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Perry - Summer again 

 

My plane landed in Austin about an hour late. 
The weather was rough, with heavy turbulence, and 
I was glad when we finally touched down—not that 
I was scared or anything like that. 

It was my annual trip to my grandmother’s 
house, the weird one who lives in Texas. Every year, 
my sister Maddie would go first, followed by me. I 
used to dread these visits, but a couple of summers 
ago, I managed to unlock the chest that 
Grandmother kept in her bedroom and discovered 
the Green Book.  

Now that I see it written down, it doesn’t sound 
like something a “good grandson” would do. But 
you had to be there to understand. We didn’t know 
it, but Grandmother arranged the whole thing every 
year until we could finally open it. She’s weird like 
that. It was a test the entire time! 

When I opened the chest that time, I didn’t 
realize Grandmother was standing behind me, 
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smiling. It was creepy, like in a horror movie when 
someone you don’t expect to be the killer grins, 
pulls out a hatchet, and hits you in the head. Then 
she explained that unlocking the chest was a test, 
and I was supposed to read the book. For some 
reason, it was important for me to understand what 
was in that book. 

I didn’t read much back then, but when 
Grandmother said Maddie had already finished it, I 
had to keep up. After that, I wanted to go back the 
next year. However, the book in the chest wasn’t the 
Green Book—it was blue!  

This year, when Maddie got home, I asked her 
which book was in the chest, but she wouldn’t say.  

All she did was laugh. 

 

Grandmother told us that the books were about 
real things, and if we wanted to survive, we needed 
to learn about the forces in the universe. That was 
wild! She started sending us science books to read. 
Some of them were interesting. I enjoy the Stephen 
Hawking books, but I don’t understand them. At 
least they’re interesting. 
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This year, before we reached her trailer, 
Grandmother turned off the street at Mick’s Bar B 
Que and drove her old truck into the rock-covered 
parking lot.  

She said, “I thought I’d grab us a couple of 
sandwiches for dinner. There won’t be time to cook 
anything for you today.”  

“That sounds good.” I was surprised. Until 
now, she had always gone directly home from the 
airport. But she wasn’t the best cook, and I was 
hungry. Picking up some sandwiches sounded like a 
great idea. 

Mick’s was a hole-in-the-wall joint. That’s what 
Grandmother called it as she opened her truck door. 
Mick’s was in a wood building painted dark red like a 
barn. There were no windows, and the words 
“Mick’s Bar B Que” were painted in white letters 
across the front. The only glass in the front of the 
building was in the door. 

She yanked the door open, but I was used to the 
sun, and it was so dark inside that I couldn’t see 
anything. I stood there trying to see into the dark 
until Grandmother tugged on my arm and moved 
me inside.  

“Hey, Mick,” she called to the old man behind 
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the counter. He was short and heavyset, wearing 
baggy clothes that made him look rumpled. Wispy 
grey hair stuck up around his head like a halo with a 
bit of balding on top, and he needed a shave. His 
wire-rimmed glasses made him look like a professor 
in a cartoon.  

He looked up at Grandmother and grinned. 
“Well, what brings you by?” He had a British-
sounding accent, but it was easier to understand 
than some I’ve heard on TV. It might have been 
fake. 

“I need a couple of brisket sandwiches for my 
grandson and me. He just arrived from New York, 
and I thought I’d get him started with some good 
Texas cooking tonight.”  

They both laughed as if it were a joke, and she 
gestured toward a small table by the counter. “Let’s 
sit over there while we wait for the sandwiches.” As 
we were sitting down, she called out, “Mick, I 
forgot, those sandwiches are to-go. Also, we could 
use two big iced teas for here.”  

He glanced at her and smiled. “You got it. I 
figured you might. Sweet or unsweet?”  

She chuckled, “Unsweetened for me as usual. 
But sweet tea for my grandson.”  
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He motioned to one of his helpers to bring out 
the tea. Of course, being in Texas, the glasses were 
giant-sized. Dad says, “It’s marketing.” That’s what 
he does for a living, so he believes everything is 
about selling something. He gets upset when I call it 
selling, though – “It’s marketing, son, not selling.”  

As my eyes adjusted to the dim light, I could 
pick out details in the room. It looked like it used to 
be a bar. Neon lights on the walls advertised 
different brands of beer. Most of them I’d never 
seen advertised before. I guess they were local. The 
walls were rough brick and looked like they used to 
be covered in paneling or sheetrock. Between the 
neon beer signs were lots of pictures of horses, 
photos of boxers, and paintings of windmills. 

I pointed at Mick and asked Grandmother, “Is 
he a friend of yours?”  

“Mick? Sure. I’ve known him for ages. Why?”  

“All the years we’ve been coming to see you, we 
never went anywhere except the QuickiMart by the 
park. At least you and me.” Last year, she took 
Maddie up to Fort Richards. This trip, I was going 
to try to get her to take me up there, too. 

“You were a lot younger then.”  

“But we never thought you had any friends.”  
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She tilted her head back and laughed so loudly 
and for so long that it was embarrassing. I just sat 
there, wishing I could sink through the floor. Mick 
glanced over at us and laughed, too. At least, as far 
as I could tell, he wasn’t missing any teeth. 

When she finally stopped, she said, “Yes, it 
must have seemed that way. But you and your sister 
were never here for very long during the summer, 
and I wanted to spend time with you instead of 
running all over town.”  

“Oh.”  

That’s all I could think of to say. It wasn’t how 
Maddie and I felt. We always hated going down 
there to see her. Grandmother was such a pain—
always strict and no fun. Now I felt guilty about all 
the times before. 

We finished the iced tea by the time the 
sandwiches were ready. 

 

Her old truck had started burning oil since the 
last time I was here, and the fumes were getting to 
me by the time she pulled into the trailer park. 
That’s where she lived—a trailer park. Maddie 
insists it’s an RV park, but I think she’s just 
embarrassed that Grandmother lives in a beat-up 
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travel trailer and drives a junked-out pickup truck. 
Grandmother’s not like anyone else’s grandmother. 
Maddie’s friends would make her life hell if they 
knew. 

It was a good thing that Grandmother bought 
the sandwiches because by the time we arrived at the 
trailer, I was past being ready to eat. However, I 
couldn’t recall her paying for them. That nagged at 
me a little. 

When we stepped inside, I dropped my pack by 
the sofa while she unwrapped the food and put it on 
plates. Then we tore into those sandwiches. It 
doesn’t get any better.  

While we ate, she asked me a lot of questions 
about the books she had been sending. I didn’t 
mind. She had some peculiar ideas and explained 
things I didn’t understand, especially in the Hawking 
books. She’s smart, which is crazy ‘cause she looks 
like this little old lady who wouldn’t know anything 
about particle physics. But she does.  

It was after 9 when we finally finished eating 
and talking. After we cleaned up, I wanted to open 
the chest and start reading, but Grandmother said 
we could do that tomorrow. She said she was tired 
and that I needed to rest. I grumbled a bit, but the 
chest was in her room, and she wanted to get some 
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sleep. All I could say was that it sounded fine to me. 
After my shower, I slept on her sofa like I do every 
summer.  

 

The next day, after breakfast, she said I could 
try to open the chest that held the book.  

It took me only three steps to go from the small 
table in the kitchen area to Grandmother’s room. 
That’s where she still kept the chest. Living in a 
travel trailer is like that—everything is immediate 
and simple.  

In three seconds, I had my tools out and was 
trying to pick the lock on the chest. That’s how it 
works—each time you want to read the book, you 
have to unlock the chest—without a key. My sister 
and I have some excellent lock picks, but the little 
chest doesn’t always open, even with pro tools. 

Of course, it didn’t open. I really hate it when it 
does that. I complained, and Grandmother told me 
to be patient. She said I was getting in the way. She 
said I needed to get rid of the “squirrel cage stuff” 
running around in my brain and focus on doing the 
job of opening the lock. I stopped complaining but 
grumbled silently about her advice. 

That’s how it went for a couple of days. Boring. 
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And she was right about the squirrel cage stuff. I 
eventually forgot about my vacation schedule and 
running out of time before I had to leave for New 
York. 

By noon each day, she would make me stop, 
and we would go do other stuff. I didn’t get to see 
the little town where Maddie went, but she did drive 
me out to a town called Fredericksburg, and then 
one day we went to San Antonio. When Texas was 
part of Mexico, there was a battle there with the 
Mexican Army. West of Austin is called the Hill 
Country and a lot of rich people live out there 
behind fenced neighborhoods. I don’t think they 
were excited to have Grandmother’s truck puff 
smoke up their neighborhoods.  

Maddie would have died if she could see us 
riding around out there like we belonged. 
Grandmother didn’t care.  

That’s one of the things I like about her. 

A few days later at noon, Grandmother set out 
some sandwiches on the table. Tall glasses of iced 
tea were placed by each plate. It was her own special 
brew made with carbonated mineral water. It’s 
unusual for tea but tastes great.  

After lunch, I could open the chest.  
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This year, the book inside was red. After what 
happened last year, I wasn’t surprised. I was 
expecting something like that when Maddie laughed 
after I asked what color it was.  

 

I took the book out of the chest and went to the 
sofa to read. 

 

 

 

 

(Drawing from Maggie’s journal) 

 

  



 

 

Red Book 

 

Part I 

 

Nov 7 to Nov 8, 1936 

 

 

The beginning of the end…. 
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1   Traum 

 

Day 1 

November 7, 1936  

 

The world is on fire.  

The sky glowed in shades of red and orange, 
casting its hellish light across the ground. Trees and 
tall grasses stood as featureless black shadows against 
the flames. A line of screaming demons danced at the 
edge of a dark lake that pooled before the fire.  

Maggie stood on the far shore with Áine and 
Howl, watching the crazed horde scream and writhe in 
the red glow.  

Bedlam. I never understood what that meant until now. 

Bres stood calmly in the middle of his frenzied 
demon mob, gazing up and down the line of terrors. A 
broad smile spread across his face.  

The sound of screaming rose until it was the only 
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sound in the air. The odor of burning sulfur stretched 
across the lake. 

It’s like Hell the way our preacher at church describes it.  

Áine raised her arm, and the blue orb of lightning 
in her palm sent jagged streaks of silver electricity into 
the sky. 

We are all going to die. 

 

 

The sun woke her, streaming warm yellow light 
across her face. Maggie opened her eyes and sat up in 
bed. “Where am I?”  

Mrs. Smith lightly touched her on the arm. “We 
are on the boat, Ma’am.”  

Confused, Maggie glanced around the room. 
“What boat?”  

“Ma’am, it’s the boat we boarded when we left the 
tower. I believe it belongs to Abarta.”  

At least it isn’t Hell. That was the worst nightmare. 

Maggie sank back into the pillows, her fingers 
fidgeting with the edges of the blanket. “Anything 
would be better than the dinghy. But I don’t recall 
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leaving the tower.”  

Mrs. Smith nodded her head. “Yes, Ma’am. You 
were unconscious when we reached the bottom of the 
stairs.”  

Maggie groaned, “Again?”  

“Ma’am, you are fortunate to be alive. In less than 
two weeks, you have survived both the Engine’s Heart 
and Bres’s panther demon.”  

“I guess I am. Still, it’s embarrassing to be 
unconscious in front of everyone.”  

“Yes, Ma’am. However, while you were 
unconscious, I used the opportunity to withdraw more 
poison from your shoulder. It still requires bandaging 
until we return to the Otherworlds, but you will not 
need to wear the sling.”  

“That’s a relief,” Maggie said, squinting at the 
window. “What time is it?”  

“It’s mid-morning, Ma’am. Are you hungry? 
Would you like me to bring you something to eat?”  

Maggie paused for a moment before replying, 
“Just something light. I don’t think I can eat much. 
But I am a bit hungry.”  

“That’s a good sign, Ma’am. You are on the road 
to recovery. I’ll be right back. Just stay here and nap.”  
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Maggie closed her eyes as Howl took his place at 
the foot of her bed, keeping watch on the door.  

After a moment, Maggie’s eyes opened. “I can’t 
sleep,” she said, staring at the ceiling. It was painted 
white and featured ornate decorations in the corners.  

Fleur de lis or something like that.  

At least it’s not cherubs.  

Howl turned his head in her direction.  

“I have to tell someone, or I won’t be able to 
rest.” She raised her head, looked him in the eyes, and 
said, “I had the worst dream a little while ago, and I 
can’t seem to shake it.”  

She dropped her head back onto the pillow.  

“It was night, and everything was on fire. I don’t 
know where we were, but we were outside in a field or 
a meadow, and Bres was there with a bunch of his 
demons. They were across a lake from us, screaming 
and shouting. And there was a small island in the lake. 
I remember thinking that we were all going to die.”  

Howl watched her intently as she talked.  

I believe he understands what I’m saying.  

 “Sounds silly, right?”  

He yawned and resumed staring at the door.  
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“I suppose it’s a bit silly. It was just a dream.”  

 

Maggie was just drifting back to sleep when there 
was a soft knock on the door. Áine stuck her head 
around the edge and whispered, “How are you 
doing?”  

“I’m just peachy.” Maggie beamed. “A little too 
weak to do much, though. Mrs. Smith has gone to get 
me something to eat.”  

“Is it okay for us to come inside?”  

“I guess. Who all’s out there?” 

“Everyone, silly.” Áine swung the door wide 
open, and the group rushed into the room, speaking 
over one another as they gathered around the bed.  

Maggie gripped the edge of the covers and pulled 
them up around her neck.  

This is embarrassing!  

Howl growled at Abarta until he stepped back a 
step from Maggie.   

Áine turned to Abarta and asked, “What is it with 
you and the sídach?”  

Abarta shrugged. “We go way back. It’s a long 
story.”  
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Áine stared at him. “Someday, you’ll have to tell 
us.”  

Abarta shrugged. “Yeah, maybe someday.”  

Gee and his brothers, who were standing next to 
Abarta, exchanged surprised glances.  

Gee said, “We’ve known you for a long time, 
Abarta. I didn’t know you had a history with the 
sídach.”  

“Yeah, yeah,” Abarta said tiredly. “He never 
forgets, you know. Anyway, back to the important 
stuff. What about the Engine? When are we going 
back to the Otherworlds?”  

All eyes turned to Maggie. 

She looked up at their hopeful faces. “Why don’t 
you take a seat? This is going to take a while.”  

As they tried to decide where to sit, Maggie 
studied her room for the first time. It was as large as 
her suite on the Queen Mary but not filled with 
furniture. There were only two chairs, and Niamh and 
Áine sat in those while everyone else clustered 
awkwardly around the foot of her bed. Across from 
the door, a floor-to-ceiling curtain was drawn just wide 
enough to let sunlight stream through a glass wall. 

Mrs. Smith arrived with a tray holding a cup of tea 
and a plate of scones.  
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“My favorites,” Maggie said as Mrs. Smith placed 
the tray in her lap. “If you’ll excuse me, I’ll eat a little 
while we catch up.”  

Áine immediately said, “Absolutely. You need to 
regain your strength.”  

“Thanks.” Maggie sipped her English Breakfast 
tea and nibbled on the scone before saying, “I don’t 
remember much about what happened at the 
lighthouse after you arrived. Where are we?”  

Abarta said, “Right now, we’re anchored in the 
harbor in Dublin. We had to come here to get CR.” 

CR waved at Maggie from the doorway, and she 
waved back. “You made it!” She stretched to see who 
was with him, then asked, “Where’s Jerome?”  

CR said, “He’s with the plane. We weren’t sure if 
you needed it, so he’s getting it ready to go just in case 
you do.”  

Maggie smiled faintly and said, “Thank you, CR. 
But right now, I’m not sure what we should do next. 
Still, it’s nice to have options.” She sipped some tea 
before asking, “Whose boat is this? Is it yours, 
Abarta?”  

Feeling strangely embarrassed, Abarta ran his 
fingers through his hair. “Yeah. This is mine. John 
Brown and Sons built her for me. She’s 296 feet long 
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with a 36-foot beam. It’s large for a private yacht.” 

Niamh leaned forward in her chair and interrupted 
Abarta’s description. “Now to the important 
questions. What happened at the Engine? How did 
you find it?”  

Maggie sighed, leaned her head back, and stared at 
the ceiling. After a moment, she began telling the story 
of the trip in the dinghy across the open sea to the 
lighthouse, explaining how the blue beacon, like the 
one at the house in Mississippi, guided them.  

They sat in complete silence, listening to her. 
Occasionally, the brothers murmured something 
Maggie didn’t quite understand. Once or twice, Áine 
and Niamh awkwardly reached out to touch her 
shoulder or hand.  

They aren’t very good at empathy. But they try.  

The next part of her story about the demon 
waiting for them and Howl killing it was unclear. She 
admitted, “By then, the Heart was killing me. I was out 
of it until Mrs. Smith was able to wake me.”  

She paused and sipped more of her tea.  

I need to keep the information about the secret staircase to 
myself. Vivienne probably doesn’t want them to know how to 
access the Engine.  

A guarded glance at Mrs. Smith’s worried eyes 
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convinced her to omit the part about entering the 
room and creating the Engine.  

Instead of providing details, she said, “I had to 
climb up to the lighthouse. I almost didn’t make it. 
Eventually, I crawled into the room where the Engine 
was and installed its Heart. But it didn’t start.”  

Abarta pestered her, “Why is it still broken?”  

I have no idea. But annoyed by his quizzing, Maggie 
snapped back, “The Guardian confirmed that it was 
installed and locked correctly. Everything was fine.  

“But we had to leave before I could figure out what 
was wrong. I need to find another Guardian. Does 
Vivienne have any other Guardians here? The one at 
the lighthouse had been there for ages before we got 
there. There must be others somewhere.”  

Áine glanced around the room before saying, 
“You all need to step outside for a moment so I can 
speak with her.”  

Niamh said, “I’m staying. I still can’t stand on this 
foot for very long. Besides, I already know what you’re 
going to say.”  

Áine shrugged dismissively. “Fine. But the rest of 
you need to leave. Now.”  

There was some grumbling from Abarta and the 
brothers, but after a series of intense, dark looks from 
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Áine, they eventually left the room. 

After the door closed and they heard the latch 
snap into place, Áine leaned close to Maggie’s ear and 
whispered, “I know a guy. But he’s not a Guardian. 
He’s better than a Guardian.”  

Maggie brightened. “Who is he, and where can we 
find him?”  

Áine and Niamh winced at the sound of her loud 
voice.  

Áine hissed, “Sssh! The others mustn’t hear us.”  

Maggie lowered her voice and said softly, “Sorry.”  

“He’s here in Dublin at Trinity College,” Áine 
said. “But he’s in hiding. No one is supposed to know 
where he is. I call him Em. He does something in the 
Antiquities Department. Teach or something.”  

Maggie looked puzzled and asked, “But why are 
you whispering?”  

Áine glanced at the door before saying, “Abarta is 
out there and probably has his ear against the wall. Or 
he might have a listening ward planted in the room. 
After all, it is his ship.”  

Niamh nodded in agreement. “That would be just 
like him. He’s always looking for an edge.”  
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Maggie looked confused and said, “I don’t 
understand. I thought you liked Abarta, you know.”  

“Sure, I like him.” Niamh limped over to the 
curtains and gently pushed them aside to peek outside. 
“Everybody likes Abarta. But some Tuatha are 
searching for Em. Powerful Tuatha. Not to mention 
every Fomorian. It would be a huge blow if they 
captured him. And Abarta would be greatly rewarded 
for revealing where to find Em. Massive rewards.” 
Niamh turned away from the window and looked at 
Maggie. “Abarta has never been one to turn down 
massive rewards.”  

Maggie took a deep breath.  

Find a man who doesn’t want to be found to fix an Engine 
that shouldn’t be broken.  

She whispered, “Why will he be able to help us?”  

Áine replied, “Em designed the Engine.”  

“Oh. Yeah, that would do it.” Maggie slumped 
deep into her pillow. Her hands began trembling, and 
she buried them from view under the blanket. “I don’t 
think I could meet him today, though.”  

Áine shrugged. “That’s okay. He probably 
wouldn’t meet with us anyway. Maybe tomorrow.”  

Niamh leaned forward and whispered, 
“Tomorrow will be too late. We only have a fortnight 
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to return the dead Guardian to the Otherworlds.”  

“What’s a fortnight?” asked Maggie. 

“Two weeks,” Áine softly said. 

“Great.” Maggie scowled. “That means we only 
have a week left.”  

“That’s right,” Niamh said. “A week has already 
passed. After that, it will be too late.”  

Maggie looked puzzled. “Why? What happens 
after a fortnight?”  

Áine reached over to hold Maggie’s hand. “Mr. 
Munroe’s protections from the Otherworlds are 
ending. That’s when Bres’s demons can claim him and 
with him all that he knows.”  

Maggie couldn’t hide her panic. “What!? You’re 
kidding, right?”  

“Not at all.” Áine leaned back in her chair and 
glanced at Niamh for support.  

Niamh nodded in agreement, saying nothing 
more. 

“That’s just great.” Maggie frowned.  

Oh, Mr. Munroe. I’ve seen what corrupted are. “We can’t 
allow that. Let’s go see this Em guy today.  
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“At least after I finish eating.”  

Niamh folded her hands in her lap. “What are we 
going to tell the guys? We can’t let them come with us. 
Can we?”  

Áine’s face beamed, and she said, “We ought to 
tell them that Maggie is going to the library to do 
some research. Trinity College has a fantastic library. 
That should work.”  

Maggie laughed, “Just don’t say we’ll see ancient 
art. If we do, Abarta will never leave us!”  

Niamh added, “And if he went with us, Gee 
would be right there with him.”  

Áine said, “And then his brothers.”  

For a minute, all three of them howled with 
laughter. After five days on the Queen Mary with them, 
it was easy to imagine Abarta and Gee stumbling over 
each other as they followed. 

Áine added, “Of course, Abarta would tell us the 
history of each piece of art we saw.”  

Niamh rubbed her temples and grumbled, “I don’t 
think I can handle that.”  

Áine gave her a gentle shove and chuckled. 
“Before last week, I had no idea he was so obsessed 
with art.”  
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“Me either!” Niamh acted as if she was shocked. 
“He’s a real fanatic about it!”  

Maggie listened to them talk and laugh together as 
if everything was alright.  

It’s such a narrow line for them, crossing between terror and 
routine as if it was normal.  

I wish I was like them. 

Maggie asked, “Should we leave them in the hall?”  

The three of them laughed together, and the 
mood in the room continued to lighten.  

Áine finally managed to say, “I guess we need to 
have them come back in. We’ll tell them that the 
library at Trinity College has a book that might help. 
We can all go, but when we get there, I’ll take you,” 
Áine pointed at Maggie, “to look for Em. Abarta 
doesn’t like reading, so he won’t be interested in 
following us into the library. Niamh, if you keep Luke 
and his brothers occupied, I think we’ll be all set.”  

A worried look crossed Maggie’s face. She glanced 
at Niamh and asked, “How’s your ankle? Can you put 
weight on it?”  

Niamh stared at her ankle, which was wrapped in 
thick layers of bandaging. “Only short distances,” she 
said, then nodded at Maggie. “That will work in our 
favor today. Luke and I will do a bit of sightseeing at 
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the college while you hit the library. I believe that 
should be just fine. The brothers stick together when 
they’re on unfamiliar ground, so they ought to be 
following us, not you.”  

Áine sighed and said, “That settles it then. We 
should let the others back in. I bet this will be the 
hardest part of the day – getting Abarta to move on to 
something other than why he couldn’t be in here.”  

Maggie asked, “Mrs. Smith, could you get me 
something a bit heartier to eat? Perhaps a small bowl 
of oatmeal and some sausages? A glass of milk would 
also be nice. It’s going to be a long day.”  

Mrs. Smith said, “Yes, Ma’am,” and opened the 
door. 

Áine leaned out of her chair and waved to the rest 
of their group in the hall through the open doorway. 
“You can come back now. We’re going to watch 
Maggie eat her lunch. After that, we’ll take her over to 
Trinity College. There’s a book in their library that she 
wants to see.”  

“And we had to leave the room for that?” Abarta 
was fuming. 

Áine glared at him. “No. I had to discuss 
something else with her. It’s private.”  

Abarta stared at her before finally saying, “I see.”  
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As the silent duel raged between Áine and Abarta, 
Mrs. Smith set the tray of food on Maggie’s lap. 
Between bites of oatmeal and breakfast sausages, 
Maggie listened quietly to Abarta and Áine argue.  

Abarta isn’t going to let this slide. If I don’t stop him, he’s 
going to ruin everything. I don’t know who Em is, but I need 
him to fix the Engine.  

Mr. Munroe is dead, and Abarta’s pointless arguing will get him 
corrupted. All our suffering will be for nothing. 

Finally unable to hold back, Maggie snapped, 
“Abarta! Why are you being a jerk?”  

Everyone in the group immediately focused on 
Maggie.  

Before they could interrupt, she reprimanded 
Abarta again, saying, “This didn’t involve you. Just let 
it go. It’s none of your business.”  

“Whoa,” Gee muttered under his breath.  

Before Abarta could respond, Maggie seethed, 
“We have important things to do today, like getting to 
the library so I can search for that book. Before we 
left New Orleans, Vivienne told me I could trust you. 
Is that true, or are you going to be a problem?  

“If you are a problem, then you can stay here on your 
boat.”  
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Abarta’s face quickly shifted back to his playful 
grin. “You can count on me, Princess.” He motioned 
to their surroundings, suggesting that they were on his 
yacht because of his support. “I’m with you. Whatever 
it takes. We just haven’t kept secrets from each other 
until now. That’s all.”  

Áine quietly added, “That we know of.”  

Abarta looked sideways at Áine, and his grin 
shifted into a frown.  

Maggie noticed that Howl’s gaze was still fixed on 
Abarta.  

Howl hasn’t taken his eyes off him the entire time he’s been 
here. I don’t think I should trust Abarta, either. 

Maggie asked, “How did you know where to find 
me, anyway?”  

Gee cleared his throat before saying, “CR radioed 
me that you were heading to the Isles of Scilly.”  

CR said, “That’s true, Princess.”  

Gee hesitated before he added, “When we got to 
the Isles of Scilly, we found Vivienne’s helper… 
actually, he found us. He said Vivienne left 
instructions to tell us that you were traveling in a small 
rowboat. On the ocean, too, so that limited the 
possibilities of where you might be going.”  
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Maggie tilted her head to the side as if she were 
trying to get a better look at Abarta and asked him, 
“Okay, but how did you get this yacht out there in 
time? These ships are slow. At least compared to a 
plane.”  

Abarta sighed, his shoulders drooping in 
exasperation. “Before we boarded the Queen Mary, I 
sent a telegram to the captain to have my yacht waiting 
for us in England.”  

Gee said, “When CR radioed us about going to 
the Isles of Scilly, Abarta had the yacht go there 
instead. It sounds crazy, but after CR dropped you off, 
he flew back to England, picked us up, and then we all 
flew out to the main island.”  

“And here we are.” Niamh chuckled softly before 
adding, “However, making the tight connections 
between the ship, plane, and yacht was a challenge. 
There was a lot of running and shouting.” 

Maggie persisted, “But how did you find the 
lighthouse? I didn’t even know where we were going! 
Did you see the blue beacon?”  

They looked at each other, and finally, Áine 
admitted, “No. It was just luck. It was the only thing 
out there. Other than the ocean. So, we figured it had 
to be where you were.”  

Maggie stared at them incredulously. “You must 
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be joking. Luck?”  

Áine shrugged. “Honestly, we’re Tuatha, you 
know. We have good luck. But we don’t call it luck. 
It’s just life, the way we are.”  

 “I wish I was lucky like that.”  

That’s sort of like cheating at life. 

Áine laughed, “But you are, silly.”  

Maggie gazed at her with a puzzled look. 

Áine blinked at her in surprise a few times and 
asked, “Didn’t you know?”  

Maggie retorted, “Almost getting killed by a bomb 
in Fort Worth wasn’t lucky.”  

“But not getting killed by it was.”  

Maggie rolled her eyes in exasperation. “What 
happens when your luck runs out?”  

“It’s not like that,” Niamh said. “It’s true there are 
times when luck is not enough. But that doesn’t 
change us.”  

Howl was shifting nervously at the foot of the 
bed. 

Áine interrupted, “We’re making the sídach 
uncomfortable. We should talk about something else.”  
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Yeah. Makes me nervous, too—what a creepy 
conversation.  

Luke asked, “What about that book? Is it going to 
tell you how to fix the Engine?”  

Maggie looked at him, thankful for the change in 
topic. “I won’t know until I see it. It’s supposed to 
give us an idea of what might be wrong. I’m sure it 
won’t be easy to fix, though. Nothing ever is.”  

Almost on cue, Niamh stood up and said, “Let’s 
go. We need to let her finish eating so we can get to 
that library.”  

But none of them seemed eager to leave.  

Niamh began gently nudging them toward the 
door, with Luke helping her. “Come on, guys.”  

Even with Luke’s help, it took several minutes to 
clear the room. When the group finally stepped into 
the hallway, Mrs. Smith closed the door behind them.  

“How are you feeling, Ma’am?”  

“Tired. I don’t think I’m ever going to get rested.”  

“Of course, Ma’am. Not while you are here, but 
you will be restored as soon as we reach the 
Otherworlds.”  

“I hope so.” She paused before adding, “It’s going 
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to be a while, though.”  

“It may not take too long, Ma’am, if you locate the 
book you need.”  

“Actually, Mrs. Smith, it’s not a book. That was a 
lie. It’s a person. For some reason, Áine didn’t want 
the others to know who it was—especially Abarta. She 
and Niamh thought that if we said I was going to the 
library to look for a book, Abarta wouldn’t want to 
follow us. But I think he will. He’s too suspicious.”  

“Yes, Ma’am. It would be unusual for him to be 
easily misled. You’ll need to find a book or something 
similar if you want to convince him. Otherwise, you 
will face challenges from him later about the true 
nature of your visit. Where are you going?”  

“They mentioned a nearby college that has a large 
library. You will be joining us.”  

“Of course, Ma’am. You may require my skills.”  

Maggie chuckled. “Yes, I believe I will.”  

“Ma’am, it was wise of you not to share the details 
on how to access the Engine.”  

“I thought so,” said Maggie. “But I hate the idea 
that I can’t trust them.”  

“Yes, Ma’am. I understand.”  
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Maggie finished the last bits of oatmeal and 
sausage, drained the final drop of milk from the crystal 
glass, handed the tray to Mrs. Smith, and struggled to 
stand up. Her hands were still trembling, and her legs 
felt like rubber.  

Maggie looked up. “Mrs. Smith, I’m feeling a bit 
wobbly.”  

“Let me assist you, Ma’am.” She reached out and 
grasped Maggie’s arm to steady her. 

“Thanks. All I need now is a hot bath and some 
fresh clothes.”  

Howl jumped off the bed and stood by the door, 
waiting for them to let him out. Mrs. Smith walked 
across the room to open the door. 

Surprised, Maggie watched Howl leave. “Where’s 
he going?”  

“I wouldn’t know, ma’am. I believe he is 
conducting a security check. He has been in here the 
whole time you were sleeping.”  

“Of course,” said Maggie. “I’m sure he has.”  

“Ma’am, you’ll find a hot bath already drawn in 
the next room. Once you are finished, I will have fresh 
clothes laid out for you.”  

“Thank you.”  
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I’m not surprised. She’s always so organized. Even when 
everything’s in chaos.  

The bathroom and bath were more luxurious than 
those on the Queen Mary. Sitting in the hot water 
relaxed her tense muscles, and the trembling in her 
hands faded. A sense of strength returned. The only 
downside was that she wanted to go back to sleep. Her 
head drooped, and she nodded, her chin resting on her 
chest as she drifted off.  

Startled, she jerked her head out of the water.  

Can’t do that. Only one week left to return Mr. Munroe to 
the Otherworlds. Got to get going. 

Before she could doze off again, she quickly 
finished her bath, wrapped herself in the terrycloth 
bathrobe Mrs. Smith had laid out, and returned to the 
bedroom. Mrs. Smith had set out a gray wool skirt and 
a white silk blouse.  

After getting dressed, she stood in front of the 
mirror mounted on the back of the door.  

I’m so much taller now.  

And the clothes have a distinct college student style. She always 
knows what I need to wear. Conservative black flats paired with 
white socks that match the blouse. I should blend in.  

“Mrs. Smith, do you have my journal?”  
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“Of course, Ma’am.” Mrs. Smith pulled a red 
leather book from her bag and handed it to Maggie. “I 
have your pen as well.”  

“Red, not Blue?” Maggie turned the journal over 
and over in her hands several times. 

“It appears so, Ma’am.”  

“I wonder what it means?”  

“I would not know, Ma’am. The color is your 
Mother’s choice.”  

“Well, that’s something to think about.” Maggie 
took her pen and began to write. 

 

Yesterday was the hardest day of my life. I thought I was 
going to die. Seriously. I’m not sure how I survived. But 
when I got to the lighthouse and read the Language to 
create the Engine, it didn’t work. I don’t know what’s 
wrong, but the new Guardian said it should have. The 
wild thing is that now that I’ve read the Language out 
loud, I remember it. I could make a new one if I had to. 
Except I don’t have a Heart for it. I had to leave it 
plugged into the Engine. The other crazy thing is, the 
Engine didn’t exist as parts. I had to create it from 
disintegrated bits of the crates and other stuff floating 
around the room. It looked like a glitter storm in there. 
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I’m glad I didn’t know ahead of time that I would have to 
do that. It was better just to have to do it without thinking 
too long about everything that could go wrong.  

Yeah, I was the one who created this Engine.  

We’re on Abarta’s yacht now. These kids are the richest. 
CR is here, too, but Jerome is somewhere with the 
Alpha. I haven’t asked him yet where they are. I should 
do that. I wouldn’t have gotten to the lighthouse without 
them. But I think we’re running out of time, so it’s hard to 
focus on everything I should be doing… 

 

When Áine knocked on the door and peeked her 
head around the edge, Maggie was still writing in her 
journal.  

“Ready to go? We have the cars waiting on the 
quay.”  

Maggie looked up. “That was quick.”  

Áine frowned. “Abarta says he’s got three cars for 
us.”  

Maggie closed her journal and capped her pen. “I 
hope they are as nice as the ones Vivienne had.”  

Áine shrugged and said, “You can never tell with 
that guy. Sometimes, he has nice things, like this yacht; 
other times, he doesn’t. He’s a born grifter, so it’s hard 
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(Drawing from Maggie’s journal)
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2   Abarta’s with us 

 

In the view from the ship’s tender, the yacht was 
impressive.  

Three hundred feet long with a large gray 
smokestack rising from its center, it was painted white 
and gleamed like an iceberg on the water. A single row 
of portholes ran along the length of the hull. Doors 
and windows of suites filled the wall of the main deck. 
Above the main deck and its suites, there was an 
upper deck. 

Who knows what’s up there? Officers’ quarters? A radio 
room? There’s nothing like this on Lake Worth, that’s for sure.  

Maggie chuckled at the thought of the yacht trying 
to navigate around Lake Worth. 

Above the upper deck, a smaller deck housed the 
bridge, where the captain stood behind large glass 
windows and watched them take the tender across the 
bay to the river. 

He doesn’t look happy that we took his little boat.  

Or maybe it’s because Abarta is constantly telling him 




