I knew she really wanted to belong somewhere.

      “I’m sure they’d adopt you, too, if you want.”

      “Sweetie,” Nora looked at me. “Tonight isn’t about me; it’s about you. I’m really happy for you. You deserve a good life and all the wonderful things the world can give you. Congratulations.”

      “Thank you! You’re the best sister ever!” I put my arms around her and gave her a big hug. I had such a great family!

      “Does this mean I’ll have to change my last name?”

      “That’s up to you, Mirella.” Tony liked to call me Mirella. “And if you want, you can even go Spanish style and just add Ramirez to the end.”

      “Mirabela Cervantes Ramirez. I like it!”

      “Nora?” Jill asked her as we finished up. “Can you help with the dishes while Mira takes her shower?”

      “Sure.”

      I turned on the water in the shower to let it get hot and grabbed a towel. I stripped down and waited until I could see the steam start to rise, looking forward to the luxurious feel of the hot water over my skin.

      “I don’t know!” I suddenly heard Nora’s voice shout from the kitchen, then I heard a loud banging sound from the front of the house. I wrapped the towel around myself and hurried down the hall to see what was going on.

      Jill and Tony were standing by the front door and I didn’t see Nora anywhere.

      “What happened?” I asked. I could see that something was wrong with the door.

      “It’s okay,” Jill told me. “Go ahead and take your shower.”

      “Where’s Nora?”

      “She went for a walk,” Tony answered. “She just needs to think about some things.”

      “But—”

      “Shower,” Jill repeated. “We can talk later, once you’re clean and have some clothes on.”

      I looked down at the towel and decided my questions could wait for a few minutes since nothing seemed to be happening at the moment.

      I cut my shower time a bit short. I was distracted by whatever was going on, and I wasn’t able to let go and just enjoy the heat. I dried myself off and threw on a clean pair of sweats. I started down the hall and Jill sent me right back.

      “Uh-uh. Dry your hair.”

      It was easier not to argue. Besides, I did want to dry my hair.

      Finally, with everything in order, I went to see what was happening.
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      Tony and Jill were standing by the front door, where Tony was making a list on a notepad.

      “That should do it,” he said. “I’ll be back in a flash.”

      The door was split down the middle. The hinges were loose, and the door jamb was broken.

      “Did Nora do that?” I asked.

      “Yeah,” Tony answered. “But she was just running through. I don’t think she did it on purpose.”

      “Why was she running?”

      Tony looked at Jill. “I’ll be back shortly.”

      “I think she was feeling pressured,” Jill supplied. “And she panicked.”

      At my confusion, Jill went on.

      “I told her that if she wanted, we would adopt her, too.”

      “That’s wonderful!” I could barely keep in my excitement. “But why would that make her feel pressured?”

      “She’s had a hard time, honey,” Jill told me. “You’ve been with us for years, but Nora has been through several different foster homes. You know she has a hard time trusting people. I think she was just scared. Let’s give her some space.”

      “Okay,” I nodded.

      “And you can help me finish the dishes!”

      By the time the dishes were done, Nora still wasn’t back.

      “I think I should go look for her.”

      Jill looked at me. After a moment, she nodded. “Okay, go ahead. She might be ready for some company by now. It is getting late and she shouldn’t be out much longer.”

      I grinned and gave her a hug. “We’ll be back in a jiffy!”

      “Jiffy?” She laughed. “Where do you get all these old words?”

      “They’re fun!” I told her.

      Tony was already back with supplies, and was replacing the door and jam. “It’s getting a bit chilly out,” he said. “You might want to wear a coat.”

      “I’ll be okay,” I said as I went past him.

      Nora had probably gone to the small woods nearby. That was one of her favorite places. I’d most likely find her at that big tree near the center.

      It took me nearly a half hour to get there. It was starting to get dark as I arrived, and I couldn’t see very well.

      “Nora?” I saw movement at the base of the big tree, right where I expected her to be. “There you are.” I walked toward her. “You’ve been gone for a couple of hours. Jill was worried.”

      “I fell asleep.”

      “What happened?” I didn’t know if she’d be ready to talk about it, but I’d give her the chance, just in case.

      “I just…needed some air,”

      “It’s getting cold. Are you ready to go back?”

      “Yeah, give me a minute.” She looked at me. “Is Jill mad?”

      “I don’t think so, but you broke the front door. Tony went to the hardware store to get stuff to fix it. He was working on it when I left.”

      “The door?”

      “It was practically ripped from the hinges. How did you do that?”

      “No, I…I didn’t touch it. It just opened. I thought maybe Tony had left it open. I just needed to get some space, you know?”

      “I heard you shout something in the kitchen, and then I heard the front door slam open. Tony says he was in the front room when you ran by.”

      “I don’t know. Let’s go back. Time to face the music.”

      As Nora started brushing the dirt from her clothes, I saw a strange glow on her hands.

      “What…what’s that light coming from your hands?”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “Your hands, when you were brushing the dirt off. They were glowing or something.”

      Nora held up her hands for me to look at. “No glowing.”

      “No, it was just for a moment,” I told her. “This wasn’t the first time, either.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Well, I didn’t say anything because I wasn’t sure. Remember when that paper airplane flew back and hit Darek? I saw some kind of weird light coming from your hand. And then in the restroom at school. I was in the stall, when there was some kind of bright flash from the front, and right after that, I noticed your mole was gone.”

      “That’s crazy!”

      “That’s not all.” I didn’t know how to explain it to her. “I also felt something at the same time, like, on my skin? I don’t know how to describe it. But when I heard the front door slam open, I felt it again.” I didn’t want to tell her about the almost-shadows or the other things yet.

      “You think I did something? And it made my hands glow and gave you the creeps?”

      “It didn’t give me the creeps. It’s not a bad feeling or a good feeling, it’s just sort of a sense of something.”

      “Whatever. How come I haven’t noticed my hands glowing?”

      “I don’t know.” I didn’t know what could have caused it. “Try to do something.”

      “What do you mean? Is this some kind of Luke Skywalker shit? You think I used the Force to get rid of my mole?”

      “I don’t know. Maybe. Something like that.” I shrugged.

      “Is this some kind of practical joke? It’s not funny.”

      “No, I promise.”

      Nora held her hands up and looked at them. “Nothing.”

      I was thinking about when I had seen it before. “So, with Darek, it was probably just a reaction. But what about in the restroom? What was happening?”

      “I was just really angry about Darek and wishing I didn’t have the mole on my nose.”

      “Somehow, your wish came true. But there has to be a way to do something without making you mad first.”

      “Maybe because I was just very focused on it?”

      “Okay, what can you focus on here?” I asked her.

      “Do you think I could make that grow?” She pointed at a small sprout nearby.

      “Try it.”

      She crouched down to get closer and looked at it intently.

      “Nothing’s happening,” she said after awhile.

      “Focus harder. Make it grow.”

      Nora focused again, and I saw a glow appear around her hands.

      “Something’s happening! Your hands are glowing!”

      She glanced up at me and I was afraid she would break her concentration.

      “Don’t stop!” I put my hand on her shoulder.

      After a couple of minutes, she finally stopped. “It’s not working.”

      “Maybe that’s not so easy to do, but your hands were definitely glowing.”

      She was silent for a moment. “I didn’t see my hands glowing. Not at first. But when you touched my shoulder, I could see it. I also saw something else glow. Not really glow, but something.”

      “What?”

      “Your pendant.” Before I could say anything, she went on. “You know, none of this crazy stuff started to happen until after you opened that box.”

      She had a point, but we didn’t have the box with us. My hand went to my pendant and I looked at it.

      “Let’s try something. You put this on, and try again. Let’s see what happens.”

      Nora knelt by the little plant and tried again, this time with the pendant around her neck. As far as I could tell, nothing was happening.

      “Whoa!” She stood up. “I saw it!”

      “I didn’t see anything on your hands, but I did notice something with the pendant.”

      “Here, take this back. That was freaky.”

      “Let’s try something easier.” I put the pendant back around my neck, then I started to get that feeling of being watched again, but it was much stronger this time.

      “Actually, how about we go home and try later? I want to go home.”

      “Okay.” She shrugged. “I’m tired and I’m getting hungry again. Let’s go back and see how much trouble I’m in.”

      We started walking back. Slowly, the feeling of being watched faded.

      “I’m sure it’ll be alright,” I told her. “What do you think we should try next? Maybe something with you would be easier, like the mole.”

      “Maybe I could make my boobs bigger!” Nora joked.

      “You think that will be easy?”

      “Probably not. Maybe my hair? Maybe I could straighten my hair and I won’t have to always look like I have a bird’s nest for a hat.”

      “Hey girls,” Tony said as we approached the house. “We were about to send out a search party. It’s getting late.”

      “We’re back! No rescue needed!” I grinned at him.

      “Bummer. I was hoping for an adventure. Careful of the wet paint.”

      Nora looked at him. “I’m sorry about the door, Tony. I didn’t mean to do that.”

      “Don’t sweat it, Norrie. Stuff happens.”

      “Hey! Just because I screwed up doesn’t mean I’m going to let you call me Norrie!”

      “That reminds me of something I say to Jill.”

      “What’s that?”

      “Yes, dear.”

      Nora rolled her eyes at him as we walked inside, being careful of the wet paint. We went to the kitchen and we were helping ourselves to the leftover pot roast.

      “Busted!” Jill came up behind us.

      “You know I can never get enough of this stuff!” I told her.

      “Yeah, I wasn’t really worried about it going to waste.”

      “Jill, I’m sorry I ran off like that.” Nora sounded embarrassed. “I just felt so…claustrophobic or something.”

      “Honey, it’s alright. You just think about what I said and whatever you decide is okay. It’s an open offer.”

      “Really? Even after…”

      “It would take a lot more than that to change anything, believe me.”

      Jill was really wonderful, but I didn’t want things to get too intense for Nora again.

      “Enough already!” I joked. “Let’s eat!”

      Jill went back into the other room while we took our pilfered leftovers to the table. I didn’t know what was going on with Nora and these strange things happening. It was cool, but I didn’t understand it.

      “Do you really want to try straightening your hair?” I asked.

      “Maybe. This is pretty strange. Doesn’t it scare you?”

      “Not so far. Why? Are you thinking of trying something scary?”

      Nora’s face clouded up. “No, but what is this? Do you think I’m…”

      “What?”

      “Darek was just calling me a witch. Do you think maybe he was right?”

      Oh, no. I was not going to let her buy into whatever Darek was selling. “Darek was just being a jerk, like always. If he was right about something, it would be a first.”

      “I bet that woman at the shop knows a lot more than she said.”

      “The one who freaked out about the knives? What was her name? Katya something?”

      Nora was back to eating her pot roast and just nodded.

      “Maybe we can watch another movie tonight?” I suggested. “Maybe…You Were Never Lovelier?”

      “Another Rita Hayworth?”

      “Yep, but this time with Fred Astaire.”

      We washed up the dishes in silence, anticipating what was going to come next.

      “You think you can do this without making your hair fall out?” I asked as we stood together in the bathroom.

      “That’s not funny.”

      “Sorry.” But I wasn’t. I thought it was pretty funny. Maybe not if it actually fell out, though.

      Nora stared intently at her reflection. After a short time, her hair started to glow.

      “Something is happening! I see a glow!”

      I could tell it was taking a lot of effort for her, even though she was just standing there. Amazingly, her hair started to straighten. It went from the top slowly down to the ends. Finally, she stopped, gasping.

      “You did it!” I gave her a big hug. “That was amazing!”

      “I want to try something else.”

      “What?”

      “Just watch. I hope this works.”

      I could see she was focusing again by the glow. Slowly, her red hair began to darken. It got darker and darker until it was jet-black, but she didn’t stop. Different colored highlights began to cascade down from the top of her head—blue, green, purple, and pink. As the colors reached the tips, she let go of her focus, gasping for breath and laughing at the same time.

      Suddenly, I felt something else happening, like a tingling or something crawling on my skin. Nora gaped and looked over my shoulder. I turned to see a shadow, but this time, it was shimmering in the air and growing larger. I could see other shadows moving through it, like I was looking through a dirty window.

      “What’s—”

      “Ah, there you are,” a voice sounded.

      A man stepped out of the shimmering air and it disappeared behind him.

      How was this possible? How could a man just appear in our house? In our bathroom? Who was he? What did he want?

      His unpleasant chuckle freed us from our frozen shock. His hand shot forward, but he missed us as we dodged and ran down the hall. Nora closed and locked the door.

      “Running?” We heard his voice from the hall. “No more of that.”

      Nora grabbed the daggers from the dresser and gave me one. Was I supposed to use it on the man?

      “How droll,” the man said when he found the door locked. He started pounding or kicking it from the other side.

      “What’s going on?” That was Tony.

      The door splintered open and the man stepped in. He was wearing some kind of robed garment and a cloth wrapped over his nose and mouth.

      “Yes, you’re the one.” He was looking straight at me.

      He grabbed my arm and I tried to pull away as he made some gestures with his other hand. Another shimmering formed in the air and he tried to drag me into it.

      I saw Nora moving from the corner of my eye.

      “No!” She leaped on him, stabbing with the knife. The knife struck something and there was a shower of sparks. I managed to pull away from him just as we all fell into the shimmering air.

      Suddenly, I was on the ground and there were no walls around me. It had been night, but above me now was blue sky.

      I was alone.
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      Where was Nora? Where was the man who had grabbed me?

      What’s happening?

      I looked around, but I didn’t see either one of them.

      “Nora?” I yelled out. “Nora, where are you?”

      The sounds of insects around me went quiet for a moment, and then resumed. I could hear birds, but no Nora.

      What’s happening?

      Where was my house? How is it daytime? I could feel myself starting to panic, my breath coming faster and faster.

      Stop! Breathe. Slowly. In. Hold. Out. Just breathe.

      My heart started to settle down.

      Push forward. What’s the next thing to do? Take stock of the situation. I checked my pocket, but I’d left my cell phone on the dresser by my bed.

      I stood up and looked around. I was in a small clearing on the side of a hill. There was forest in all directions. Puffs of white hung randomly in the sky. They were pretty, but that wasn’t going to be of any help.

      I still had the knife that Nora had put in my hands. I saw that the other knife and its scabbard were by my feet, so I picked them up.

      Where was I? In the distance, I could see an ocean or a big lake. There was nothing like that near where I lived. What just happened to me? How was I here? Where did that man come from? I had too many questions and no answers.

      Okay. What was the practical thing to do?

      I needed answers, and I wasn’t going to find them on my own. I also would need food, shelter, and water.

      I needed help. People. But there was no one around, so I was going to have to find them. Hopefully, they wouldn’t be too far away. There would probably be people someplace on the shore of that lake or ocean, whatever it was. Besides, downhill sounded easier than uphill. That water looked like it was pretty far. I wished for my cell phone. But there probably wouldn’t have been any signal here, anyway, wherever “here” was.

      I took one more look around, but I didn’t see anything special about the clearing to identify it. Maybe I should wait in case someone came for me. I shook my head at that thought. Probably the only one who could come for me would be whoever that man was who’d grabbed me, and I didn’t want to wait around to see if he showed up.

      I walked across the small clearing and started downhill.

      It was warm. Much warmer than the early summer I had left behind. The sun was above me, but I couldn’t tell if it was going up or going down. The trees seemed mainly like oak, with some pine. I passed the occasional glade and could see wildflowers in bloom. I could also see birds flitting around me in the trees.

      I looked closer at one and stopped short. That wasn’t a bird. I didn’t know exactly what it was, but it appeared to be more like a little person than a bird. But it was gone before I could get a better look at it.

      The way wasn’t very steep, so it was a mostly easy hike. After a couple of hours, I was wishing I had some water or something to eat. I should have been watching for that kind of thing. Another forty minutes or so passed. I’d always been pretty good at keeping track of time even without a watch.

      I became aware of a sound. I walked towards it and was relieved to find a small brook trickling through a rocky fold where two hills came together. I’d be afraid to try any berries or other vegetation I didn’t recognize, but I needed water or I’d dehydrate. I crouched on the rocks and leaned down to touch my lips to the water and took a long drink. I hadn’t realized how thirsty I’d become. I wet my hands and ran my fingers through my hair. I reached into my pocket and, sure enough, there was my favorite scrunchie. I used that to pull my hair into a ponytail.

      That felt much better. Unfortunately, I didn’t have a way to carry water with me. I drank twice more before continuing on my way.

      Several minutes later, I heard a loud rustling in the bushes ahead to the right. Thinking it might be a large animal, I angled my walk toward the left. This all looked like normal forest and I’d done a lot of hiking in the past, especially in the last year with Nora, but I had no idea what animals would be around.

      After about twenty minutes, it happened again, and once more, I angled to the left, away from the sound. Maybe an animal was stalking me. I wished Nora was here. She was the strong one. I never had to be afraid when she was around. At least I had my daggers to protect myself, not that they would help me against a pack of wolves or anything. After those birds that weren’t really birds, I didn’t know what to expect from this place.

      Shortly, I found myself in a small clearing with brambles to the front and sides. I turned around to retrace my steps and go around the dead end I had walked into.

      I stopped. A half-dozen creatures blocked my path. They looked almost like regular people, but they were only about four and a half feet tall at the most, maybe up to my shoulder, and very stocky. Their heads seemed large for their size, and they had heavy jaws and wide mouths. Their shoes were falling apart, but the hands at the end of their over-long arms held spears that appeared very sharp.

      What were these things? What did they want?

      “This one’s easy,” one chuckled. He nodded to the one next to him. “You make fire for cooking. We catch.”

      He glanced at the daggers I was holding in my hands. “That not help you.”

      With that, several of them stepped towards me, gripping their spears in both hands as if ready to use them. I looked around, but there was nowhere to run.

      “Ragar, you know better than to hunt in my woods.” A voice, female, rang out from the trees. I looked around, but couldn’t see who was talking.

      “Not our fault,” the leader answered, looking around. “This one come from up the mountain.”

      “Are you up the mountain now?”

      I still couldn’t see who was talking, or even where the voice was coming from.

      “You Dark Blade, eh? You think you can trick Ragar?” He scowled. “Use bait for trap!”

      “You should leave,” the voice said without emotion.

      “We leave,” he nodded. A sly look came over his face. “We take our prey and leave.”

      Prey?

      “No.”

      The word came with such strength and finality that Ragar and his men—or whatever they were—froze. And then, he became angry.

      “If you are so tough, why hide? Dark Blade not so tough. Astrina Ulané Poloso weak! All Ralahi Jhané weak!”

      “You are about to make a very big mistake.”

      “No mistake! We not leaving. We stay and eat. You leave, or we eat you!”

      “You had your chance.”

      She appeared out of the shadows behind them. She wore snug leather clothing in dark greens and browns, making it difficult to see her in the forest. “Time for a lesson.” She drew a long knife from her belt.

      Ragar roared and his men charged her. She moved so fast, I couldn’t follow her with my eyes. She seemed to be suddenly everywhere at once. Before I knew what was happening, there were five bodies on the ground, and she stood in front of Ragar with her knife at his throat.

      “I’m not going to kill you, Ragar,” she said. “Do you know why?”

      He shook his head slowly, his eyes never leaving her knife.

      “Because if I kill you, no one can go back and remind your people why you don’t hunt here. And because I want you to deliver another message—send back Reelu Ulané Pulakaloso and her son Karis Ulané Panalira.” She stepped back. “Now go!”

      Ragar took off without a sound or a backwards glance and disppeared into the forest. She turned to look at me and cocked her head to the side.

      “You are human.” It sounded more like an observation than a question. She looked me up and down. “And one that is new to our world.”

      The comment confused me and I nodded, speechless. I studied the creature that had come to my rescue. She wasn’t very big; she was slender and couldn’t have been more than four and a half feet tall, either. Her raven-black hair was pulled back in a ponytail, revealing pointed ears. Slanted eyes shone lavender from a heart-shaped face, looking at me intently. Her skin color was similar to mine, though not quite the same as my own light to dusky tone.

      “What are you?” I blurted without thinking. I was immediately embarrassed—would she think I was rude? “Um, are you Asian?”

      “I’m not from your world. I’m what humans would call a sprite.”

      “But your features? They look like you might be some kind of Asian.”

      “You’re not very bright, are you? Let’s try this again. I’m not from your world. I don’t know what an Asian is, but I’m not human. I’m a sprite.”

      “I’m sorry!” I was frustrated. “I don’t know where I am or what’s going on! I’m just trying to make sense of things. What’s a sprite?”

      “How can you speak the common tongue and not know what a sprite is?”

      “What do you mean?” She was just confusing me more. “I’m speaking English, just like you.”

      She walked around me, examining not just me, but also my clothes and my shoes. She looked at the knives I carried, still in their scabbards, then she pointed to my pendant.

      “That,” she said as if it explained everything.

      “What do you mean?” I held up the pendant and examined it.

      “That is a very powerful amulet,” she said. “It uses the opal to make one of the strongest diplomacy spells I have ever seen. But it is very subtle. I wouldn’t have known it was there if I hadn’t been looking for it.”

      “Spells?”

      She sighed. “This is going to be a long conversation if you keep asking me to repeat myself.”

      Something caught my eye in the forest behind her. I instantly grabbed her and pulled her to the side. A spear passed through where she had been standing and stuck into the ground. She looked at it and gave her head a small shake.

      “Wait here,” she told me, and she blurred away from me. A minute later I heard a scream that was cut short. Not long after that, she came back into the clearing.

      “How can you move so fast?” I asked her.

      “Magic,” she smiled.

      “That’s amazing. Can you teach me?”

      She looked at me seriously.

      “I owe you a blood debt,” she said. “You saved my life. Is this your wish? I pay my debt by teaching you to use magic? To move quickly?”

      “Oh, yes! And to fight! You took out all of those…what are they?”

      “Urgaban. You would call them goblins.”

      “Goblins, right.” I looked at the bodies. “You took out all of those goblins. You were incredible!”

      “Very well,” she said. “I accept this geas you have laid upon me. I am bound to you until I have done this.”

      “But…” This sounded much more formal than I had thought. “You saved my life, too. It sounded like they were going to eat me.”

      She shook her head. “No. They were trespassing. I was enforcing my law. They cannot hunt here, no matter the prey. You saved my life for no reason other than you could.” She paused for a moment. “I am Neelu'u, of the Su Lariano clan.”

      “I’m Mira. I don’t really have a clan,” I told her. “That goblin guy, Ragar, he called you something else?”

      “Lucky guess,” she shrugged. “The goblins know of me as Dark Blade.”

      “He said something else, too…something about…” I tried to remember, “Astrid something?”

      “Astrina Ulané Poloso. She is our queen.”

      “Oh, okay. Um, could you help me get home?” While I would love to learn magic, getting home would be more important.

      “To your world?” She shook her head. “Portal magic is something else entirely. I do not know it. But there is a lot I can teach you. Where did you get that?” She indicated my necklace.

      “It was my mother’s. My parents died years ago and I just got a box that had some of her things in it. It had this necklace, and these knives.” I held them up. “And some other stuff. Photos. Letters.”

      “Those look like they could be powerful as well,” she said, looking at the knives.

      I tucked one under my arm and held the other up, pulling the knife from the scabbard. The blade shone brightly in the sun.

      Neelu'u grabbed my hands and shoved the knife back in the sheath.

      “Do not pull it from the scabbard again! Not until you learn to hide it. You will draw too much attention. That is no simple knife. I wonder who your mother was to have such powerful talismans.” She gave me a hard look. “You have much to learn before you can travel safely in this world.”

      “Are there a lot more of these goblins around?”

      “Goblins will be the least of your worries if you do not learn to shield magic. Now, let us leave this place. The wolves will feed well tonight—” she gestured to the bodies around us “—but I don’t think you want to be here for it.”

      Thinking she was probably right, I nodded my agreement and followed her as she began walking into the forest. After a few minutes, I thought of Jill and Tony and Nora, and how they must be wondering where I was.

      “Neelu’u, you said you don’t know…portal magic? How long before we can find someone who can help me get home?”

      “Mira,” she began, then paused. “This is your full name? Don’t humans usually have longer names?”

      “Mirabella Cervantes. Ramirez.” I remembered Tony saying I could add that last one to the end. “But most people call me Mira. My dad, he likes to call me Mirella. Nora tried calling me Bella once, but after the whole Twilight thing…” The look on her face told me I was rambling. “Just call me Mira. That’s easiest.”

      “Mira.” She nodded. “I do not want you to misunderstand the situation. It is possible you may never be able to return to your world.”

      “What?” I pulled up short, blinking back tears. “But…no! I can’t stay here! I have to go home! You can’t keep me here!”

      She put her hand on my shoulder. “If I could send you home this minute, I would. Travel between realms is not what it once was. Time was, one could move from the Daoine realm to many other realms without much difficulty. The easiest realm to access your world has always been the Dannu realm. Many of our peoples traveled from Daoine to other realms and made their homes there. But travel to and from Dannu has been blocked for centuries. To travel to your world from Daoine would be extremely difficult—if you can even find someone who knew how to do it and was powerful enough to manage it.”

      “I’ve been gone for hours. Jill and Tony must be going crazy.”

      “From what I’ve heard, time in Daoine doesn’t move at the same rate as on your world. Only minutes will have passed for them in the time you have been here. That is the effect of the travel block.”

      “Daoine?” I asked her. “That’s where we are?”

      “Yes.”

      “And your people…sprites? They’re in charge here?”

      She shook her head. “No, the Ashae rule here. They have also been known as Sidhe in some parts of your world.”

      “Would one of these Ashae know how to get me home?”

      “I do not know who would be able to help you. But I will do everything possible to find someone.”

      I nodded, trying not to think of it. We resumed walking as we talked.

      “What was the other place you were talking about?” I asked. “Dannu? Why is it blocked off?”

      “The Ande-Dannu, the people of that realm, have erected their own magical barriers to prevent entry.”

      “You said they went to my world a lot?”

      “They went there easily, but more than that, I can’t say. Dannu was once home to what those on your world called the Tuatha de Danann. They and the Ande-Dannu lived in the realm of Dannu. But one day, the Tuatha de Danann were attacked by a race from another realm—the Fomorians. They fought a bloody war against this race, and both sides were devastated. Eventually, the Tuatha de Danann sought to go to another realm to recover, and the Ashae helped them in this. The Fomorians—what was left of them—pursued the Tuatha de Danann. Who knows what happened after that? That is when the Ande-Dannu put up the barriers. Probably to protect themselves from being similarly attacked.”






OEBPS/images/heading-starburst-bottom-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/heir-to-magic_withbadge.jpg
TALES OF THE MISPLACED BOOK 1





OEBPS/images/map.jpg
e

Laraksha-Vo
- -

€






