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CHAPTER 1

 

 

 

MY ball cap almost flew off my head in the brisk breeze, as I jumped off the school bus at my house.

Spring break meant no homework from my sixth-grade teachers. I couldn’t wait to sleep in or go fishing with my friend Marty. I kicked a pebble over the curb into the grass.

“David, can you please help me with this?” Papa called from the front yard. He struggled to lift a three-foot-tall concrete fountain that Mama had bought at an antique store a few days earlier.

I tossed my backpack onto the back porch and then ran to help. A small plastic swimming pool occupied a hole in the dirt near some bushes under the living room window. In the bottom of the pool was a box that sat on a short platform. A pipe stuck out of its top, and a cord ran from the box up onto the grass. Papa gripped the large sculpted leaves at the top of the fountain. Three small cement rabbits hid among the flowers that climbed around the pedestal. At the top, the leaves drooped around a small cluster of flowers. A small bird perched next to a flower that had a hole for water to flow through.

Papa motioned with his head. “Come here. This is hollow, but I need to line up the pipe inside with the pipe on the pump. It should slide on. Grab a side and lift with me.”

After a few grunts, we had the fountain in place. Stepping back to check it out, Papa wiped his hands on his pants. “That looks good to me. Get Mama.”

A few minutes later we stood beside the fountain. Mama clapped her hands. “It’s perfect, mi amor. Gracias.” She smiled at Papa. “I have a few flowers to plant around it.”

“Bueno. I tested the pump in the sink earlier, so I know it works. Here, David, take the shovel. We’ll have this finished in no time.”

Mama set two large pots of flowers next to us and then headed back into the house.

After adding large blue and green glass stones in the pool, Papa filled it with water. I shoveled the dirt up to the edges while Papa planted Mama’s primroses and day lilies. He plugged the fountain into an outside socket.

Water burbled out through the flower-shaped spigot at the top, slid over the sculpted leaves, and tumbled down into the pool. A rabbit on the side of the pedestal wiggled its nose and ears, as the water splashed it.

My mouth dropped opened. “What?”

Did I imagine that?

I stared at the wet cement rabbit, but it didn’t move. I wiped my hands on the grass and cleared my throat. “It looks nice. Mama will be happy.”

Papa rested a hand on my shoulder and smiled. “She knows how to pick pretty things. Take a picture with your phone. Then let’s see if dinner is ready.”

He carried his tools to the garage beside the front porch.

I took out my phone and snapped a photo for Mama. Bending down, I stared at the rabbit.

It twitched its nose and sneezed.

I gasped and fell back on the grass. My phone flew into the bushes behind the fountain.

The rabbit put a paw to its mouth. “Shh! Don’t tell anyone, please. Are you a Foglinian?”

I glanced around. No one was nearby, so I leaned in close.

“I thought you were made of cement,” I whispered. “What’s going on? What’s a Foglinian?”

The rabbit sighed and wiggled black-tipped ears. “They’re a group of nasty people. It’s a long story.”

“David!” Mama called. “Dinner!”

“I want to hear it,” I whispered to the rabbit. “Don’t leave. I’ll be out after I eat.”

“I certainly won’t be going anywhere.” The rabbit looked up at another rabbit just above him, who blinked its eyes.

What on Earth did Mama buy?

I shook my head and stood. “I’ll be back.”

The rabbit laughed. “We’ll be here.”

Dazed, I ran inside and ate as fast as I could.

“More, David?” Mama held a platter with the last two tacos.

“No, thanks.” I wiped my mouth on my napkin and set it beside my empty plate.

My six-year-old brother, Luis, wiggled in his chair. “I’ll eat one. David, can we play ball?”

“Maybe. Mama, may I be excused? I think I dropped my phone out by the fountain.”

She nodded.

I patted my brother’s shoulder, as I stood to leave. “I’ll meet you in the backyard. You can practice by yourself until I get there.”

Outside, I ran to the fountain. I reached into the bushes, searching for my phone. Finally, I grabbed it and turned to see three rabbits jump and splash in the water.

“Hey,” I whispered. “I’m back.”

“Yep, you are.” The rabbit with the black-tipped ears hopped to me. He shook his wet fur. “I needed that bath.”

I sat with my back to the road. “So, what’s your story?”

The other two rabbits joined us. They all started talking at once.

I glanced around to make sure nobody was looking. “One at a time. Where did you come from?”

“We come from Rabbitosha,” the rabbit explained in a scratchy voice. “It’s not quite like this place. The last thing we remember is playing on this fountain when a smelly fog settled over us. We must have fallen asleep.”

“The water trickled over us,” a smaller rabbit added. “Then we woke up and saw you.”

“Where are we?” a third rabbit asked.

“Uh, you’re in Edinville. My mama bought this fountain at an antique store yesterday.” I leaned forward and studied the concrete structure. Tiny scratches were etched into the sides. “What are your names?”

The smallest rabbit wiggled her ears. “I’m Macey.”

“I’m Casey,” said the rabbit with the scratchy voice. “He’s Jacey. We really must go back home. We can’t stay here. Can you help us?”

“Maybe. You’ll have to stay here, until I figure out something.”

Luis walked into the front yard. “David, are you coming?”

I jumped up and wiped dirt from my hands. “Yeah.”

Turning back to the fountain, I saw that the three rabbits were back in their places on the pedestal. They blended into the shadows under the leaves and flowers. One of the rabbits winked at me.

Luis tugged on my arm. “Let’s play.”

“Um, sure.” I peered at the fountain and saw the small concrete bird had fluffed its now white feathers.

It is also alive?

The memory of another white bird flashed in my mind.

No, it can’t be. Can it?

 

* * * * *
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CHAPTER 2

 

 

 

AFTER playing catch, Luis and I walked to the back porch.

“Do you think I’m good enough for the T-ball league?” he asked.

I ruffled his hair.

He ducked away from my hand. “Don’t do that.”

I laughed. “Sure. You’ll make a team. Are your friends playing?”

“Yeah.” Luis opened the door. “Hey, last one in is a rotten egg.” He laughed and scooted into the kitchen.

I backed down the steps and walked to the fountain in the front yard.

The white bird was gone. A girl sat beside the fountain, playing with the rabbits. She had wavy white hair and wore a sparkling white dress with white feathers clinging to it. Her large green eyes widened. She jumped up and held her hands in front to stop me.

Seeing her fear, I halted. “Hey, it’s okay. I won’t hurt you. My name is David Gonzales. I live here.”

The girl tilted her head and studied my face. “Da-vid Gon-za-les?” She bit her lip and stared.

Casey spoke to her in a strange language. She nodded and answered him.

The rabbit hopped to me. “It may take her a little longer to learn your language than it did me. Her name is Alma. She is one of the four keepers and guardians of our land. She and the other three have powers that create a protective shell around our mountain that only Pazinos and rabbits can portal through.” Casey shook his head. “Although, since the Scourge, I don’t know if our land is still protected. Especially with her gone. In the past, some evil Foglinians tried to take over our mountain.”

I scratched my head. “Wow. Being a guardian must be a big job. Alma reminds me of a girl I saw in the Land of Paz, when I teleported down the drain on my last trip there. Her name was Clara.” I sat beside the rabbit. “What’s a scourge?”

Alma drew in a sharp breath. “Clara.” She raised her hand to her lips and continued to study me.

Casey hopped into my lap and twitched his nose. “The Scourge is that smelly fog. You said drain? Teleported? What are you talking about?”

I explained how I had accidentally lost my mama’s ring down the kitchen sink drain and that a dinosaur thought it was her stolen crown. “Anyway, in the struggle, I shrank and fell into Drainovia. I had to use a teleporting hat they gave me to return home. I met Clara in her country when I was down there the last time.”

The girl sat beside me, smoothing the white dress over her legs. “I know Clara.”

I stared at her. “You’ve learned English already? How do you know Clara?”

Alma smiled. “She is my younger sister. I came from the Land of Paz. When I was sixteen, as a firstborn child it was my responsibility to take over my family’s inherited role as one of the Keepers of Rabbitosha. I keep them safe from harm. Everything was fine for a year.” Her brows drew together. “Then the Scourge came.”

“A smelly fog?” I patted the dirt around a loose flower.

The girl shuddered. “Yes. It’s a stinky, acid-like fog that stings. The strong winds that came with it broke through our protection. The Scourge lasted for days. We hid, so the Foglinians wouldn’t find us. We were caught up in a swirling windstorm and lost consciousness. I don’t know how long we’ve been here. Can you help us go home? I remember hearing the Foglinians say something about going topside. Is that here?”

I nodded. “Yeah, you could call this topside. But I don’t know how they’d get here with a fountain.” I looked around for any strange beings. “Tell me about the Foglinians.”

“They’re people, a bit like you, except they all have dark hair. Many are tall and thin. The council officials wear long, hooded black coats. They want to take over Rabbitosha for the powerful crystals that grow in the mountain. My uncle told stories about how he had to protect the rabbits from them several times, during his time as a guardian.” Alma shuddered. “I think the Foglinians want to eat the poor rabbits, too. Can you imagine that?” She played with a blade of grass and then lifted pleading eyes to me. “So, will you help us? If we go to my sister’s house, we should be safe. My people can help us find a way to end the Scourge and repel those evil Foglinians.”

I patted Casey’s soft fur. “If you’ve been gone for a long time, could the Foglinians already be here?”

Alma blinked. “It’s possible. I don’t know how long we’ve been missing.”

Jacey and Macey hopped in my lap, too.

“Say you’ll help, please,” said Macey.

“I can try, but I can’t do anything until tomorrow. I need to make a phone call. Don’t go away.” I slid the rabbits off my lap and stood.

The rabbits nibbled grass, and Alma sat watching them.

I took out my cell phone. Maybe Marty could help me take them home. Good thing I still had two teleporting hats from my last trip down the drain.

I called him on the phone. “Hey, Marty, do you want to go back down the drain tomorrow?”

“You’re kidding, right? No way. I don’t want to be around that magic stuff down there. Besides, I have to go to my cousin’s birthday party tomorrow night.”

“You wouldn’t have to be a unicorn this time.”

“I don’t even wanna go as a human. Forget it. I’m going to Joe’s party. It’s going to be so cool.”

I listened to him go on and on about the party. “Wait. I need to go back to the Land of Paz to return something.”

“What do you mean? We didn’t take any stuff from there.”

I kicked at a tuft of grass. “Never mind. Have fun at your party.” I hung up and stuck my phone in my back pocket.

If my parents would let me camp out and fish at the creek near Marty’s house, I could take the rabbits and Alma down the drain at his house when everyone was at the party. All I needed was my tent, fishing pole, and the two teleporting hats.

I turned back to the rabbits and Alma. “I have a plan. Stay here. I’ll tell you about it in the morning.”

The rabbits nodded and then jumped onto their places on the fountain. The girl rose and twirled, changing back into a white bird. She flew to the fountain and settled where I had first seen her.

I waved and headed into the house. Smiling, I walked into the living room. My parents watched TV, while Luis was sprawled on the floor, coloring in a book.

I pulled back a section of the curtains on the front window to look at the fountain.

The streetlight blinked on at the corner of our yard. A man wearing a hoodie stood under it and stared at our house. He ground out a cigarette with the toe of his shoe. A green truck drove up to him. He pointed to our house and then climbed in the back. The truck sped away.

What
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