Here’s what kids have to say to
Mary Pope Osborne, author of
the Magic Tree House series:
WOW! You have an imagination like no other.—Adam W.
I love your books. If you stop writing books, it will be like losing a best friend.—Ben M.
I think you are the real Morgan le Fay. There is always magic in your books.—Erica Y.
One day I was really bored and I didn’t want to read … I looked in your book. I read a sentence, and it was interesting. So I read some more, until the book was done. It was so good I read more and more. Then I had read all of your books, and now I hope you write lots more.—Danai K.
I always read [your books] over and over … 1 time, 2 times, 3 times, 4 times … —Yuan C.
You are my best author in the world. I love your books. I read all the time. I read everywhere. My mom is like freaking out.—Ellen C.
I hope you make these books for all yours and mine’s life.—Riki H.
Teachers and librarians love
Magic Tree House® books, too!
Thank you for opening faraway places and times to my class through your books. They have given me the chance to bring in additional books, materials, and videos to share with the class.—J. Cameron
It excites me to see how involved [my fourth-grade reading class] is in your books … I would do anything to get my students more involved, and this has done it.—C. Rutz
I discovered your books last year … WOW! Our students have gone crazy over them. I can’t order enough copies! … Thanks for contributing so much to children’s literature!—C. Kendziora
I first came across your Magic Tree House series when my son brought one home … I have since introduced this great series to my class. They have absolutely fallen in love with these books! … My students are now asking me for more independent reading time to read them. Your stories have inspired even my most struggling readers.—M. Payne
I love how I can go beyond the [Magic Tree House] books and use them as springboards for other learning.—R. Gale
We have enjoyed your books all year long. We check your Web site to find new information. We pull our map down to find the areas where the adventures take place. My class always chimes in at key parts of the story. It feels good to hear my students ask for a book and cheer when a new book comes out.—J. Korinek
Our students have “Magic Tree House fever.” I can’t keep your books on the library shelf.—J. Rafferty
Your books truly invite children into the pleasure of reading. Thanks for such terrific work.—S. Smith
The children in the fourth grade even hide the [Magic Tree House] books in the library so that they will be able to find them when they are ready to check them out.—K. Mortensen
My Magic Tree House books are never on the bookshelf because they are always being read by my students. Thank you for creating such a wonderful series.—K. Mahoney
Dear Reader,
While I was trying to decide what to do for book number nine, kids kept asking me to send Jack and Annie under the ocean.
“But how will they breathe and talk underwater?” I asked.
After a number of kids suggested a submarine, I began researching the subject and learned about mini-subs, and that settled it.
So, thanks to all the kids who’ve helped me—and keep helping me. I feel as if we’re all having these adventures together—you, me, Jack, and Annie.
Where do we go next? And what do you think will happen when we get there? Let me know … .
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Special Preview of Magic Tree House #10: Ghost Town at Sundown
For Mattie Stepanek
Jack stared out the kitchen window.
The sun was not up yet. But the sky was growing lighter.
Jack had been awake for a long time. He had been thinking about the dream he’d had—the dream about Morgan le Fay.
The tree house is back, Morgan had said. I’m waiting.
Jack wished that dreams were real. He missed Morgan’s magic tree house.
“Jack!” His little sister Annie appeared in the doorway. “We have to go to the woods now!” she said.
“Why?” Jack asked.
“I had a dream about Morgan!” exclaimed Annie. “She said the tree house is back and she’s waiting for us!”
“That was my dream,” said Jack.
“Oh, wow,” said Annie. “She told you, too? So it must be important.”
“But dreams aren’t real,” said Jack.
“Some dreams aren’t. But this one is,” said Annie. “I can just feel it.” She opened the back door. “I’ll see you later!”
“Wait—wait. I’m coming!” said Jack.
He raced up the stairs. Having the same dream must mean something, he thought.
He grabbed his backpack and threw his notebook and pencil into it.
Then he ran downstairs.
“We’ll be back soon, Mom!” Jack called into the living room.
“Where you going so early?” his dad called.
“Just for a quick walk!” said Jack.
“It rained last night,” called his mom. “Don’t get your shoes wet.”
“We won’t!”
Jack slipped out the door. Annie was waiting for him.
“Let’s go!” she said.
The sky was pale gray. The air felt freshly washed.
Jack and Annie ran up their quiet street to the Frog Creek woods.
They headed between the trees. Soon they came to the tallest oak in the woods. There was a wooden house high in the treetop.
“It is back!” whispered Jack.
Someone looked out the window of the tree house—a lovely old woman with long white hair. Morgan le Fay.
“Come up,” called the magical librarian.
Jack and Annie climbed up the rope ladder and into the tree house.
In the dawn light, they stared at Morgan le Fay. She looked beautiful in a red velvet robe.
Jack pushed his glasses into place. He couldn’t stop smiling.
“We both had dreams about you!” said Annie.
“I know,” said Morgan.
“You do?”
“Yes, I sent them to you,” said Morgan, “because I need your help.”
“What kind of help?” said Jack.
“Merlin the Magician has been up to his tricks again,” said Morgan. “So I haven’t had any time to collect books for Camelot’s library.”
“Can we collect them for you?” asked Annie.
“Yes, but in order to gather books through time you must be Master Librarians,” said Morgan.
“Oh, well,” Annie said sadly.
“But you can become Master Librarians,” said Morgan, “if you pass the test.”
“Really?” said Annie.
“What kind of test?” Jack asked.
“You must show that you know how to do research,” said Morgan, “and show that you can find answers to hard questions.”
“How?” said Annie.
“By solving four riddles,” said Morgan. She reached into the folds of her robe and pulled out a rolled-up paper.
“The first riddle is written on this ancient scroll,” she said. “This book will help you find the answer.”
She held out a book. On the cover were the words Ocean Guide.
“This is where you have to go,” said Morgan.
“The ocean! Oh, boy!” said Annie. She pointed at the cover. “I wish we—”
“Stop!” Jack grabbed Annie’s hand. “How will we know if we’ve found the right answer to the riddle?” he asked Morgan.
“You will know,” Morgan said mysteriously. “I promise you will know.”
Jack let go of Annie’s hand. She pointed again at the cover and finished her wish: “I wish we could go there.”
The wind started to blow.
“Are you coming with us, Morgan?” Jack said.
Before Morgan could answer, the tree house started to spin.
Jack squeezed his eyes shut.
The tree house spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.
Jack opened his eyes.
Morgan le Fay was gone.
Only the ancient scroll and the ocean book were left in her place.
A breeze blew through the window. Sea gulls cried. Waves lapped the shore.
Annie picked up the riddle scroll. She unrolled it. Together she and Jack read the riddle:
Rough and gray as rock,
I’m plain as plain can be.
But hidden deep inside
There’s great beauty in me.
What am I?
“Let’s go find the answer,” said Annie.
She and Jack looked out the window. The tree house wasn’t in a tree. It was on the ground.
“Why is the ground pink?” said Jack.
“I don’t know,” said Annie. “But I’m going out there.”
“I’m going to do a little research first,” said Jack.
Annie climbed out of the tree house.
Jack picked up the ocean book and flipped through it.
He found a picture of a pink island surrounded by water. He read:
This is a coral reef. Corals are tiny sea animals. After they die, their skeletons remain. Over time, the reef builds up from stacks of coral skeletons.
“Oh, man, tiny skeletons,” said Jack. He pulled out his notebook and wrote:
“Jack! Jack! Come look at this,” cried Annie.
“What is it?”
“I don’t know. But you’ll love it!” she said.
Jack threw his notebook and the ocean book into his pack. He climbed out the window.
“Is it the answer to the riddle?” he called.
“I don’t think so. It doesn’t look very plain,” said Annie.
She was standing at the edge of the water. Beside her was a strange-looking machine.
Jack hurried over the bumpy coral to get a better look.
The machine was half on the reef and half in the clear blue water. It looked like a huge white bubble with a big window.
“Is it a special kind of boat?” asked Annie.
Jack found a picture of the machine in the ocean book. He read:
Scientists who study the ocean are called oceanographers. Sometimes they travel in small diving vessels called submersibles, or “mini-subs,” to study the ocean floor.
“It’s a mini-sub,” said Jack. He pulled out his notebook.
“Let’s get inside it,” said Annie.
“No!” said Jack. Actually, he did want to see what the sub looked like inside. But he shook his head. “We can’t. It’s not ours.”
“Just a teeny peek,” said Annie. “It might help us figure out the riddle.”
Jack sighed. “Okay. But we have to be careful. Don’t touch anything,” he said.
“Don’t worry,” said Annie.
“And take off your shoes so they won’t get wet,” said Jack.
He and Annie slipped off their shoes and socks and threw them toward the tree house.
Then they stepped carefully over the sharp coral.
Annie turned the handle on the hatch of the mini-sub. It opened.
She and Jack climbed inside. The hatch slammed shut.
The mini-sub was tiny. Two seats faced the big window. In front of the seats was a computer built into a control panel.
Annie sat down.
Jack opened the ocean book and read more on the mini-sub page:
Mini-subs have strong hulls to keep air in and protect those aboard from water pressure. Computers are used to guide the mini-sub through the ocean.
“Oops,” said Annie.
“What’s wrong?” Jack looked up.
Annie was waving her hands in front of the computer. Now the screen showed a map.
“What’s going on?” said Jack.
“I just pressed a few keys—” said Annie.
“What? I said not to touch anything!” said Jack.
An air blower came on. The mini-sub jerked backward.
“Get out!” said Jack.
He and Annie scrambled for the hatch. Jack grabbed the handle.
But they were too late.
The mini-sub slid off the reef.
Then it dove silently down into the deep.
“You’ve really done it now, Annie!” said Jack.
“Sorry, sorry. But look out the window!” Annie said. “Look!”
“Forget it! We have to figure this out!” Jack stared at the computer. He saw a row of pictures at the top of the screen.
“What did you do?” he asked.
“I just pressed the ON button,” said Annie.
“The screen lit up. And I pressed the starfish.”
“That must be the command to go under the water,” said Jack.
“Yeah. Then the map came on,” said Annie.
“Okay, okay. The map shows the reef,” said Jack. “Look! There’s the mini-sub on the map! It’s moving away from the reef.”
“It’s like a video game,” said Annie. “I bet I know what to do.”
Annie pressed a key with an arrow pointing right. The mini-sub on the screen moved right. The real mini-sub turned to the right, also.
“Great!” said Jack with relief. “You press the arrows to steer the mini-sub. So now we can go back.”
“Oh, no, not right away,” said Annie. “It’s so beautiful down here.”
“We have to get back to the reef,” said Jack. His eyes were still glued to the computer screen. “What if the owners find it gone?”
“Look out the window,” said Annie. “Just for one teeny second.”
Jack sighed. He pushed his glasses into place and looked up. “Oh, man,” he said softly.
Outside the glass was a strange world of bright moving color.
It looked like another planet.
The mini-sub was moving past red, yellow, and blue coral—past little coral mountains, valleys, and caves—past fishes of every color and size.
“Can’t we stay a little while? The answer to Morgan’s riddle must be here,” said Annie.
Jack nodded slowly. She might be right, he thought. Besides, when would they ever get to visit a place like this again?
There were fish everywhere: floating over the swaying sea grass, eating on the white sandy bottom, peeping out of coral caves.
Some kinds of coral looked like blue fingers or lacy fans. Others looked like deer antlers or lettuce leaves or mushrooms or trees.
Jack read in the book:
Coral reefs are only found in warm, tropical waters. Nearly 5,000 different species of fish live around coral reefs in the Indian and Pacific Oceans.
Jack pulled out his pencil and notebook.
He started to write a list.
“Look!” said Annie.
The sub floated past a huge starfish. Then a pink jellyfish. Then a blue sea horse.
Jack added to his list:
“What is that?” said Annie.
Jack saw a creature that looked like a giant pancake with a long tail.
“A stingray!” said Jack. He put that on his list as well.
“And that?” said Annie.
She pointed at the biggest shell Jack had ever seen. It was as big as a footstool.
“I’ll have to check on that one,” said Jack. He turned the pages of the ocean book. When he got to the page about clams, he read aloud:
The giant clam of the coral reef is three feet wide and weighs up to 200 pounds.
“Wow,” said Annie.
“No kidding,” said Jack. He added “giant clam” to his list.
“Dolphins!” cried Annie.
Jack looked up. Two dolphins were peering in the window. They tapped their noses against the glass.
Their eyes were bright. They seemed to be smiling.
Jack laughed. “It’s like we’re in a fish tank—and they’re looking at us,” he said.
“Their names are Sukie and Sam,” said Annie. “Sister and brother.”
“You’re nuts,” said Jack.
“Here’s a kiss for you, Sukie,” Annie said. She pressed her lips to the glass as if she were kissing the dolphin’s nose.
“Oh, brother,” said Jack.
But the dolphin opened her mouth and tossed her head. She seemed to be laughing.
“Hey, I know the answer to the riddle—dolphins!” said Annie. “They’re gray and plain. But they have great beauty inside.”
“You forgot the ‘rough as a rock’ part,” said Jack. “Dolphin skin looks smooth and slippery.”
“Oh, right,” said Annie.
The dolphins flipped their tails. They swam off into the light blue water.
“Wait! Don’t go!” called Annie. “Sukie!”
But the dolphins were gone.
“It’s time for us to go, too,” said Jack. He was afraid someone might be looking for the mini-sub.
“But we haven’t solved the riddle,” said Annie.
Jack studied the bright underwater world.
“I don’t see the answer,” he said. “There’s nothing plain at all out there.”
“Then maybe the answer’s in the mini-sub,” said Annie.
They looked around the tiny space.
“I’ll check the computer,” said Jack. He studied the row of pictures at the top of the screen.
He pressed the book picture.
The words SHIP’S LOG flashed onto the screen.
“What’s a ship’s log?” said Annie.
“It’s a diary of an ocean trip,” said Jack.
He peered at the computer screen and read a log entry:
MONDAY, JULY 5
“Hey, that was just last week,” said Jack. He read further:
COLLECTED ROCK AND SHELL SAMPLES
MAPPED OCEAN FLOOR
FOUND TINY CRACK IN HULL
“This is like your notebook,” said Annie.
“Yeah, the oceanographer was writing notes on the computer,” said Jack.
Jack and Annie read further:
TUESDAY, JULY 6
CRACK HAS WIDENED
MUST RETURN TO REEF SOON
“A crack where?” said Annie.
“I don’t know,” said Jack. He read further:
WEDNESDAY, JULY 7
MORE TINY CRACKS
CANNOT BE FIXED
HEADING BACK TO REEF TODAY
“Uh-oh. This doesn’t sound good,” said Jack. He read further:
THURSDAY, JULY 8
DEFECTIVE SUB
RETURN TO REEF
LEAVE FOR HELICOPTER TO TRANSPORT
TO JUNKYARD
“ ‘Defective’ means broken, right?” said Annie.
“Yep,” said Jack.
“So this sub is broken, right?” said Annie.
“Yep,” said Jack. “And it was waiting to be taken away by a helicopter. To a junkyard.”
“Yikes,” said Annie.
“Now we really have to get back,” said Jack.
“Let’s try pressing the waves picture,” said Annie.
She pressed the waves picture on the computer screen.
The mini-sub began to rise slowly.
“Oh, good,” said Jack.
The sub went past a small coral mountain. It went past schools of fish and waving plants.
“Oh!” gasped Annie.
Jack gasped, too.
Two eyes were staring out from behind a giant sea plant. They looked human—except they were as big as golf balls.
The sub moved past the giant plant. Jack breathed a sigh of relief.
“What—? Whose—?” sputtered Annie.
“Don’t ask,” said Jack.
They stared back at the plant.
Just then, a long arm came out from behind it.
Then another arm came out.
Then another—and another—and another—and another—and another—and another!
Jack and Annie stared in horror at a giant octopus.
“It’s coming after us,” said Annie.
Slowly, the octopus crept through the water. Its eight arms reached for the mini-sub.
The octopus hugged the mini-sub. Each of its eight arms had two rows of suckers. The suckers stuck to the window.
The mini-sub stopped.
The octopus stared at Jack and Annie with huge, human-like eyes.
“I don’t think it wants to hurt us,” whispered Annie. “It’s just curious.”
“I—I’m going to research it,” said Jack.
His hands shook as he flipped through the pages of the ocean book.
He found a picture of an octopus and read aloud:
The octopus tends to be a gentle, shy creature. Sometimes, though, curiosity gets the best of it and it comes out of hiding.
“Aw. See, I told you, he’s shy,” said Annie. She yelled to the octopus, “Hi! I’m Annie! He’s Jack!”
“Oh, brother,” moaned Jack. He read further:
But the octopus has huge strength. Each of its arms, or tentacles, has many suckers, which act like rubber suction cups. It is nearly impossible to free an object from their grasp.
“Oh, great,” said Jack. “We’ll never get rid of this thing.”
Just then, Jack felt a drop hit his arm. Water. He looked up at the ceiling.
“Uh-oh,” said Annie.
A thin crack ran along the ceiling. Smaller cracks branched out from it.
Water dripped from the cracks.
“We found the cracks,” said Annie.
“The octopus better let go! Before the whole ceiling breaks!” said Jack.
“Let go, please. Please!” Annie shouted at the octopus.
The creature blinked, as if trying to understand her.
“Please! Please! Please!” she shouted.
“Come on, Annie,” said Jack. “It doesn’t care if you’re polite.”
The octopus blinked at Jack.
“Get out of here!” Jack yelled at it. “Now! Beat it! Scram! Go!”
The octopus shot a cloud of black liquid into the water and disappeared into the dark cloud. Its long tentacles trailed through the water.
The mini-sub started to rise slowly again.
“You hurt his feelings,” Annie said.
“I don’t think so … ” Something bothered Jack.
He looked back at the ocean book. He read to himself:
The octopus squirts black ink to escape its enemies. One of its main enemies is the shark.
“Oh, no,” said Jack.
“What’s wrong?” asked Annie.
Jack looked out the window. The water was growing clear again.
A shadowy figure moved toward the mini-sub.
“What is that?” whispered Annie.
The fish was way bigger than the dolphins. And it had a very weird head.
Jack could feel his heart nearly stop.
“A hammerhead shark,” he breathed. “We’re really in trouble now.”
The shark swam behind the coral.
“Where did it go?” said Annie, peering out the window.
“It doesn’t matter,” said Jack. “We have to get to the top.”
“More water’s coming in,” said Annie.
“Yeah, I know. Come on … come on … faster!” Jack ordered the mini-sub.
“Even more water’s coming in,” said Annie, “lots more!”
Jack looked up. The water wasn’t dripping now—it was spurting.
“A few seconds, a few seconds,” said Jack.
Suddenly, the mini-sub burst out of the water. It bobbed on the waves like a cork. The ocean sparkled all around it.
“Safe!” shouted Annie.
Jack felt the water rising around his bare feet.
“Uh—not really … ” he said.
“Oops,” said Annie. “The octopus must have made cracks in the bottom, too.”
The water was up to their ankles now.
Jack looked out. He saw the reef in the distance.
“The sub can make it. It doesn’t look that far,” he said.
“Go, go, go,” said Annie.
She pressed one of the steering keys.
Suddenly, the screen went blank.
“What’s happening?” said Jack.
Annie pressed the key again. Then Jack pressed the other pictures. Nothing happened.
“It’s dead,” said Annie.
“Oh, great,” said Jack.
Now the water was up to their knees.
“I guess we’ll have to swim,” said Jack. He took a deep breath.
“Right,” said Annie. “It’s a good thing we had swimming lessons this summer.”
“Right,” said Jack. “And it’s a bad thing we just saw a shark.”
Jack quickly found the picture of the shark in the book.
He read aloud:
If you ever see a shark in the water, don’t splash. Swim calmly away.
Jack closed the book.
“We better do the breast stroke,” said Annie. “So we won’t splash.”
“Yep, and stay close,” said Jack.
“Very close,” said Annie. Her eyes were wide. But she seemed very calm.
Jack took a deep breath. He tried to be calm, too. He calmly took off his glasses. He calmly put them and the book into his pack. He calmly put his pack on his back.
Annie opened the hatch.
“Be calm,” Annie said. She slipped out of the mini-sub.
“Help,” Jack said calmly. He held his nose.
Then he calmly lowered himself into the ocean.
Jack moved his arms slowly. He moved his legs slowly. He gently pushed the water out of his way as he did the breast stroke.
Calm, calm, he told himself.
Annie swam beside him. They headed for the reef.
All was calm.
Then Jack saw something out of the corner of his eye.
A dark fin was zigzagging through the water. It was heading toward them.
Jack wanted to splash. He wanted to yell. But he remembered: calm.
I better not tell Annie, he thought. She’ll stay calmer if she doesn’t know.
He began to swim faster—then faster. Annie went faster, too.
They both swam as fast, and as calmly, as they could.
Sometimes Annie went even faster than Jack, which made him swim faster. And faster.
Jack was so scared that he wasn’t tired at all. He was swimming for his life—and for Annie’s life, too.
He didn’t look back to see if the shark was still there. He didn’t want to know.
He just kept his eye on the tree house in the distance. And he kept swimming.
Jack and Annie swam and swam and swam.
It took forever for the tree house to get just a little closer.
Jack realized the reef was farther away than he had thought.
He kept swimming, but his arms and legs felt heavy.
Annie was struggling, too.
“Float!” she said. “Float!”
Jack and Annie turned onto their backs. They floated the way they had learned in swimming class.
We’ll just rest for a minute, Jack thought. Then we’ll keep going.
But the more Jack floated, the more tired he felt. Soon he was too tired even to float. He started to sink.
Then he felt something.
His heart stopped. Something pushed at him in the water.
It was slippery and alive.
Had the hammerhead caught up with them?
Jack shut his eyes and waited for the worst. He waited and waited. Finally, he opened his eyes.
In front of him was a shiny gray head—a dolphin’s head!
The dolphin pushed Jack with its nose. It made happy clicking sounds.
“Hooray!” cried Annie.
Jack looked over at her.
She was clinging to the fin of another dolphin! Her dolphin was moving through the water.
Jack grabbed the fin of his dolphin.
Then the two dolphins swam smoothly through the water, pulling Jack and Annie toward the reef.
The sun shone on the ocean. It sparkled like a diamond.
Jack felt safe now. His dolphin was taking good care of him.
The dolphins slowed down as they neared the reef.
Jack lowered his feet. He felt the bumpy coral. He let go of the dolphin’s fin and stood up in the water.
Annie stood, too.
Then she threw her arms around her dolphin and gave her a big hug.
“Thank you, Sukie!” she cried. And she kissed the dolphin’s nose.
Sukie tossed her head and clicked at Annie.
“Kiss Sam now!” Annie said to Jack.
“You’re nuts,” said Jack.
But Sam nuzzled Jack’s head. Then he put his flippers around Jack’s neck.
Jack couldn’t resist. He threw his arms around the dolphin and gave him a quick kiss.
Sam nodded and made clicking sounds like laughter. Then he turned to Sukie.
The two dolphins chattered to each other for a moment. They nodded at Jack and Annie and swam gracefully away.
“Bye, Sukie! Bye, Sam!” Annie shouted.
“Thanks!” Jack shouted.
The dolphins leapt high into the air. Then they dove back into the water with a SPLASH!
Jack and Annie laughed. “I wish we could swim like that,” said Jack.
Jack and Annie watched the dolphins until they disappeared.
“I miss them already,” Annie said softly.
“Me too,” said Jack.
He sat down in the shallow water.
“I’m really tired,” he said.
Annie sat beside him.
“Me too,” she said.
The warm water lapped around their shorts and T-shirts.
Jack pulled off his pack. He took out his glasses and put them on. They were blurry with water.
“Guess what,” said Annie.
“What?” said Jack.
“I saw the shark when we were swimming,” Annie said. “But I didn’t tell you. I wanted you to stay calm.”
Jack stared at her. “I saw it, too. I just swam faster so you would swim faster.”
“And I swam faster so you would swim faster,” said Annie.
“I guess we swam double-fast then,” Jack said. He shook his head with wonder.
“What now?” said Annie.
“We go home,” said Jack.
“But we haven’t solved Morgan’s riddle yet,” said Annie.
Jack sighed.
He pulled his notebook out of his pack. It was soaked.
He pulled out the ocean book. It was soaked, too.
“We’ve failed,” he said. “My research is all wet. We’ll never be Master Librarians now.”
Jack put everything away. “Let’s go,” he said sadly.
He stood up. Then he started across the pink reef toward the tree house. Annie followed him.
“Ouch!” Annie said.
“What’s wrong?” Jack looked back.
“I stepped on something.” Annie bent down to rub her foot.
“What?” said Jack. “A shell?”
“Yeah, this … ” She picked up a large gray shell. “Boy, is it rough. Rough and gray as a rock—”
“And plain as plain can be!” whispered Jack. They had found the answer.
The shell looked like a clamshell—only bigger and with more ridges.
“How could this ugly shell be the answer to the riddle?” said Annie. “What about the part that says, ‘There’s great beauty in me’?”
“Wait—research,” said Jack. He opened the soaked ocean book.
The pages were stuck together. But he was able to turn a few.
He found a picture of the gray shell. He read:
Divers search for oysters in deep water. But sometimes oysters wash up on reefs or beaches. Inside some oysters you can find a pearl. The pearl’s natural beauty makes it a treasure.
“It must have a pearl inside it!” said Jack.
Annie peered into the crack between the two halves of the shell. “I can’t see anything,” she said. “How does a pearl get in there, anyway?”
Jack read aloud from the wet page:
Sometimes a grain of sand will get between the oyster’s shell and its skin. This irritates the oyster. So it makes a pearly material to surround the grain of sand. In this way, over a few years, a pearl is formed.
“I can’t tell if there’s a pearl in there or not,” said Annie.
“Maybe we should bang it against a rock,” said Jack.
“Now that would really irritate the oyster,” said Annie.
“Yeah.”
“Maybe we should just leave it alone,” said Annie.
She gently put the oyster back in the water.
“But how will we know if oyster is the right answer to the riddle?” said Jack.
“Morgan said we’ll know,” said Annie. “Come on.”
Jack pushed his glasses into place. Then he and Annie picked up their shoes and socks.
They climbed through the window of the tree house.
Morgan’s scroll was lying on the floor.
It was open.
“Look!” said Annie.
She and Jack stared at the scroll. The riddle had faded away.
In its place was one shimmering silver word:
OYSTER
“Morgan’s magic,” whispered Annie.
Jack let out a huge sigh. “We got it right,” he said.
“And here’s the Pennsylvania book,” said Annie. “Let’s go home.”
She opened the book. She pointed to a picture of the Frog Creek woods.
“I wish we could go there!” she said.
The wind started to blow.
The tree house started to spin.
The wind blew harder and harder.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.
Dawn light slanted into the tree house.
No time at all had passed since they’d left. Day was breaking.
Jack rolled up the ancient scroll. He tucked it into the corner.
“We solved the first riddle,” he said. “Three more to go.”
“I don’t see another scroll,” said Annie. “Maybe tomorrow we’ll get the next riddle.”
“That’s okay,” said Jack. “I think I need to rest—and dry out.”
His T-shirt and shorts were still soaked. His backpack, too. Only his shoes and socks were dry.
“And this needs to dry out, too,” said Annie. She put the wet ocean book in a patch of sunlight.
Then Jack and Annie climbed down the ladder.
They walked through the woods, through leafy shadows and golden light.
They left the woods and started down their street.
“You know, we should have found the answer to the riddle right away,” said Jack. “The oyster was on the reef all along.”
“I know, but we wouldn’t have had so much fun,” said Annie.
“Fun?” said Jack. “You call being squeezed by an octopus and chased by a shark fun?”
“Don’t forget the dolphins,” Annie said simply.
Jack smiled. “Right,” he said. The dolphins made up for everything. They were fun.
“I guess they were the true pearl in the oyster,” said Annie.
“Yep … ” said Jack. “I wonder what Sam is doing right now.”
“Sam?” Annie grinned at him. “You’re nuts,” she said.
They climbed their steps and went into their house.
“We’re back!” Annie shouted.
“Did you get your shoes wet?” their mom called.
“Not one bit,” called Jack. Then he and Annie slipped up the stairs to change their clothes.
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Jack and Annie were sitting on the porch of their house. Annie was gazing down the street at the Frog Creek woods. Jack was reading a book.
“I have a feeling we should check the woods again,” said Annie.
“Why?” said Jack without looking up.
“A rabbit’s hopping by,” said Annie.
“So? We’ve seen rabbits before.”
“Not like this one,” said Annie.
“What do you mean?” Jack stood up and looked with her.
He saw a rabbit with very long legs hopping down their street. Soon the rabbit left the sidewalk and headed into the woods.
“He’s a sign,” said Annie.
“A sign of what?” said Jack.
“That Morgan’s back,” said Annie. She jumped off the porch. “Come on!”
“But what about dinner?” Jack said. “Dad said it would be ready soon.”
“Don’t worry,” said Annie. “You know when we leave in the tree house, time stops.”
She ran across their yard.
Jack pulled on his backpack. “Back in ten minutes!” he called through the screen door. Then he followed Annie.
They hurried down their street and into the Frog Creek woods. The sun was setting above the trees.
“There he is!” said Annie.
The rabbit was standing in a ray of sunlight. When he saw them, he took off.
Jack and Annie followed the rabbit until he vanished behind the tallest tree.
“I told you! See?” said Annie, panting. She pointed up at the tree.
Morgan le Fay was waving to them from the magic tree house high in the branches.
Jack and Annie waved back to her. As always, Jack was very happy to see the enchantress librarian again.
“Come on up!” she called.
Annie and Jack started up the rope ladder. They climbed up to the tree house.
“We followed a strange rabbit here,” said Annie. “Is he your friend?”
“Perhaps,” said Morgan. She smiled mysteriously. “I have many odd friends.”
“Including us,” said Annie.
Morgan laughed. “That’s right.”
“How are you?” said Jack.
“I’m still having problems with Merlin,” said the enchantress, “which leaves me little time to do my real work. But soon you both will become Master Librarians, and that will be a big help to me.”
Jack smiled. He was going to be a Master Librarian who traveled through time and space. It was almost too good to believe.
“Are you ready to solve another riddle?” asked Morgan.
“Yes!” said Jack and Annie together.
“Good,” said Morgan. “First, you’ll need this for research … ”
She pulled a book from her robe and handed it to Jack. It was the book that would help them on their journey.
The title of the book was Days of the Wild West. On the cover was a picture of a western town on a prairie.
“Oh, wow,” said Annie. “The Wild West!”
Jack took a deep breath. Just how wild? he wondered.
Morgan reached into the folds of her robe again and pulled out a scroll. She handed it to Annie.
“Read this when the tree house lands,” she said.
“Is it the riddle?” asked Jack.
“Yes,” said Morgan. “Then you’ll only have two more to solve. Are you ready to go?”
Jack and Annie nodded. Annie pointed to the picture on the cover of the Wild West book.
“I wish we could go there,” she said.
The wind started to blow.
“Good-bye!” said Morgan. “Good luck!”
The tree house started to spin.
Jack squeezed his eyes shut.
The tree house spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.
Jack opened his eyes.
Morgan le Fay was gone.
A fly buzzed around his head.
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