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			Bedtimes stories are a powerful thing, especially when you’re telling them to your child. My daughter’s imagination challenged me to create a story that made bedtime her favorite part of the day. I hope this book brings your daughter or son as much joy as it’s brought mine.
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			Alison Liv Isner, better known to her friends and family as Ali, was nose deep in a book. Typical. And as usual, it was going to get her in trouble. She felt a sharp pain shoot up her shin as she walked, and a loud crash confirmed that, yes, she had done it again. 

			“Oh no,” Ali said. “Tommy must have moved the pick axes.”

			“Ali!” her dad called out from the front of the store. “Get back to the storage room and wait.”

			This was the third time this week she’d walked into something. She swore Tommy, her dad’s only employee, had moved racks in the shop to obstruct her reading path. Ali loved to read. And she loved to read and walk around her father’s store. 

			It wasn’t her fault this time. Not really. Ali had been waiting six years to read her mother’s journal. Her dad had promised her she could read about her mom’s adventures once she achieved her gold feather in archery. She’d attained that level one week ago, on her eleventh birthday. Ever since then, she’d spent every free moment devouring her mom’s memories and adventures.

			Ali had lost her mother when she was just five years old. Mom had disappeared during an archaeological dig. That’s all anyone had told Ali. Her mom had gone in early one morning to dig and had never come home.

			So, for the last six years it had just been Ali and her father. Her dad ran an archaeological supply store called Field and Excavation, Inc.: “For all your archaeological needs.” The equipment store also happened to be their home for now. 

			The Great Depression had made her father’s business falter enough that he and Ali had to give up their home to live in the back storage room. Ali was grateful for a few curious, wealthy adventurers who kept the business afloat. 

			The economic crisis was bad. And stores like the Isner’s were usually empty.

			Ali took the long way to the storage room. She passed the front windows of the store, wishing she could just go play in the street instead of being stuck in the back. She noticed a man in a business suit with a painted wood carton full of apples and a sign that read “Five Cents/ea.” Ali frowned. He was too nicely dressed to sell apples on a street corner. No overalls, no straw hat. But it seemed like these days people would do anything for a job. Former bankers now peddled fruit on the street. Actors now janitors.

			Sectioned off in the back corner of the storage area, where Ali was now banished for her clumsiness, were two beds and a hotplate. 

			On the exact opposite side of the storage area were shelves of backstock filled with extra kayaks, rolled-up maps, shovels, picks, and other adventuring necessities. In between two shelves, sixteen-year-old Tommy Peck had strung up a hammock. She looked at her archery equipment on the other side of the room, then Tommy.

			“Do I have to go again?” she asked Tommy.

			“Yeah, sorry,” Tommy answered. 

			“Tommy,” Ali’s dad called. “Come clean up this mess.”

			“Yes, Mr. Isner.” Tommy sprang from his hammock. 

			As he passed Ali he asked, “You knocked the picks over again?”

			“Yes.” Heat flushed Ali’s cheeks. “It was an accident.”

			“You’re as clumsy as my little brother Johnny.” 

			“Sorry.” 

			“You’d better get your archery stuff together.” Tommy gently tugged on Ali’s long, dark braid. “Don’t you leave in less than half an hour?”

			Ali responded by crinkling her nose. She didn’t know what it was like to have a sibling, but she imagined it was a lot like this. 

			She plopped down on an antique Persian rug outside her bedroom. Staring at her bow and quiver leaning against the desk, she sighed. She’d wanted to quit archery since she started. But the promise of her mom’s journal kept her motivated. Now that she had it . . . she just needed to find a way to tell her dad.

			She opened the book.

			With every turn of the page, Ali’s heart fluttered. It was as if her mom was recounting the stories in person. She talked of incredible expeditions all over the world, during which she’d unearthed everything from ancient artifacts to dinosaur bones. 

			On the desk in front of Ali was a plain globe. The continents were brown, oceans tan, longitude and latitude lines maroon. It was practical. Not like the fancy opal ones her mother had written about. Ali picked it up and paused for a moment. A fan with red ribbons tied to the cage blew cool air in her direction. She paused for a moment, letting the cold air wash over her. 

			Sitting back down, she spun the globe and stopped it with her finger. She smiled to herself. She would travel like this one day. Spin a globe and let chance decide. 

			She looked back at the bow again and decided to read a few more pages. As she held the journal, her pulse quickened. 

			Mindlessly spinning the world while she read, Ali became lost in the pages of her mother’s words. The journal held endless entries of her mother’s completed and planned expeditions. At the end of each completed quest there was a red stamp that read: completed, and the date. She was mesmerized by the uncompleted Temple of the Monkey God expedition. In the description Ali’s mother had scribbled a list of her fellow adventurers: Chicaletta, Figgy, Bait, Tristan, and Glenda.

			What odd names for companions. 

			Suddenly, she pulled back her finger. Something hot had pulled her from her book. 

			Examining the sphere, she zeroed in on the offending country. Honduras burned along its border, the fire spreading rapidly to the center of the country until it smoked and charred. It crumbled away, leaving a hole. Ali’s eyes widened, and her heart beat like a horse after the Kentucky Derby. 

			Before she could yell for help, a bright light from the center of the globe shone through the new hole. Ali felt dizzy, and the room started to spin. But it wasn’t the room that was spinning; it was the rug. It melted into colorful quicksand. Hues swirled together, and Alison Liv Isner blacked out.
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			The familiar woodsy scent of campfire and a slight tickle on Ali’s face roused her. The wood smelled heavy and moist. Not like the piney wood she roasted hot dogs over. Blinking slowly, she saw a fat, black rat come into focus. She didn’t scream.

			“She’s not dead,” the rat said.

			Ali squinted and sucked in a sharp breath. She reared up and crab-walked backward, scrambling away until she hit something narrow and hairy. Leaning her head back, she found herself head on with a small, smiling burro. Gray lips framed a row of straight teeth. A piranha dangled in a mason jar from its neck, its gray scales faded to a red underbelly. It swam vigorously in the confined space. 

			She screamed. Then jumped to her feet. 

			“Where are you off to?” the fat rat asked.

			Her head swiveled left and right. She was surrounded by jungle, and the campfire only lit a small area. 

			She stared, mouth agape at the friendly donkey. His teeth were perfectly straight and white like a movie star. His dirty-cream coat was littered with dark brown and black spots. The pattern was as random as mold on bread. One eye had a black spot around it, giving him the appearance of having a permanent black eye. 

			Still clutching her mom’s journal, Ali spun to leave but stumbled instead and landed on all fours. Stuffing the journal in her pocket, she crawled frantically toward the darkness. Where would she go? She fought to keep from hyperventilating as she moved. A monkey, who stood over a pot of what she assumed was dinner, waved at her like an old friend. 

			The monkey was similar to one she’d seen at a traveling circus. But the golden lion tamarin was much larger. It had the same gorgeous flaxen coat and gray face, but it was huge, nearly three feet tall. Not much shorter than the burro. 

			She was so fascinated with the monkey, she scooted into a rock wall. Feeling trapped, she scanned the area. A bat with red lipstick on her lips hung upside down from a branch above the monkey.

			“My, my,” the piranha in the jar said. His British accent was thick and sophisticated. “Aren’t we a frightened little girl?”

			Ali’s eyes grew wide. Her entire body trembled. Talking animals didn’t fit into the part of her brain that was full of rhyme and reason. She didn’t understand. Hoping it was just a dream, she sat, pulled her knees close, wrapped her arms around her legs, and rested her head in the void between her knees and chest. She willed herself to wake up, but it didn’t happen. So she snuck a peek at the strange animals again.

			They slowly made their way toward her in what she hoped was a friendly way. The gray piranha swam on his back, crimson belly facing up. The burro’s ears drooped, and he grinned. The bat glided softly to the ground. She batted her beautiful, long eyelashes at Ali. The monkey danced a funny jig, its long, shiny hair swishing from head to toe as it danced. She looked at the rat. He was holding his tail. He dropped the scaly appendage, balled his fists, squeezed his eyes shut, and farted.

			“Tristan,” the fish said. “Manners! You know it’s not polite to pass wind in front of a lady.”

			Ali squinted and her confused face twisted into a smile. “Tristan? You’re a rat, but you have a name?”

			“A name.” He tipped his head back and rested his hand on his forehead, exposing a pink palm. “What’s in a name?”

			“Oh, Tristan,” the burro sighed. “Enough with the dramatics.”

			Tristan dropped his hand and scowled.

			The monkey walked slowly to Ali and placed a callused finger under her chin. Its brown eyes were soft, welcoming. Ali’s breath returned to normal; her tense shoulders relaxed. Breaking eye contact, the monkey turned to the burro and nodded.

			“Yes,” the burro said. “She looks like Eloise.”

			Chicaletta traced Ali’s face with her finger. “Heart-shaped face, big blue eyes. You are the spitting image of your mother.”

			“Brown hair too,” Tristan said. “But your mom’s hair was shorter.”

			“My mom?” Ali stiffened. “Wait, you’re Tristan.” She pulled out the journal and thumbed through it. 

			This time the rat fell to the ground. “My reputation precedes me,” he bellowed.

			“Yes, yes, Tristan,” the fish said.

			“Human,” the burro said, bowing his head, “I’m Figgy.”

			“Hello, Figgy.” Ali stood. Her panic had given way to relief. “I’m Alison Liv Isner.”

			“Awesome!” The bat squealed. “Now we can get totally back to work.”

			“Work?” Ali asked. 

			“That’s why you’re here,” Figgy said. “To pick up where your mom left off.”

			“But that was years ago,” Ali said. Her head was spinning. “You’ve been waiting that long?”

			The monkey nodded. “You brought your mother’s journal. I’m glad to see Eloise’s research hasn’t gone to waste. She spent many hours not only documenting past adventures, but also researching and planning future expeditions.”

			“More?” Ali asked. “There are more expeditions?”

			The monkey smiled.

			“I’m not an archeologist,” Ali protested.

			“You’ll be great.” The bat had a high-pitched voice that nearly squeaked. “I just know it.”

			“Come on, love,” the fish said. “Why not give it a go about?”

			“I mean, I guess I could try.” Ali shrugged her shoulders.

			“That’s the spirit,” the fish said. “I’m called Bait.”

			Ali giggled. “Which one of you is Glenda?”

			The bat raised a papery wing. At the tip of her wing was a tiny hand, Ali could just barely make out the red nail polish that matched the bat’s lips.

			“And you,” Ali said. She looked in the journal once more and turned to the monkey. “You must be Chicaletta.”

			“Yes,” Chicaletta had a sweet voice, but it was barely above a whisper.

			“But my mom—” Ali furrowed her brow. “She never mentioned her friends were . . . um—”

			“What?” Tristan held his tail once more. “Animals?”

			“Yes.” Ali cleared her throat. “She left that detail out.”

			“Did she?” Chicaletta said slowly. “Or did you simply miss the clues?”

			Ali thought back to the journal. Maybe she had missed a few hints.

			“Figs, why don’t you indulge us with the details of our mission,” Bait said. 

			“Human,” Figgy said, “we are on the edge of the White City in Honduras. We must find the Temple of the Monkey God and retrieve an idol.”

			“Indeed,” Bait echoed. “Finding it before the Geese realize you reopened the portal is most certainly paramount.”

			“The Geese?” Ali rubbed her face. Her head was beginning to ache. “There are more like you?”

			“No, love,” Bait said. “They aren’t geese, per se, but that’s what we call them.”

			“Do not worry about them,” Chicaletta said. 

			“Yes,” Bait echoed. “Chicaletta is right. We skirted them with your mum, and now we will with you.”

			“Oh,” Ali said, raising one eyebrow. “What’s so special about the idol anyway?”

			Bait waved a fin, beckoning Ali to get closer. He lowered his voice and said, “If the Geese get their hands on it, they’ll have the power to turn back the evolutionary clock on all of us.”

			“We can’t let that happen,” Ali said.

			“Right-O!” Bait said, turning to the rat. “Now, Tristan, show Ali to the tent. We have a big day tomorrow. Cheerio, Ali.”

			“Why me?” Tristan asked. “I’m too tired.”

			“Don’t be a bugger,” Bait said.

			“Fine,” the rat relented. “But only because I’m headed that way anyway. Follow me, Miss Isner.”

			“Call me Ali,” she said. 

			She followed the rat, who seemed to be in no hurry. 

			The jungle air smelled sweet, and chirping crickets were the melody of the night. Tristan led her to the tent, but not without stopping to sniff and snack on roughage. Ali giggled to herself.

			It wasn’t a small two-person tent, but a large rectangle with a flat canvas roof. She’d seen a similar one set up in her dad’s shop.

			The sides were pulled back like curtains. Six cots, all varying in size, lined the walls. A table with a scattered deck of cards sat in the middle, and a few gas lanterns hung from poles. Expedition clothes were perfectly folded on one bed, and a pair of hiking boots sat on the floor next to it.

			“That’s you, I guess,” Tristan said. “Change into those tomorrow.” He plopped down on a small cot, perfectly sized for him. “My back!” He reached back with a soft pink hand and rested it above his pink tail. “I’ve never been so sore in my life.”

			“Cool it, Tristan,” Glenda flew in and hung upside down on a pole. “What are you sore from? Napping all day?” She giggled.

			Tristan rolled his eyes and squeezed into a tiny sleeping bag.

			“Ali,” Glenda said, then flew over to her and perched on the table. “Let me see your hands.” She examined Ali’s hands. “Oh my, well, if you’re not too tired I can give you a manicure before bed. I’ll paint your nails like mine.”

			“I don’t know if I should stay the night,” Ali said. “I have to get home. My dad will worry. I’m already late for archery.”

			“Archery?” Figgy trotted into the tent. 

			“Yes,” Ali said. “I just got my gold feather.”

			“That’s brilliant.” Bait beamed. “Just like her mum.”

			Chicaletta smiled. “That will prove useful.”

			“Time works differently here, human,” Figgy said. “We’ll get you home in time for your lesson. Get some sleep. We have a big day tomorrow.”

			“I don’t understand,” Ali said. “How can time work differently? And how did I get here?”

			“Why do we have hunger pangs?” Tristan rolled over on his cot. “Why does our hair fall out? Why does it rain? Some questions don’t have answers.”

			“Pay no mind to him,” Bait said. “He’s a nutter.”

			“You are special, like your mom,” Chicaletta placed her hand under Ali’s chin once more. “It is best not to question some things.”

			“Okay.” Ali looked to the sky and took a deep breath. “Then I guess I’ll get some rest.” She pulled at the rubber bands on the ends of her long braids and ruffled her hair. Long, brown waves spilled past her shoulders. She placed the pile of clothes on the dirt ground next to the boots and crawled into the sleeping bag on the cot. 

			Scared, but excited, Alison Liv Isner clutched her mom’s journal and whispered, “Mom.”
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			Bugs hummed, and birds chirped. Ali stirred. She rolled over and felt the warm rays of sun on her face. Blinking a few times, she was greeted with the same scenery she’d seen the night before.

			“It wasn’t a dream,” she whispered.

			She was indeed inside a tan canvas tent with the lush South American jungle all around. 

			“I see the inconsiderate bugs and birds woke you too.” Tristan sat on her chest just a few inches from her face. 

			“Uh, hi,” Ali said. “How long have you been watching me sleep?”

			“I told you,” Tristan sighed. “Since the birds started their daily torture.”

			“I see,” Ali said. She picked the rat up and placed him on the black dirt floor before she stood. “I like the birds. Their songs are pretty.”

			Tristan scurried off without another word.

			“Good morning, human,” Figgy said. 

			“Did you rest well, love?” Bait asked.

			“I did,” Ali said. She absently french-braided one side of her hair, then the other.

			“Well, get on with it,” Bait said. “We’ll be right outside the tent.” 

			“Right.” Ali quickly changed into light brown equestrian pants, adorned with a utility belt, and a long-sleeved, button-down shirt. “It fits perfectly. How can that be?” Then she stepped into tall, brown boots and placed a safari hat atop her head, securing it with the string that ran under her chin and behind her ears. The hat’s long, white mosquito veil was tied around the brim and hung long in the back. Everything fit as if it were made for her. 

			“Now what?” she asked as she exited the tent.

			“Breakfast.” Glenda flew past them. “And if there’s time, I’ll give you that manicure.”

			The landscape outside the tent was beautiful and unlike anything she’d seen in real life. Lush, green tropical foliage and bright flowers painted the area. Even the rich, black earth seemed more vibrant than the ordinary dirt back home.

			Chicaletta dished up eggs from a pan over the fire. She handed Ali a plate with eggs, fresh papaya, and pineapple. 

			“Meet me behind those rocks after breakfast,” Chicaletta said, pointing to the outcropping. “And do not dilly dally. There is not a moment to spare.”

			Ali had never eaten fresh pineapple, and she’d only seen papaya in a book. Gobbling down her eggs, she saved the fruit for last. She took a bite of the soft, fleshy papaya first. It was sweet and mild. Next was the pineapple. It was nothing like the syrupy, canned fruit she’d had in the past. It was bright, fresh, and acidic. She quickly finished the delicious breakfast, then felt a little nauseated. Unsure what was next, her full stomach did flip flops.

			“Just leave your plate there, love,” Bait said. “Tristan will devour any crumbs you’ve left behind.”

			Tristan scowled at Bait but ultimately couldn’t resist and picked at small bits of discarded egg and fruit.

			“Tristan,” Ali said, squinting her eyes in confusion. “You only eat scraps?”

			“Of course not!” the fat rat yelled. 

			“He already ate his breakfast,” Glenda said. “He gets the tiny chunks off the plates, then Figgy and I clean up. It’s our system.”

			Ali laughed and walked behind the rocks. Chicaletta practiced with a machete. She was graceful and accurate. Deadly. Her golden hair swished from side to side as she swiped, spun, and flipped. The sunlight shimmering off the blade was mesmerizing. 

			“Wow,” Ali said.

			“These are for you.” She handed Ali a goat’s-foot dagger and a small machete. The handle of the dagger was smooth, polished bone. “Place them on your belt. Once you are proficient with the small machete, you will get a large machete like me. But for now, practice with a smaller one.”

			Ali slid the dagger and machete into a custom scabbard on her leather belt. 

			“I’m pretty good with a bow and arrow,” Ali said.

			“I am pleased to see you inherited your mother’s talent for archery.” Chicaletta handed Ali a crossbow. “Let us see how you do with this.”

			Ali picked up the heavy bow. It was different. She peered over the center, trying to find her aim. The horizontal bow and stalk seemed more like a rifle to her.

			“Here are your arrows.” Chicaletta handed her a quiver of arrows. “The one with the red fletching is special.” She pulled the arrow from the quiver. It had a large, collapsing grappling hook on the end. “Use it when needed. Do not lose it.”

			“I won’t.” Ali placed it back in the quiver. “I mean, I’ll try not to.”

			“Are we ready, then?” Bait asked. 

			Ali spun around and was surprised to see the rest of the gang ready to go. Not only had breakfast been cleaned up, but camp had also been broken down, packed up, and placed in a small pack on Figgy’s back. Now he not only carried Bait in a jar around his neck, but all their supplies too. It was impressive.

			“How did you get that all done so fast?” Ali asked. “And how does it all fit in such a small pack?”

			“I told you,” Glenda said, touching up her lipstick. “We have a system.”

			Ali shrugged. Like Chicaletta said, it was best not to question some things.

			“Off we go,” Bait said. 

			Figgy started and led the pack, his little tail swaying as he trotted.

			And just like that, Alison Liv Isner embarked on her very first adventure.
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			The jungle was thick with low-lying vegetation, thick tree branches, and the occasional burst of flowers. Ali trudged through thick vines and wet branches. Chicaletta led the way with her graceful yet marvelous machete skills. She chopped at the branches, and the aroma of fresh-cut foliage reminded her of when her dad would cut the lawn. She missed him.

			Ali knew it was no time to be a coward and stepped up next to Chicaletta to help clear a path. She chopped and swung carefully. It was good practice. The machete quickly became heavy, though, and she was forced to use both hands to wield the cumbersome blade. Her muscles tensed. She panted, unused to the thick, humid air. Her sweat-soaked shirt clung to her.

			Figgy nudged the back of her elbow with his muzzle. “Take a break,” he said. “I’ll clear a path.”

			Ali’s face flushed, but she was thankful for the rest. She placed her machete in the sheath and wiped sweat from her brow. Ali lifted Bait from Figgy’s neck and wore him in the crook of her arm like a purse. Figgy lowered his head and knocked down smaller trees and bushes, then stomped on them with his hooves. Glenda perched on Ali’s shoulder to observe. 

			“I heard,” Glenda said, her high-pitched voice shrieking in Ali’s ear, “that the temple has jewels, Miss Isner. Diamonds, sapphires, and even a few emeralds.”

			“Really?” Ali raised her eyebrows. “And call me Ali.”

			“Really!” she shrieked. “Can you imagine? All those gems? I’d look stunning with an emerald bracelet, or diamond ring.”

			Ali had never seen a bat in love before, but she was certain she had now.

			“You’d look smashing,” Bait said.

			Ali laughed. It was all so surreal. 

			Chicaletta raised her arm, and everyone stopped. She pointed with her knife to a ten-foot-wide river, with an enormous tree rooted in the middle. The river crashed white caps against its staunch trunk. 

			“Can we swim it?” Ali asked.

			“Too swift,” Chicaletta said.

			Tristan threw his hands in the air. “Don’t tell me we have to walk around. It’s too far.”

			“Wait.” Ali thumbed through the journal, placed Bait’s jar on the ground, then pulled the grappling-hook arrow with a long rope attached from her quiver. Chicaletta was right, the journal was invaluable. She nocked the arrow and launched it from her crossbow. The hooks splayed open and landed in the tree. Pulling on the rope, she made sure it was secure. “Well, here goes nothing.” Her heart thumped behind her rib cage. 

			“No,” Tristan yelled. “Take me with you. I’d rather drown in the river than walk around.”

			Before Ali could protest, Tristan scurried up her leg and squeezed himself into an empty slot on her leather utility belt. His ample belly spilled over the strap as he wedged himself in.

			“There, now I’m ready,” Tristan said.

			“Okay,” Ali said, her voice shaky. “Hold on tight.”

			He crossed his arms and frowned. 

			Ali twisted her hands around the coarse rope. Yanking on it once more to ensure it could support her weight, she ran at full speed until she was on the lip of the bank. Instinctively, she sucked in a deep breath as if she was leaping into the water. Then her feet dangled over air as they soared over the water, past the tree and toward the opposite bank. Still holding on to the rope, she crash-landed, narrowly avoiding squishing the rat.

			Tristan pulled himself free. “She tried to kill me!” He touched his face with his pink hands. “The girl is crazy. I could have been crushed.”

			“What?” Glenda flew toward them. “We can’t hear you, Tristan.” 

			The river roared. Ali tuned out Tristan and looked back at the river. She had done it. She had made it across safely. Ali shook her rope-burned hands. The ache in her hands was proof it actually worked.

			But what about the rest? 

			“Let me see those,” Glenda looked at Ali’s raw palms. “Hmm, we’ll have to get some special salve for that. Can’t have calluses now, can we? Unless you’re Chicaletta.”

			Ali paid her no mind and instead swung back to the other side with more confidence. Gripping the rope, a slow burn erupted in her palms as she jumped, but it didn’t matter. All those years of archery had come in handy. The arrow was deep and secure in the tree.

			“Who’s next?” Ali asked.

			Chicaletta turned to Figgy. 

			“I’m not sure you can hold me,” Figgy said. 

			“Perhaps,” Chicaletta paced with her hands folded behind her back, “I should go over next, then you can tie Figgy up and swing him over to me. We will throw the rope over to you once we have him. “

			“You don’t need me?” Ali asked.

			Chicaletta blinked slowly.

			“Oh, right,” Ali said. “You’re a monkey. Of course you don’t need me.”

			Chicaletta scooped up Bait’s jar and wrapped the rope around her hand. Just before she jumped, Ali stopped her.

			“Chicaletta.” Ali placed a hand on the monkey’s soft hair. “Why didn’t you stop me? Why did you let me go first? Surely you’re better at this than me.”

			“One must learn to look within themselves for strength. And we only get strength from experience.” Chicaletta turned, jumped, and easily swung to the other side, as if the rope was a vine in the middle of the jungle.

			Ali could see why her mom liked them so much. It had been less than a full day, yet Ali was already growing close to them.

			“Ready?” Chicaletta yelled over the roaring river. 

			“Yes,” Ali called back.

			Chicaletta hurled the rope, and Ali caught it on the first try. 

			Ali tied the rope around Figgy’s waist, over their supplies, then right behind his front legs, like a sling. 

			Ali knelt and cupped his muzzle. Small whiskers tickled her palms. “Figgy, are you sure you want to do this?”

			Figgy smiled his oddly human grin and said, “Yes, human.”

			Ali pulled him back, just like one of her friends on a swing set. She sprinted, pushing him forward. Once she was close to the edge, she gave him a final heave and lost her footing. She fell to the ground, mud staining her knees and elbows.

			Figgy hee-hawed loudly, swinging through the hot air. His cream-colored rump was all Ali could see. Chicaletta had her arms out ready to receive him. He landed with a thud, knocking her over like a bowling pin. 

			Ali let out a pensive breath. He’d made it. Relief washed over her. 

			Ali watched Chicaletta untie the knots. She called out once more, “Ready?” Then she threw the rope back to Ali. 

			Once again, Ali caught the rope. She stopped for a moment and looked over her shoulder. A weird feeling crept up her spine, like someone was watching her. Gooseflesh broke out over her skin. Wrapping the rope around her arms, she got a running jump and rejoined her group.

			“Finally.” Tristan lay on his side, head resting on his fist. “Can we go, already?”

			“Sure,” Ali said. “Wait, my hook!”

			“I knew this would happen,” Tristan said, falling back into the grass. “Wake me up when you clowns are ready.”

			“I . . .” Her voice cracked as she started to talk and thought better of it. 

			Chicaletta silently took the rope and swung to the tree in the middle of the river. Ali’s jaw dropped as Chicaletta easily scaled the tree and removed the hook. She wound up the rope, securing it around her shoulder. Maneuvering to the opposite side of the tree, she swung from branch to branch, gaining momentum. At the very end, she launched herself from it and landed gracefully next to Ali. 

			“One must understand the difference,” she said, handing Ali the arrow and rope, “between impulse and strategy.”

			“Thank you, Chicaletta,” Ali said. 

			The monkey gave Ali a stoic nod.

			“Right, then,” Bait said. “Onward we go.”

			With her head hung low, Ali marched forward. She’d learned two valuable lessons from Chicaletta, ones she decided to take to heart.

			Still feeling sorry for herself, Ali dropped back into the middle of the group, letting Figgy and Chicaletta do all the work. She’d only gone a few hundred feet when a callused hand grasped hers. She looked over at Chicaletta. 

			In that moment, Alison Liv Isner realized she had made her first best friend.
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			“Look.” Chicaletta stared forward, pointing to a clearing.

			Ali gasped. Rich, black dirt and bright-green vines adorned the earth with closed pink-petalled flowers. In the very middle stood a gray, stone, triangle-shaped building. The top didn’t come to a full point but rather a small, flat landing. A huge stone gorilla crouched atop the landing. Its ruby eyes glittered in the sun. In between its legs was an opening.

			“Is this it?” Ali asked. 

			Chicaletta nodded once. Then her gaze dropped to Ali’s pocket.

			Ali pulled out her mom’s journal and flipped to her silk bookmarker. Scanning the weathered parchment pages, she found the drawing of the monkey temple and compared it to the structure in front of her. “Yes, this is it. This is the Temple of the Monkey God.”

			“I thought it would be bigger,” Tristan said. He lay down and rested his arms behind his head. His fat stomach jiggled as he spoke. “But the monkey was a dead giveaway.”

			“It’s huge, Tristan. It nearly touches the sky. And technically,” Ali said, pointing to the gorilla, “that is an ape.”

			“Ape, shmape.” Tristan flicked his wrist. “I need a nap.”

			“Yes, yes,” Bait said. “And a nap you shall have, after we retrieve the idol. We cannot let the Geese get their hands on it.”

			“Right. You mentioned them yesterday. Who are they?” Ali asked.

			Tristan gnawed a thumb nail. “Thieves. Men who dress up in feathers and beaks to look like geese. They steal, sell, and repeat.”

			“No need to worry about them, dear,” Bait said. “They won’t be a problem. We just need to get to the idol and deliver it to the high priest before the Geese get it.” 

			“But what if they do?” Ali asked. “And who is the high priest?”

			“One must not worry about what ifs, but focus on the task at hand,” Chicaletta said. “The high priest is the one that keeps spiritual and physical balance in the world so that chaos does not prevail.”

			Glenda landed on Ali’s shoulder. “Think of us as the protectors of good. That’s, at least, what your mom wanted us to be.” 

			“The Dust Bowl you are experiencing at home,” Chicaletta said. “The Geese are responsible for it.”

			“What?” Ali shook her head. She pictured her dad’s empty store in her head. “They caused the Dust Bowl?”

			“It’s true,” Figgy said. “They stole the Nepi Stones from the Shawnee Native Americans. Without them, rain patterns have been disrupted, nearly halted.”

			“The stones are made of turquoise. A special bald eagle feather is tied to them with a single piece of leather. They cannot be replicated and have been passed down for generations. The Geese stole all three of them.”

			“We have to get them back!” Ali said.

			“We will,” Chicaletta said. “When the time is right. But, for now, do you trust us?”

			Ali bit her lip. “Okay.” 

			Stepping out of the jungle and into the clearing sent shivers down Ali’s spine. She looked at her friends. Figgy’s tail was stiff and straight. Bait was frozen. Chicaletta’s hair stood at attention. Glenda flew close to Ali, and Tristan paused and held his pink tail. No longer under the cover of the brush and thick trees, they were exposed, vulnerable. Chicaletta grasped Ali’s hand, and they stepped out together, leading the pack.

			A monkey hidden in the surrounding trees called out. An alarm. The howl started a jungle symphony. Crickets chirped, monkeys howled, cougars hissed, boars squealed. Ali’s face was suddenly slick with sweat. She had always looked at animals as friendly, but these calls were ominous. A warning. Ali clamped her teeth together and tightened her grip on Chicaletta’s hand.

			Chicaletta simply turned around and waved at their friends to follow. 

			Out of nowhere, a low-lying fog blanketed the earth. Ali sucked in a breath, but the humid air didn’t satisfy her. It was like lifting a cup to quench a thirst, only to realize it was empty. As they drew closer, the massive temple overwhelmed them.

			Then, without warning, the jungle was calm again. The fog continued to swirl around their ankles.

			Silence.

			The eerie quiet stopped Figgy in his tracks. Everyone else followed suit.

			“Ugh. Finally, some quiet,” Tristan said, wiping his brow. “That was so annoying. It was giving me a headache.”

			Ali stared at him incredulously. Before any of them could respond, a low-beating drum stole their attention. With every step, the pounding got louder. Ali could feel it in her chest.

			“Oh great,” Tristan carried on. A small vine with a tiny blossom on the end wound its way up Tristan’s leg. “Just when it finally gets quiet someone decides to ruin that. This stu—”

			The vine yanked with incredible force and pulled Tristan upside down by his leg. 

			“No!” Ali screamed.

			Chicaletta grabbed at him but was too late. She spread out her long arms and led everyone back, out of reach of the vines.

			Ali pulled an arrow from her quiver and readied her crossbow. 

			The green vines slithered around them like a pit of hungry snakes. At the end were unassuming, beautiful, pink flowers. The petals opened, exposing razor-sharp teeth. 

			Ali’s hands trembled. The first arrow slipped out of the crossbow and fell clumsily to the ground. Dropping to her knees to retrieve it, Ali leaned too far forward, and more arrows spilled out. Vines slithered toward them and her. She kicked at the approaching creeping plants as she scrambled to retrieve the arrows. This time instinct took over and quieted her mind. Planting her feet, she shot an arrow into the vine that held Tristan. 

			“She’s shooting at me,” Tristan screamed over and over. “The one with braids is shooting at me!”

			The arrow planted its sharp, broad head into the vine. The vine dropped Tristan and poofed into dust. Ali scrunched her nose at the sour odor the powder left behind.

			Tristan sat dazed.

			“Go!” Ali screamed. “Get to the temple.”

			Tristan scurried, avoiding the vines, zig-zagging back and forth.

			“We all need to go now!” Figgy brayed. “Tristan is distracting them. It’s our only chance.”

			Chicaletta was first, chopping vines like a ninja. Again, they shriveled and turned into smelly dust. Figgy stomped his way through, smashing vines as they drew near. 

			“Save us,” Bait said, safely around Figgy’s neck. “I eat stuff like this for dinner. They don’t eat me. Run, Figs, run!”

			Figgy was incredibly fast and agile, even with the heavy pack on his back. He passed Chicaletta and galloped onto the first steps of the temple. Despite his speed and sudden stops, he never lost a single drop of water from the perforated lid on Bait’s jar.

			Chicaletta was only a few steps behind Figgy. As she got closer to the stairs, a vine sprang up from the ground, nearly hitting her in the face. She drew her machete and chopped it in half. Then she sheathed her blade and did a backflip over Figgy, landing on the steps.

			Startled, Figgy stepped back and slipped off the stairs. A vine seized the moment to weave around Figgy’s tail and pulled him backward. He hee-hawed loudly. Chicaletta drew her machete once more and hacked at the vine, careful to avoid cutting Figgy’s tail. But the vine was too thick. It pulled Figgy away from the temple.

			Ali couldn’t get a clear shot at the vine without hitting Figgy. She tracked the vine and found its base near the ground. Then she aimed and released an arrow. 

			Poof.

			The vine was nothing more than a cloud of dust. Figgy scrambled safely onto the temple stairs.

			Glenda easily flew above the chaos. Tristan was slowing, out of shape and tired. Vines slithered toward him, chomping their toothy blossoms at him until he became cornered. Glenda swooped down and clutched his fur in her perfectly polished red claws and deposited him on the stone steps in a heap.

			Vines coiled everywhere, weaving down from trees nearby and launching themselves toward them. The sun was blotted out by heavy clouds. The combination of the dark sky and falling plants felt like it was raining vines.

			Ali brought up the back, with an arrow nocked in the crossbow. As they continued to destroy the vicious vines, the air filled with the rancid dust. Her lungs burned with every breath, but she didn’t let up. She dove and rolled just as a vibrant green vine struck her body. The coarse vine felt like a rope. Somersaulting onto the stone steps, Ali freed herself from the vine.

			Once they all reached the stone steps, the vines receded. Glenda landed on Ali’s shoulder.

			“I think we’re safe, guys” Glenda said. “The vines, look at them. They won’t touch the temple.”

			Ali coughed, then finally caught her breath. “Why?”

			Glenda batted her long, full eyelashes but didn’t answer.

			“My coat,” Tristan said. “My beautiful coat has been marred. I knew you were jealous of my shiny fur, Glenda.”

			“Whatever.” Glenda rolled her eyes. “I saved you.”

			“Now, now,” Bait said. “What’s a few missing hairs when you still have your life, Tristan?”

			“But look,” Tristan said. He held a chunk of hair that had been pulled out. “I’ll never be the same.”

			“The vines,” Ali said. “They smell horrible when they die.”

			“Yes,” Bait laughed, swimming to the other side of his jar toward Tristan. “That odor does smell oddly familiar. Don’t you agree, Tristan?”

			Figgy wrinkled his nose. “Tristan, did you eat another rotten egg?”

			Tristan folded his arms in a huff and frowned. “You try eating a dozen rancid eggs and not getting sick. And for the record, I didn’t pass wind.” He turned to Bait. “That smell belongs to the vines. Although, I could go for a snack right about now.”

			Ali stood and looked back to the clearing. The remaining vines slithered around, hissing and biting the air. They’d come near the steps, but never onto them. The ground was green from the slithering plants. They moved like blind snakes. Two vines wrestled for space. The larger vine pushed the smaller one out of its area. When it did this, its side brushed the steps. Immediately it dried out and burst into dust. 

			 Tristan screamed. He hopped around on his hind legs as if the stone was on fire. “The temple! It’s toxic! We’re all doomed. Did you see what it did to the plants?”

			“The temple is saving us, Tristan,” Bait said. “The plants can’t touch it. We’re protected.”

			“Not all things are meant for us to understand,” Chicaletta said. “We are safe and that is what matters. Stay focused. Come, we must go.”

			The temple steps were steep and as tall as Ali’s knees. She looked to the others for guidance and realized they were looking to her for the same thing. 

			“The book,” Chicaletta said. 

			“Oh, right,” Ali said. She thumbed the journal and said, “According to the journal, the entrance is on top.”

			“All the way up there?” Tristan said. “I can’t make it.”

			“Come here, Tristan,” Ali picked him up and placed him on her shoulder. “Take a load off.” 

			“Yes,” he said. “A well-deserved break. I have been traumatized, after all.”

			Ali folded in her lips to hide a smile. The fat, little rat was growing on her.

			 Ali scaled the stairs with her friends in tow.

			“You guys go ahead, I’ll catch up,” Figgy said.

			“No way,” Ali said. “We’re not leaving anyone behind.”

			She pulled Figgy while Chicaletta pushed him from behind. Glenda helped by yanking on Figgy’s ear with her tiny, black claws. 

			The temple had been weathered with age. The edges of the stone steps crumbled underfoot as they ascended. After several minutes of climbing, Ali rested her hands on her knees and panted. She realized they’d climbed so high, they were out of the vine stench from below. 

			“How’s everyone doing?” Ali asked.

			“Good,” Glenda landed on Ali’s other shoulder.

			“Beat it,” Tristan said. “She’s my ride.”

			As they finished their climb, clouds burned off and the sun emerged. Intense heat beat down on them. The cool shadow of the massive stone gorilla was a welcomed stopping point. They approached cautiously. Butterflies danced in Ali’s stomach.

			The ape had to be nearly twenty feet tall. Its legs were the width of tree trunks. Massive arms were raised above its head, as if warning them to keep out. Up close, the ruby eyes were the size of baseballs, a fortune set in a stone carving. 

			Stepping up to the door between the gorilla’s legs, they all paused.

			“A relative of yours?” Tristan asked Chicaletta.

			Chicaletta didn’t dignify his question with an answer.

			The door had crumbled on top of itself. 

			“How are we going to get through there?” Glenda asked.

			Bait answered, “Let’s use Figgy, the ole boy.” 

			Figgy snorted. 

			Bait continued. “Lash a rope to one of the stones and then around Figgy. He can do it.” 

			“Is that okay, Figgy?” Ali asked.

			The burro nodded. 

			Ali tied one end of rope to Figgy’s neck, and Chicaletta tied the other around the largest rocks. One by one they moved large pieces of stone to gain access.

			Ali paused for a moment. One of the stones had a carving on it. Examining it more closely, she realized it was a partial picture of a vicious-looking primate. In fact, she realized, all the stones had images of malicious monkeys. Gooseflesh broke out over her skin.

			“Tristan,” Ali said. “Maybe you should run in, see what’s inside.”

			“First you shoot at me, then Glenda rips out my precious fur, and now you want me to risk life and limb in there? I’m not a cat. I don’t have nine lives.”

			Ali sighed. Finally, they’d cleared a path they could all maneuver. 

			“Here we go.” Ali stepped into the dark opening. Cool, damp air tickled her nose. It reminded her of the inside of a trunk her dad had accidently left in the rain. The next week when they’d opened it, the moldy smell was pungent. 

			Just a few feet in, light from the entrance cast itself at an angle on the opposite wall. 

			Everyone had sidled up next to Ali.

			“What are you thinking, human?” Figgy asked.

			Ali shrugged.

			Chicaletta rummaged through the pack on Figgy’s rump and produced a metal-handled flashlight. Ali tripped just as Chicaletta flicked on the light. 

			Ali looked down at what she’d fallen over. A skeleton with rotted clothes. She screamed.

			Suddenly, a huge, square stone as wide as her father was tall and at least two times her height crashed from the ceiling and blocked the entrance.

			Trapped.

			Glenda’s high-pitched scream nearly deafened Alison Liv Isner.
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			Chicaletta whipped around and pointed the flashlight at the stone blocking the door. Ali tried to speak but couldn’t find her voice. Adrenaline surged through her veins. The stone wasn’t just blocking the door, but it was also a weapon. Spikes of varying lengths jutted out at them from the rock. 

			Ali shook her hands, trying to calm her nerves. “What now?”

			“We’re trapped,” Tristan said. “We’re going to die.”

			“Never mind him,” Bait said.

			“Ignore me all you want,” Tristan said. “But one day I’ll be right. Probably.”

			“Chicaletta?” Ali walked toward Figgy’s pack. “Do you have another flashlight in there?”

			“Yes,” Chicaletta said. “But we should save the batteries.”

			“Just light one of those bones on fire,” Tristan yawned.

			“What?” Ali nearly yelled.

			“It’ll be fine, watch,” Tristan said. He scurried over to the bones. “Hey, skeleton, do you mind if we use your femur?” He held his pink hand up to his ear. “Skeleton, if you don’t want us to use your leg and clothes, speak now.” The skeleton didn’t move. Tristan turned back to the group. “See? He doesn’t care.”

			Ali looked to the others for guidance.

			“I’ll fish out the flint,” Tristan said. “No offense, Bait.”

			Ali walked toward the skeleton with trepidation. But, Tristan was right, after all. Any adventurer would wish to be useful, even in death. 

			“I guess,” Glenda swallowed hard, “it should be okay.”

			Chicaletta blinked and nodded at Ali. “Hurry.”

			Ali knelt next to the skeleton and wrapped her hands around its leg; she closed her eyes and cringed. The femur was the largest bone and came free easily from the hip joint. She wrapped the tattered clothes around the end just as Tristan scurried back with a flint and steel. Ali struck the U-shaped steel against the flint, and sparks fell toward the old cloth. It smoldered, and she blew on the embers. Flames encompassed the cloth. It cackled to life, illuminating a modest space in front of her.

			Between Ali’s torch and Chicaletta’s flashlight, the tunnel was still fairly dark. The temple felt more like a cave. Musty air permeated the ten foot high stone tunnel. 

			A hideous scraping sound of stone on stone grabbed their attention. The large block with spikes slid toward them. Slowly, at first. Then with momentum. 

			“Run!” Ali waved her torch toward a tunnel. “This way.”

			The block slid forward with spikes inching closer to Ali and her friends. But then it momentarily stopped, caught on the dry skeleton. Bones crunched and twisted. The skull had become wedged. The spiked stone lurched, and the skull exploded, filling the room with white dust behind them.

			Alison Liv Isner ran down the tunnel, her friends in tow.
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			There was no stopping the boulder. Filled with terror, Ali pushed forward. The torch’s weak light made it difficult to see far in front of them. The barbed block was a bulldozer, pushing aside dirt and leaves, combined with the dead adventurer’s clothes and bones. A loud banging and clanking noise drew Ali’s attention to what was ahead of them.

			“What on earth is that ruckus?” Bait asked. 

			“I don’t know,” Glenda said. “But it sounds dangerous.”

			“Glenda,” Ali said. “Fly ahead and use your echolocation to figure out what it is.”

			“Ali, that is a spectacular idea. I can totally do that.” Glenda fluttered away.

			“Be careful,” Ali yelled after her.

			The group carefully trudged forward, but the spiked stone didn’t stop. Chicaletta’s flashlight cast a dull-yellow cone just a few feet ahead. The hallway narrowed the deeper they walked. Ali pressed her free hand against the cold stone. Her palms tickled against the vibrating the walls.

			“Stop,” Glenda shrilled. “We have to go back.”

			“Go back?” Ali asked. “We can’t go back.”

			“It’s some sort of contraption.” Glenda fluttered around wildly. 

			“Another one, love?” Bait asked. “Pray tell, what sort of trap does this temple have in store for us?”

			“See for yourself,” she said. “But don’t run too far ahead, or you’ll run into it!”

			The scraping of the boulder behind them became louder as it gained on them. But as they approached the new obstacle, it became apparent it was competing for their attention. 

			A crushing bang grew louder and louder. Torch light glowed a mustard hue off the uneven stone face.

			“See?” Glenda said. “What is this, this hideous thing?”

			Ali lifted her torch. Carved into an enormous wall was the outline of a monkey skull. The empty eye sockets were the size of cantaloupes. Blackness shown through to the other side. But that wasn’t the scariest part. No, that belonged to the four-foot jaw, which was on a hinge. Chomping violently. Stones carved into razor-sharp points lined the mouth. They didn’t know what to do. The spiked stone stalked them from behind, while the toothed skull in front of them dared them forward. That was the only way they could go.

			“Glenda,” Chicaletta said, staring at the bat. “Calm yourself. You were made for this.”

			Glenda’s erratic flight pattern slowed to a calm glide.

			Chicaletta nodded to Glenda and Tristan. Glenda fluttered through one eye to the other side, screaming the whole time. Tristan muttered something about it being unfair, but scurried up the side of the wall and escaped through a nose hole. Chicaletta turned to Ali and nodded.

			“Wait,” Ali said. “Let me check the journal. I’m not sure what to do.”

			“There’s no time,” Figgy said. “Run though the mouth. Go, human, just time your run to make it through before the mouth closes.”

			“I’m scared,” she said, eyes full of tears.

			Chicaletta nodded at Figgy.

			“Figs will show you, love,” Bait said. “It’s perfectly safe. But remember, the timing is paramount. Giddy up, Figaro.”

			Figgy dodged, stopped, and stumbled through the jaws. A tuft of his tail hair got chopped off. He didn’t make it look easy to Ali. 

			Chicaletta turned to Ali and waved her forward until she was close. “Look within yourself for strength.” She bravely walked up to the mouth and shimmied through without a scratch.

			Scrape. 

			Bang. 

			Scrape. 

			Bang.

			Ali wasn’t left with a choice if she wanted to live. She had to go now. Her pulse quickened as she got within a foot of the moving monkey jaw. Bits of stone broke off with each chomp and landed near her feet. Waving her torch directly at the entrance, she saw the whites of her friends’ eyes beckoning her through. They were mouthing something, but Ali couldn’t make it out.

			She counted, “One, pause, two, pause . . .” 

			She took a deep breath, whispered, “Mom,” and ran through. She felt the chomp of the teeth just inches behind her, narrowly missing the crossbow on her back. Chicaletta reached for her. Her warm, callused hands pulled Ali’s wrist. 

			“I did it,” Ali said. “We did it.” Her heart pounded harder than ever. “Where are we?” She waved her torch around with a shaky hand. The room was small. Only six feet by six feet. 

			Before anyone could answer, the spike stone rammed the skull. The entire room shook like an earthquake. Dust plumed into the small space, threatening to extinguish the torch. The unsettling feeling that the floor was crumbling became a reality.

			The floor gave out and turned into a mudslide. 

			Screams filled the air as they tumbled down. Ali dropped her torch and grabbed the grappling arrow, stabbing wildly until she hit pay dirt. She held tightly while thick dirt and mud rained onto her face.

			It was too much. She couldn’t breathe, and her friends had already free-fallen past her. A million thoughts raced through her head. She thought of her dad, mom, even Tommy. But her arms burned, and her hands slipped. She resigned to the fact that she’d either fall now and lose her arrow or pull it free and fall with it. Always the practical girl, even at age eleven, she decided on the latter. 

			Unhooking the arrow, with fear in her heart, Alison Liv Isner slid into the unknown.  
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			At the bottom was a soft pile of dirt atop a stone floor. She fell onto it while mud drained out on either side, exposing a new room.

			Figgy, being the heaviest, had been the first to land of the animal friends. Amazingly, Bait was safe, and only a few drops of water had spilled. Chicaletta landed on her feet, then rolled into a ball, sprung up and did a back handspring. Glenda flapped down as gracefully as a bat covered in mud could. Tristan landed with a thud, and laid on the soil, still and unmoving. 

			“Tristan,” Ali said, wiping the mud from her eyes. “Oh no, no, no, no!” She coughed up mud. “Tristan!”

			“Is he—?” Glenda’s voice caught in a hitch.

			“Please. No, no.” Ali picked him up with shaking hands and cradled him. 

			He let out a pathetic cough and raised the back of his hand to his forehead. “Where’s the light? I was told there would be a light.”

			“Oh, for heaven’s sake,” Bait said. He tried to sound annoyed, but his tone sounded more relieved than anything. “Get up, Tristan. You’re not dead.”

			“I’m not?” He touched his chest and scanned the room. “Are you sure?”

			Ali nuzzled him in the crook of her neck. She was in awe of how attached she’d become to him in such a short time. He struggled to get away but finally relented and hugged her back. Her mom’s friends were truly special.

			“Okay,” he said. “That’s enough. I’ve lived to see another day.” He shook off the mud like a dog. “Now, is the idol here, or did I just cheat death, again, for nothing?”

			Chicaletta retrieved the flashlight from her pouch. The light cut through the dark like a knife. She finally found what she was looking for and made her way to Ali. She handed Ali the femur. Absently, Ali used the flint to relight it. 

			The light revealed a huge room with a ceiling so high the light didn’t touch it. In front of them was a large chasm, where all the dirt and mud had drained. Across the gap was an enormous statue of a monkey sitting cross-legged. His arms were bent at the elbows, palms up, and his hands were overflowing with gold and jewelry. 

			“What is this place?” Ali whispered. She walked to the edge of the chasm. Looking down, she stared into a dark abyss.

			Chicaletta swung her flashlight upward, catching everyone’s attention. Glenda flew over the hole in the floor toward the monkey.

			“Glenda,” Ali said. “What are you doing? It might not be safe.”

			“The pretties,” Glenda sang. “Yes, the pretties are here. For me.”

			Shining their lights at her, they tried to get her attention. But it was no use. Glenda continued toward the loot. She landed on the palm and placed an emerald ring on her hand. The contrast between her red nails and the green jewels seemed to only deepen her enchantment. 

			“It’s perfect,” she sang. “I’m beautiful.” She ducked her head and placed a large diamond necklace around her small body. 

			Attempting to fly away, she lifted off the hand just a few inches before the jewels weighed her down. But the weight difference triggered something in the statue. 

			The hand fell suddenly, bringing Glenda with it. 

			Thrusting downward, the necklace fell off and she regained her flight. 

			The arm completely dislodged from the statue and cracked when it hit the stone floor. Black earth flowed from the arm hole and quickly covered the floor. Another scraping sound brought their attention back to the chasm dividing the room. A stone slab slid from across the gap and was quickly buried with dirt. 

			“Oops,” Glenda flew toward the opposite hand. 

			“Glenda,” Ali yelled. She stared at the bat. Glenda’s eyes were glazed over, and she was either ignoring them or couldn’t hear anyone in her entranced state. Ali wasn’t sure which, but regardless, she wasn’t responding.

			 “No matter, there’s more over here,” Glenda sang.

			“Come back,” Ali yelled. “Stop!”

			By now, they were all yelling at her, desperate to get her attention. But she flew toward the other hand anyway.

			“Oh, more pretties,” she sang, over the rumbling sound of running dirt. “Pretties for the pretty.” 

			Within seconds of her disturbing the jewels on the other hand, the arm broke off and dirt flowed out. She fluttered wildly to compensate for the extra weight of the gems. 

			Now that the hole was completely covered, the room was no longer divided. Chicaletta ran toward Glenda, trying to stop her, but she flew just out of reach. Soil lapped at their ankles, threatening to fill the room.

			“Pretties for the pretty,” Glenda sang. “Pretties for the pretty.”

			A never-ending supply of dirt continued to flow freely out of the arm sockets of the statue. Panicked, Ali pulled out her mom’s journal. She scanned the pages while trying to hold her torch. She’d lost the silk bookmarker and flipped furiously.

			“Come on, come on,” Ali whispered to herself. “Yes, here it is.”

			She studied the picture of the idol once more. Burning the image into her brain, she scanned the room. Then, atop the monkey’s brow, she found it. A small stone figure sat hidden in plain sight. 

			Dirt was up to her shins now.

			“Glenda,” she yelled. “There’s the idol, on the forehead. Grab it.”

			But Glenda just flew in circles, staring at the jewels she had collected.

			“I found it,” Ali said to her friends. “Follow me.”

			Ali slogged through the dirt toward the base of the monkey. All followed but Tristan. He was too busy lying in the muck. Once it covered him, he’d dig himself out and lie back on top. He did this over and over as if it was a game.

			Making their way to the base of the monkey, Chicaletta and Ali tried to climb the statue, but it was too slippery. It was a fruitless effort. The dirt was rushing too quickly, and they couldn’t gain purchase.

			“Tristan.” Ali ran back over to him. He waved her off and turned on his side. “Tristan, this is no time for a nap. We need you, now.”

			“The dirt is so soft.” He yawned and rolled onto his back. “Wake me up when this is over.”

			Chicaletta was halfway up the statue when a rush of soil knocked her down. Her golden locks were thick with mud. Figgy stood helplessly with Bait around his neck. Glenda continued to fly in strange loops, seemingly mesmerized. Ali looked to them for help. Figgy trotted over, nearly tripping every few steps in the deepening earth.

			“There’s no reasoning with him when he’s like this,” Figgy said. “I’m sorry, Tristan, you’ve left me no choice.” 

			Figgy galloped several feet behind Tristan, then ran at full speed toward him. He punted Tristan like a football, and the rat landed squarely on the head of the statue. Figgy stumbled before regaining his footing.

			“What the heck was that for?” Tristan shook his head, stunned. “Haven’t I been traumatized enough?” he yelled down to them.

			“We’re all going to be traumatized beyond repair if you don’t grab that idol,” Ali yelled.

			Tristan waved a hand at her and made his way slowly toward the stone idol. He picked it up and stared at it for a few seconds before wrapping his tail around it and leaping down into the mud. He moved the idol to his arms and lay on his back, riding the dirt like a wave in the ocean. A sudden shift in the dirt pulled him back toward the statue.

			If Tristan had bothered to open his eyes he would have seen the folded legs of the statue unhinge and open to a tunnel below. All the dirt drained down it, like someone had pulled the plug on a bathtub. Tristan, still half asleep, was unfazed by the shift. 

			“Tristan!” Ali yelled.

			Chicaletta moved so quickly she was a blur of blonde. Nimbly racing through the draining dirt, she plucked Tristan out just in time.

			“Thanks for the ride, Chicaletta,” Tristan said.

			“Oh no,” Figgy said. “Is it another trap?”

			“I don’t believe so, Figs,” Bait said. “Miss Isner, what does the book say? And please, time is of the essence.” 

			“It just said that was the idol and we needed to remove it to get out,” Ali said. Her voice shook. “I don’t know what to do.”

			“Perhaps,” Bait said, “removing the idol was the key to getting out of the room.”

			“Are you sure?” Figgy asked.

			“Have I ever let you down, Figs?” Bait asked. “I think the gold and jewels were the trap, and the ordinary stone triggered the exit. Ali, you saved the day with your exquisite vision. Well done, lass. Well done, indeed.”

			“Look,” Ali pointed. “That floor is opening again. We’d better get to the other side of it while we still can.”

			“Where is Glenda?” Figgy asked.

			“Still fluttering with that gaudy ring,” Bait said.

			“Oh sure,” Tristan said, resting a hand on his cheek. “Glenda gets to mess around, but it’s all business for Tristan. ‘Stop napping, Tristan.’ ‘Bring me the idol, Tristan.’ ‘Don’t play in the dirt, Tristan.’”

			Ali scooped Tristan up and ran toward the widening hole. Once safely over it, she placed him back on the ground. Chicaletta jumped and plucked Glenda out of the air, pinning her wings down between her hands. Figgy trotted over the gap.

			“My pretties,” Glenda said. “I need pretties for the pretty.”

			“Snap out of it.” Chicaletta softy stroked the bat’s belly. She removed the jewelry, and the bat calmed down. 

			Ali stopped suddenly. Chicaletta ran into Figgy, who ran into Tristan.

			“Look.” Ali pointed into the tunnel under the monkey.

			A rough-cut staircase descended into the dark. 

			A secret passageway had been uncovered by Alison Liv Isner.
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			The emerald ring Glenda had been clutching clanked against the stone stairs as it landed.

			“What the—?” Glenda shook her head and stared at Chicaletta. “What are you doing? Ouch, you’re holding me too tightly, let me go.”

			“Welcome back, love.” Bait swirled in the jar.

			Chicaletta loosened her grip but still held firmly onto Glenda.

			“Back?” she asked. “What are you talking about? Where, what . . . I feel so groggy.”

			“You must have fallen under a spell,” Ali said.

			“A curse.” Chicaletta released Glenda. “We must not be tempted.”

			Glenda stared longingly at the sparkly jewel on the ground for a moment.

			“Goodbye, pretty,” she whispered to it.

			“Come on,” Tristan whined. “Can we get moving already? Stop with the dramatics about a dumb ring.”

			“That’s pretty rich, coming from you,” Bait said.

			“What’d I ever do?” Tristan shrugged, then scurried down the stairs. “Hey, girl, can I get a light down here?”

			Ali carefully raced down a few steps, acting as Tristan’s personal light source. She felt an odd resistance as she walked. Not only were the stairs uneven, but something felt off. Her shirt, slick with both mud and sweat, clung to her. She fluffed the front, trying to create a small breeze. 

			“Does this staircase feel weird?” Ali asked, her voice echoing.

			“Kind of,” Figgy said. “My front and back feet feel like they’re moving at different paces.”

			“I feel fantastic.” Glenda glided by Ali’s head and landed on her shoulder. “What’s buggin’ you?”

			Her bright-red lipstick, even in the dark, was vibrant against her brown and black face.

			“Uh oh,” Ali said, turning her head toward Glenda. “Your lipstick is smudged.”

			“What?” she squeaked. “I’m so embarrassed.” She turned away from Ali, and her little wings flailed. Turning back, she asked, “How about now?”

			“Looks beautiful.”

			“We’re never getting to the bottom,” Tristan said. “These stairs are endless.”

			“The lad is right,” Bait said. 

			Ali stopped walking to turn and look at Bait. When she stopped, she felt it. The stairs were moving up. Like an escalator. A few months ago, she’d tried to run up an escalator that was moving down in a fancy bank in the city. Her father had gotten so angry at her, but it was worth it. The thrill of running against the grain seemed so rebellious at the time. Suddenly, it didn’t seem so fun.

			“These stairs are moving upward, but we’re trying to go down.”

			 “Well, human,” Figgy said. “That would be useful if we were going up.”

			“I knew these stairs were endless.” Tristan folded his arms. “I’ve done too much. Carry me, Ali.”

			Tristan crawled up the outside of Ali’s pants. She shivered from the tickle. He settled into her utility belt once more.

			“You’re right, Figgy. So, we’re going to have to run.” Ali lightly pet the top of Tristan’s head. “Tristan, you relax. You did save the idol after all.”

			“I did, didn’t I?” he said. “Tristan saves the day, as usual.”

			“Sprint as fast as you can,” Ali said. “All the way to the bottom. Don’t stop, or you’ll lose all progress and end back up at the top. Ready? Go!”

			The narrow staircase wasn’t wide enough for Figgy to trot past Ali, and he accidently ran into her legs. She stopped and pressed herself against the wall so he could pass. He ran fast. His hooves clapped loudly against the stone. 

			Next was Chicaletta. She jumped over Ali and then raced ahead. Her flashlight was Figgy’s only source of light. Ali hoped he didn’t get too far ahead and trigger another trap.

			Or worse.

			Getting out of Figgy’s way was the right thing to do, but it had put Ali at a severe disadvantage. She was nearly back up at the top of the staircase. All the equipment and weapons strapped to her made it more difficult to run. 

			“Hold on,” Ali said to Tristan. 

			She pushed off against the sides of the wall and ran, moving faster than she’d ever done in her life. The stale, heavy, musty air filled her lungs. Her panting echoed in the small space. Unsure if she could maintain the speed, she let out a small grunt.

			“Are we there yet?” Tristan asked. “I’m so bored.”

			Ali’s grunt morphed into a laugh. Tristan was a pain, but Ali loved him just the same. She saw a sliver of light at the bottom, Chicaletta’s flashlight. 

			She was close, but her legs burned. She needed to stop. Gathering a deep breath was difficult. Her chest heaved, but she pressed on. Tripping on her own feet, she tumbled down the last few stairs and landed at the feet of her friends.

			“Ride’s over,” Ali said. She stood, rubbing her skinned knees.

			“You call that a ride?” Tristan wiggled free. “I could have been killed. Or worse, crushed!”

			Ali heard the familiar sound of stone sliding against stone. She turned, releasing a pensive breath. A slab of rock slid over the exit of the stairs. Then creaking wood drew her attention to the opposite side of the large room. In front of them, a door opened, and sunshine gleamed in from an exit across the room. 

			“We made it.” Figgy nuzzled his head under Ali’s hand. 

			“I think we did.” Ali petted his coarse fur. It was thick with dirt and mud. She knelt and faced him. Staring into his kind eyes, she leaned forward and hugged his neck, careful not to disturb Bait’s jar.

			“One must not count their chickens before they are hatched,” Chicaletta said.

			“Huh?” Ali stood. 

			Chicaletta pointed to the ceiling. 

			It wasn’t over yet. 

			Grinding wooden gears and creaking chains started at once.

			Instead of fearing what was ahead, or rather, above, Ali gritted her teeth. Chicaletta’s words echoed in her head. 

			Stick to the task at hand. 

			Alison Liv Isner had one more obstacle to overcome, and it was the toughest one yet. 
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			Ali took a deep breath; old, rotten soil made her nose crinkle. But it wasn’t the rotting earth that made her heart skip a beat. It was what was above them that terrified her. 

			Large pieces of driftwood were lashed together with vines to form arthritic-looking, clawed hands. Rusty chains, attached to the ceiling, dropped the claws at varying speeds. The wooden hands opened on the way down and closed when retracted to the ceiling—dozens of them moving at different times, like greedy hands reaching into a cookie jar. No matter how long they studied them, a pattern never presented itself.

			Glenda flew out first. 

			“Wait,” Ali said. “Are you sure?”

			“Yes,” Glenda said. “I could have hurt you guys back there. It’s totally my turn to step up. Wish me luck.”

			She beat her wings, bobbing and weaving in all directions. The hands crashed down toward her, tracking her movements.

			“Uh oh,” Tristan said. “They’re going to get her.” He covered his eyes.

			Ali bit her lip so hard she thought she’d broken the skin.

			“Dive!” Figgy screamed. “Fly faster, Glenda!”

			Dipping her left wing, Glenda turned back. A claw crashed down, pinning her inside its clenched hand as it rose. But the spaces between the driftwood fingers were large, and she squirmed free. Flying as fast as she could, she retreated and landed safely next to her friends. Her long lashes framed her wide eyes. 

			“That was terrifying,” she said. “I just wanted to test it out, but those babies are like monkey claws.” She turned to Chicaletta. “No offense.”

			Chicaletta’s face remained stoic and unresponsive.

			“I can’t believe it.” Tristan kicked the dirt, sending a tiny plume of dust into the air. “We came all this way, and we’re going to end up caught in those things? I knew I should have gone toward the light after my fall.”

			“I, um,” Ali stuttered. “I’ll check my mom’s journal. Maybe she has some insight.”

			Ali flipped through the book. Hands shaking, she dropped it and had to re-find her spot. Her heart sank.

			“It says . . .” Ali paused.

			“Get on with it, love,” Bait said.

			“It just says to . . . run,” Ali cringed. “Run and don’t get caught.”

			“What kind of advice is that?” Tristan pretended to faint and landed with a thud. “Why not just tell me to remember to breathe?”

			“I’m sorry,” Ali said. “But that’s all it says.”

			“Don’t worry about it,” Glenda said. “It’s totally okay. I knew your mom well. If the advice is to run, then that means there isn’t a way around it.”

			“Perhaps,” Chicaletta said, “we should all disperse at the same time. More moving bodies means fewer,” she said, turning to Glenda, “monkey claws on each of us.”

			Before Tristan could protest, Chicaletta started the count down.

			“On three. One, two—”

			“Wait, run on three or after three?” Tristan asked.

			“Run, right . . .” Chicaletta readied herself, “Now!”

			Figgy ran to one side of the wall and pressed his furry body against it. He was agile for a mini burro and started and stopped quickly. Water sloshed against the lid on Bait’s jar. Once on the far side of the room, Figgy lunged for the door.

			“Brilliantly done, Figs,” Bait said. “If I could shake your hoof I would.”

			Tristan copied Figgy’s plan but on the opposing wall. A claw came down on him, scraping the wall. Chunks of stone rained down. He ran through openings between the wooden fingers, but his round belly stopped him. He strained frantically, writhing with an energy Ali had never seen him use before. As the hand started to ascend he finally loosened himself and popped out midair like a cork. The momentum launched him just inches from the door. Figgy reached his long neck back in the temple and lightly bit Tristan’s tail, swinging him outside.

			“Ah!” Tristan yelled. “Don’t eat me, Figgy. Please, I’m all gristle, and I probably carry the plague.”

			“You’re welcome,” Figgy said. 

			“Nice of you to join us, Tristan,” Bait said. 

			“What about me?” Glenda flew sporadically, despite being caught the first time.

			“It’s always a pleasure to have you here, love.” 

			Ali ran down the middle of the room, straight for the door. Because Figgy and Tristan had run on the sides, it gave her a chance to run straight ahead. Chicaletta did the same, but she was much quicker than Ali.

			A hand came down and closed over Chicaletta. Before she could react, it snatched her high toward the ceiling. Her machete, rope, and other tools crashed down below her. 

			Everyone screamed. In the short time Ali knew her, Chicaletta had always been the strongest both physically and mentally. She’d never gotten outsmarted or caught in anything.

			Until now.

			Today, Alison Liv Isner was slated to become Chicaletta’s heroine.
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			No, no, no, Ali thought. She ran to the wall and pressed her back against it. A claw slammed down just inches from her. Chicaletta was trapped. She’d thrust her arm out between the fingers of the claw, grasping at anything, but it was no use. 

			As Ali stared up at her trapped friend, a claw darted down next to her, nearly smashing into the ground. 

			Ali had an idea. 

			She pulled out an arrow from her quiver and aimed at the contraption closest to Chicaletta. Sucking in a deep breath, she whispered, “Mom,” and released the arrow. It arched high, too high at first, but in the humid air it quickly corrected and landed right in the middle of the gears near the ceiling. 

			The wooden gears screeched and popped as they ground the arrow into its teeth. It reached the ground, and the claw slowed. Ali made a run for it. She scooped up Chicaletta’s machete and jumped on top of the closed claw. As it slowly creaked up, Ali had a moment to catch her breath. 

			“Here.” Chicaletta produced the idol through the claw. “Take it. Sometimes one must sacrifice one’s self for the greater good.”

			“And leave you?” Ali said. “Friends don’t ditch friends. Scoot back as far as you can.”

			Chicaletta replaced the idol in her pouch. “Okay.”

			Then Ali saw it. And so did her friends below. Approaching from a large, dark crack in the opposite corner was a four-foot-long spider. Coffee colored hair covered the arachnid’s body, highlighted by bright orange down its legs and abdomen. Its ruby eyes shone as brightly as the stone gorilla’s eyes outside the temple. Obsidian pinchers clacked together and dripped with pale yellow venom. It salivated at its next meal.

			Clack, clack, clack.

			Ali flinched at the sound. 

			She knew better than to panic Chicaletta, so she said nothing.

			“Hey,” Tristan yelled from the doorway. “Look out for that huge spider.”

			“What did he say?” Chicaletta asked.

			Ali responded by swinging the heavy blade over her shoulder like a baseball bat. Once she was high enough, she swung harder than she’d ever swung before. The force of hitting the old wood sent stinging vibrations up her arm. She almost dropped the weapon, but the machete was stuck firmly in the old wood. 

			The spider scurried toward them, weaving sticky webs in its wake.

			Ali wiggled the machete back and forth until the big knife came free. Swinging again, she hacked at the wooden fingers. 

			Chicaletta gnawed on the dead vine that lashed the wood together. Ali swung and swung until her arms were dead tired. She couldn’t lift the machete any more. 

			Chicaletta’s voice echoed in her head. Stay focused. Eye on the prize.

			Harnessing as much energy as she could muster, she screamed as she swung one last time. The claw broke free. 

			The spider pounced in their direction. Ali desperately reached a hand out to her friend and swung Chicaletta over to the top of her own claw. Chicaletta nimbly climbed up and pulled the gnawed arrow free from the chain. 

			With the arrow free, the claw shot down as the spider jumped onto the chain. Ali’s eyes grew wide, realizing the gravity of her situation. 

			Chicaletta took Ali’s hand and motioned for her to jump. They were five feet from the ground, and they leaped toward the door, hand in hand.

			“Will you two stop farting around in there? Let’s go,” Tristan yelled at them.

			The spider shot her silk at them, splatting on the ground near their feet. They raced toward the wedge of sunshine. Feeling the warm sun on her face, Ali turned. The door behind them slammed shut, sealing the spider in.

			They collapsed at the bottom of the temple stone steps and lay on their backs, panting.

			“Finally,” Tristan said. “I’m starving.”

			Ali picked up that fat rat and hugged him against her neck.

			“It’s good to see you too, Tristan,” she said.

			Alison Liv Isner took a deep breath and sighed with relief. 
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			They felt the vibration before they heard the sound. A low drum increased in volume with each beat. Pounding louder and louder, Ali felt it in her teeth. She turned to her friends. They looked relieved. Calmed by the drum. 

			“Put me down,” Tristan protested. “He’s here.”

			“He?” Ali asked. She gently placed Tristan on the ground. “Who’s here?”

			“The high priest, silly,” Glenda said. “Turn around.”

			Ali pivoted on her foot.

			Standing in the clearing just below the temple stood a brown man of small stature, barely a foot taller than Chicaletta. But his head was adorned with a black, red and white headdress that made him look over five feet tall. His clothes looked primitive. A leather loincloth hung down to his knees, a heavy beaded necklace took the place of a shirt, and fringed cuffs on his ankles and wrists completed the outfit. But the most interesting thing about him were the painted symbols that covered his exposed skin. In his right hand he held a large, gnarly wooden staff taller than him. At the top was a perfectly polished sapphire the size of a grapefruit.

			“Silence,” he yelled. 

			Such a deep voice for a small man. The drums stopped at once. Vines quietly swirled near, but never touched him.

			“Deliver the idol,” he said.

			“Who is he?” Ali asked, hands shaking.

			“He,” Chicaletta said, “is the one who protects the world from chaos.”

			“I am called Chuwen,” the priest said.

			“I’m—” Ali started.

			“You are Alison Liv Isner,” he interrupted. “You are an identical image of your mom.”

			Ali’s mouth hung agape.

			“Come,” he said.

			“But the vines,” Ali said. “They’ll get us.” She turned to look to her friends for guidance.

			Chuwen lifted the heavy staff a foot off the ground and slammed it down with such force that the entire temple shook. Plumes of dust leaked from the cracks. The vines between the temple and the priest squealed and twisted tightly before exploding into dust.

			“Don’t worry, my child,” Chuwen said. “You are safe now. Come to me.”

			Chicaletta placed the idol in Ali’s hands. 

			“Why me?” Ali asked.

			“Do not ask why,” Chicaletta said. “Trust in us, instead.”

			“Okay.” Ali exhaled.

			She took a hesitant step off the temple. Her toe touched the ground, and she drew it back quickly, fearful the vines would return. The man extended his arm and waved her forward. 

			She approached cautiously. Darkness flowed into the periphery of her vision. Her eyes played tricks on her, and her mind couldn’t make sense of it. He seemed farther away as she walked toward him. She became groggy and squeezed her eyes shut. She sucked in a deep breath, the smell of the dead vines now replaced with tropical flowers. When she opened her eyes, she was face to face with the priest.

			“Present the idol,” he said.

			Ali produced the monkey idol.

			“Place it in your open palms,” he said.

			Ali cupped her hands as if she was getting a drink of water from a stream. Chuwen lifted his staff and pointed it at the monkey in her hands. He touched the monkey idol’s head and lowered his staff. The stone crumbled away and revealed an animated gold monkey. It stretched and yawned like it had been asleep for years. 

			Ali’s eyes widened. 

			The monkey scurried up Ali’s arm, tickling her skin, then up to her shoulder, where he rested.

			“My child,” Chuwen said. “You have saved the world from catastrophic events through your unwavering motivation to finish a most difficult expedition. One more artifact recovered by us, kept sacred, and kept out of the Geese’s hands.”

			“I did?” Ali’s voice shook.

			The high priest nodded.

			The golden monkey jumped from Ali’s shoulder onto the priest’s arm. It crawled up into his headdress, ruffling the feathers. And then, the monkey was gone.

			“Where did he go?” Ali’s head was spinning.

			“Do not worry, young one.” Chuwen smiled. “The monkey has been freed from the evils of the world. It’s been released from its prison in the Temple of the Monkey God and can live in peace with the other recovered artifacts. You’ve done a very good job.”

			“We did, didn’t we?” Ali said. She smiled and touched the journal tucked away in her pocket.

			 “It’s time for you to return home,” he said.

			Before Ali could protest he tapped her on either shoulder with his staff. Ali’s stomach felt like she’d just gone down a roller-coaster. Vertigo swirled around her. Then, Alison Liv Isner felt nothing at all.
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			The hard wooden floor and smell of the dusty antique rug awoke Ali. She shook her head and was greeted by the sound of sweeping somewhere far off. She was back in the storage room of her dad’s store.

			“Ali,” her dad yelled. “Are you ready for archery?”

			Ali sat and stared at her surroundings. She was confused and chalked it up to a dream. She looked down at her hand, clutched in a fist. Her fingers splayed open, and she stared at her palm. Chunks of stone from the monkey idol remained and tumbled onto the carpet. 

			Spinning the globe, she examined it. Honduras was intact. She touched the painted borders. No burn marks whatsoever.

			“What?” she whispered.

			“Ali?” her dad called once more.

			Ali looked at her clothes. Her expedition clothes were replaced by a brown skirt and plain shirt tucked into it. She jumped to her feet and stared at the calendar. September thirteenth. It was the same day. But she had stayed the night in the jungle. 

			“Time works differently here,” Figgy’s words echoed in her head.

			“Yes,” Ali called to her dad. “I’ll be right out.”

			As she walked to her bow and quiver, a little smile formed on her face. Gently touching the bow, she whispered, “Dad was right about archery. I’m not quitting. It saved my life. Chicaletta said I was just like my mom when it came to archery. I wonder how often she practiced? Maybe I’ll be as good as her one day.” She snatched up her gear and ran for the door, ready to improve her craft.

			Just as she approached the storage room door, she skidded into Tommy and dropped her arrows. 

			“Woah, squirt,” he said. “Slow down.”

			“Sorry,” she said.

			“I’m glad to see you finally have your nose out of that book,” he said, helping her collect her arrows.

			“My book!” she screamed. “I’ll be right back.” She ran back to the Persian rug, and there her mother’s journal sat on the floor, just as she’d left it.

			She flipped to the Temple of the Monkey God and thumbed through it until she was on the last page. A fresh red ink stamp with today’s date now adorned the entry of the journal. It read: Accomplished 9/13/1935.

			Ali clutched the journal to her chest as if it was her own mother, feeling pride that she had completed an adventure that her mother longed to go on. 

			Alison Liv Isner’s eyes sparkled; she had completed her mom’s adventure.
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