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Chapter	1

The	Calling
“I	wonder	if	it’s	true,”	said	Violet,	reading	the	last	page	of	the	diary.

The	 last	 page	 was	 signed,	 “Deacon	 Mills,	 1970,	 Riverton,	 Vermont”.	 A	 pencil
sketch	of	the	Statue	of	Liberty	was	drawn	below	it.	The	flame	of	her	torch	was	gold.	The
diary	was	 signed	 ten	 years	 ago,	 just	 before	Deacon	 and	 his	 children	 died	 in	 a	 fire	 that
burned	down	his	Vermont	estate.

Violet	 slit	 open	 the	 diary’s	 secret	 panel—slightly	 larger	 than	 the	 five	 by	 seven	 inch
diary	itself.	Admiring	its	smooth	white	cover,	she	sensed	the	aura	around	it	was	very	pure.
The	pages	were	a	bright	white	and	hadn’t	faded.	Her	hands	tingled,	as	did	the	middle	of
her	forehead,	a	sign	her	psychic	abilities,	as	Mason	called	them,	were	kicking	in.	She	felt
as	though	she	drank	root	beer	too	fast	and	the	carbonation	bubbled	between	her	eyes	and
through	her	fingertips.	She	suddenly	knew	the	diary	would	change	her	life	forever	yet	she
didn’t	know	how	or	why.

She	carefully	hid	the	white	leather	bound	book	behind	the	wooden	panel,	where	she’d
found	it	the	day	before.

Maybe…maybe	I	am	right,	she	hoped.

She	re-shelved	the	books	on	United	States	history,	her	favorite	subject,	covering	up	the
secret	panel.	She	wondered	why	 the	 information	 in	 the	diary	was	missing	 in	 the	history
books.	She	glanced	up	at	the	copy	of	the	Declaration	of	Independence	and	the	Constitution
of	the	United	States,	hanging	above	the	bookshelf.	She	wondered	how	much	the	diary	had
to	do	with	the	famous	documents	framed	above	her	head.

As	 she	 peered	out	 the	 library	window,	 she	 heard	 giggling	outside.	Her	 friends	were
still	playing	hopscotch	in	front	of	the	Manor,	a	mansion	turned	orphanage—thanks	to	the
will	of	Deacon	Mills.	No	one	knew	why	the	huge	English	Tudor	was	built	in	a	small	town
amidst	 the	 rolling	hills	of	Vermont.	Because	Vermonters	were	open	 to	anything,	no	one
questioned	its	peculiar	location.

“All	right,	children,”	Ms.	Tiffany	announced.	Her	smile	was	relaxed	and	her	long	her
brown	mane	was	tamed	with	enough	hair	spray	to	scare	off	the	breeze.	Her	pink	lipstick
outlined	 her	 perfectly	 enunciated	 speech.	 “I’ll	 let	 you	 run	 and	 roam	 another	 twenty
minutes	but	 that’s	 it.	The	sun	is	setting	and	I	shall	soon	need	you	back	inside	where	it’s
safe.”

Violet	 shut	 the	 window	 and	 raced	 out	 of	 the	 library,	 hoping	 she	 wasn’t	 late.	 She
sprinted	out	the	front	door	and	passed	Ms.	Tiffany	and	Mayor	Klumsfeld,	a	portly	fellow
three	 inches	 shorter	 than	 Ms.	 Tiffany	 was.	 Violet	 didn’t	 know	 what	 he	 saw	 in	 her
headmistress	but	the	longer	they	flirted,	the	more	time	she’d	have	to	spend	outside.

“Hello,	Violet,”	Mayor	Klumsfeld	called	out.

Violet	waved	without	breaking	her	stride,	knowing	he	only	recognized	her	by	the	dark
purple	overalls	she	always	wore	over	a	white	shirt.	She	jogged	toward	the	oak	tree	but	was



stopped	by	her	admirers.

“I	can’t	play	right	now,”	said	Violet	to	the	younger	orphans.	“I’m	sorry.	I’m	meeting
Mason.	Maybe,	 tomorrow.”	She	gently	 tugged	Vanessa’s	ponytail	and	 tapped	her	on	 the
nose,	 which	 made	 the	 six-year-old	 giggle.	 They	 were	 disappointed	 but	 immediately
returned	to	the	business	of	hopscotch.

The	mighty	oak	was	there	to	greet	her	but	Mason	was	nowhere	in	sight.	Violet	climbed
half	 way	 up	 the	 tree	 in	 less	 than	 ten	 seconds,	 whistling	 “The	 Battle	 Hymn	 of	 the
Republic”—the	song	she	learned	in	music	class	yesterday.	“Glory,	glory,	Hallelujah!”	was
the	perfect	refrain	for	her	discovery	in	the	library.	She	settled	into	her	favorite	nook	and
scouted	the	territory	below	for	Mason.

To	her	 left,	 she	saw	 the	horses	 in	 their	 stable;	Buckskin,	Bay,	Bandit	and	Ballentine
were	imprisoned	in	their	stalls.	She	missed	riding	them	in	the	fields,	which	came	to	a	halt
once	 children	 in	 New	 England	 began	 disappearing.	 The	 horses	 were	 not	 exercised
anymore,	which	was	hardest	on	Bandit,	who	was	once	a	racehorse.	Buckskin	neighed	in
response	to	her	glance.

To	 her	 right,	 she	 saw	 Ms.	 Tiffany	 and	 Mayor	 Klumsfeld	 chatting.	 She	 stopped
whistling	so	she	could	hear	their	conversation.

“You’re	so	good	with	the	children,”	Mayor	Klumsfeld	remarked.	He	wiped	his	shiny
baldhead	 with	 his	 handkerchief,	 before	 the	 sweat	 dripped	 onto	 his	 grey	 suit.	 “It’s
wonderful	to	know	they’re	safe	and	have	a	home	with	you.”

“Oh,	 you	 know	 how	 I	 adore	 children,”	 said	 Ms.	 Tiffany,	 emphasizing	 adore	 and
placing	her	hand	over	her	heart.	“I	don’t	know	what	I	would	do	if	one	of	these	precious
children	disappeared.”	She	looked	at	the	Mayor	with	a	deep	sense	of	worry	that	wrinkled
the	lines	in	her	forehead.	“Why,	I,	I	would	never	be	able	to	forgive	myself.”

“Yeah,	right,”	scoffed	Violet,	rolling	her	big	brown	eyes	that	never	missed	a	thing.

Some	sparrows	landed	on	the	branches	above	her.	A	squirrel	scampered	closer	to	her
feet.	Violet	was	comforted,	witnessing	many	times	before	that	the	wildlife	in	Riverton	was
not	 afraid	of	her	or	Mason.	She	 shook	her	head	 in	disgust	 and	put	her	dark	brown	hair
behind	her	ears.	It	was	bobbed	and	cut	almost	as	sharp	as	her	sassiness.

“What	do	adults	around	here	live	for	anyway?”	said	Violet.	“This	place	puts	the	“b”	in
boring.	Nothing	ever	changes.	Kids	keep	disappearing	and	they	don’t	do	anything	about	it.
There’s	a	crazy	homeless	man	on	the	loose	and	no	one	does	anything	about	that,	either.”
Violet	shook	her	head	and	sighed.	“I	guess	when	you	can	ignore	anything	bad	and	pretend
it’s	 not	 happening	 then	 you	 must	 really	 be	 an	 adult.”	 She	 sneered	 at	 Ms.	 Tiffany	 and
Mayor	Klumsfeld.	“When	you	can	wear	lots	of	make-up	and	act	like	the	opposite	of	what
you	are,	 then	you	must	really	be	an	adult.	When	you	won’t	see	the	truth	about	anything
and	you	just	don’t	care,	then	you	must	really	be	an	adult.	Well,	I	am	never	going	to	be	one
of	them,”	she	assured	her	friends	in	the	tree.	She	crossed	her	arms	in	front	of	her	chest.

She	grinned	and	set	her	arms	free	when	she	saw	Mason	climbing	up	the	trunk	of	the
tree.	He	had	just	 turned	eleven	and	was	one	year	younger	and	one	inch	shorter	 than	she
was.	He	wanted	more	art	supplies	for	his	birthday	but,	instead,	received	a	tan	leather	cap,
the	kind	an	English	chap	would	wear	on	a	Sunday	drive.



“I	 have	 a	 special	 calling	 and	 it’s	 not	 to	 rot	 in	 this	 orphanage,”	 said	Violet.	 “There’s
more	to	life	than	this.	I	can	feel	it.	I	know	there’s	something	else	out	there	to	believe	in.”

She	glanced	at	the	full	moon.	The	tingling	in	her	hands	flared	up	as	did	the	bubbling
sensation	 between	 her	 eyes.	 She	 had	 a	 fleeting	 feeling	 that	maybe	 the	 diary	was	 right.
Maybe	the	diary	was	the	answer.

“Like	the	magic	of	Merlin?”	said	Mason,	straddling	the	branch	across	from	her.

Violet	 loved	 the	 tales	 of	Merlin,	 Camelot	 and	 the	Knights	 of	 the	 Round	 Table	 that
Mason’s	parents	had	shared	with	him.	She	preferred	them	over	Cinderella,	whose	life	was
too	much	like	her	own.	Unlike	fairy	tales,	she	had	the	feeling	no	one	was	going	to	save
her.

“Maybe,”	said	Violet.	“Sometimes,	I	feel	like	something’s	going	to	change.	I	feel	like
it’s	going	to	happen	soon,	too,	but	I	don’t	know	what	it	is.”

Mason	 adjusted	 his	 cap	 over	 his	 short,	 sandy-blond	 hair	 and	 sighed,	 catching	 his
breath.	 “Have	 you	 been	 getting	 those	 peculiar	 feelings	 again?”	 he	 asked.	 “You’ve	 been
getting	a	lot	of	them	lately,	you	know.	I	think	you’re	psychic.”

Violet	also	loved	the	sound	of	Mason’s	English	accent,	which	he	still	had,	having	lived
with	his	English	parents	before	they	died.	Violet	and	Mason	had	been	together	ever	since
his	 orphanage	 in	 New	 York	 closed	 two	 years	 ago.	 Aside	 from	 being	 a	 gentleman,	 he
always	took	her	seriously.

“Do	you	think	they’re	real?”	asked	Violet.	“They	must	be	if	they’re	feelings.	Nobody
just	makes	up	a	feeling.	If	it	comes	from	your	heart,	it	must	be	real,	right?”	Violet	stopped
thinking	and	gazed	at	the	moon.	The	tingling	in	her	hands	and	forehead	became	stronger
and	her	heart	felt	warmer.	The	oak	leaves	suddenly	had	a	hundred	shades	of	green	that	she
hadn’t	noticed	before.	The	breeze	blew	across	her	cheeks	as	if	to	say	hello	and	purposely
keep	her	cool	from	the	summer	heat.	She	felt	as	if	she	was	on	live	television.	Something
was	watching	 her	 and	wanting	her	 attention,	 keeping	her	 in	 the	 present	moment	 so	 she
wouldn’t	miss	anything.

“I	 don’t	 know	 what	 they	 are,	 exactly—except	 that	 they’re	 always	 right,”	 he	 added
confidently.	 “Whatever	 you	 feel	 is	 truth	 enough	 for	me.”	His	 smile	was	 sincere	 and	 he
fixed	attentively	on	her	every	word.	“What	are	they	saying	this	time,	those	feelings	you’ve
been	getting?”

“I	can’t	see	it	yet	it	feels	like	something	in	the	air	is	trying	to	tell	me	something.”	As
she	explained,	the	birds	took	flight	and	swirled	above	them	in	an	excited	flurry.	“It	feels
like	something’s	guiding	us.”

“Really,”	said	Mason.

“An	invisible	force	or	something—it’s	hard	to	describe.	It’s	stronger	in	us—in	kids.	I
don’t	feel	it	much	in	adults.	I	don’t	know	what	it	is—but	it’s	everywhere”.	She	smiled	and
stretched	her	arms	out	to	the	side,	taking	a	deep	breath.	“It’s	in	the	warm,	golden	rays	of
the	smiling	sun,	the	pearly	white	light	of	the	moon	and	the	high	blue	sky.	It’s	in	all	of	the
trees	and	the	changing	colors	of	the	autumn	leaves.”

“It’s	too	bad	the	kidnappings	will	scare	away	the	leaf	peepers	this	year,”	said	Mason.



Violet	wondered	when	the	tourists	would	flock	back	to	Vermont	to	watch	the	trees	change
colors.	She	hoped	a	tourist	would	adopt	someone	but	 they	never	did.	They	drove	by	the
mansion	 and	 admired	 the	past	 of	 the	wealthy,	 eccentric	man	who	once	owned	 it	 before
hitting	the	hiking	trails	and	disappearing	into	the	Green	Mountains.

She	 closed	 her	 eyes	 and	 felt	 the	 tingling	 in	 her	 fingers	 grow	 stronger.	 “It	 feels	 like
we’re	supposed	to	leave—before	it’s	too	late.”

“Come	along	children,”	Ms.	Tiffany	cheerfully	called	out.	“It’s	time	to	come	inside.”

Violet	opened	her	eyes	and	sighed.	“Oh,	maybe	I’m	making	it	up	and	it’s	just	wishful
thinking.”

The	sparrows	stopped	chirping	and	settled	back	down	on	the	branches.

“I	think	it’s	real,”	said	Mason.

“You	can	feel	it	now,	too?”

“No,	but	I	believe	you,”	he	said.	“You’re	my	best	friend,	you	know.”

Violet	felt	comforted.	He	smiled	at	her	but	her	descent	took	her	attention	away	from
him.	He	climbed	down	after	her.

“Well,	 I	 don’t	 know	 if	 I	 can	 trust	 it	 but	 I’d	 do	 anything	 to	 get	 out	 of	 here.	 There’s
something	else	out	there	for	me,	Mason.	I’d	never	settle	for	this.	This	town	is	still	living	in
the	Dark	Ages.”

“I	couldn’t	imagine	living	without	electricity.	Could	you?	It’s	bad	enough	we	don’t	get
to	watch	television.”

She	skipped	the	last	branch	and	jumped	triumphantly	to	the	ground.	Mason	used	the
last	branch	as	a	step	and	gracefully	dismounted	the	tree	with	less	drama.	Violet	pulled	the
cap	over	his	eyes.

“The	Dark	Ages	weren’t	dark	because	there	was	no	electricity,”	said	Violet.	“It	was	a
time	 of	 ignorance—a	period	 of	 intellectual	 and	 artistic	 decline	 that	 lost	 the	 enlightened
ideals	 of	 the	 Roman	 civilization.”	 Because	 they	 were	 in	 a	 hurry,	 she	 gave	 up	 a	 rare
opportunity	to	educate	him	on	her	knowledge	of	history.

“I’m	not	stupid,	you	know,”	he	said,	grinning.	“I	just	don’t	like	to	read.”

“Ah,	yet	in	the	words	are	the	answers	to	the	mysteries,”	Violet	said,	as	she	brushed	the
leaves	off	his	white	Oxford	shirt.	His	sleeves	were	rolled	to	his	elbows	and	she	could	see
scratches	on	his	forearms	where	the	bark	had	lightly	scraped	his	pale	white	skin.

“Still	you	don’t	need	the	answers	to	enjoy	the	mysteries.	I	like	chocolate.	I	don’t	care
what’s	in	it.	I’ve	never	once	read	the	list	of	ingredients.”	He	shook	a	twig	out	of	his	khaki
pants.

“Mason	Williams.	That’s	a	good	answer.”

Mason	slipped	off	one	of	his	black	loafers	and	emptied	out	more	dust.	“From	now	on,
only	gym	shoes	when	I’m	out	with	you.”

Bandit	neighed	and	bashed	the	side	of	his	stall	with	his	hoof.



“Sometimes	I	think	the	animals	around	here	understand	English,”	said	Violet,	feeling
sorry	for	the	horse.	His	horseshoes	hadn’t	brought	him	any	good	luck	and	he	wanted	out
of	his	prison,	too.

Violet	 squatted	 to	 tie	 her	 white	 striped	 sneakers.	 As	 she	 pulled	 the	 shoestring,	 her
hands	 started	 tingling	 and	 her	 heart	 felt	warm.	 She	 suddenly	 knew—the	 identity	 of	 the
kidnapper	would	be	known	soon.

“Shoot,	another	knot,”	she	said.

Mason	came	to	her	rescue.

“Thanks.	Is	there	any	knot	you	can’t	untie?”	She	tightened	the	strap	of	her	overalls	that
hung	over	her	 thin	 frame.	She	was	only	 four	 foot	 eleven	but	her	 strength	outshined	her
will,	which	never	 tired.	“I	have	a	secret.	 I’ll	share	it	with	you	at	dinner.	We’d	better	get
back.”

“You’ve	discovered	the	identity	of	the	kidnappers?”

“No,”	said	Violet.	“I	found	a	diary	hidden	in	the	library.”

“Your	true	home?”	Mason	teased,	as	they	headed	for	the	Manor.	“What	does	it	say?”
His	 stomach	 growled	 as	 they	 inhaled	 the	 warm	 buttery	 scent	 of	 freshly	 baked	 bread
wafting	out	the	kitchen	window.

“It’s	 like	a	 travel	 log—but	way	more	 intriguing,”	 said	Violet,	 eavesdropping	on	Ms.
Tiffany.

“Perhaps,	I	will	see	you	again	tomorrow?”	said	Mayor	Klumsfeld.

“Intriguing?”	said	Mason.

“We’ll	 see,”	 said	 Ms.	 Tiffany,	 smiling	 down	 at	 the	 Mayor.	 “It	 depends	 how	 the
children’s	schooling	comes	along.”

Violet	saw	Mason	frown.	Home	schooling	at	the	orphanage	continued	through	the	end
of	summer.	She	scrutinized	Mayor	Klumsfeld,	hoping	he	didn’t	bring	Ms.	Tiffany	any	new
gifts.

“Oh,	 of	 course,”	Mayor	Klumsfeld	 replied.	 “Goodnight.	Oh	 and,	 ah,	 don’t	 forget	 to
lock	the	doors	and	windows.”

“We	always	do,”	said	Ms.	Tiffany

“What’s	intriguing	about	it?”	Mason	asked.

“It’s	a	mystery.	I’ll	tell	you	at	dinner.	Come	on,”	said	Violet,	jogging	toward	the	front
door.	“I	don’t	want	to	find	out	what	happens	if	we’re	late.”



Chapter	2

Secrets	of	the	Manor
Stomp.	Stomp.	Stomp.

Violet	recognized	the	warning.	Ms.	Tiffany’s	high	heels	pounded	the	wood	floors	like
the	beat	of	a	drum,	warning	the	troops	that	the	one-man	firing	squad	was	on	its	way	to	the
dining	room.

“Yes,	 in	 a	 one-hundred	 year	 old	 mansion	 with	 no	 air	 conditioning,	 we	 lock	 the
windows	at	night	so	we	can	all	cook	like	steamed	vegetables,”	Ms.	Tiffany	complained.
“I’m	 already	melting	 and	 the	 kitchen	 is	 hotter	 than	 the	 stove.	Any	 kidnapper	would	 be
welcome	here—if	it	didn’t	cost	me	this	lousy	job.”

“Here	 we	 go	 again,”	 Violet	 said	 to	 Mason.	 She	 sighed	 and	 leaned	 back	 on	 the
mahogany	chair	that	she	wished	had	a	cushion	on	its	wooden	seat.	“Mason,	what	did	we
do	to	deserve	this?”

“I	assume	you	have	all	washed	your	hands,”	said	Ms.	Tiffany	sternly.	“Or	would	you
prefer	 to	be	plagued	by	 the	microscopic	germs	 seeping	 into	your	 skin	while	you	amuse
yourselves	outside	in	the	nonsense	you	incessantly	create?	There’s	a	lot	you	can’t	see	in
this	 world	 that	 can	 harm	 you.	 Wouldn’t	 it	 be	 a	 pity	 if	 it	 did?”	 She	 scanned	 the	 long
rectangular	table.	“I	see	all	ten	of	you	are	here.	Why	God	created	any	of	you	is	a	mystery.”

Violet	gave	her	the	evil	eye.	Ms.	Tiffany	sauntered	nonchalantly	over	to	her	seat.

“Violet	 Windsor	 White,”	 she	 said	 slowly	 and	 deliberately.	 “Named	 after	 the	 place
where	you	were	found	because	no	one	wanted	you,	either.	Isn’t	that	how	the	story	goes?”

Violet	 didn’t	 remember	 anything	 about	 the	 town	 of	 Windsor	 or	 the	 white	 steeple
church	where	she	was	found.	She	had	never	seen	the	White	River	Junction.

“You,	young	lady,	should	adopt	a	more	pleasant	countenance	for	others.	You’ll	be	the
last	adopted	because	of	your	age,	if	at	all.	Your	cleverness	won’t	save	you,	either.	You’ll
probably	end	up	here—the	rest	of	your	life.”	Ms.	Tiffany’s	smile	resembled	a	sneer.

“Then	 we’ll	 live	 happily	 ever	 after—together,”	 said	 Violet,	 sneering	 back.	 “But,	 at
least,	I	will	have	friends.”

“Is	dinner	going	to	be	served	today	or	tomorrow?”	Ms.	Tiffany	yelled	to	the	kitchen.

“It’s	a	comin’,”	a	nervous	but	sweet	Irish	accent	assured	her.

“Well,	Violet,	dear,	it	will	be	most	difficult	to	see	your	friends	if	I	lock	you	up	in	the
dusty,	musty	attic.	It’s	probably	two	hundred	degrees	up	there.”	She	paused	for	a	moment,
rubbing	her	chin	with	her	finger.	“I	really	should	have	you	clean	it	again.	You	did	such	a
good	job	last	year.	You	can	gather	all	the	snide	remarks	you	want	up	there	and	shout	them
from	the	top	of	your	lungs.	Not	a	soul	will	hear	you.	Your	only	friends	will	be	the	atoms	in
the	air	that	you	breathe.”



“Dinner	is	served,”	the	cook	announced,	rushing	out	of	the	kitchen	and	placing	a	hot
plate	of	spaghetti	on	the	mahogany	table.

She	was	 short	 and	 stocky,	 the	 opposite	 of	Ms.	 Tiffany’s	 tall	 and	 slender	 build.	Her
shoulder	 length	 hair	 was	 as	 red	 as	 the	 basil-speckled	 spaghetti	 sauce	 and	 tied	 up	 in	 a
hairnet.	Her	eyes	were	as	green	as	the	parsley	garnishing	the	plate.

Ms.	Tiffany	headed	for	the	kitchen.

“Oh	 and	 Violet,”	 said	Ms.	 Tiffany,	 glancing	 gracefully	 over	 her	 shoulder.	 “I	 know
you’re	up	to	something.	Don’t	think	I	won’t	find	out	what	it	is.”

By	habit,	Ms.	Tiffany	picked	up	her	plate	and	retired	to	her	office	where	she	always
ate	dinner	alone.

“Oh,	here	ya	are,	ya	sweet	littl’	things,”	said	the	Irish	cook,	proudly	placing	a	basket	of
freshly	 baked	 dinner	 rolls	 in	 the	 center	 of	 the	 table.	 She	 scurried	 into	 the	 kitchen	 and
reappeared	with	a	bowl	of	steamed	carrots	and	peas.	“Don’t	ya	pay	attention	to	a	thing	she
says.	You’re	 the	 salt	 of	 the	Earth,	 each	 and	 every	 one	 of	 ya.”	She	 disappeared	 into	 the
kitchen.

Violet	 scanned	 the	 table	 to	 see	 if	 her	 younger	 friends	 needed	 help	 but	 they	 busily
served	themselves	without	any	major	spills	or	accidents.	She	served	herself	and	gobbled
down	her	spaghetti.

“We’re	lucky	she	doesn’t	eat	with	us,”	said	Mason,	swirling	spaghetti	around	his	fork.

“We’re	lucky	she’s	fonder	of	that	wine	Mayor	Klumsfeld	gives	her	than	she	is	of	us.
His	gifts	we	could	do	without.	I	witnessed	her	whole	operation	when	she	made	me	polish
the	wood	floors	because	she	 lost	her	 lipstick.	She	has	a	glass	of	wine	with	dinner.	Then
when	she	returns	her	dishes	to	the	kitchen,	she	takes	the	whole	bottle	to	her	office.	Mayor
Klumsfeld	 sends	 her	 a	 new	 bottle	 every	 so	 often,	 which	 explains	 her	 nightly	 mood
swings.”	Violet	shook	her	head.	“Adults	and	their	stupid	habits.”

“What’s	an	atom?”	asked	Mason.	“I	forgot.”

“Oh,	Mason,”	Violet	sighed.	“Ms.	Tiffany	explained	them	in	class	yesterday.”

“I	know	but	I	was	drawing	at	the	time	and	didn’t—oh,	now	I	remember.”	Mason	made
a	triangle	with	three	of	his	peas	and	connected	them	with	short,	straight	lines	of	spaghetti
he	cut	with	his	fork.	“They	look	like	this,”	he	said,	redeeming	himself.

“That’s	 a	 molecule,”	 said	 Violet.	 “The	 peas	 are	 the	 atoms.	 John	 Dalton’s	 Atomic
Theory	 says	 everything	 we	 can	 see	 is	 made	 of	 invisible	 particles	 we	 can’t	 see.	 The
invisible	 particles	 are	 called	 atoms.	 They	 can	 only	 be	 seen	 with	 a	 high-powered
microscope.	When	atoms	bond	together,	they	become	molecules.”

Violet	piled	more	carrots	and	peas	on	her	plate.

“Now	I	remember,”	said	Mason.	“I	like	science,	actually.	It	gives	me	something	new
to	draw.	The	fact	that	I’m	learning	something	is	almost	beside	the	point.”

“You	must	have	had	fun	when	she	drew	electrons.”



“Electrons?	 Oh,	 you	 mean	 those	 circles	 she	 drew	 around	 the	 center	 of	 the	 atom?”
Mason	twirled	his	pasta	around	his	fork	the	way	he	remembered	electrons	spinning	around
the	center	of	an	atom.

“The	 center	 of	 the	 atom	 is	 called	 the	 nucleus,”	 said	Violet.	 “Even	 smaller	 invisible
particles	called	electrons	swirl	around	the	nucleus	but	the	electrons	swirl	around	from	all
different	directions,	like	a	ball	of	yarn.”

“Mmmm.”

Violet	didn’t	know	if	he	was	responding	to	her	tutorial	or	enjoying	his	spaghetti.	She
grabbed	an	apple	from	the	fruit	bowl	and	rolled	it	across	the	table.

“Benjamin,	keep	that	in	your	pocket	for	when	you	get	hungry	later.”	The	apple	rolled
over	the	edge	and	into	the	six-year-old’s	lap,	making	him	laugh.

“Thanks,”	Benjamin	said,	grinning.

“Mason,	what	were	you	sketching	during	history	yesterday?	It	looked	like	fire.”

“You	mean	the	flames?	Oh,	I’ve	been	drawing	gold	flames	ever	since	we	started	our
new	lessons	in	US	history.	What’s	you’re	secret?	I	can’t	wait	anymore.”

Violet	swallowed	her	peas	and	put	down	her	fork.	“The	diary	was	written	by	Deacon
Mills,	 the	millionaire	who	owned	 this	mansion,”	 she	whispered.	 “The	 front	 cover	has	 a
pyramid	with	an	eye	above	it	engraved	in	gold.	It	looks	like	the	pyramid	on	the	back	of	the
dollar	bill.	I’ll	tell	you	more	when	I’m	done	eating.”

Mason	served	himself	another	dinner	roll.

“You’re	not	going	to	believe	it,”	she	said.	“Maybe	the	magic	of	Merlin	is	real.”

After	 five	minutes,	 she	 delicately	wiped	 the	 corners	 of	 her	mouth	with	 her	 napkin,
mimicking	the	etiquette	of	a	queen.	She	cleared	the	table	for	the	cook,	placing	the	last	of
the	dinner	plates	on	the	counter.

“Oh,	 that’s	 so	 kind	 of	 ya	 to	 help	 me	 out	 all	 the	 time	 and	 make	 sure	 no	 one’s	 left
behind.	Ah,	I	made	a	rhyme,”	said	the	cook,	laughing.

Benjamin	waddled	out	of	the	dining	room	behind	the	stampede	that	trampled	its	way
to	the	family	room.

“You	coming?”	yelled	Benjamin.

“Go	on	without	us,”	said	Violet,	waving	him	onward.

“OK,”	said	Benjamin.

Violet	winked	at	him.	He	picked	up	 the	 apple	 that	 fell	 out	of	his	pocket	 and	 trotted
down	the	hall.

“Tell	me	the	rest,”	Mason	insisted.	He	grabbed	his	cap	off	the	mahogany	chair.

Violet	put	her	finger	over	her	mouth	to	shush	him.	She	didn’t	want	the	cook	to	hear.
Mason	mouthed	 the	word	“sorry”	as	she	closed	 the	dining	room	door	and	headed	 to	 the
family	room	at	the	opposite	end	of	the	Manor.



“Those	are	the	pyramids	in	Egypt,”	said	Violet,	pointing	to	a	photograph	the	size	of	a
notebook	that	hung	on	the	wall.	“The	biggest	pyramid	is	called	Gizah.	I’ve	been	reading
about	 the	photographs	hanging	in	the	Manor	in	Deacon’s	 library.	He’s	been	everywhere.
What	he	was	doing	is	the	million-dollar	question.”	They	walked	past	another	photograph
the	same	size.	“That’s	the	Taj	Mahal.”

“The	domed	rooftop	looks	like	a	huge	candy	kiss,”	said	Mason.

“It’s	in	India.	The	walls	are	made	of	rubies	and	gemstones.”	Violet	stopped	in	front	of
the	 last	 photograph,	 which	 was	 the	 size	 of	 a	 door	 tipped	 on	 its	 side.	 Blue	 matting
surrounded	the	photograph	inside	the	frame.	“This	is	a	mountain	top	in	Darjeeling,	India.
This	one	is	the	biggest	mystery.	I	haven’t	found	any	information	about	it	in	the	library.”

“It	is	quite	majestic,	isn’t	it,”	said	Mason.

“Darjeeling	 means	 ‘the	 place	 of	 the	 mystic’.	 I	 looked	 up	 the	 word	 ‘mystic’	 in	 the
dictionary.	Mystics	are	people	who	have	a	direct	connection	to	God.”

“What	does	that	have	to	do	with	your	secret?”	asked	Mason.

“The	only	place	I	found	any	information	about	this	photograph	was	in	Deacon’s	diary.
He	said	there’s	a	secret	society,	a	dynasty	of	invisible	Guardians	watching	over	the	Earth.
Every	year,	they	meet	inside	that	mountain.”

“What’s	a	Guardian?”	asked	Mason,	as	he	studied	the	photograph.

“Deacon	 said	 they	 look	 like	 people	 but	 they’re	made	 of	 light	 like	 angels.	 They	 can
appear	and	disappear	whenever	they	want.	They	can	make	objects	appear	out	of	thin	air.
They	can	see	into	the	future.	They	can	even	walk	the	Earth	as	humans	when	they	want	to.
He	 used	words	 	 like	 ‘mystical’	 and	 ‘spiritual’	 yet	 	 everything	 he	 described	 in	 his	 diary
sounds	like	magic—or	something	supernatural.

“Are	they	sorcerers	or	wizards?”

“He	never	used	those	words,”	said	Violet.

“Are	they	from	another	planet?”

“I	don’t	know.	He	didn’t	say	but	there	have	been	UFO	sightings	in	Vermont	and	New
Hampshire.	All	over	the	world,	actually,”	she	said,	imitating	his	accent.	“They	sound	like
the	 Gods	 and	 Goddesses	 of	 Greek	 mythology	 but	 Deacon	 never	 said	 they	 followed	 a
religion.”

“Good,	 ‘cause	 I	want	 to	meet	 one	 but	 I	 don’t	want	 to	 go	 to	 church.	 Sermons	 don’t
inspire	me	to	do	anything	but	daydream	or	wonder	how	the	arches	in	the	ceiling	keep	it
from	falling	on	our	heads.”

“Do	you	think	anyone	could	meet	one?	We’re	not	holy	people.”

“Maybe	we	don’t	have	to	be,”	said	Mason,	optimistically.

“I	would	do	anything	to	meet	one—if	they’re	real.”

“Where’d	you	find	the	diary?”



“It	was	 hidden	 behind	 a	 secret	 panel	 in	 one	 of	Deacon’s	 bookshelves	 in	 the	United
States	history	section.	I	was	searching	for	photographs	of	our	Founding	Fathers	when	my
bookmark	 slipped	 behind	 the	 books.	 As	 I	 pulled	 the	 books	 off	 the	 shelf	 to	 find	 the
bookmark,	I	saw	the	panel.”

“Why	didn’t	you	tell	me	yesterday?”	asked	Mason.

“I	needed	some	time	to	read	it.	It’s	written	by	an	adult,	which	means	it	could	be	full	of
lies.	 I	 learned	 that	 the	photographs	 in	 the	Manor	have	a	story	behind	 them.	They’re	not
just	for	decoration.	Deacon	traveled	to	all	of	these	places	for	a	reason.	I	finished	reading
the	diary	but	there	are	a	few	facts	I’m	still	checking	out.”

“Maybe	there	are	more	secret	panels,”	said	Mason.

“Maybe.	I	haven’t	checked.”

“I	will.”	He	rushed	down	 the	hall.	“I	wonder	what	else	 is	hidden	here.	Maybe	we’ll
find	a	television.”

“There’s	more	and	this	is	the	scary	part,”	said	Violet.

“Nothing’s	scarier	than	not	having	a	television.”

“Deacon	said	there’s	a	curse.	He	said	there’s	a	darkness	that	surrounds	the	planet	and
can	be	used	to	make	people	do	bad	things—even	good	people.	It	can	prevent	good	things
from	happening.”

“Where	does	it	come	from?”	asked	Mason.

“I	don’t	know.	I’m	still	trying	to	find	out	if	the	information	in	the	diary	is	true.”

As	they	approached	the	family	room,	Violet	heard	giggling	behind	the	tall	mahogany
doors.

“Everything	I	learned	about	the	Guardians	is	in	Deacon’s	diary,”	said	Violet.	“So	far,
I’ve	never	read	anything	about	 them	in	 library	books.	Well,	not	yet	anyway.	I	obviously
haven’t	read	every	book	in	the	library.”

“Are	you	sure?”	said	Mason,	teasing	her.

“I	don’t	know	if	I	believe	him.	Do	you	think	it’s	true?”

“I	 do,”	 said	Mason.	 “Everyone	 respected	 Deacon.	 I	 don’t	 think	 a	 dishonest	 person
would	leave	their	home	and	fortune	to	the	town	of	Riverton.”

“An	adult,	nonetheless,	and	not	to	be	trusted,”	said	Violet.	She	studied	the	small	glass
framed	photograph	of	Deacon	Mills	standing	between	his	two	children	that	hung	next	to
the	mahogany	doors.	“He	was	only	forty-five	when	he	died.”	Violet	twitched	her	lips.	“I
don’t	know	what	he	was	doing	but	the	pictures	in	the	Manor	are	not	here	by	accident.”

“This	 keeps	 getting	 better,”	 said	Mason.	 “I	 thought	 you	were	 going	 to	 tell	me	who
kidnapped	Elliot,	Mr.	Adler’s	eight-year-old	son.”

“I	don’t	think	anyone	else	knows	about	the	diary.	None	of	them	survived	the	fire.	We
must	be	the	only	ones	who	know.”



“Let’s	believe	it’s	true.	Just	for	one	night.	You	can	put	all	your	doubts	aside,	just	for
one	night,	can’t	you?”

For	Violet,	 believing	 in	 something	without	 proof	 took	work,	 even	 though	 using	 her
imagination	 was	 easy.	 She	 closed	 her	 eyes	 and	 sighed,	 exhaling	 the	 doubts	 out	 of	 her
mind.	 Grinning,	 she	 imagined	 something	 supernatural,	 beyond	 the	 physical	 world	 she
could	see,	could	really	exist.	She	imagined,	for	once	in	her	life,	something	out	there	was
on	her	side.

She	felt	tingling	in	her	hands	and	especially	in	her	forehead.	She	suddenly	knew	it	was
no	accident	she’d	found	the	diary.	She	wondered	what	was	going	to	happen	next.

“Are	 you	 ready?”	 said	 Mason.	 “One	 night	 with	 no	 doubts.	 It’s	 all	 real	 and	 it’s
happening	right	now.”
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