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Prologue 

It’s time you knew. There are things in this world that you do not and cannot understand. Most would hear this and think that there is no profound truth in those words, even if they did not disagree with them. But these words are deeply true. 

Think of it with this metaphor. Imagine that everything you know is a small island. The shoreline is the beginning of the unknown. Suddenly there is a great eruption from the volcano in the center of the island. The whole community is disrupted, but the great lava flows reach all the way to the ocean creating vast swathes of new land. Now you know so much more, but there is something else. Your shoreline, the beginning of what you don’t know, has increased by hundreds of miles! 

So with a true understanding of this paradox, you just may comprehend. Every new piece of knowledge and understanding you obtain comes with a price, a glimpse of the chaotic unknown. This can be frightening and even destructive. But those who truly get this and still love to learn often learn to live in a new way. They begin to SEE.

This is why Griffin has THE SIGHT.

The story so far...

Griffin, Garrett, and Sara are three fourth graders in Mr. McAlister’s homeroom. He is a young teacher who likes to travel during his summer vacations. After returning from a visit to his ancestral home, Glenbarr Abbey aka McAlister Castle, he received a strange parcel in the mail. It was a Viking Chest. Since he was the sponsor of the school woodworking club, he brought it to his classroom. But little did he know, he also brought something else, a curse.

The trio, who were already friends, joined the woodworking club. They proved to be a good team. But while they were learning to be young makers, bad things were happening in the school. Kids were getting hurt, even a little kindergartener named Nevaeh. The kids got involved and were able to send the curse back to whence it came. 

But now, ready or not, they will have to face something else. Again, the young trio will have to think outside the box. Because what you can’t see can hurt you. 
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Chapter the First
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Griffin stepped out of the car and onto the sidewalk. It was a cool, crisp January morning. He walked up the walkway (sensibly enough), past the teachers on morning duty, and into the big steel double doors. The first day of school had arrived. That is, the first day of school after Christmas Vacation. Griffin had earned that vacation. The first half of the school year was the strangest time of his life. Fourth grade was the year that everything changed. As he walked into the lunchroom he thought of the adventures he’d had just a few weeks before. A slight uneasiness caught him momentarily, but it passed quickly. He knew that the second half of fourth grade would be nothing like the first. Of course, he didn’t know how right he was.

It had been a fine Christmas. He enjoyed the time with his family and at church. There had been a fine bounty under the tree on Christmas Morning. But what he treasured most was what came in the mail the day after. It was a letter from TMB, THE MCALISTER BROWNIE. Griffin was glad to see that he had made it home safely and was doing well. He was sure to put the letter in a safe place.

But now Christmas was almost a year away. Winter was settling in and the second semester had begun. He made his way through the lunchroom up to the gymnatorium. He didn’t call it that. To him it was just the gym. It was where he waited with other fourth graders before it was time to go to homeroom. It was a gymnasium with an auditorium. The stage was used for assemblies, graduation ceremonies, and fun things, like the school talent show. Ms. Cassie, the meanest teacher in the school, yelled out, “LETS GOOO!” Griffin joined Garrett and Sara on the short trek to their homeroom, Mr. McAlister’s class.

The school day went well, even a little boring. Griffin appreciated that, though. Most people who are bored don’t realize what the other side of that condition is. Griffin knew it all too well. When you acknowledge your responsibilities you come to appreciate boredom.

At recess, the trio met up to talk. They hadn’t seen each other since the last day before Christmas Break when they shipped off the McAlister  Brownie. They chatted online a couple of times, but when you’re a part of a team, it’s just not the same. Griffin was happy to share the good news.

“I got a letter from TMB.”

Garrett and Sara looked at each other.

“Is he okay?” Sara asked.

“Yeah, he’s good. He said he was getting busy working on the old toys in the castle, putting his woodworking skills to good use.”

“Hey that’s pretty cool,” said Garrett, “It must be nice to learn by osmosis.”

All three chuckled a little. The brownie had a mental link with Griffin and as the kids learned woodworking, he learned it too.

“He’s been running mice and rats and stuff out of the castle. He said one of them messed up the mail room. He had to clean it up before Lady McAlister saw it.”

“Sounds like he’s been busy,” Sara said. Then she became pensive. “Any boggart trouble?”

Griffin shook his head, “No, it looks like he’s going to be okay.”

All three kids nodded knowingly, and breathed a small sigh of relief. It had been a difficult fourth grade year, but it looked like they were finally in the clear.

A whistle blew. It was time to go back to class. They joined the other kids in their class and made their way back to Mr. M’s room.

The afternoon went well. It was back to the daily grind. That was fine with Griffin. After their last class it was time to pack up to go home. The bus riders got in one line and the car riders got into another. As he was getting up he glanced over to the old Viking chest, half expecting it to move. It didn’t. But he did notice that there was a big, tattered envelope sitting on top of it. Griffin got Garrett and Sara’s attention. They all three peered at it on their way out the door.

The car rider line went to the lunchroom. The kids all sat down by grade level. The trio happened to sit together. Although they had to be quiet, Griffin chanced a whisper to the other two. 

“Did you guys see it?” he asked. 

They both nodded. 

“It was from Scotland.” Said Sara.

Garrett piped up, “Yeah, but the brownie said that the mail room was a mess. I bet that’s how the envelope ended up there. Plus, Lady MAC probably sent Mr.M a thank you note.” This seemed to put all three of them at ease. “Was your spider sense tingling?” Griffin shook his head. That settled it. The McAlister Brownie wasn’t going to be a problem for them anymore.
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Chapter the Second
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The trowe spent all day in Mr. M’s class. Early in the morning it sensed something familiar. The old Viking chest smelled like Scotland. So while Mr. M wasn’t looking it climbed out of the tattered old envelope and into the chest. This wasn’t too difficult because the chest was old and easily conducive to magic. Granted it was brownie magic, but the trowe had no problem moving the latch, lifting the lid, and silently sliding in. 

Soon after, children began coming in. The trowe was a bit disheartened. It had come all this way to a new land only to wait in a post office for weeks until Mr. M finally came to collect his mail. He didn’t even open it until the next morning at work! So the trowe was stuck in a school classroom with kids everywhere. It carefully took a peek. Of course no one would be able to see it unless he wanted them too, but it was cautious just the same. It was a good thing too. Three of the kids, two boys and a girl, probably had THE SIGHT. They may have been able to see it whether it wanted them to or not. Disgusting! 

“What a predicament,” it thought to itself. “All this way and I be trapped like a common rat in a brownie box surrounded...by ...children!”

It sat in the corner of the box brooding the hours away. Although the trip had been eventful enough
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