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“It's a dangerous business, Frodo, going out your door. You step onto the road, and if you don't keep your feet, there's no knowing where you might be swept off to.”
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― J.R.R. Tolkien, The Lord of the Rings 
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Sunday 9 November ... Again
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FROM WHERE WE LEFT Kaylee at the end of Book One...

Kaylee was home. In addition, the clothes she had been wearing had gone, replaced with exactly the grey sweatshirt and blue jeans she had been wearing the day she disappeared.

She sniffed the air in the dark recesses at the back of the Chameleon Shop, expecting to smell that addictive smell of old books, but was surprised to smell instead, chocolate and maybe spices. She reached out a hand to feel the shelves and there were large glass jars, and tins of things. Next to them was what felt like a cold marble mortar and pestle.

Saorsa the Dragon had told her that hadn’t she? The shop and the clock will reset every time you return home.

She could hear a woman humming a pleasant tune, and for a second dared to hope it was her mother, but she knew in her heart it wasn’t. She eagerly walked towards the sunlight coming through the windows at the front of the shop, and discovered the shop was now a chocolate shop!

‘Hello Kaylee, I’ve been expecting you.’ The beautiful dark haired woman smiled. 

How does she know my name? 

‘Come sit, take a load off. I have made you some hot chocolate, with just a pinch of chilli-powder in this one for you my dear. You look like you could do with a good pick me up...’
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KAYLEE SAT ENJOYING a hot chocolate in a stunned sort of way. She had been trying to re-acclimatise herself again before the daunting task of facing her mother.

‘What day is this?’ she asked Michelle, the pretty dark-haired lady behind the counter.

‘Sunday, the 9th of November,’ she answered.

‘Again? Wow! That’s mind-blowing,’ Kaylee said. Then something occurred to her. She thumped the desk in frustration, looking extremely worried. ‘I can’t believe I didn’t ask Saorsa how I’m supposed to get back to the Five Realms.’

‘Maybe that’s because you weren’t planning on returning to the Five Realms?’

‘No, I wasn’t.’ Kaylee had been planning on making up for lost time with her father, looking forward to spending Christmas with both her parents and to breaking the bad news to Paul. However, life didn’t always go as you planned it, she was learning.

‘Ask your mother to take you to the Medieval Market next weekend. I’m sure your feet will show you the way to go, once you’re there,’ Michelle suggested. She then whispered, ‘Fire is your best bet; fire and iron.’ 

Kaylee quickly finished her now warm hot-chocolate, eager to see her mother after being gone for a week. Although, it would only be a day or two for her mother, Saorsa had assured her and Michelle confirmed. 

When she bid Michelle farewell and left The Chameleon Shop, she noticed the front of the shop was now showing a delectable display of milk, white and dark chocolates and set in the centre of the display, the cutest little gingerbread house you ever saw.  A couple of teenagers, a boy and girl, were giggling and enjoying iced chocolates at a quaint white cafe table on the cobbled path outside the door.

Kaylee pulled up the hood of her sweatshirt and began a brisk walk, eager to get home. The clouds were dark and brooding and the wind howled and shoved her about like a schoolyard bully. Thunder rumbled from the bellies of dark brooding clouds which threatened to drop buckets of rain before she could run all the way home.

She held tight to the painful stitch in her side, as she jogged along panting, throat parched. After a short while she was finally home. Standing outside her house she jumped with alarm as a flash of lightening lit the sky, leaving black house-shaped images on her retinas. Somewhere far away church bells rang forlornly.

It was as though the house was in mourning. The curtains were closed in the middle of the day and the letterbox overflowed with junk mail, spilling in an untidy mess beneath it. It felt sad and neglected. Kaylee felt a growing dread as she climbed the steps to the front door, and tried the doorknob. The fact that it opened concerned her. Trish, Kaylee’s mother, never left that door unlocked even when she was home, for fear of burglary or intruders.

The house was deathly quiet and smelled like it had been cooped up and musty as she made her way through the hall to her mother’s bedroom. ‘Mum,’ she called, with a hint of panic in her voice.

No answer came.

Her mother’s door stood slightly ajar and as Kaylee pushed it open slowly, she was almost knocked flat by the stale smell of wine. She saw the empty bottle on the floor next to the bed where her mother lay sleeping under an untidy mound of blankets.

‘Mum?’ she asked the sleeping form, but still there was no reply. Panic welled up inside Kaylee and tears filled her eyes not quite overflowing.

‘MUM!’ she yelled and shook her mother’s shoulder.

This time she was relieved when her mother shot upright suddenly, unsteady and frightened. Her face looked haggard, ravaged by sadness, as though she had aged ten years over the weekend.

‘Wa? Who? ...’ she asked, unable to focus on Kaylee’s face in the dim room. 

‘Kaylee ... its Kaylee,’ she almost yelled. She ran to the curtains and tore them open, shoving the window outwards to let the fresh air in. She turned to find her mother cowering behind her arms, shielding her face from the sudden glare of bright light, like a pale grub beneath a rotted log suddenly exposed and vulnerable. The sky had an eerily bright grey light even though the storm hovered ready to break. 

Then Trish lowered her arms, and let out a relieved sob as her eyes showed her the sight she had been longing to see for what felt like forever. She crawled madly across the bed and leapt up into her daughter’s arms, enveloping her in wet kisses, cocooning them in the blankets she had dragged along with her. 

‘Oh thank God you’re back,’ she cried. Too happy to see Kaylee to even consider telling her off for her disappearance. 

Kaylee shoved that thought to the cob-webby parts of her brain, bathing in her mother’s love, but knowing the interrogation would come later.
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KAYLEE TOWED HER WEARY mother, still clutching a warm blanket around her shoulders, to the kitchen where she sat her at the table smiling and wiping happy tears from her eyes. Outside the sky flashed with lightening, quickly followed by the boom of thunder and rain pelted hard against the windowpanes.

‘How about I make us both a hot cocoa, and explain where I’ve been?’ Kaylee said diving in before her mother could get the chance.

Trish was still stunned, but so very relieved to have her baby girl home. Questions unanswered had not even begun to fight their way to the frontal lobe of her cerebral cortex but at this her facial expression went through an amusing, then alarming pattern of transformations; from blissful ignorance, to sudden recollection and then confusion and finally imminent explosion. Still, words completely failed her, and she just stared at Kaylee, in an extremely unnerving fashion, as if she was about to squash a particularly disgusting cockroach.

‘Ahem,’ Kaylee said, procrastinating big time. ‘Well, you see, there’s a perfectly good explanation. Ahem, it’s like this ...’ she mumbled in a perfect imitation of a politician answering any question.

‘Spit it out girl, before I grow old and die before your eyes!’ her mother growled.

Kaylee looked at her, hurt, and wishing the warm cuddly loving mother hadn’t disappeared quite so abruptly. She took a deep breath and summoned the courage. You’ve tackled a dragon for Heaven sakes girl, you can handle your mother’s wrath. 

‘Right! Ok. You see I went to that new bookshop in town the other day. The flyer said first three customers got a free book, and well, I got this old book which had a key inside it. The strange old salesman told me his friend was a blacksmith, and to go to Mitchell’s Cottage to see him —’

‘Who? Where?’ Trish shook her head like it was full of bees but then got annoyed at her own interruption, and waved her hand to indicate Kaylee should continue.

‘The cottage, that’s where it happened,’ Kaylee said, palms up in explanation as though this would make any sense at all to her mother.

‘Where what happened, exactly?’ Trish asked, utterly bewildered.

‘The key,’ Kaylee began digging around in her backpack and came out with the oversized ancient iron key from the bookshop. She held it up for her mother to see, and Trish reached out eagerly to examine it. Kaylee continued, ‘The key is ... magic. It made a fire appear in that old cottage and —’, but her mother, who had been rolling along with intense concentration, completely lost traction of things at the word ‘magic’.

‘Magic? Magic, did you say?’

‘Yes, it is. And it took me to this place called the Five Realms, where there are giant talking cats and floating islands and that’s not the best bit.’ Kaylee was grinning from ear to ear, wriggling in her seat with excitement, but her mother’s look was growing increasingly dangerous.

Trish leaned forward in her seat, and Kaylee shrank back in hers under the heat of her mother’s stare. ‘You disappear for two days and I go through utter hell thinking you might be dead someplace, and when you do finally show up, your explanation is magic!’ Trish’s voice during that sentence had risen to a shout. The conversation train now hurtled towards a ravine where the tracks cease to exist.

‘Mum, wait! You’re not listening. You haven’t heard the best bit yet,’ Kaylee tried to ignore her mother’s dissatisfied tone, feeling confident that the final treat she was about to reveal would mend all those bridges. ‘It’s Dad! He’s still alive! I found him there.’ She beamed a beautiful smile, but the smile froze on her face because her mother burst out crying, covering her eyes with her hands.

The conversation train completely derailed, dived over the cliff, into the ravine and burst into flaming, molten metal at the bottom. Kaylee’s heart felt like it had gone over the edge with it.

‘Why are you doing this to me?’ Trish asked her daughter, pleading through puffy red eyes, tears streaming down her cheeks. ‘You know how long it took me to get over your father. How could you say such a thing to me?’

Kaylee felt utterly deflated. She knew now that it had been foolish to think she could just drop all that fantastical news on her mother, and expect the poor woman to swallow it like some foul medicine the Doctor had prescribed. She decided to tell her mother what she thought she’d possibly believe, and clear up the little white lies later on — like when her Dad was there for example — in the flesh, to back up her story.

‘Ok, ok. I stayed at Lisa’s this weekend, alright? I’m sorry if I worried you.’ Kaylee absolutely hated lying to her mum, but she hated seeing that pained look on her face even more.

‘IF? If you worried me! Kaylee, I thought I’d never see you again.’ Trish moved towards Kaylee’s chair, knelt in front of her and pulled her daughter close, clutched to her heart. ‘I love you so much. Please, tell me if you’re going to your friend’s house next time.’

‘Yes, I’m really sorry Mum.’ She tried not to think of the fact that she would have to be disappearing again to go save her Dad, very soon. ‘It’s just, you know how much I —’

Trish looked up, guessing what Kaylee was going to say. ‘You don’t like Paul, yes I know. I’m sorry.’

Just then, the front door opened and Mr Popular (Paul), walked in.

Kaylee looked at him, and smiled. 

That threw him. He was about to lecture her again. Why on earth was the girl smiling at him?

‘My Dad sends you a message. He’s coming back soon, and you’re going to be in big trouble,’ Kaylee taunted Paul.

‘Kaylee!’ Trish said, shocked. ‘Take no notice Paul, you know how teenagers can be, wild imaginations and all that.’

‘But where? That’s impossible. He can’t ... are you saying he’s come back from ... from the dead?’ He started to interrogate Kaylee but Trish pulled him away to their room. Kaylee heard the words ‘Lisa’ and ‘alone time’ surface out of their heated mutterings. 

Now, Kaylee thought to herself, how do I get my mother to take me to the Medieval Markets on Saturday. ‘Oh heck! Better ring Lisa too, and warn her to back up that story I told Mum.’ 

By the time Kaylee had phoned her friend, and gossiped for a good hour or so, as girls do, they had hatched a cunning plan for next Saturday. The plan involved hopefully guilt-tripping Trish into taking them, Kaylee and Lisa, to the Medieval Markets where if Michelle had been correct in her assumptions, an opportunity would arise for Kaylee to return to the Five Realms and somehow save her father from Wilfrey. 

Revelling in the pure pleasure of being back in her own bed, Kaylee noticed her blue, fairy jewellery box on the white chest of drawers in the corner of her room. She laughed at the fairies on the lid, thinking of Benjamin pinned beneath Jett last time she had seen him. She opened the lid, listening to the sweet melody the clockwork inside its casing played, and decided to put on the lion pewter necklace her father had given her as a gift. 

She wouldn’t have money to use in the Five Realms but the pewter necklace might be useful to barter for something to help get him back. She didn’t think her father would mind. 
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Good Friends
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SATURDAY 15thNovember ... Again

‘Right, I’ll make it up to you Lisa. You have to distract Mum,’ Kaylee instructed her best friend discreetly. ‘If you take her to see the beeswax candles and stuff, it should give me long enough to ... well, to do what I’ve got to do. I’ll explain later, but I may disappear for a couple of days. Tell her I’ll be safe, and I’ll be back with Dad. Say, I asked if she could please just trust me this time. Hopefully, she understands and forgives me when I return.’ IF I return.

Lisa raised one ginger eyebrow and frowned fiddling with one of the tight curls framing her face. She pulled it straight, letting it ping back up beside her ear. She looked a bit dubious about this plan of Kaylee’s. ‘You really sure there’s no other way to save your father, Kaylee? Your mother is going to go absolutely bonkers when you go missing again.’

‘If I don’t go back soon, Wilfrey will kill him Lisa. I don’t want to make my Mum cry, but Dad needs me. She’ll understand when I get back.’ Kaylee adjusted her backpack comfortably, took a deep breath and stared at her friend.

‘Ok then. I just hope she doesn’t shoot the messenger.’ Lisa was a long time friend, and had already agreed to do as she was asked, however she added one condition. ‘If I get in trouble for this you have to give me your new headphones to make up for it.’

‘Deal!’ Kaylee and Lisa fist-bumped on it, smiled, nodded and parted ways. Lisa wandered very nonchalantly over to the ethnic dress rack Trish was idly perusing. Kaylee could see her friend pointing towards the beeswax product’s stand, behind crowds of people. Trish looked at Kaylee, who waved back, smiling innocently and then pretended to be very absorbed in some adorable little wooden bird houses someone had made. Trish frowned suspiciously, but then submitted as Lisa towed her along by the arm. 

The minute her back was turned, Kaylee with her backpack on her back, and the iron key inside for its travelling magic (at least she hoped it still worked) headed for a little rustic hut with a thatched roof she had spied earlier. Peeking through the open door, she saw a large metal brazier with wood burning in it. The smell of wood-smoke drifted past occasionally carried by the soft breeze. Fire and iron, Michelle had said. She had a feeling that would be the perfect place to try and see if the key would take her back to the Five Realms.

The brazier was inside the hut, near its centre, which was helpful as there were several people around, and she didn’t think it wise to try disappearing with witnesses. There was little time to be nervous about what she was doing. If her mother caught her up to something dodgy-looking she would not let Kaylee out of her sight again for weeks. It was now or never.

She clasped her fingers around the iron key tightly, and it began to hum like a big fat bumble-bee. Then it began to glow a luminescent green. Kaylee closed her eyes and summoned thoughts of her father. This was not difficult; her mind had been filled with worry about him the whole week since she had had to leave him behind in the Five Realms. Wilfrey Hobbs had given her just seven days to return the dragon’s egg or else her father would be killed. She hoped that the evil guardian kept to his word and didn’t just decide to finish Greg off early.

The key began to grow very warm in Kaylee’s hand, glowing brightly like a large funny shaped firefly with a soft hum like a little bee trapped nearby.

She had been told that time would reset to within a day or two of when she had left, when she came back through the Chameleon Shop, which it had. She had arrived back, disturbingly, only a day after she had left. However, Kaylee loved her father so much, she was more than a bit hesitant to trust his life or death to a time-machine shop and the dragon who had captured the man six months before. 

It was now Saturday the 15th again, which also happened to be the day she left Greg behind to come back to her mother. She hoped again, that Saorsa the dragon had been right about the time resetting thing.

The key’s humming grew louder. It glowed much brighter now, and grew very warm, almost too hot, in the palm of her hand. Kaylee shut her eyes to concentrate as hard as she could, focusing intently on her father. 

The constant chatter of the crowds of people outside the hut grew softer. Now she could hear a bubbling sound and felt steam drift past her cheeks. The smell was oddly pleasant though. Kaylee opened her eyes to see large steam clouds rising, lifting the fine hairs to float up delicately tickling her face. She was standing once more on the edge of the volcano, with a dangerous bubbling lava pool in its crater. Only the lava looked and smelled very different this time. She’d been expecting rotten egg smell, but instead it was a pleasant sweet gooey caramel scent drifting up. 

‘How strange,’ Kaylee said. ‘Then again, strange is ordinary in these lands.’

She adjusted her straps of her backpack to sit more comfortably on her shoulders. She was wearing her comfortable red chucks again with a different pair of blue jeans and a burgundy-coloured hoodie this time. She looked around her to find the shingle path which led down the mountain. It was behind her this time. She turned and made her way toward it, trusting in fate or destiny, that she had survived her last brief visit to this
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