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Maddie - My summer vacation 

 

Austin was HOT in July. Like 107 degrees hot! 

 

When I stepped off the flight from JFK, I didn’t 
notice the heat until we walked out of the terminal 
and went to Grandmother’s truck. I thought I was 
going to DIE! The heat blasted up from the 
concrete.  

S’like that every year that I go to visit, so it really 
wasn’t unusual. It’s just that every year I forget how 
bad it is until I hit that wall of furnace air. Then it all 
comes back to me. 

After a few days, I usually get used to the heat.  

Then I return home to New York, where we say 
the weather is hot. But it’s usually only in the 80s 
and 90s, so it’s not that bad.  

After being in Texas, July in New York feels 
nice.  

But only for a little while until I forget again. 
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My name’s Madeline, but people call me 
Maddie. I’m in the eighth grade, blah, blah, blah. All 
the usual stuff you’d expect to hear. 

But this story isn’t about me, really. I’m no 
different from anyone else my age. I just have a 
different sort of family.  

An unusual family. 

You would have read my brother’s part by now, 
so you know that last summer, we could finally open 
our grandmother’s “secret” chest and begin reading 
the Green Book.  

I won’t repeat everything my brother said. Most 
of what he said was the truth, even though he likes 
to exaggerate. We never did really like visiting 
Grandmother ‘cause she was so strict and weird. 
The only fun thing to do each summer was try to 
break into her room and open her special chest. It 
took us a few summers, but last year we finally 
succeeded.    

The funny thing about that was it was actually a 
test of some kind. Grandmother had been watching 
each year to see if we could open it. 

This year when I got there (after she quizzed me 
about my reading the books she sent), I asked her if 
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we could go see Fort Richards, where the Green Book 
took place.  

She wasn’t too enthusiastic about that. She said 
there was nothing there to see. It had all been 
destroyed when the tower exploded. But I pestered 
her about it, and after a few days, she said we could 
go. 

Since she was retired, at least I guess she was 
retired ‘cause Grandmother didn’t go to work, she 
finally said we could go up there. She said it was a 
long drive from Austin. We’d be gone all day. 

That was the first time we ever went somewhere 
that wasn’t a store or a place in her neighborhood. 

That night she made sandwiches for us and 
packed them in an old ice chest. She had gone to the 
grocery store that afternoon and bought the ice and 
lunchmeat. It had a pretty good deli and I like their 
sliced roast beef, so Grandmother usually made 
roast beef sandwiches for me. 

 

That night, I could hardly sleep. 

 

Grandmother doesn’t talk much, so the drive up 
from Austin was boring. I asked her some questions 
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about the Green Book, but she didn’t answer very 
many, and after a long time, I just stopped asking. 

Riding up the Interstate from Austin is pretty 
monotonous. It’s prairie-looking ground for the 
most part and a few small cities. No skyscrapers, so 
it’s hard to tell how big the cities are here. They 
seem to be spread out instead of up. 

She drove us into Fort Worth, past the train 
terminal to the courthouse, then out past the 
stockyards and onto the highway that went out to Ft 
Richards. It was almost how the Green Book 
described it, except there were more buildings, and 
we stayed on the main highway.  

There was no Casino.  

I was miserable when we passed where that was 
supposed to be. When I mentioned it to 
Grandmother, she just nodded and said it had been 
taken down long ago. “Most people don’t even 
know it was here.” 

It was also a big letdown when we got to Fort 
Richards. I knew the courthouse would be gone, but 
still, in my mind, I had imagined what it looked like. 
But there was a new courthouse, and it was just a 
typical glass and concrete government building. No 
clock tower. 

The hotel was still there, but it was a coffee 
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shop. I wanted to go inside, but Grandmother 
resisted at first. Finally, she gave in. 

I was excited because it was real! Not just 
something I had read about or imagined. 

 We went inside, and Grandmother ordered a 
small coffee for herself and a soft drink for me. The 
woman behind the counter smiled but acted 
disappointed that we didn’t buy her cookies or 
brownies.  

Grandmother told her the drinks would be just 
fine. 

We were sitting at a little table by the front 
window. I asked Grandmother where the lobby had 
been when she lived there. 

She looked surprised and asked me why I 
thought she had lived there.  

I told her that she was the girl in the Green Book, 
so she had to have lived there. 

At first, she said nothing and just sipped her 
coffee while staring out the window at the new 
courthouse across the street. Then she said that the 
Green Book was not about her. It was about another 
girl. Which was not really an answer about her 
having lived there. So, I asked her, “But didn’t you 
use to live here when you were a girl? Did you know 
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the girl from the story?” 

She let out a long sigh. “I didn’t know her. She 
was here before me. But I did live here for a time. 
We left town when I was a teenager. That was a long 
time ago. And I haven’t been back here since then. 

“It’s always sad to go back to where you used to be 
because you see it with different eyes. It never looks 
the same as it did.” 

I frowned when I heard her say that. I was 
trying to get an idea of what it looked like when she 
was young, and the Green Book story happened, but 
all she did was avoid answering me again. 

“So, if this was the lobby, where was the dining 
room?” I didn’t see any place where there could be a 
dining room like the story described it.  

“It’s been divided into three stores now. That 
wall,” Grandmother pointed to the left of the room, 
“wasn’t there when I lived here. The stairs are still 
over there, though.” Then she motioned at the right-
hand side of the counter. “The guest rooms were all 
upstairs. I guess the rooms might still be up there.” 

I wandered over to the wall that separated the 
old lobby from the dining room. I could see a faint 
line in the sheetrock where the doorway had been.  

She was right. It was sad to see how the building 
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had been changed. 

Grandmother set her cup on the table and asked 
if I was ready to go. 

I nodded. I had seen all that there was to see 
here. The etched glass doors and windows were 
gone. A wall separated us from the dining room.  

 

I couldn’t touch the past. 

 

We walked out of the shop, and the heat hit like 
fire. I couldn’t even touch the truck's door handle; it 
was so hot. 

Grandmother called out, “Use your blouse to 
cover your fingers.” 

Even with that, it burned my fingertips.  

“Just wait a minute before you get in. I’ll start 
the truck and get the air conditioning running.” 

While she did that, I wandered out into the 
street to get a better view of the building and the 
town square. There weren’t as many buildings as I 
had imagined. 
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Grandmother must have noticed my 
disappointment because she told me, “The buildings 
have been torn down over the years. Especially back 
in the ‘60s. Just not enough business for people to 
afford to keep them up. Not that they didn’t want 
to. That’s how it is all around. Families have to 
move into the city to make a living, and fewer 
people have a reason to move out here to take their 
places.” 

She pointed at an open space next to the old 
hotel. “See over there? Used to be a mercantile there 
when I was a girl.” 

It was a patio. I thought it looked cheerful, with 
its pergola and short wall. Flowers and vines were 
painted on the walls.  

I asked her, “Is this where the alley was that ran 
between the buildings?” 

“That’s right. But the other building is gone 
now.” She stepped up into the truck. “You ready to 
get back home now? I believe the truck’s cooled off 
enough.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” I climbed up inside, and we 
drove slowly out of town. I could imagine seeing 
Maggie and the rest of her group leaving town on 
this same road.  

The old dining room had been turned into a 
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little restaurant, but maybe some of the past was still 
hanging around. 

 

**** 

 

We didn’t get back to Austin until after dark, 
about 9 or 10 o’clock. I wanted to open the chest, 
but Grandmother told me it could wait until the 
morning. She was tired, and I was too. Even though 
I wanted to read the book, she said I should rest 
first. 

I must admit I was zonked after showering and 
putting on my pajamas. A few minutes after lying 
down on the sofa, I was snoring. I wish that wasn’t 
true I do snore a little bit when I’m dead tired. 

 

Breakfast at Grandmother’s trailer was nothing 
to get excited about. All she ever fixed was a bowl of 
cereal and not any kind I would have wanted. Just 
bran flakes, but sometimes she did have bananas to 
go with them. Only I didn’t like bananas, so for me, 
it was just bran flakes. And you had to pour it out of 
the box yourself, so it wasn’t cooking anything. 

I used to get grumpy about that when I visited, 
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but not this year. There was other stuff more critical 
now. 

After breakfast, I rinsed out my spoon and 
bowl, set them in her dish rack to drain, and asked 
her, “Can I open the chest now?” 

“Of course, dear.” She tried to hide her smile, 
but I saw it. “Did you bring your tools?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” I pulled them out of my bag and 
followed her to her bedroom. The good thing about 
sleeping on the sofa in her trailer was all my stuff 
was handy. 

I’ll skip over the part about trying to unlock the 
chest for two days. That was embarrassing. It just 
wouldn’t work this time.  

I asked Grandmother why it wouldn’t open. 

She only shrugged. “That’s how it goes 
sometimes. Each time is different. You need to slow 
down and concentrate. The chest will open for you 
when it decides you are ready.” 

I tried to do what she said, I but wanted to read 
the rest of the story so much. I just couldn’t 
concentrate. 

After a couple of days of failing to open the 
box, I got a little depressed. One morning, 
Grandmother suggested that we give it a rest and go 
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do something. 

“Like what?” Other than that trip to Fort 
Richards, we had never done anything before while 
visiting. In fact, that trip was the only time we’d ever 
done anything other than hang at her trailer. “It’s so 
hot outside. We aren’t going to be outside, are we?” 

“Well, not exactly.” She grinned, which was 
creepy because I had never seen her do that. “We’re 
going up the road a bit. Another road trip! I haven’t 
done this in years. It will be fun.” 

I thanked her and watched her bustle around 
her trailer, collecting a set of hiking clothes and 
shoes. She looked excited, for real.  

I only had a couple of pairs of shorts, which I 
had already worn, so I went down to the laundromat 
in the RV park and washed those.  

My brother likes to call it a trailer park just to 
make it sound bad, but it’s not. It’s an RV park! 

The next day, we got inside her truck for the 
second time in a week, and she drove us north on 
the interstate to a place called the Caverns. It was a 
big cave inside the limestone shelf that ran under the 
whole area. 

Grandmother told me all about it as we drove. 
She seemed to know a lot about geology.  
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It was cool inside there. After we spent a couple 
of hours exploring that, I felt better. Then we went 
to a park that was by a river. It was very nice. A 
small waterfall dropped from a flat limestone shelf, 
and over a thousand years or more had worn away a 
basin where people could swim. 

She parked the truck, and we walked out to the 
little beach at the edge of the river.  

She took off her boots and told me to do the 
same. Then we walked down to the water and waded 
into it until the water was up to our knees. 

The cold water was magical. It washed all the 
heat from me, and my shoulders and neck muscles 
relaxed. Grandmother was watching me and laughed 
when she saw me. Then she shoved me into the 
water.  

I went under and came up sputtering and 
gasping for breath.  

I could hear her laughing. At first, I was a bit 
angry.  

Well, I was furious. My own boring, weird 
Grandmother!  

But I sat in the water, let it swirl around me, and 
then I laughed too. It felt so good. Better than being 
in a swimming pool. The river cooled me. It was a 
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perfect day. Grandmother plopped down in the 
water beside me and gave me a hug. “Better?” 

“Yes, Ma’am. But we’re soaking wet now.” 

“I have towels.” 

After a long time, we went back to the truck, 
and she tossed a towel to me. 

“You planned on this?” I stared at her in 
amazement. 

She shrugged and said, “I was just prepared. I 
had hoped we could come up here. Sometimes it 
doesn’t work out if there’s too much of a crowd. But 
it was a good day today. I feel new again. Don’t 
you?” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

 

**** 

 

That night, I was able to open the chest. 

The difference this time was that when I opened 
the lid, there was no Green Book inside. The book 
was blue! 

“Grandmother!” 
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“Yes, dear?” 

“The Green Book isn’t in here.” 

She peered over my shoulder. “You’re right. It’s 
the Blue Book.” 

“But how am I going to know what happens 
next?” 

“It depends on the chest. You didn’t realize it 
was creating the books for you?” 

I leaned back in my chair and stared at the 
ceiling. “I guess not. So, the story about Maggie is 
not real.” 

“I didn’t say that. But these aren’t normal 
storybooks. The chest creates each book from 
Maggie’s memories and journals. Those are real.” 

“This is a magic chest?” I felt like snickering but 
didn’t. 

Grandmother smiled and had a faraway look. 
“The chest is one of Vivienne’s artifacts from the 
Otherworlds. But, if you want to think of it as 
magic, that’s alright. Who knows what magic is 
anyway.” 

All summer, I had been waiting to find out what 
happened to Maggie after the tower exploded, and 
now the book was different. It just wasn’t fair! I took 
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a deep breath and picked up the book.  

“Oh well. I guess this is going to have to do.” 

“It’ll be fine. You’ll see. The chest is never 
wrong. It knows what you need to understand.” 

The book was heavy like the Green Book and had 
the same soft leather cover. Only it was blue, not 
green. At least that was promising.  

When I opened it, the odor of ancient pages 
filtered into the room.  
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Blue Book 

 

 

Part I 

Oct 31 to Nov 1, 1936 

 

 

 

 

…what happened next? 

 

It depends on who you ask. 
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(drawing from Maggie’s journal) 
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1    Take all the time you need 

 

Oct 31, 1936 

 

“Ma’am.”  Mrs. Smith gently tugged Maggie’s 
sleeve. “Ma’am.” 

Maggie’s eyes wouldn’t open. She tried, but she 
was so tired. Her body felt made of lead. 

“Ma’am! Wake up, please. The Heart is dying.” 

Those words hit Maggie like an electric shock, 
causing her eyes to snap open as she sat up, her 
nerves tingling and senses alert. In the moonlight, 
she watched the rose-red glow of the Engine’s Heart 
at her feet slow, fade, and then flare up again.  

Maggie whispered, “What should we do?” then 
hesitated and added, “We’re trapped here if it dies.” 

Doomed would be more accurate, but that sounds 
panicky. Daddy would say, “Too melodramatic.” Except, it’s 
the truth. Without it, we can’t reconstruct the Imaginaerium 



C. G. Wayne 

 2   

Engine, and the Tuatha will be trapped here. They might 
never be able to return to the Otherworlds.  

I’m not sure, Ma’am. This is beyond my 
knowledge. 

Maggie reached down to the floor of the limo, 
where the Engine’s Heart lay dying. The Heart was a 
heavy, two-foot-long, one-foot-diameter quartz glass 
cylinder wrapped in a protective brass frame. It had 
a handle and latch on one end, with a clear Fresnel 
lens on the opposite end. She found the handle on 
its end and pulled the cylinder into her lap.  

An electric tingle ran up her arm when she 
touched it.  

Inside the cylinder, she could see the glowing 
pulse of the Engine’s Heart steadily slow. Maggie 
sighed and whispered, “It’s dying like Mr. Munroe 
said it would.” 

Mrs. Smith didn’t reply.  

When the Heart dies, she’ll be trapped here, too. 

 

The battle with the Fomoire agents that day had 
stretched into the evening when their demons finally 
arrived.  

In the end, the Engine’s defense was a failure 
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even though the group stopped the Fomoire from 
capturing it. The only way they could prevent the 
Engine’s capture was to destroy it. Not an outcome 
that anyone would call a victory. 

And it was Maggie who had to destroy the 
Engine in a final, desperate act. Now, because of 
her, the Tuatha were trapped and couldn’t return to 
the Otherworlds. The only piece left of the Engine 
was its Heart, which was now dying in her lap. 

Maggie let out a long, tired breath. “I guess I’m 
surprised the Heart’s lived this long. Mr. Munroe 
said it would die the moment I pulled it out of the 
Engine.” She paused. “How is he?” 

“He is still alive, Ma’am.” 

Howl growled in his sleep, and Maggie smiled to 
herself. He was sleeping beside her on the car’s seat. 
The giant sídach filled the space beside her and kept 
her warm where his fur covered her. He was 
sleeping a deep sleep.  

He’s exhausted. Daddy always said, let sleeping dogs lie, 
and I’m not about to wake him! Even if he’s not exactly a 
dog. 

Howl saved her at least twice from the Fomoire 
in the last two days. The last time was a few hours 
ago when he rescued her from the demons inside 
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the clock tower. Somehow, he pulled her out of the 
exploding Engine as it tore the tower apart and 
incinerated the courthouse. She had no clear 
memory of it, only a feeling of flying through the air.  

It all happened so quickly.  

Outside her window, the countryside moving 
past her was bathed in silver moonlight, a light so 
bright that it left black shadows in the places where 
it did not touch. 

Jamison is somewhere out there. Corrupted by a shadow 
demon. Carried off by that panther spirit. 

She wasn’t sure what he had become. There was 
a gnawing worry at the back of her mind that he was 
lost forever – that Áine was right – even though she 
was telling everyone that he could be saved.   

“Mrs. Smith, where are we?” 

 “I’m not sure, Ma’am. We’re just following the 
other cars. There have been no towns yet.”   

Maggie sighed and held the Heart with her left 
arm, while her right arm rested uselessly in her lap. 
The panther’s claws had torn through the muscles 
and ligaments in her shoulder during the fight.  

Another Fomoire demon. The same panther spirit that 
had pulled Jamison out of the exploding tower. Mr. Munroe 
warned me about them.  
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There was little that she could do with her arm 
now. It just dangled in her lap, supported in a 
makeshift sling Mrs. Smith had made for her. 
Despite the work and mound of medicines Mrs. 
Smith had dumped on her when wrapping it in 
bandages, she ached deep in her bones. She 
suspected she looked like a bit of a mummy. The 
thought of that made her smile.  

At least it isn’t bleeding anymore. 

Maggie curled her fingers around the brass 
frame of the Heart.  

If this thing dies, we’ll never get home. 

She struggled to stay awake, but despite her 
efforts, her eyes gradually closed, and her head 
slowly settled back into the soft seat. 

 

**** 

 

The lighthouse stood like a dark, almost black, giant tree 
trunk in the middle of the ocean. Waves crashed against the 
rocks at the edge of its small island, sending plumes of white 
spray into the air. The crashing made a low-frequency rumble 
like a storm front rolling in from far away. 

On the ocean, a boat pitched and bobbed from wave top 
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to wave top. It struggled to reach the island and the dark tower 
with its spinning flashing light, red, white, red, white, over and 
over in hypnotic regularity. 

Maggie clutched the gunwale to keep from being thrown 
into the foaming dark sea. Mrs. Smith was sitting beside her, 
shouting something into the wind, but the wind carried her 
words away.  

Maggie had to turn and lean toward her to hear. 

“Ma’am, the cars are slowing.” 

 

The image and sound of the dark sea 
evaporated.  

Maggie sat up and anxiously looked around. 
After a tense, disoriented moment, she sighed in 
relief and leaned back in the seat. She was still in the 
limo with Howl resting beside her. His head was up 
now, and his attention was fixed on the scene 
outside the car. 

The cars carrying the group were pulling off the 
highway and moving on a dark road toward a 
concrete pad lit up by banks of floodlights. A group 
of men was standing on the pad, apparently waiting 
for them. Beyond the men, Maggie could see shapes 
of huge buildings standing with their doors pulled 
wide.  
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Floodlights are everywhere. 

Howl stepped down from the seat and stood by 
the door, nose pressed against the glass, watching 
the group of men. A low, rumbling growl came from 
his throat and chest. 

“Where are we, Mrs. Smith?” 

“I’m not sure, Ma’am. The cars just pulled into 
this area. At least it’s well-lit.” Suddenly, Mrs. Smith 
pointed at her and shouted, “Ma’am, look! The 
Heart. It’s glowing again!” 

Maggie stared at the cylinder, cradled in her arm. 
A wave of relief washed through her. The rose-red 
pulse of light was solid and steady. 

She whispered, “It’s alive. There’s still hope.” 
The Heart isn’t completely dead.  

Yet. 

“Yes, Ma’am.” Mrs. Smith’s voice almost 
sounded smug to Maggie. As if she had been 
confident all along that disaster would be prevented. 

Something’s annoying about her unshakeable, blind 
confidence in me. 

Everyone’s expecting—no, they’re depending on me to 
perform some miracle and save us all from doom.  
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What happens when I can’t do that? If we all die, is it my 
fault, too? Like in Fort Worth, when all those people at the 
terminal were killed because of me? All I could do then was 
run away. 

What if I fail? 

 

She stared into the dark outside the window, 
chin resting in the palm of her hand.  

As the cars parked on the pad, the waiting men 
ran to each automobile, opened the trunks, and 
began carrying luggage into an open hangar. 
Maggie’s driver parked the Packard beside the others 
and hurried to open her door.  

She groaned. Airplane hangars.  “I suppose we 
have to get out now. Looks like we’re going to be 
flying out of here.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.”  

Mrs. Smith and Howl climbed out of the car 
and stood beside the door, waiting for Maggie to 
join them. Mrs. Smith pressed her hat firmly onto 
her head and asked, “Ma’am, are you ready?” 

Maggie sighed and said, “I’m coming.” But she 
toppled to the car’s floor when she tried to stand. 
Mrs. Smith turned in time to see her fall. 
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“Ma’am,” she cried. Quickly, she reached down 
to help Maggie stand. 

Maggie lifted her head but remained on the car’s 
floor. “Something’s wrong with me, Mrs. Smith. I’m 
so weak. I don’t think I can walk.” 

Howl shoved Mrs. Smith aside as he pushed his 
way to Maggie.  

Maggie tried to reach him but dropped her arm. 
“Howl, I’m so weak.” 

He bent down and pulled the Heart away from 
her, dragging it across the limo floor. Mrs. Smith 
rushed to the other side of the car, but by the time 
she could crawl inside, Maggie was sitting up. 

“That’s better.” 

“What happened, Ma’am?” 

“I’m not exactly sure. I was getting ready to 
follow you one minute, and the next, I was falling on 
the floor. I couldn’t get my legs to work.” 

“Ma’am, are you able to stand now?” 

“In a minute. Let me sit here a moment.” 

“Certainly, Ma’am. It must be the effects of the 
panther spirit’s wound. You lost too much blood 
before I could reach you. And the claws are 
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poisonous. When I repaired your muscles, I applied 
a healing ointment, but there might be some 
lingering poison. We must return to the 
Otherworlds for the wound to fully heal.” 

“What’s the problem?” Abarta and Gee had 
walked up and stood behind Howl, who was still 
guarding the open door.  

Howl growled a warning at Abarta to back away, 
which he did. 

Abarta protested, “We’re only here to help, 
sídach.” Then he called to Maggie, “Would you tell 
your sídach that we’re your friends? He still doesn’t 
like me.” 

She said weakly, “It’s okay, Howl. He’s one of 
our friends.”  

Howl growled at Abarta one more time before 
turning back to Maggie. 

Gee interrupted, “We were just concerned. We 
didn’t know if you needed help.” 

Maggie tried to sound cheerful, “Oh, I’m 
alright.” She waved her hand dismissively as though 
it was nothing. “Just taking a minute before joining 
the rest of you.”  

Gee glanced furtively at Abarta before replying, 
“Sure, take all the time you need. We’ve got a few 
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minutes before the planes take off.” 

“That’s all I need. Just a couple of minutes.” 
Maggie managed to stand, steadying herself by 
holding onto the doorframe. “See, just about ready. 
Go ahead. We’ll catch up.” 

Before Abarta and Gee could walk away, she 
asked, “Exactly where are we supposed to walk?” 

Gee turned and pointed at the open hangar. “I 
have a couple of Curtis Condors in there. We’re 
gathering by those. You can’t miss us. We’ll be the 
only bunch of wounded in there.”  

He tried to laugh, but his attempted joke fell 
flat. 

Abarta looked back at her as he walked away 
and called out, “You are sure that you’re okay, 
right?” 

Maggie waved impatiently at him to go on.  

Reluctantly, he continued walking to the hangar 
while glancing over his shoulder to see if she was 
following. He whispered to Gee, “I don’t think she’s 
okay.” 

Gee didn’t turn around but muttered, “Agreed, 
but she doesn’t want help. Let’s give her a chance to 
ask for it before we jump in.” 
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Maggie turned to Mrs. Smith. “What are they 
saying?” 

“Nothing of importance, Ma’am. Are you able 
to walk now?” 

“I think so. I might need to lean on you and 
Howl a bit, though. If that’s okay.” 

“Of course, Ma’am. That’s why we are here. 

 

 

 

 
(drawing from Maggie’s journal) 
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2    How do you think he learned to 
fly 

 

As Maggie took her first step away from the car, 
a book fell onto the concrete.  

Mrs. Smith bent and picked it up. 

“Is this your book, Ma’am?”  

Maggie glanced at the blue paperboard cover. 
“To the Lighthouse. It belongs to Mother. I mean to 
Mrs. Wells.” 

“Should I bring it, Ma’am?” 

“I suppose. It’s too late to take it back now. I’m 
not sure how it got here, though.” 

“I shall put it with your things, Ma’am. What 
about the Engine’s Heart? Should I carry it?” 

“Please. I don’t think I can lift it right now.”  

When Maggie handed the canister to Mrs. 
Smith, she realized it was almost as tall as her. 
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“Maybe we should have Gee or Abarta carry that for 
us.”  

“Ma’am, I’m a helper. I can manage. Besides, it’s 
not something that you should permit individuals in 
this group to hold.” 

That sounded odd. “The others wouldn’t steal it. 
Would they? They’re my friends.” 

“Ma’am, some are more trustworthy than 
others. This is your mother’s. It’s not for them to 
hold.” Mrs. Smith gripped the crystal and bronze 
canister tightly, lugging it across the concrete pad to 
the hangar. “Best not to tempt them.” 

Exhausted, Maggie didn’t even try to argue.  

Mrs. Smith carried the Heart along with her bag 
slung over her shoulder, so Maggie draped her arm 
over Howl’s shoulders and leaned most of her 
weight on him. As long as she could lean on Howl, 
she could stand. 

 All I want to do is get inside the hangar and sit down.  

Or lie down if there’s a cot somewhere. 

“Howl. I hope you don’t mind me leaning on 
you. You know, I wouldn’t if I didn’t have to. I’m 
not sure what’s wrong with me tonight. I feel so 
weak.”  
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She talked to him in low tones, not wanting 
anyone to hear. She was sure they would think that 
she was peculiar.  

Last week, if I had heard someone talking to a dog like 
it was a person, I’d have thought they were nuts.  

This week is different, though. Besides Howl’s a sídach. Not 
a dog. At least, that’s what everyone calls him.  

I don’t know what a sídach is, but I know there’s a difference. 

Maggie could have easily crossed the distance to 
the hangar at any other time, but not tonight. They 
were only halfway to the hangar when the limos 
began driving away. In minutes, all the taillights had 
disappeared, swallowed by night. 

She sighed. “No way back now.” No going back. 
What happens next? 

“We must reach the others, Ma’am. Are you 
able to continue?” 

“Yes. I’ll make it.” Maybe. 

“Of course, Ma’am.” 
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**** 

 

It seemed to take an hour before they finally 
turned the corner and entered the hangar, which was 
as bright as day inside.  

Standing next to a large twin-engine navy-blue 
biplane were the others in the group. 

Ugh. That plane looks so ugly and sad. The top wing is 
just stuck up there as an afterthought! I hope it doesn’t come 
off! 

Áine was shouting and motioning for her to join 
them. “Hurry up, slowpoke. We’re waiting for you!” 

“We’re coming.” Maggie tried to walk faster but 
stumbled. 

Gee’s helper raced across the gap to Maggie and 
effortlessly lifted her. Howl watched him closely but 
didn’t growl. 

“Hey!” Abarta complained, “He’s always 
growling at me.” Then he pointed at the helper. 
“Why not him?” 

Gee chuckled and said, “I believe the sídach 
knows you too well, Abarta.” 
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Abarta scowled but didn’t reply as he watched 
the helper carry Maggie to the aircraft. 

She softly whispered to the helper, “I know you. 
From the train terminal yesterday. Thanks again. But 
you can put me down now.” 

The helper grinned at her and gently lowered 
her feet to the ground. She stood next to Áine and 
Niamh, a bit wobbly at first but gradually regained 
her balance. 

Niamh said, “Glad you could join the party! 
You don’t look so good, though.” 

Maggie told her, “You either!” And they both 
laughed. “I’ll be alright once we get settled. My arm 
is killing me.” 

“Hopefully not!” Niamh tried to laugh but 
stopped. “That was supposed to be a joke, but the 
way this is going, maybe it wasn’t. 

“I think I broke my ankle falling off that roof, so I’m 
not walking any better myself. It’ll take a few days of 
healing to get over this.” 

Maggie almost laughed. “Days! You mean 
months!” 

Before Niamh could reply, Gee leaned out of 
the plane’s door and shouted, “Time to get out of 



C. G. Wayne 

 18  

here. The pilot’s set to go. This Condor is the long-
haul version and only has seats for twelve. Some of 
the helpers will follow in a second plane.”  

Instantly alarmed, Maggie looked around the 
hangar. “Where’s Mr. Munroe? I didn’t see the 
truck.” 

Gee quickly interrupted, “He’s already on the 
other plane. He’s in bad shape, so they loaded him 
and Mrs. Munroe first.” 

“He’s still alive!” She was so relieved to hear 
that. Then she added, “And the sideboard from the 
hotel?”  

Gee laughed. “That will have to wait for a later 
flight. Don’t want it getting damaged. Luke would 
kill me if I let anything happen to it!” 

Luke shouted back, “You got that right! Or I’d 
at least be mad at you for a day!” 

Gee held his hand out to Maggie like a Maître 
D´ offering to seat her at a high-class restaurant. 
“Madame. If you permit me, I’ll assist you in 
boarding the plane.”  

The group snickered at his mock formality. 

He took Maggie’s hand and steadied her as she 
climbed the steps into the plane. “Let’s get you 
seated first. Then I’ll get the others. Normally, we 
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have a stewardess for the flight, but this is a private 
run. Only Jerome, my pilot at the airline, will be 
going with us. We can trust him.” 

Jerome leaned out into the aisle from his seat in 
the cockpit and gave her a friendly wave. “Welcome 
on board, Ma’am.” He had short, wavy brown hair 
and a crooked nose from being broken once. When 
he smiled, his front teeth were slightly misaligned, 
but his smile was warm and made her feel at ease.  

“Thank you.” Maggie looked at Gee and 
whispered, “Is he a helper too?” 

Gee grinned. “No, he’s just polite.” 

“Oh,” she laughed.  

It feels good to laugh. 

 

The aisle was narrow, barely wide enough for 
Gee to move in as he helped Maggie to the front of 
the plane. There were five rows. Each row had a 
single seat by a window with two across the aisle 
from it.  

Gee directed her to the first row. “This one is 
for you. Your helper can sit by the window.” 

“Thanks.” She slowly sank into a seat. 
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These aren’t too bad, even compared to the limo.  

Gee kneeled beside her. “After we eat, I’ll adjust 
it for you. It reclines. The Condor also has sleeper 
berths.” He pointed to the compartment above her 
seat and said, “For cross-country flights. It’s only 
going to be a few hours to Kentucky but let me 
know if you want to get some sleep. I can set that up 
for you if you want.”  

“Sure.” She hesitated. “I’ve never been on a 
plane before.” 

“Don’t worry, you’ll enjoy it. It’s loud but faster 
than the train!”  

“Good. Faster is better today. I’m so tired, I 
can’t believe it. I just want to get there.” 

“What? Tired?” He tried to act shocked the 
grinned and said, “You just survived a day of 
fighting demons, that’s all. Kept them from taking 
the Engine. That was a major victory.”  

“Doesn’t feel like a victory.” 

“It was. Believe me.” He gave her an awkward 
pat on the shoulder. “You need to rest. You deserve 
it. The noise will be much less once we get off the 
ground. And we’ll eat. It’s still Samhain, you know. 
There is still feasting to be done!” 

Before Gee could stand, Howl shoved past him 
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and sat on Maggie’s feet. 

“My guardian has arrived.” Maggie smiled and 
leaned back into her seat. 

“He’s bonded with you.” Gee pulled himself up. 
“That’s good.” 

By the time he could stand, the rest of the group 
had begun staggering up the aisle. Áine was followed 
by Niamh, who struggled to hop up the aisle on one 
foot. Abarta and the brothers were behind them.   

Gee watched them settle into once-empty seats 
and laughed. “Looks like the rest of the group found 
their way without me! Guess I’ll go help Jerome get 
us in the air. Let me know if there’s anything you 
need.” 

Despite herself, Maggie blushed. “Sure. I’ll do 
that.” So embarrassing. I sounded stupid. 

While Gee returned to his place in the copilot’s 
seat, Abarta tried to push his way past Niamh so 
that he could sit in the front row with Maggie.  

Niamh, who was struggling with her broken 
ankle, almost fell when he tried to squeeze past her. 
She snarled at him, “Cut it out, you jerk!” 

Abarta raised his hands, “Okay, okay,” and 
stopped shoving. 
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Howl snarled, and Abarta looked down to see 
the sídach sitting at Maggie’s feet. 

Both CR and Luke shook their heads. 

CR shouted at him, “Hey, man. Just grab a seat 
so we can get out of here.” 

“Yeah, Abarta.” Luke complained, “You’re 
holding us up.” 

“I was just trying to be close enough to help. If 
I was needed.”  

Luke laughed at him. “You’re not needed, you 
idiot, so sit down.” 

Abarta glared at CR and Luke and threw himself 
into the seat behind Niamh. 

CR and Luke ignored him and took up the last 
empty row. Once they were seated, helpers took 
their stations in the window seats. 

Gee stuck his head around the partition between 
the cockpit and the cabin and called out, “Is 
everybody ready?” 

CR shouted back, “Let’s get out of here, Gee. 
Fomoire can’t be far behind us.” 

“You got it,” and Gee ducked back inside the 
cockpit.  
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Gee’s helper pulled the plane’s door closed 
while the engines sputtered, backfired, clattered, and 
sputtered again before eventually rumbling to life. 

 Concerned, Howl looked up at Maggie. She 
leaned down and whispered to him, “It’s okay. Gee 
says we’ll only be in this thing for a few hours.” 

Howl stood and looked out of the window as 
the noise from the engines rose. The plane shook 
and began to roll out of the hangar. 

Across the aisle, Mrs. Smith closed her eyes and 
seemed to go to sleep.  

I bet she’s wide awake and only trying to look 
unconcerned.  

Maggie reached out and touched her on the 
arm. “I’ve never been on a plane before. Have you?” 

“No, Ma’am.” But she kept her eyes squinched 
tightly closed. 

“If it weren’t safe, Gee wouldn’t let us go on it.” 

“Perhaps, Ma’am. But he loves his mechanical 
things.” 

“He is rather young to be a pilot.” Maggie 
watched the bright lights from the hangar disappear 
as they moved out onto the concrete strip. Except 
for several dim electric lights marking the edges of 
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the runway, dark covered everything.  

“How do you think he learned to fly a plane?” 

“I wouldn’t know, Ma’am.” 

The plane turned and then stopped at the end of 
the runway. The engines droned, sending harmonic 
vibrations rippling through the airframe and into the 
seat.  

From the window, Maggie could see the flash of 
the control tower light. 

It’s like a lighthouse. The lighthouse from the dream. 
Maybe it’s a good omen. 

The engine noise grew louder, and the 
vibrations increased until the cabin began to shake. 
The Condor lurched forward, rolling into the dark. 
Maggie then felt a sudden lift as if the earth let go, 
leaving them floating. A minute later, the roar of the 
engines returned to the same loud drone and 
vibration she had felt on the ground. 

Maggie whispered in Howl’s ear, “That wasn’t 
so bad.”  

He turned and looked at her.  

“Was it?” 

Howl settled back in the aisle by her feet.  
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She wasn’t sure if he was happy or not, but at 
least they were finally on their way to a safe haven. 

Áine’s horse farm is just what we need to recover. 
Kentucky will be a massive change from Fort Richards. 

And she smiled to herself, imagining how 
wonderful it would be to sit on the grass under a 
beautiful shade tree and sleep for days. 
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(drawing from Maggie’s journal) 

 

 

 

 

 

 




