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			“The world is full of magic things, patiently waiting for our senses to grow sharper.”

			― W.B. Yeats
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			You must surrender to the chaos of the unknown before  you hope to progress.

			Micah tucked the unusual postcard back under his pillow. It must have been Riley who sent it. Who else would have been so cryptic?

			Tip, tip, tip.

			The noise came from his window. It seemed to match the pace of his thumbs as they flew across the phone, typing three messages in quick succession.

			Why did you send me that message?

			Is it a new game?

			You are so strange!

			Tap, tap, tap.

			Micah pulled the blanket down, sitting up to see what could have made that racket. He squeezed his eyes shut almost instantly, blocking out the awful morning sunshine, and pulled the blanket back over his head. The message to Riley was still open. Micah waited for the three dots to appear that showed his friend typing back, but there was nothing. Then it hit him like a ton of bricks. It was only 8:00 a.m. Back in Seattle, it would be 5:00 a.m. None of his friends would wake up that early during summer vacation. This sucked.

			Rap, rap, rap!

			The clamoring was even louder this time— insistent. He threw off his blanket and rose, ready to smash whatever had made that awful sound. Micah turned toward the noise and found himself eye to eye with the largest raven he had ever seen. The black bird regarded him intelligently through the window, as if memorizing his face, then stretched its wings and flew away. Micah sighed and laid back down, pulling the covers over his head, and tapped on Stardew Valley.

			“Time to wake up!”

			He groaned and buried his face in the bedding, trying to ignore his mother’s chipper voice from down the hall. Unfortunately, his efforts were futile. The doorbcreaked open and muffled footsteps sounded across the wooden floorboards. “Micah,” a low voice whispered. It wasn’t his mother invading his space.

			Perhaps if he laid motionless, letting his breath rise and fall in a slow, rhythmic motion, his father would think he was asleep and just go away.

			“Hey, Micah, wake up.”

			No such luck. There would be no ignoring his father. Micah sat up and rubbed his eyes, then flopped back down dramatically, pulling the pillow over his head.

			“But it’s Saturday,” he moaned.

			His dad let out a hearty laugh and tousled Micah’s hair. “Your mom’s cooking a fancy breakfast. Come join us!”

			Micah peeked out from under the pillow and gave a reluctant nod.

			His dad’s green eyes were framed with dark-rimmed glasses, and the morning light reflected off his balding head. The corners of his mouth turned down as his eyes landed on the phone in Micah’s hand.

			“Oh, Micah.” His father sighed loudly. “We’ve told you a million times not to bring your phone to bed with you at night.”

			Micah clenched his phone. “It’s not fair! It’s not like I’m doing anything bad.”

			Before Micah realized what was happening, the phone left his hand. He watched in horror as it sailed across the room, nearly hitting his father’s head, and landed harmlessly on an overstuffed chair.

			His dad didn’t say a word as he scooped the phone up from the chair. He just stared, as if he didn’t know his own son.

			Micah frowned and pulled his blanket back over his head, listening for the door to slam shut. He hated this place with its stupid bugs and stupid ocean. He wanted to hate his parents too, but they were all he had left.

			He grabbed a sweatshirt from the floor and pulled it over his head. It may be too hot for long sleeves, but he didn’t care. Mosquitoes would not bleed him dry today. Micah yanked the hood up over his head and tugged on the strings to tighten it around his face.

			The bedroom door, swollen with heat, was stuck after being slammed and refused to open. Great. He bent his knees and hurled his shoulder at it, forcing his way out, then stomped down the hallway.

			“Good morning,” he grumbled, and rubbed his eyes. The odor of burned biscuits hit him first, followed by the more appealing smell of bacon and eggs. Micah crossed the cracked linoleum tiles, passing by the grime-coated, broken-down appliances, to join his mother, father, and baby sister, Bethany, at an oversized wooden table. His mother hummed as she served the family.

			Bethany grabbed a handful of Cheerios and shoved them into her mouth. She picked at a stray piece of cereal still attached to her sticky arms, then tried to throw it at Micah. Her hand jerked twice, but the bit refused to release. Micah laughed at his sister being her usual mischievous self.

			“Good morning, sunshine,” said his mother, pulling a chair out for him. Micah sighed, failing at his attempt to be pleasant. His dad raised an eyebrow in his direction but said nothing. Maybe he hadn’t told his mom about the phone.

			They had only been in Bar Harbor for about a month. This had been where his father had grown up, and after inheriting the home from some ancient aunt, he had decided it would be a good idea to drag the family across the country to a better neighborhood.

			There was nothing wrong with their old neighborhood. All his friends were back home in Seattle. His mom and dad had promised he could stay in touch with them, but the internet service they found was so slow, that none of his games would even run. When they had first arrived in Maine, his phone blew up with messages. Now, he was lucky if he heard from his friends once a day. They were forgetting him and moving on with their lives. Micah squeezed his eyes shut, pushing back the tears that threatened to break free.

			Micah hated it here. He had been angry at his parents since they arrived, until a few nights ago when he heard them talking about how long his dad had been out of work, and how lucky they had been to inherit this house.

			“Thanks for making breakfast, Mom,” Micah said, tearing the biscuit into tiny pieces, hoping she wouldn’t notice that he wasn’t eating it.

			After everyone finished, his mother scooped the dishes and placed them into the stained porcelain sink. His dad headed toward the study.

			“I’m going to send my resume out to a few more companies. Are you okay cleaning up on your own?”

			His mom nodded, but her face looked troubled. Micah knew better than to ask what was wrong. His mom was usually a rock, steady and strong. But today she looked small and sad. 

			Micah sighed and gave her a light hug. He wavered before asking, “Is there anything you need me to do today?” He didn’t want to do chores, but if she found out about the phone, it may buy him some points.

			She raised her eyebrow, looking thoughtful. “The dock,” she mused, brushing a strand of blond hair from her face. “Aunt Mary left a terrible mess, and I would love for you to clean it up and make it safer.”

			“Sure thing, Mom.” He smiled at his mother and gave her hand a squeeze. Cleaning the yard would give him a chance to explore down by the water. They’d been here almost a month, and he hadn’t gotten to swim in the harbor yet. Micah’s dad had never been this protective back home, but he had been acting strangely since they arrived in Maine. Something about this house seemed to set him on edge. Perhaps if the backyard and dock were clean, they would finally get to go swimming.

			Micah glanced at his mom before heading out the front door. Her eyes looked empty, and dark circles with deep creases surrounded them. “Do you want me to take Bethany?” he ventured. His mother obviously needed a break. “She might enjoy being outside, and you could take a nap.” 

			She looked at Micah for a moment and nodded. “I would like that.”

			He wished his mom weren’t so miserable. His parents had agreed that moving to Maine would be best. His dad had said this small town with its clean ocean air was the perfect place to raise a family. But they had lived in the city for so long that everyone was having a hard time adjusting to small-town life.

			“The stroller,” His mom said, huffing as she pulled the bulky thing out of the closet.

			Micah unfolded it, clicking the wheels into place, while his mom lifted Bethany out of the highchair and placed a light kiss on her pudgy cheek.

			“You have fun with your brother,” she cooed, then turned to Micah. “Be careful and give her your full attention if you take her out of the stroller.” She glanced down the hall toward his dad’s office. “And stay away from the water when Dad and I are not there.”

			“Yes, Mom,” Micah said, rolling his eyes. He wasn’t an idiot, and he had taken the lifeguard test with his swim team back home and passed with flying colors.

			Twigs snapped under his feet as he pushed the stroller down the path to the dock. The surrounding trees swayed in the gentle breeze. Eventually, they opened to a large clearing where the water met the old pier. It almost reminded Micah of the trail he and Riley used to explore that ended in a long public dock on Lake Washington.

			Micah breathed the pine scent into his lungs, listening to the birds chattering around him. He shivered and felt the delicate hairs on his arm stand up. There was a large black bird perched above, watching him closely. A sharp sting distracted him, and Micah swatted at the mosquito feasting on his arm. When he looked back up, the bird was gone.

			Micah put the brake on the stroller and gave his sister a handful of cereal and some toys. Time to get to it. Bethany gurgled happily as he set about picking up the debris scattered across the yard.

			His great aunt was a bit of a hoarder, so the dumpster they had rented was already mostly full. Hopefully, there was enough room for all the junk scattered around the backyard. Micah made sure he could monitor Bethany as he lugged the loads up the path to dispose of them.

			He was on his third trip down the trail when he noticed the kayak. His heart beat faster when he saw it, and an incredible idea manifested.

			Years of muck had accumulated on the vessel as it lay upside down near a pile of brush. He wiped away some dirt, revealing a bright yellow hull. No apparent leaks. Someone had scribbled the words Sguaba Tuinne in what appeared to be black sharpie, or perhaps paint. What did that even mean? He pushed the boat onto its side and discovered a paddle tucked neatly under the craft.

			“Micah!” his mom’s voice called from the top of the trail. He quickly pushed the brush back over the boat and moved away, grabbing some trash.

			His father was with her and he bolted down the path toward Bethany.

			“My poor baby! Are you cold?” he gushed, covering her with a blanket. “You shouldn’t have left her alone with Micah, he is barely watching her!” he said, turning back to his wife. “You could have gotten me. I could have taken my laptop out here!” His dad was being weird and protective again.

			“She is fine, Richard,” his mom answered, her voice wavering. “And there’s no wi-fi signal in the backyard.”

			Richard scooped the baby into his arms. “Oh, someone has a full diaper!” He made his way back up the trail toward the house. “Come on Becky, you can still get that nap in. Micah, do you mind finishing up here? I’ll watch Bethany. Cheer up, son, it’s not that bad, is it?”

			Micah resisted the urge to hit his dad and just gave a nod.

			Micah’s mom peered at him before following his dad into the house. “Dinner’s at six, okay?”

			He wanted to tell them it was bad, that he had no one, and he was going to start the eighth grade with no friends. But they had their own troubles, and he didn’t want to add to them.

			It was much nicer being out here on his own. Micah watched his parents and Bethany disappear around the corner before returning to the kayak.

			Between garbage hauls, he carefully cleaned the modest vessel. Once it was clear of dirt, he pushed it into the water, testing its seaworthiness. There were no leaks anywhere. Perfect.

			A bird called in the distance, and he heard a splash. Micah pulled the boat back onto shore and secured it nearby. He saw something small in the water, swimming toward him. It was about the size of a raccoon, bobbing up and down. When the creature was about ten feet from him, he could tell it was a dog with eyes as dark as the night sky.

			Laying on his stomach at the edge of the dock, Micah tried to get a closer look. The animal looked pathetic and small. Most of all, it looked lonely and lost. He knew what that felt like, and the urge to help this pitiful creature was almost overwhelming.

			“Here, girl, I won’t hurt you. Let’s get you out of this water.”

			The pup kept swimming toward him and, when it was close enough, he scooped it out. The poor thing was shivering and he could see now that it wasn’t like any dog he had ever encountered. It looked like a miniature version of a wolf, and specks of blue light swirled in its dark eyes. Micah took his sweatshirt off and wrapped it around the wretched creature, but it wriggled free and hopped down to the dock.

			“It looks like you’re feeling better. Do you have a name?” The pup didn’t have a collar or tags, but Micah was sure that someone would miss it.

			As Micah reached for the dog again, he spotted an eerie blue light floating midway between him and the ocean floor. It drew him in and he leaned toward it for a brief second.

			When he looked back, the dog was gone! The creature had taken off in a flash and was already halfway down the dock.

			“Come back, girl! I’ll help you!” Micah rose to his feet, brushing the dirt from his sweatshirt, but the dog just padded off into the woods. “Wait!”

			He jogged toward the tree line and peered past the thick copse of trees. A breeze whistled through the pine needles and he shivered involuntarily before shaking his head.

			He turned back toward the water to inspect the light but couldn’t find it anywhere. Perhaps it had only been a figment of his imagination? There was something strange about this place.

			Perhaps he had finally found something interesting to do. Tonight, after his parents went to bed, he would take the kayak on its maiden voyage.

			* * *

			Moonlight poured into the open bedroom window as bright as day when the chime of his phone jarred Micah awake. The waves’ distant lapping floated in the air, blending with the crickets’ soft song. The bed creaked as he shifted and placed his feet on the cool wooden floor, trying to contain his excitement.

			Micah had left his door slightly ajar so it wouldn’t stick. He pushed it open and strained his ears, listening for anyone awake in the house. Silence greeted him. He grabbed the backpack he had filled with snacks and his Swiss army knife, and carefully tiptoed down the hall. So far, so good.

			He crept along, avoiding squeaky floorboards, and rounded the corner. Outside, the moonlight illuminated the path as Micah made his way down to the shore. There was a slight chill in the air.

			Enormous trees cast eerie shadows, and Micah caught a movement in the corner of his eyes. He shivered, surveying the shoreline. Maybe that dog was still hanging around, but all he saw were the pine boughs swaying in the breeze.

			In the kayak, Micah adjusted the backpack between his knees and braced with his legs as he pushed off the shore. Entrancing bits of light danced on the swells the kayak created as it cut through the waves.

			It was peaceful on the water, but Micah didn’t want to go too far—just somewhere private, away from his mom and dad. The one good thing about Maine was that it had so much space and so few people. Back home, everywhere they went was crowded. Here, he could find a private place and build a fort that was his alone.

			A bead of sweat formed beneath Micah’s brow.

			Paddling was hard work! It had been well over twenty minutes, and he had only made it about a quarter mile down the shoreline. Just when he was ready to give up, he spotted the clearing. Along the harbor’s rocky shores and outcrops a sandy beach lay nestled amidst a copse of trees. It would be perfect for his hideout.

			As he veered toward the sandy shore, an uncanny blue light rose from the depths of the water, floating midway between him and the shore. At first, Micah assumed it was the moon’s reflection. But this glow seemed to come from below the water and looked exactly like the one he had seen earlier.

			Moon fairies. That’s what his dad would say.

			As he stared into it, Micah remembered the camping trips his parents had taken him on each year before Bethany was born. They would sit in front of the fire, telling stories and eating s’mores. When the fire burned out, they would grab a flashlight and make their way down a tiny path to a creak.

			His dad would point out the flashes of light on the water and tell him they were moon fairies. Micah would try to talk to the tiny fairies and capture the elusive things in his hands, only to end up soaked. As he got older, he stopped believing in the fairies, and after a time, they stopped going camping as a family.

			When the kayak hit the beach with a soft thud, he looked up, surprised. The last thing he remembered, he was staring into the light, lost in thought, and now he was on shore. Micah scanned the water, searching for the blue light again, but all he could see was the reflection of the moon on the sea. It was gone, just like the moon fairies.

			A faint cry echoed in the distance. Maybe it was his little dog friend. Micah adjusted himself for a better view. Further down the shore, he saw a person hunched over in the darkness. Their shoulders shook as the sobs pierced the night.

			Having the perfect hideout all to himself was probably too good to be true, Micah thought as he lifted the paddle to push off and head back home. He should probably leave this person alone. But something made him hesitate. What if they were lost or hurt? It would be cruel to leave them in despair.

		

		
			Chapter two

			Muirenn
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			Before Micah could change his mind, he pulled the kayak onto the sandy shore and slung his backpack over his shoulder. Taking a sharp breath, he proceeded down the beach toward the figure.

			When he was close enough, he could tell that she was clearly a girl, or maybe a small woman. Her long hair hid a pale face, and when she raised her eyes to meet his, it pulled him in. Like the night sky, her eyes held millions of stars. As he looked deeper, he saw specks of blue light swirl within, just like the dog’s.

			She coughed and lifted her chin. “Hello?”

			Micah jumped in surprise at the sound of her voice. He almost lost his footing, then steadied himself and took a deep breath. How long had he been there, staring at her?

			Sharp pins and needles moved through his body like little electric currents. He approached her slowly, trying not to stare. She was beautiful— probably the prettiest girl he had ever seen. Her long dark hair moved with the breeze and he watched, transfixed, as her lips turned up at the corners.

			His tongue felt ten times its normal size as he tried to force out a greeting, “G… girl!”

			Her tiny smile widened to a full one that brightened her entire face. “I am,” she laughed. “Were you expecting something else?”

			Micah cringed. He had always been shy around girls. “Well, I uh, maybe, was… I found this boat the other day.” He swayed, stumbling as she watched him. “It was cool. I knew my parents wouldn’t let me use it, so I snuck out.”

			In his attempt to impress her, he ended up sounding like an idiot.

			For the briefest moment, a shadow crossed her eyes, but it disappeared as soon as it had come. She bit her bottom lip and smiled. “Oh, I’m glad you did. Otherwise, we wouldn’t have met!”

			“Why are you out so late?” Micah asked, “Are you okay?”

			She sighed and pushed a strand of hair from her face. Micah didn’t think she was going to answer, but then she turned toward him.

			“I’m looking for someone,” she said. “I’m Muirenn, by the way.”

			Micah blinked and felt the heat rising in his face.

			Her eyes were wide and her long dark hair seemed to move like the sea. He hoped it was dark enough that she didn’t notice how red his cheeks were.

			“Oh. Hi, Muirenn.” He scrunched his face. “I was just looking for somewhere to set up a fort, but I can help you search.”

			Embarrassment washed over him before the words had fully escaped his mouth. Forts were for little kids, and he was going to be an eighth grader. To this girl, he would forever be the boy who liked to build forts. Ugh!

			“I would be forever grateful,” she said leaning forward with an earnest smile. “Do you have a name?”

			Micah relaxed his shoulders and let out the breath he didn’t realize he had been holding. Perhaps she didn’t think his fort was stupid.

			“Micah,” he mumbled, looking at his feet. How had he forgotten to tell her his name? “What are we looking for?” he asked, already scanning the beach. Then he realized something. The puppy!

			“Muirenn, did you lose your dog?”

			She eyed him warily before answering in a soft voice, “No, I am looking for my father.”

			Micah squinted, scanning sand and rock on the empty beach. “I don’t think you are going to find him here.” He winced the moment the words left his mouth. Her dad was missing, and he spit out sarcasm? “I’m sorry.”

			Muirenn chuckled and pointed to a narrow crevice between two large rocks. “My mother told me she and my father used to meet there before I was born. I came here to think.”

			“How long has he been missing?”

			She sighed. “I’ve never met my father. I don’t think he knows I exist.” A fresh tear trailed down her cheek. “But my mother is in trouble, and I don’t know who else to trust!”

			“Oh,” Micah shifted awkwardly. He was not sure how he could help. Maybe in the morning he could ask his parents. He just needed an excuse to have met her. Telling them about the girl he met when he snuck out of the house seemed like a bad idea. He might get grounded or, even worse, they may take his phone away. “What trouble is your mom in?”

			Muirenn frowned and started walking toward the water.

			“Wait,” Micah called, “I didn’t mean to offend you. I just want to help.”

			She paused and looked over her shoulder. “She is caught up in… Oh, you wouldn’t understand. You don’t have these kinds of problems in your world…” her voice trailed off and Micah could tell Muirenn didn’t want to share her mom’s troubles.

			“Do you live around here?” he asked, changing the subject.

			Muirenn laughed and he felt butterflies fluttering in his stomach. “Not exactly.”

			Then her face darkened, and her laughter stopped abruptly. There was a danger to this girl that he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

			“I live both close and far away.” She shrugged. “I’m not like you.”

			“Huh? What do you mean?”

			Her lips pressed into a thin line as she studied him. She gave a sharp nod and her body began to glow with a pale blue light that grew increasingly intense, until he had to look away. When he turned back, a small wolf-like dog was trotting toward him. It circled twice before glowing and shifting back to Muirenn.

			He shivered and slapped his arm. What had he gotten himself into? Muirenn was the dog? Was this some sort of crazy dream? Micah glanced toward the kayak, and then to the red mark blooming on his arm. If he just backed away and said goodnight, he would be home before anyone noticed he was gone.

			“You’re not dreaming.” Her voice sounded like the tinkling of wind chimes. She rose to her feet
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