CHAPTER ONE

Morgan Koda stood just beyond the wide double-doors lightly tapping her foot impatiently on the concrete walkway. She knew her friends, Tristan Blake, Rex Walker, and Raine Hunter would appear any second through the front entryway of Edenwiess School of Magic. 

She waved her hand smartly over her head when she saw them. 

Raine was going to visit her during the Thanksgiving and Christmas holidays, but she wouldn’t be seeing Tristan or Rex for two and a half months until school started again. 

Morgan hugged the boys, wishing them “Happy Holidays”. 

“I’m going to take Sonny to my grandmother’s." Morgan whispered as she hunkered down next to the dog. I’ll be right back.” 

No one at the school knew she could Blink (teleport), and the four of them planed to keep it that way. 

With her friends towering over her, Morgan Blinked herself and Sonny, her enormous yellow lab, into the living room of her grandmother’s house. 

For a brief second she thought her magic had failed her once again. 

She really needed to get a handle on it, she chided herself with an angry shake of her head. So far she had landed herself, her friends, and Sonny within the reach of a T-rex and a band of war-crazed Indians. 

With a vow to try harder in her classes, she searched the room for something familiar. But this wasn’t the living room she remembered. Gone were the seashells, starfish, and the different sizes of net-wrapped glass spheres hanging off of driftwood shelves. The interior design she’d learned by heart was of a house that belonged to the sea. However, thrown about the room before her were wooden side tables, burgundy leather couches and matching wing-back chairs. Hangings on the walls were of pictures of cows, horses, and mountain scenes. 
It wasn’t just the decorations that had been altered. The layout of the house itself was different. 

Morgan wondered if she had teleported herself and Sonny into the wrong house. Slamming her eyes closed, a vivid picture of her grandmother’s smiling face filled her minds eye. Concentrating on the image, she Blinked. 

She jerked her eyes open and watched the colorful hue of the transport fade. 

Once again, they were standing in the same living room.
Hesitantly Morgan called out for her grandmother, “Nana”. 

If this was someone else’s house, how would she explain how she and the big yellow dog had come to be here? They couldn’t stand here forever. She had to make their presence known. However, when she called out for her grandmother, her voice sounded a lot like a bullfrog. Forcing down the lump lodged in her throat. Morgan tried again, “Nana?” A trimmer shot up her spine at the fear she heard in her voice. Sonny looked up at her nervously.

“Nana…?” Morgan nearly screamed as she called out for her grandmother a second time. 

Sonny was now pressed into her side, his ears laid back against his head, and he was searching the room. His nose lifted into the air as though, he had suddenly caught a familiar scent. His tail gave a wave from side to side and he leaped forward. Morgan managed to grab his collar before he went tearing from the room. 

“Sonny, what is it?” Morgan saw an ecstatic look had come over his face.

“Morgan is that you? We’re in the kitchen,” came a man's voice from another room.

She held on to Sonny’s collar as he dragged her through the room and into a sun- brightened one, where four people were sitting around a wooden table. 

Her grandmother, Mr. Jurich, who owned the bookstore in the village of Edenwiess, and Morgan knew the other woman sitting beside her grandmother from pictures she'd seen. But the man sitting next to the woman, she didn’t think she knew. However, something about him seemed oddly familiar. 

“Morgan, what’s the matter with you? You look like you have seen a ghost,” the man said, rising to his feet and approaching her.

“Dad…?” Morgan whispered. She looked at the woman and said, “Mom…?”

“How is this possible?” a tiny voice in her head asked. She hadn’t heard that voice in a long time.

Her father was eyeing her with great concern. He looked down at Sonny. “What is the matter with you two?”

“Oh, boy…” were the only words Morgan could think to say. 

She suddenly shot into her father’s arms, with a river of tears running down her face. Morgan hugged him so tightly, had she been older, or maybe, just stronger, she would have broken his ribs.

Molly Koda jumped to her feet and rushed to her daughter. While trying to feel Morgan’s forehead, she said, “Morgan, what is it? Where do you hurt? What’s wrong with you?” Molly panicked as she stared at the back of her thirteen-year-old daughter’s shaking head. “Sean?” she said helplessly, looking into her husband’s wide hazel eyes. 

He shook his head, just as shocked by his daughter’s actions as she was. 

Molly, totally unnerved, turned to her mother, Rose Koda, and screamed, “Mom… call an ambulance.” Molly had no idea what she was saying. All she knew for sure was her daughter was scaring the hell out of her.

Morgan released her father, only to latch on to her mother in an equal hug. Jumbled words of “Dead -How -Alive” and something that sounded a lot like “Mrs. Ryan” Flowed about the room.

A loud bark echoed around the room, and everyone froze, and promptly looked at the dog. 

Sonny had his chocolate-brown eyes on Maximus Sean Alexander-Koda, as if, he were hallucinating. But his nose told him the man really did stand before him.

  Morgan finally stepped away from her mother and grabbed her hand. She also grabbed one of her father’s and led them to the table. 

“Please, everyone sit down. This is going to take a while.” Morgan studied her parents for a moment, then glanced across the table to where her grandmother and Mr. Jurich had also gained their feet. Morgan noted the tight hold Mr. Jurich had on her grandmother. Her eyes flew to the shiny gold band on his left hand. She searched her grandmother’s left hand, and found a huge emerald and diamond ring. ‘Wow, they're married!’ she thought. She turned her head again and caught the flash of sparkle from her mother’s left hand. 

Morgan looked down at the hand she was holding. Her dad also wore a ring on his finger. Nothing but pure joy filled her heart.

With a parent seated on either side of her and still holding both their hands. Morgan began her story.

Morgan told them of the past she remembered. How she had spent almost twelve years in Montana at Mrs. Ryan’s home. About the kindly elderly man who had been nice to her. How he had gone away one day and never came back. He had been killed in a car crash. How her life had changed, and she was made a servant in the same household. How Mrs. Ryan’s grandsons had endlessly tormented her. 

She had to hold her hand up when both her parents erupted with denials. It was easier for Morgan to continue with her story than to stop and answer their questions. 

She described the letter she had given to Santa Claus, who turned out to be the Dean of Edenwiess School of Magic. She conveyed in great detail their conversation of her being a witch. How her parents had died, and then being taken to meeting her grandmother. 

“I don’t understand. We’re not dead, and you grew up here with us.” Molly couldn’t keep her silence any longer.

Sonny spoke from where he sat between Morgan and her father. 

The five humans at the table stared down at him. 
“Morgan has unintentionally changed the future, and for the better it appears.” Sonny smiled up at Sean. He had missed his friend dearly in the years they had been apart.

The four adults at the table said, “What” so loudly it echoed around the room. 

Morgan took over the explanation. “I’m not sure when it happened. It might have been when we rescued the Guardian.” Morgan rubbed her forehead; a sharp pain was pounding just above her right eye.

Before anyone could ask who or what the Guardian was, Sean had seen the flash of Morgan’s magical bracelet and seized her arm. 

“OH, SHIT,” He said before he could stop himself. Three other people at the table looked questioningly at him. 
Morgan and Sonny, however, knew what he was staring at. 

“I know!” Morgan whispered staring into her father’s eyes. 

“Morgan, what the hell are you doing with the Bracelet of Noesis? What do they think they’re doing giving that to my daughter?”

“Sean, what’s going on?” Molly asked.

“Those Custodians of the Rainbow have given her the bracelet that controls the most dangerous object in our world.” He stated fumingly. 

“I still don’t understand. Isn’t her bracelet just like yours? You always said it was?” Molly stared from her daughter to her husband. “Sean, where are you going?” she asked hurriedly when her husband jumped to his feet.

 “I’m going to the Magical Control and Regulation Board (MCRB) and having a talk with a representative for the Rainbow Custodians. They are not giving that bracelet to my daughter.” He was across the kitchen and almost through the doorway with Molly right behind him. 

“Dad… Mom… Wait!” Morgan ran after them. “I can explain.” She knew she had to stop them from leaving the room. “The Creator told me why I have the bracelet,” she stated firmly as she joined them. “Please dad, come and sit down.” Morgan slowly pulled him back to the table with her mother following in their wake.

When she had them seated again, Morgan continued. “The Creator told me, he couldn’t bring himself to destroy the mask. So, he stripped the knowledge of it from his children. As a result they forgot they were magical. Not until a child was born of two magical parents would magic reveal itself. He knew his children wouldn’t be safe as long as they held the power to control The Mask of Noesis.” Morgan was staring at her mom.

“Then, they made a mistake." Sean said with his eyes locked on Morgan. "Your mom isn’t magical…You only have one magical parent - Me.” Sean roared as he started to rise again from his chair.

“No Dad - they haven't made a mistake. Have you never wondered about the color of her eyes?” She pointed to her mom. “Mine and Nana’s as well? Our whole family's…?”

“What the hell does amethyst eyes have to do with this?” He stared from his daughter, to his wife, then to his mother-in-law.

“We are his descendants,” Morgan replied bracing herself for the bomb that was about to go off.

Only silence bounced off the walls. 

 “I’m a witch?” Molly whispered in disbelief.

“Yes mom.” Morgan said watching her closely. 

“What?” Nana said, finally joined the conversation. 

CHAPTER TWO
The Dark Emir appeared before the lake. All was quiet and there was no sign of the children he was looking for. The information had been wrong. When he got his hands on Travers he was going inflict a lot of pain on the man, he assured himself, enraged at the sight of the empty shores. 

A noise just inside the tree line gave him a start. He might not be alone after all, he thought as he raised his hands in front of his chest and stepped forward. Quickly he rushed into the thick trees and brush, searching for the children. He thought maybe they had hidden when he’d arrived and he hadn’t seen them.

The sound of voices back at the lake alerted him. 
He stopped behind a large fir tree and watched the four teens at the water’s edge. He almost lost himself and let out a roar of exhilaration. He had them. ‘In a matter of minutes he would have his great grandfather’s book back…’ The thought stilled in his head, he really had no idea how many great grandfathers it had been since the book had been written. 

A creature’s enormous head suddenly appeared above the water’s surface. The Emir knew what he was seeing. It was the Guardian. His family had been looking for it for almost two hundreds years. He couldn’t believe he was finally looking at the dinosaur-like mammal. ‘How had those children found it?’ he answered his own question – the book. They must’ve been able to read it, which was something neither he nor his father could do. If only his family had retained the ability. 

Travers had been right about the girl having the book. He thought momentarily of the pain he had been going to inflict upon the man. He refocused his concentration back to where it belonged. It couldn’t be just the book. They had to have some other information his family lacked. And he was determined to find out how those children had found the Guardian.

He watched as the children and the dog climb onto the animal’s back and started across the lake. What had Travers said the girl’s name was...? Morgan Koda, but he didn’t know which of the two girls she was.

He hurried along the shore, staying within the trees, but there was no way he could keep up. Using magic was his only option to get across some of the most rugged terrain he had ever seen. 
He had climbed out of a deep coulee and stood on a ridge over looking the lake. He saw the Guardian staring at a path leading from the water’s edge, but the Teens were no where in sight. 
Keeping to the trees so the Guardian wouldn’t see him, the Emir found an animal trail that looked as though it might lead in the right direction. 

Following it, he found the path leading from the lake. He kept his ears open to any sound, as he crept along the trail. He didn't want the Guardian sneaking up on him. "Sneaking up on him?" He muttered. The absurdity of the thought made him lock his jaws around a laugh. There was no way a creature of his size could sneak up on anyone. Shaking his head, he continued up the path. 

He ducked behind a boulder, almost as big as his house, when he realized the path ended in a small clearing. 

He searched the clearing for the kids and the dog, but they were no where in sight. His eyes flew to the ground. Locating their tracks, he followed them straight into wide yawning mouth of a cave. He wondered fleetingly about the animal tracks mixed with their shoe impressions. But the animal tracks, however, were not something the Dark Emir would dwell on. Plus, there was no animal he was remotely afraid of. 

He slowly entered the cave, stopping a short way inside, he listen for their voices. 
All he heard was a deep silence. 
He summoned a flashlight, then crept further into the cave. 
He hadn't gone more than a dozen steps when he came to a Y in the tunnel. A passage led off to the right and another to the left. 


He searched the ground for a sign telling him which way they had gone, but the stone flooring looked as though it had been recently swept clean. 
He knew there was no way he would be able to locate the children by himself. He turned and exited the cave, pulling a small bottle of potion from his robe pocket. He took a small drink and vanished. 

He reappeared at the compound where his men were waiting. He gathered five of his best men, Travers among them, and told them about what he had seen. 
A cry of enthusiasm echoed around the group. 

Each of the five wizards placed a hand on the man in front of him and took a small sip of potion from their own little bottles.

The Dark Emir and his men reappeared as a group in front of the cave. He led the way inside. When they came to the Y in the tunnel, he sent Travers and two men one way, and he led the last two men along the other. 
When the Dark Emir and Travers encountered tunnels leading off the main corridor, they sent a man down the passage. 
They were soon alone in their perspective tunnels. 
The Dark Emir treaded on without a thought to becoming lost.

Travers, on the other hand, let his fear of the dark and the isolation of the cave encase him. With his torch held high above his head, but the glow did nothing to chase back the inkiness pressing in. 

He suddenly whirled staring behind him. He thrust the torch in front of him forcing back the darkness. He knew someone or something, was standing just beyond the light. "Who's there" He called out in a near whisper. 

He prodded his light source, first to the left, then to the right side of the tunnel, the flames left a long fiery stream. Nothing appeared within the glow, but he knew something was there. He waved the torch faster, forcing light further into the blackness.

The flames flickered and died and blackness surrounded him. 

He dropped the dead torch, and rushed forward blindly. 
He had no idea how long he stumbled down the corridor with his arms stretched out before him. It could have been minutes, but it felt like hours. 

He came up hard against a rock wall. Sliding down the wall, he lay curled on the stone floor. 

A scraping sound near his ear bolted him upright, then to his feet. He knew what he had to do; he had to get out of the cave. But with no idea how to find his way out. He dug from his pocket a tiny bottle. He took a great gulp and waited for the colorful hues to teleported out of the cave.
 His wait was in vain.
 The Dark Emir, however, was marking the passages as he turned down them. 
No matter how hard he listened, he never heard the children. It crossed his mind that maybe, they weren't in the cave. But he had seen their foot prints leading inside. They had to be in here, somewhere, he thought. 

After three hours of search though passageways and not finding any sign of them. He decided they were going about this the wrong way. 

He was back tracking his way out of the cave when he was all but run over by a hurtling body. It took him a few seconds to realize the body belonged to Travers.

“Travers…?” The Emir snarled, taken aback by the terror he saw on the other man’s face. He knew it was useless to ask if he or one of his men had found the children. He sneered at Travers, “Get a hold of yourself.” He waited impatiently as the other man drew huge breaths into his lungs. 
As the fear of the dark lonely cave receded, Travers became aware of who he had run into. “I’m sorry Sir…” He halted as the Emir raised his hand for silence.

The sound of tiny voices in the distance caused the Emir to whirl around and take off. Pounding feet echoed along the stone walls as the two men tore in the direction of the voices. 
When they finally reached a tunnel where a welcoming light glowed, The Dark Emir studied the ground at the opening of the tunnel. He found more foot prints. 
The Emir and Travers followed them to the lake. 
The children, however, were gone, as was the Guardian.

The Dark Emir and Travers returned to the entrance of the cave and waited for his men to reappear. 
They waited for over two hours before the last of the men emerged from the cave. Two wasted hours as far as the Emir was concerned. 
His reason for staying was, he had forgotten to replenish his teleport potion and would have to get some from one of his men. Travers had already told him he had used his to get out of the cave. He pretended to search his pocket for his potion, coming up empty handed, he said, “I need some potion. I have lost mine in the cave,” five bottles appeared before him. 
“McNally, you will remain here in case the children come back.” The Dark Emir said as he took the vial from the man’s outstretched hand. “The rest of you will accompany me back to the encampment.” He needed to get more men to search the cave thoroughly. He had a feeling this cave was very important. Why else would the Guardian be helping those children?

He downed the most of the potion; thrust the bottle back into the Travers’s hand, before he vanished. 
One of the other men took a small drink, then handed his bottle to McNally.

The Dark Emir, a second ahead of his men, stood rooted to the spot, his encampment was gone. In stunned disbelief, he gazed around. His camp had vanished as though, it had never been there at tall. Not even a single stray bit of trash marked where his camp had been in the clearing. 
He thrust his hand out for another bottle of potion, never uttering a word. 
Travers handed him the bottle he had been given. 
“Meet me in the village of Scottsworth,” he said through clinched teeth as he vanished. 
Scottsworth was an all-magic village located on the coast of Scotland. 

His men stood for a moment, looking around. None of them voiced the dread they felt at having found their camp gone. 
Three of them took a drink from their vials and disappeared. 
The fourth took only a small sip. His bottle was almost empty. He handed it to Travers before he disappeared.
Travers glared down at the bottle in his hand and wished he had never gotten involved with the Dark Emir. He shrugged his shoulders and emptied the vial down his throat. 
His troubles, however, were far from over.
The Dark Emir arrived in the village and immediately headed for his home. He would contact the rest of his men and someone would pay for moving his camp, he thought furiously. 

He had only taken a few steps when his henchmen finally appeared. Without a word to any of them, he led them down the deserted street. 
The sky was just starting to turn pink. 
The Emir knew something was horribly wrong when he approached where is house should have been. In its place was a building with a sign on the front advertising robes for every occasion.

“What the hell is going on?” He shouted staring at the building. 

His men gathered around him and waited for him to tell them what was happening. 

The Dark Emir turned on his heels and marched back up the street. 
He slid to a stop outside an eatery and glared at the woman who had just stepped from the restaurant. His eyes followed her for a moment. He didn’t know her, and that in its self was strange. When he had left this village just a few short hours ago, he had known everyone in it. 
 It took the appearance of Traver’s wife for him to figure out, that something was definitely wrong with their timeline. For Travers didn’t have a wife.

Travers entered the eatery behind his boss. 

He jerked his head around at a sudden crashing noise; a witch had knocked over her chair and she was charging across the room straight for him. 
The woman pounded his chest, cursing him. 
Before Travers could stop himself, he grabbed her wrists, forcing them high above her head. 
Every patron in the small restaurant turned to stare, including his boss. 
Travers felt his face flush with embarrassment. He finally gazed down at the woman, and was taken aback by the hatred staring back at him. 

“Where have you been all night?" The enraged woman snarled, then bellowed at the top of her lungs, "You worthless piece of…Trash…!” Her spittle sprayed across his face.

“Now look here, Ma’am,” Travers started. But the woman cut him off. 
“Ma’am…? What do you mean by, Ma’am?” More spittle flew at him. 

The Dark Emir smirked as he stepped up to the woman. 

She slowly turned her head, staring. Her chest barely rose with each hollow breath, then with a scream, she jerked her arms from Travers’ hold. “What the hell are you doing with Edgar Upchunck? I told you, you are not to associate with him.” She pointed into the Dark Emir’s face.

“Please Ma’am. You have me confused with someone else.” Travers voice had taken on a whiny tone.

The woman’s reaction was faster than Travers had expected.

She slapped him as hard as she could across the face. “I am your wife…And if you call me ma’am, or anything other than my name again, you will regret it.” 
Travers had never seen a woman so enraged and it would have been funny, if it was happening to someone else.

“Look, lady.” Travers said infuriated, he'd had enough of her abuse, and the left side of his face hurt like hell. He wanted away from this ludicrous woman. 

The Dark Emir was on the same page; he grabbed Travers by the arm and hauled him out the door. 
The other three men followed, as did the woman.

The five wizards walked away from the eatery. 
The woman stood before the building, cursing the lot of them. 
The Dark Emir had one thought, and one thought only. 'How had the Harpy known his name?' No one… not even his followers knew the name his mother had given him.

CHAPTER THREE
“What do you mean - we are witches?” Rose said. She had finally joined the conversation. She loved everything about magic, but this was ridiculous. Neither of her daughters, Molly or Marie, had ever demonstrated the slightest sign of magic. “Morgan, I think you must have misunderstood. We… me, Molly, and Marie,” She paused to look around the table. “We can’t be witches. We have no magical powers.” Rose was at a loss for words, her voice trailed away as she continued eyeing her granddaughter. 

Morgan, on the other hand, gave her a smile full of understanding and resumed her tale about finding the Mask of Noesis in an enormous cavern in the cell-way between the mountain ranges of Northern Montana and Idaho. 
She tried to explain her reasons for leaving the artifact in the cave. Where magical barriers kept it was safe for hundreds of years. In the cave, neither the Dark Emir, nor his followers could lay a hand on it. 

She had taken it one step further than her great-grandfather. She had disassembled the mask, making sure; no one could ever use it again.
 Morgan couldn’t bring herself to leave her parents so soon. She spent the rest of the afternoon and the evening catching them, grandmother, and step-grandfather, Mr. Jurich, up on the past she remembered. She spent the night curled into her father’s side, with her mom sitting close with her arm resting on Morgan’s hip. 

Her parents told her what her life had been like growing up with them. 

Daylight came all too soon for Morgan. 

She waved one last time to her family, then Blinked. 
She had two stops to make before returning to the school, to see her friends before they were officially released for the Holidays. 

At her first stop, she stood outside the house where she had spent almost twelve years of her life. The house wasn’t as grand as she remembered. She stood for what seemed a long time, watching the activity going on in the front of the house. An elderly man was leaning on the rake in his hands, directing two slender boys about her age on properly mowing the lawn. 
Morgan drew in a sharp breath as she recognized them, they were the Owens twins. She studied them from across the narrow street. Their blond hair was about all she recognized. 

Movement to their right caused her to shift her gaze. 
There was Mrs. Ryan, cutting flowers from her flower beds. She didn’t look like the woman Morgan remembered. Her hair was stone grey, instead of the deep brown she had touched up every month. Morgan also noted the weight the Owens twins had lost, she seemed to have gained. When the woman turned her head and caught Morgan’s eyes, the condescending look Morgan knew so well was still there. The woman’s eyes narrowed on her. For a heartbeat, Morgan thought Mrs. Ryan was going to start screaming at her. But her penetrating stare ended when she went back to cutting her flowers. 

Morgan’s eyes zeroed in on the two boys again and she remembered the torment they had inflicted on her everyday of those twelve years. One of them, from the distance she couldn't tell if it was Steven or Mathew, looked at her. He touched his brother's shoulder and pointed to Morgan. She raised her hands and spread her fingers – waiting for their harassment to begin.

Her heart was still pounding in her chest, when both boys raised their hands and waved at her cheerfully, then went on with mowing the lawn.

Morgan shook her head, stunned by their attitude, when it dawned on her, in all the years she had known the two boys she had never seen them work before. She thought it nice to watch them for a change. It had been one of their favorite pastimes to watch Morgan work. 

Movement drew her eyes back to the older man and it hit her like a freight train. She had no doubt who he was. He was the man who had been kind to her. The only time in that house she had ever been treated with compassion. Her heart swelled at seeing him alive. The man suddenly looked up, caught her eyes and the street.
He cupped her cheek and stared into her purple eyes. “I remember those eyes.” At her fearful look, he said, “Don’t worry, they don’t.” He nodded his head at his family. He kissed her cheek and whispered, “I’m happy to see you” then he walked back to his family.

Morgan touched her cheek where the pressure of his lips still lingered, then Blinked. 
She appeared back on the school grounds and walked over to her friends. Raine Hunter, Tristan Blake, and Rex Walker, where right where she had left them just moments ago, waiting for her return on the school’s vast lawns.

“You’re never going to believe this…” She told them about her parents being alive. 

“Well then, what we went through in the cave was worth it.” At first Morgan thought Rex was being flippant. But his face took on a serious look and he was nodding his head. 

“I also went back to Mrs. Ryan’s house…” She told them what had happened there. But more importantly, she told them about her second stop. 
She had found out how all this had come to be. “I also Blinked back into the cave. I talked to the Creator. He told me, I took the mask apart in the past. Before my father had been killed”

Their collective “What” drew a smile from her. 
“From the time I disassembled the mask forward, the past and present has been changed.”

“I thought something was up,” Raine interrupted. “Everyone is acting weird. Do you have to change it back?” Raine eyed Morgan in a fixed stare afraid of the answer.

“He said it was my choice.” Before any of them could argue, she said, “I am leaving it this way. I will not lose my parents again.” 

Her friends reassured her they agreed. 
Plus, the left hand on her hip and the right hand in the air, told them Morgan wasn’t going to be messed with on this issue. She did look pretty cute, both boys thought.

“Why do we still remember our past?” Tristan asked, trying to hide the smile lurking behind his lips.

“We were protected by the barriers in the cave,” Morgan told him.

“But you were the only one who could get through that barrier.” Raine said. She still didn’t understand any of it.

“No, there was another barrier we all crossed. Those tunnels transported us into the past. From what the Creator told me, there are tunnels into different time periods. And portals into different worlds within the cave.” Her friends were stunned into silence. 

“Come on, we had better get going or we are going to miss the boat to the mainland,” Rex said, shaking head so his brain would reengage. He wasn’t the only one. He hefted his shoulder bag by the strap and led the way down the path leading to the Village of Edenwiess.

The walk to the village was uneventful, to Morgan’s surprise they were four hours early for the boat. Rex had planed it that way. He wanted one last go at Wahok, a game played over a huge pool on broomsticks, at the arcade before catching the boat.

Five hours later, Morgan went with her friends as far as the restroom at Kona Hawaii International Airport. 
She saw them through the security gate, then she Blinked back to Florida to spend the next two months getting to know her mother, father, and grandparents.

