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I once read that a good book makes you want to live in the story. But a great book gives you no choice... 



I don’t know what this story, this...adventure will be for your child or children, nephews or nieces, as a gift or even a tiny little breath of escapism for yourself, but at the end of it, no matter what it is or isn’t, I hope that you will view this story and tale told, as an adventure worth taking...



Even if only for a little while.



—Matthew Ewald

(December 23rd, 2015)
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Dedication
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To Anita, Rachel, and our beloved fairy princess Steffie.
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Angels upon Earth.  

Lights within darkness.

The dream was that this book could be magic...the reality is, so are you.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

For my love—Within my career, as you more than well know, I have battled for the fate of worlds, just as I have seen the other side of nightmare. All of those grand adventures, all of those journeys, those moments of star chasing...all of it...it all pales in comparison to the adventures you give with every breath, every whisper, and moment of existence by loving me. Thank you, my love, for being MY greatest adventure of all.

For Adelai & Harlow—I am proud, I am lucky, honored, and blessed to call you mine. To have you as my little beans. Every bedtime story, every tale told while getting tucked in, no matter to the light and happiness of the fairy kingdom or to a place far darker and more haunted...No matter where or when, it has all led us to this story. And what a grand adventure it is. Not because of the story itself...but because it is shared between us. And what better story is there than that? 

For Johnny & Mikey—Every adventure, every story and tale told is only as good as its heroes. That rare type of soul, of adventurer who can throw a punch, crack a joke, and save the girl (or boy, or daddy, or mommy, or aunt or uncle, or friend or...well, you get the idea.) And I can think of NO two better heroes, no two better adventurers who remind ME of what true heroes are, than my own two heroes. You both. I love you beyond adventure and time. And I remain, as I always shall be, EXCITED to see what adventures you both have next.

And for you, Mom & Dad—for teaching me to dream, to explore, to know that ANYTHING is possible. For being beside me on such grand adventures, no matter upon film set to its screen, within the bound hold of the written page, or within the reality of life. This, now more than ever, is for you...because without you both, I wouldn’t know what the true meaning of life, love, story and tale, and...as always...what adventure is. With all my love and deepest thanks—here’s to you. Thank you for that telescope, thank you for the night below those starlit heavens, and thank you for teaching me that “anyone of those can be yours...NEVER be afraid to chase them.”

I promise, I’ll never be afraid to do just that.
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“I did not tell half of what I saw,

for I knew I would not be believed.”
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—Marco Polo

(On his deathbed, 1324)

Prologue:

An Adventure of a Lifetime

WHEN THE TWO LITTLE girls found themselves in that old antique shop, and saw that strange old man with the wandering eye and the withered hand, they instantly regretted ever setting out on their own. 

An adventure of a lifetime! 

Ha...yeah, right.

The two little sprouts (that’s what their Daddy Matthew affectionately called them, while their mommy lovingly used the title “little bean” whenever calling after) had just recently moved to the charming, yet eerily haunted (as legend would have it) port town of Coffin Cove.

And let me tell you, all that oogity-boogity that the town’s dark history boasted, well, no matter where you went...it was staring you right in the face. 

And in this case, that man with the wandering eye and the withered hand was about as much oogity-boogity as the two little sprouts, or beans, or girls could take...

And to be honest, my gentle reader, it wasn’t just that man who unnerved those little beans, oh no...no, it was something else, something that felt faaaaaar more sinister than he.

It was an item tucked back in the far back of that old antique shop. 

Behind the register that sat behind the counter, which lingered behind the double glass doors of a large ornately-carved display armoire, was the object of question.

It was a clock.

Now, I, my dear and unfortunate reader, don’t believe it unreasonable to say that everything felt just a little more uneasy, a little more sinister, a little colder and uninviting, when that particularly cold northeasterly wind—combined with the bitter snap of fall weather—sank its teeth in. 

Oh no, THAT certainly didn’t help. But this item of question, well...allow me to paint you a portrait.

The skull’s jaw—yes...no, you read that right. Please just...keep reading—the skull’s jaw extended far beyond an unnatural width, a circular clock face tick-tick-ticking away within its maw. Two skeletal hands were bracing each side of the skull’s face, fingers of bone—much as the skull’s jaw—were unnaturally long; more talon and jagged than truly human, but still human nonetheless. Or so it would appear. 

In a place such as this, a place of haunting antiquity and, one could venture to say, supernatural reliquary, it was too difficult a task to discern whether it were a parlor trick to entice those trapped within the mundane, or truly an establishment dealing in the darker shades between Heaven and Earth. 

Regardless, the clock itself was the store’s centerpiece. And it was all fastened and attached to a wooden frame, shaped—very purposefully—in the shape...of a coffin. 

Aged, splintered and cracked, but as if decades of repair had made it more patchwork and less mechanized. Bolt, cog, staple, and nail mixed and mingled to wood, bone, glass and finish. It was as Doctor Victor Frankenstein’s monster was...neither natural nor unnatural, but somewhere in between. SomeTHING in between. It, my gentle reader, was known as...The Coffin Clock.

But oh! Oh, gracious me, where ARE my manners? I didn’t properly introduce myself!

My name is Professor Henry Corbin Hollister, and this, my dear reader, is a story about Adelai and Harlow...and how that eerily charming port town introduced those two sprouts, or beans, or...well, you get the idea...to the Ghost Pirates of Coffin Cove!
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Chapter One
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Gumdrops & Barbie Dolls

“Come on, Adelai! Come on!”

Harlow’s voice carried a sense of urgency whenever she was talking about two things.

The first: playing Barbies. 

And the second: candy.

No, no, you read that right. Candy. 

You see, Harlow loved her candy. And I mean loved her candy...loved. Like, loved loved. As in, she would marry a piece of candy one day. You know what, I’m clearly not making the point that needs to be made as crystal clear as it should be. 

Listen to me, listen VERY carefully, Harlow LOVED candy.

So much so that it was rare when you didn’t hear the plastic crumpling snap and crack and pop of an empty wrapper whenever she was around. Or crawling into bed. Or brushing her teeth. Or...in this case, playing Barbies. 

Oh yes, wherever Harlow went, you could find candy wrappers in a tiny little candy wrapper trail. 

Her mommy said it was because Harlow was oh so sweet.

Daddy Matthew on the other hand, well, he thought it was more about the sweet TOOTH and less about the sweet.

After all, he had seen (first hand) what happened when you tried keeping candy away from that baby. 

Oh right, which reminds me...another thing I forgot to mention, Harlow had a nickname...

CHOMPERS.

Because she would bite. She would bite oh so very hard. If you took her candy, she’d CHOMP your finger.

Yummy-yummy in that tiny little Harlow tummy. Bone and all.

“AD-E-LAI!” Harlow ticked off the sounds in her big sissy’s name like she was being tested, and then added with the same annoyance “We don’t have much time before its BEDtime, and I want to play!” 

“Okay, okay, hold your sugar-coated horses!”

And Adelai (Harlow’s older sister) on the other hand, liked something vastly different. Her candy of choice, was writing. Oh how Adelai loved to write, to tell stories, to imagine and be swept away in all the awe and wonder of life and time!

And currently, she was wondering how she could mix a couple of pointy toothed vampires in that galaxy far, far away.

At least, she was TRYING to until Harlow chomp-chomp-chomped away at a piece of lollipop right in her ear.

And that was the real curiosity to Adelai, where exactly DID her little sis get that piece of lollipop? 

The floor? The ceiling? The dresser drawer? Or worse yet, from under the bed, where cobwebs, smelly socks, and all those yuckity-yucks surely lived.

Ew. Ew-ew-ew.

Moving along...

Adelai was knee deep in an adventure across time and space, and candy-coated Harlow licking and smacking her sticky fingers wasn’t helping her any. 

You see, currently, one of Adelai’s vampire heroes, affectionately named Mr. Bob...yes...Mr. Bob...hey, it’s a good name, a good name I tell ya! Anyway...Adelai was currently trying to figure out how Mr. Bob was going to save the galaxy one pointy toothed nip at a time, and Chompers wasn’t being very understanding.

So Adelai scrunched her face all up like a tiny little pug, put her nose to paper, tightened her little fingers around her pencil and focused. That’s right, she focused! She scribbled away about Mr. Bob POOFING into a flying bat of swirling mist and spookiness when the candy tasted oh so delicious with chocolate and sprinkles and whipped cream with gummy bear gum-dro—wait what?!?

“HAAAR-LOW!”

Adelai was fuming. She couldn’t write her sci-fi spooktacular masterpiece with Harlow smacking her candy-covered gums in her ear and whispering about all the tasty treats she oh so desperately wanted to get her grubby little mitts on!

Ugh...her grand adventure was just going to have to wait. For now at least.

Oh yes, these two little sprouts were filled with sugar and spice, but soon, soon they were going to be introduced to a dark, haunted adventure that was anything but nice!

––––––––
[image: ]


​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two 
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Snug as a Bug

Mommy tucked each side of Adelai’s Star Wars comforter in tightly around her baby-girl, voicing in her typical sing-song fashion “Snug as a bug in my little Lailou rug!”

And then Mommy hopped on down the IKEA-crafted ladder, and did the same to her littlest, squeezable bean. Those cute little owls and foxes all prancing and hopping through a multicolored forest of pastel leaves and technicolored dreams; fluffy comforter, pulled high and tucked tight, as Mommy sung that familiar tune once more, although, slightly different.

“Snug as a bug in my little Harloo rug!”

Daddy Matthew was always smiling from afar, enjoying the happiness, that beautiful connection between mommy and daughter.

You see, for his girls, it was their secret routine; being tucked in.

Mommy would head up that wooden flight of stairs—smile upon beautiful face—and those little beans would light up with loving excitement; bouncing and squealing in their bunk beds with each step taken.

Truth is, they REALLY disliked bedtime, but they also really LOVED what it meant.

First, getting wiggled in all snugly-bugly, and then...then came the handshake.

Oh yeah, the SECRET, mommy-daughter handshake.

It went a little something like this: hand to heart, snaps in the air, smack the hands, you heard it here! High five, that’s the style, then hand to heart once more for a secret smile! 

Daddy Matthew had a hard time remembering the order of each action and reaction, but he was fairly certain there was a fist bump ‘somewhere’ in there, followed closely behind by a Big Hero 6 bla-la-lala-la finger wiggling nod...

Nevertheless, what Daddy Matthew DID catch, and mentally record to memory, was the OATH.

What’s that? Well...it was a little odd, a little weird if I do say so myself, but if you did it right, it would sound a little something like this:

“Cockadoodle-doo, the cow says moooooo! Moo. Love you. To the moooooon and back! Bippity boppity boo!”

Then, after a snap, an invisible wand shake to follow that bippity boppity, locking thumb and finger, a smooch on the hand, let it go to the stars, before you each make part of a heart with your hand, and hey...ain’t that grand?

Like I said: it was a little odd...just like those creepy little beans.

Creepy. That’s what Daddy Matthew’s bedtime routine consisted of. Calling them creeps. 

Of course he kissed and hugged and tucked his sweet little sprouts into bed! He just...well, he had his own affectionate way. Like I said: creeps.

But boy...how he loved his girls!

I guess that’s why he clashed blades (cutlasses to be precise) against that evil ghost pirate captain, why he fought tooth and nail to save them from those black waters, why he almost lost his...whoa, whoa, whoa-whoa, nope! Nope, uh-uh, NO WAY hosay! We are NOT to THAT part of the story yet!

Boy oh boy, I almost let that slip...yikes! Ha-ha, am I right! Nope. No spoilers here. Not-a-one.

Whew! THAT was a close one though, huh?

Anyway...Mommy and Daddy Matthew were tucking their beautiful little beans, sprouts, or lovable creeps into their warm, safe, comfortable beds. 

All that other stuff? We’ll get to that later.

So...where was I? 

Oh, right.

“Goodnight, my loves,” Daddy Matthew said, flipping the switch to the overhead light on his short trek down that wooden flight of stairs, Mommy following closely behind; blowing kisses off of each hand simultaneously. Yes, Mommy was a very talented mommy.

The parentals made sure the house was locked up, safe and sound. They double checked that Lambie and Kiki were...huh? Oh yes, YES, no of course! Lambie and Kiki. I didn’t introduce you to Lambie and Kiki! Such a story not to explain Lambie and Kiki!

My great apologies, even professors make mistakes, even ones as renowned as I.

Wow, okay, well...where to start?

Kiki was, at one point, a blanket. A baby blanket to be exact. But now it was more like a ball of...well...string. Tattered and shredded and torn and tethered and stitched and sewn and fixed and tied and blah-blah-blahbity-blahed together. 

Long story short, Kiki was a mess. But I will say this, she was Adelai’s mess. And that meant something special.

Especially when Adelai flipped it over her shoulders, swiftly tied it tight, and stood all tall and proud; her Kiki cape blowing in the wind. Superhero style. That’s right, my dear reader. When that Kiki cape was on, ANYTHING was possible.

Which brings us to Lambie. 

When others saw Lambie they saw an equally worn (but very deeply and truly loved) stuffed animal. But, that was simply perception, and we allllll know that, at times, perception can be very, very wrong.

Lambie was not, in fact, a stuffed animal. Lambie, was family. She ate dinner at the dinner table, she did homework and played, she even took warm, steam risen, baths with Harlow. Lambie talked and danced, played tic-tac-toe (and between us, she ALWAYS let Harlow win) and listened to those grand bedtime stories about adventures to fairy kingdoms and far off lands. She pooted up a nose scrunching, face turning green, gag reflex hitting storm let me tell you. And Lambie would ALWAYS blame it on Harlow, but her family knew the truth.

And the truth was, imagination or not, Lambie was alive. She was special, kind, compassionate, and most importantly of all, Lambie...was loved.

Harlow and Lambie, much as Adelai and Kiki, were inseparable.

And when the house grew quiet—not a creature stirring, nope, not even a mouse—something began to groan out against the little sprout’s window. It was the sound of an unnatural wind. A haunting wail like a Banshee on the moors. Something far worse than oogity-boogity. Something downright terrifying.

A haunting wail accompanied by a glowing, eerily green light. The local news would most certainly say it was a cloud of swamp gas reflecting off of some nonexistent street lamp, but the girls knew better, the girls always knew better.

It was OBVIOUSLY Tinkerbell.

So when the window suddenly rattled and shook, when that eerie stillness claimed the night, and the even eerier green glow filled their bedroom of Barbies and playthings, the girls gasped and jumped at the shadow play being cast about their walls and over carpet.

Harlow was spooked, her bottom bunk receiving the most of that haunting green glow. 

“No, Lambie,” Harlow chided, “there is nothing to be scared of!”

Ooooooooooooooooooooo!

That sound was awful; it was awful, loud and...well, it would have made yours truly pee a little to be honest. Don’t judge me.

“Lambie!” Harlow barked louder, “I said there is NOTHING to be—”

OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOAAAGHH!

“You are absolutely one hundred percent right, we should make sure Adelai isn’t scared!”

Harlow did a meep-meep burst of roadrunner speed, somehow jumping all the way to the top bunk without even climbing OR touching the ground, and crawled all the way up against Adelai from underneath the covers. 

“Psst Adelai, Adelai...what was that? Did you hear that? What was it?”

Adelai’s eyes were so wide and bugged out of her tiny little Adelai skull, that either she, like her little sissy, was scared senseless OR she slept like a creepy sub-dwelling creature from the deepest depths of darkness and rock. 

Which honestly, we’ve all considered. Anyway...

“I-I did. I did hear it. At least...I think I did. It sounded very much like the scariest thing I have ever heard. Did you hear it?”

“Nope.” 

Adelai scrunched her face, once again all pug-like, and peered at Harlow from under a fort of pulled up pillows and covers. “Wait, then why did you ask if I heard it?”

“Lambie heard it. She was asking.”

“Oh...okay.”

“Lambie also thinks you should see what it was...and if it’s close...and hungry...”

Adelai visibly gulped like a cartoon. “I’ll...I’ll go check.”

And after what seemed like an eternity, Adelai—wrapping Kiki around her neck, cape-like and heroic—mustered up enough courage to pop her head up just a tad bit higher from under her cloak of concealment; a cotton woven Darth Vader peering out the window right alongside her. 

And if possible, her eyes stretched wider, her mouth dropped farther, and her racing heart was visibly playing a mean beat loud enough and powerful enough to make her shirt ripple.

“H-Harlow? You...you should really see this...”

“Nope.”

“Harlow, you HAVE to see this...”

“Nope.”

“Harlow...”

“Nope.”

“Har—”

“No-no, no-no-no. Nope.”

And then Adelai’s voice came once again, but only it was somehow different, more...subdued. Fearful. It, to be honest, came out in a squeak of a whisper.

“Oh. My. Word.”

Harlow was still cowering beneath a mountainous pile of stuffed animals, pillows, and interwoven sheets and blankets, so, she did what any inquisitive child would do when she wanted to see, when she HAD to see, but at the same time, didn’t want to risk being seen.

She sent the Lamb.

And even Lambie gasped.

Out that window, down the hill and toward the shore of beach and seashell, was the town’s namesake, Coffin Cove; where the waves crashed not just against sand, rock, and pier, but suddenly—as if a marriage against the Sahara—against the hull of a ship anchored as far in as possible toward land without running aground. 

Yes, that’s right. A ship. A dark ship with black sails flying against that ocean of starlight. 

Black sails home, to skull and crossbones.

What I’m trying to tell you, my gentle reader, is as such...that haunted vessel upon an ocean of black, was a pirate ship. A haunted vision coming up from the depths like something from out of a Lovecraftian nightmare; the Great Old Ones emerging and coiling upward from out of that unknown, deep abyss.

But that wasn’t the only thing arisen from those dark depths. Oh no, not even close my gentle reader.

Also coming from up and out of those stirring dark waters, were vaporized trails of bearded, long-haired, peglegged, glowing eerie in the moon light, sword-drawn, venom upon tongue, PIRATES. Some skeletal, some still clinging to that last semblance of humanity, but all of them, terrifying. Paranormally so.

And leading them toward the port town of Coffin Cove was their leader, a phantasmagorical wraith and phantom known as...the Ghost Pirate King. 

One Captain Nathaniel Holliday.

And although the girls didn’t know it, or him, YET, they did, very much so, know that it and HE (if he could still be called such a thing) meant trouble. Serious, serious trouble.

“Adelai?”

It was clearly Harlow’s voice and oddly and unsurprisingly enough it was coming from out of the stitched, curved into a smiling mouth, of one Lambie Lilly poo-poo cakes. Harlow was still shaking like an autumn leaf stolen from its branch by the fall wind, which in turn, made Lambie one with the shaking quake, as well. Only Lambie had a tail, and it wiggled in fright (obviously aided by Harlow’s tiny little digits) while Lambie’s oh so fluffy paws were pressed tightly over her beautiful marble eyes.

Adelai’s reply came with a stammer...she couldn’t form words if her little precious life depended on it. So, she stammered, and POOTED rather loudly which scared the two girls, but no one could really blame them for being jumpy after what they were currently witnessing...and everyone in the household knew that when Adelai got nervous, so did her bowels.

So she pooted. And honestly, no one cared. Because this was no laughing matter.

And Harlow took the smelly, tear causing stench as reply enough.

“That’s definitely NOT Tinkerbell.”
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Chapter Three
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Escape is an Art

Adelai’s and Harlow’s bedroom window was locked up as tight as could be, and no matter how hard Adelai pushed against it, the window just. Wouldn’t. BUDGE!

Her tiny little arms would wobble and shake, instantly losing strength as she pushed, and pushed, and PUSHED. But still...the window just wouldn’t give.

Which Harlow was insanely grateful for. There wasn’t anything beyond that window except fear and nightmare, and oh yeah, evil, undead, skeleton pirates!

And Adelai, her BIG sister, was clearly cuckcoo. Seriously cuckoo. She didn’t understand the meaning nor definition of committed, but if she did, she would absolutely say that her sissy needed to be committed. Locked up. Throw away the key. Safe and sound. COM-MITTED.

Just like they were, well...safe and sound that is, double-thanks to Daddy Matthew for making sure their bedroom window was as secured as could be. Heck, Harlow saw the way her big sissy struggled, so she was absolutely positively CERTAIN that not even a master locksmith or a...a thief could get in! Yeah! Or out! Which makes sense, because Harlow remembered Daddy Matthew added a little bit extra security to their bedroom loft. Something he considered...oh what was that word? Oh yes, overkill, but Daddy Matthew DID it nevertheless. Harlow thought it made Mommy and Matthew happy so that was that. You get what you get and you don’t throw a fit! 

Plus, Adelai clearly had forgotten that there was that ADDED protective measure. What was it you ask? Well, let me tell you. It was a round dowel inserted into the corner of the window. Wedged tight, out of sight. But secured for a piece of mind.

It might have been what Daddy Matthew considered overkill, but it worked. Because it was positively killing Adelai’s escape route.

And Harlow and Lambie were watching Adelai’s master plan crumble and fail because of it, their brows furrowed at the ridiculousness of it all.

“Hey Adelai?”

“One second,” Adelai said, grunting against the window’s double-pane glass, “I... (grunt) ...almost... (grunt) ...got...got it!” 

But she didn’t, the window still wouldn’t budge, move, slide, give or shake even an inch. Sunlight couldn’t even sneak in through the cracks. Oh yeah, Daddy Matthew was a proverbial safety wunderkind.

Which, made sense considering, like, EVERYONE in his family were in law enforcement. So, there was that.

But moving on.

Adelai wasn’t giving up, not even a little. And Harlow was still trying to figure out why.

“We should really tell Mommy and Matthew what we saw,” Harlow said, making sure Lambie was nodding in agreement.

That’s right, my dear and unfortunate reader, SAW. As in Past Tense. Because as soon as those black hearted beasts, that pirate undead came ashore, they disappeared, just as their black sailed titan of a ship did. 

BUT! 

Oh yes, there was a but, not the tiny hiney kind, but the one that made it a point of saying that the pirates may have gone, BUT the screams that followed from Coffin Cove’s residents and towns folk, the phone calls surely pouring into the Coffin Cove Police Department, all the crashes and bangs and sounds of disruption...well, all of that, was anything BUT gone.

So, no one could SEE the undead pirate horde making a mess of things, but they sure were.

Adelai was certain that they must have been searching for some long-lost pirate gold, treasure, or doubloon! And she was absolutely certain that if she could only get outside, through this locked by magic window. Well, she was under suspicion that it was magic, the window was just too...I don’t know...solid. It must have been sorcery! Daddy Matthew was clearly a warlock, or...or a fairy from the fairy kingdom, but that’s another story for another time. 

Adelai HAD to get out through this window, across the rooftop of shingles and slope, climb down that big weeping willow tree just beyond, and then, ABRACADABRA the coast would be clear! AD-VENTURE!

THAT is what awaited those two little beans.

Daddy Matthew’s favorite words.

Abracadabra and adventure. Nothing better in the universe, he would say. Nothing better.

“Adelai! We should REALLY go tell Mommy and—”

“They won’t believe us!” Adelai finally shot back, STILL working on the window.

No really. Adelai wasn’t one to give up, no matter how hard something was. She got that (to be proud of) trait from her mommy.

“Well now you’re just being silly,” Harlow returned, matter of factly; Lambie ever nodding away in agreement. “Mommy and Matthew will ALWAYS believe us, just as long as we’re honest and tell the truth.”

And then Harlow shook her head, looking to Lambie. “Lambie, Adelai knows this. What-in-the-WORLD is she thinking?”

And Lambie, ever the voice of reason, spoke, using (of course) Harlow’s voice. “I do say, Mommy Harlow, that it is admirable that Adelai believes so strongly in this endeavor, but that doesn’t change the fact that there are clearly ravenous PIRATES OUT THERE WAITING TO EAT US! Or steal our piggy banks! Or both! Oh my...”

Truer words, Lambie. Truer words.

And, in all fairness, Harlow nor Adelai knew what those words meant. Words like endeavor, admirable, especially ravenous were simply words heard while Daddy Matthew was watching his favorite genre of choice: the horror genre. 

And in Daddy Matthew’s defense, he DID (very much so) shield his baby girls from those such sights and sounds.

But the girls were inquisitive by nature, hence wanting to sneak out of their comfort, warmth, and safety in order to see what those dastardly pirates were up to.

But I digress.

Adelai on the other hand, slapped her palm into her face, or...one could say she planted her face into her palm, but either way, and semantics aside, Adelai face-palmed.

“Harlow,” Adelai sighed. “When you’re done talking to yourself, I want you to listen very carefully to me.”

Harlow gasped in shock! As did Lambie, how dare she!

Adelai continued, “Yes, Mommy and Matthew will always believe us when we are honest and tell the truth. But, do you honestly think that if we marched our tiny hineys downstairs, knocked on Mommy and Matthew’s door, said Mommy, Matthew, we do not wish to alarm you, but we heard a terrible sound, followed by an eerie green glow of light, and then, upon further inspection saw a pirate ship in the bay, as well as ghost pirates, skeletons, cobwebs, swords and all marching into town, that they would say oh why Adelai, Harlow, thank you oh so much for bringing this to our attention, what sweet, smart, brave, beautiful daughters you are! Let’s go to Toys “R” Us to reward you for your honesty and sincerity!”

Harlow just stood there, eyes wide, mouth slightly slacked. And after a loooong beat, an even longer moment’s passing, Harlow cleared her throat.

“I see what you mean,” she said. “But do you really think they’d take us to Toys “R” Us!”

Both Harlow and Lambie were squealing in delight. 

Adelai...was not. “Oh good grief.”

Adelai started stuffing the essential items for a grand adventure into her multicolored backpack; adorned, of course, with those lovable puppies of the sea.

“Hey, what ARE you doing!”

“I’m packing up our supplies, silly
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