
  
  
      
        
          A Nest of Magic

          
		      
          Kate Moseman

        

        
          
          Fortunella Press

        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2025 by Kate Moseman 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.  No portion of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artificial intelligence technologies or systems.
Cover design by Jenny Zemanek
ISBN 978-1-957320-29-8






  
  













In all things of nature there is something of the marvelous.

—Aristotle
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There once was a town where nothing ever happened—until, one day, it did. 
It all began the day that Corinthia, the librarian of Shadow Ridge, maneuvered the rolling cart of free books outside the library’s front doors, positioning it for a good view from patrons who would walk by or perhaps pull up in the drop off lane.  A whole education could be had from the free books, she thought.  A chaotic education, to be sure, consisting of everything from nineteenth-century literature to introductory woodworking, but an education all the same.
Though the late October weather could be unpredictable, on this day the air was crisp, the sky was clear and blue, and Corinthia would have rather been inside anyway.
She dusted off her hands and went inside, choosing one of the two solid, normal doors that flanked the central revolving door.  Secretly, Corinthia found the revolving door slightly alarming, and felt safer using the plain doors, though she would have not admitted it to anyone—except, perhaps, her best friend, Stevie.
Stevie worked at the Shadow Ridge Environmental Center, which shared a building with the Shadow Ridge Library.  The Shadow Ridge Environmental Center oversaw a tiny, two-room museum and a four-hundred acre nature preserve of Florida scrubland known as the Refuge.  
At the moment, Stevie wasn’t in the museum, or the Refuge; she was in one of the swivel chairs behind the library’s circulation desk, where she wasn’t supposed to be, and she was industriously spinning herself in circles.
Stevie’s sheer energy made her seem to take up more space than her actual size.  She wore crisp t-shirts with environmentally-themed art, and her hair was perpetually pulled into a high ponytail that bounced with every movement.
Corinthia wore her hair pulled back as well, but low and contained.  Her t-shirts were billboards for library services.  There was not a language learning program, a free movie-streaming platform, or a subscription to seven thousand newspapers and periodicals for which Corinthia did not have a shirt.  When paired with dark wash jeans and low-key but impeccably clean sneakers, it made a most efficient approach to workwear.
“Aren’t you supposed to be feeding the snakes or something?” Corinthia asked, sliding into the adjacent chair and putting one foot on Stevie’s seat to stop the dizzying rotation.
“I fed the snakes, and the turtles, and the baby alligators.  And I dusted the taxidermied hawk, and I tidied the brochures and the trail maps, and now I’m here because here is more fun.”
Corinthia pushed Stevie’s chair, spinning it slowly, like a heavy globe.  “And how is here more fun, exactly?”
“There are people here.”
Corinthia surveyed the view.  The circulation desk was currently decorated with paper pumpkins and sprays of artificial autumn leaves.  From the behind the desk, she could see from the front doors to the stacks of fiction and nonfiction; across the room to the reference desk, above which dozens of colorful origami birds dangled from strings attached to the ceiling; all the way to the life-sized artificial tree hung with warm white lights in the children’s section.  Donated claw-foot bathtubs sat on the floor beneath its branches like boats left on the sand at low tide, each one filled with pillows to create a cozy reading nook perfectly sized for a child.  Corinthia knew they were perfectly sized for a child because she had climbed into one to try it out, and, disappointingly, her long, sturdy legs had had to hang over the sides.
Oh, yes, and there were people.  People moving through the stacks, tapping on computer keyboards, turning pages, opening and closing the copier lid, all the usual activity of the just-opened library like warm blood in Corinthia’s veins, healthy and purposeful.
The Shadow Ridge Library had comfortable chairs, sensibly carpeted floors, thoughtfully-sized tables for working in groups, and even a collection of little rooms off to the sides available to borrow for quiet and privacy by the hour.  This was how a library should be designed: from the inside, with patrons’ needs considered first.
Not too far away, an old library had been torn down and replaced with an architectural marvel that, despite its exterior beauty, had clearly not been designed for the use of actual people.  Slippery polished concrete everywhere; awkward chairs; terrible flights of stairs that left access for people with disabilities a complete afterthought.  Corinthia heartily disapproved.  What good was beauty if it actively harmed those it was supposed to serve?
Her library dispensed with such pretensions.  There were large plastic letters on the wall that spelled out “Check It Out!” above the circulation desk, and another set that spelled out “Look It Up!” above the self-service library catalog computers.  A glowing neon sign indicated “The Teen Zone” in a style that was neither new nor fashionable, but it was most certainly eye-catching.
Stevie had stopped spinning and was staring at a woman in the new book section.  The woman wore a  fitted black tank top and loose cargo pants.  Her biceps flexed as she picked up one book or another.  Every movement of her sculpted arm muscles rippled colorful and extensive tattoos, which were made even more arresting by what appeared to be a light sheen of body oil that brought out the nuances of the ink.  Stevie seemed to be riveted.
“I told you—just talk to her,” Corinthia said, observing her friend’s pining.  “She won’t bite.”
Stevie shook her head vehemently.  “She’s too cool.  Look at her, with her muscles and her tattoos and her…. well, everything,” Stevie finished, with a sigh.
“I’ll introduce you.”  Corinthia knew the woman’s name was Drew, that she was a transplanted New Yorker, that she ran a food truck that frequently visited the Shadow Ridge Library, and that she was a handywoman and a marriage officiant on the side, to make a little extra cash.  
“What do you think she’ll check out?” Stevie asked.
Corinthia, as a rule, did not approve of discussing patron book selections, but could make an exception if she knew the person in question would gladly have shared the information themselves.  Corinthia and Drew had cordially traded book recommendations, on occasion, and thus Corinthia knew that Drew favored sci-fi romances.  Corinthia shared this fact with Stevie.
“I wonder if they’re the kind where you turn the pages and smoke comes out,” Stevie mused, with another besotted sigh.
Corinthia smiled to herself.  “I’ll make you a deal.”
“What’s that?”
“If you pluck up your courage and speak to her when she comes to check out, I’ll go for a walk in the Refuge.”
Stevie sat up straight and stared at Corinthia in open shock.  “But—you hate the outdoors!  You’ve lived here more than a decade and you’ve never even set foot in the Refuge!”
In fact, Corinthia’s house was situated on the far side of the Refuge, directly up against the nature preserve and separated from it only by her own wooden fence.  But Corinthia only looked out on the Refuge, whether from her back window or from the library’s conservatory windows, and never entered it.  The Refuge was faintly menacing foliage; the indoors was air-conditioned safety, and that was where Corinthia liked to stay.  Wilderness had beauty but also unpredictability; unpredictability was best kept securely inside the cover of a good book, where it could not leach into real life and cause pandemonium.
“Correction,” Corinthia said.  “I don’t hate the outdoors.  I hate being in the outdoors.  I hate bugs.  I despise snakes.  I loathe creepy-crawlies in general.”
“But you’ll really do it?  You’ll go for a hike in the Refuge?”
“Let’s not call it a hike.  I’m allergic to hikes.  Let’s call it a short, gentle stroll.”
“Corinthia, if you go a round dozen steps into the Refuge, I will buy you lunch.”
“Then it’s a deal.”  She put out her hand and her best friend shook it.
Then they waited while Drew continued to browse.  
The origami birds trembled.  The lights in the artificial tree branches twinkled.  Children climbed into the bathtubs and disappeared, only their hands and books visible floating over the rims of the tubs.  Corinthia busied herself with the myriad tasks of the circulation desk.
So many people thought librarians were just keepers of books, but they were so much more.  To be a librarian was to find out what people needed, and connect them to it.  In the old days it might have been a canister of microfiche or the right volume in the law library.  Nowadays it might be video game clubs to encourage teen literacy; having a social worker stationed in the library to help the down-and-out; or co-hosting a Wildlife Festival with the Shadow Ridge Environmental Center.
And then the revolving door twirled, and a wind of change entered the library—along with a person.
“Who is that?” Stevie said, quietly.
Corinthia, who had been focused on the computer screen and some minor technical malfunction, looked up.
Out of the library entryway she swooped: a petite woman in a billowing blue dress that looked and fluttered like silk; her hair silver-gray and topped with an elaborate jeweled comb.  Her face was lively, neither young nor old, perhaps—like Corinthia—in her mid- to late thirties.  Though at a distance her eyes were dark, even still they were lit, like the night sky, with the sparkle of stars.  She swept past the circulation desk and the soft breeze of her passing caressed Corinthia’s cheek.
Part of Corinthia wanted to stop time—stop the revolving door, stop the revolving Earth, even—just to look at her a little longer.  But another part of her knew it would be like trying to hold a wild bird in the palm of her hand.  Unreasonable, unthinkable.  A wish and a dream, sweet and fleeting, no more.
Corinthia realized her mouth was open when her lips went dry.
Who was that?
Stevie was frantically nudging Corinthia under the table, which reminded Corinthia to close her mouth and try to act normal as she scanned another patron’s selections and printed a receipt.
When they were alone again, Stevie piped up.  “Did you see her?”  She peered at Corinthia’s face.  “Am I crazy, or were you kind of checking her out?”
Corinthia was far above checking out patrons, unless it was in a literal sense, with books.  Even patrons in fairy-tale gemstones and soft-looking silk.  Corinthia pointedly ignored Stevie.
“You were!” Stevie said, delightedly.   “You know,” she added, as if reflecting on something especially satisfying, “I enjoy these occasional reminders that the great and wise Corinthia has tender emotions just like the rest of us.”
Corinthia ignored this as well and instead pointed out that Drew was approaching with a handful of books.
Stevie patted her hair and pinched her cheeks quickly, then crossed her legs, uncrossed them, and finally settled on tucking one leg under and swinging the other in what she probably hoped was an unbothered, carefree manner.
“Good morning, Drew,” Corinthia said.
Drew smiled.  “Hey,” she said, a sharp lift of her chin including Stevie in the greeting.  Her gruff way of speaking could at first frighten the timid, but Drew’s few words were because she was a rare good listener, who opened her ears before she opened her mouth.
Stevie’s eyelashes fluttered.
“Did you find everything you were looking for?” Corinthia said, politely but with an extra helping of warmth, out of loyalty to Stevie and a desire to prolong the conversation as a good wingwoman should.
Drew leaned on the circulation desk and pushed a short stack of books across the surface.  “These,” she said.  “But I was looking for the sequel to this.”  She handed Corinthia a single title: Alien Space Lesbians.  An intensely purple, humanoid woman with scaly skin graced the cover.
Stevie’s eyebrows shot up.
Corinthia took the cue.  “Drew, this is my friend, Stevie.  Stevie works next door at the environmental center.  Stevie, this is Drew.  She runs the Drew’s D-Lites food truck.”
“Pleased to meet you, Drew,” Stevie said, adding more eyelash flutters in case the first spasm hadn’t been clear enough.
“Likewise,” Drew said, adding a slow, warm smile.
Corinthia had to interrupt the mutual admiration session by clearing her throat.  “Looks like it’s still on order.  Would you like me to put a hold on it for you, so you’ll be first in line to get it when it arrives?”
“Please.”  
“Can you put a hold on it for me, too?” Stevie asked.  “After Drew, of course.”
“Of course,” Corinthia said, wondering how people managed to flirt so easily.  She’d dated a bit, but almost always on a setup from a mutual friend, and even then the matches never managed to ignite.  “Did you want this one?”  She held up Alien Space Lesbians.
“Nah,” Drew said.  “I memorized it.”
“I’ll put it back for you then.”  Corinthia finished checking out Drew’s books and stood up.  Suddenly, a great crash arose from the stacks.  “Excuse me,” Corinthia said, and hurried out from behind the desk in the direction of the noise, carrying Alien Space Lesbians as she passed through the low bookcases of the reference section.
Local sculptures marched across the top of the bookcases.  Corinthia particularly liked the pelican, the sea turtle, and something that resembled a multi-headed sea worm.  Corinthia had spent a lot of time thinking about what that one might mean; looking up its actual meaning would have possibly been a disappointment, so she chose to remain in contemplative ignorance.
She rounded a corner of the shelves and found the woman in blue surrounded by a flock of fallen books.
“I’m so sorry,” the woman said.  “I was trying to carry too many, and…”  Her hands fluttered.
“Not a problem,” Corinthia said, immediately stooping to gather books.  She had to set Alien Space Lesbians on a shelf first to free both hands.
When they had both straightened up, the woman in blue picked up the sci-fi romance and admired the cover.  “How lovely!” she said.  She looked at Corinthia.  “You’re a librarian, aren’t you?”
She said it with the kind of solemn admiration people usually saved for doctors, the Peace Corps, or the clergy, and Corinthia’s cheeks warmed from the unexpected admiration.  “Yes,” she said, unable to come up with anything more clever to say, or to flutter her eyelashes as Stevie had.
The stars in the woman’s eyes sparkled.  “And did you acquire this particular book for the library?” 
“Yes,” Corinthia lied, helplessly.  The county office made most of the purchasing decisions, but under the woman’s gaze Corinthia could not help but grasp at the halo of her approval, while secretly entertaining a shy hope that her own approval of sapphic romance would speak for itself.
“How lovely,” the woman repeated, as with one elegant finger she traced the contours of the cover art, and Corinthia somehow felt the touch run down her spine.  “What’s it about?”
Corinthia looked down at the cover, hoping for a hint to help her brazen it out.  There was the purple alien with scaly skin—and, Corinthia now noticed, a tiny set of delicate horns—and she held in her embrace an attractive but clearly human woman.  There were stars all around, and they both seemed extremely happy.
“It’s a story,” Corinthia said, “of two women from very different worlds, who fall in love despite the odds.”  She met the woman’s gaze, which was unfortunately like falling into a plunge pool where her feet couldn’t touch the bottom.  She thrashed her way back to self-mastery and librarianship.  “Did you want to check it out?”
The woman leaned in slightly, and whispered as if sharing a delightful secret: “I can’t.”  She followed this up with a wink, which left Corinthia completely at sea.  “I’ll just read it here.”
Stevie bounded up behind Corinthia.  “I just came to see if you needed any help,” she said.  “By the way, I’m Stevie!  And this is Corinthia.  It’s nice to meet you…”  She looked at the woman in blue expectantly, and Corinthia had the vague impression that Stevie had not in fact come to help pick up the books but to help with something else entirely.
“I’m Rosemary,” the woman said.
“What an unusual name,” Stevie said, clearly satisfied by her own introduction ploy.  “Isn’t that an unusual name, Corinthia?”
“No more so than ‘Corinthia,’” she replied, hoping Rosemary would not be offended.
“Then we have something in common,” Rosemary replied.  “Nice to meet you, Stevie.”  She paused, reserving a smile full of secrets for the librarian of Shadow Ridge.  “And you, Corinthia.”
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After Rosemary disappeared, Corinthia and Stevie returned to the circulation desk. Stevie took a seat and bounced up and down in her chair like an overenthusiastic kangaroo. “Did you see her?  Did you see how she looked at you?”
Corinthia’s composure wrapped her like a weighted blanket.  “I don’t flirt with patrons,” she said.  “It’s not professional.  Besides, don’t you have a snake to keep company?”
“Come on, Corinthia.  She likes romance novels.  You like romance novels.  This isn’t difficult.”
“Romance novels aren’t real.”
“They sure are.  I’ve seen the bookshelves at your house.”
“Yes,” Corinthia replied, severely.  “Because books don’t disappoint.  People do.”
Stevie crossed her arms and stared at Corinthia.  “You’re a curmudgeon.”
“Yes,” Corinthia said, and then busied herself organizing the interior of a desk drawer.
Stevie spun around in the office chair.  “You’re a curmudgeon who has to walk through the Refuge, though.”
“Go tend to your snakes and taxidermied hawks.”
“Hawk, singular.  There’s only one.”  Stevie hopped up, leaving the chair still spinning.  But before she left, she threw an unexpected arm around Corinthia’s shoulders.  “Lunch is on me tomorrow.”
“From Drew’s food truck,” Corinthia said.
“Where else?  And then you can tell me all about your hike.”  Stevie left, back to the Shadow Ridge Environmental Center and its resident reptiles.
There were many things to do that day, and Corinthia did them all.  Among her duties, she had made a pastime of managing the printer.  She had carefully printed out and pasted on the machine a sign that said, “Do not use your own paper or attempt to clear a paper jam!  Please see someone at the Reference Desk.”  Which was misleading, because they would pick up the phone and dial Corinthia’s extension, and Corinthia would stand over the machine with all the authority of Moses parting the Red Sea, and the machine would tremble before her and immediately disgorge its hastily and ill-advisedly gobbled paper.  Everyone knew she had a knack.
While busy with tasks, she did not let herself consider that she was also looking for Rosemary, who had disappeared along with the romance novel despite never seeming to pass by the circulation desk.
At the end of the day Corinthia approached the settling of the bet like she would any other slightly unappealing business: calmly, professionally, the only sign of reluctance an unusual urge to clear her throat repeatedly.
She pushed open a back door—staff use only—and found herself on the sidewalk that outlined the back of the Shadow Ridge Library.  This concrete ribbon faced the forbidding wall of skinny live oaks that surrounded the Refuge.  
A local artist had painted the exterior of the library to match the Refuge itself: twisted oak trees climbed the walls in a perfect mirror of the landscape.  If Corinthia squinted, the Shadow Ridge Library and the Refuge merged.  Only with eyes wide open could they be separated, the Refuge with its more muted colors, the library walls vivid in their mimicry.  What if, Corinthia thought, the Refuge decided to camouflage itself with books tucked into the trees in neat rows?  Instead of the Dewey Decimal System, everything would be arranged by Forest Figural Filing.
“I changed my mind,” Corinthia said, to no one in particular.
The door clanged shut behind her, locked.  
If she wanted to go back inside the library, she would have to follow the sidewalk all the way around to the front of the building, past the miniature museum and Stevie.  And then she would have to tell Stevie the truth—that she’d been too chicken to go in.  Lying wasn’t Corinthia’s way, mostly because she wasn’t good at it, and it gave her a stomach pain.
“Fine,” Corinthia said, speaking to Stevie, the sky, and whatever snakes might be frightened away by the sound of her voice.  “I’m going.”
Corinthia followed the outdoor path through the Pollinator Garden.  She loved its orderly stone paths and carefully tended beds of native plants.  There was a bench beneath an arbor, and a wall-mounted pair of painted scrub jay wings for taking souvenir pictures.  All in all a most restful place, and with no more dangers or unpredictability than a drowsy bumblebee getting lost on its way to the beautyberry bushes.
The Pollinator Garden overlooked the Outdoor Amphitheater, which was of such a generous size—it could hold seven hundred people—that it often took visitors by surprise when they first saw it.  The amphitheater was something Corinthia took a secret pride in, though she of course had not built it, because it was so clearly intended for the community as an object of pure enjoyment and enrichment.  Concerts and theatrical productions sent a thrum of excitement through the very foundation of the entire complex, and probably into the Refuge as well.  Corinthia wondered if the birds minded.
Down the path from the Outdoor Amphitheater, there was a large sign marked with trails.  The main trails looped through the Refuge in a series of ever-greater tracks, the smallest nested inside the next largest, nested inside the longest trail that went all the way to the back, along the border of Corinthia’s neighborhood.  Corinthia took a photo of the map, then stepped down from the sidewalk, her shoes landing softly on the dirt.
A footpath of dirt mixed with dead leaves led from the sidewalk to the trees, but it disappeared around a corner immediately, providing no view of the inside of the nature preserve.
“Better not be any snakes,” she muttered, and then turned the corner.
The air pressed in, held close by the trees.  The canopy muted the sunlight, and the scent of dead leaves rose as they were crushed underfoot.  The path dipped and rose like a children’s roller coaster. 
Corinthia thought of an airlock.
The dirt path transitioned from gray to an almost unnatural white, the same color as the sand on the shores of Sparkle Beach, over thirty miles to the east.  Gaps appeared in the tree canopy, providing a peek at the sky above the trail.  The taller trees gave way to short ones—these were more like tangled, overgrown shrubs than trees, but they were still tall enough not to be able to see over them.
Corinthia felt she had left the airlock and had entered something entirely different.  Between the white sand and the green walls of low trees on either side of the path, the path before her looked like the first arm of a maze.
“Castle Adventure,” she mused, a childhood memory coming back in flashes.  A building like a medieval castle, complete with turrets and a decorative portcullis.  Children rushing through the lobby on the way to the birthday rooms, for obligatory pizza before the real attraction of Castle Adventure: a life-size labyrinth made of wooden panels.  The panels were so tall even parents couldn’t see over them, and the walls were moved around every so often, so that even if you had found your way before, the way would be different the next time.  
Once inside, you either found your way to the center, or you gave up and followed the yellow-painted arrows on the ground, which led you through a series of designated emergency-exit panels all the way back to the entrance.  No one spent much time on pizza at Castle Adventure.  Everyone wanted to be the first to reach the center of the maze.
But there were no yellow-painted arrows here.  No movable panels.  Only a blindingly white sand path hemmed by walls of greenery.
Corinthia could not shake the strange feeling that she’d left an airlock only to find herself at the bottom of the sea.  The white sand beneath her feet and the blue sky above conspired to create a feeling of great depth, and Corinthia was reminded that much of the state had once been underwater.
The library was gone.  It may as well never have existed.  To look around was to have no evidence at all that anything existed except for this.
Somewhere in the distance, a vigilant cry of  “Kweep!” jumped from point to point, as if it wasn’t different birds but one bird with the ability to teleport.
Corinthia had never heard this cry before.  
She came upon a rack of walking staves in time to steady herself against the undersea sensation playing havoc with her sense of balance.  She picked one up, gave it an experimental swing, then planted the narrower end in the sand and walked on.  
This wasn’t so bad, she thought.  She’d be done with the loop and back in the library in no time.  And there would be a delicious lunch with Stevie on Friday.  
But other, wordless thoughts settled to the bottom of her mind, restless and contradictory: a feeling of being both ill at ease and home at last. 
Corinthia walked on, the staff thudding crisply into the sand.
Smaller white sand paths squiggled off into the underbrush.  All the trails added up to turns in the maze, unidentifiable, nothing like the clearly marked trails on the map.  While Corinthia tried to make sense of it, a bird called out from the left.
“Kweep!” it said, cheery and alert.
“Kweep!” said another, this time from straight ahead.
She couldn’t help but imagine that this was funny to them, to watch her blunder her way through their territory.  Which way was the library?  Which way was her house?  On what side was the road that led from the library to her neighborhood?  
Corinthia huffed up a small incline, disoriented.
At the top of the hill the elevation was enough to reveal great sweeps of the maze below her.  Corinthia tried to take pictures, one after another, but as soon as the landscape was caught on her phone, it flattened into a dull, unremarkable scene.  The sand no longer looked so white.  The path didn’t swoop up and down.  The trees, so strange in their tangled walls, could have been a heap of overgrown weeds.  If you saw those pictures, you would have argued against the idea that there was anything even slightly special about it.  It was as if the Refuge had its own camouflage.
Corinthia deleted all of the pictures and continued down the other side of the hill.
When she was once again submerged in the maze, niches appeared in the underbrush, revealing low cactuses with pink fruits and four-inch spines.  Mint-green snowballs of moss covered the ground.  Delicate white flowers bloomed on branches with sage-shaped leaves.
It was so pretty, in its alien way, that Corinthia had almost relaxed when a sandpapery whisper rose somewhere behind her.
Corinthia turned, shades of ancestral caution already quickening her heartbeat, hands suddenly slick with sweat and automatically re-gripping the staff in a defensive pose.
A silvery snake surged out of the brush.  It stopped in the center of the path.  It flicked its tongue at Corinthia, once, twice, its eyes round and shining like glass beads.
Corinthia turned and ran.  Her body, so comfortable sitting at the circulation desk or rolling out the free book cart, suddenly didn’t seem to be properly designed for fleeing over soft sand, and especially not uphill.  Her breath burned, her legs ached, and her feet seemed weighed down as if it were all a bad dream and unreality had an unfair advantage.
Suddenly the maze walls opened up, and there was a stand of full-sized pine trees and a completely improbable pond surrounded by low palmettos, as if a scrap of wetland had been cut-and-pasted into the maze.
Corinthia stopped. Tried to catch her breath.  Tried to make sense of the pond.  How could there be a pond in a place where water normally disappeared into the sand?  The water in the ponds and lakes of Shadow Ridge usually looked like over-brewed black tea, but this pond was semi-transparent.  Instead of being surrounded by a foot of muck and rot, the grass was dry right up to the edge of the water.  It must have been recently rain-filled, Corinthia realized, and would probably disappear in a long dry spell.
Nearby, a collection of cut logs had been arranged.  Corinthia made her way over to the logs and sat on a stump, then carefully set down the staff and looked at the map again.  
The elevated pond was one of two ponds, one large and one small, both of which were marked Ephemeral Wetland.  The smaller pond had a spot next to it marked Woodland Theater.  This, she realized, was her current location.  She glanced down at the log she was sitting on.  It was very firm, compared to most theater seats.
Now that she knew where she was, she had not gone as far as she thought.  She had traveled less than a quarter of the distance that stretched between the library, at the north end of the Refuge, and her backyard, at the south end.  The highest point in the Refuge still lay ahead.
A harsh, scolding cry sounded from the top of a tree at the edge of the miniature wetland, and a flash of blue and silver gave away the position of a bird standing sentry on a high branch.  Attention, fellow birds!  Here is a human intruder!
Corinthia knew, from Stevie, that this bird was endangered—that
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