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CHAPTER 1:COVID-19 
 

     Max and Rosie had just finished eating one of the best pizzas they’d 
ever had, pepperoni and sausage with just a bit of pineapple, exactly how 
they liked it.  Their dad made it because all the restaurants in town had 
closed, just like the school because of the stupid virus. If they never heard 
the word coronavirus again it would be too soon but both of them knew 
they’d hear it again.  It’s all anyone was talking about. “Hey Dad,” Rosie 
said, “Why didn’t we know you could make a pizza like that? That was the 
best lunch I ever had, better than any restaurant!”  
 

     “Maybe because I didn’t know either,”  their dad said. “But, necessity is 
the mother of invention so now I know.”  
 

     Idiom, the twins thought. They still didn’t quite get what their father 
meant by it but they could spot an idiom a mile away.  Ms. Hanson, their 
teacher, was famous for saying them. Once she told them about a friend of 
hers from another country, Iran, who tried to buy “elbow grease”-an idiom 
for scrubbing hard, at Target but other than that, it was hard to decipher. 
In fact, rumor had it that the kids in Ms. Hanson’s class last year bet her 
she couldn’t go a single day without sputtering an idiom, just one lousy day. 
She took the challenge but then blew it big time. Before first recess even. 
Sad! 
 

     Anyway, that was all about a million miles away even though in fact, it 
had only been three days.  Three days that felt like three months. Rosie 
and Max were 2nd grade twins in Ms. Hanson’s class but now they weren’t 
even sure when they were going back.  All because of a stupid virus. 
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     They remembered the days just before school let out.  Most of the kids, 
themselves included, loved watching Mystery Science videos with Doug, 
the science guy.  Some kids even used to sneak a peek at home on the 
side before the rest of the class watched it together. Doug is just the 
coolest.  He makes science so fun it’s like all you can think about when 
you’re done is not if you want to be a scientist or not, but which kind you 
want to be.  
 

     Okay, well maybe that’s just me thought Rosie.  But she knew other kids 
who got wildly interested with things they learned in science and then went 
home to research more about it.  For example, Frankie heard about the 
Bermuda Triangle and got so interested it’s all he could think about for a 
while. He’d never heard of such a mysterious place and he had to find out 
for himself if it was real or not.  That’s just who he was. Pretty soon he was 
carrying his notebook around school too, which got other kids involved. 
Before you knew it, they formed a club called “The Triangle Club” and they 
were all gathering at recess trying to find out if anyone knew anything that 
someone else didn’t.  Eventually, it got so crazy the principal had to bust it 
up. She suggested looking into something a little more local like the history 
of The Bridge of the Gods, the beautiful bridge that connected Washington 
state to Oregon. 
 

     But again, that was all in the past.  Three days to be exact. Three days 
that felt like three months.  Rosie was remembering Doug said the way 
germs got into bodies was through the different openings in the bodies like 
your nostrils, mouth and eyes.  He showed everyone in the video how to 
cover their sneeze by pretending they had a great cape they were pulling 
over their face just before sneezing into the skin on the opposite side of 
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your elbow.  He also showed another to remember where to sneeze by 
pretending his arm was a great big elephant trunk coming up and then 
down again in the crook of your arm for another big sneeze. Doug was like 
a big kid.  Especially that day! 
 

     “Mom, how long is this going to last?!” Max whined and Rosie could 
hear him all the way downstairs.  She wanted to hear what her mom replied 
so she skedaddled up the stairs just as fast as she could. Max was sitting 
at the table swirling the ice cream in his bowl around and around until it 
was melted past its prime.  There was no way Rosie would even consider 
eating that melty of ice cream but sure enough, Max slid the spoon up to 
his mouth, his eyes not leaving his mother the whole time. 
 

     “Well, you know what Governor Kate Brown said, Governor Brown 
extended the statewide school closure until April 28th to help contain the 
spread of COVID-19.”  Ugh! COVID-19, Coronavirus...it all sounded the 
same to Rosie. 
 

    “ What’s a governor anyway,” asked Rosie.  
 

     “Really?”  Asked Max. You don’t remember what a governor is when we 
just spent four weeks straight studying government?”  They were just 
studying the three branches of government: the legislative, judicial and 
executive branch. They were also studying people who held government 
positions.  Remember, Mayor Tom is our town’s leader and Kate Brown is 
our state’s leader. She’s called the governor.  
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     “Not according to Ms. Hanson,”  laughed Rosie.  
 

     “What do you mean,”  asked Max. “Yes it is.” 
 

     “No, it isn’t.  Ms. Hanson thinks she’s the governor.  Don’t you 
remember buying tea with the gov’nor with our Dojo dollars?” 
 

     This made them both laugh.  For a second. Then they were back to 
being about as bored as anyone could be wishing, like everyone else in the 
country that it was just a bad dream they could wake up from.  They 
couldn’t even go to their friend’s house for a play date because that could 
mean spreading the virus. Everything was virus, virus, virus! They needed 
something to do and they needed it NOW! 
  

5 



     “Hey, I got an idea,” said Max. 
     “Uh-oh”, teased Rosie.  “Last time you had an idea we had to clean the 
whole basement, remember?  Turns out making your own volcano is better 
tested outdoors than inside.” 
 

     “I’m serious.  I feel like I need meditation hill right now.”  Meditation hill 
wasn’t anything special, just a little hill right next to the parking lot at the 
school.  It’s where Ms. Hanson liked to take her students when they had 
“ants in their pants”-her words, not mine. Like I said, she’s hopeless. 
Anyway, she takes the class there and makes them sit all quiet for a full 
minute. You wouldn’t guess a minute could take that long either.  But I 
know it’s a minute because she always pulls out her phone and puts on her 
little timer on her phone. Then she warns everyone, “I don’t want to hear 
any talking right now.  Please use this minute to allow all your senses to 
have their turn. When the minute is through we can all talk about what we 
heard, felt, smelled, etc.” And then she turns on the timer and we all sit 
cross-legged in a circle for the full minute. 
 

     After that, the kids share what they experienced.  Lots of kids say they 
heard birds singing or trains passing or maybe a plane in the sky.  Some 
kids say they feel the breeze on their skin or the sun on their face. Mostly 
it’s just a good way to calm down and that was what Max needed right now. 
Things had just gotten too weird lately. “Come on Rosie, come with. We 
can do that thing where we close our eyes and look up at the sun and see 
the red and color in our head like a kaleidoscope like Ms. H. showed us. 
You liked that.” 
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     “Alright, Rosie shrugged, not sure if she really wanted to or not.  But the 
truth is she wasn’t too sure about anything right now so why not.  The twins 
called to their parents that they were heading to the school and would be 
back shortly.  Little did they know they were about to head into the 
adventure of their lifetime. 
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CHAPTER 2:  MEDITATION HILL 
 

 

     By the time the twins made it to Meditation Hill, the sun was high in the 
blue sky, nothing but those beautiful cumulus clouds floating up ahead. 
Fair weather clouds, that’s what Rosie remembered writing in her field 
guide notebook for cumulus clouds. “Well, at least there’s no 
nimbulacumulas clouds in the sky today,” Rosie expressed out loud, trying 
to redeem herself for forgetting what a governor was earlier in the day.  
 

 
 

     “Yeah, right.”  Said Max. “At least we have that going for us.  I wish the 
whole class was here right now. It seems so lonely with just us sitting here. 
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But, I guess it’s better than being bored at home.”  He further mused as he 
adjusted himself in a comfortable position on the grass. 
 

Rosie was still looking up at the clouds, thankful for the blue sky and the 
warmth of the sun.  It was cool the last time Ms. H. took them to Meditation 
Hill because they had never done that trick with the colors in their head 
before that day.  Ms. H. told them to close their eyes and notice what colors 
they saw when they looked up towards the sun. It was different than when 
their eyes were looking down toward the grass.  Rosie remembered that 
day she saw bright red colors when her head was facing the sun but when 
she tilted it down it was a darker red with little blue spindles and black lines. 
Where did they come from, she wondered?  Doug could probably tell her! It 
was cool because they could ask Doug questions and if he reached into his 
question jar and their question came up, he might ask it in front of a million 
other kids who watched Mystery Science in their classroom. 
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     But, Doug was not here so she would just have to do some 
experimenting on her own.  She was just thinking about how when you 
closed your eyes like that in the sunlight it was sort of like you had your 
very own kaleidoscope in your head.  Max seemed to read her mind at that 
moment when he said, “Okay, remember what Ms. H. said. Let’s close our 
eyes tight and squish up our face to see if we can make the color change at 
all.”  It was cool when they did that on Friday, their last day of school but by 
the time Ms. H. mentioned it they had like a minute left before they had to 
go in. Now they had all the time they wanted.  
  
     Rosie was playing around with colors in her head when she heard her 
brother say, “Whoa!  That’s a new color! What is that, like purple but 
brighter? It’s like...he trailed off and Rosie could no longer hear him 
anymore.  She was finding her own colors in her kaleidoscope mind and 
she was understanding what Max meant about the purple when she 
squeezed her eyes and squashed her face tighter and tighter until...  
 

     Suddenly her eyes were wide open.  And she was sitting on Meditation 
Hill.  But the problem was everything looked different.  For starters, 
Meditation Hill wasn’t just above the parking lot anymore because there 
wasn’t any parking lot.  Or school for that matter. It was just a grassy hill 
that went on and on without any buildings or houses that she could see 
anywhere around her.  She began to panic. “Max, she screamed. “Where 
are you?” But Max was standing right behind her with his mouth so far 
open if Ms. H. were here she’d tell him to close it before he caught a fly in 
there.  “Where are we?” Rosie asked in a panic but again, Max stood with 
his fly-catching mouth wide open and a startled look on his face. 
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     The twins stood up and both stared silently for quite some time, 
probably if Ms. H. had her stopwatch it would have been way over a 
minute, without saying a word, just taking in the scene around them. 
 

     They could see the Columbia River ahead of them so they knew they 
were still in the Gorge, but that’s about all they knew.  Where did everything 
disappear to, and why were they standing on this empty hill they once knew 
as Meditation Hill above the parking lot, the parking lot to their school. 
Which was now missing. 
 

     One time, a few months back, when Ms. H. was teaching history and 
talking about the Native American Indians who lived on this land before the 
white settlers came; she made everyone get up out of their seats and stand 
at the window.  She asked everyone to look outside and try to imagine that 
there was no parking lot. No cars. No school. No buildings. Just beautiful 
land that went on untouched for miles and miles. Rosie remembered trying 
to picture it in her head and she almost did it but then a car pulled in the 
parking lot and got her out of it and she wasn’t able to imagine it.  Now that 
she seemed to be in it, she still couldn’t imagine it. What was happening, 
where did everything go? 
 

     Before she could ask Max his thoughts on this, she heard a wild rumble. 
It was loud and almost within the same moment she was trying to figure out 
what happened, the sky changed from a soft blue to a dismal grey and 
even black in some areas.  Max looked up at the changing sky and said, 
“Oh no, cumulonimbus clouds! A storm is coming!” Before he even finished 
his sentence, a giant bolt of lightning hit the tree beside them and sent 
them scrambling.  
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     Max and Rosie ran but didn’t know exactly where they were running to 
as there were no buildings anywhere.  “What do we do now?” Pleaded 
Rosie, but Max just grabbed her hand and started running. “Where are we 
going, Max?”  Rosie screamed as they ran down a nearby trail. 
 

    Rosie recognized the trail, it was the trail that led to their “outdoor 
classroom.”  The trail led to a large opening with tree trunk stumps placed 
in rows that her class used as chairs when the weather was nice.  A bunch 
of people in her “community”, another word she remembered learning in 
government, took the time to clean up the space and lay down bark chips 
and made it really nice for her whole school over the summer before school 
started.  She used to hope it was a warm, dry day so maybe Ms. H. might 
take the class here to read the class chapter book, “Hatchet,” a book about 
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a boy who survives a plane wreck. She wished they were further along in 
the book before the virus hit.  She had a feeling she could use some of the 
tips from the book right about now. 
 

     But it wasn’t warm and it certainly wasn’t dry.  The clouds were now 
dropping giant sheets of rain and even though there was a canopy of trees, 
they could feel the cold gusts of rain attack their cheeks. Seems like stratus 
clouds were heading their way, a big blanket of grey in the sky!  
 

     Max looked at Rosie with a very serious look, even more serious than 
the look that says he wants the last slice of pizza and grabbed Rosie’s 
hand.  “Rosie, listen to me. I don’t know what’s happening right now but we 
have to take cover. One Saturday Ian from class and I went exploring down 
here.  If we can make it a little further, there’s a cave. It will be safe. We 
have to run. The sky is changing quickly.” Before Rosie could respond she 
felt a tug on her arm and her and her brother were whirling around like a 
tornado to reach the cave. 
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CHAPTER 3:  DIVISION ISN’T JUST MATH 
 

 
 

 

     By the time the twins made it safely to the cave, they were as exhausted 
as they were confused and they both dropped to the cave floor and took a 
long nap. Rosie thought she was still dreaming when a big wind picked up 
almost blowing six of her classmates onto the floor in front of her.  Ian was 
the first face she saw. She tried to brush the sleep from her face so she 
could really understand what was happening but before she could 
formulate a question, he asked her and her brother what was happening. 
“What are we all doing here?” asked Ian, with five classmates beside him 
looking equally concerned and confused. 
 

     Rosie and Max, both having just woken up from a nap of confusion 
themselves, couldn’t believe their eyes.  We’re they dreaming? How was it 
possible that six of their classmates were now standing in front of them in a 
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cave, after escaping nimbocumulous clouds, after their school and parking 
lot TOTALLY DISAPPEARED just below Meditation Hill? 
 

     Ian spoke first.  “All I know is that Natalie, Helen, Owen, Leonard and 
Frankie and I were just at my house.  You know my mom runs a daycare, 
right? Well, we were all so bored! This coronavirus, COVID-19 thing or 
whatever is making everyone crazy, so we decided to go to Meditation Hill. 
From there, I don’t know what happened. 
 

     “Yeah, Helen chimed in.  I mean we were all just doing what we were 
supposed to do.  Ian’s mom said we could go play on the school grounds 
for a few minutes and then Natalie asked to go to Meditation Hill.” 
 

“So now why are we at the cave that we found that one Saturday, Max? 
Ian mused. I mean, I feel like we are all stuck in a chapter of The Magic 
Treehouse!  Like seriously…that’s a fictional book and this is real life. If Ms. 
H. were here she would say the genre would most definitely be FICTION, 
and I’m not even sure it’s realistic fiction but somehow, here we are!  I 
mean, we don’t even need conversation cards to have a conversation 
about this!” 
 

  
     “Okay, let’s think about this,” Max said.  “Let’s all try to keep calm and 
think about everything we’ve learned this year.  Maybe we can all do some 
belly breathing together to just calm down a little. Remember the song, 
“Stop, name your feeling, calm down...seems like a good time to sing that 
one.  Who knows, we may not be back at school for a few weeks, so let’s 
figure out how we can at least get home tonight! That would be a good 
start.” 
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“Yes, let’s all stay calm,” Natalie persuaded.  Let’s use our ‘tools from our 
toolboxes’ to get us through this strange mess.”  
 

     “I love working together!  We’ve got this, guys. Together we can do 
anything.”  Owen expressed. Owen was one of the “smaller” kids in the 
classroom.  At least in stature. But in mind and soul, he loomed larger than 
life. He was always good at naturally infusing joy in the classroom and this 
situation was no different.  Let’s sing our calm down song together and 
figure out what we need to do.” So they all sang their song in a circle like 
they were used to doing in class. When the song was over, no one said 
anything for a long moment. 
 

     “Stop, name your feeling, calm down.  Three things.” Said Ian. Ms. H. 
says a lot of things about the number 3, not that I like to bring up math or 
anything but...you can’t go 3 days without water, 3 weeks without food, she 
likes the “magic 3” in writing and on and on it goes.  But, I’ll give you 3 
reasons I don’t want to be here and they all start with the coronavirus! 
Shouldn’t we be at home right now so we can stay safe?”  
 

 

      “Okay, the number three is odd, right?  One of the numbers doesn't 
have a buddy,” said Leonard.  “But, right now I think we better divide up 
and start searching the area.  Together there are eight of us. If we divide 
into groups of two people, how many groups will we have?”  Helen bit her 
lip, unsure.  
 

     “Why don’t we each stand by a partner and find out?”  Helen suggested. 
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Sounds good.  The twins stuck together while Owen and Leonard formed a 
team.  Next, Natalie and Ian formed a team, Helen was already standing 
next to Frankie and formed the final team.  “Four teams!, Helen beamed. 
Now what?” 
 

     “Now we divide up and start exploring,”  Frankie said. “Division isn’t just 
math you know.  We divide things up in real life all the time and not just on 
math papers.” 
 

     “Okay, well-what are we dividing up for, exactly?” Leonard stammered. 
 

     “Well, you know how the school just sort of “disappeared?” Frankie 
asked, using air quotes.  “I think we should all go exploring and see what 
else in our town has disappeared. If we break up, or divide into groups we 
will be able to cover more ground.  We’ll use the Columbia River as our 
guide. At least that’s still there.” Did you know the native Americans didn’t 
even call the Columbia River by that name? I was doing some research on 
the Bridge of the Gods and this area after the triangle club got busted up.  I 
read that the Native Americans in the region, the people who were here 
before the white man settled, called it N’Chi-Wana, the great river.”I wish 
we knew a great Native American warrior to help guide us through this 
crazy adventure right now.” 
 

     “What do you mean, Frankie?  Are you saying, besides getting thrown 
into a place that looks totally different from what we’re used to, you also 
want to go back to a totally different time as well?”  Asked Natalie. 
 

     “All I’m saying is it would be nice to learn history that way.  You know 
how crazy I am about history. If we could learn history from the actual 
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people who lived before, it would be great.  Just like Jack and Annie did. 
Anyway, since that’s never going to happen, let’s skedaddle on out of here, 
as Ms. H. says and see what we can find out.  
 

 

     “I really am thinking about Jack and Annie from The Magic Tree House 
a lot right now.  I mean this whole feeling is so strange. This is how they 
must have felt when they ended up in so many crazy different places.” Said 
Helen. 
 

     “Let’s all meet back here in one hour,”  Owen said. Thank goodness we 
all learned how to tell time just before the virus hit!  
 

     “But we’re not all wearing a watch,” Helen moaned. “Who is wearing a 
watch here, anyway?  Both Frankie and Ian raised their wrists in the air to 
show their watches.  “Okay, let’s synchronize our watches, Ian.” Frankie 
said.  
 

     “Synchronize?”  Asked Ian. “What does that mean?” 
 

     “Watches can lose time sometimes.  Let’s make sure we’re both 
showing the correct time.  I’ve got a quarter after 3, or 3:15 if that makes 
more sense.”  said Frankie. 
 

     “Okay, I had 3:17, so I set it back two minutes, Frankie.  Now we're 
synchronized.” Ian teased. 
 

     “True enough.”  Said Natalie. “Not everyone does have a watch.  The 
rest of us are just going to have to do the best we can.  Imagine that it’s 
lunch, recess and the first 20 minutes of specials.  That makes up an hour. 
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Try your best to imagine that and come back to the cave when you think 
that an hour has passed.” 
 

     “It’s not like we won’t all end up here eventually,” said Ian.  “If it’s a little 
over an hour or a little under, we’ll all still be waiting at the cave eventually. 
 

     “I’m a little nervous,” Rosie admitted finally after being quiet for quite 
some time.  
 

     “Why are you nervous?”  Max asked empathetically.  
 

     “I don’t know.  It’s just everything’s changed.  It kind of feels like a 
dream. I guess I’m just not sure what’s going on.” 
 

     “Don’t you remember you said that the first day we were out of school 
because of the dumb old virus?  At least now we’re out of the house and on 
an adventure. Come on, let’s go explore Cascade Locks along the 
Columbia River!” 
 
     Helen knew how Rosie was feeling.  She learned it in something called 
Second Step, the curriculum they had in school which was known as 
social-emotional learning, basically it helped show how to read people’s 
feelings by looking at their face and bodies to see how they were feeling. 
Helen’s feelings seemed to match Rosie’s right now. She went by her and 
put her arm around her and told her it would be okay. 
 

     “You know what we need right now before we head out in teams?  We 
need a song that brings us all together!” Owen exclaimed. 
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     “If you’re talking about the continent song, I’m in!”  Leonard exclaimed. 
 

     Before they knew it, all eight of them were leaving the cave singing: 
 
 

 
 

The world is split up into continents. 
There are seven in all. 
And if you get the gist,  

I’m going to make a list from biggest to small. 
 

They are: Asia, Africa, North and South America. 
Antarctica and Europe and finally Australia. 
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CHAPTER 4:  
BEFORE THE BRIDGE OF THE GODS 

 

 
 

 

     The day set before them had stepped down from a dark and stormy cast 
sky back to the brilliant blue with puffy white cumulus clouds that they loved 
so much.  It was almost startling after leaving the darkness of the inner 
cave. They all made it back to Meditation Hill and were about to run the line 
along the river when they heard, “Hey, we’re going this way, you need to go 
the other way to explore.”  
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     “Well, it seems we didn’t divide up very efficiently.  Did we?” Said Ian. I 
mean, if we are going to explore the main drag along the Columbia, er, 
um,I mean the N’chi-Wana, he giggled, there’s really only two ways to go: 
One group goes west and one goes east.” 
 

     “How do you know which way is east and which way is west.  Did you 
memorize a map or something?” Rosie bemused. 
 

     “No, I just know that the sun rises in the east and sets in the west.  Don’t 
you remember learning that in class?” 
 

     Not this again, thought Rosie.  “Okay, well if that’s the case I guess it’s 
time to do another math problem.  Let’s see...we have eight of us total and 
we want to divide up into two groups…” 
 

     “That’s two groups of four!”  Helen beamed proudly and rather quickly. 
 

     “Why are you always saying you’re not good at math, Helen?”  Natalie 
asked with a smile. “You were the first one to figure that out in like less than 
a second!”                Owen and Leonard just happened to already be 
standing next to Natalie and Ian. “Okay, this is our group then.”  Natalie 
said. And with that the new groups were made. “It makes more sense 
anyway because now we don’t have to guess at the time.  Both groups 
have someone with a watch. Let’s all plan to meet back at the cave at 4:15. 
Let’s try to cover all the ground we can. Maybe the school and parking lot 
aren’t the only thing to have disappeared around here.” 
 

     And with that the two groups of four took off to explore their town, which 
they thought they knew so well.  Rosie, Max, Frank and Helen began 
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heading West but they did not head down the main road through town like 
they thought they would.  There was no road! It was all hills and grasses 
and void of any stores or buildings of any kind. It was their town but it 
wasn’t. “What is happening?  Where exactly did the road go? Where is 
East Wind Ice Cream? Where is the Shell station? Where is ANYTHING?” 
Rosie said. But as she looked at the blank faces around her, she knew she 
wasn’t going to get an answer from them. 
 

     The four of them stopped right about where they thought the ice cream 
shop should have been but wasn’t.  “Not only are there no buildings or 
shops, look out everyone. There’s no bridge! Where is the Bridge of the 
Gods?  It’s too big to have just disappeared into thin air. What’s 
happening?” 
 

     “Maybe I am getting my wish after all, said Frankie underneath his 
breath.  I mean about travelling back in time that is. This seems to be just 
empty space.  I mean I don’t see anything at all. Nothing. Not even people 
who lived a long time ago.” 
 

     “Let’s keep walking, Helen said.  Frankie, how much time has passed?” 
 
          “Ten minutes.”  
 

    “Exactly.  We have 50 more minutes so let’s just keep going so we have 
hopefully something to report back to the other kids.” 
 

     “Really?  Max asked.  “Really, you knew that was 50 more minutes that 
fast?  No one wants to hear you saying you’re no good at math anymore!” 
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     “Okay,”  Helen giggled as they kept walking towards the area where the 
bridge should have been.   And as they walked parallel to a railroad track 
that was no longer there, beneath the blue sky no longer scattered with 
airplanes they took in the silence around them.  “It’s almost eerie.” Helen 
said as they continued along. 
 

     “Let’s say for a minute that we did travel back in time.  I mean it’s a 
pretty good guess since nothing’s been built yet.  Max said. What time do 
you think we went back to? Is it the time with the Native American Indians 
and the settlers that travelled along the Oregon trail?  I mean do you think 
it’s possible that Lewis and Clark might start floating down the river past us, 
with Sacajawea guiding them forward? Max wondered about this out loud 
but in his mind, he was making it into a story he’d like to know more 
about... 
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     “Good questions, Max.”  Said Frankie who had been walking beside his 
friends quietly trying to remember facts and do some fast math in his head 
before speaking.  I’m trying to think about everything we’ve learned this 
year. Like for example, do you guys remember that Ms. Allen had 
something about Oregon’s birthday hanging up on her door recently?  Does 
anyone remember any facts about that?” 
     “I remember it matched up with a holiday.  Now let’s see, was it St. 
Patrick’s Day or Valentine's Day?  Helen mused. 
 

     “It was Valentine’s Day but who remembers what year it was?”  Frankie 
asked. 
 

     “I don’t know.  How is that going to help us?”  asked Max. 
 

     “I’m just trying to put together some facts about possible time frames. 
Maybe we’re all the way back in time where there’s only dinosaurs walking 
the earth.  Dominic would love that!” Frankie said. 
 

     “Yes, but Dominic is not here.  Nor are the rest of the kids from our 
class.   And truthfully, I don’t think they’re going to believe us when we tell 
them about this even if we really did see a dinosaur or Lewis and Clark or a 
whole village of Native Americans!”  Said Rosie. “I’m here and I don’t 
believe it myself.” 
 

     As the kids continued walking along the grassy fields to the direction of 
the bridge they began to make out a strange sight in the distance.  Little 
rings of smoke were dancing around in the air. First they saw it and then 
they smelled it. As they came closer they saw that it was indeed a village, a 
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village full of noise and smells that were unfamiliar to them and teepees 
that ran in lines parallel to the river. 
 

 
 

     The childrens’ eyes were as wide as saucers when they gathered close 
enough to see the bustling of the native American village that they had 
stumbled upon but far enough to stay out of any perceived danger.  Could 
this be possible? Did they really time travel back in time to the time before 
the white settlers settled in the area? All four children sat quietly in a line 
pondering this until Frankie felt a tapping on his shoulder from someone 
behind him.  He looked from side to side to see his three friends, afraid to 

turn around.  
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CHAPTER 5:  A GHOSTLY WHITE FOREST 
 

 
 
 

     Ian, Owen, Natalie and Leonard worked their way down the river 
heading east and staying near the shoreline.  “It looks so different,”  said 
Leonard, noticing that the thoughts that so easily came to his head-but not 
as easily out his mouth- had slipped out like butter since “arriving” in his 
new world.  This pleased him very much since he had a lot of incredible 
thoughts and ideas in his head and it seemed they would simply skip the 
“detour” from now on. 
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     “Yes, said Owen.  Did anybody else notice all these weird tree stumps? 
They’re everywhere!  These were never here before!  I’ve walked down 
here so many times with my family and they’ve never been here.  I 
definitely would have noticed them.  What could be happening?” He 
thought maybe it was a clue to the new world they found themselves in. 
 
     The four of them were walking slowly down the line of the river musing 
at Owen’s words when it seemed Natalie had an “aha” moment right in 
front of their eyes.  “I know what’s going on here,”  Natalie blurted as 
though the thoughts were dropping straight from her head with no 
contemplation time at all.  I was doing some research after the triangle club 
folded and I read about these.” 
 
     “WHAT?!”  The other three chimed in unison.  “You actually read about 
the tree stumps we’re seeing right now?” Owen was clearly astonished and 
couldn’t wait to hear Natalie’s response.  Nor could the other three… 
 
     “Well, I, I mean I think I, well…”  stammered Natalie, now clearly having 
less confidence when speaking out loud.  “I know what I want to say,” 
Natalie said.  “It’s just that it doesn’t make sense.” 
 
     “Why don’t you let us be the judge of that, Natalie,”  Ian convinced.  
 
     “Well, when I was doing research about The Bridge of the Gods other 
historical tidbits came up as well.  One of them was these tree stumps. 
There was a terribly eerie illustration right next to the text and these stumps 
look just like the photos!  They called it “...a ghostly white forest of drown 
tree stumps…” Natalie told her friends using air quotes as she knew she 
was quoting exactly from the text, even if it was in her mind.  She saw it 
clearly, both the illustration and the text and it sent a chill right down her 
spine.  It mentioned that the tree stumps were what was left after a lake 
formed from a landslide that was triggered by an earthquake.”  Natalie said 
as though she were calling up the computer screen directly in her mind. 
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     “WHAT?!”  Slow down, Natalie.  Leonard said.  What are you talking 
about anyway?  When did all of this supposedly happen?” 
 
“I don’t know how to tell you this but even the famous explorers Lewis and 
Clark wrote about these tree stumps in their journals.  And that was all the 
way back in the year 1805!” 
 
     “Incredible!”  Leonard screamed with a start.  “In five more years, that 
would be exactly two hundred years ago.”  The three of them were looking 
around starry-eyed thinking about what all of it could possibly mean when 
Ian blurted out: 
 
     “And that’s exactly why it’s not possible.”  Ian assured his friends 
continuing down the path to continue the mission hoping his friends would 
quickly come to their senses and join him. He continued walking trying to 
resist the urge to turn his head around to see if, in fact, they were doing just 
that.  A moment later, when he finally did turn around, he was happy to see 
that his friends had, at least for the moment, come to their senses and were 
following a few yards behind. 
 
     Up ahead, Ian noticed one of the tree stumps, which seemed much 
larger than all the rest, lying on the ground.  Wondering what happened, 
Ian began a brisk pace and finally a bit of a run to get to it and check it out. 
When he got there he couldn’t believe his eyes.  “Quick, come here!”  He 
screamed out to his friends who were now running themselves to see what 
it was Ian had discovered. 
 
    “It’s a canoe!”  Owen exclaimed wide-eyed while the others looked on, 
jaws open and wide-eyed themselves.  
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     “But it doesn’t look like a modern-day canoe.”  Natalie said.  “It looks like 
an old growth tree, like a giant douglas fir that has been hollowed out and 
made into a canoe.  They don’t sell these at boat shops!  Who could have 
possibly made such a canoe?”  
 
     They all turned their heads at the very same moment wondering if Mr. 
Green, the 4th-5th grade teacher, would pop up behind one of the tree 
stumps.  You see, Mr. Green was constantly making his own boats and this 
looked like it was just his style.  But, as much as they wished for it, Mr. 
Green was nowhere in sight.  No one was. 
 
     They stood staring at the canoe for an unknown period of time before 
Leonard asked, “What’s that smell?” 
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     The other children knew exactly why Leonard asked it but they also 
didn’t know what it was.  “It smells like smoke.”  Owen finally offered. 
 
     “Yes, but a kind of cedary-pine kind of a smoke like maybe the forest is 
burning!”  Ian said.  It kind of smells like when we had the Eagle Creek Fire 
a couple of years ago.”  
 
     “Scary”  they all chimed in together. 
 
    “You know what else it smells like?  It smells like someone is having a 
barbeque.”  Owen added.  “I smell meat of some kind.” 
 
     In a matter of seconds the sweet smell of cedar and barbequed meat 
intertwined and filled their senses making them realize it had been awhile 
since they last ate anything.  “But where’s it coming from?”  Leonard 
mused. 
 
     The children turned their eyes from the canoe to Thunder Island, a small 
island in the N’Chi-Wana right in front of them.  And to their surprise, they 
saw that is where the source of the smoke and most likely tantalizing meat 
smells were coming from.  Natalie put her hand on her forehead and 
squinted her eyes in an attempt to see off in the distance.  “Are those white 
tents I see set up in the distance?”  It was hard to make out anything clearly 
from so far away and with so much smoke overhead but it certainly looked 
that way. 
 
     “Maybe people are camping out at Thunder Island right now.”  Leonard 
surmised. 
  
     “I think I know what’s happening!”  Ian interjected.  “It’s a wedding.  My 
mother married my step dad out on Thunder Island a few years back.  This 
is an exact copy of what she did.  She thought it would be really “romantic” 
Ian giggled, to have everybody take a canoe out even though the island is 
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accessible from a footbridge.  She also had white tents and a barbeque 
after the wedding!  This is a total copycat that somebody is doing right 
now,” Ian said as he marched toward the canoe and started pushing it with 
all his might into the cold late-March river.  “I guess the good news is we 
didn’t make it back in time to almost 200 years ago like Natalie thought.” 
Ian muttered 
 
     “And exactly why do you think that?”  Natalie mused with one eyebrow 
raised. 
 
     “Because my mother told me when she was getting ready for her 
wedding on the island that the island was carved out of the mainland, way 
back in the 1890s.  They did that when they built the locks and canal.  So if 
the tree stumps date back to Lewis and Clark’s journal notes in 1805, how 
come they’re still here?” 
 
     “Maybe because nothing has removed them so far.  Maybe because not 
enough time has passed for erosion to remove them and there are no 
humans that have removed them.  Have you ever considered that?” Natalie 
retorted back clearly losing patience but more because of the difficult 
conundrum they found themselves in more than anything that Ian said or 
did. 
 
     “What in the world are you doing, Ian?”  Demanded Natalie.  
 
     “I am rowing out to get answers.  I hope you guys come with me.”  Ian 
retorted as he jumped in when the canoe was far enough in the water to 
float away. 
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CHAPTER 6:  A WEIRD PURPLE 
 

 
 
 
 
     Adelle, Carmen, Judy and Joy were having a marvelous time sitting on a 
patch of sunshine in the grass just outside of the Cascade Locks Historical 
Museum.  Their tummies full of nachos they had all just shared at the 
neighborhood bistro, Thunder Island Brewery. Adelle’s step mom works at 
the museum next door and she had to do some work so she let Adelle and 
her friends come along.  Adelle knew that it would be a while before she 
would get lucky enough to have such a fun play date again for awhile 
because of the dumb virus.  
 
     Her dad and stepmom told her this much.  They told her she could have 
one last sleepover with three of her classmates before the world-it seemed- 
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would have to go into quarantine so nobody would catch it and get sick. 
So, she picked three of her besties and off they went to spend the day 
together.  They had to come with Adele’s step mom, who was “seeing to 
some last minute details before closing up” the museum-for the quarantine 
of course.  The girls spent a bit of time wondering around the museum 
while her mom was busy doing her own thing. 
 
     It wasn’t like your typical museum with painted pictures of fancy ladies 
or bowls of fruit.  It was more like an old photography museum with old 
photographs of the original lock and canal when it was being built in 
Cascade Locks.  There was a lot to read about the area in the museum. 
The museum itself was one of three original locktender’s houses it said. 
Carmen loves reading out loud so she and the girls went from station to 
station reading about the history and looking over various artifacts.  “I can’t 
imagine what it all used to look like here way back then,” Judy said with her 
heart-warming smile she always had.  
 
Joy, with her soft-spoken voice that was barely audible chimed in with, 
“Yeah, I bet it was magical before all the buildings and everything were 
built.”  All the girls were watching and listening with great intent when 
suddenly Carmen just stopped reading and announced, “Let’s go outside! 
We can wait for your mom to finish up out there.  I mean it’s sunny and 
we’re all together.  How much longer are we going to have to wait for that 
to happen again?” 
 
  So that is what brought them all together on that lovely, sunny patch of 
grass.  Ahhh...fair weather clouds and blue sky Carmen thought as she laid 
back in the grass and closed her eyes for just a minute.  The rest of the 
girls were sitting criss-cross applesauce talking about all the crazy changes 
that were happening in the world around them.  “This is really very scary.” 
Said Judy.  “I’m really scared something bad might happen.  
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   “I wish it never happened at all.”  Joy agreed.  And with that Carmen’s 
head bounced right back up and she put her finger in the air, which could 
only mean one thing:  Carmen had an idea.  
 
     “What is it,”  Adelle asked, knowing something was just about to burst 
out of her mouth in the form of a new game, or idea that nobody had 
thought of yet.  Adelle waited for these moments because Carmen never 
seemed to run low on new ideas.   Adelle had just moved to Cascade 
Locks a couple months ago but already she had met her BFF.  Together, 
they were going to move to Paris and Hawaii.  They weren’t sure which one 
they would move to first or what they were going to do when they got there 
but one step at a time. 
 
     “Let’s take our mind off our trouble and play a game where we sit in a 
circle and close our eyes.” 
 
     “I knew it!”  Adelle said.  Carmen always has the best ideas! 
 
     “How do you play?”  Judy and Joy sang together, almost in choir.  
 
     “Well, you close your eyes and think of your spirit place.  Remember 
that time we did it in class?  We all had our eyes closed and thought about 
a place that we loved so much that our spirits seemed to be happy just to 
think about it?  Carmen remembered because she and Ms. Hanson both 
chose Hawaii and then Ms. Hanson started doing a ridiculous hula dance 
and asked her to join in.  
 
     “Okay, let’s play!  Said Adelle.  I bet I know what everybody’s going to 
say but let’s do it anyway.  It will take our mind off of things and we can all 
find our happy place right now.  We can go around the circle and announce 
our place one by one.” 
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     “And no cheating!”  Carmen demanded.  “Everyone must have their 
eyes closed really tight for it to work.  Think hard.  You can change your 
mind from what you said in class last week if you want to.  Just make sure 
it’s your place.  Adelle, why don’t you go first, then Judy, Joy and myself.” 
 
     Adelle, being the good friend that she was, squished her eyes tightly as 
she could and sat and thought for a moment.  She was actually torn 
between Paris and Hawaii but she was remembering that Carmen chose 
Hawaii in class so maybe she should too.  All the while she was doing this, 
with her eyes scrunched tight, she looked up to the sky before she made 
her choice but instead of screaming Hawaii, she yelled out “purple,” 
surprising even herself.  
 
     Hearing Adelle’s surprising choice, Judy was startled because first of all 
purple was certainly not a place, but also because she heard herself 
screaming it too.  Next was Joy and finally Carmen herself, all screaming 
purple before opening their eyes. 
 
     “Wha...what just happened?”  Judy exclaimed looking around at the land 
around them and making mention of the fact that the historical museum 
and Thunder Island Brewing had just sort of “disappeared” right in front of 
their eyes that were now all wide open. 
 
     “I don’t know.”  Adelle said as though she was in complete shock.  “That 
was the museum, right guys?”  She continued.  We were just sitting right by 
it playing the spirit place game, right?”  She questioned while turning 
around in disbelief.  The other girls were doing the same thing and nobody 
had an answer for what could possibly be happening right now. 
 
     “Maybe we all just sort of fell asleep on the grass after lunch and one or 
all of us are having this weird dream.”  Joy offered. 
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     “Maybe and maybe not.”  Carmen retorted.  “What’s going on over 
there?  Maybe they will be able to answer us or at least tell us why the 
buildings have suddenly disappeared.  
 
     “Or maybe they will be characters in our dream,” Judy squealed as she 
ran behind the others. 
 
     It didn’t take long to reach the group of children and it took even less 
time to realize it was a small group of their fellow classmates.  They were 
all standing around an incredibly long homemade looking canoe.  Ian was 
already in the thing and trying to convince the rest to jump in too! 
 
     Natalie turned around with a surprised look on her face when she heard 
and saw the girls appear.  “What in the world?  How did you guys get 
here?”  She asked. 
 
      “We could ask you the same question.”  Carmen responded.  “But I 
think all of us are too shocked to know what to ask.  We were just sitting by 
The Historical Museum waiting for Adelle’s mom when POOF!  Everything 
just sort of vanished from sight.” 
 
     “Did you girls have your eyes closed?  Were you looking up towards the 
sun and then you saw a weird color of purple like you’ve never seen 
before?  Owen inquired. 
 
     “Well, yeah, I guess.  But how did you know?”  said Joy. 
 
     “It’s a long story.  One we don’t have time to tell right now,”  said 
Leanord.  Ian, what time is it exactly?  We have to meet the other group of 
classmates at 4:15.” 
 
     “The other classmates?  What other classmates?”  Adelle demanded. 
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     “Leonard’s right.  It’s a story that’s too long to tell right now.  Luckily, this 
canoe will fit eight people and that’s exactly what we’ve got now.  Jump in 
everybody.  We’ll catch you up on the canoe ride over.”  Ian said with a 
stern expression and a mission in mind. 
 
     “But what about meeting them in an hour?  We’re supposed to be back 
at the cave at 4:15.”  Leonard reminded them. 
 
     “It’s not going to happen, Leonard.  It’s 4:30 now.  Like we all said, we’ll 
wait for each other even if we’re late.  This is more important.  There’s 
answers out on that island and I’m going to find them.” 
 
     And off they rowed to Thunder Island. 
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CHAPTER 7:  THE BIKE DERBY 
 

 
 

     MOM!  Eliot screamed from his bedroom.  When is the bike-to-school 
supposed to happen?  
 
     “In case you forgot, we are all out of school right now because of the 
coronavirus.  Why are you asking me about that right now? 
 
     “Well, because I want to get my bike in shape for when we return to 
school.  And since you said no more playdates, I’m going to go riding my 
bike after I get it ready.  Can I invite some kids from class to ride with me? 
I mean we’re all on our bikes so we’re practicing “social distancing” after all. 
We could have a big bike derby before we all get stuck in the house for a 
while.” 
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     Elliot’s mom studied his face for a minute and then, against her better 
judgement, agreed to it because she thought it would be good for not just 
Elliot, but the whole class really to get together for some fun before more 
quarantine restrictions were set, which she felt most inevitably would. 
“Okay she said.  You go “get your bike in shape”  and I’ll see if I can’t make 
a few calls-22 to be exact, she said as she walked towards her cellphone 
on the counter. 
 
     “Good thing you’re in the PTO, Mom.  You probably have all their 
numbers.  Thanks,” he screamed while running to the garage to dust off his 
bike. 
 
     While Eliot spent the better part of an hour washing off his bike that had 
been building cobwebs all winter and looking around for the horn he 
wanted to attach that he got last year at bike-to-school-week, his mother 
set about making calls to all the parents.  
 
     “Okay, Eliot’s mother screamed from the kitchen.  I’ve made all the calls 
and fixed your lunch.  Come in and eat before you go.  Everyone’s planning 
to meet up at the fire department. You’ve got a half hour so come in as 
soon as you’re done.” 
  
      “Thanks, mom!  Eliot shouted from the garage.  “I’m almost done.  I just 
found my horn! 
 
      Eliot sat eating his tuna sandwich while his mother organized the 
cupboards.  “At least this whole virus situation will give people a chance to 
organize things they haven’t had time for in a while.”  She said this while 
climbing onto the counter picking through cans and jars and other things 
that Eliot wasn’t really interested in. 
 
     “Who’s all coming?  Can everyone make it-the whole class?”  Eliot said 
as he gulped a big sip of grape juice.  
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     “Not everyone.  But it seemed like it was almost half.  The list is over 
there on the counter, behind the jumbo jar of peanut butter.” 
 
     “Alright then, I’m off.  He said this while grabbing the list and shoving it 
in his back pocket.  Thanks Mom!  See you later!”  He beamed as he flew 
out the door. 
 
     By the time Elliot arrived at the Fire department, almost all the kids were 
already there.  Bridgette’s dad was the fire chief and they were all 
congregating around him and the big, red fire engine next to him.  He was 
standing up by the pump panel giving everyone a tutorial until the last few 
classmates straggled in. 
 
    “ Wow!  I can’t believe there’s only nine of us,” Eliot said while looking 
over the list his mom wrote that he stuck in his back pocket.  “I hope 
everyone is okay.  I can’t imagine why everyone couldn’t make it but at 
least we have a good group.  Let’s talk about what we’re going to do before 
we get started.  Everyone stay on your bike so we can keep our distance. 
Let’s form a circle over in the parking lot and talk about the bike derby.” 
 
     “My mom said that your mom told her that we were going to practice the 
bike safety tips we learned last year.”  Sam said.  “Is that what we’re doing? 
I remember this one, Sam made his left arm into a 90 degree angle.  This 
tells people I want to make a right turn.  And this one shows I want to turn 
right,” Sam said as he held his right arm out straight parallel to his 
shoulder. Everybody followed suit while Sam made the arm symbols as 
they all mumbled about different tips they remember learning from last 
year. 
 
     “Yeah, I remember learning all that.  But it’s a good thing we’re going 
over it again.  Some of our classmates weren’t here last year, like Bridgette 
and Jerry,” Josie said.  Both kids assured Josie that they had bike safety 
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week at their school too but they all agreed they were glad to be together to 
be going over it again. 
 
     “So why don’t we start riding and putting what we learned into action?” 
Margo insisted as she started walking her bike out of the learning circle. 
 
    “Hold up,” Bridgette’s dad stepped forward saying. “No one’s going 
anywhere right now!  At least not without a proper helmet, he said, handing 
two of the students without helmets brand new ones that the station had 
tucked away.  The two students beamed as he handed them the helmets. 
“Safety rule # 1:  ALWAYS WEAR A HELMET!” Bridgette’s dad reassured.  
 
     The kids started thinking of Second Step and the eight never never rules 
they had learned.  Never, never play with fire, never, never pet a dog 
without the owner’s permission and never, never go on wheels without a 
helmet… 
 
     “Okay, okay…” Margot further insisted, “We should start the bike derby 
now.  I think we’ve all got the rules down.  Let’s start riding our bikes. 
Where are we going anyway?” 
 
     “I thought we could ride to the bridge, single file and practice our 
moves.”  Elliot said. 
 
     “Yeah, let’s do it!”  The kids screamed in unison as they began to wheel 
their bikes in a neat line with Elliot at the helm.  “We’ll make it to the bridge 
and then we can talk about how we all did.  There’s not much traffic with 
the quarantine but still, be careful everybody.  Helmets on tight?”  He asked 
while turning his head behind him.  And with a nod from everyone down the 
line, they were off. Almost.  
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     “Lyla!  What are you doing here?”  Bridgette and Josie screamed!  “Hey, 
I might have started up online school recently, but I’m still a part of the 
gang, aren’t I?  Lyla said, biting her lip. 
 
     “YES!”  They all screamed, happier than they’d been in days to see their 
old classmate once again. 
 
     It was such a beautiful day for early spring, blue skies stocked with puffy 
white clouds and sunshine and high 50’s.  They couldn’t have asked for 
better.  The ten of them started their trek towards Bridge of the Gods.  Eliot 
steered them towards the little park that was located just before the toll 
booth so they could rest and talk about how they thought it went. 
 
     When they arrived at the park, they all stood standing, bikes erect, in a 
circle underneath the massive tree standing in the middle of the small park. 
Abbey was standing directly beneath it looking up to the blue sky when a 
single maple leaf drifted in circles while spiraling down and landing right by 
her foot.  “Cool, a maple leaf.”  Abby cried out while picking it up. 
 
     “How do you know it’s a maple leaf?’  Jerry asked inquisitively. 
 
     “I remember the shape of the leaf.  My aunt lives in Vermont and they 
have a lot of maple trees there so she always sends us a bottle of maple 
syrup each Christmas.  The bottle it comes in is shaped just like this!” 
Abby said while holding up her treasure for all to see. 
 
     “Remember when Mystery Science Doug taught us about tapping the 
maple trees for syrup?”  Sam asked his friends while looking around at the 
circle of cyclists from his class. 
 
     “Yeah,” said Bridgette.  “That seems like forever ago.  “I didn’t think I’d 
say it, but I’m ready to go back to school.  I’m already bored!  This stupid 
virus has got me cranky!” 
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     “Well, at least we had one last play date together before we get totally 
quarantined!  Eliot reminded. “And I think we all did a pretty good job 
remembering the safety rules getting here.” 
 
     “Yeah, that’s true,” Bridgette decided as did the others, she could tell by 
the slight nod of their sullen heads as they all looked at each other 
wondering what was next. 
 
     “Hey, why is everyone so down in the dumps?”  Josie asked, not 
believing she just used one of Ms. H’s idioms.  Let’s do a quick one minute 
meditation like we would if we were at school. “Obviously, I’ll be Ms. H. 
since I just used one of her idioms.”  She stated matter-of-factly.  
 
     “Hey, that’s a great idea.”  Abby agreed.  All we have to do is drop our 
bikes and get in a big circle.  But not too close together.  Social distancing 
you know.” 
 
     Soon the kids found spots in the sunshine to relax and enjoy their sunny 
day and not worry about all the talk of COVID-19, Coronavirus and 
pandemics.  Yes, three words they had all never heard before and even 
though it’s nice to have a list of three things separated by commas in a 
sentence, they sure weren’t the “magic three” that they could see Ms. H. 
getting excited about.  More like the dreaded three! 
 
     “Okay then,”  Josie said, finding her teacher-voice.  “Everybody sit still, 
criss cross applesauce and no talking!  There’s probably not going to be as 
many human sounds so we’re going to have to listen to the sounds of 
nature more carefully.  It’s such a beautiful day and we have the sun for our 
kaleidoscope colors too.  Ready everyone?  I don’t have a watch so I’ll 
have to count out the seconds in my mind.  Does anyone remember how 
many seconds are in a minute?  Josie asked. 
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     “Sixty!”  Abby cried out before closing her eyes. 
 
     “Good job,” Josie told her as she started the countdown to a very weird 
purple that would take them all to an altogether different time.  
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CHAPTER 8: MORE QUESTIONS THAN ANSWERS 
 

 
     Frankie was literally frozen in place.  Beside him were some of his 
favorite compadres:  Rosie, Max, and Helen.  He trusted them and was 
glad he was with them and not on this adventure alone.  However, in front 
of him, exciting as it was-was a scene that was also quite terrifying- 
because it did prove that they had indeed travelled through time and what 
could that mean to them?  Looking out in the distance in front of them, they 
all stared in disbelief at the Native American village.  White teepees lined 
the banks of the N’Chi-Wana, the great river, the kids knew only as The 
Columbia River until today. 
 
     Great Native American Indians, strong and robust, stood along the 
water’s edge with long poles while children ran in play and women sat 
around a fire, looking down towards something they seemed to be making 
in their laps but the children were not close enough to see what it was.  
 
     Frankie was absolutely mesmerized with what he was witnessing as 
were his three friends beside him but, if they were beside him- and the 
Native Americans were in front of him- who exactly was behind him?  This 
is what froze Frankie in place:  absolute fear of the unknown.  Again, he 
was poked, quite hard, on the shoulder.  Frankie would have to turn to find 
out. 
 
     With a slow turn of his head, which also shook his friends out of their 
trance with a turn of their heads, the children turned together to find half of 
their class directly behind them with eyes wide-as-saucers.   “What is 
happening here?”  Sam whispered.  “Where are we exactly and why are 
you guys here looking at a Native American Indian village?” 
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     The other children all whispered their own questions at the same time 
until nobody could hear anybody’s question at all.  Frankie looked at his 
three original travel mates and with a toss of his head indicated that they 
should all gather together underneath the closest tree for a much needed 
discussion that was a bit further away and a bit more organized than what 
was currently happening. 
 
     Shortly, the fourteen of them gathered in a small circle.  Sam reiterated 
his question about why they were here and what exactly was happening. 
The students looked stunned and confused and Frankie knew he didn’t 
have the answers they were looking for but he also knew he had to say 
something.  After all, they did have a few more hours to digest this new 
world they found themselves in before the rest of the class arrived. 
 
     Still not knowing that Adelle, Carmen, Joy and Judy had “arrived” in their 
new time frame, he told his friends that Ian, Natalie, Leonard and Owen 
were also here.  He told them about how they divided up from the cave and 
that’s when Rosie remembered.  “The cave!  She blurted in the middle of 
Frankie’s story.  “We told the others we would meet them back at the cave 
at 4:15!  What time is it, Frankie?” 
 
      The four of them were hoisted back in their thoughts about the original 
plan they made and felt worried that they had completely forgot to check 
the time at all.  Was it like lunch, recess and 20 minutes of specials, like 
Natalie asked them to imagine?  It was hard to tell in the current situation 
they found themselves in.  Time, after all, was doing some pretty funny 
things.  “Five O’Clock, almost on the dot,” Frankie replied.  “It seems we 
are late.” 
 
      “Well, we can’t leave now!”  Max offered.  “They’ll just have to wait for 
us like we all talked about.  It’s more important that we stay here with the 
Native Americans and ask them for help.  Maybe they’ll know how we 
ended up here.” 
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     The group of ten that had pretty much just entered the scene sat 
listening and watching with their jaws dropped.  The four of them were 
acting like it wasn’t any major shock that they were all of a sudden thrown 
back in time, Lyla thought.  “So, is anyone going to explain to the rest of us 
exactly how we ended up here? She demanded, clearly upset and 
confused as the four of them had been when they too, first arrived. 
 
     So they sat in the circle asking and doing their best to answer questions 
together about what everybody was doing before they ended up here 
together, underneath this tree, back in time looking out a Native American 
tribe-which one was it anyway?  And how long ago was it? 
 
     “Well, I think we’ve done our best to answer each other’s questions.” 
Rosie finally ended the conversation.  “We know we were all taken here in 
the end through the weird purple color in the kaleidoscope but why?  What 
are we doing here and how do we get back?” 
 
     “Yeah, it feels like there’s more questions than answers right now.” 
Dominic said, his head turning downwards.  “What can we possibly do?” 
 
     “The only way to get more answers than questions is to go ask them.” 
Frankie said.  “And right there is the only place I can see that might have 
them,” he said while pointing towards the village. 
 
     The children all took a big gulp in unison and followed Frankie down the 
path to find more answers than they had questions. 
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CHAPTER 9:THE FIRST SALMON CELEBRATION 
 

 
 
 

     The children walked down to the village in a single file.  Smoke was 
billowing from various fires and the Native Americans were all gathering 
together and coming toward them as if in a procession to greet them.  They 
did not seem surprised at their arrival at all.  In fact, it was if they had been 
awaiting them.  The children were surprised by this but it also felt a 
welcoming and calming feeling and they were glad that these people were 
there to meet them. 
 
     The Native American chief, it seemed, with his fancy headdress, more 
ornate than the others, spoke first.  “Welcome, children of the future.  We 
have been expecting you for many moons.  We, the Nez Perce, Umatilla, 
Warm Springs and Yakama tribes have all gathered together along the 
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shores of the great N’Chi-Wana to celebrate The First Salmon Ceremony. 
It is a ceremony in which we thank the great teacher, the salmon, who 
teaches us how to be in harmony-or balance, with our seasons and our 
world.  Your presence here today tells me that this is not so where you are 
in your lives today.  This tells me the invisible virus has come upon the land 
and you are here to get answers to your many questions.  Please, sit.  Sit 
around these campfires so that we may feed your body as well as your 
minds for both are important to feed.” 
 
     The children looked around in disbelief at what they were hearing as 
well as seeing.  They were not frightened in any way but they were in a 
great state of shock.  None of this made sense to them, but then again not 
a lot was making sense to them “back home” right now either.  
 
     Josie was the first to step forward and grab a plate from one of the 
women of the tribes.  She was beautiful with her long dark braids and her 
beautiful sundrenched skin.  But most of all she was kind.  Josie could see 
this in her eyes and the way she made the children feel at home.  She told 
them that this was a special occasion not unlike their Thanksgiving at 
home.  They were thankful for the salmon flesh that gives them sustenance 
and for the creation story that had been passed down generation to 
generation that tells of how the salmon would come up river to die each 
year so that they may sustain life in humans.  
 
     “Many salmon celebrations hold many different ways to celebrate but 
first, the salmon are always thanked.  After that, there is much song, 
drumming and dancing after.  But first, we always start with thanks.”  She 
said as she watched the children with their full plates sitting in a large circle 
around one of the fires. 
 
     Their plates were full of the bounty of the salmon season but also with 
roots and berries mashed in different ways that tasted like nothing they had 
ever tried before.  The kids were again mesmerized as they sat eating  
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thankfully and listening to the drumming and the songs of thanks from the 
people whose home they shared, albeit many years apart. 
 
     The music abruptly stopped and an Indian chief by the name of Cayuse 
came and spoke to the people saying the following: 
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     And then the young Chief Cayuse looked around at the faces of his 
fellow tribesmen and his new young guests.  “The Great Spirit is saddened 
that so many have chosen to ignore these words neither taking care or the 
ground or each other well enough to live on in their usual ways.  Because 
of this, change is now being forced upon your people, as it was forced upon 
us when white settlers first came upon our land with their diseases and 
religions and different ways of living.  Still, we knew this day would arrive 
and we have waited for your return.”  
 
     The children were all so tuned in to what the great chief was saying, 
they almost forgot where they were for a moment.  They sat cross-legged 
listening to his words, trying to decipher exactly what they might mean.  It 
seems they must have all been thinking the same thought because at once, 
at least half of them all tried to speak at once. 
 
     “Enough!  Chief Cayuse said, holding up a hand to indicate stopping. 
He looked around at their curious faces, seeing something so good in each 
one of them, so pure and full of hope.  There is no doubt that you have your 
questions.  We were expecting that.  But first, where is One-Who-Listens? 
Where is he in your group; I do not see him.” 
 
     “One who listens?”  Eliot asked.  Who is that?  He asked the great chief. 
 
     “We have been told about your return for many years, all of you.  Our 
ancestors have passed down the stories so we feel we know all of you in 
some way.  But we know him very well.  He has been listening carefully 
and we have appreciated it.  But I do not know that he is here.  How could 
this be?” 
 
     “I still don’t think we understand who you’re looking for.” Said Bridgette. 
“Is it someone from our class that listens very well?”  
 

52 



     “Ah, yes.  This must be so.”  The chief agreed while rubbing his chin. 
Who do you think listens very carefully in your classroom back home?” 
 
     “Marcos,” three of the children screamed at the same time. “He must 
mean Marocos.”  Rosie said. 
 
     “But Marcos doesn’t speak.  Don’t you mean One-who-doesn’t-speak 
instead of One-who-listens? 
 
     “No, child.  I mean one-who-listens.  It is not that he doesn’t speak.  It is 
that he hasn’t spoken yet.  The children were reminded of the growth 
mindset lessons that they had been taught.  (Always add yet to the end of a 
sentence) He has waited and listened.  Now is the time.  The fact that he 
isn’t here among you tells me he is already gathered with the others at 
Thunder Island.  We must go now, before the sun has set and finish our 
stories there before we send you off.” 
 
     “Send us off?”  Max said.  “Where are we off too?” 
     “Yes and what does Marcus have to do with all of this?”  Abby broke in. 
     “And how will we get to Thunder Island from here?  Margot inquired. 
 
     “Soon  you will have more answers than you have questions.  Isn’t this 
what you wished for?”  
 
     The children nodded their heads looking up at the great chief. 
 
     “Come then, the canoes are waiting.  And so are your friends.  On 
Thunder Island.” 
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