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	“By engaging us in two very different lives in a state of transformation, we become engaged in the process of what it means to become an individual, moral human being. It’s a powerful story about human. strength, and frailty. It touches something deep inside.” 

	—The Toronto Star on The Corner Garden

	 

	“Lesley Krueger . . . has perfectly captured the laconic tone of an intelligent teen who can still offer moments of bracing lucidity and keen observation. . . . The Corner Garden is an ambitious book. It starts innocently as a contemporary picaresque journey, then delves into a history less and the nature of evil.” 

	—Globe and Mail on The Corner Garden

	 

	The Corner Garden is about storms and angels (black ones) and history. It is also about friendship and deception, beauty and horror, ad about the difficulty of delineating, in our lives of spinning fragments, between these overlapping realms. The work's form is as ambiguous as its content. It is a good story about gravely serious matters, but it is also a satire and an ironic diminution of self. It is a novel both hysterically funny and deeply troubling.

	—The Literary Review of Canada on The Corner Garden

	 

	Jess's diary entries are instantly engaging. Although her observation may be adult at times, this is because Jess is an insightful observer of her world. She is a witty, astute teen whose eyes burn deep trough to the truth of the world she examines.... It is voice that works in this novel. Jess is immediately appealing ad captivating, and the strong personality of Martha is not easily forgotten.

	—Books in Canada on The Corner Garden

	 

	“Krueger’s portrait of artists as young men and women is alive with wit and rebellion—an aesthetic vivisection of the young Victorian age.” 

	—Globe and Mail on Mad Richard

	 

	“Krueger’s research is evident in every paragraph: from the use of authentic slang to richly sketched portraits of the lives of the era’s rich and poor, the book confidently transports the reader to another time.” 

	—Quill & Quire on Mad Richard

	 

	“The knitting together of Charlotte Brontë’s and Richard Dadd’s different trajectories worked like a dream. I was enthralled.” 

	—Terry Gilliam on Mad Richard

	 

	“In this remarkable piece of historical fiction, Krueger (Drink the Sky) imaginatively delves into the life of Richard Dadd . . . The two story lines . . . effectively juxtapose Dadd and Brontë, two very different people who travelled in similar circles during the same era and, more importantly, who were both entirely invested in what it means to be an artist. This question anchors the novel, adding depth and dimension to a terrific read.” 

	—Publishers Weekly on Mad Richard, starred review

	 

	“There is much to ponder in this elegant novel about the potentially catastrophic emotional toll of art, the irrational nature of love, the solitude of heartache and what happens when one life touches another, however briefly.” 

	—Toronto Star on Mad Richard

	 

	“Part carefully-wrought thriller, part eco-excursion into the heart of darkness . . . a young woman struggles with questions of identity against the backdrop of modern Brazil. Her elegant prose is a pleasure to read, and when Krueger ratchets up the tension, we go with her, hearts in mouth. She has intriguing and serious things to say about human nature and the planet.” 

	—Quill & Quire on Drink the Sky

	 

	“Drink the Sky captures both the precise local colour of Rio de Janeiro (where the author lived from 1988 to 1991) and the first-time visitor’s wide-eyed wonder. Krueger renders the exotic beauty of Brazil’s landscape and wildlife with rhapsodic authenticity. . . . The hidden story emerges piece by piece, as these things do, in a series of coincidences and unsuspected interrelations that weave the book’s two parallel plots  into a tense finale. As a cleverly plotted mystery, the book succeeds in hooking the reader.” 

	—The Toronto Star on Drink the Sky
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	The Fossil Quest

	 

	Johnny Bey wasn’t allowed to go to the quarry, but he needed to get a fossil. He planned his trip for one of the last days of school before summer holidays, when people had already started leaving on vacation. His teachers would think he was with his family. His family would think he was at school. It wasn’t like Johnny to mislead people: he was the responsible brother. But he needed to get the fossil, and he didn’t want to worry his parents any more than they worried already.

	On Monday of the last week of school, it rained like a tap turned on. On Tuesday the tap was still dripping. On Wednesday, Johnny finally woke up to see a blade of sunlight cutting through his curtains, and opened them on a brilliant day. He packed his tools in his backpack, slinging it over his shoulder as he headed downstairs. 

	Johnny knew his parents would be out of the house already. Since his older brother, Brendan, had gone missing three years before—at least, since they’d stopped searching for him—his father had started going to work earlier and coming home later. He agreed with Johnny that Brendan might still turn up, but said they should try not to think about it. 

	His mother didn’t believe Brendan was ever coming home. Looking through the window, Johnny saw her kneeling by a flowerbed. She liked to weed her garden before going to work, and her head was always bent. Johnny felt sorry for her, if you could feel sorry for your mother. He wished she would listen to Grandpa and Johnny, who knew that Brendan would come home eventually. He was just off somewhere being Brendan. 

	Marika was making sandwiches at the kitchen counter when Johnny walked in. She was fourteen and a half, eighteen months older than Johnny and eighteen months younger than Brendan, although she looked like neither of them, being short. The Beys were famous for the fact that no one in their family looked alike. It seemed to be genetic. 

	“There’s tons of fruit in the fridge,” Marika said, cutting the sandwiches in half. “You want to make sure everyone gets some.”

	“Good morning,” Johnny said, taking a piece of buttered bread. 

	Marika pushed back her braids with her wrist. “Sorry,” she said. “It’s the track meet today, and I’m a little wired.” 

	As she cut more bread, their little brother Mikey came in and stole a sandwich for breakfast. Nobody minded Mikey, or even noticed him much. He was nine years old, and took a huge bite, looking over the sandwich with brown button eyes that their mother said were more like Brendan’s than not. 

	Sometimes Johnny got angry at the way his older brother had become the centre of the family without even bothering to be there. Marika was athletic and everybody liked Mikey and Johnny was the quick one, even though he was slow at making new friends. He’d been pretty much on his own since his best friend Matt had moved away. Other kids avoided him, as if losing a brother was catching. 

	Either that, or they thought it was his fault, that Brendan went missing because Johnny had done something wrong. Johnny didn’t understand the way other kids decided they weren’t going to hang out with someone. He didn’t understand his parents. You’d think two sons and a daughter would be enough for them, but it wasn’t, and sometimes he almost asked them why.

	Usually, though, Johnny just missed his brother and tried to behave like Marika. She kept quiet and got on with it, which in this case meant making more sandwiches.

	“Shot-put’s one thing. Javelin’s another,” she said, cutting the bread. “There’s more competition for javelin.”

	“You’re going to ace it. Don’t worry,” Johnny told her, rummaging in the fridge. 

	“Probably,” Marika said, sounding as if she didn’t believe it.

	Johnny wiped down grapes and apples and put them in three lunch boxes. Boxes were more environmental than lunch bags, even though the bully boys sometimes grabbed his box in the lunch room. 

	“Look, it’s Johnny Bey! Saving the world from bags.”

	Johnny tried to tell himself that bullies didn’t matter when you took the long view. Multi-millions of years ago, their suburb had been covered by a tropical sea. He read about it whenever he could escape the lunch room or playground and go to the library. There weren’t any people back then, much less bullies. Before the ancient sea dried up, the old limestone quarry where Johnny was headed had been a coral reef. It was covered with creatures that ended up turning into fossils. Sea sponges. Sea lilies. There weren’t any fish then, but nautiloids swam past. They had octopus arms to push themselves forward and carried long cone-shaped shells in front of them like caves. 

	There was a nautiloid fossil hidden in the quarry, and that was the one Johnny planned to get. It wasn’t just any old nautiloid, either.

	"He said it was the biggest one you've ever seen.” 

	Marika had told Johnny the story last winter, how Brendan had stumbled across the nautiloid one day and gone back to chisel it out of the quarry. Johnny already knew what was supposed to have happened next. Their mother said Brendan had climbed too high up the quarry. She claimed he’d slipped and fallen into the deep pool at the bottom of the cliff, which led to an underground river. They had to stop fooling themselves. Brendan had drowned in the pool and been carried away who-knows-where by the underground river. Brendan was dead. 

	Johnny didn’t believe her. His brother couldn’t care less about fossils. He’d probably just seen the nautiloid one day and mentioned it to Marika, then taken a hike wherever he’d gone. Still, Johnny needed to get that fossil, and he grabbed three or four sandwiches in case it took a while. 

	Grandpa spoke from the doorway. “Planning on being hungry today, are you?” he asked. Grandpa had moved in temporarily three years ago, but every case of temporary in their family was starting to look permanent.

	“Morning, Grandpa,” Johnny said, avoiding his eyes. Johnny had his Grandpa’s eyes and knew they didn’t miss much. 

	“Well, just be sure to get back before your parents get home,” Grandpa said. When Johnny gave him a quick glance, he saw that Grandpa wasn’t fooled for a minute, but trusted Johnny to behave.

	“Then I’d better get going,” Johnny said, slinging on his backpack and heading outside.

	 


The Old Quarry

	 

	When Johnny hit the sidewalk, the suburb was still waking up. The newspaper man was driving down the street, lobbing papers at peoples’ front doors. Across the street, the Mr. Chimminy Fix-it truck was pulling into the Morra’s driveway again. Jogging past, Johnny thought it was time Binkie Morra got over hiding things up the chimney. By this time, even her parents knew where to find them.

	The Cragge’s new red door flew open. Mrs. Cragge waved her arms at the newspaper man. 

	“We just painted…” she yelled, before the newspaper took her out. 

	The other kids hadn’t started coming out yet. At the corner, Johnny checked quickly to make sure Grandpa wasn’t watching and deeked away from school, sneaking down the next block behind shrubberies and trees. At the end of the block was a stand of woods. He tiptoed past the last house, then raced up the bank and jumped a shallow ditch some little kids had dug. Younger brothers and sisters built all sorts of camps in the woods. He and Matt used to do it, piling up sticks to make tepees. The tepees always fell down and they always tried to build them again, until one day they got disgusted and stopped. 

	Now Johnny jazzed past a heap of rocks and someone’s red plastic shovel. Before long, the forest snapped closed behind him, and Johnny finally felt safe. 

	The old path to the quarry was overgrown, but Johnny kept pushing aside branches until he found it. Once upon a time, the path used to be a dirt road. Now he had to wade through ferns up to his waist underneath an overhanging archway of trees. Their leaves rubbed together and whispered: Don’t. Don’t. Don’t.  

	Johnny had first read about nautiloids through their volunteer, Ms. Terpsichord, who displayed prehistoric books on a special shelf in the library. Books about pre-history, she corrected in his head. Old Terpsy was always telling stories about the past. Multi-millions of years ago, he could almost hear her say. Now he was going there, in a manner of speaking, and soon saw a limestone cliff up ahead.

	The old quarry.

	The sun was getting hot by the time Johnny reached the chain link fence surrounding the quarry. The DANGER signs had been newly painted, but Johnny ignored them, grabbing the links and starting to climb. Once he got to the top, he teetered for a minute, then turned and started climbing down into the quarry, ripping his shirt on a broken link. He let go and jumped the last few feet, landing hard on the chalky floor. His chest burned from the scrape of metal, but Johnny knew he could take it.

	"Going to have to, aren't you?" 

	Brendan was up ahead, looking proud of himself. Also transparent. Johnny seemed to have developed a see-through brother. Was he a ghost? The hair on Johnny’s arms prickled with the knowledge of magic and wonder, and his heart wrenched with fear. He told himself there wasn’t any reason to be afraid. It was only Brendan. Yet bigger forces were clearly at work, and they might be big enough to let him rescue his brother. More than anything else in the world, Johnny needed to get Brendan home. 

	He decided to act casual. “You’re back, are you?” he asked. “Took your time.” 

	Aside from being a ghost, Brendan still looked like the pictures they’d taken at his thirteenth birthday party not long before he disappeared. Skinny beanpole, button eyes, hair all tangled up in curls. Johnny was sturdier and his hair was darker and calmer, and his eyes stood out by being blue-green, so they looked like two pools of interested water. Usually he was so curious about snakes and worms and spiders that he couldn’t resist taking a look, even when other kids said Ew. This time, he was scared enough to hang back.

	“You must be almost thirteen now, too,” Brendan said, hanging back as well.

	“You’ve been counting?” Johnny asked, and started walking towards him carefully, like walking a diving board, or the plank.

	“It’s above the pool,” Brendan said, when they stood face to face. “The fossil. I was planning to get it for you. I mean back then. You like fossils.”

	Johnny felt as if Brendan had punched him in the stomach. He hadn’t asked his brother to get him the stupid fossil.

	“It’s not my fault you’re missing.”

	“I’m not missing anymore, am I?” Brendan asked.

	Johnny wasn’t sure how to answer. Everything was strange, including the fact he looked the same age as his older brother. Johnny guessed he should feel nothing but glad to see Brendan after all this time, even in his ghostly form. But that wasn’t it, not exactly. He had to get Brendan home, but he also teetered on the edge of running away.

	"Come on," Brendan urged. “Let’s go get it.”

	Johnny still felt someone watching him, those bigger forces. He knew he had to be brave in front of them if he wanted to earn his brother back.

	“Oh, all right,” he said crossly, as if he was doing Brendan a favour. 

	It was probably best to get on with things, the way Marika did. Johnny could figure out his feelings later, once he got Brendan home. 

	 


The Long Road Up

	 

	The old quarry floor was strewn with boulders left in piles, and overgrown with weeds. Everything smelled dusty. As Johnny followed his brother, he thought that only the pool looked black and clean. Brendan was heading in that direction, although he kept stopping and to check out the butterflies and a grumping old toad along the way.

	Johnny felt like a glass version of himself, very small and breakable in the presence of magic. Yet his curiosity was at work, and he was also distracted by the fossils he saw on every side. Johnny knelt to take a closer look at a shell fossil as Brendan walked over to the bottomless pool. When he got up to follow, Brendan stepped onto the surface of the water and began to walk across it.

	"You would have saved everybody a lot of trouble if you’d done that the first time," Johnny said. “Instead of falling into some brain-dead underground river.”

	“You’re pretty mad at me, aren’t you?”

	“We better get you home,” Johnny said. “Mom and Dad might be worried?”

	“Okay,” Brendan replied.

	Johnny was shocked. “Can you do that?”

	“You’ve got to help,” Brendan said.

	Johnny would have done anything in the world to get his brother home. It really was his fault. His tenth birthday was a week after Brendan had tried to get the fossil. Yet he decided to keep acting cool. “Okay,” he answered, and shrugged.

	“Better get the nautiloid first,” Brendan said.

	“Maybe we should just leave.”

	“Come on,” Brendan said, waiting as Johnny walked around the pool. “Is everybody okay? Mom? And Dad?”

	

	The back wall of the quarry was crisscrossed with paths. Johnny filled Brendan in on family news as they headed up, starting to get used to things and deciding not to mention how worried everyone was. Brendan would find that out as soon as he got home and saw Grandpa’s face. 

	At first they took the widest path, which was really an old road. But the road got narrower the higher they climbed, and soon it petered into a trail. The ground turned stony underfoot, and by the time Johnny had finished the family news, loose gravel was making his shoes want to fly out from under him.

	"Careful," Brendan said.

	"I'm the careful one," Johnny replied.

	They climbed until Johnny was hot and sweaty. The path was getting so narrow that you could hardly call it a path. More like a ledge? He had to walk like an Egyptian pyramid person, putting one foot directly in front of the other. You needed handholds in the cliff to keep yourself safe.

	“Not scared, are you?” Brendan asked.

	That was easy for him to say. He was floating above the path.

	“Where have you been, anyway?” Johnny asked. “For three years.

	“I can take you there,” Brendan said. “If you want.”

	Now that was scary. But when he opened his mouth to say so, Johnny breathed in dust. It got in his chest, making him cough. His eyes started to water and he had to grab tight to the rocks. He wasn’t scared—he wasn’t—but his knees were shaking so hard, his shoes started to slip. He was going to fall!

	"You’re not going to fall,” Brendan said. “Give me your hand.”

	But Johnny’s hands were glued to the rocks. He held on tight until he was through coughing, then took a deep breath. As he did, he saw Brendan hovering upside down, looking into his face. When Brendan saw Johnny was better, he drifted up the cliff to stand on the ledge above.

	"Almost there," he said.

	“Almost where?” Johnny asked. “Magic land?”

	“The fossil?” 

	Johnny spat out a wad of dust. Then he started climbing again, hanging onto the tree roots to pull himself up. He figured he was past the worst. Pretty soon he could get the fossil and take Brendan home. He wondered if he had to get the fossil to take Brendan home. Maybe it was the key that would turn Brendan back to normal. This might be a test set by whoever was watching.

	If it was a test, Johnny was going to ace it, and fix everything in his family that had got broken. He gritted his teeth and climbed the hanging tree roots as if they were ropes in gym. This hand, that hand, knee over knee. The old tree creaked, but he climbed until he could lever himself over and sit on the final ledge. 

	By now they were very high up. But heights by themselves didn’t bother Johnny.  He took off his backpack and set it beside him.

	"Cool, huh?" Brendan asked.

	The nautiloid fossil gleamed out of the limestone, as shiny as the inside of shells. It was beautiful: a tapering fossil as long as his sneaker, and divided into chambers like toenails. Johnny wet his lips, seeing how hard it would be to get out.

	“Tell me about it,” Brendan said. 

	The fossil was embedded in some rock that stood out from the limestone cliff.  Running his fingers around the rock, Johnny found the back of it was almost chipped free. If Brendan had chiseled the rock this deeply, he’d probably climbed up three or four times. He must have been trying hard to get it.

	“Happy birthday,” Brendan said.

	“It’s rude to read peoples’ minds,” Johnny said. “They must have a rule about it, wherever you’ve been.”

	Brendan spoke inside Johnny’s head. We’re not there yet, he said.

	“That’s even ruder,” Johnny told him, taking out a chisel and getting to work.

	 

	Johnny had to hit the chisel with a hammer, using just the right amount of force. He needed to concentrate, which was probably just as well. It was better not to think about the bottomless pool below, but to just keep hitting the rock.

	Fix it. Fix it. Fix it, each hit said.

	Brendan sat cross-legged beside him. "This is boring.” 

	Johnny was too busy to pay attention, chiseling and rapping. Finally, with one quick RAP on the chisel, the rock dropped free. Johnny turned it over and found the nautiloid intact. He’d never felt happier in his life, a shivery feeling like flowers bursting out of his skin.

	"Did I pass the test?” he asked Brendan.

	“What test?”

	“To get you home.”

	Brendan started laughing. He laughed so hard, he was nearly killing himself. At least, if he wasn’t dead already. 

	“You think it’s so easy?” 

	“If it was so easy to get the stupid fossil, why didn’t you do it?” Johnny asked. He stuffed the nautiloid into his backpack, feeling furious with Brendan. Slinging the backpack over his shoulder, he reached for the tree root, started back down—and slipped.

	 

	Johnny was falling in the pool. He was flying, tumbling, diving through the air, terrified as the water rushed up to meet him. He was ready to hit and closed his eyes …

	…when Brendan took his hand, sweeping him in a big circle and flying him back up the cliff. That’s what it felt like, anyhow. Johnny closed his eyes even more tightly as they flew, wishing that he’d never come here. But when he opened his eyes, Johnny found that he was back standing beside Brendan on the ledge. 

	He took in a deep, shaky breath. “Thanks.” 

	“To get me home, you’ve got to come to my camp,” Brendan said. 

	Johnny was too dizzy and frightened to know what to say. 

	“You’ve got to,” Brendan insisted, opening a door in the rock that hadn’t been there before. Johnny couldn’t see inside, but the look on Brendan’s face said he was telling the truth, and Johnny couldn’t help being curious. There hadn’t exactly been any magic in his life before, although he’d wanted some pretty badly over the past three years.

	“All right,” he said. “Let’s go.”

	As he walked toward the door, Johnny realized that his backpack wasn’t on his back, but was sitting beside the door. When he reached to grab it, Johnny was astonished to see his hand swipe through the straps, looking as transparent as Brendan’s. His mind exploded in terror. Maybe he’d really fallen in the pool. Maybe he’d been killed, just like Brendan. Maybe he was a ghost now, too.

	“Leave the backpack,” Brendan said, as if Johnny had any choice. 

	Taking a deep breath, Johnny nodded, reminding himself that he was going to fix things. He followed Brendan into the rock and the door closed behind them.


 

	The Cave Way In

	 

	It was dark behind the rock door and Johnny wasn’t sure he liked it. They seemed to be in a big murky cave. When he looked around, he saw a tunnel leading out the back of the cave and into starless darkness. 

	Stalactites grew down from the ceiling and stalagmites up from the floor. Johnny touched a stalagmite, finding it smooth as the fur of a cat. 

	“You live in a cave?” he asked.

	“I live in a camp on the other side of the tunnel,” Brendan said. 

	Just then, a stalactite fell like a spear in front of the door. 

	“Better go,” Brendan said.

	CRACK! 

	This time, a fat gray rock fell beside the stalactite. Looking up, Johnny saw that all the rocks were starting to loosen from the ceiling. Each one seemed to work itself free, then fell with a rumble and a whoosh. It landed on top of the earlier ones, so the rocks piled higher and higher. Finally Johnny realized what they were doing.

	“They’re blocking the door!” he yelled.

	“Then we’d better get going,” Brendan said, and ran toward the back of the cave. 

	With a last look over his shoulder, Johnny turned and ran after Brendan, barely making it into the tunnel before the cave roof roared and tumbled down. Dust shot into the tunnel, and Johnny raced to get away from it, afraid of coughing. The dust glimmered like little bits of neon light, so the tunnel was dark without being dark and Johnny could see the rock walls as he ran past. They looked built, the rocks put together like a jigsaw puzzle. Soon he realized they were loosening too.

	A pop. A crack. The walls of the tunnel started to fall in behind them. The tunnel was collapsing, pushing them forward—and cutting off any chance of escape! Johnny raced ahead of the rocks. He didn’t see how they’d ever get home after Brendan’s camp.

	You can never go back the way you came, his brother said, and raced ahead. 

	Running, turning corners, running again, Johnny lost track of time and direction. They went downhill for a while, with rocks falling onto the tunnel floor behind them and rolling forward toward their feet. 

	Then they started uphill and the tunnel smelled dry and old. Johnny had a sense that things were flitting around them, not good things but magic, shadowy ones that were laughing to themselves. So there was black magic here, too.

	“Where are we?” he asked Brendan.

	“We’re getting there,” Brendan replied.

	It was true the air was getting sweeter. The crash and thud of collapsing stones sounded further back. They seemed to have got ahead of the danger, and even though Johnny wasn’t out of breath, he was glad to quit running and look around.

	The tunnel was cleaner and darker here, but Johnny could still see quite well. Either his eyes had adjusted or light was somehow trapped in the walls. As he walked on, their road grew both wider and higher, like a main street running between tall apartment blocks. 

	Johnny thought it was a beautiful place, like something in a dream. When it straightened out and widened some more, the shadows fell away and they entered another cave. This time, the stalactites and stalagmites glowed like stars. 

	Then he saw it. Ahead of them was a big rock archway with an ancient-looking door beneath it. 

	Johnny couldn’t have felt more relieved. So there was a way out of here, after all.

	“You think?” Brendan answered, reading Johnny’s mind. He walked over to the door, and when he put out his hand, a golden doorknob appeared.

	“Is your camp through there?” Johnny asked. 

	Brendan bowed with a flourish and opened the door. Rays of sunlight fell into the cave. The sun seemed to call Johnny forward, yet as he walked through the door, it was bright enough to blind him to the outside world. Behind him, he heard Brendan walk outside and the loud CLICK of a lock. 

	When Johnny looked over his shoulder, Brendan gave him a thumbs-up. 

	Johnny did a double-take. He and Brendan weren’t see-through anymore. And the door was gone.

	 

	They stood on a ledge near the middle of a mountain that fell a long way down to a tropical sea. The sea looked like an endless swimming pool, turquoise and calm. Far off in the distance, a white beach curved in front of a meadow that turned into green hills at the horizon. Brendan’s world was as beautiful as the best of Johnny’s dreams.

	“My camp’s over there,” his brother said, pointing to the far white beach.

	Johnny peered at it unhappily. There were no boats on the turquoise sea, and he had no idea how to get there.

	“By swimming,” Brendan said, and dove off the high rock ledge, leaving Johnny alone.

	 


 

	The Accordion Sea

	 

	Checking behind him one final time, Johnny saw that the door to the cave still wasn’t there, and no boats had appeared on the water. His only choice was to dive in, even though he was pretty sure he’d never make it to Brendan’s camp. He lingered a moment longer, then decided that he’d had enough of being on his own. Gathering his courage, Johnny ran toward the edge, raised his arms—and dove. 

	Johnny dove a very long way down before entering water as warm as air. Afterward, he just kept diving, going so deep that after a very long while, his hands bumped the white sand floor of the sea. For a long moment, Johnny marveled at the sand rising like sparkles around him. Then he realized he was going to run out of air, and pushed himself off the sandy floor, kicking as hard as he could toward the surface. 

	He wasn’t going to make it. The light was too far away. Johnny started to panic.

	You’ll be okay, Brendan said in his head. Just relax and swim.

	Relax? When I’m going to drown? 

	No you’re not, Brendan said, swimming up beside him. 

	And it was strange, but Johnny realized that his brother was right. He didn’t have to breathe. Either that, or he was breathing differently, maybe through the bubbles of air on his arms.

	What’s going on here? Johnny asked in his head. WHERE ARE WE?

	You don’t need to shout, Brendan said. Just think clearly.

	Johnny realized that he couldn’t always hear what was going on in Brendan’s head, even though Brendan seemed to read his thoughts perfectly well. 

	You’ll learn how to do it, Brendan said. Come on. We’ve got to get to my camp.

	It was all so strange that Johnny couldn’t move, and kept floating in place. But since he wasn’t going to drown, he thought he might as well keep going the way Brendan said. He kicked and followed his brother toward a coral reef in the distance, which was coloured pink and white. As they got closer, he saw fish swimming everywhere and... 

	 

	They weren’t fish.

	Two creatures swam towards them, looking like nothing Johnny had ever seen. They had long rubbery bodies like eels, two big feelers growing out of their heads and no eyes. They swam, waving their feelers in front, by flapping wings of skin at their sides.

	Multi-millions of years ago: Johnny could almost hear Ms. Terpsichord’s voice.

	Is she still there? Brendan asked. Old Terpsy?

	Now Johnny knew what these eel creatures were. They had lived half a billion years ago. Their fossil name was Amwiskia, and they twined their tentacles together to form an arch. Brendan swam under it and Johnny tried to follow. But he was so excited that he kicked one creature as he swam by, and the other slapped him with its tail.

	Serves you right, Brendan said, but Johnny was surprised to find it didn’t hurt. 

	A completely magic world. 

	Johnny was filled with wonder, swimming over to the reef so he could get a look at the traffic jam of creatures below. There were orange shrimp-like things, and pink ones waving golden tentacles like cheerleaders. On the sea floor, a whole squad silver beetle-like creatures raced along like taxis. Johnny recognized all of them, at least from books. They’d lived after what scientists called the Cambrian explosion, the first animals on the planet. 

	Or something like them. The fossils of most Cambrian creatures were tiny, no bigger than your thumb, while many of the creatures were huge. Brendan pulled a worm-like creature off a sea sponge and started playing it like an accordion. Music filled Johnny’s head and he started turning somersaults, laughing inside as he tumbled, pumped to be magic, happier than he’d felt in ages, rolling and twisting and turning his way through the perfect turquoise sea.

	 

	Johnny didn’t get tired of the reef. Yet before too long, he felt he’d taken in as much as he could. His mind felt full, as if he’d eaten too much candy.

	Then we’d better get going, Brendan said, and started swimming forward. 

	Johnny swam after him, expecting a long journey. But it didn’t take any time at all before the water got shallow. Brendan showed Johnny how to walk on the sand with his head not far beneath the surface. As they walked—just the way you’d walk along a sidewalk—their heads came out of the water, then their bodies, their legs, finally their feet. Then they walked onto the white sand beach, breathing air just as easily as water.

	Johnny looked down the long curved beach. “Where are we?” he asked.

	“Mizzenglass,” Brendan said. 

	“What’s that?”

	“Here.” Brendan shrugged, as if everything was normal. 

	“Then we’d better go to your camp,” Johnny said.

	 


The Mizzenglass World

	 

	The grass started right at the edge of the beach, with only a brief line where the white sand and green meadow blended together. It was fleecy as sheep’s wool, and when Johnny felt it between his toes, he looked down to see that his feet were bare. Both he and Brendan were wearing shorts and tee-shirts, even though he’d worn jeans and a shirt at the quarry. Not to mention shoes. 

	Yet it wasn’t a problem. Mizzenglass was perfectly warm, whatever else it was. When Brendan led Johnny into a creek, even the water was exactly the right temperature, and the pebbles felt smooth underfoot as they walked upstream. 

	Johnny stooped to pick up a pebble: an agate, layered with colours. He was about to toss it back when the colours began to move, breaking into pieces as if they were inside a kaleidoscope. It was hypnotizing, watching the blues break into triangles, and yellows come in like stars, and black zigzagging between them… until suddenly they came together and he saw his mother’s face staring out at him. 

	Johnny dropped the pebble in shock.

	“Yeah, those can be weird,” Brendan said. “Some kids get addicted to them, and sit there staring at pictures of their families. But what happens if one day Mom doesn’t show up? You can’t help wondering what’s happened to her at home.”

	“But if she died, wouldn’t she come here, too?”

	When Brendan didn’t answer, Johnny thought about that for a while, then heard something his brother had said.

	“Kids do,” he said. “So only kids can come here?”

	“Give you a tour,” Brendan replied, turning inland and jogging toward the low grassy hills. Johnny had to run to catch up.

	“But shouldn’t we go to your camp?” he asked. “So we can get home?” 

	“No worries,” Brendan said. “You can stay a few days, anyhow. Mizzen days. Time works differently here.”

	Brendan picked up the pace and Johnny had to jog after him, used to following his lead. Before Brendan had gone missing, Johnny had thought he was the world’s best older brother. If he was playing with something and you wanted it, Brendan would just hand it over. 

	He protected Johnny from bullies with a casual swagger, always laughing and joking, coming up with ideas, never keeping still. Sometimes his ideas weren’t so good, like shoe-lacing the gym teacher. The principal had called about that one. Their parents sometimes shot worried glances at Brendan, particularly when his report cards came home saying easily distracted. Johnny even heard them talking about whether he needed medication.

	There were a few kids at school on pills, but Johnny thought his parents were missing a big part of his brother: that he didn’t always pay attention because he didn’t really care about a lot of things. Brendan was just too cool.

	Johnny cared more about some things than others—his family, science, fossils—but he usually tried to do a decent job at whatever people asked him. The bullies called him a suck, especially after Brendan disappeared, but Johnny kept working hard out of pride and maybe, lately, a hopeless wish to make his parents feel better. He didn’t think that made him a suck. He sometimes thought it made him older than other people his age, although sometimes he felt small and lost and young.  

	Watching Brendan jog ahead, Johnny tried to remember what his brother truly cared about. He wasn’t a jock or all that interested in any particular subject at school, and even though he could beat almost anyone at videogames, Brendan never got addicted the way some people did. He was smart and curious, and always willing to give something a try, but once he figured it out, he would usually lose interest and toss it aside. He tossed broken things aside, never interested in fixing them the way Johnny liked doing. In fact, it was hard to think of anything that truly interested his brother.

	From the looks of it, this included going home.

	“Come on,” Johnny said. “Let’s go to your camp. We need to get out of here.”

	“You never let go, do you?” Brendan asked. But he turned obligingly uphill.

	 

	Johnny wasn’t sure how long they ran over the hills. At first, they were grassy and deserted. Then they ran into a ravine, and Johnny was surprised to see other kids playing on a tree something like a mechanical jungle gym, its branches bent like elbows that kept bending in different directions.

	Brendan waved at the kids and kept jogging past. Johnny waved more hesitantly, but they only looked at him for a moment and went back to playing. Some were young, but none were much older than his age—his and Brendan’s—and they all wore different-coloured shorts and tee-shirts. The grass was so even that Johnny expected to see sheep cropping it at any moment, or a fleet of self-propelled lawnmowers.

	Then they rounded a corner in the ravine, and a field opened up where kids were playing soccer. A red-headed girl took the ball with one knee and kicked a nice fat goal.

	“Claire, Claire!” the other kids called. The girl started a victory lap, stopping short when she spotted Johnny. 

	“Is that another Bey?” she asked.

	Before anyone could answer, a wooly mammoth came lumbering over the hill. A wooly mammoth? Johnny couldn’t believe his eyes. It was a huge old beast, looking like an elephant except for the long silky hair on its back that flowed almost to the ground. 
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