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Summary of “Sound the Warning” Book 1

Joe and Isabel Scout are middle school twins who cannot stop fighting, annoying and disrespecting each other.  After a particularly vicious fight over a crystal brooch, the twins are sent to school detention.  There, the brooch magically transports the children to 1785 Ireland, where the twins meet the Murphy family.  The Murphys do not tolerate family disloyalty as they try to survive living under the onerous British Penal Laws, a set of oppressive restrictions designed to suppress Irish rebellion and obliterate the Irish culture.  The children explore their new world by sneaking into Blarney Castle, visiting the secret hedge school, and hiding out from soldiers.  

One of the most interesting characters they meet is the quirky Dance Master, who surreptitiously teaches Irish culture to the townsfolk.  Joe learns the manly art of stick fighting from him.  

Isabel, an Irish dancer herself, is happily surprised that a newly choreographed dance demonstrated by the Dance Master is the same dance, “Sound the Warning,” that she is planning to perform in her upcoming competition back home, and she joins in the demonstration.  The Dance Master, however, not realizing that she is from the future, accuses her of spying on him and stealing the dance.

Tension comes to a head one morning when the villagers celebrate their heritage in a big open-air festival.  There, a disguised soldier accosts the Dance Master, accusing him of being a rebel.  Isabel and Joe must use the family loyalty skills they learned in order to piece together a way to save the Dance Master as well as to return home to the 21st century.  
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CHAPTER 1
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Joe flung open the back door and threw his backpack on the kitchen counter.  He grabbed a handful of peanuts, and between mouthfuls, managed to grunt out “Hi Mom!” to his mother.

“How was school?” she asked.

“OK,” he answered.  “I have to turn in a report tomorrow on Nelson Mandela, so I’ve got a lot to do this afternoon.”  

“This is the first I’ve heard about this.  How long have you had to work on it?” she asked.

“Oh, about two weeks, but I’ve been busy with soccer.  I should be able to bang it out today.”

“School comes first, Joe,” said Mom.  “You’ve been so busy with soccer lately.  If it’s not practices or games, then you’re always hanging out with the other A-team guys after school.  If you can’t manage being on the A-team for soccer and get your work done well, then we should reconsider you being on the team.”

Joe looked horrified.  “Mom, I’ve got this.  I can do both.  Not a problem.”

Just then, Joe’s nose started to tickle.  “Ah-choo!”  He let loose with a big, wet sneeze.

“See, you’re getting all run down,” said Mom.  “Are you coming down with something?”

“Knock, Knock!” said Joe.

Mom sighed.  “Who’s there?”

“Atch.”

“Atch who?”

“God bless you!” said Joe.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah, all hail to the King of the Knock-Knock Jokes.  Oh, and by the way,” she continued, “Tom stopped by today again to see if you wanted to play in a pick-up game with the neighbors.”

Joe sighed.  Tom was his best friend, but he didn’t make the A-team this year.  Joe just didn’t have time to spend with him the way he did before.  Besides, he really wanted to hang out with the guys.  They were the better soccer players, and the whole A-team got a lot more respect at school.  He felt a little bad about ignoring Tom, but what was he supposed to do?

“Where’s Izzy?” Joe asked.  “I need to see if she knows anything about Nelson Mandela before I do any research.”

Izzy, Joe’s twin sister, knew a lot about a lot of things.  He thought he might be able to shave off some research time by asking her first.  She would probably talk him to death, but that was a risk he was willing to take.

“She’s up in her room moping.  She didn’t make the elite choreography dance team.”

“OK, thanks,” and Joe bounded up the stairs, taking them two at a time.

“SHOES!” Mom called out behind him.

“Augh!” replied Joe.  He backed down the stairs and took off his shoes, placing them neatly in the hall closet.  He was really proud of those shoes.  He had bought them himself with birthday and Christmas money.  They were Adidas Ultra Boosts, almost as cool as the Yeezy, but not as expensive.  He wore them during the soccer tryouts and was convinced they helped him make the cut.

At the top of the stairs Joe tapped lightly on Izzy’s door.  They had an agreement that neither one would violate the other’s privacy.  It was a rare occasion to visit each other in their separate rooms.

Izzy was sitting on her bed with her earbuds in and her tablet in her hands.  She couldn’t hear Joe.

Joe ventured into the room.  She finally looked up with a frown on her face.  “What?” she barked at him.  She pulled one earbud out.

“Hey, how’s it going?” Joe asked.  “I heard about the dance team.  Sorry you didn’t make it.”

Izzy narrowed her eyes.  “Why are you being so nice to me?  You must want something.”

“I just wanted to give you my sympathy,” said Joe.

“Hmm, I don’t believe you for a minute.  But now that you ask, yes, I am bummed out.  I worked really hard for that position, but the coaches gave it to a new girl.  They wanted all the team members to be the same height to look more uniform.  Because I’m two inches taller than everyone else, they thought that I stuck out too much, as if I were a giraffe, or something.  Just because I’m different-looking, I got cut.  Now the girls are all at practice and will get ice cream afterwards.  I’m feeling super left out, that’s all.”

“What are you listening to?” asked Joe.  He figured it was probably some vintage TV game show she liked to watch on YouTube.

Izzy brightened up a little.  “So, I was watching this old-timey version of a kid’s quiz show.  And then they played an ancient commercial in the middle.  It’s for Rice Krispies.”

“Rice Krispies isn’t ancient.  I just had some this morning.”

“Right,” she said, “but this commercial was.  Have a listen.”  She handed over the earbud to Joe.  He wiped it off on his shirt and then poked it in his ear.

Izzy played “start,” and they both listened as each of the Rice Krispie elves sang solos about how its sound, whether it was Snap, Crackle or Pop, was the best sound for the cereal.  Then, after the solos, all three elves sang together in perfect harmony like a boy band.  

“Isn’t that cool?” asked Izzy.  Joe mentally rolled his eyes.  He really didn’t understand why she was all hot about a stupid cereal commercial, but he needed her help.

“Sure,” he said.  “They each think they’re the best as soloists, but then together they’re even better.”

“Yes!” said Izzy.  “You really do get it.  I’m impressed.”

“So, anyway,” started Joe.  

Izzy sighed.  “This is where you want me to do something for you, right?  OK, what is it?”

Joe smiled.  She knew him well.  “I have a paper due tomorrow on Nelson Mandela.  I haven’t even started on it.  Do you know anything about who he is or what he did?”

“Well, I’ve heard of him.  He was the President of South Africa.  He won a Nobel Peace Prize too.  I think he was responsible for preventing a civil war in his country.  But I don’t think he’s alive anymore.  Why don’t you just Google him and figure it out from there?”

“No time.  Well, no time to do it right, anyway.  But I have an even better idea,” said Joe, his eyes shining.  He paused.

Izzy tilted her head.  She could tell he was up to something.

Joe glanced back toward the open door.  He got up and silently closed it. When he sat down again, he looked Izzy straight in the eyes and said, “Let’s time-travel again.  Let’s go to South Africa when Nelson Mandela was alive.  I’ll meet him and have him tell me all about his life and his accomplishments.  It will be the best research project ever.”

“Ohhh, I don’t know about that,” started Izzy.

“No, really,” continued Joe.  “Mom’s all over me about leaving this to the last minute.  She’s threatening to make me quit the team.  She’ll be off my back if I show her I can have an awesome report despite spending so much time with soccer.  What do you say?”

“It’s kind of risky, isn’t it, though?” said Izzy.  “I mean, South Africa, what do we really know about it?”

“Oh, I don’t know, there are animal safaris, it’s hot there, and there’s Nelson Mandela.  What could possibly go wrong?”  He smiled at Izzy.  “Besides, you could use a break.  You’re just sitting up here being sad about not making the dance team.  Come on, let’s do it.”

A small smile grew around the corners of Izzy’s mouth.  “Do you really think we should?” she asked, warming to the idea.  “I mean, we almost got stuck in 18th-century Ireland the last time we time-traveled.  And we got lost because we didn’t have GPS.  And our clothes were all wrong.  And we had soldiers trying to kill us.”

“Yep, Ireland was scary at first, but we survived, didn’t we, and we had fun,” said Joe.  “And this time we will be more prepared.  We’ll bring a good map.  We’ll know where we’re going.  We’ve got this.”

Izzy was smiling broadly now.  “Let’s do it!” she said.  “Let’s just figure out when the best time to go would be.  We need to go when Mandela was still alive.”  She tapped a few keys on her tablet.

“OK, it says here that he was born in 1918 and died in 2013.  So let’s pick a date in the 1970s.”

“Now we’re getting somewhere,” said Joe.  “The ‘70s would be fun.  Think of the music – the Rolling Stones and the Who.  And they had movies like “Jaws” and “Star Wars.”  I’m in!”

“OK,” said Izzy, ever the planner.  “We’re going to have to raid Grammie and Gramps’s closets for some clothes so we can blend in.  Can you bike over to their house and get some?  Meanwhile, I’ll download a good map, do a little more research and get the crystal out from its hiding place.”

“Are you sure they had GPS and computers back then?” asked Joe.  

“Oh, yeah,” said Izzy.  “They must have.”  She started flipping through some websites.  “Oh, and I’ll figure out the temperature there so we know how hot it will be.”

“OK, I’m off,” said Joe.  “This is going to be great!”
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CHAPTER 2
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Later that afternoon, the twins met up   again in Izzy’s room.  Joe handed her a tie-dyed   t-shirt and a miniskirt.  She looked at them and said, “Wow, Grammie still fits into these?”

“Probably not,” said Joe.  “I found them way back in her closet.  Maybe she kept them because they reminded her of something special.”  He pulled on his own t-shirt and a fringed vest.  “The guys all wore their hair long back then.  Too bad I can’t get mine to grow fast.”

“Well, I think we look ridiculous, but at least we’ll be better prepared than we were the first time.”  

Joe grabbed some Kleenex from the box on Izzy’s dresser and stuffed them in his pocket.  “I think I’m coming down with a cold.  Better take a few of these along.”

Izzy brought out a large map of the world.  She started looking for South Africa.  “Here it is,” she said pointing to the southern part of the continent.

“Oh, it’s actually the name of the country, South Africa,” said Joe.  “I thought that it just meant the southern part of the continent of Africa.”

“Yep,” said Izzy, “and I found out that Nelson Mandela’s house is located in the city of Johannesburg, South Africa.  Want to pay him a house call?”

“Sounds like a good plan to me,” said Joe.  “Have you got the crystal?”

The twins had discovered that a crystal brooch Izzy had won in her dance class had the power to transport them to a specific country on a specific date.

She pulled the crystal out of her pocket.  “Yes, and I’ll hold on to it.  We have to make sure we take it along with us so we can use it to get back home again.  You’re in charge of pointing to Johannesburg on the map while I say the date.”

“Ready?” asked Joe.

“Ready when you are,” said Izzy.  She pulled her backpack onto her shoulders.  “Last time we held hands while we did this so we didn’t get separated.  Do you mind?”

“Right,” said Joe.  He reached out his right hand and touched the map where the city of Johannesburg was located.  With his left hand, he clasped Izzy’s right hand.  She was holding the crystal tightly in her other hand.  She turned the crystal so the sun shining through her bedroom window hit it squarely in the middle.  It produced a rainbow beam that she directed to the point where Joe’s finger rested on the map.  She looked at Joe.  He nodded to her.  She solemnly said, “June 14, 1976.”

Just as she was uttering “1976,” Joe threw his head back and exploded with an enormous sneeze.  

Time-travel doesn’t stop for head colds.

Joe and Izzy felt the powerful sucking sensation pulling them once again into the map.  Izzy’s room disappeared.  The winds were howling around them like a category-5 hurricane.  All the colors of the rainbow collided and swirled around them and through them.  The noise of the time-travel almost made their ears bleed.  Izzy’s long hair streamed out straight behind her, then shifted with the winds and blew directly in front of her.  Joe felt his cheeks billowing and cresting like wind-whipped waves.
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