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FOR MARIÑO, WHO MADE ME FEEL AT HOME IN A NEW LAND
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CHAPTER ONE

Callie pressed her forehead to the thick windowpane and looked out across the rolling hills. She wanted to drink in everything at once—the infinite shades of green, the mossy stone walls along winding paths, the sheep grazing in far-off fields. A draft danced across the back of her neck, but the chill was quickly replaced by a flicker of something Callie hadn’t felt in ages. Maybe ever.

Possibility.

At home, her life was small. Small apartment, small people. Making herself smaller and smaller until she almost disappeared.

But here, in an actual castle where everything was larger than any life she’d ever known, where the grassy fields beyond the window stretched out like an ocean of green, she already felt her world expanding.

She felt her self expanding.

Callie wasn’t the kind of girl who traveled to Europe, like Kate, who “wintered” in Switzerland, or Imogen, who spent her birthday in Paris. The only place Callie had ever traveled was Phoenix. It was sadly lacking in magical firebirds.

But now here she was. In Scotland. In an actual castle.

Even the exhaustion of the endless travel from San Diego to New York to London to Edinburgh to the village of South Kingsferry couldn’t extinguish the new thing bubbling up inside her.

“Hey kiddo,” her dad said, peeking his head into the billiards room. “Are you joining us for the rest of the tour?”

Of course she was. Callie wanted to turn over every stone in this fortress of a place, from the servants’ quarters to the castle keep, an enormous tower at the castle’s center. For hundreds of years, the keep had been a lookout to watch for enemies and take refuge if the worst should happen.

“Where’s the moat?” Callie’s little brother, Jax, had asked when they first arrived. Their parents had laughed.

It wasn’t such a silly question, though. Some of Callie’s daydreams in the months leading up to the trip definitely included moats. But her parents had been here before. To them it was less of a fantasy.

“No moat,” Dad said. “Or drawbridge. It wasn’t the sort of castle with its own military. Just a family and their servants. And visiting nobles.”

Generations upon generations of an old Scottish family named Spence had lived and died in this place, and in between they’d had dreams and fears and great loves and crushing disappointments. Even when the Spence line had dwindled down to only Lady Philippa Whittington-Spence, she’d made sure to keep it a place where a family could build something together, safe from intruders.

“Where’d you run off to?” Mom asked, when Dad appeared with Callie in tow.

“I found her in the billiards room,” Dad said.

“Billiards?!” Jax screeched, appearing from behind a massive gold chair. “I wanna see!”

He took off running and Dad sprinted after him.

“What do you think?” Mom asked, staring at the massive portrait of a stern man in a military uniform, hanging over the biggest fireplace Callie had ever seen. “I always felt like this guy was judging me.”

“Is it all the same?” Callie asked. “From when you lived here before?

“Pretty much. All your first impressions… I bet they’re the same as mine the first time I arrived. Almost twenty years ago now!”

“You’re old,” Callie said, and Mom laughed.

“What do you think? You okay?”

Callie nodded. She was more than okay. “I guess I can’t quite believe this is really happening. I mean… we live here now.”
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CHAPTER TWO

Callie hadn’t believed her parents when they sat her down with Jax and told them their family had inherited a castle, and how would they feel about moving to Scotland? She’d thought it was a trick. Kind of a mean one, actually, when all Callie wanted in the world was to not be where she was at that moment. When things got bad, she’d asked them to pull her out of school and they’d said no. But they were willing to pull her out of the country?

To them, it was a familiar place, though.

Years earlier, Callie’s parents had lived in a cottage on the castle grounds and befriended the owner, Lady Whittington-Spence. Lady as in nobility, which was apparently still a thing.

After her husband died, the lady of the castle had decided to rent out the cottage by the pond as a way to pay the death taxes she suddenly owed. Callie’s parents had been the lucky young grad students who happened upon an ad in the newspaper and followed their curiosity to the Spence grounds.

Callie’s American parents thought they had stumbled onto an enchanting little rental for their years at the University of Edinburgh. They had no idea how dear they would become to the grand and lonely lady who occupied the sprawling castle. They definitely had no idea that years later, when her will was read, the solicitors would find the entire property had been left to those two students who had shown her kindness while she mourned her husband.

“I live in a caaaaastle!!!!” Jax whooped, bouncing into view and out again before Dad could snatch him.

Mom sighed. “I’d better help keep that one from climbing the walls. I’m not sure they’re all structurally sound.”

Jax was wired on airplane snacks and adrenaline. He might never sleep again. But it was a big improvement over the whining and moaning when he’d first found out about the move. He hadn’t wanted to leave all his friends and his teams and his school. He’d lived all seven years of his life in San Diego and didn’t even want to imagine something different.

He’d also pitched a fit when he found out he could only take to Scotland what he could cram into two suitcases. Shipping everything would have been way too expensive, and just because they were moving into a castle didn’t mean they were rich. But what about Jax’s basketball and favorite books and video games and folders full of baseball cards? Callie would have gone with only her backpack. It was going to be a new life, and who cared about all the stuff she’d thought she needed to get by when that stuff never really got her anywhere but miserable?

Skinny jeans that were never quite right, never looked the same on her as they did on Imogen, and even when Callie had loved that one flowy top and spent all her saved-up money on it, Collin Marks told her he could see her bra strap, and then she never wore it again.

The tweezers she only bought because Lyla said she needed to pluck her eyebrows, and the eyebrow pencil she bought when Kate said she’d plucked too much.

The diary she thought would be a place to pour all her hopes and worries and messy feelings, but really it was an empty book and every time she saw it sitting on her nightstand, the weight of everything it might contain overwhelmed her.

No, Callie had packed light for Scotland, for a new life. The moment she found out they were moving, she was ready. But she’d had to wait for months while legal stuff got sorted out in San Diego and Scotland—stuff about school enrollment and apartment leases, and travel visas, and on and on. There were a tense few weeks when Callie’s parents weren’t sure if the Scottish Tourism Trust would grant them the funds they’d need to renovate the castle into a tourist destination. Without those, there was no way they could afford to make the castle livable, much less somewhere other people would want to visit. Callie had started to think it wouldn’t ever really happen. Her hopes had floated up only to be yanked back down again.

“Callie!” Jax appeared again. “Come on! You’ve got to see!”

Callie followed him to the doorway across from the billiards room. Like the rest of the castle, it was dark and a little musty, but then it had been empty and closed up for months. All that time Callie had been waiting to arrive, the castle had been waiting on them, too. The castle might not be a living thing, exactly, but a place couldn’t exist for centuries, sheltering generations, and not become entwined with its inhabitants. Callie could barely breathe. These stone walls had witnessed everything.

They’d witnessed girls like her, probably, who’d been crushed and betrayed, but who’d gotten back up and marched out those massive doors to meet what was next. These stone walls could tell Callie things.

“Look how big this fireplace is!” Jax called. “I can stand up inside!”

The grand room had floor-to-ceiling windows and heavy, swooping curtains; decorative carvings on the ceiling; and a massive fireplace at one end. Callie envisioned the parties that must have taken place in this room—the dancing and music, a fire blazing in the enormous fireplace. Maybe even visiting royalty!

Jax stood inside the fireplace and twirled around, kicking up a mini tornado of dust and knocking loose a chunk of stone.

“Jax!” Callie rushed across the room to haul him out. “Let’s stay out of the fireplaces until everything gets checked for safety.” But once he was clear of avalanches, she stuck her head inside and looked up the long, dark passageway with a tiny patch of sunlight at the end. “It is cool, though.”

Their parents’ laughter drifted in from a connected room. Apparently they had given up on catching Jax. Callie pulled her little charge with her, determined not to leave him alone. Who knew what else he might get into? This place was big enough to get lost in, and as annoying as Jax could be, his disappearance would be a bad way to start off their new life.

In a room even grander than the one before, her mom and dad stood together at one of the tall windows, looking out across the grounds. An enormous dining table faced the windows, and Callie could almost picture the old lady eating alone as the castle crumbled around her.

“Do you remember,” Dad said, “the first time Lady Whittington-Spence had us over for dinner?”

“Right here in the dining room,” Mom giggled. “She served rabbit.”

“Rabbit?!” Jax squealed.

“We were managing—” Mom said.

“—until we both looked out this window right here,” Dad said, “and saw the lawn covered with rabbits!”

They both exploded in laughter.

“We don’t have to eat rabbit here, do we?” Jax whimpered.

Callie shivered, maybe at the prospect of eating rabbits, but also because it was even colder inside than it had been outside. It might have been spring, but it was still colder than the coldest-ever day in San Diego. It felt cold enough to snow, though Mom had said they’d have to wait until the next winter to see snow falling. Until then, Callie would imagine the gentle hills around the castle blanketed in white, the bulbs underneath waiting to burst through like a magic trick.

Lyla’s family had invited her to go skiing with them once, but Callie didn’t have any gear, and besides, she would have been stuck on the bunny slopes while Lyla and her sisters whizzed down the black diamonds.

Callie shivered again.

“Look at us, reminiscing while you two freeze,” Dad said, pulling himself from his memories. “We should probably finish the tour after we’ve gotten some shut-eye. The solicitor said everything was exactly as Lady Whittington-Spence left it. So we ought to find bedrooms to suit us upstairs. It sounds like this wing is in the best condition, so we’ll set up house here while we renovate the rest.”

With the suggestion of shut-eye, Callie’s lids grew heavy, her limbs leaden. She’d gone without sleep for too long, too cramped and excited and hopped up on possibility to sleep during the flights. She would hear more about the renovation plans in the morning. Her mom had promised to teach her to use the power tools, which she’d never been allowed to do in Mom’s workshop at home.

But right now a bed sounded almost as magical as snow-covered castle grounds—not only because she was bone-tired, but also because she needed to burrow under as many blankets as she could find.

Too wild with adrenaline to feel the cold, Jax went running off in another direction, and Mom ran after him. Callie followed her dad out of the dining room toward a massive staircase that went up, then turned, then turned again. She half expected the staircase to swing around like the ones at Hogwarts, and she took a careful look at another stern portrait to make sure it wasn’t moving.

“Right this way, milady,” Dad said.

The banister was made of a dark, heavy wood, each post thicker and sturdier than one of her dad’s legs. A threadbare carpet ran up the center of the stairs, and Dad tripped on a step that bowed under his weight.

“Watch yourself there.” He held out a hand to steady Callie.

At the staircase’s first turn, Callie paused and looked down at where they’d come from. Dark wood paneling the same color as the banister covered the walls of the cavernous space below them. Four ornate chairs were gathered around a small table in the center of a flowery rug. Two more chairs sat on opposite sides of another table against the wall. Seating for six, and it wasn’t even a room—only the base of the stairs!

The castle was musty and dark now, but it wasn’t hard to imagine it a few months down the line, after some elbow grease and determination. Her parents were going to transform this place into a destination people would visit to experience the magic of living in a castle for a few days. It would be a vacation her family could never have afforded. But for Callie it wouldn’t be a vacation—it would be home.

At the top of the stairs, a narrow hallway stretched out before them. A chandelier drew Callie’s eyes upward, and even in the dim light it was impossible to miss the ceilings covered in intricate carvings.

“Whoa,” she said.

Dad opened the first door they came upon, but Callie didn’t get a chance to see inside before Dad slammed the door shut. “Note to self,” he said. “Mousetraps tomorrow. Maybe a cat.”

Callie was determined to see the next room, furry inhabitants or not, so she jumped ahead to open the door herself. It was huge, with a mammoth four-poster bed in the middle of the room. But it also had an overwhelming smell of mold. Callie’s chest got tight and she made her own note to self: dig out her inhaler as soon as possible.

“Just needs a good cleaning,” Dad said. “Why don’t we try the other end of the hall?”

Like in any good fairy tale, the third time was the charm: farther down, they found a room filled with flowery, lavender furniture that had probably been there since Lady Whittington-Spence had been Callie’s age. The walls were white with pale lavender flowers—wallpaper, Callie thought, until she ran a hand along the wall. “Is that… fabric?”

Dad interrupted his inspection of the room to glance at the wall. “Oh yeah,” he said. “Some of the walls are covered in silk. It’s probably really dusty.”

“I love it.” Callie crossed her fingers, hoping that her dad wouldn’t find something wrong with this room too.

She never would have picked out lavender flowers for her bedroom in San Diego, but right now they seemed absolutely perfect (if a little dusty). Maybe she was a flowery girl after all. Or thoughtful and poetic. Or super into nature. Anything was possible.

Dad grinned. “All right, then. Make yourself at home. I’ll go grab your bags.”

Alone in the room, Callie sat on one of two fancy and surprisingly comfortable chairs next to the fireplace. Her room had a fireplace! Every room she’d seen so far had a fireplace, actually. It made sense, since the castle had been around long before electricity, and Scotland was perpetually cold and damp. But this fireplace offered no warmth at the moment; it was as cold and dark as the long hallway outside.

Callie got up and hopped around to keep warm.

On one side of the four-poster bed, there was a dark wood rolltop desk and matching chair. She sank into the chair, or at least she tried to, but it was not a sinking sort of chair. Her discomfort didn’t matter at all, though. Not once she’d figured out how to roll up the desk’s cover to reveal the contents inside.

It was small, not much bigger than a school desk. It wouldn’t even fit a desktop computer, not that the former inhabitant of this room would have had a computer. There were all sorts of interesting cubbyholes and drawers against the back, and centered carefully on the desk was a leather-bound journal.

Callie had a sudden memory of reaching out to touch a dinosaur bone at the natural history museum and getting scolded by her second-grade teacher. But Dad had said to make herself at home. This was not only her home; it was her room.

Her very own room. Callie had shared a room with Jax since he was a baby. At first she loved it—he was a good sleeper and she got to see him all sleep-drunk and sweet in the early mornings. But as she got older, it got a lot less sweet. Her parents had given the kids the larger of the apartment’s two bedrooms, and when Callie got old enough to need more privacy, they hung up a curtain to divide the room. It hadn’t been enough.

She had longed for her own room, like Imogen and Lyla had. Just a normal room to herself. Now she had a room that was all her own and far from normal.

The door Callie assumed was a closet wasn’t even normal—it was ornately carved, magical. She pulled it open to discover it wasn’t a closet, but a bathroom. Her room connected to a bathroom, and a massive one at that. She stepped inside and burst into laughter. The bathroom was the size of the room she had shared with Jax. The biggest bathtub she had ever seen was the focal point of the entire room. She could easily stretch out and float in there. Two comfy chairs were tucked into the corner around a small table—in case she wanted to have a tea party in the bathroom? And then of course there were the usual bathroom things: toilet, sink, mirror.

She looked for the door that must lead out to the hallway, but the one other door was to a closet with lots of shelves. Callie popped her head back out into the bedroom. The only way into this bathroom was through her bedroom.

She had her own bathroom.

Callie had never been so disappointed to have an empty bladder.

She floated back into the bedroom and returned to the desk. She lifted the leather-bound journal from its spot of honor. Would she be invading the privacy of whoever left it here if she opened it? Or perhaps it would be empty inside, like all those notebooks Callie had never been able to fill because putting her feelings into words seemed about as possible as learning to fly. Or would she open it to find all the secrets and dreams and dramas of a time gone by?

She opened it to the first page. In careful letters with the occasional ink splotch, the inside cover said Philippa Spence, 1939.

“Lady Whittington-Spence,” she breathed.

She flipped it open to the middle. Instead of hopes and dreams and drama, she found some sort of list. There were dates and locations and… birds? “Short-eared owl,” she read. “Whooper swan. Red grouse. Rock…” She had no idea how to pronounce “ptarmigan.”

She set the bird book down and her eyes drifted to the wall above the desk, where a framed document of some sort hung—a diploma, maybe? Philippa Spence, the calligraphed name read. This must have been her bedroom, at least as a child.

On the other side of the bed was a wardrobe that quite possibly led to Narnia or else might come to life and help Callie get dressed in the morning. She opened its doors, which let out a delicious creak, and set her backpack inside. She pulled the inhaler from the side pocket before shutting the wardrobe doors, taking a preventive puff, and setting the inhaler on the bedside table.

As grand as it all was, everything was covered with more dust than Callie had ever seen, and that was saying something. Neither of her parents were particularly thorough housekeepers. But the bed was piled high with blankets and pillows to fight off the persistent chill, and none of the rest of it mattered when Callie noticed the best part. There was a window seat.

She was across the room in seconds, dropping onto the cushioned bench built into the window and ignoring the dust cloud that arose. She lived in a castle, in a room with a window seat! Next to the threadbare cushion was a massive, leaded window looking out across acres and acres of grass and wildflowers and trees, as far as the eye could see.

No mice or mold or musty smells could change this right here. As though by a wish from a fairy godmother, Callie had been lifted out of the life that had fit her like too-small jeans digging into her waist. She’d never really been into princesses, except for a phase when she was three and wore only thrift-store flower-girl dresses for most of a year. But she would take this happily ever after.

From her window, Callie made out a large pond with a cottage on its shore. That had to be the groundskeeper’s cottage, where her parents had lived all those years ago. When she’d gotten a bit of sleep, she’d explore. For now she watched a pair of birds swoop and whirl together over the water, sleek and black and acrobatic.

Right when they seemed like an inseparable pair, one of the birds dove toward the pond while the other broke off and winged its way toward the castle. Directly toward Callie’s window.

On the stone ledge outside, the bird landed, its shiny feathers settling into place. The quick, furtive movements of its head might have been charming on another bird, but the sharp, powerful beak on this one made clear it was not to be taken lightly. Callie leaned closer, and the raven stood its ground.

Another quick movement of its head, and though the window was grimy and the light starting to wane, Callie was certain the bird had trained its beady eye directly on her.

Callie didn’t look away.





1 September 1939

On a train, heading to the Highlands

Mother gave me this book when we parted, as though it would make up for the fact that she’s sending me away, or that I can’t bring Anne and Diana with me. As though it would make up for the fact that we could have all gone away together as a family, to America like Father suggested, but Mother persuaded him that we should stay in Edinburgh. Because it would be fine, she said, the conflict would be over soon.

But nothing is fine. Germany’s invaded Poland, Charles could be shipped out any day now, Father’s in London, and now I’m being sent to the Highlands. Our entire family has been scattered, because Mother couldn’t bear to leave her home. I guess she got what she wanted after all.

Mother said it would be jolly, like a holiday. But Mother wasn’t the one herded onto a train car like so much Highland cattle. She wasn’t the one who had to sit next to a lad who insisted on wearing his gas mask the entire journey. Aside from looking frightful, he kept mashing me in the shoulder with it every time he turned his head.

At least he was in the first group of children to get off the train.

The few chums I knew from school have gotten off at various stops, and now I am left with only a handful of other children I’ve never seen in my life. Two girls behind me are coal miners’ daughters. Yes, I’ve been eavesdropping. I rather think in times like these, nobody’s taking note of minor sins.

But abandoning one’s child is not a minor sin, and even if it is, I’m never going to forgive Mother.
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CHAPTER THREE

Callie woke to the chattering of her own teeth.

She had fallen asleep almost instantly, the endless travel catching up to her, and she’d slept too hard to notice the cold in the night. But now, despite the blankets piled high, her nose was nearly numb.

She looked longingly at the fireplace, imagining crackling flames. In stories, the chambermaids always stoked the fires before the princess got up. But who made the room warm enough for the chambermaids to drag themselves out of bed? Nobody, that was who, and Callie was no princess.

There had to be heat in this place. It wasn’t the 1700s, and a noblewoman like Lady Whittington-Spence wouldn’t have built her own fires. Would she? Callie just needed to find the thermostat and turn it on. She summoned the same determination she’d always used to plunge into the ocean before it was really warm enough to do so, and hauled herself out of bed. Rather than dig around for her warmest clothes, Callie wrapped herself in as many blankets as she could and emerged from the room.

It was colder in the hall, if that was possible. In fact, there was somehow a draft. Maybe her parents had opened a window, in order to air things out. All the doors along the hallway were shut tight. Callie peeked into a few but didn’t find her family. Every room had something enticing her to explore, but the heat situation was her first priority.

In San Diego, all she had to do was stick her head out of her bedroom and she’d know in a second where each family member was. Jax was always bouncing a ball, or laughing with friends, or yelling at video games. Mom was usually muttering to herself, or banging around in the kitchen, or using power tools on the patio. Dad was forever typing, somehow the loudest of them all as his fingers clacked away at the keys. Their apartment had been small enough that if one person sneezed, no matter where they were, the others could always hear.

But Callie didn’t hear any sneezing or clanking or typing or laughing. With the castle’s thick stone walls, she might not hear them even if they were in the next room.

She headed for the staircase, dragging her blankets with her like a train. Jax was an early riser, and he’d probably forced at least one of their parents to get up with him.

“Mom?” she called from the top of the stairs. “Dad?”

No answer but the echo of her own voice in the cavernous entryway below.

“Jaxy?”

Like magic, an elfin sprite, Jax appeared below, in the entrance to a hallway they hadn’t explored the night before. “You’re up!” he said. “Finally! Come on!”

Tripping over her blankets, Callie descended the stairs and followed Jax (who was wearing only his thin San Diego Padres pajamas) down the hall and into a bright, cheery room. In addition to the countertops and appliances you’d expect to find in a kitchen, there was a dining table, a fireplace, and a seating area with a couch and two armchairs around an old, boxy television.

Her parents were huddled together, coaxing a tiny flame out of a few logs and some wadded-up newspaper. It was marginally warmer in this room than in the rest of the castle. (At least the small part of it Callie had walked through.)

“Callie’s up!” Jax announced.

“Callie-kins!” Dad stood, dusting his hands off on pants already covered with black smudges. “How are your fire-building skills? You were a Girl Scout, right?”

“Um.” Girl Scouts had mostly been about dancing around in a cookie costume outside grocery stores. “Is there no actual heat?”

Her parents exchanged glances. “There is,” Dad said. “But I’m afraid it’s not very… effective. Hard to heat such a big space. There are fireplaces all over, though!”

Callie looked skeptically at the tiny flame sputtering under her mother’s supervision.

“We’ll get some space heaters. And we’ll do what Lady Whittington-Spence did—keep to a few rooms most of the time, to avoid having to heat the whole castle.”

That explained the combination family room–kitchen. But an entire castle to call home, and they’d be stuck in a few rooms?

Callie’s stomach grumbled. “Is there anything to eat?”

“Over here!” Jax sat at the kitchen table, which was covered in the various snack foods that had sustained them on their international journey—granola bars, nuts, beef jerky, crackers.

“I’d hoped to get into town for some groceries before you kids woke up,” Mom said, giving up on the pathetic little fire. “But the travel wore me out!”

“That’s okay. Now I can go with you.”

Callie couldn’t wait to see South Kingsferry. The small village right on the water sounded like a storybook setting, from her parents’ descriptions. Almost too good to be true. Callie was prepared for a Disney-birthday level of disappointment, but at the same time the castle had been more than she’d ever imagined. Maybe the village would be too. To get their groceries, they’d go to three separate shops: a greengrocer for fruits and vegetables, a butcher for meat, and a dry goods store for packaged foods like cereal and pasta.

Her parents had explained to both Jax and Callie that the food would be different in Scotland, even when they were cooking at home. They wouldn’t have to eat rabbit, of course, but they wouldn’t see the brands they were used to on the grocery store shelves.

“Maybe we can get some fire starters too,” Dad said. “Logs and matches don’t seem to be doing the trick.”

Mom added them to her list.

Real food, a glimpse of the village, and the promise of heat? Callie grinned. “How soon can we be ready?”



Ten minutes later they were back in the tiny car. It was only slightly less cramped without all the suitcases. Jax still wore his pajamas, but Callie had forced herself out of her sleep shirt and sweatpants (and blanket burrito) and into jeans and a slouchy sweater from the shopping trip her grandma had taken her on to prepare her for a cooler climate. She’d even wrestled her hair into a decent ponytail. It was a small village; she could meet a future classmate, and she didn’t want to look like she’d just rolled out of bed (even though she had).

Driving away from the castle this time, she let herself marvel at the beautiful grounds as they made their way along. Even as tiny as the car was, she and Jax could roll down the windows and touch the bushes on either side of the car if they wanted to. Every now and then a protruding branch would whap the window.

“I used to take Lady Whittington-Spence’s dog along this lane for a walk to get the mail,” Mom said. “A mile to the postbox!”

“And how much farther to the village?” Callie asked.

“About another mile. So that’s a four-mile trip there and back. Bit of a walk. But you could bike it.”

Callie hadn’t ridden a bike in years. But, she supposed, there was a reason they said that thing about riding a bike. She’d learned when she was little, but once it stopped being a thing the neighborhood kids did for fun, she outgrew that first bike and never got another. And she’d never ridden a bike along a bumpy, winding path like this one. She wouldn’t particularly want to come face-to-face with a milk truck here!

But maybe the new Callie zipped all over the Scottish countryside on a bike!

Mom turned off the castle lane and onto the main road. Instead of the dense trees and bushes lining either side, now rolling hills stretched out on both sides, some buildings visible in the distance. On the castle grounds, it felt like they were living in their own world, which was okay with Callie. Now there were signs of other people’s lives in this magic place.

Somebody took care of those sheep over there.

Somebody played on the swing hanging from that tree.

Lots of somebodies carried on with their lives aboard the double-decker green bus that rumbled by as they came to an even busier road.

“When can I go to school?” Jax asked. “And find a soccer team?”

“Football,” Callie corrected, but Jax ignored her.

“Hold your horses, buddy,” Dad said. “Let’s start with breakfast. We’ll get to all of that. Remember, we’re here for good! We’ve got all the time in the world.”

It was a little daunting when he said it that way, but hope bubbled up inside of Callie. She had lived one way her entire life—in a rented apartment in San Diego, going to school with the same kids she’d known since kindergarten, trying to keep Jax from running into traffic while her parents both worked constantly at jobs they hated. And now, with the death of one old lady she’d never met, her whole life had changed.

Her parents had sold everything they owned to get them here and started on renovating the castle into a tourist destination. They’d even borrowed money from her grandparents, which had been a whole thing. Callie wasn’t supposed to know about it, but their apartment was small. It had been impossible to avoid overhearing the arguments.

“You said you never wanted to take their money!” Dad had said.

“I don’t! But there’s no other way to make this happen,” Mom had insisted.

Callie’s other grandma was the one person she’d miss from back home. She had no money to offer them, but she had given them everything else since she’d moved to San Diego when Callie was born. She had cared for Callie and then Jax while their parents worked; she had filled their apartment with the smells of snickerdoodles and apple crisp; she had knitted scarves and mittens and hats in preparation for their big move.

Mom turned onto an even busier road, with cars zipping by on both sides. Neighborhoods filled with tidy one-story homes appeared, so many lives unfolding inside them. Then, at the crest of the hill, there was the most gorgeous view.

“The village,” Mom sighed.

“Oh, honey,” Dad agreed.

“That’s it?” Jax said.

It was small, but even from a distance Callie could see how special it was. Beyond the line of jagged rooftops, chimneys protruding from each one, still gray water reflected the clouds above. Across the water stretched two massive bridges, reaching the shores on the other side of the wide inlet.

One bridge was bold and red, reminding Callie of San Francisco’s Golden Gate Bridge, with three massive arches supported by stone pillars. The other was simpler, more common-looking. Gray cables were strung between tall white posts.

“The bridges!” Jax exclaimed.

“Yep,” Dad said. “The Jax bridge and the Callie bridge!”

Mom laughed. “Which one is which?”

“Oh, let’s see…”

Callie held her breath, her new identity in Scotland suddenly hinging on what Dad would say next.

“I think Jaxy is probably the red one,” he said. “Don’t you? Flashy and fiery? And Callie’s the white. Classic and elegant!”

Callie’s heart sank. She wasn’t sure she wanted to be flashy and fiery. But classic and elegant really meant boring. She tuned out as Mom went on to explain how the red bridge was for a train and the white bridge for cars.

As they came down the hill toward the village, they passed a bus stop where several girls Callie’s age sat laughing and looking at their phones, coats wrapped around them against the cool morning air. Of course she wouldn’t run into any kids in the village this morning—they were off to school!

The prospect of school was terrifying, but it also sent more bubbles of hope burbling around in Callie’s stomach. She was nervous to be the new kid but secretly hoping she’d be a mirror image to Venetia Charles, a British girl who’d been an instant celebrity when she arrived at Callie’s school in fifth grade. Someone from another country is always fascinating, and now that person was Callie.
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