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CHAPTER 1 – THE STRAY

"Hey, look!" Kisa yelled to her friend
Morgan. Kisa was pointing at some kind of animal moving behind
bushes in the park.

"What is it?" Morgan asked as she backed
away. Things that hid in bushes were not her idea of a good
time.

"I don't know. I thought it was a rabbit, but
now I don't know," Kisa said. She whistled to it. She was just
learning to whistle, and it came out half whistles and half just
blowing.

Morgan laughed. "Rabbits don't come to
whistles, do they?" she asked.

"How do I know? I don't know any rabbits,"
Kisa said. She whistled some more. "C'mon bunny, or whatever you
are, come on out."

"If it's foaming at the mouth or acting
strange I'm going home," Morgan said.

"Me, too," said Kisa. "I'm not stupid. I
don't want rabies. I just want to make sure it's not lost, whatever
it is."

Just then the little animal came out. It was
the funniest dog either of the girls had ever seen. It was very
square and had a flat face. It walked with stiff little steps. You
could hear it breathing through its squished-up nose.

Around its neck was a dog collar with a
tag.

"All right!" Kisa said. "Now we can read the
tag and know who to call."

"That's if we can catch the dog, and if it
doesn't bite us or something," Morgan said.

"You can think of more things that might go
wrong than anybody I know!" Kisa said. "Why don't we just try being
nice and gentle and see if it wants to be caught and then
everything will be OK, all right?"

Morgan thought that was a workable plan.

The girls knelt and stuck out their hands for
the dog to sniff.

It waddled about halfway over to them and sat
down. It cocked its head. It looked like it was thinking. It cocked
its head the other way. It looked like it was thinking even
harder.

"Come on, little one, we won't hurt you,"
Morgan said. "Just don't bite us, or anything, OK?"

She sounded nervous. She wasn't used to being
around strange animals. For that matter, the only animal she'd ever
gotten to know even halfway well was Kisa's dog. If this particular
animal hadn't looked so lost, and cute, or if it had been just a
little bit bigger, Morgan probably would have lost her nerve and
gone home.

"Come on," Morgan said again, trying to sound
brave. She didn't want to look like a coward when her friend Kisa
was obviously not the least bit scared.

The animal grinned. There's no other way to
say it. Some grownups say that dogs can't smile, but this one did.
Even its eyes twinkled.

The dog trotted up to Morgan.

She gave it a few pets and pats and made sure
it was calm. Then she twisted the tag around to where she could
read it. A funny look came over her face. She twisted the dog tag
around to where she could read the other side. Then she read both
sides again.

"Well, what does it say?" Kisa asked.

Kisa was a bit upset that the dog had gone to
Morgan instead of her. Most animals came to Kisa first, because she
wasn't afraid of them. Kisa was also upset that Morgan got to read
the tag first. In this friendship, Kisa was usually the leader.

"Well, what does it say?" she asked again,
impatiently.

"It's not very nice," Morgan said. "At least,
I don't think it is. I'm not sure it makes a lot of sense." She
took the dog in her arms and gave it a hug.

"Let me see," Kisa said, grabbing at the
tag.

The dog growled at her. Kisa backed off.

"You have to be nice to her," Morgan said.
"Besides, I don't believe the stupid old dog tag anyway." She gave
the dog another hug. It snuggled closer. Both Morgan and the dog
ignored Kisa.

Kisa felt like standing up and stomping her
foot. But her mom and dad had been telling her that foot stomping
wasn't very ladylike and she wasn't supposed to do it anymore. So
she didn't stand up and stomp her foot. Instead, she grabbed her
hair and gnashed her teeth until she could calm down. This was
probably not any more ladylike than stomping her feet, but her
parents hadn't caught her at hair grabbing and teeth gnashing
yet.

When she calmed down, she tried again. "OK,
I'll be nice. May I please read the tag now?"

The dog nodded.

This was a little spooky. Dogs don't usually
shake their heads up and down to say yes. For that matter, they
don't usually know what a person is saying.

Kisa gently reached over and took hold of the
tag and turned it around a couple of times, trying to figure out
which was the front. Both sides had writing. "You can keep this dog
if you want," one side read. "But I warn you, she's trouble," the
other side read.

Morgan held the dog closer and started to
cry. "My parents won't let me keep a pet," she said.

"Mine will, if I ask them right," Kisa said.
"Besides, we have to keep her."

"Why?" Morgan asked.

"Because she needs us," Kisa said.

The dog nodded again.

 

 


 



CHAPTER 2 – LOOK WHAT FOLLOWED US HOME

"Hey, Mrs. Tanaka, look what followed us
home!" Morgan yelled at Kisa's mom, as soon as they saw her.

Kisa tried to stomp on Morgan's foot. "That's
not the way to do this," she snarled.

"That's what my brother always says when he
finds a stray," Morgan said.

"Yeah, and you guys don't ever get to keep
them, do you?"

"You have a point."

"Just let me do the talking, will you?" Kisa
whispered.

Morgan promised to be quiet. That taken care
of, the girls walked up to Kisa's mom, the dog happily trotting
along between them.

"Hi, Mom," Kisa said. "We need some help
figuring out what to do. This dog seems to need a home."

"Uh, huh, I bet," Kisa's mom said.

"No, really!" Kisa said. "And I can prove
it."

"Look, kids, it's cute and it likes you, but
you just can't go around adopting pugs off the street."

"Whats?" asked Kisa and Morgan at the same
time.

"Pugs," Mrs. Tanaka said. "P-U-G-S. They used
to be popular with royalty. It's not like you found a mongrel. Pugs
can be expensive. Let's look at that dog tag, shall we?"

Mrs. Tanaka reached toward the pug. It
happily walked up to be petted.

"Oh, you are a sweetheart, aren't you?" Mrs.
Tanaka said.

She patted and stroked the dog and made sure
it was calm. Then she took hold of the dog tag and twisted it
around to where she could read it. A funny look came over her
face.

She twisted the tag around to where she could
read the other side. Then she read both sides again.

"You can keep this dog if you want…" she read
out loud.

"You see what it says, Mom," Kisa said.

"…But I warn you, she's trouble," Mrs. Tanaka
said, as she finished reading.

She held the dog at arm's length and looked
at it. The dog looked perfectly harmless.

"This is very strange," Mrs. Tanaka said.

"We've played with her for almost an hour,
and she hasn't done anything weird, has she, Morgan?" Kisa
said.

Morgan shook her head.

"But Kisa, you already have a dog. And I'm
not sure that a German Shepherd and a pug would get along."

"Sure, they would. Like I said, we've played
with this dog for almost an hour. I'm sure she'd get along with
Hercules if we just introduce them right. Besides, she doesn't have
to be my dog."

"What do you mean?" her mom asked.

"Well, Morgan likes this dog a lot and the
dog actually likes Morgan better than me but Morgan's mom doesn't
believe in pets so this could actually be Morgan's dog and I'd just
keep it here for her, please Mom," Kisa said in one long burst.

"I don't want to do anything behind Mrs.
Smith's back," Mrs. Tanaka said.

"Oh, we wouldn't," Kisa said. "And, by the
way, Morgan's mom hates being called Mrs. Smith. She goes by Mizzz
Smith."

Morgan rolled her eyes.

"In fact," Kisa said, ignoring Morgan,
"Morgan's mom hates anyone being called Missus anything, and is
real rude about it. Which is maybe beside the point. If she ever
asked us if Morgan has a dog we'd say yes, right Morgan?"

Morgan nodded.

"And if she said to get rid of the dog, what
then, girls?" Mrs. Tanaka asked.

"Then I guess she could give the dog to me,"
Kisa said. "Then I'd be sharing the dog with her instead of her
sharing the dog with me."

Mrs. Tanaka laughed. "It sounds like you have
everything figured out, Kisa," she said.

"Well, not everything. I haven't come up with
a name. Of course, if it's Morgan's dog, she'll do that. And I'll
need to study my dog books. This dog's not like Hercules. Hercules
likes to obey. This dog likes to do what she wants. She's going to
need some training. I know it's going to take some extra work. But
I can do it, Mom. And I've been careful with my allowance. I've got
enough to help get a new tag and pay for rabies shots and stuff.
Please, Mom."

"You've been very quiet, Morgan," Mrs. Tanaka
said. "What do you say?"

Morgan looked goggle-eyed at Kisa.

Kisa stared back at her, trying to figure out
what the problem was. Then she remembered that Morgan had promised
to be quiet and let Kisa do the talking.

"Oh, I let you out of your promise to be
quiet. You can talk now," Kisa said.

Morgan breathed a sigh of relief. Being quiet
had been harder than she thought it would be. She was really sorry
she'd promised to let Kisa do the talking. By now she had a lot
built up that she wanted to say.

"Oh, Mrs. Tanaka, I really, really like this
dog and I think it was really mean of someone to put a tag like
that on her and turn her loose. I'd help take care of her. If I
stop buying candy bars I'd have lots left over from my allowance.
I'd pay for her food. Or I think I could. I guess I don't know how
much dog food costs."

She gave Kisa a worried look. She really
didn't have any idea how much it cost to feed a dog.

"Oh, she's not going to eat nearly as much as
Hercules does, will she, Mom?" Kisa said.

This wasn't exactly an answer to Morgan's
question, but it was the best Kisa could do, since she wasn't sure
how much dog food cost, either. Her parents provided the food for
Hercules.

Mrs. Tanaka looked at Kisa. She looked at
Morgan. She looked at the pug. She looked back at Morgan.

"I need to think about this," she said.
"Let's have a snack, and get this dog some food and water, while I
think. I'll be right back."

 

 


 



CHAPTER 3 – THE INVITATION

"Oh, no," Morgan said, as Mrs. Tanaka went
into the house. "We're cooked now."

"What do you mean?" Kisa asked. She tossed a
weed through the air and tried to hit the compost pile, having
decided to weed the garden while she waited for her mom to come
back outside.

The pug happily chased the flying weed. Her
tongue lolled out one side of her mouth. Kisa giggled and threw
another weed.

"How can you be having so much fun?" Morgan
whined.

Kisa stopped throwing plants and stared at
her. "Now what's the problem?" she asked.

"Didn't you hear what your mom said?"

"Maybe not, because I didn't hear anything to
be worried about."

"When a mom says she needs to think about
something, it just means she's working on a good excuse to say no,"
Morgan said. "I learned that a long time ago."

"Well, then, I guess we're lucky this is my
mom," Kisa said. "When my mom says she has to think about
something, she's usually working on some way to say yes."

"I wish I had your mom," Morgan said.

Kisa knew the feeling. Most of the time her
mom was great, but she could remember a time or two or three when
she'd wished that she had different parents. "Some days I would
trade you," she said.

"No you wouldn't. My mom doesn't like
anything."

"Sure she does. She likes the rain forest and
waving signs around on television and stuff like that," Kisa
teased.

Morgan's mom was always protesting something.
Kisa and the other kids liked teasing Morgan about it, especially
since it seemed to be a different cause every week.

Morgan was tired of being teased about her
mom. She pulled up a weed to throw at Kisa. To her surprise, there
were potatoes attached to it.

Kisa ran over and stuck the potatoes back in
the ground and covered them back up with mulch.

"That's OK, Morgan. I always pull up a few
potatoes every year by accident. They look like weeds on top.
They'll be fine," Kisa said, as she smoothed the mulch and patted
it down.

Morgan sighed. "Mom only loves animals as
long as they're at least a hundred miles away from her. I can't
wait to grow up so I-"

Kisa clamped a dirty hand over her mouth.
"Careful. Here comes Mom," she whispered.

Morgan pulled free. "Why didn't you just say
so?" she sputtered, wiping her mouth with her sleeve. She wasn't
sure which tasted worse, the dirt or the weed juice.

Mrs. Tanaka came across the lawn carrying a
tray with milk and cookies and two bowls. She set the tray on the
picnic table. She set the bowls on the ground. One bowl had water
in it. The other had a small amount of dog food.

The pug wagged its curled little tail and dug
in.

"Not too fast, now," Kisa and her mom said at
the same time.

The pug looked up and cocked its head and
smiled. Kisa giggled.

Morgan frowned. "Doesn't she need more food
than that? We don't want to starve her," she said.

"You really haven't had a dog before, have
you?" Kisa said.

"Sometimes a change in diet doesn't bother
them, but it's better to go slow, just in case," Mrs. Tanaka said.
"They're less likely to get sick to their stomach that way."

The pug licked its lips and smiled.

Mrs. Tanaka looked at the dirt smudge on
Morgan's face. She looked at Kisa's hands. "You girls go and wash,
so we can eat our snack. I called your mom, Morgan, and asked her
if you can stay for supper. She said she'd be happy to join
us."

"She invited herself, you mean," Morgan
groaned. "She's always inviting herself."

Morgan's mom had been rude and invited
herself, but Mrs. Tanaka didn't want to make a big deal about it.
She smiled, and gave Morgan a reassuring hug. "That's OK. We can
handle it," she said. "It's time we met anyway, since you girls
have started playing together so much. Go wash." She shooed the
girls off and started playing with the pug.

Kisa was dancing with joy all the way into
the house and down the hall and into the bathroom. It was obvious
that her mother liked the pug and wanted to help the poor lost
creature.

Morgan dragged in behind her. "You don't get
it, do you, Kisa?" she moaned. "Mom's coming. I told you we were
cooked."

 

 


 



CHAPTER 4 – OFF TO A BAD START

Kisa's dad got home before Morgan's mom
showed up.

He read the dog tag. He scratched his head.
"That's strange," he said. "People don't usually give pugs away. I
know a few people who have sold them after they've found out how
stubborn they-"

"That's it! That's it. I know that's it!"
Kisa shouted, dancing around the room and cutting her father off
mid-sentence.

"Excuse me," Mr. Tanaka said.

Kisa stopped and looked at him. "Oops. I
interrupted you again, didn't I?" she said.

Her dad nodded. "But now that I'm stopped,
why don't you tell me what you're whooping about?"

Kisa spread her hands wide. "Dad, don't you
get it? If pugs are really stubborn dogs, then somebody without any
patience would get really frustrated and give them away.
Right?"

"Hmmm," her dad said. (This is what he
usually said when Kisa seemed to be getting ahead of herself.)

"So this dog just belonged to someone with no
patience. That explains everything," Kisa said, "They'd want to
give the dog to anybody who would take it. But they'd warn them,
too. Right?" She thought it was a brilliant explanation.

"We don't know that," her dad said.

"But it would explain everything!" she
said.

"That doesn't mean it's necessarily true.
We're just guessing. Don't get me wrong. It's OK to guess. Just
don't get it mixed up with what you know," her dad said.

Kisa flopped on the floor to play with the
pug. "I just don't get it, Dad. She's such a nice little dog. Why
would someone make a tag like that and turn her loose? She could
have been hit by a car or starved to death or gotten into poison or
all sorts of things before someone took her home. It's so mean to
kick out a dog. They like people and they count on us."

"I know, sweetheart. But some people don't
understand that."

"Yeah, like Mom," Morgan moaned.

The front doorbell rang.

Morgan tried to hide the pug behind the
couch. The pug refused to stay there. "You don't understand, dog.
My mom hates dogs. We have to soften her up first. You need to
hide. Pleeease!" She shoved the dog again. This time it went behind
the couch and stayed there.

"I like this dog," Mr. Tanaka said with a
laugh. "It makes little girls say please."

Morgan looked at him in dismay. Her mom was
about to ruin everything, again, and Mr. Tanaka was joking?

Mrs. Tanaka opened the door.

"Good evening. You must be Morgan's mother.
I'm Sharon Tanaka," she said to the middle-aged, middle-height
woman standing on the front steps. "Won't you come-"

"You should have a ramp. What if I was in a
wheelchair?" Morgan's mom said, cutting Mrs. Tanaka off.

"You see what I mean about her mom?" Kisa
whispered to her dad.

He put his finger to his lips to make Kisa
shush, but he nodded. He saw all right. The woman was rude.

Morgan's cheeks burned. It was very difficult
and embarrassing, having a mother who told everyone what to do
before she even said hello or got introduced.

Kisa saw her dad's eyes twinkle. She tried to
get between him and the door.

Her dad smiled, stepped around her, and
walked to Morgan's mom with his hand out for a handshake. Morgan's
mom hid her hands behind her back, so he had to give up on the
handshake. Undaunted, he said, "As a matter of fact, I was looking
at putting in a ramp. Could I come look at yours this weekend to
get ideas on how it's done?"

Morgan's eyes got huge. She tried not to
cry.

Kisa buried her face in her hands. She tried
not to laugh. She'd told her dad about Morgan's house not having a
wheelchair ramp, even though Ms. Smith was trying to force everyone
else to build one.

"We don't have one," Morgan's mom said.

"But didn't I see you on television just the
other day saying that everybody should have ramps?" Mr. Tanaka
asked.

"Well, we don't need one," Morgan's mom
said.

"Neither do we, as a matter of fact. When my
brother visits, we just lift him into the house. No problem."

"I bet he thinks it's a problem."

"He doesn't seem to mind. We can call him if
you want to ask him yourself. But he lives in Japan, so we'd better
not call now. It's not a real convenient time over there. But I
tell you what. When you get a ramp, I'll come look at it and see if
we need one like it."

"I have an exemption. You don't. The law
doesn't apply to me," Morgan's mom said.

This was not a really healthy thing to say in
front of Mr. Tanaka. Kevin Tanaka rather firmly believed that the
law ought to apply equally to everybody.

Mrs. Tanaka gently but firmly took him by the
arm and sent him to the kitchen to check on dinner. Then she tried
again with her unpleasant guest, who was still standing sullenly
just outside the door. "Won't you please come in?" she asked,
politely.

"Not until you lock up that dog," Ms. Smith
said. She sounded grumpy and determined.

Mrs. Tanaka was puzzled. She hadn't mentioned
the pug when she called. All she'd said was that she'd like to have
Morgan stay for dinner.

It turned out Ms. Smith wasn't talking about
the pug. "Morgan says you have a German Shepherd. German Shepherds
are inherently defective and dangerous. I think they should be
outlawed. I demand that you lock it up before I come in," she
said.

Kisa nearly exploded. "Hercules is a good
dog. He's never bitten anybody. He wouldn't even bite you and
you're not even-"

"Kisa, that's enough for now," her mom
said.

Kisa bit her lip. She didn't say another
word. But she frowned like crazy. Hercules was a good dog, and it
hurt to have someone say bad things about him. It especially hurt
because he wasn't around, and so couldn't show what a nice dog he
was.

Mrs. Tanaka tried again. "Kisa's dog isn't
here this evening. He's at the vet clinic. He's been sick. Won't
you come in?"

"Sick, huh? I told you they were defective,"
Morgan's mom said with a smirk as she finally came in the door.

Kisa started crying. It was hard enough
worrying about her dog without someone thinking it was funny.

Morgan burst into tears and ran out of the
room.

The pug walked out from behind the couch and
stuck its tongue out at Morgan's mom, and trotted after Morgan.

 

 


 



CHAPTER 5 – TRAPPED!

Kisa found Morgan and the pug sitting
together in a rather dark corner of the basement.

"Why can't my mom be nice to anybody?" Morgan
sobbed. "I wish I was somewhere else."

"Me, too," Kisa said, putting an arm around
her friend. "Hey, dog, how about you? Mom said your ancestors used
to belong to royalty. Don't you wish you were in some big, old,
creepy castle instead of here? Huh?"

Morgan smiled a small smile. Kisa's silly
teasing almost always cheered her up, at least a little bit.

Morgan wiped about half the tears off her
face. It felt like too much work to wipe off the other half.

The pug walked to one side and disappeared in
the darkness. She came right back to the two girls. She licked each
of them on the hand.

"Huh? Where are we?" Morgan asked.

"We're in my basement, you silly goose," Kisa
said.

"No, we're not," Morgan said.

No, they weren't. They were in a place with
just a little light, like the corner in the Tanaka's basement. But
the walls were made of stone. The light was coming through tall,
narrow slits in the wall. Kisa took a peek out the nearest slit.
She tried to whistle, but her mouth was too dry.

"Where are we?" Morgan squeaked.

"Let's just say that maybe I should have kept
my mouth shut about big, old, creepy castles," Kisa said.

"How do you know we're in a castle?" Morgan
whimpered.

"Lots of reasons," Kisa said. "Like the walls
are made of stone, and we have archery windows instead of regular
ones."

"Archery windows?"

"Well, I don't think that's the right name.
But, you know. For archers to use to shoot arrows at people."

"That's not nice."

"Castles weren't built to be pretty. They
were built as forts for protection. Why are you looking at me like
that?"

"How do you know so much about castles?"

"I don't know that much about castles. But
I've read about them. The windows are long and narrow so that
people with bows can shoot through them, and so that it would be
hard for someone on the outside to shoot inside. You know, they
make a small target."

"No, I don't know. Mom won't let me read
about castles."

"What's wrong about reading about
castles?"

"I don't know. Something about not wanting me
to wait around for knights on white horses."

"Gee. Back home there really aren't too many
of those. And here there aren't either, from what I can see. All I
saw were guys on brown horses. And they're all on the other side of
the moat, so I'm not going to worry about them for a while," Kisa
said.

"A moat," Morgan moaned.

"Yeah, it's a ditch dug around a castle and
filled with water to keep out the bad guys."

Morgan was tired of being reminded that they
weren't where they were supposed to be. She also didn't like being
reminded that there is such a thing as bad guys. "I KNOW WHAT A
MOAT IS!" she shouted.

Kisa ducked. "Would. You. Be. Less. Loud.
There. Are. Bad. Guys. On. The. Other. Side. Of. The. Moat," she
hissed through clenched teeth.

"How do you know they're bad guys?" Morgan
whimpered.

"I don't. I'm guessing. But they are on the
wrong side of the moat, so I'm guessing we don't want them over
here."

"If they're on the other side of the moat,
we're OK, right?"

"That maybe depends on whether the drawbridge
is down. If the bridge is lowered, they can ride across the
moat."

"I thought you said you weren't worried about
them."

"That's before I remembered about
drawbridges, and before you yelled and made everybody look up
here," Kisa said.

"They looked?"

"Ev-v-er-r-r-y-y-ybody. That I could see,
anyway."

"We need to get out of here!" Morgan cried,
jumping to her feet.

"You might be right," Kisa said. She crawled
down the corridor toward a heavy wooden door.

Morgan got down to crawl beside her. "Why are
we crawling?" she asked.

"Two reasons. First, no one can see us
through the windows this way. Second, my knees are shaking and I
don't want to fall down. Any other questions?"

"No."

They couldn't get the door open. No amount of
pushing or prying or fiddling with knobs did any good at all.

Morgan grabbed the pug and sat beside it. She
pulled her knees up and buried her face in her knees.

"Oh, don't give up yet, Morgan," Kisa said.
"Besides, it could be worse. We could have landed in a dungeon
along with a lot of dead and dying people instead of in a nice hall
with fresh air and everything."

"Oh, that cheered me up a lot. Thanks."

"Any time," Kisa said. She turned around and
crawled down the corridor the other way.

When she got to the corner, she called softly
back to Morgan, "Hey, there's another door!"

"Is it open?"

"Nope."

"Then why are you so happy about it? I mean,
what else would there be but a door at the end of a hall?"

"Oh, lots of things. A dead end, or a trap
door, or an executioner, or something."

"Sorry I asked."

"Well, we are in a castle," Kisa said. She
was seriously beginning to think that castles were more fun to read
about than be trapped in.

The girls couldn't get this door open,
either. They tried everything. The pug even tried to help them, by
scratching at the door.

The pug barked.

"Shhh!" Kisa said. "We're trying to escape
here, not get caught."

The dog scratched harder and barked even
louder. Suddenly, it ran back into the shadows and was quiet.

The door started to move. It creaked loudly
as it moved.

When the door was open, the girls were
looking up at a man in a kilt.

The man looked like a very strong man.

"Now you've done it," Morgan said, in the
direction of the pug.

"Scotland, I presume," Kisa said, looking at
the kilt.

 

 


 



CHAPTER 6 – FOUND, BUT STILL LOST

"Hey, are you girls all right?" the man in
the kilt asked. "We heard someone yelling. Was that you?"

"That depends on what side of the moat you're
from," Morgan said. She crossed her arms and tried to look very
tough.

The man stared.

So did Kisa. Morgan had never tried to look
tough before, at least not that Kisa knew about.

Morgan wasn't half bad at looking fierce,
Kisa decided. But why she was doing it was a mystery.

Then Kisa figured it out. "I'm sorry, sir. I
was just telling her that moats were designed to keep the bad guys
out and, well…"

"And you scared her," the man finished for
her. He laughed. He rubbed the top of Morgan's head, ruffling her
hair in a friendly, fatherly way. "In that case, I'd have to say
I'm from inside the moat. I work here."

"In that case, that was us yelling. We were
stuck," Morgan said.

Kisa bit her lip. She, personally, hadn't
done any yelling. Morgan had. And Morgan hadn't been yelling for
help. She'd been yelling at Kisa.

"What are you kids doing here, anyway? How'd
you get up here? This area's been locked for years," the man
said.

"Oh, man, we are so lost you wouldn't believe
it," Kisa said.

"No kidding," Morgan agreed.

"Oh, well, no harm's been done. Let's get
ourselves on down to the courtyard and see what we can do about
getting you back together with your folks. Come along, girls. Is
there just the two of you, then?"

Kisa and Morgan looked at each other. They
weren't sure if they'd get in trouble for having a dog inside the
castle. On the other hand, they couldn't leave it in a locked
corridor.

The dog solved their dilemma by walking out
of the shadows and up to the man in the kilt.

He chuckled, and knelt in front of the pug.
He gave it a friendly pat. "So that's what I heard. I wasn't sure
if it was barking or what. So, now do we have everybody?"

Kisa and Morgan nodded.

"All right now, maidies, let's get out of
here," the man said. He carefully locked the door behind them and
led them down a winding stone staircase and into a large room.
Three other men in kilts were hanging around near the bottom of the
staircase.

"All present and accounted for, two girls and
one pug, no casualties," the girls' escort reported.

A nearby man in a suit wiped his brow.

"That's our castle manager," their rescuer
whispered. "When he heard somebody screaming from behind locked
doors, he feared dire things."

"Like losing his job, you mean," Kisa
whispered back.

"Pretty sharp girl."

"My aunt works in a museum. She's had three
bosses in two years," Kisa said. "And the other guys in kilts must
be your backup," she added.

"Right again, maidie. We didn't know what we
were up against."

"In that case," Kisa said, frowning, "I'm not
sure I would have sent one man up alone."

"Well," he said, "there's alone, and there's
alone." He patted his two-way radio and winked.

Kisa giggled. She liked this guy.

She froze. This guy was speaking with a
noticeable accent, but it was modern English. This guy had a radio.
The castle manager was wearing a suit, and it looked up to date.
There were tourists in the room. None of their outfits looked
really old-fashioned. The hairstyles and makeup looked normal,
too.

It suddenly hit her that they hadn't gone
back in time to a castle. She'd been kind of assuming they were
back in the wrong time frame somehow. Her head spun. "I'm sorry,
but I think I need to sit down," she said.

The man in the kilt looked at her, and
decided she needed help. He picked her up in his strong arms and
carried her across the room to an enormous chair. Morgan and the
pug came racing along behind.

Morgan had already had about as much
excitement as she thought she could handle. "What's wrong?" she
whimpered.

"I'm sorry. I'll be OK. I guess it just hit
me that we're safe," Kisa said.

"We are?" Morgan asked.

"Sure you are, girls," the man in the kilt
said.

The castle manager came over and hovered over
Kisa. "Do we need an ambulance?" he asked in a discreet
whisper.

"No!" Kisa blurted. She grabbed her head.
Scenarios of trying to explain being in Scotland danced through her
mind. Becoming famous for blipping about from one country to
another without meaning to was not her idea of a good time. She was
afraid that people who accidentally moved from one part of the
globe to another might spend the rest of their lives being studied
by earnest government scientists or something. She'd probably wind
up with some kind of microchip under her skin so they could track
her no matter where she went. Ugh. Or else UFO fanatics would
follow her around asking for free rides. Double ugh.

"I'm sorry, sir," she said, as calmly as she
could manage. "Sometimes after I get really scared, I shake for a
while once everything's back under control. I'm fine. Really.
Finding myself locked up in a castle was a big surprise, that's
all. A glass of water would be nice, if it's not too much trouble.
And could I see that newspaper, please?" She pointed to a newspaper
on a nearby table.

The castle manager looked at her like she was
crazy, but he sent someone to get a glass of water, and nodded at
the man in the kilt to give her the paper.

Kisa looked at the date, and nearly fainted,
before remembering that with the time changes, it really could be
Friday in Scotland while it was Thursday back home.

She looked for a good story to key in on, so
she'd have an excuse to show the paper to Morgan. "Hey, Morgan,
look!" she said, pointing. "They caught that moose that somebody
turned loose in Central Park as a prank. And nobody got hurt. Isn't
that nice?"

Morgan looked at her like she was crazy. Who
cared about a stupid moose in New York when they were stuck in a
castle in Scotland?

Then it sank in. Morgan grabbed the paper and
looked at the date. She nearly fainted. "It's Friday already," she
moaned. She didn't think about time zones. She thought they'd time
traveled forward a day.

The man in the kilt put his arm around
Morgan's shoulders and gave her a fatherly hug. "Cheer up, now.
These whirlwind tours will mix you up. Half the people who come
through here aren't sure when or where they are, they've traveled
around so fast."

"Oh," said Kisa, "you don't have any
idea."

"No kidding," Morgan said, miserably.

The pug just smiled.

 

 


 



CHAPTER 7 – SORTING IT OUT

Kisa was just about to bust. Morgan was
walking around muttering about it being Friday already, but it just
didn't seem like a good idea to say something to her like, "Hey, we
didn't time travel. We're just in a really different time zone."
Well, not out loud in front of people. But there just didn't seem
to be any way of getting alone with Morgan, or even off to one side
so she could whisper in her ear.

"Are you sure we don't need an ambulance?"
the castle manager asked. "Better safe than sorry."

"That's right," piped a couple of busybody
old ladies who had come over to fuss over the girls and the
pug.

"Ah, now, it's probably just a bit of jet
lag. We see that all the time around here," the man in the kilt
assured them. "A bit of a sit-down and a glass of water and they're
usually right as rain."

"Oh, and I'm feeling much better," Kisa said.
"And I'm sure it's just jet lag. Right, Morgan? You know. Jet lag.
Crossing time zones. You know. Time. Zones. Those things that make
it possible for it to be Thursday in the United States and Friday
in Scotland."

"Oh, time zones. That's what's wrong," Morgan
said, relieved.

"No. Jet lag is what is wrong," Kisa said.
She wanted them to keep their stories straight.

"Whatever," Morgan said.

"Did you say something earlier about a
courtyard?" Kisa asked the man in the kilt.

"Right again," the man said. He was as eager
as Kisa to get away from the hovering castle manager and the
busybody old ladies. "Whenever you're ready," he said.

"I'm ready," Kisa said, jumping to her
feet.

The courtyard was great. Everything was built
on a grand scale. The sun was shining. There was a light and
refreshing breeze.

The place was swarming with tourists. This
was not so great. Worse yet, a lot of the tourists wanted to see
the pug. Some wanted to make fun of her. Others wanted to say how
cute she was. The pug was ignoring everybody and enjoying the
sunshine. The girls, on the other hand, were half panicked. Of all
the times in their lives that being the center of attention was a
bad thing, this was, without question, the worst yet.

The man had the girls sit on a bench. "Now,
then, down to business," he said. "I don't believe we've been
properly introduced. I'm Robert MacAvoy. And you are?"

The girls looked at each other When a person
was accidentally in the wrong country, were they supposed to tell
their names to people like castle tour guides? The question had
just never come up before. In fact, nothing even remotely like this
had come up before. It made it hard to know what to do.

"Come, girls, no games now. We'll need your
names so we can broadcast for your parents over the public
announcements system."

"Well, that can't hurt anything," Kisa said
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