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      A wind had been blowing all afternoon, and Jedidiah Wilson knew something might be coming up behind it.

      Behind the barn, the pines at the edge of the field were swaying and bending; in the gold of dusk, they seemed harbingers. Jed wasn’t sure of good or ill. He pretty much didn’t care, just so long as something happened.

      Homeover was one of those towns where so little happened that even small things—new haircuts or fender benders near the IGA grocery store—became the talk at the post office, where most folks still picked up their mail every day.

      Jed had been born in Homeover. Well, technically, he had been born over the mountain at the hospital in Lexington twelve years ago, so the locals considered him a native. However, his parents, from way up north in DC, were still “not from around here.” Jed wished he could be anywhere else and considered not from around here. Some days, he pondered plucking out his arm hairs one by one just to feel something.

      But on that day, April 2, Jed tasted change on the wind like he could taste the bacon his mama burnt every Sunday morning. It tainted the air and left the inside of his nostrils feeling just a bit raw.

      He’d had hints of that taste before. That time up in the woods by the water tower when he’d seen that shadow moving among the trees, he’d gone home to tell his dad he’d seen Bigfoot. Or once at school after the buses had left, he’d stayed back because he thought he’d seen someone under the bleachers. The air had tasted burnt then, too, but not like this. Today, the whole world tasted that way.

      Jed had been riding his bike up and down the driveway for an hour or two, just trying to keep his body busy. He had to stave off his anxiety somehow, and moving was the best way he’d found. Some days, he built little villages out of twigs he gathered at the edge of the woods, but today, his body needed bigger swings of motion.

      As he pedaled, he cursed himself again for leaving his bike out in the rain; it had rusted, and he couldn’t lower the seat, so now his knees were basically up in his chin. Combine that with the way his arms and legs were far too long for his scrawny white body, and Jed knew he was a sight. Or he would have been if anyone, anyone at all, had lived close enough to see him.

      On his last pass up to the road, the feeling hit him at the back of his throat. He stopped hard, slamming his feet to the gravel so fast that a dust cloud puffed up around him. It was there, just behind the barn, he knew it. Before he could think, he was pedaling hard as he stood up on his bike for the ride down the small hill toward the farmhouse and the barn beyond.

      He was so distracted that the swells of bedrock caught him totally by surprise. Suddenly, he was flying past the redbud trees at the bottom of the lane as his bicycle tumbled behind him. His arms broke his fall, and he felt them snap. He heard it, too. The pain seared up his arms, all the way to the back of his tongue, and he had to bite his cheek to keep from crying out. But he couldn’t afford to stop.

      He carefully rolled to his right side and used his shoulders and knees to lever himself to standing. Then, he was off again, his arms crossed and cradled against his body as he sprinted toward the woods. It was there. He had to make it.

      As Jed jogged past the barn, he heard his dad call out and caught a glimpse of him rolling out from under their ancient International Harvester tractor. Normally, he would have stopped and said hi to his dad. Jed loved talking with him, even though he knew that wasn’t cool in any way. Today, he just kept running.

      A few hundred feet farther, he burst into the shadow of the woods. There, he stopped so quickly that his momentum almost sent him face-first into the ground again.

      There it was. He could see it: a shadow amongst the shadows. A darker form, with a not-quite shape, was watching him. Later, Jed couldn’t tell why he thought this, but he knew it was a kid, and a curious one. Perhaps a little scared, but mostly curious.

      Jed took a gentle step forward, and the not-quite-thing pulled back behind a tree before slipping a bit of itself out again like it was playing peekaboo.

      They played this game for a while, and each step brought Jed closer until he thought he could almost touch it. But of course, he’d forgotten that his arms were killing him. When he stretched out his hand, the sharp bolt of pain forced a scream out of his mouth. The childlike-form took off, running deep into the woods.

      Jed knew it was not wise to chase anything or anyone into the forest. Still, he couldn’t help himself. He tucked his arms tight against his chest and went in.

      Here’s probably a good place as any to tell you who I am. My name’s Mavis, and I was Jed’s best friend—had been since he was two. I had curly red hair that reached my shoulders, and I was the kind of white that never tanned. Some people might guess I had Irish heritage, but as far as I knew, I didn’t have any heritage at all.

      Jed and I spent all our time together when he was little, playing with his stuffed animals and racing cars around the cities we built from his favorite books. I ate dinner right beside him most nights, sitting in the chair across from his mom and minding my manners so I wouldn’t get sent away. Sometimes, when Jed’s parents were tired or upset with him, I’d have to leave.

      At night, when it was time for Jed to go to sleep, I’d curl up underneath his bed and wait for him to wake up. Most nights, he slept soundly and only woke up in the morning. Sometimes, he’d have these nightmares about big black monsters that moved without sound; and on those nights, I’d climb up next to him in bed and let him tell me all about it before he fell back to sleep.

      This is, of course, one of the fundamental duties of an imaginary friend, after all. Comfort. And I was good at comfort.

      However, I wasn’t in the woods that day with Jed. I was on the farm, as I always was those days; Jed didn’t need me as much anymore. Mostly, I just gave him a wave from time to time. He never ignored me, even when it might have embarrassed him to be seen waving to someone no one else could see, but we didn’t talk as much as we used to either. Guess that’s natural for a sixty-three-year-old woman and a twelve-year-old boy. We just didn’t have that much in common then.

      So, I only heard about Jed’s adventure later. Still, I’m the only one you’re going to hear it from, so it’ll have to suit. People take the words of those gospel fellows as—well—gospel, and two of those men wasn’t there either, so I figure my word is good.

      Anyway, Jed was following that maybe-child-form-thingy into the woods, and that taste just kept getting stronger and stronger in the back of his throat. So strong, in fact, that he started to choke on it. Then, for a second, he hesitated and thought about going back, but he couldn’t. He just had to keep going.

      He walked a good way into the Lacy’s woods and past that into the Thorne property. Ahead of him—not leading him exactly, but not trying too hard to shake him either—that shadow moved on. Jed knew these woods well, knew they curved all the way back around Klinger Mountain without meeting a road. Once again, he thought, “Bigfoot. If only this were Bigfoot.”

      See, Jed knew people wouldn’t believe him if he ever told them he saw things. He knew that people liked to entertain the idea of mythical creatures because it’s fun, but they don’t take too well to people who claim to do the actual magic. “Look at what happened to the witches in Salem and the characters in The Magicians,” he was always saying to his parents when they’d get into their well-worn debate about the supernatural. Jed’s parents were more open-minded than most, but even they didn’t really think supernatural stuff was there, just that it could potentially be. Hence, Bigfoot. That was such a common and easily-dismissed myth that it was okay to hunt Bigfoot, just not okay to believe you might find him.

      Jed knew though. He’d been seeing things since he’d been born. The ghost of that mine foreman over at that collapsed entrance. The way Susan Beth in town could say a few words to someone and heal up their flu or their knife cut just like that. The dark halo that followed Reverend Smithe everywhere. Jed literally saw what most people only sensed, and he’d learned long ago to not tell that to anyone—anyone but me, that is.

      That day, Jed was seeing something new to him, but unlike most people, Jed wasn’t scared by new. The things that he saw didn’t frighten him at all. What did scare him—what made it so he couldn’t ever quite sit still—was what these things meant about the people around him. When one of these things was linked to someone, well, it wasn’t good. It wasn’t good at all.

      Maybe that’s why he wasn’t scared in the woods: no people, no problems. So, he kept on walking, that taste growing. The tiny hairs on the back of the neck that usually make people slow down stood up straight as new rebar.

      He wasn’t ready though, not ready at all. Maybe no one can be ready for what was to come. That lady in Outlander certainly wasn’t. But one minute, Jed was in the woods he knew, skirting a big pin oak. And the next, he was in the same woods, but he didn’t know them anymore. They were thicker, noisier with birds and critters. Ahead of him, he could hear singing. A woman singing, but not in any language he knew.

      The shadow he’d been following had slipped farther ahead, and Jed didn’t know what else to do but to keep going. So he walked on, arms folded against himself, stepping carefully so he wouldn’t fall.

      He walked right into a cluster of low buildings. It reminded him of the summer camp his parents had sent him to when he was eight. A cluster of small cabins stood around a big fire circle in the middle. All around, people were moving as they would in any village: running errands, making meals, and talking to one another as they leaned upon doorways.

      Slowly, though, all movement and conversation stopped, and every eye turned to Jed, the only white man amidst a whole community of black people. Black people who looked very unhappy to see him.
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      Jedidiah froze and thought, just for a minute, about stepping back and out of whatever place he’d entered. As hands slipped to knives and men rose from their card game, he decided he should stand stock-still.

      He must have stood there for a while because he felt his arms really begin to ache, the kind of ache that feels like it’ll break you down to tears if you don’t focus only on it. He began to shake, and a cold sweat broke out on his head—from fear but also from pain—and he thought he might pass out when he heard a loud, clear voice.

      “Leave that boy alone. Can’t you see he hurting? Come here, child.”

      Jed looked to his left and saw a large woman with a gray scarf over her hair, waving him over from the doorway of a cabin. He stumbled her way, and she caught him by the waist, avoiding his arms carefully. “Boy, you done broke those arms o’ yours. Sit.” She pointed at a wooden chair in the corner of what Jed could now see was a cabin made out of scraps of lumber. Slivers of light shone through, and Jed could feel the cool of the early spring evening seeping into the room.

      He collapsed into the chair and grunted as the impact jarred his arms. The impulse to lean his head against the wall behind him and let go of all the tears was fierce, but Jed fought back, sure he was there for a reason, and sure he needed to know that reason.

      The woman pulled a stool in front of him and gently laid each of his arms against her own. Jed felt mighty awkward with that much physical contact with a woman he’d just met, but he wasn’t in much of a position to argue. So he let her do her thing.

      She began to sing, and Jed realized it had been her voice he’d heard through the woods. He didn’t know what she was saying, but the tone was soft and sweet, like a lullaby. His arms began to tingle like they’d been frozen and were thawing out in warm water.

      

      Onye tiri nwa na ebe akwa?

      Egbe tiri nwa na ebe akwa.

      Weta uziza weta ose,

      weta amara ngiringa ofe.

      Ka umu nnunnu racha ya,

      ka okpodudu kpogbuo ya.

      Egbe ndo, egbe ndo.

      

      The next thing Jed knew, he was in a warm bed with a light blanket over him, and he felt amazing. He started to sit up but stopped quickly, bracing for the flash of pain to pass through his arms. Nothing.

      Gingerly, he stretched his forearms in front of him and flexed his fingers. Then, he bent his elbows, and when that still didn’t hurt, he pressed one hand against the other. Pain-free. Completely.

      He sat up quickly then and looked around the room. The woman was sitting just outside the door, shelling peas, and Jed thought of his grandmother on her porch doing the same thing on cool spring days. The thought made him wistful, but he didn’t have time for nostalgia.

      He got up, put on his shoes, which were tucked neatly next to the mattress, and went to sit by the woman by the door.

      “Thank you,” Jed said. A million questions were flooding his mind, but he knew his first bit of work was gratitude.

      “Welcome, child. Those were some nasty snaps in those arms. You fell hard?”

      “I did. Bicycle acci—” This woman wouldn’t know what a bicycle was because bicycles hadn’t been invented yet. “Yeah, I fell hard.”

      “Those two-wheeled machines can be dangerous. Best watch yourself.”

      Jed leaned back and tucked his chin against his chest. “You know what a bicycle is?”

      “Course I do, child. I been where you live. Lived there myself until this wood brought me back.” She dropped her last handful of peas into the basket at her feet, wiped her hands on her skirt, and looked at him. “Go ahead. Ask me what you want to know.”

      “Time travel. That’s what I did, right?”

      “Sure enough. You walked through a portal in time back there where that big pin oak is.”

      Jed looked over at the tree and squinted. “But I followed someone here.”

      “Yep.” She pointed to a little girl playing with a doll by the fire in the middle of the village. “Lizzie time walks too. Better at it than you are. Most people don’t see her.”

      Jed almost took offense, even though he wasn’t sure to what, when he saw the twist of a smile at the corner of her mouth. “I’m Jed. Jedidiah Wilson.”

      “Sharon Conover. Nice to meet you, Jed.” She took his outstretched hand in her own. “Those arms feeling all right now?”

      Surprised, Jed looked down at his arms and realized, once again, that they didn’t hurt at all. “Yes, ma’am. You did that, didn’t you?”

      She stood up and picked up the pea basket. “One of many things we can do, Jed. One of many things. You’ll see.” She walked over to the fire and dropped the peas into the kettle hanging over it.

      Jed had thought he’d had questions before, but now, he couldn’t even begin to find words to fit any idea of what he wanted to know.

      Just then, Lizzie came over, head dipped low, but eyes upturned. Her two braids hung against the pink plaid of her dress. “You saw me? No one ever saw me before.”

      He pondered a minute. “Well, I couldn’t rightly see you. More of your shadow, or as if you were a shadow. I just knew you were there, and I knew I needed to follow you.”

      She smiled, her head still down. “You’re one of us, then?”

      “Us?” Jed shook his head.

      “One of us.” Lizzie waved her hand around the village. “One of the magic people.”

      She ran off toward a group of kids kicking a ball around. As Jed watched them, he realized they were kicking a very familiar ball—a black-and-white soccer ball like the ones the team used at school. Of all the things Jed had seen that afternoon, that ball was the most jarring. Somehow, it hadn’t bothered him that he had traveled through time or that Lizzie had, too, but that ball. . . The fact that a ball could pass through centuries? That was too much. He thought he might throw up.

      Before he could turn to go behind the building, a large man stepped up to him, laid a hand on his shoulder, and said in a very soft voice, “It’s a lot. Was for all of us. Let’s eat.”

      Jed looked up into the man’s face and saw only kindness, so he followed the man to the fire and took a seat on a log beside it. Someone handed him a bowl that looked very much like one from a set his Aunt Minnie had, and he took a bite of the best vegetable soup he’d ever eaten. That first bite triggered his hunger, and before he knew it, he’d eaten the whole bowl and was hoping there was more.

      Another man, slight and long-legged, took his bowl and filled it again without a word, and Jed smiled a thank you. People circled the fire, each perched on a log and eating silently.

      Well, mostly silently. No one was talking, that was for sure, but Jed could feel a form of communication—like everyone there, including him, was tied together by some invisible thread. He imagined that game he and his real friends had played as kids, with cups tied to a string so they could talk over long distances. The words weren’t clear, but there was a hum.

      The longer he sat, the stronger the hum grew until he could almost feel it moving through his skeleton. No one was talking, but they were saying everything—not together, not some sort of collective, but a community bound together beyond words.

      Jed had never felt more at home in his life.
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      Mavis does a great job of speaking for me. She’s been doing it since I was a tot. Just a little guy.

      When I was scared or didn’t want to do something, Mavis would say, “I know you’re scared, Jed. I’d be scared if I was little like you too. Heck, I’m even a little scared now. But we all have to do scary things from time to time. You can do it.”

      Then, I’d look at my mom and say, “I’m scared, but I can do it,” before I let go of her hand and jumped into the deep end. Mavis would already be there in the water; she was at the end of the lane when I rode my bike without training wheels for the first time, waiting for me. She was always there.

      But this time, I needed to make sure I was heard on my own. I was terrified. Terrified when I saw that shadow. Terrified when I walked into that village. Terrified when Sharon healed my arms. If I could have climbed back into my own bed and started that day over again, I would have. All of that scared the bejeezus out of me.

      So when Mavis said I’d never felt more at home, she was telling the truth, but only the heads-up side of it. The tails side was that I was so scared I wanted to pee my britches.

      See, the part I hadn’t told Mavis—until right this moment—was this: I could see the bad things coming already. I could feel them—like you can feel when someone’s staring at you with malice in their hearts. I knew something was lingering out in the woods back there in the village time. Something that all them other magic people knew about, too, but Mavis. . . Mavis couldn’t see it. And I needed her to be brave. For both of us.
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      Jed woke with a start when someone grabbed his ankle and nearly shook him out of the bed. It took him a minute to remember that he’d stayed the night in the village and a moment longer to remember the name of the man standing over him. “Alonso? What’s going on?”

      Jed had learned everyone’s names the night before, around the fire. It wasn’t a matter of introductions with words like his teachers always had them do on the first day of class: “Tell us your name, where you’re from, and one fact that is unusual about you.” Jed always hated that second question because he always had to say he was from Homeover. There was nothing exciting about that. And he always lied for the last one because, well, he wasn’t about to tell people he could see the way history hung on people and places like shadows. He always lied and said, “I like brussels sprouts,” and relished the wrinkled noses of his classmates.

      But no, the night before wasn’t introductions or even telepathy, at least not the way he thought about it. All words beamed from one person to another. It was more like he imagined the way he’d come to know his parents. There had been a time they hadn’t known him, but he had always known them, known they were crucial, fundamental to who he was. The introductions had felt like that. . . Like he was becoming aware of people he had always known.

      The fire had been dying down before the hum of connection had faded into the background like the sound of a running refrigerator. Jed had found himself ready for a deep sleep, not because of exhaustion but because he was so relaxed, all the way to the muscles against his bones.

      But now, Alonso was jarring him awake in a way that only meant trouble.

      “You have to go, Jed.”

      “Why, is something wrong?

      “No. Well, not exactly. It’s just that you can’t be here when he arrives.”

      “He? He who?” Jed was bending down and picking up his pants from where he had dropped them in Alonso’s cabin the night before.

      “We’ll have to explain all that later. But for now, you need to go back around the oak. Now.”

      Jed heard the urgency in the high pitch of Alonso’s voice and jumped out of bed, shrugging on his sweatshirt as he went. As he sprinted toward the tree—he could feel it, the need to be gone—he waved to Lizzie.

      She said, “See you soon.”

      Then, Jed skirted around the tree, and just like that, the forest shifted. More light poured in, and the animal noises quieted. He could still hear, very faintly, the songs of conversation from the magic people’s village. Even louder, he could hear his parents calling to him.

      He jogged out of the woods and up to the barn, expecting to have to make up some story about how he had fallen asleep, hunting morels or something. As he approached the barn, he saw his dad was still in the same clothes he’d been wearing the day before. He stood at the sink behind his shop and washed his hand with that red lava soap that really removed grease.

      “Dinner’s ready,” his dad said over his shoulder. Then, he switched off the water and turned around. “You okay? You looked sort of, well, weird when you ran into the woods a few minutes ago.”

      Jed had read that wardrobe book, and his English teacher had made them read Kindred last year, so he knew that time traveled differently in different spaces. He couldn’t shake the fact that he’d been gone for at least fourteen hours, and yet it seemed like only a few minutes had passed here.

      He didn’t have time to ponder it, though, because his mom, Anna, called them in for supper from the front porch of the farmhouse. Jed took a detour through the barn and found me playing with one of the barn cats by the side door. “I have so much to tell you, Mavis,” he whispered as he passed by. “Meet me in the walnut grove in an hour.”

      And that’s how I came to know what had happened. I didn’t quite believe him at first. It just didn’t make sense that Jed would find a time portal thing in the woods where he’d lived his whole life. The more Jed told me about the people there, about the things they could do—healing, speaking languages without ever studying them, passing through solid objects, and growing plants where nothing else would grow—and the more he talked about the way he’d learned about these people and their talents through no words, the more my memory (or that thing that feels like memory, but is maybe just intuition) got tickled.

      “These are spirit people, Jed.”

      “Spirit people? Lizzie said they’re magic people. Are you saying they’re ghosts?”

      I shook my head. “Not at all. I’ll have to spend some time remembering the details, but I just know about them: people who move not only in space, but also in time.” I wasn’t sure how I knew that, but I knew it for sure.

      Jed was studying his hands. “It felt nice there, Mavis. Safe. Like I could be my whole self. But then, when they said I had to leave, well, I realized it was just like any other place where I didn’t quite fit.”

      “It sounds to me like they were mighty hospitable to you.”

      “They were. Very. But they chased me out of there so fast.”

      “I expect that’ll come clear soon enough.” I had a sense of things, a sense that it would all work out. In this case, I figured nothing this big happened without some follow-up.

      Sure enough, the next day, a long blue Lincoln Town Car, old but immaculate, pulled down the farm lane. Out stepped a tall regal black woman. She had a gray scarf wrapped around her hair. The moment I saw her, I knew it was Sharon.

      Jed came out of the house with a dishtowel in his hands from where he’d been drying the lunch dishes, and I thought he might say something stupid with his mama and daddy right there.

      “Jed, remember, they don’t know.” I pointed at his parents, and he gave me a slight nod without looking my way. We were old hats at flying under the radar now.

      “How do you do, ma’am? What can I do you for?” Leon, Jed’s dad, asked.

      “My name is Sharon, Mr. Wilson, and I’m from the community center up on the corner.” That center made the best breakfast every first Saturday of the month, and they used the proceeds to give scholarships to community high school students. “We heard that Jed here was really good at building things with unusual materials,”—those twig buildings were paying off—“and we wanted to see if he might be able to design and build a pavilion for us.”

      I gave Sharon a squinty stare, and she looked at me—right at me—and smiled.

      Normally, Jed’s parents would ask a million questions about how and why and when, and I was hoping that would happen here. I wasn’t sure I was ready to let him go.

      But I could tell by the way they were looking at Sharon that they hadn’t even had to think twice. The moment she had opened her mouth, they were thinking, “Yes.”

      “If it’s all right with you, I’ll take him on with me now. Bring him back around dark.”

      “Sounds great,” Anna said. “Jed, you have everything you need?”

      I could tell from the look on Jed’s face that he had no idea what he needed besides answers, so he nodded and walked to the passenger side door of the Town Car.

      He gave me a wave as the car swung around the magnolia.

      “That woman, Mavis I think her name is, she been your friend a long time, huh?” Sharon said as they pulled out onto the road.

      “You can see her?”

      “Like you, I can see a lot of things most folks can’t. She’s good people.”

      “The best,” Jed said.

      Jed told me all this much later, after all the adventure died down, but I never forgot it. You don’t forget the first time someone else can see you.

      At the community center, Sharon had set up a long stretch of paper and lots of pens and pencils. So when Jed walked in, he began to wonder if he really was going to be designing a pavilion.

      “Your gift, Jed, is the gift of sight. Stronger sight than any of us have ever seen. We need you to draw for us the things you’ve seen. Show us what you’ve been shown.”

      Jed wrinkled his brow. He wasn’t sure that he liked that this woman knew this much about him. It wasn’t always easy to be the one who could see people’s secrets, and despite Sharon’s kindness the day before, he wasn’t sure he could trust them. “What do you mean? I don’t know how to draw.”

      “Yes, you do. You just haven’t tried. Do it now.” Her words weren’t harsh, but they carried force.

      Despite his reservations, Jed sat down at the edge of the long white table, started to grab a regular yellow pencil, but then decided on an old gray pen with a long tip and a well of ink. He placed his right hand on the paper, and then he started to sketch the shadow that hunted Rev. Smithe.

      At first, he did those light strokes that we all use when we’re trying to get a sense of the shape of a thing, but within a few minutes, he was pressing down solid and dipping that pen in the ink every few moments. Beneath his fingers, Reverend Smithe’s long, lean face and dark hair, parted down the middle, began to form. There was the five o’clock shadow that was always there by noon. The slight hunch to his shoulders.

      Then, Jed drew the thing behind the pastor—though, it was really around him—a fume almost. It clouded around the reverend and moved on its own, following him. On the page, the reverend’s form and the shadow’s shape were bound together but entirely separate, like Jed was drawing in three dimensions. He finished that sketch and kept going.

      Once Jed started, he couldn’t stop. He drew for hours. Lizzie’s not-shadow in the forest. The girl under the bleachers at school. The glow that crossed Susan Beth’s face when she spoke words to heal. The ache of loss that hung over the Gettysburg Battlefield, all dark but tethered. The glimpse of a lynched woman’s feet he’d once seen at a canal lock outside Lexington. All of it.

      By the time he was done, Jed had filled a football field’s length of paper with images, and the room was full of people Jed had met in the village. Just about everyone come in and was watching, and Jed hadn’t even noticed them arrive.

      He slumped back against the folding chair and whispered, “I didn’t know.”

      Sharon sat down beside him. “Most of us didn’t know about you either, Jed. That’s why we came. We needed to show you, but also to see.”

      “And we owed you an explanation,” Alonso said. Jed saw Sharon cut Alonso a hard look, but the large man, who had seemed so intimidating to Jed at first, kept on talking as he pulled out a chair across the table and sat down.

      “This morning, the man who considers himself our leader stopped by. David Poke is his name. He’s a mean man, a man who thinks to control us.”

      “A man of his time,” a woman’s voice said from across the room.

      “Yes, he’s from the 1820s, and he’s white, so. . .”

      It took Jed a minute, history never being his strong suit, but he eventually got it. “He owned—er—owns slaves?”

      “Right, and while he don’t actually own us,” Sharon said, “He think he do.”

      Alonso started to say more, but Sharon hissed at him, so he stopped talking and looked away from Jed.

      Jed felt a shiver run down his spine. “That’s awful, but what did that have to do with me being with you this morning?”

      Sharon tilted her head and glared at him, and Jed realized the problem. “He might think I was trying to steal you from him.”

      “No one can steal us, Jed,” Alonso said. “We come and go as we please, but white people—most white people—think what they want is most important. We knew right away you weren’t like that, not from the way you came in all broken and still didn’t ask for anything. But Poke doesn’t know that you are aiming to take us. So it’s best if you steer clear of him.”

      “Got it.” Jed stretched his arms high above his head. “So, I’ll just stay here and not come back to your village, especially since you all can come here.” Jed paused. “ Can he come here?

      “He can’t, but it’s not that simple, Jed,” Alonso said.

      “Now that you’ve traveled, Jed, you’ve come into your power.” A woman with long braids and a flowing purple skirt stepped out of the crowd. “Now, you have responsibilities. We don’t have much time. I’m LaKeemba.”

      Instantly, Jed felt safe, protected. Something about the way LaKeemba held her presence in a room settled him. It looked like it did the same for everybody else too.

      Jed stood and put out his hand to shake LaKeemba’s, but she wrapped an arm around his shoulders. “Let’s go get Mavis, shall we?”
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      To say I was surprised when LaKeemba walked right up to me, put out her hand, and shook mine would be an elephant-sized understatement. No one, not one single person in the entire world, had ever spoken to me besides Jed until that moment. I was speechless.

      Then, LaKeemba said we had to go, and I stopped cold. “Go? I can’t go nowhere. I’m bound right here—always have been, always will be.”

      LaKeemba looked back at a tall man standing behind her. He nodded, walked to me, shook my hand, and then walked a full circle around my body before he said, “Jump. Jump high.”

      I was so surprised, that I actually did it. I hefted my sixty-three-year-old girth into the air, and as I did, that man swept a leg under my feet. I felt a little tug as his foot passed under mine, and then, it was done. It was the oddest thing I’d ever experienced, and when you’re mostly invisible, you have a lot of weird experiences.

      “All right, then. Now we go.” LaKeemba started to walk toward the woods behind the barn.

      I gave Jed a look that said, “She doesn’t get it,” and followed after her. I was sure I would not be able to go any farther than the old tree, which stood about ten feet from where the shadows began to gather in the forest.

      But sure enough, as we passed that tree, I just kept on walking. I saw LaKeemba shoot me a sly smile over her shoulder as she headed into the tree line, and I whispered, “I’ll be a monkey’s uncle,” as I followed her right in.

      Jed walked right beside me, and sometimes, his arm brushed against mine. Poor kid was scared and confused, and I gave his forearm a quick squeeze as we walked. “This the way you went last night?”

      He nodded. “Pretty much. See that big pin oak up there?”

      “That’s the one, eh? All right, I’m ready.”

      But there wasn’t really anything for me to be ready for. I guess when you’re not corporeal, so to speak, time travel is pretty unnoticeable. Of course, Jed was as bodied as a person could get, and he hadn’t been bothered by the shift either. So, maybe all those books that make time travel seem like it flips your insides over were just full of it.

      I didn’t feel it, but I saw it right off. The clothes on most of the folks were what I’d call “old-timey”—that’s the technical term. And no one in their right mind cooked over an open fire in the present unless they’re trying to teach some young people a lesson about “roughing it.”

      However, the fact that we’d traveled through time wasn’t really what I noticed. What struck me was that every person in that town was staring at me. Not just starting towards me. Not around me because Jed pointed to where I was sitting, but at me, at my face. It was creepy.

      Jed, though, had trotted over to a man with shoulders as broad as a barn and was bringing him back my way. “Mavis, this is Alonso. He’s a friend.”

      The man was looking me right in the eye, and the sensation was both nerve-wracking and so very profound that I felt tears gather by my tonsils. I was so used to only seeing Jed’s green eyes peering into mine, but here—here was another person looking at me like I was a human, not just some idea that needed to be patronized to keep a kid happy.

      “Nice to meet you, Mavis. I hear you’re Jed’s friend. It’s good to see you.”

      I took his offered hand and shook it hard. “It’s good to be seen, Alonso. Thank you.”

      “I know it is, ma’am. Spent a few years as an imaginary friend of sorts myself. It gets wearisome to always be hinted at but never addressed. I assure you that here you are every bit as real as any of us.”

      I’m not a teary person, but those words, they tipped me over the edge, and I felt a trail of water on my cheek. “Thank you. I’m glad you guys can all see me. That’s a gift.”

      “Oh, it’s more than that,” Sharon said as she came up behind me. “Now, you’ll be seen by everyone. Come here to Heavenland, and that makes you almost all of who you were built to be. And you, Mavis,” Sharon put a heavy hand on my shoulder, “you was never meant to be imaginary. That’s just a broken world thing. No, woman, you is as real as ever now. Welcome to the world.”

      About a million things were flying through my head, including how I’d find a place to live and whether or not Jed and I would still be friends, but I didn’t have time to ask or even really think, because just then a loud bell rang from by the fire. LaKeemba, Sharon, and another woman had taken seats on a big log, facing out from the flames behind them.

      “We can ask questions later, I bet,” Jed said as we walked over to the fire.

      He and I took seats in the grass in front of the three women. Jed dropped to the ground like he was made of string. I eased myself down slowly, trying not to groan out loud. You’d have thought that becoming real would have had the perk of knees that didn’t ache, but no.

      The rest of the folks in the village sat down with us, and we all waited. LaKeemba stood by the fire and held the silence for a while, and I felt antsy. The air was heavy like it was carrying something, and I was eager to see the load put down. I took Jed’s hand and waited.

      Finally, LaKeemba said, “Friends, you know we are under threat. Not just from Poke. We’ve all felt it—that shift in the air, the way our abilities come to us a bit slower, leave us a bit more tired. Something is coming, and that something isn’t good for us.”

      I heard the murmur pass through the crowd in affirmation. Oh crap, this was about to get very real.

      “So, we have two choices. We can wait and see what happens. Or we can prepare as we wait.”

      The rustle of fabric grew louder, and LaKeemba raised a hand. “I know. You ponder how we can prepare when we don’t know what’s coming.” She turned to the woman on her left. “Shelby has had a vision.”

      Where I’m from, everyone would have murmured at the idea of a vision, but here, that seemed to be just another day’s normal.

      The young woman, Shelby, stood up, and her voice carried like a tune through the air. “I saw a tide—like the ocean, but brown red. It passed through our wood, filled our doorways, stoppered our mouths. It kept pouring in, closing off every portal until all of us were left breathless.”

      I leaned over to Jed. “I don’t know geography very well, but there’s not water big enough to bring that kind of mud near here, is there?”

      “No—”

      “The vision is not literal.” LaKeemba was looking right at me. I never did whisper well. “It’s figurative.”

      Jed gave me side-eye as if to say, “Seriously, you thought there was going to be a real flood.” Color flooded my cheeks.

      “The vision is not literal, but the way to stop it is. We have to build a net to catch what is coming.”

      I kept trying to figure out how a net was going to catch mud, but I soon gave up. I never was good about metaphors, not even when Jed was studying them in fifth grade English and left his textbook so I could read it at night.

      “A magic net,” Jed’s voice rang out like a bell. “Something that will allow our magic to get out, but the uglier magic to stay out.”

      “Exactly, Jed.” LaKeemba was smiling at him, and my cheeks flushed again, this time with pride. That’s my boy.

      “This is why you are here.” LaKeemba was looking not just at Jed now, but at me too. I wanted to scoot away and out of sight. But given the work it took to get down here, it wasn’t going to be pretty if I had to scooch my butt across the grass into the woods.

      “You two must gather what we need. It is a journey only you can take. And you must complete it as quickly as possible.”

      Jed nodded, and I was pretty sure he was going to say, “Okay, so what do we do?”

      But I put a hand over his mouth. “Wait a minute. You want the kid who didn’t know he was magical until yesterday afternoon and the woman who—until seventeen minutes ago—no one could see, to go on a quest like in those fantasy books with the short people who have wide, hairy feet? Um, I don’t think so. We’re happy to help in any way we can from home, but nope, travel is not happening. Especially not time travel, if that’s what you were thinking.” Somehow, I’d gotten to my feet while delivering that speech, and I was feeling pretty good about myself until I looked over to see Jed’s crest-fallen face.

      LaKeemba said, “We make no one do the work. It is your choice, but we do need you.”

      Jed stood up next to me, and the boy looked like he might cry. I’d seen Jed cry a lot in private, but over the last six years, I could count on one hand the times he’d cried in front of someone other than me. I put my palm against his cheek. “Tell me.”

      “Mavis, I need to do this. I need to understand what I can do.” A sob caught in his throat. Then, he looked me deep in the eye. “And I want to do this with you. For real. Where we work together, and everybody knows it.”

      When LaKeemba, Sharon, and Alonso had come back from the community center, Sharon had worked her magic and told the Wilsons that Jed had been accepted into an elite program and would need to go away for a while. He’d keep in touch via text but wouldn’t be able to use the phone. He would be safe and would always have someone with him. I now realized that someone would be me. As much as I didn’t want to go gallivanting all over God’s green earth, I really didn’t want that boy going alone, and I certainly didn’t want to be a part of breaking a promise to the Wilsons—even if it was a promise I hadn’t made. The Wilsons were good people, and they had raised a good son.

      I turned to LaKeemba as we stood by the driveway that morning Jed found his drawing power, nodded, and said with as much solemnity as I could muster, “Show me your ways.”
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      The titter of laughter that passed through the village children at my willingness to go died off only as they were shooed away to their huts. I knew I was going to make a fool of myself doing this quest thing. I didn’t even have a sword or know a spell or even wear magic tennis shoes. But I was ready. If Jed was in, I was in.

      So, we headed to LaKeemba’s cabin, which was painted in bright ribs of color that had faded over time but still gave the house a festive, magical air. Her doorway was hung with strips of cloth that reminded me of the prayer flags that I’d seen on Mount Everest and on hippy houses on those HGTV shows the Wilsons watched at night.

      Inside, the room smelled of something warm—like baking cookies but woody and spicy—and the walls were covered with scraps of paper that showed sketches, all done in wide black swaths.

      “Prophecies?” I asked, pointing to the wall.

      LaKeemba smiled. “I’m trying to learn how to paint still life portraits. Those are my studies.”

      Were my cheeks ever going to return to their pasty white color again? I needed to stop talking.

      “Please sit,” Shelby said as she took a big cushion on the floor and pointed at a very comfortable-looking recliner and a straight-backed dining room chair. I’d be darned if I were going to take that old lady seat, so I plopped myself down in that dining room chair and instantly regretted it. It was the most uncomfortable seat I’d ever sat in.

      Jed was leaning forward in the recliner, not even taking advantage of that cushioned back. “So, when do we leave?”

      “Oh, slow your roll, dude,” Sharon said as she came into the cabin. “First, you have to learn a few things.”

      “Spells. Potions. Incantations.” Jed was literally bouncing on the edge of his very cushy seat.

      Sharon’s responding laugh sounded like a cookie cracking. “No. More like how to blend in. How to find things when you arrive. And how to call for help if you need it.”

      “Oh,” Jed said, clearly disappointed.

      “Ah, so like that show Timeless.” As soon as I’d said it, I wished I’d listened to my earlier self and kept my mouth shut.

      “Exactly. We don’t have that budget or that wardrobe, but we can teach you a few tricks that will help you stick out less. You’re already ahead of the rest of us, you being white and all. You won’t draw as much attention wherever you go.”

      I had to admit that I hadn’t thought of that. I hadn’t thought of my whiteness. . . well, at all—ever. And I didn’t quite see how that was going to be a factor here, but then Shelby said, “Remember that episode of Timeless where they go back to the 1920s and Rufus has to be extra careful?”

      Suddenly, it made a lot more sense. Thank God for primetime TV.

      “So, our whiteness is our shield, so to speak.”

      “Always has been, always will be, baby,” Sharon said. “You’d be doing good to use it for something besides just yourselves, don’t you think?”

      I felt the color rise to my cheeks, but this time, it wasn’t a little misspeak causing me to blush. This was guilt. Only my growing curiosity and interest in this journey kept me from blurting out something about how I hadn’t gained anything by being white since no one but Jed could see me. I was right, but I held my tongue for once. Jed wanted this too badly for me to let my pride get in the way.

      “Now, then,” LaKeemba stepped out from behind what looked to be a quilt of fireplace screens that had been wired together to make a wall. “Let’s get started.”

      For the next three days, those three women taught us how to change our voices to fit the times; the further back we went, the more formal our speech needed to become. No matter what, we were always going to be high-brow white folks since money got you almost as much access as white skin. They gave us a few pieces of clothing—vests and hats for Jed, a long skirt and a few hats for me. We would change based on the little booklet of images that Shelby had put together from historical photos on the internet. I didn’t even ask how their access to Wi-Fi worked.

      Then, the time travel training began. We didn’t have a time machine, so we didn’t need to worry about stashing it somewhere discreet. That was a load off my mind because, in Timeless, that seemed to be a major hindrance. But we did have to always find a big old tree of some sort, wherever we were. Hopefully, we’d be able to make our way back to the one we came in by, but if not, any tree that was at least three hundred years old would do.

      I hadn’t traveled much—okay, I hadn’t traveled at all—but they didn’t have to tell me that the closer we came to present day, the harder it would be to find an old tree. That part made me pretty nervous.

      Our final lesson was about how we picked our time. We had to think about when we were going, and we both had to think about the same place, or we’d get separated.

      “How’d I get here, then? I mean, I didn’t even know you were here.” Jed asked a good question.

      “Ah, you were following Lizzie, and the two of you walk time better than most, so you just followed her trail in,” Shelby said.

      They made it sound so easy, but I wasn’t stupid enough to think it was going to be that easy.

      With our lessons in hand, they told us what we needed to find. I began to wish I’d watched more of The Librarians with Jed, instead of whining about how Noah Wyle would always be Dr. Carter to me and watching Jed roll his eyes because of my talk of “that old show” again.

      This was going to be some quest.
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      Jedidiah had always liked an adventure. Ever since I’d known him, the boy was forever begging someone to hide something so he could find it. He even had one of those talking books that said, “Find it,” every time he opened the page. The book was broken and only worked on the zoo page, though. So eventually, Mrs. Wilson hid it in the trashcan under the paper towels she’d used to wash the day’s eggs because she couldn’t stand the roaring lion that actually sounded a lot more like it was passing gas. Luckily, Jed didn’t go hunting in the trash. Well, at least not after his parents had put that latch on it.

      The boy was just born looking for something, and the higher the risk, the more he wanted to hunt. His dad created elaborate scavenger hunts for him—hiding tools and candy all over the farm and then drawing crude maps for Jed to use to hunt down the goodies. Each time, as soon as he got back, Jed would sit and draw a better version of the map—a drawing made with pinpoint precision and drawn exactly to scale. Eventually, he would even do to-scale renderings of the farm from his gathered twigs. It was impressive.

      For a while, he got into those video games that made him hunt down clues, but he solved those so quickly that his mom told him they couldn’t afford to buy more games. He solved all the ones to rent at the Redbox, too, so his parents picked up a copy of The Secret from a used bookstore. Soon, he was lost in trying to figure out the cities and the clues using Google Earth. But when he started thinking about traveling to these places—at age eight—via digging in public parks, his parents took the book away.

      Geocaching came next. Then, online scavenger hunts designed by artificial intelligence. Soon, Jed was writing his own online scavenger hunts and had hundreds of people playing them. If he hadn’t been eleven—and, thus, subject to federal employment laws—he could have had a great career. But even that became boring for him.

      So this—a real-life scavenger hunt through time and space—oh, the boy was veritably dancing in his shoes as we approached the pin oak.

      “Jed, take a deep breath. We need to focus, remember?” I didn’t want this child ending up in Timbuktu while I was in Detroit.

      “Right. Okay.” He raised his hands up by his sides and then dropped them as he exhaled. “Ready.”

      “We both have to be thinking about it as we cross, remember? So, what do you know?”

      “The Kremlin. Lenin’s tomb. St. Basil’s. The Bolshoi.”

      “Good.” I had to stop him, or he’d name every landmark in the city. “Think about those, and let’s go.” I wasn’t about to admit that he was giving me my focus too. I just thought of those onion domes on that church, and off we went.

      And there we were, right in Red Square—onion domes and all. Moscow, Russia. A place I never thought I’d see. Well, to be fair, I never thought I’d see the road in front of the Wilson farm, so this took the cake for best first road trip.

      Jed was already walking across the plaza at lightning speed. When I finally caught up with him—it took a quick sprint from me—I had to stop him by grabbing his arm. “Jed, where do you think you’re going?”

      “Well, we have to find zveroboy, right? It’s probably not going to grow in the city, so we need to head out.”

      I imagined the two of us walking the Russian countryside, passing wagons full of turnips and men in fur hats. My knowledge of 1920s Russia was very limited, but I still didn’t like the image. “Whoa, Jed. Slow down. Let’s make a plan. Maybe we can find some zveroboy already harvested and save ourselves a few days of work, huh?”

      He raised his shoulders to his ears, and a wash of pink passed over his face as he grinned. “Oh, yeah, right. Sorry, I was doing it the way games require. There, you have to find the growing plant lots of times.” He let out a long sigh. “But yeah, LaKeemba did say it just had to come from here in Moscow and that it didn’t matter where we got it.”

      “Right, so let’s ask someone about a tea shop. She said it’s a tea, right?”

      Jed nodded, and he headed toward a woman in a long camel-colored coat and a cloche. “Excuse me, miss. We’re looking for a tea shop. My grandmother”—I wanted to throttle him as he pointed at me—“she’s always wanted to try some zveroboy tea. Can you help us?”

      The woman looked from Jed to me and back to him again. “Are you from America? You came a long way just for tea.” She looked at me again. “How long was the sail?”

      I stared blankly at her as I imagined the sailboats I’d seen on TV—all white fabric and blue sea. But then I realized, we’d come back to 1924, just after WWI, and it wouldn’t have been possible to fly here from the US, so I figured she meant one of those ships that people took big trunks on. “Oh, um, I sort of lost track. Several weeks.” I sure hoped I was right. She didn’t look surprised by what I said, so I figured I’d managed okay.

      Jed shivered a little. The coat we’d brought—a simple black jacket that we hoped blended in—wasn’t quite warm enough for an April day in Russia. The woman looked back at him, and her face softened. “Oh, you look like you could use a warm up. You just need to go around that corner.” She pointed behind me to a small street that branched off the plaza. “There’s a great little tea house a few doors down.” She frowned. “But be careful. Too much zveroboy can be dangerous.”

      Jed nodded. “Okay, we will. Thank you, ma’am. Thank you.” Suddenly, the kid had manners and a Southern accent as thick as mayonnaise. He sure knew how to pour on the charm.

      Something about that woman was niggling at the back of my mind as we walked across the plaza. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but something felt off.

      While we looked for the shop, I tried to spot the things that let me know we’d gone back in time almost one hundred years. Most of the buildings looked like they’d already been around a few hundred years, so I figured they were probably the same even in 2019. The clothes were unusual to me, but I couldn’t tell if that was the time difference, the country difference, or the fact that, besides the people I saw on TV—like that lady who wore the meat suit—I only knew what the Wilsons wore, which was mostly farm clothes.

      To be honest, I couldn’t have known we were in a different time at all, and Jed didn’t seem to care a bit. He was far too focused on getting our “item,” as he kept calling it, and getting back.

      That was one of our rules. We had to bring each and every item back as soon as possible after we’d gotten it. LaKeemba said it was because they needed to start putting the magic net together immediately, but I also wondered if they thought it best not to have us running around the world and all of history with the stuff they needed, just in case something happened to us. I guess I could have been offended that they didn’t trust us, but hey, we were a sixty-three-year-old woman who had been imaginary until a few days before and a twelve-year-old kid who had never been out of his home county except to go to the big city of Roanoke for birthday outings. I couldn’t really blame them for their caution.

      Just as the woman had said, there was a little tea shop. It said it right on the door. I almost thought nothing of that until I realized that I couldn’t read Russian, and then I realized I couldn’t understand it either. And yet, I’d understood the woman perfectly. That’s what bothered me. I grabbed Jed by the arm again. “Wait! Can you read that?”

      “Of course. It says, ‘Mukolsikov’s Tea Shop.’” He looked at me strangely as I stared at the words. “Oh, you must not have heard that part. That big dude—you know the guy with the giant hands—he worked a spell on us, so we can understand whatever people say no matter where or when we are. He said it was something like a ‘Babel fish’ from some old book I’d never heard of.”

      I hadn’t ever heard of a Bable fish either, but the TARDIS did something similar. The Wilsons had seen every episode of Doctor Who several times, so I felt a bit like old hat. I was sure glad these magic people had done their thing. However, I was now a teensy bit nervous that I’d missed a whole bunch of stuff back when I’d been turning over the idea that I was real for the first time.

      Jed pushed open the door of the shop and stepped in. It was deliciously warm inside, and it smelled like campfire laced with peppermint and something like black licorice. Delicious.

      “You better ask for the zveroboy. I don’t think most kids in this time would have money to buy something.”

      I gave Jed a solemn nod—that kid was always thinking—and headed to the counter only to stop dead in my tracks. As I turned back to Jed, he whispered, “In your pocket.” I slid my hand in, and there was a little purse full of money. I took it out and peeked in, trying to be slick and not look too much like I was surprised to find my pockets full of cash. The coins were all blank. I gave Jed another glance, and he did that waving motion that means “go on” no matter what language you speak.

      The man behind the counter had a thick, wide moustache like the guy on the Pringles cans, and I had to stifle a giggle before I could say, “We’d like an ounce of zveroboy to go, please.”

      “To go?” the man said. “Ah, you mean to take home. Yes, yes, of course. One moment.”

      I glanced back at Jed, and he smiled from the corner he’d slid back into by the front window.

      “Here you are.” I turned back to the counter, and the man handed me a small paper bag. “That will be twelve rubles.”

      I opened the change purse and stared blankly at the coins.

      “May I?” the man said. “I hear your accent. You are American, no?”

      I nodded.

      “Our money is new to you.” He drew three coins out of the purse. “Perfect. Twelve rubles. Ten and two.” He held each coin up in turn.

      “Thank you,” I said and picked up the small bag of tea before meeting Jed at the door and heading out.

      “Well, that was easy,” Jed said.

      “Yep. This is going to be a piece of⁠—”

      The woman from the square was there, across the street. As soon as she saw me, she turned away as if pretending to look in the window of a butcher shop.

      “What?”

      “Oh, nothing. Let’s go find our oak.”

      No need to alarm the boy, but I could feel my heart racing.
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      We made it back to the village with no incident, and Jed rushed off to give the zveroboy to Sharon and Shelby. I caught LaKeemba’s eye as we walked back into the village and gave her a nod. She quietly gestured toward her cabin, and I followed her in.

      I had just opened my mouth to tell her about the woman when she said, “They found you already. I was afraid of that.”

      “Already? Wait! What? You knew people—People are follow—You didn’t tell—” I took a deep breath. “Let me get a whole sentence out here. People are following us; you knew they were following us; and you didn’t tell us?” I had my hands on my hips, and I could feel my chin jutting out past my chest.

      LaKeemba gestured toward one of the big bean bag pillow things, but I refused. I was mad, and I wanted to show it.

      She barely shrugged and sat down nimbly, like she did yoga every day and only ate kale. I kind of hated her in that moment.

      “Jedidiah told you about David Poke?”

      “The white guy who thinks he owns you all?”

      “Right. Well, he’s a traveler too.”

      “What? Jed told me that he couldn’t come into our time. Said he was safe as long as he was back where? When? Whatever. Back on the farm.”

      “He is. You both are. Poke can’t travel himself anymore. Shelby took care of that.”

      I

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Volume 1
        
          		
            Full Page Image
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


        


      


      		
        Volume 2
        
          		
            Full Page Image
          


          		
            Epigraph
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Untitled
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 21
          


          		
            Chapter 22
          


          		
            Chapter 23
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 24
          


          		
            Chapter 25
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 26
          


          		
            Chapter 27
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 28
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 29
          


          		
            Chapter 30
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 31
          


        


      


      		
        Volume 3
        
          		
            Full Page Image
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Jedidiah
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


        


      


      		
        Read About The First Time Jed Discovers His Magic
      


      		
        Ghosts. Spells. People With Wild Abilities
      


      		
        Also By Andi Cumbo-Floyd
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also By Andi Cumbo-Floyd


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/magic-people-box-set-cover.jpg
=

THE BOTTLE OF NEVER FORGETTING

THE MAP THAT CAN TWIST TIME

THE BOY WHO COULD SEE-SECRETS






OEBPS/images/image-81uygiitoql_sl1500_.jpg
ANDREA

UMBO-FLOYL






