
		
			[image: 9781644505106_fc.jpg]
		

	
		
			Table of Contents

			Chapter One

			The Storm Approaches

			Chapter Two

			A Stranger Arrives

			Chapter Three

			Help From Under The Waves

			Chapter Four

			Another Surprise

			Chapter Five

			Knocker Needs Help

			Chapter Six 

			Alleana Returns

			Chapter Seven

			 The Fish Amulet

			Chapter Eight 

			Rescuing Ethan

			Chapter Nine

			Trip To The Manatee Safe Cave

			Chapter Ten 

			Another Rescue Planned

			Chapter Eleven

			Unexpected Discovery

			Chapter Twelve 

			Completing The Mission

			Chapter Thirteen 

			Knocker Returns

			Chapter Fourteen 

			Home At Last

			Chapter Fifteen 

			Mom Is Safe

			Chapter Sixteen

			Saying Goodbye

			Chapter Seventeen

			A New Day

			Note From The Author

			Book Club Questions

			About The Author

		

		
			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Michelle and the Missing Manatee

			Copyright © 2022 J.B. Moonstar. All rights reserved.

			
				
					
						[image: ]
					

					
						[image: ]
					

				

			

			Published By: The Little Horsemen an imprint of 4 Horsemen Publications, Inc.

			The Little Horsemen Publications

			℅ 4 Horsemen Publications, Inc.

			PO Box 419

			Sylva, NC 28779

			4horsemenpublications.com

			info@4horsemenpublications.com

			Cover &Illustration by Jenn Kotick. Contact for commssions at Jkotickart@gmail.com .

			Typesetting by Michelle Cline

			Editor CI Stearns

			All rights to the work within are reserved to the author and publisher. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise, except as permitted under Section 107 or 108 of the 1976 International Copyright Act, without prior written permission except in brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews. Please contact either the Publisher or Author to gain permission.

			All characters, organizations, and events portrayed in this novel are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. 

			All brands, quotes, and cited work respectfully belongs to the original rights holders and bear no affiliation to the authors or publisher.

			Library of Congress Control Number: 2022931320

			Paperback ISBN-13: 978-1-64450-511-3

			Hardcover ISBN-13: 978-1-64450-654-7

			Audiobook ISBN-13: 978-1-64450-509-0

			Ebook ISBN-13: 978-1-64450-510-6

		

	
		
			Dedication

			[image: ]

			To my wonderful and talented artist/illustrator, Jenn Kotick; her mermaid and manatee painting was the inspiration for this book!

		

	
		
			Dear Reader,
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			In my continuing chronicles of the interactions between Ituria’s realm and the human world, I will relate the story of a young girl who is drawn into a world unknown as she battles a hurricane to save a young manatee. To what measures will she go and who will she meet along the way?

			To rescue the manatee, she will have to trust others—something she has avoided for several years since her dad died. The walls of solitude that have been her fortress must now be broken down as she will need help from others to complete the rescue. Can she overcome her fears and learn to trust again?

			Join Michelle on an exciting adventure where she and her new friends work together to save the young manatee! Only courage will save the day, and along the way she learns that there is room in her heart to care for others again, no matter who they are!

			Sincerely,

			Knocker,

			First Guard to Ituria

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			The Storm Approaches
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			Looking out the front window, Michelle searched for the source of the siren she heard. It was different than the ones she was used to hearing in the neighborhood. It’s almost like a song.

			Emergency sirens were nothing new to her. Her mother was a paramedic at the local firehouse, so she knew that each type of rescue vehicle had different sirens depending on what action was required. Because of the approaching hurricane, all emergency personnel had been ordered to report to their posts, ready at a moment’s notice to assist the residents. Yet, this siren was different and didn’t sound like it was coming from the direction of town. It was coming from the river behind the house.

			Michelle ran to look out the back window, searching for a rescue boat on the water, but didn’t see anything. Several branches were on the ground in the back yard, broken by the high winds of the hurricane, and the damage was only expected to get worse as the day progressed.

			The approaching hurricane was a category two and would most likely knock several of the trees in the back yard down once the eye reached land. Looking out toward the dock, she saw the water level on the pilings of the dock had already risen about half a foot higher than normal. The storm surge was expected to be about five feet during high tide, bringing the rising river even with, or even over, the deck.

			Again the siren rang out, louder this time. Where is this coming from, and why? She needed to match the siren with the maker. After the accident several years ago when her dad was killed, Michelle constantly questioned anything out of the ordinary, needing to solve everything that didn’t match what was normal. She knew her mind would not rest until the source of this siren was revealed. She had to find it, or she would not feel safe staying in the house alone.

			Several trees near the waterline blocked a full view of the river from the house, so as the siren went off once again, she went out the back door to hear it more clearly, this time focusing on its direction. Walking around the backyard, she tried to identify the location of the sound. It sounds like it’s coming from the river, but I don’t see any boats.

			Once the siren stopped, it was quiet. The last wave of wind and rain from the hurricane had passed and another would hit soon. The local bugs, birds, and other wildlife in the area were, like most human inhabitants at this point, hunkering down for the eye of the storm, now only hours away.

			As she headed toward their small dock, she saw something splashing underneath. Taking a quick glance at the clouds, she figured she had half an hour until the next wave hit with its torrential rain and dangerous wind. She had time to find out what was under the dock if she hurried.

			Running onto the dock, she saw a large object being pushed against the dock pilings. It was not moving on its own; the splashes were caused by the waves rocking it back and forth. Getting closer, she could see it was a manatee, but it didn’t appear to be moving. She remembered recent news reports about manatees starving to death because much of the seagrass they ate had been wiped out by pollution in the river. The story caught her attention because it was so sad and very preventable. Her anger started kicking in. Why is this allowed? Why do politicians allow pollutants to flow freely into the river, knowing the consequences?

			As she looked at the manatee closer, her anger faded as concern took over. Was there anything she could do? Maybe it is only unconscious. She had to know if there was any way it could be alive and then maybe she could save it. However, the only movement she could see was the waves bashing it, over and over, against the dock pilings.

			Wait, there is something moving! She ran to the edge and knelt on the dock, peering underneath, desperately searching to see what could have been moving—maybe a flipper on the manatee—could it still be alive, and could she save it? Although it was only mid-afternoon, the clouds were blocking the sunlight as the next wave of the storm warned of its approach, making it harder to see under the dock.

			While one side of her was screaming to get back to the safety of the house, another side had to make sure that any chance to rescue this creature was taken; she would not leave if there was a way to save it. A small beam of sunlight escaped through the clouds, lighting underneath the dock for a few seconds. A movement in the water, different from the crashing waves, changed the water patterns. There is life there! What can I do?

			Laying down on top of the dock and putting her head underneath, she saw what had been making the movements—a baby manatee was nuzzling against the larger one. It was only about five feet long. It could not understand why its mother was not responding and kept rubbing its snout against its mom’s side.

			What can I do? Michelle’s mind started racing. She couldn’t call an animal rescue group; the whole peninsula had been ordered to stay off the roads because of the high winds—no vehicular traffic was allowed until after the storm. Can I build something to protect it from the storm? Around her were only some broken branches; they would not help as the water and waves rose higher and higher.

			There must be something I can do! I can’t just leave it!

			“Don’t worry, little one!” she called down to it. “I will not leave you alone. We will make it through this together!”

			The small manatee looked up in fear and attempted to hide itself from Michelle, paddling this way and that, finally swimming underneath the flipper of its mother to hide, hoping this human would go away.

			“No, no, don’t hide. I will not hurt you!” she said in a softer voice. “I will make sure you are safe!”

			Peeking out from its hiding place after hearing Michelle’s gentler voice, its face could now be seen. Its eyes were wide with fear as it looked at her, using its flippers to stay close to its mom as waves crashed into them and repeatedly knocked it away. It looks exhausted!

			Suddenly, Michelle’s thoughts were jarred out of rescue mode by the noise of someone running onto the deck behind her. She quickly popped her head up and turned to see who was on their property—in the middle of a hurricane—and why.

			“Oh, you found him!” came a shout as the stranger got closer. “Thank you!”

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			A Stranger Arrives
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			“How do you know about him and why are you out in this storm?” Michelle asked curtly. She also had a problem with strangers—no one was to be trusted. It was just her and her mom now; her world was small and compact.

			“You are trespassing, so you need to leave!” she shouted at him, letting him know that he was not welcome.

			“But I’m here to help!” came the reply as the teenage boy quickly knelt beside Michelle, leaned over, and peered under the dock. “We need to save this baby! Can you help me?”

			Still not sure of this stranger, she asked, “How did you know he was here? You can’t see him from the street. How did you know?”

			The teenager looked at her in silence, assessing how to respond. Michelle just stared back at him, waiting for an answer. Why is he running around out here in the storm? And how did he know it was here?
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			The stranger had black hair, was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, and had a duffle bag hung around his shoulder down onto his left side. He looked about fourteen or fifteen years old, just a few years older than she was. His hair and clothes were soaked, but his bright green eyes were piercing, alert and ready to react to anything.

			“I was told that there was a baby manatee that needed help,” he stated as he watched Michelle closely and
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