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			Endorsements and Reviews

			“Verly, very, very, very much! I love it!”

			—Seven-year-old Bella’s response when asked by her mom if she enjoyed the book

			“Wind is a wonderfully written, fast-paced fantasy story for young middle-grade readers. Ellen Dee Davidson creates a magical and enchanting world and takes the reader on an extraordinary journey packed full of amazing characters and fascinating scenes. The main character is well-developed, and readers will relate to her journey and her personal struggles as they learn more about her life at home. The book was gripping, entertaining, and full of unexpected twists and turns—a real page-turner and hard to put down!”

			—Reader’s Choice

			“Advanced elementary to middle-school readers looking for a visionary fantasy story will find Wind just the ticket for a short but engrossing read. ... Ellen Dee Davidson’s descriptions of this world and Katie’s journey are filled with imagery and surprises: ... Young readers receive an engrossing story that wears the guise of fantasy. Under the trappings of fairies and aliens lies a message of being proactive and involved, connecting with environmental concerns in a way that results in positive change. From evolving friendships to influences that lead to self-doubt, Davidson crafts a story filled not just with action but insights:

			‘I was here for long enough to realize the Poison One couldn’t stand a true friendship like ours—the kind that can accept each other exactly as we are.’

			‘And ourselves, too,’ Katie added, thinking how close the tar pit had come to convincing her not to accept herself.

			Wind holds an important message for middle-grade readers, couched in the guise of an adventure that adds food for thought about connections, support systems, courage, and the power of believing in oneself and the world.

			This outstanding short work packs a lot of punch into a story that will appeal to young fantasy readers.”

			—Diane Donovan, senior reviewer, Midwest Book Review

			“Overall, the whole story is well-written and magical from the beginning until the end. It was a fun and amazing read! Well done!”

			—Readers’ Favorites

			“A magical adventure with ecological undertones, Katie is whisked to another realm where she must save it from The Poison One.”

			—Reedsy Reviews

			“Wind is a swashbuckling ride that is filled with adventure, humor, and characters that fans of young adult fantasy will adore. The crispness of the writing, the unforgettable characters, and the cunning plot will have readers racing through the pages of this book. Ellen Dee Davidson melds the art of descriptive prose with the quirkiness in character and exciting dialogues to touch the hearts of readers in unexpected ways. It is, simply put, a lovely adventure with a delightful end.”

			—The Book Commentary

			“Wind is exciting, uplifting, inspiring, educational, and has so much depth and messages for children and adults alike!”

			—Eimear Stassin, soul-based life coach

			“Davidson delivers an entertaining story with a forward-moving balance of action and dialogue. The latter often includes words of wisdom such as ‘Each day is a gift’ to complement the idea of an interconnected ecosystem and the sentiment that if humans learn to heal themselves, they’ll also heal the earth.”

			—Blue Ink Reviews

			“I am enjoying this book as I would a cup of tea, sipping slowly and enjoying immensely.”

			—Beverly Templeton, co-founder of the Global Tree Lovers website

			“Imagine a children’s fiction book that conveys environmental values, connecting from the heart and bringing forth a more livable world in a ‘can’t put it down’ ‘action-packed’ novel. Wind, by Ellen Dee Davidson, is such a book. Important environmental topics such as soil health, mycelium and nutrient transfer between trees, biodiversity, and ancient understandings of the importance of elements that are in all living creatures are woven by magic and enchantment with the values of nonjudgment, acceptance, and love of others and a belief in self. Wind provides a lively story that can complement environmental literacy—the magic with the facts. The magic in Wind is very different to Harry Potter magic. It is magic that we can possibly all do if we dare to dream and wake up.”

			—Merrilee Baker, environmental educator

			“Imagine a world where trees are wise helpers, where animals can guide us to safety, where stories are gathered and remembered by the guardian of the deep sea, where greed and hatred become a place where everything turns to poison, where befriending the stranger becomes the path to fulfilling wishes and dreams. Welcome to the world of Wind.”

			—Elyse Pomeranz, Waldorf educator and mentor

			“Fueled by young Katie’s desire to heal her parents’ struggles at home, we are reminded of the unquestionable love and support we received from Earth as children. Each character in Wind comes to life, guiding us to restore the missing truth, whose absence is currently poisoning our world. Ultimately awakening an undeniable sense of hope and possibilities, intelligently weaving both the metaphysical and scientific, Wind offers a new expanded way to relate to and support each and every conscious living being in our world.”

			—Kathleen Brigidina, former Tree Sisters community engagement coordinator and artist liaison

			“Vividly imagined and lyrically told, Wind holds drama and adventure, as well as numerous beautiful descriptive passages while Katie is on her quest. YA readers will enjoy following Katie and her companion, the boastful Za, as they make their way through the perils and enchantments that beset their quest.”

			—Book Life Prize

			“A gripping and delightful fantasy adventure that takes its readers on a journey to another planet that parallels our beloved Earth with depth and mysticism that highlights living a life of kindness and compassion for the beings and creatures that share our world. Magical and enchanting realms await the reader.”

			—A Moon

			“This middle-grade adventure sees a girl take up a fantastic quest alongside an alien companion.

			One day, sixth-grader Katie Noriega stares outside during class. She notices an oak tree and hears a voice ask, ‘Will you listen to me?’ She does and learns that the tree doesn’t want its branches cut. When she passes this on to Mr. Pinksi, her teacher, the class ridicules her. Her best friend, Amy Scott, tells her that pretending to talk to nature is embarrassing. Even more discouraging, Katie’s parents have been fighting and may get divorced. After school, her cat, Sasha, says, ‘Earth.’

			Katie is unsure of the message—until the ground shakes, and she falls into the family’s basement. There, she meets Za, a young gnomelike alien from the planet Stella. He has purple skin and a bright orb that reveals they’re actually in a cave. They follow a stream through this place that’s ‘stuck between’ and encounter a woman named Dania, who leads them to her forest dwelling. Za’s guardian arrives and gives them gifts, a charm bracelet and a journey song to help the kids in their search for the Winged Ones and a way back to their respective worlds.

			Meanwhile, a battle with the all-consuming Poison One lurks ahead. Davidson shares her passion for fantasy and the environment in this vibrant novel. Katie’s character is grounded by the threat of her parents’ divorce. She also bonds, despite the bickering, with Za, whose parents live on different planets.

			Younger readers will recognize familiar fantasy components, including Kira, a lioness; elemental dragons; and Seidon, the lord of the waterways. Love for nature shines as the author’s overarching message; for example, Seidon says, ‘Although I continue to sense the other waters... Many are now polluted, and I can’t reach them.’ An excellent scene showing the connection between trees and fungi gives adventure fans a topic for further study.

			Also noteworthy is that Katie and Za could not look more different, but they win by embracing their similarities. A winged horse named Wind stays with Katie in the end, hinting at further escapades.

			—Kirkus Reviews Issue, December 15, 2021

			“Wind by Ellen Dee Davidson is simultaneously like walking through a field in bloom on a perfect spring day and like walking into Narnia or the Wizard of Oz—full of suspense, magical imagery, and an adventurous quest.

			Katie’s world is already unraveling as her parents discuss a possible divorce. Their last argument becomes so heated that Katie herself gets involved—saying and doing mean things that she now regrets—and Katie experiences a literal and figurative earthquake—an earthquake that rocks her world and sends her into an in-between place and into an adventure unlike any other.

			As Katie meets Za, a young, blue, gnome-like alien whose guardian sends them on a journey quest by giving them two gifts, she and Za discover new forms of beauty and interconnectedness both in themselves, each other, and in the world around them.

			Rife with scientific facts about the Earth’s ecosystem and woven as a tapestry like the elemental design of nature, with bits of Mexican and Irish history and heritage teachings, this book also offers a mirror into other cultures and into our own world.

			The writing in this book is the most poignant in the scenes where the author describes the trees’ support systems, their root structure, and the way they support one another and the rest of nature. In these passages, the writing is seamless, and it carries a passion that I think almost anyone can relate to. I loved the reminder that the Earth and human inhabitants are in a symbiotic relationship. Ellen’s writing was not only that reminder but also carried a warning for the consequences should we fail to hold up our end of this contract with the Earth. Dania says in the book, ‘What I’m saying is that as you heal yourselves, you will also be healing your Earth.’

			Written in a style like that of Chronicles of Narnia, Wind by Ellen Dee Davidson is a dystopian, middle-grade novel that illuminates the intricate harmony that exists in nature and in society, reminding all readers that we each have an impact on the world around us.”

			—Rachel McMahon, Kids Lit Book Café

			“Wind, by Ellen Dee Davidson, is a wonderful novel for children and adults alike. Starting with an adventurous and colorful book cover and getting right into the main character, Katie’s whimsical daydreaming during class, one immediately gets a sense of her ordinariness and also her imagination and strength, making her a new kind of everyday hero. A tree outside her classroom window begins talking with her; does she ignore it? No, of course not, despite her classmates immediately laughing and making fun of her. Katie braces herself, showing empathy and suspension of belief that sets her on a quest journey to an ecologically rich otherworld with nature at its core, an aspect that enriches the novel.

			The fantastical events of Wind begin during an earthquake when Katie falls through a crack and meets a purple-skinned gnomish creature named Za, who is looking for his orb light. Together, they set out on an adventure. She wants to find a home, of course, as does Za—to his home, Stella—but they soon find themselves in a cave with a mysterious woman named Dania and her beautiful lion, Kira. Every step they take, every sound they hear, every scent they breathe is eloquently described and full of wonder: the ancient trees of the forest and the way the sun shines through them, the shrubs full of lush fruit, the ring of mushrooms, the lulling call of a stream, the unique birds and animals hooting and rustling through the woods.

			From beneath this green canopy springs hope, fear, dream, and memory, which humanizes Katie and the magical characters she meets along the way, including Za’s guardian, a being of light and universal elements, who Dania summons and who sings a journey song, warning them that three moons will pass and they have only until the third moon wanes to finish their quest. An adage of the guardian is ‘Sometimes we have to do what we must, and not what we wish,’ and the way Davidson injects such wisdom throughout the story not only helps guide us but gives characters an inspirational depth that carries them through a difficult and possibly dangerous quest.

			As the journey toward home passes under another moon, Za and Katie meet several more interesting characters: fog-men in a swamp, a dragon, a talking scorpion, a fish-man, a horse, and more, including one of my favorites, a fairy. Some reviewers have compared Wind to Alice in Wonderland. It’s true that mythologies are re-imagined, and new creatures come to life in this fun story. But what sets this tale apart is the context of today’s world, wherein wilderness and nature are shrinking around us more than ever, a world in which we seem increasingly confined to screens and walls. Children (and adults) need to be reminded of the freedom and exploration that stories and the outdoors provide, from mythical beasts to fables that teach. Wind provides hope and resiliency, something we all need right now.

			—Review of Ellen Dee Davidson’s Wind by Mary Woodbury, host at www.dragonfly.eco

		

	
		
			Chapter one

			Shaken Up

			Katie tugged on her brown braid as she stared out the window, noticing the green leaves on the oak tree swaying in the breeze. She let her mind wander as Mr. Pinski’s voice washed over her, talking about the latest chapter in their life sciences book. She couldn’t concentrate. Not with everything going on at home.

			Will you listen to me?

			Startled, Katie looked around. But it wasn’t Mr. Pinski. He was up at the front of the class, looking crisp and professional in his blue button-down shirt as he spoke about the importance of biodiversity and earthworms to the soil. Most of her classmates were listening or at least pretending to listen. Julian doodled, and Maggie passed a note to Leila, probably about Maggie’s upcoming birthday party. No one was talking. Mr. Pinski wouldn’t put up with that when he was giving a lecture. She stared out the window.

			Will you listen to me? the rough, creaky voice asked again, and a few branches on the oak tree shook, almost as if the tree were waving an arm at her.

			Who wants me to listen? Katie thought, confused. Who’s talking?

			Me! Outside.

			A twig on the oak rubbed slowly against the window, and swallows darted into the air.

			Katie stared at the tree. You can talk? And I hear you in my head?

			If you listen, answered the odd voice. It sounded almost like two branches rubbing together, shush-squeak-creak-shush, but the words in her mind were clear. I’ve been having a hard time finding anyone who will. Oak branches waved in a nonexistent wind, making a sort of distressed moaning sound. No one seems to notice me, and I need help!

			Leaves rustled together with a crackle, crunch, swish, sniff, sniff like someone crying. Katie felt sad for the tree; the oak seemed desperate.

			I guess I’m hearing you now, Katie thought slowly, wondering if it was true, wondering if hearing a tree in her mind was even possible, and then remembering how sometimes in the past, she’d almost felt like the plants in Dad’s garden talked to her, asking her for more water, or telling her how delicious the sunlight felt on their leaves. Maybe it was possible. How can I help you?

			My branches, sighed the oak. Please, no more pruning. I’m losing too much vital force. Promise to ... tell ... them to stop cutting— The tree’s leaves dangled limply, looking sad and weary.

			I will, Katie thought back.

			“Ahem!” Mr. Pinski cleared his throat. He was standing right in front of her desk. “Are you with us today, Katie?”

			Katie took a breath.

			“Yes,” she blurted. “But I have to tell you the oak outside the window doesn’t want any more of her branches trimmed.”

			Mr. Pinski’s blue eyes widened. “Sounds like you were having quite a daydream!”

			“No! It wasn’t a daydream. I heard her clearly,” Katie continued, determined to share the oak’s message. “She says it’s using too much of her vital force, and she—”

			Giggles burst out of Maggie. Then, Tessa started laughing, too, and soon the whole class was cracking up. They laughed hard for a few seconds, and then Mr. Pinski held up his hand, and the class settled back down, although Katie still heard a few suppressed snorts and giggles.

			Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Maggie make the cuckoo sign, circling her ear with one finger, and whisper to Leila, “I’m not inviting her.” She paused for a second and then added in a clear, carrying whisper, “Or Amy. Must be as crazy as Katie to hang out with her.”

			Katie’s cheeks warmed with embarrassment, but she held her head up and kept her promise to the tree.

			“She really doesn’t want any more branches cut.” Katie gave Mr. Pinski a pleading look. “Will you tell the office or the groundskeeper or whoever you’re supposed to tell?”

			Mr. Pinski replied, “You have one of the best imaginations in the sixth grade, Katie. Perhaps you can put it to use in creative writing? Right now, we’ve got to get back to the life cycle of earthworms. If you did your homework, you should be able to tell me if an earthworm begins with a live birth or an egg.”

			He waited expectantly, and Katie answered, “An egg.” She had done her homework. “When they are fertilized, the eggs stay in a cocoon until the baby worms hatch and burrow down into the earth.”

			Mr. Pinksi smiled, “Good!” Then he turned back to the whiteboard and wrote: “What do earthworms eat?”

			Katie tried to pay attention, but she couldn’t keep her mind on what Mr. Pinski was saying. She’d completely failed the oak tree. I’m sorry, she told the tree, but this time there was no reply. The tree’s branches drooped.

			Finally, the bell rang, and students burst out the door into the late August sunshine. Katie picked up her small blue backpack and joined Amy at the classroom door. Most of the kids took the bus or were picked up by their parents, but she and Amy loved to walk home together.

			Their trek was only a mile, and it went past the red brick library, a mini-mall with a grocery store, and a block of houses. Some of the homes were a bit run down with peeling paint. Others were tidy. One even had a horse in a pasture.

			Katie sighed. “I wish I had a horse.”

			“Me, too,” Amy agreed, pausing for a moment to gaze at the chestnut mare with Katie before the two of them continued walking past a white picket fence. The golden retriever behind it barked at them, and Amy called, “It’s okay, Toby. It’s just us.”

			Then, they turned onto their own street. More rural here, the ranch-style homes were separated by a few acres.

			They passed several oaks, and Katie felt a twinge. “I don’t think Mr. Pinski believed me.”

			“Why did you do that?” Amy asked, running her fingers through her slightly frizzy red hair.

			Katie kicked a pebble, feeling bad that the oak tree’s message wouldn’t be delivered. “I had to. The oak—” She stopped in front of her driveway.

			Amy pursed her lips together for a moment before saying, “The other kids think you’re nuts, and they’re starting to think I’m nuts, too, for hanging out with you. Did you hear Maggie whisper to Leila?”

			Katie nodded unhappily. “I’m sorry, Amy. I wanted to go to that party, too.” Maggie always had the best birthday parties. “Do you want to come in? Mom made cookies.”

			“Sure,” Amy said, following her up the wooden porch steps and into the green ranch-style house.

			Katie stopped in the kitchen long enough to grab two glasses of milk and a plate of chocolate chip cookies before walking down the hall to her bedroom. The two of them dumped their packs on the wooden desk and sat on the white shag rug. Amy stuffed half a cookie into her mouth.

			Sasha, Katie’s ginger-colored cat, followed them into the bedroom and meowed softly. Katie watched her pace back and forth and then jump onto the window sill.

			“Sasha’s trying to tell me something,” Katie said, her voice laced with curiosity.

			Amy swallowed the cookie, took a sip of milk, and then gave Katie a disbelieving look. “You’re talking to the cat now, too?”

			Katie shrugged. “Sort of.”

			Amy glanced at the cat on the windowsill and shook her head. “Your cat looks fine to me.”

			Sasha meowed again, and the word “Earth” rang crystal clear in Katie’s head.

			“She says something’s wrong with the earth,” Katie insisted.

			Amy exhaled. “Look, Katie, I don’t mind if you want to pretend you can talk to trees and cats when we’re alone, but you really embarrassed me at school.”

			Katie looked a little hopelessly into Amy’s green eyes. If she couldn’t get Amy to believe her, then it was a sure thing no one else would.

			“I wasn’t pretending then, and I’m not pretending now.”

			Sasha arched her back and hissed.

			“The cat really is warning us,” Katie said. “I just don’t understand about what.”

			Amy glanced briefly at Sasha, shaking her red hair out of her eyes. “Maybe she’s upset because your parents have been fighting?”

			Katie nodded. “Maybe. It’s getting worse,” she said, thinking back to the fight.

			You’re full of impossible dreams, Mom had said, glaring at Dad. You just want to grow your forest garden to save the world. But let me tell you, she paused for a breath before continuing in that tone she sometimes got when she just couldn’t take it all anymore. My salary as a music teacher is not enough to support the three of us.

			Amy passed Katie the cookie plate. “Anybody home?”

			Katie sighed heavily. “I was just remembering the big fight Mom and Dad had. Mom was so mad that she yelled at me,” she said, imitating her Mom’s voice. “Katie Consuela Rosa Noriega, you are a rude, ungrateful girl.” She shook her head, “You know she’s mad when she uses all my names like that.”

			“At least you have lots of pretty names,” Amy replied, reaching out and squeezing Katie’s brown hand with her freckled white fingers. “I wish I had a flower name. I’m just Amy Scott.”

			“Dad told me a bunch of names is a part of our Mexican heritage. Rosa is for his Irish half, although he says in Ireland it’d be Rose.” Katie gave a half-smile. “Mom named me Katie after her grandmother, but Dad always calls me Rosa. Says I’m his most precious rose, but that was before.”

			Katie felt her face crumple. She probably wasn’t his precious rose anymore.

			“I’m sorry about the fight,” Amy said reassuringly.

			“It was bad, Amy,” Katie confessed. “Even I got into this one. By the end, all three of us were screaming at each other.”

			Amy gave her a sympathetic look and waited for Katie to say more.

			Katie blinked back a tear and told Amy the part she didn’t want to say. “They’re talking divorce.”

			The room was silent for a long heartbeat. Finally, Amy said, “It’s not so bad—once you get used to two houses. At first, I was always leaving my homework in the wrong house.”

			Katie knew her friend was trying to comfort her, but she didn’t want her parents to get divorced. Why couldn’t they all be happy together? Why couldn’t Dad get a regular job? Then, maybe, they could keep the house. Three acres were big enough for her to have a horse if she could ever convince her parents.

			Hurry! Sasha urged, interrupting Katie’s thoughts.

			Katie frowned at her cat. Why was Sasha so upset?

			Amy sighed. “I wish I didn’t have to go, but it’s almost four, and you know how my mom gets when I’m late.”

			Katie nodded in understanding.

			“I’ll call you tonight, okay?” Amy asked, gathering her school pack.

			“Sounds good,” Katie said, a bit distracted by Sasha.

			As Amy left, Katie went to the window to pick up Sasha. The cat’s fur stood up straight, like porcupine quills.

			“What’s wrong, Sash?”
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			Nothing stirred outside. It was too quiet. The birds in the rhododendron bush stopped singing. Katie listened to the shshshsh of tree leaves rubbing together, then shut the window firmly.

			“Meeeow!”

			Katie held the cat close. “Do you want to go outside?”

			Sasha unsheathed her claws into Katie’s arms. “Ouch!” Katie dropped the cat.

			Outside! the cat ordered in her mind. Now!

			The glass in the window rattled, and the floor beneath Katie rolled like a ship. As books crashed off shelves, she staggered to her bedroom doorway, fighting to stay on her feet.

			The paper mâché globe swung crazily on its string. The fairy on her shelf cracked as it hit the desk, throwing shards of pink glass. One grazed Katie’s arm, and blood oozed out of the cut.

			Katie’s heart thrummed in her ears. An alarm clock tumbled off the bedside table. Suddenly, the rumbling stopped. Was the earthquake over? Was it safe for her to leave the doorway? Dimly, Katie recalled something about aftershocks and moving outside. She squeezed her fingers into sweaty palms, longing to get out of the house, to find the neighbors, to get help.

			Sasha streaked by, a blur of ginger. And Katie raced after her, desperate to get out of the house. Her tennis shoes slapped the hall’s wood floor. A hole gaped in the center of the floor. She swerved just in time.

			Katie steadied herself against the wall, inhaling the damp, cold air that rose from the basement. Mom, come home. COME HOME! she thought, as images of her mom with strands of curly brown hair tangled in her glasses flashed through her mind. If only she could will her mom to be here. Katie edged around the fissure just in time to see Sasha dart down the hallway and through the cat door.

			Without warning, the earth heaved, and Katie fell straight into the crack.
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