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			Dear Reader,

			Did you know there’s a Magic Tree House® book for every kid? From those just starting to read chapter books to more experienced readers, Magic Tree House® has something for everyone, including science, sports, geography, wildlife, history…and always a bit of mystery and magic!
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				Happy reading!
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				Here’s what kids and grown-ups have to say about the Magic Tree House® books:

			

			
				“Oh, man…the Magic Tree House series is really exciting!” —Christina

				“I like the Magic Tree House series. I stay up all night reading them. Even on school nights!” —Peter

				“Jack and Annie have opened a door to a world of literacy that I know will continue throughout the lives of my students.” —Deborah H.

				“As a librarian, I have seen many happy young readers coming into the library to check out the next Magic Tree House book in the series.” —Lynne H.
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				#1: Dinosaurs Before Dark

				#2: The Knight at Dawn

				#3: Mummies in the Morning

				#4: Pirates Past Noon

				#5: Night of the Ninjas

				#6: Afternoon on the Amazon

				#7: Sunset of the Sabertooth

				#8: Midnight on the Moon

				#9: Dolphins at Daybreak

				#10: Ghost Town at Sundown

				#11: Lions at Lunchtime

				#12: Polar Bears Past Bedtime

				#13: Vacation Under the Volcano

				#14: Day of the Dragon King

				#15: Viking Ships at Sunrise

				#16: Hour of the Olympics

				#17: Tonight on the Titanic

				#18: Buffalo Before Breakfast

				#19: Tigers at Twilight

				#20: Dingoes at Dinnertime

				#21: Civil War on Sunday

				#22: Revolutionary War on Wednesday

				#23: Twister on Tuesday

				#24: Earthquake in the Early Morning

				#25: Stage Fright on a Summer Night

				#26: Good Morning, Gorillas

				#27: Thanksgiving on Thursday

				#28: High Tide in Hawaii

				#29: A Big Day for Baseball

				#30: Hurricane Heroes in Texas

				#31: Warriors in Winter

				#32: To the Future, Ben Franklin!

				#33: Narwhal on a Sunny Night

				#34: Late Lunch with Llamas

				#35: Camp Time in California

				#36: Sunlight on the Snow Leopard

			

			
				For a list of Magic Tree House® Merlin Missions and other Magic Tree House® titles, visit MagicTreeHouse.com.
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			One summer day in Frog Creek, Pennsylvania, a mysterious tree house appeared in the woods. It was filled with books. A boy named Jack and his sister, Annie, found the tree house and soon discovered that it was magic. They could go to any time and place in history just by pointing to a picture in one of the books. While they were gone, no time at all passed back in Frog Creek.

			Jack and Annie eventually found out that the tree house belonged to Morgan le Fay, a magical librarian from the legendary realm of Camelot.

			Since then, they have traveled on many adventures in the magic tree house and completed many missions for Morgan.

			On their most recent adventure, Jack and Annie traveled to South Africa and met heroes working to protect endangered rhinos. Now they’re about to head to an amazing island in the Pacific Ocean to meet more heroes who are helping to save other endangered species.
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			Knock, knock.

			Jack opened his eyes and looked at his clock.

			It said 6:13 a.m.

			It was Tuesday, a school day. But school didn’t start for another two hours.

			Knock, knock.

			Why was someone knocking on his door? Jack wondered.

			“Come in,” he murmured.

			The door opened. Annie slipped into the room.

			“Guess what,” she said in a hushed voice. “You won’t believe it! I saw an albatross flying outside my window!”

			“A what?” said Jack.

			“An albatross!” said Annie. “A huge white bird that flies over the ocean. It can fly or float on the water for years without ever touching land. And it was circling our house!”

			“You’re right—I don’t believe it,” said Jack. He rolled over and closed his eyes.

			“No, it was real. I promise!” said Annie. “It was a messenger from a faraway place. I’m sure of it. Like that oxpecker bird that only lives in Africa. Remember? It led us to the grasslands.”

			Jack suddenly felt fully awake. “Oh,” he said. He sat up. “Maybe we should check it out.”

			“Yes! Come on, let’s go!” said Annie.

			“Okay, but we have to be back in fifteen minutes, before Mom and Dad wake up,” said Jack.

			“Meet you outside,” said Annie.

			“Right!” said Jack.

			Annie left Jack’s room. Jack changed into his jeans, a T-shirt, and a hoodie. Then he slipped down the stairs and met Annie on the front porch.

			The morning was gray and chilly. Annie was looking at the early September sky.

			“Do you see the white bird?” asked Jack.

			“No,” said Annie, frowning. “Let’s check the woods.”

			“Okay. But we’d better make it fast,” said Jack.

			Jack and Annie left their porch. They hurried across the yard and up their street.

			“Hey, I see it now!” said Jack. “Oh, man, it’s huge!”

			The albatross was flying above the Frog Creek woods.

			“It has the widest wingspan of any bird on earth!” said Annie.

			“It’s incredible!” said Jack.

			He and Annie dashed across the street and into the woods.

			As they ran, a cool breeze made the leaves rustle. Early morning birds were calling out to each other.
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			Jack and Annie ran between the trees until they came to the tallest oak. They looked up.

			“Good work!” said Jack.

			The magic tree house was back.

			“Thank the albatross, not me,” said Annie.

			The giant white bird was circling high above the tree house. It dipped down for a moment. Then it soared off into the gray sky.

			“We’re on our way!” Annie called after the albatross.

			She and Jack scrambled up the rope ladder. As soon as they were inside the tree house, Jack saw a piece of paper on the floor. He picked it up.

			“Morgan’s handwriting!” he said. He read aloud:

			
				Your badges are magic.

				You’ll be what they say.

				Clip them on when you land

				In a port far away.

				Show them to strangers,

				And they’ll all agree.

				No matter your age,

				“Experts” they’ll see.

				But the expert to find,

				The one to admire,

				Is the one you must save

				From a river of fire.

				Be honest and gentle.

				No need to be smart.

				Just look eye to eye

				And talk heart to heart.

			

			“Magic badges?” said Annie.

			She and Jack looked around the tree house.

			“There!” said Jack. He pointed to two badges tucked in a corner.

			Annie grabbed them. “They look like name tags,” she said, “but they’re blank.”

			Annie handed one of the badges to Jack. It had a clip to attach it to a piece of clothing.

			Jack looked at Morgan’s rhyme again. “According to this, we put them on when we land. And then we each become an expert.”

			“But what kind of expert?” said Annie.

			“I don’t know,” said Jack. “It seems we’re about to know tons of stuff about something, like you know about animals.”

			“Oh, I only know a little compared to a real expert,” said Annie.

			“Then I wonder what kind of real experts we’ll be,” said Jack. He looked around the tree house. The only book he saw was the Pennsylvania book that always took them home.

			“Darn, no research book,” Jack said.

			“Like our last trip,” said Annie.

			“Yeah, but at least then we had a little brochure to read,” said Jack.

			“Oh!” said Annie. “I get it! Morgan said we’d turn into experts. If we’re experts, we won’t need lots of extra information to help us!”

			“Maybe,” said Jack. “Okay. Let’s go.” He looked at Morgan’s note again. “I think if we point to the words a port far away, the tree house will take us there.”

			“Wait—what’s a port, exactly?” asked Annie.

			“You know, a town where ships and other boats go in and out,” said Jack. “It’s usually beside the sea.”

			“Oh, right, makes sense,” said Annie. “That’s where an albatross would hang out, for sure. Let’s try it.”

			Jack pointed to the words a port far away.

			“I wish we could go there!” he said.

			The wind started to blow.

			The tree house started to spin.

			It spun faster and faster.

			Then everything was still.

			Absolutely still.
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			A soft sea breeze blew into the tree house.

			Jack heard birds cawing and waves crashing. He inhaled moist, salty air.

			“Nice clothes,” said Annie. “We look good.”

			“Yeah, we do,” said Jack. They were both wearing long-sleeved green shirts with pockets, baggy tan cargo pants, and hiking boots.

			They looked out the window together. The tree house had landed in a palm tree. The tree stood at the edge of a long white beach. Sunlight sparkled on gentle ocean waves.

			“There’s the beautiful bird!” said Annie.

			An albatross was gliding on the wind. Seagulls and black birds with huge wings also circled above the beach.

			Out in the ocean, a motorboat was speeding toward a dock that extended beyond the shoreline.
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			“Okay. A motorboat,” said Jack. “We must not have gone very far into the past.”

			“I see trucks, too,” said Annie. She pointed to two white pickup trucks parked near the beach. “And our clothes. Ready to climb down?”

			“Wait. Our badges,” said Jack.

			“Oh, right,” said Annie. She handed Jack his badge.

			Jack and Annie clipped the badges to the pockets of their green shirts.

			“Ready now,” said Jack.

			Annie gasped. “Wait! Something’s happening to our badges!”

			Jack looked at Annie’s badge.

			One at a time, letters were magically appearing until they spelled:

			
				ANNIE

				WORLD TURTLE EXPERT

			

			“World Turtle Expert?” Jack said. He looked down at his own badge. It now said:

			
				JACK

				WORLD TURTLE EXPERT

			

			“But what does that mean?” said Jack.

			“It means we’re World Turtle Experts,” said Annie.

			“But what does that mean?” said Jack.

			“It means we’re World Turtle Experts!” said Annie again. “Get it?”

			“Turtles?…Really?” said Jack. He looked out the window. To his surprise, his mind was suddenly filled with expert turtle information.

			“Oh, I know where we are now,” he said with wonder. “We landed on Isabela Island. It’s part of the Galápagos Islands!”

			“Right!” said Annie, looking with him. “The Galápagos belong to the country of Ecuador. Any turtle expert would recognize this place.”

			“Of course,” said Jack. “It’s world-famous for having the biggest tortoises in the world—the Galápagos giant tortoises!”

			“The kings and queens of the turtle world!” exclaimed Annie. “I love giant tortoises!”

			“Who doesn’t?” said Jack. “Most of the Galápagos is a national park to protect wildlife. On the islands, you’ll find fifteen different—”

			Suddenly Jack shook his head. “Wait—wait—this is too weird. Let’s take these off.” He unclipped his badge from his shirt.

			Annie did the same.

			“I don’t know what I’m saying,” said Jack. “I never knew anything about these islands before. I’ve never even heard of them! And turtles! Really? I never knew anything about turtles.”

			“Well, we do now—when we wear our badges,” said Annie. “Get it? They instantly turned us into turtle experts and gave us a bunch of knowledge.” She picked up their note again. “Listen—”

			
				Your badges are magic.

				You’ll be what they say.

				Clip them on when you land

				In a port far away.

			

			“But this is too strange,” said Jack. “I don’t feel like myself. I don’t sound like myself.”

			“I know, but it’s fun,” said Annie. “I love being a World Turtle Expert. Don’t you?”

			“I—I don’t know…,” said Jack.

			“Hey, it’s just like the time Morgan gave us magic baseball caps, remember?” said Annie. “When we wore them, we instantly became batboys in a major-league game. We knew everything we needed to know.”

			“Yeah…right, we did,” said Jack.

			Annie read more from the note:

			
				Show them to strangers,

				And they’ll all agree.

				No matter your age,

				“Experts” they’ll see.

			

			“Wow, this is so incredible,” said Annie. “When strangers see our badges, they’ll totally believe we’re grown-up experts. They won’t see us as know-nothing kids.”

			“How’s that possible?” said Jack.

			“It’s Morgan’s magic!” said Annie. “Remember when people saw us wearing the magic baseball caps? They thought we were both teenage boys!”

			“Yeah, till a fan stole my cap,” said Jack. “Then everyone saw me as a kid lost on the ballfield.”

			“Right, that was a disaster,” said Annie. “Just make sure you don’t lose your badge. Keep it clipped to your shirt. Come on, let’s go. Let’s be World Turtle Experts for a day!”

			Jack laughed. “Yeah, okay,” he said.
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			They both clipped their badges back on.

			Suddenly Jack began rattling off more information. “On the Galápagos Islands, there are fifteen different kinds of giant tortoises. In fact, there are five kinds on this island alone. They live on—”

			“Wait, stop!” said Annie. “You don’t need to tell me. I know all this information, too! Let’s go meet those turtles! Come on!”
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			Jack tucked Morgan’s note into his back pocket. Then he followed Annie down the rope ladder to the beach.

			“Head toward the boat dock,” said Jack. “We can ask for information there.”

			As Jack and Annie started walking, their hiking boots made tracks in the white sand. The breeze smelled of salt water and fish.

			They walked between pink lizards sunbathing on the beach and seagulls picking at seaweed.

			“This place has a ton of wildlife,” said Annie.

			“Yep. I bet you don’t know that the Galápagos have over nine thousand different types of creatures,” said Jack.

			“I know that,” said Annie.

			“Right, you’re a World Turtle Expert, too,” he said. “Sorry.”

			They skirted around sandpipers running toward the water and birds with big blue feet waddling at the ocean’s edge. They passed a couple of sea lions resting on their backs.

			The sea lions lifted their heads to look at Jack and Annie. They seemed to smile.

			“Livin’ the dream!” Annie called out to them.

			Jack laughed.

			“They seem so relaxed and unafraid,” said Annie.

			“There’s a reason for that,” said Jack. “For millions of years, the Galápagos Islands were cut off from the rest of the world. So the wildlife here never developed a fear of people.”

			“Yes, I know,” said Annie.

			“That’s why explorers used to call the islands the Enchanted Islands,” Jack went on. “They thought all the creatures were under a spell.”

			“Yes,” said Annie. “I know. In fact—”

			Jack interrupted her. “And did you know the islands were created by volcanoes under the ocean? Over millions of years, layers of lava turned into islands.”

			“Well, yes, Jack, I know,” said Annie. “In fact—”

			“And,” interrupted Jack, “there are still thirteen active volcanoes on these islands. Did you know that?”
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			“Jack!” said Annie. “We’re both World Turtle Experts. Everything you know, I know, too!”

			“Oh, right,” said Jack.

			“In fact, today there are six active volcanoes here on Isabela Island alone,” Annie added.

			“Hmm,” said Jack. “Maybe we should ask someone about those volcanoes.”

			“Oh, wow, brown pelicans!” said Annie. “I love pelicans.”

			Jack and Annie had arrived at the wooden pier that stretched out into the water. A number of brown pelicans hovered near tied-up vessels. An older man with a beard was hauling in a fishing net from his boat.

			“Look!” said Annie, pointing. “Tourists.”

			At the end of the pier, passengers were stepping off the boat Jack and Annie had seen. The writing on the boat said Galápagos Cruises.

			The tourists wore baggy shorts, flowered shirts, and sun hats. They carried beach bags and cameras.

			“Mister! Where are the taxis?” a man bellowed at the fisherman.

			The fisherman didn’t look at the tourists. He just pointed to the two white pickup trucks waiting near the beach.

			As Jack and Annie stood at the entrance of the pier, Jack held his breath. Would the tourists see him and Annie as World Turtle Experts?
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			But as the group bustled by, everyone was talking and laughing loudly. They passed Jack and Annie without a glance. A moment later, they were all piling into the white trucks by the shore.

			“Okay. Let’s go talk to that fisherman,” said Jack. “We’ll find out if he sees us as experts.”

			“Good idea,” said Annie. “We’ll ask him about the turtles.”

			“Yeah, and we can ask about the six active volcanoes here on Isabela Island,” said Jack.

			As Jack and Annie started down the pier, their hiking boots thumped over the worn wooden planks.

			“Hi, guys!” Annie called out to a couple of pelicans perched on the railing. Suddenly one swooped up into the air and stole a small fish from a seagull.

			“Whoa! Not fair!” Annie shouted at the funny-looking bird.

			The pelican landed on the railing, threw back its head, and swallowed the fish whole.

			Jack and Annie both laughed.

			“Listen to me,” Annie said to the pelican. “Don’t take what doesn’t belong to you.”

			The pelican lowered its head.

			“Good. You should be embarrassed,” Annie said.

			Jack laughed again. “Annie, don’t forget, when we meet people, you can’t treat wildlife like they’re human,” he said. “Experts don’t do that.”

			“Oh, right,” said Annie. “I guess I just slipped back into my real self.”

			She and Jack kept walking toward the fisherman.

			“Hello!” Jack called out.

			The man didn’t turn around. “Don’t worry. More tourist taxis coming soon,” he said in a grumpy voice.

			“Actually, we’re not tourists,” said Annie.

			The fisherman looked over his shoulder.

			Jack and Annie pointed to their badges.

			The fisherman seemed startled. “Oh, I see!” he said. “You’re World Turtle Experts. My mistake.”

			The magic works! thought Jack.

			“Are you from the National Park Service?” the fisherman asked.

			“No, we’ve just come from America to study Galápagos turtles,” said Annie.

			“Can you tell us the best spot to do that?” asked Jack.

			“You need to talk to the people at the Giant Tortoise Center,” the man said.

			“Sounds good,” said Jack. “How do we get there?”

			“If you’re walking, just head toward town,” said the fisherman. “Take the Wildlife Trail off the main road. Follow the boardwalk through Flamingo Lagoon. And you’ll come right to the center.”

			“Great! Thanks!” said Annie.

			As they started away, Annie grabbed Jack’s arm. “The magic works!” she whispered.

			“I know, I know,” said Jack. “Wait.…” He called back to the fisherman. “Excuse me, sir, one more question! What’s the volcano activity these days?”

			The fisherman frowned and shook his head.

			“Not good?” said Jack.

			“The Blue Hill volcano erupted two weeks ago,” the man said. “The lava is still flowing.”

			“Oh, wow, where is that?” asked Annie.

			“About thirty-five miles from here,” the fisherman said.

			“Oh, good. It’s far away,” said Annie.

			“So I guess that means we’re safe?” said Jack.

			“Completely,” the man said.

			“Thanks for your help!” said Annie.

			“Have a nice day!” said Jack.

			As they walked back down the dock, Jack smiled. “That’s good,” he said. “For once, we’re not in danger.”
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			Jack and Annie stepped off the pier. They walked up a sandy road into a small town.

			They passed a few small shops: Seaside Gifts, the Green Lizard, the Tortoise Tavern.

			“This isn’t much of a town,” said Jack. “It seems pretty empty.”

			“Maybe the active volcano is keeping most tourists away,” said Annie.

			“That’s silly,” said Jack. “The fisherman said it’s completely safe here.”

			“True,” said Annie. “But bad news can scare people.”

			“Stop,” said Jack. He pointed at a sign marked Wildlife Trail. “There’s the path that the fisherman told us to look for.”

			He and Annie left the road. They walked down a pebble path shaded by tree branches.

			“Oh, wow! A pink iguana!” said Annie.

			They stopped to look at a huge lizard resting on a branch. The iguana had pale pink skin with dark stripes.

			“It looks like a tiny dinosaur,” said Annie.

			“The Galápagos are the only place on Earth where pink iguanas live,” said Jack. “They’ve been here about five million years.”

			“I know,” said Annie.

			“Come on, there’s the boardwalk over the lagoon,” said Jack.

			He and Annie headed over the raised wooden walkway. As they crossed the murky water, they saw even more wildlife.

			The dark pond was filled with ducks. Birds were cheeping and flitting everywhere.

			“Mockingbirds, finches,” Jack said.

			“Herons and flamingos!” said Annie.

			Blue herons stood in the shallows. A pair of flamingos waded together with slow, graceful steps. They dipped their heads into the water.
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			“They’re like dancers taking a bow!” Annie said. She jumped up and down and clapped her hands. “Yay!” she shouted.

			“Annie, you need to calm down,” said Jack. “If you want people to see you as an expert, you can’t act like a kid.”

			“Right, sorry,” said Annie.

			Jack and Annie left the boardwalk. They followed a short trail through a dry, mossy forest. The air smelled of mint.

			Bright-yellow iguanas and long green lizards rested on tree trunks and branches. The whole island seemed alive with amazing creatures.

			The forest soon opened into a clearing.

			A one-story wooden building was bathed in sunlight. It had a thatched roof and a yard with fencing.

			A sign said: Giant Tortoise Center.

			“That’s it!” said Annie. “A turtle expert’s dream!”

			“Right, but when we go inside, remember that experts act cool,” said Jack.

			“Cool is boring,” murmured Annie.

			“Yeah, but knowledge isn’t,” said Jack. “And we have tons of it.”

			As they walked up to the entrance, two white pickup trucks rolled into a parking area near the center.

			“Oh, brother, it’s the tourists from the Galápagos Cruises boat,” Jack said.

			“What’s wrong with that?” asked Annie.

			“I just hope they don’t get in our way,” Jack said.

			“Don’t worry,” said Annie. “We don’t even know what we’re supposed to do yet.”

			Jack and Annie stepped into the lobby of the Giant Tortoise Center.

			The lobby was filled with wildlife displays and a map of the building and grounds.

			A tall young woman with a long black ponytail stood at a counter. She wore a green uniform and was quickly making notes as she talked to someone on the phone.

			“Yes, sir, I understand,” she said. “Emergency action was taken earlier today. But now they must try again.”

			What emergency action? Jack wondered.

			The woman glanced up and saw Jack and Annie.

			They both pointed to their name badges.

			The woman’s eyes grew wide. “I have to call you right back,” she said into the phone. Then she hung up.

			“Welcome, Jack and Annie!” she said. “I’m Carmen, the only guide at the center right now. No one told me important guests were coming today. Our director should have been here to greet you. But we have an emergency—”

			Before Carmen could finish, the tourist group from the boat banged through the front door.

		

	
		
			
			
				[image: 5: Time for Tortoises]

			

			Jack wanted to ask Carmen about the emergency. But the tourists immediately started asking questions.

			“Excuse me, do we have to pay?”

			“Do you have a bathroom here?”

			“We brought boxed lunches—where can we eat at lunchtime?”

			“I’ll answer all your questions in a minute,” Carmen assured them. “But first, I need to speak to our special guests.”

			She turned back to Jack and Annie. “As I was saying, our director isn’t here because of a crisis. I want to show you around the center. But I need to make some calls first.”

			“Carmen, don’t worry about us,” Annie said firmly. “How can we help you?”

			“Goodness, you’re so kind. Could you”—Carmen looked at the noisy tourists—“could you give them information about the center and the tortoises, please?”

			“Of course,” said Annie. “We can handle that.”

			“No problem,” said Jack.
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			“Oh, thank you!” said Carmen. She pointed to the map on the wall. “That shows you the layout of our center. Perhaps you can lead them around while I deal with this crisis.”

			“Could you tell us about the crisis?” Jack asked, trying to sound like an expert.

			“Yes,” said Carmen. “The Park Service called about more endangered turtles and—”

			“Miss! Miss!” a man interrupted Carmen. “Can you just tell all of us how to find the tortoises?”

			“No, I can’t tell you—I need to show you,” said Carmen, sounding upset. “Sorry.” She seemed flustered. “Jack, Annie, could you please—”

			“Go ahead, Carmen. We got this,” said Annie.

			“Make your calls,” said Jack.

			“Oh, you’re lifesavers! Thank you!” said Carmen. And she slipped into a back room.

			“I’ll look at the map,” Jack said to Annie. “You get their attention.” He hurried over to the map on the wall.

			“Greetings, friends!” Annie called out.

			No one seemed to hear her. Noise from the chattering tourists filled the lobby.

			“GREETINGS, FRIENDS!” Jack shouted. He pointed at his badge for all to see.

			The tourists looked startled. A couple of them loudly shushed the others. “SHHH! SHHH!”

			“Thank you,” said Annie. “And welcome to the Giant Tortoise Center. I’m Annie—and that’s my brother, Jack.” She pointed at Jack, studying the map. “We are your World Turtle Experts today.”

			People spoke softly to each other:

			“World Turtle Experts?”

			“That’s a big deal.”

			“I’m so impressed.”

			Jack returned to Annie’s side. “First, there are some rules to follow,” he said to the group. “Rule number one: Please do not talk or laugh loudly. Our tortoise friends prefer peaceful surroundings.”

			“Rule two: Please do not touch any tortoises,” said Annie. “And rule three: Please don’t take photos of them. This is their home and we are their guests.”

			Everyone nodded meekly.

			“Thank you for your cooperation,” said Jack. “Okay! Now follow us.”

			Jack and Annie led the tourists out of the lobby and down a hall. They stopped in front of a closed door.

			“Let’s pause for a moment,” Jack said. “We’re about to enter an area with many giant tortoises.”

			The group murmured with excitement.

			“But none of these tortoises are really giant…yet,” said Annie. “You are about to meet many tiny turtle babies and little turtle kids.”

			“Hatchlings,” said Jack. “The name for a baby turtle is hatchling.”

			“Hold on there,” said a large bald man. “You say tortoises one moment and turtles the next. Which are they?”

			“Excellent question,” said Jack.
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			“Yes, we World Turtle Experts get that question a lot,” said Annie.

			“All tortoises are turtles,” said Jack. “But not all turtles are tortoises. The giant tortoises of the Galápagos are the largest members of the turtle family.”

			“Think of them as the kings and queens of the turtle world!” said Annie.

			“Oh! I love giant tortoises!” said a woman in a sun hat.

			“Me too!” said Annie.

			“And the Galápagos Islands need them,” said Jack. “Tortoises are vital to the ecosystem here and—”

			“Can you explain that?” interrupted the large man.

			“Sure. An ecosystem is a biological community of interacting organisms and their physical environment,” Jack explained.

			No one said anything. They all looked confused.

			Annie stepped in. “Jack means that everything on this island is connected. Tortoises, trees, other plants, insects—all work together. If you destroy one of them, you harm the others. Understand?”

			The tourists nodded with serious looks.

			“A few hundred years ago, pirates and whale hunters visited these islands,” said Jack. “They killed hundreds of thousands of giant tortoises for food.”

			“Oh, no! I hate that,” said a woman with curly red hair.

			“I could cry!” said the woman in the sun hat.

			“Me too,” said Annie.

			“We all could,” said Jack. “But fortunately, things have changed. Today, the National Park Service is doing all it can to help the giant tortoises live long, happy lives.”

			“Hurray for them!” exclaimed the woman with curly red hair.

			“Mom, quiet,” whispered a teenage girl.

			“Yes, hurray for them!” said Annie.

			“There are good people everywhere trying to help endangered animals,” said Jack. “Are you ready?”

			Everyone nodded.

			“Time for tortoises!” Annie said. And she opened the door to the outside.
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			The group followed Jack and Annie into the fenced yard.

			“We’ll visit the hatchery first,” said Jack.

			He led everyone to a row of wooden trays covered with screens. Annie removed one of the screens.

			“OH, WOW!” she said.

			“Annie,” said Jack.

			“Sorry,” she whispered. She lowered her voice. “Everyone, please step closer and have a good look.”

			The tourists moved forward. They murmured with excitement.

			The tray was filled with eggs the size of tennis balls. Tiny tortoises crawled among some of the eggs.

			Jack picked up an egg. “Park Service workers collect tortoise eggs in the wild,” he said. “They bring them here to keep them safe.”

			Annie lifted a tiny tortoise from the tray. She set it in the palm of her hand. “A newly hatched giant,” she said.
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			“Aww! I could die!” said the red-haired woman.

			“Me too,” said Annie. “This tiny baby is only three inches long and weighs only a few ounces. But get this—it will grow to be a thousand times bigger! As an adult, it could easily weigh more than five hundred pounds!”

			The group gasped.

			“Some baby!” laughed an old man.

			“I know. It’s a miracle, isn’t it?” said Annie.

			The tiny tortoise stretched out its neck and turned its head.

			“It looks positively ancient,” said the red-haired woman.

			“In a way, it is,” said Jack. “Giant tortoises have lived on the Galápagos for two or three million years.”

			“Good luck, sweetie!” Annie said softly to the tiny tortoise. “Have a nice life.” And she carefully returned the hatchling to the tray.

			“So when that hatchling is older, it will be moved over here,” said Jack. He led the group to an open pen.

			The tourists gasped with wonder.

			Hundreds of small tortoises were crawling around in grass and dirt. Some were munching green stalks. Others were climbing rocks or soaking in pools of water.

			The tourists whispered and smiled.

			“Do they have any brains?” the old man asked.

			“You mean are they smart?” said Annie.

			“Yes, they are,” answered Jack. “Tortoises are super-smart. They have a different kind of brainpower than we have. But they know exactly how to live their lives.”

			“And those lives are really long,” said Annie. “Tortoises can live for more than one hundred fifty years.”

			“Whoa!” said the old man with a laugh. “What’s their secret?”

			“Another excellent question,” said Annie. “Besides having a shell that protects them, their secret is living a quiet, peaceful life. They never hurry. They spend their days resting in the sunlight, eating plants, and soaking in puddles.”

			“Sounds good to me!” the old man roared.

			“I heard tortoises are deaf,” the red-haired woman said.

			“That’s not exactly true,” said Jack. “They don’t hear well, but they can feel vibrations.”

			“How do you know if one is male or female?” asked the woman in the sun hat.

			“When it’s fully grown, you can tell by its belly,” said Jack. “If the belly curves inward, it’s a male. Now, Annie, why don’t you tell our friends about releasing the tortoises into the wild?”

			“When the tortoises are about five years old, they are ready to live on their own,” said Annie. “At that age, they’re about the size of a melon.”

			“What kind of melon?” the old man asked.

			“Hmm…maybe a honeydew?” said Annie.

			Suddenly the door to the center opened. Carmen stepped into the yard. “Jack, Annie!” she called. “May I have a quick word?”

			“Excuse us,” Jack said to the group. He and Annie rushed over to Carmen.

			“The Park Service needs your help right away,” Carmen said in a hushed voice.

			“What is it?” said Jack.

			“Special Forces will explain,” said Carmen. “They’re waiting outside the front door. You go. I’ll take care of the visitors.”

			Carmen hurried to the tortoise pen, and Jack and Annie slipped back into the building.

			As they headed to the lobby, Jack’s heart was pounding. “Special Forces? This must be the emergency Carmen was talking about,” he said. “I wonder what is going on!”

			“I don’t know,” said Annie. “But it can’t be good.”

			When they went out the front door of the center, Jack and Annie saw two strong-looking men standing near a white pickup truck. Their backs were toward Jack and Annie. They were dressed in green military uniforms.

			“Point to your badge,” Annie said to Jack.

			“Right,” said Jack.

			Pointing to their World Turtle Expert badges, Jack and Annie headed over to the soldiers.

			“Excuse us, gentlemen,” said Annie.

			Both soldiers turned around. When they saw the badges, they both saluted Jack and Annie.

			“Very glad you’re here, Jack and Annie. I’m Captain Cruz,” said one of the men.

			“Captain Pinto,” said the other. “Ecuadorian Special Forces.”

			“What’s up, Captain?” Jack asked calmly.
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			“Rescue mission on Blue Hill volcano,” said Pinto. “National Park Service asked for our help.”

			“All giant tortoises are being cleared from a small area of the volcano,” Cruz said. “A fiery river of molten lava is heading their way.”

			“Oh, dear,” said Annie.

			“We assume you’re familiar with this sort of tortoise rescue mission,” Cruz said.

			“Yes, sir. No problem,” said Annie.

			Jack barely nodded. As a World Turtle Expert, he knew all about tortoises but nothing about how to deal with fiery rivers of molten lava!

			“Good. Let’s go,” said Cruz.

			“On it,” said Annie. She followed Pinto and Cruz to yet another white pickup truck. She looked back. “Jack?”

			Jack took a deep breath. “Yep. On it,” he murmured. And he hurried after Annie and the soldiers.
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			The two soldiers climbed into the front of the truck. Jack and Annie sat in back.

			Cruz started the engine. The truck turned onto a back road. Then it sped away from the Giant Tortoise Center.

			Annie looked at Jack. “We’ve got this,” she said in a low voice.

			Jack wasn’t so sure. He leaned forward. “Sirs, can you explain our part in this mission?” he said.

			“A small group of giant tortoises live on the southwest side of the Blue Hill volcano. We thought they were safe,” said Pinto. “Until yesterday.”

			“What happened yesterday?” asked Jack.

			“The lava river split into two streams,” said Pinto. “One of them is now flowing toward the home ground of the Blue Hill tortoises.”

			Annie nodded. “That’s bad,” she said.

			“Yes, but there were earlier airlifts today,” said Cruz. “Hopefully, our team has rescued them all.”

			“But there could be stragglers,” said Pinto.

			“And this is the last chance to help them escape,” said Cruz.

			Jack’s expert self was very alarmed. “Gentlemen, it’s absolutely vital we save every last one,” he said. “The tortoises of Blue Hill are extremely rare. Reports say ninety-eight percent of their population has disappeared in the last one hundred eighty years. We can’t afford to lose any of them.”

			“Understood,” said Pinto.

			Jack sat back in his seat and took a deep breath. Right now, his fear for the tortoises was greater than any fear of an active volcano.

			He nodded to Annie. “We’ve got this,” he said.

			“Read Morgan’s rhyme,” she whispered.

			“Why?” asked Jack. As an expert, he’d given little thought to Morgan’s rhyme. He hadn’t felt they’d needed it.

			“To make sure we’re doing the right thing,” said Annie.

			“We are,” said Jack confidently. But just to please Annie, he pulled out the rhyme. As they read it together, Annie pointed to the third section:

			
				But the expert to find,

				The one to admire,

				Is the one you must save

				From a river of fire.

			

			“No problem,” Jack said in her ear. “Morgan’s talking about the giant tortoises. They’re obviously the true experts. They’re the experts at being giant tortoises. It’s all falling into place.”

			“Right. But read this part,” said Annie. She pointed to the last section. Jack read to himself:

			
				Be honest and gentle.

				No need to be smart.

				Just look eye to eye

				And talk heart to heart.

			

			“That’s super-important,” Annie whispered to Jack.

			Jack nodded. Those lines were nice. But as an expert, he certainly didn’t find them “super-important.”

			He tucked the rhyme back into his pocket.

			The truck headed along the road beside the ocean and passed the few shops. Then it bounced over a long sandy road.

			The road ended at a small airstrip. A military helicopter was waiting.

			“There’s our chopper,” said Cruz.

			“A chopper ride! Wow!” said Annie. “That’s our first—”

			Jack held up his hand to stop her.

			“That’s our favorite way to travel,” Annie said, correcting herself.

			Cruz parked near the runway. “It will get us there quickly. We’ll be on the volcano in ten or fifteen minutes.”

			“Good. The sooner the better,” said Jack. His expert self was unafraid of taking his first chopper ride.

			The four of them climbed out of the truck and hurried to the runway. The helicopter’s cockpit had four seats.

			Jack and Annie climbed into the seats behind the two pilots. Cruz handed them helmets, and they strapped them on.

			“How does this chopper transport tortoises?” Jack asked.

			“We have crates in the cargo section,” said Cruz.

			A moment later, the blades started to swirl.

			With a roar, the helicopter lifted off the ground. It rocked from side to side, then headed into the sky.

			Annie grinned at Jack. “Yikes!” she mouthed.

			Jack gave her a thumbs-up.

			The helicopter flew over flat, rocky land dotted with bushes and other plants.

			Pinto pointed to a distant dome-shaped volcano with sloping sides. “That’s it!” he shouted above the roar of the chopper blades.

			A cloud of steam rose from the top of Blue Hill.

			Red-hot lava bubbled down the sides.

			“WHOA!” said Annie.

			Jack tapped his finger against his mouth, reminding her to act cool. But his heart pounded as the chopper drew closer.

			The volcanic eruption looked terrifying. Jack could see the two fiery streams that had split from the lava river. Lava was also oozing from cracks in the slope. Patches of grass were catching fire. Smoke filled the air.
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			The helicopter started to land on a lower part of the volcano. The surface was rough and craggy from ancient lava flows.

			Through the smoke, Jack saw black rocks of all sizes, tall grass, and thick clumps of bright-yellow and apple-green cactus plants.

			“Good tortoise food—prickly pear cactus,” Jack shouted to Pinto and Cruz.

			“They like the yellow lava cactus, too,” shouted Annie. “It only grows on the volcanoes of the Galápagos.”

			“That’s where we should begin our search!” shouted Jack.

			“Understood,” shouted Pinto.

			The spinning blades were slowing as the helicopter settled on the slope. Finally they came to a full stop.

			“Okay! Let’s go!” said Cruz. “Make it fast! That lava will be here before we know it!”

			“Understood!” said Annie. She and Jack took off their helmets and climbed down onto the rough black ground.
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			The smoky air was hot and steamy.

			Above Jack and Annie, the stream of liquid fire was steadily moving their way.

			“Separate and search the area!” said Cruz.

			Jack, Annie, Cruz, and Pinto headed in different directions to search for giant tortoises still stranded on the volcano.

			As Jack stepped around chunks of jagged black rock, his eyes and throat burned from the smoke.

			He moved between thickets of green prickly pear cactus and lava cactus. He bent down to look behind a lava plant.

			“Ouch!” he yelped.

			The lava cactus had needle-sharp spines. A clump of spines had poked through his shirt sleeve, pricking his skin.

			Jack yanked his arm loose, nearly falling over.

			“All clear!” Cruz shouted. “Annie?”

			“Clear, sir!” shouted Annie.

			“Jack?” shouted Cruz.

			“Clear!” Jack yelled hoarsely.

			But suddenly nothing seemed clear. He could hardly see through the smoke. His thoughts were muddled. His arm hurt. He didn’t know what he was doing.

			“We have to move quick! The lava will be here soon!” Cruz yelled. “Meet you at the chopper.”

			Jack stumbled away from the cactus plants. He looked up and saw the river of lava oozing down the slope. He felt terrified.

			“Let’s go, Jack!” Annie called.

			Jack didn’t answer.

			“Jack, are you okay?” Annie called, running to him.

			“No! Yes!” said Jack, breathing hard. “I don’t know!”

			“Hey! Where’s your badge?” cried Annie.

			Jack looked down at his shirt. “Oh, no! It’s gone!” he said. “It must have come unclipped from my pocket!” He looked around wildly.
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			“Okay. Stay calm. Don’t panic,” said Annie.

			“But Cruz and Pinto will see I’m just a kid!” cried Jack. “It’s happened again! Just like when I lost my magic baseball cap!”

			“Don’t worry—we’ll find it. You start looking,” said Annie. “I’ll go tell the guys you have one more place to search for tortoises.”

			Annie took off. Jack started crawling on his hands and knees, frantically searching for his badge.

			He crawled around the prickly pear and lava cactus.

			He looked deep into crevices.

			He peered under a shelf of rock.

			He gasped.

			Two shining eyes stared back at him.

			Jack scrunched down to see better.

			The shiny black eyes belonged to a giant tortoise!

			“Oh, no!” Jack said. “We can’t be here! You have to go! Lava’s coming this way!”

			The creature kept staring at Jack with a calm, thoughtful gaze. The tortoise was completely tucked inside the small cave of rock. There was no way to get it out.

			Jack wished he were wearing his badge! He didn’t know anything about giant tortoises now—how to help them or what to do! He was overcome with fear and confusion.

			“You’ve got to come out!” Jack begged. “Please.…Annie!” he called, but his voice was hoarse. “Annie!”

			“Listen! Lava’s coming!” Jack said to the tortoise. “It’s burning up everything in its path!”

			The creature still didn’t move.

			“Oh, come out! Please! Hurry!” Jack pleaded. He put all his heart into begging the tortoise. “Please! Lava’s headed this way! You’ll be killed if you don’t come out. There are soldiers to fly you to safety. Please, start walking! Walk to me, and I can take you to them! You’re—you’re one of the last of your kind.…You—you have to come out.…” Jack felt tears in his eyes. “We can’t lose you. Please.”

			Slowly, finally, the tortoise stuck out its neck. It started toward Jack on its thick, stumpy legs.

			“Yes! Oh, man, that’s it! Keep coming, keep coming!” Jack urged. He crawled backward to make room for the tortoise. “Faster. Walk faster.”

			The giant tortoise kept plodding forward until it stepped out from under the ledge.

			The creature’s small head moved close to Jack’s face. Its flat nose was almost touching Jack’s nose.

			Jack held his breath as he looked straight into the bright black eyes of the giant tortoise. He and the tortoise stared at each other for a long moment. Jack felt as if he were looking into a face as old as time. He felt as if the two of them had known each other forever.

			“You’re going to be okay,” he whispered to the tortoise. “I promise. I love you. The whole world loves you.”
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			“Jack! Jack!” Annie called from nearby.

			“I’m here!” Jack shouted. “Come quick!”

			“Good news!” Annie shouted. “I found your badge! It had fallen between some lava plants! Come on! We’re leaving!”

			“No! You come here!” yelled Jack.

			Annie hurried around the rocks. “Okay, but what could be better—” Annie stopped short when she saw Jack and the tortoise.

			“Oh, wow! You found one! A giant tortoise! I don’t believe it!” she cried. “I’ll get the guys!”

			Annie tossed the badge into the grass near Jack. Then she ran back to the helicopter.

			Jack rubbed his finger along the wrinkled, leathery skin of the creature’s neck.

			“Pinto and Cruz are coming for you now,” he said gently to the tortoise. “They’ll pick you up. But don’t worry. They’re super-strong. They’re part of Special Forces in Ecuador. They’ll fly you to safety.”

			The creature kept looking at Jack with bright, trusting eyes. Its mouth curved into a thin, crooked smile.

			Jack smiled back. They kept smiling silently at each other until Jack heard Annie and the soldiers.

			Jack grabbed his badge from the grass. He clipped it to his shirt pocket. And instantly, he was a World Turtle Expert again.
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			“Over here, team!” Jack shouted.

			He rose to his feet as Annie and the soldiers raced around the rocks.

			“I found the last tortoise,” he said. “It was hiding under a ledge.”

			“Excellent! Good work!” said Cruz. “Pinto and I can carry it to the chopper. But we have to hurry! We’re running out of time!”

			“Okay. But go easy,” said Jack. “I’m guessing it’s at least one hundred fifty years old. The shell is softer than you’d think. It’s made of honeycomb structures. Very strong, but not rigid.”

			“Understood,” said Pinto.

			He and Cruz gripped the big, round shell. Then, very carefully, they lifted the giant tortoise off the ground.

			“Ah!” said Jack. “He’s a male. His belly curves inward.”

			“So he’s a king,” Annie murmured to Jack.

			“I know,” said Jack. “A great king.”

			“Let’s grab some grass for his crate,” said Annie.

			“Go slow and low,” Jack instructed the soldiers. “We’ll gather some natural bedding. Meet you at the chopper.”

			Annie and Jack pulled handfuls of tall grass from the scrubby ground. They hurried through the smoke to the helicopter, opened a side door, and climbed into the cargo area.

			Jack and Annie spread the grass on the bottom of a crate.

			“A bed fit for a king!” said Annie.

			“Yep. He deserves the best,” said Jack.

			The soldiers carried the giant tortoise to the cargo section. They lifted the creature and carefully placed him in the crate. Then they strapped him inside to keep him safe for the flight.

			Pinto made a call from the helicopter phone. Cruz wrote notes on a clipboard.

			While the soldiers were busy, Jack and Annie looked at the tortoise.

			The turtle king peered back at them. His head bobbed up and down.

			“That movement means he’s relaxed,” said Annie.

			“I know,” said Jack. “He trusts us.”

			The tortoise lowered his head, resting it on the soft grass in his crate. He closed his eyes.

			“I know what he’s thinking,” said Jack.

			“Really? You do?” said Annie.

			“He’s thinking, I’ll take a little nap until this part is over,” said Jack. “Then I’ll be in a safe place. I’ll sit in the sun. And they’ll give me something good to eat.”

			Annie laughed. “You know him pretty well,” she said.

			“Hurry!” shouted Cruz. “Climb inside! The lava’s almost here!” The soldier closed the door to the cargo section.

			Jack and Annie scrambled into their seats and put their helmets on.

			“Okay! All set!” said Pinto, hanging up the phone. “We have permission to fly him to the Tortoise Center.”

			The rotor blades started to spin.

			With a loud roaring and chopping sound, the helicopter lifted off Blue Hill. It carried them all away from the river of molten lava.

			The helicopter flew over the broad slope of the volcano.

			It flew over rugged flatlands with patches of green.

			It flew along the coastline and over the lagoon.

			Finally the helicopter hovered above the grounds of the Giant Tortoise Center.

			Jack saw the tourists below. They were sitting in the grass, eating boxed lunches. As the helicopter started to land, they held on to their hats and scurried out of the way, leaving their lunches behind.

			The chopper blades finally slowed to a stop. The soldiers, Jack, and Annie jumped out.

			Carmen rushed forward to greet them.

			“We saved the last one!” Annie said. “He’s in the back!”

			Carmen burst into tears. She hugged Annie and Jack.

			“Thank you!” she said, wiping her eyes. “Thank you so much.”

			Pinto opened the cargo section.

			By now, the tourists were clamoring around the helicopter.

			They craned their necks to see the giant tortoise inside.

			“No photos of him,” Annie reminded them.

			“And please keep your voices down,” said Jack.

			The soldiers lifted the heavy creature out of the crate.

			They lowered him to the ground.

			Everyone clapped.

			Jack held up his hand and tapped his finger on his lips. The tourists quickly stopped making noise.

			The tortoise stretched out his neck. He slowly moved his head from side to side. Again, his mouth formed the shape of a crooked smile.
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			Some tourists laughed quietly. The red-haired woman started to cry. Her daughter wept, too.

			“Carmen told us what you were doing!” the red-haired woman said to Jack and Annie. “We’ve all been so worried!”

			“Great job, great job,” the large man said in a soft voice.

			“You guys rock,” said the teenage girl, sniffling.

			“How did you land the chopper on a volcano?” the old man asked Cruz.

			“How much lava was there?” asked the woman in the sun hat.

			The soldiers started answering the tourists’ questions about the rescue mission.

			Carmen turned to Jack and Annie. “I can’t thank you enough,” she said. “I’m sure everyone at the National Park Service is grateful for your heroism. We try night and day to care for these miraculous creatures.”

			“We know,” said Annie. “That’s why we can’t thank you enough for the work you do. And Pinto and Cruz, too.”

			“Oh, yes, I must go congratulate them,” said Carmen.

			She joined the others gathered around the soldiers. By now, the teenage girl was laughing and chatting with Pinto.

			“Let’s go tell the king good-bye,” said Annie.

			Jack took a deep breath. “Right,” he said.

			He and Annie slipped over to the tortoise. They knelt down.

			Jack looked into the creature’s shining black eyes.

			“You’re in good hands now,” Jack said softly. “Don’t worry. One day, your home will be safe again. And you can go back to Blue Hill, where you’ve lived for one hundred fifty years.”

			“But for now, just try to enjoy yourself,” said Annie. “Think of this as a vacation, Your Majesty. With nice people who love you.”

			“And remember,” said Jack. “You’re very brave. You’re very wise. You know exactly how to be a giant tortoise. In fact, you are the real World Turtle Expert.”

			The tortoise blinked. Again, he looked as if he were smiling.

			“Good-bye,” Jack whispered. “We have to go now.”

			A few tourists wandered over to the tortoise, and Jack and Annie backed away.

			To his surprise, Jack felt close to tears again.

			“Let’s go,” he said.

			“Thanks, guys! Bye!” Annie yelled to Pinto and Cruz. She held up her two thumbs.

			The Special Forces soldiers saluted them.

			“Bye, Carmen!” yelled Annie. “Pleasure working with you! If you need further assistance, just—”

			“Go, go!” Jack said, giving Annie a nudge.

			Without another word, they gave a final wave and hurried away from the Giant Tortoise Center.
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			Jack and Annie headed back into the dry, mossy forest.

			They hurried past bright-yellow iguanas and long green lizards. They walked over the boardwalk and through the lagoon with flamingos and herons.

			They hurried under the archway of trees and into the small town. They passed the shops and stepped onto the beach.

			They passed the boat dock and the brown pelicans and started down the shore.

			Jack and Annie zigzagged around all the friendly, fearless creatures—sea lions and sandpipers, birds with blue feet, gulls picking at seaweed, and pink lizards sunning in the sand.

			Finally they came to their palm tree. They climbed up the rope ladder and into the tree house.

			“We made it,” said Jack.

			“We did,” Annie said breathlessly. “We can take these off now.” She pulled off her World Turtle Expert badge.

			Jack took his off, too. He breathed a sigh of relief. He didn’t feel nearly as smart, but he felt happy.

			“Can you believe what happened today?” said Annie, grinning. “Everyone thought we were turtle experts!”

			“Everyone except the turtle king,” said Jack. “He saw my real self.”

			“I know he did,” Annie said. She smiled. “Ready to go?”

			“Yep.” Jack grabbed the Pennsylvania book.

			Together, he and Annie looked out the tree house window.

			The huge albatross was circling in the blue sky.

			“Good-bye!” Annie shouted to the bird. “Thanks for bringing us to the Enchanted Islands!”

			Jack found the photo of Frog Creek and pointed to it.

			“I wish we could go there,” he said.

			The wind started to blow.

			The tree house started to spin.

			It spun faster and faster.

			Then everything was still.

			Absolutely still.
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			The gray early-morning air was chilly.

			Jack and Annie were wearing their own clothes again.

			A breeze shook the leaves of the oak tree.

			While they’d been gone, no time at all had passed in Frog Creek.

			“That was fun,” said Annie.

			Jack smiled and nodded.

			But their trip to the Galápagos had been more than just fun, he thought. He’d never forget his moment alone with the giant tortoise. He didn’t have words for it.

			Annie seemed to guess his thoughts.

			“You did a good job,” said Annie. “You saved him.”

			“We all did,” said Jack.

			“But you did something special. You got him to trust you,” said Annie.

			“I don’t know how. I wasn’t an expert when I found him,” said Jack. “Without my badge, I felt really scared and confused.”

			“I know, but losing your badge was a very lucky break,” said Annie.

			“Why ‘lucky’?” asked Jack.

			“If you hadn’t been looking for it, you wouldn’t have found him,” said Annie.

			“Oh, okay. That’s true,” said Jack.

			“There’s more,” said Annie. “Do you still have the note from Morgan?”

			Jack checked his back pocket.

			“Yep, it’s here,” he said. He handed the note to Annie.

			She read the last four lines to him:

			
				Be honest and gentle.

				No need to be smart.

				Just look eye to eye

				And talk heart to heart.

			

			“See. You did just what Morgan wanted,” said Annie. “To get to the volcano, we had to be World Turtle Experts.”

			“Yeah, our knowledge put us in the right place at the right time,” said Jack. “And it helped Pinto and Cruz land in the right spot on the volcano.”

			“Exactly,” said Annie. “But in the most important moment, you were not an expert. You were just yourself. Without even thinking of Morgan’s rhyme, you spoke to the giant tortoise from your heart. And the heart of the tortoise heard you. And he came out from his hiding place.”

			Jack nodded. He remembered the creature’s brilliant black eyes, his sweet crooked smile. “I guess you’re right,” he said softly. “I guess you could say we trusted each other.”

			“Yes. I could say that,” said Annie.

			“I’ll never forget him,” said Jack.

			“He won’t forget you, either,” said Annie.

			Tears came to Jack’s eyes again. He quickly wiped them away.

			“Hey—” Annie put her hand on his shoulder. “It’s okay to cry,” she said.
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			Jack shook his head. “Experts don’t cry,” he said.

			“Sometimes they do,” said Annie.

			Jack barely nodded.

			“Like right now, I’ll bet experts are crying all across America,” said Annie.

			Jack couldn’t help laughing. “Okay. Let’s go,” he said, standing up. “We have to hurry.”

			“Yeah, we have to eat breakfast before school,” said Annie, following him. “I’m starving!”

			“Me too,” said Jack. He started down the ladder. Annie followed him, and they walked quickly through the woods.

			“We’ll wake Mom and Dad up,” said Annie. “And we’ll say, ‘Good morning! We love you! Now please go make us some pancakes!’ ”

			“With blueberries,” said Jack.

			“Bananas and walnuts,” said Annie.

			“With maple syrup,” said Jack.

			“With everything!” said Annie.

			And in the early September light, Jack and Annie ran toward home.
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			A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

			
				This book was inspired by an incident that happened in September 1998. The Blue Hill volcano (Cerro Azul in Spanish) erupted on Isabela Island in the Galápagos. The rare giant tortoises who lived on the volcano were in deadly danger from the fiery rivers of lava flowing from its crater.

			The tortoises were airlifted to safety by helicopter, thanks to the armed forces of Ecuador and workers from Galápagos National Park and the civil defense.

		

	
		
			Learn more about turtles and tortoises in
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			Eggs on the Beach

			Once a year, people see an amazing sight on beaches around the world. Hundreds of female sea turtles crawl up on shore on moonless nights. They use their flippers to dig holes in the sand and lay their eggs. Turtles return to the same beach where they were hatched. When they finish digging and laying their eggs, the turtles crawl slowly back into the sea. About fifty days later, the eggs hatch. Guided by light reflected from the water, the babies head straight for the ocean.
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			All turtles lay eggs. They usually bury them in the ground or in leaves and brush. Most female turtles leave the nests right after they lay their eggs. Turtle eggs are often at risk. Birds, skunks, and snakes eat them. People do as well.
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				Sea turtles can lay as many as 150 eggs at a time. Only a few survive.

			

			Food

			
				Many turtles are omnivores. This means they eat plants as well as insects and small animals. Snapping turtles gobble up water plants, birds, fish, snakes, and just about anything else they can find, including dead animals. They have very wide throats and swallow big hunks of food.

			Some turtles, like green sea turtles and tortoises, are strictly vegetarian. Other sea turtles eat shrimp, crabs, fish, clams, and even jellyfish.
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				Galápagos tortoises eat a lot of plants. They have to. Some weigh over 500 pounds!
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			The ancient Chinese often told myths and stories about turtles. They thought that turtles held the keys to wisdom, long life, and endurance. For centuries, the Chinese studied markings on turtle shells in hopes of predicting the future.

			Chinese myths say that the whole world rests on the back of a turtle. In one myth, a ruler named Fu Xi is supposed to have discovered writing by examining turtles. He believed that all the markings of heaven and earth were on their shells.
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			In Taiwan today, people buy turtles made out of flour. They take them home hoping that the flour turtles will give them good luck for the coming year. The Chinese also believe that patting a turtle’s shell will bring good fortune.
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			“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.
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			“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?
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						WILL OSBORNE
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					is the author of many novels, picture books, story collections, and nonfiction books. Her New York Times number one bestselling Magic Tree House series has been translated into numerous languages around the world. Highly recommended by parents and educators everywhere, the series introduces young readers to different cultures and times in history, as well as to the world’s legacy of ancient myth and storytelling. She and her husband, writer Will Osborne (author of Magic Tree House: The Musical), live in northwestern Connecticut with their three dogs. Ms. Osborne is coauthor of the companion Magic Tree House® Fact Trackers with Will and with her sister, Natalie Pope Boyce.

			

		

	
		
			[image: Penguin Random House publisher logo.]

			
				What’s next on
 your reading list?

			Discover your next
 great read!

			 

			Get personalized book picks and up-to-date news about this author.

			Sign up now.

		

		_144804584_

	OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_098_Image_0002.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_045_Image_0001_header.jpg
6

THE WORST NEWS





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_098_Image_0001_header.jpg
3
Miri-Sab





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_088_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_038_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_032_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_103_Image_0001.jpg
Magic Tree House" Super Edition
P —

Magic Tree House® Fact Trackers

Disaswvs Pasions axp Ok Exoasceeen Sricies
Kt axo Casties. Hoss Hios

Musss s Prissans Heos ok AL T

Prusres. Soceen

R Fougss Nixaas o St

Souce Crna: Lo os Tk Enpeor's Grear
Tmaxic Wa.

Twisrias o Omies Teasnts Sroms SHARKS ASD O PRsirons
Dotsings aso Stks Visases

ANCIENT G axo i Ouyrics e
Astericas Revorimioy Diacoss axp Myrmiea, Cisrunes
Swaroors Ao T Ik Ace Wort Wan Il

P Basenni

Asciext Roxs axo Posres Wit West
Tuuaws aso O Narvna, Dissrens T

Pov. Bsaes avp Wanions
Sea Mossries Bixs Fraxius

Pexeuiys axp AvTarerica NARVIALS A%0 Ok WikLES
Leoxaron oa Viset Lo axo i Axoes

Guosrs ‘Sxow Liorais asp O With Cans

Lrmciauss aso Tusi FoLxton:

Racs axp Rices: Kios 15 ik T o IREEioUsE
[ — S TRk
kS A0 O Rt Dinosaurs
Do Heors
Anmas Liscors

More Magic Tree House*

G axp Puzzuss prow e Tuse Hovse
Macic Taicxs
My Macic T
e e

o5 House

Jouesa,

Aston, Gass avp Puzzsss

Macic Tuss: Hovss: caenins: Facr Book.






OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_018_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_052_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_092_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_095_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_062_Image_0001_header.jpg
8

THE LAST ONE





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_104_Image_0001.jpg
A WORLD OF MAGICAL READING
ADVENTURES AWAITS YOUR CHILD!

Dragons, Pirates, Dinosaurs . . . Hawaii, Houdini, and More!

MAGIC TREE HOUSE ‘i" (

KIDS'

ADVENTURE CLUB
IS NOW ONLINE

THERE’S SO MUCH TO DO:
Kids can track their reading progress,
collect passport stamps, earn rewards, join
reading challenges to unlock special prizes,
and travel the world with Jack and Annie.

Visit MagicTreeHouse.com
to register your child for the
Kids” Adventure Club!







OEBPS/9780593488560_nav.xhtml


		

			Contents



			

						Cover



						Magic Tree House® Levels



						Other Titles



						Title Page



						Copyright



						Dedication



						Contents



						Prologue



						1. To a Port Far Away



						2. Morgan’s Magic



						3. The Enchanted Islands



						4. Flamingo Lagoon



						5. Time for Tortoises



						6. The Worst News



						7. Rivers of Fire



						8. The Last One



						9. The Turtle King



						10. A Lucky Break



						A Note from the Author



						Excerpt from Snakes and Other Reptiles



						Excerpt from Dolphins at Daybreak



						About the Author



			



		

		

			Landmarks



			

						Cover



						Cover



						Title Page



						Table of Contents



						Start



						Copyright



			



		

		

			Print Page List



			

						i



						ii



						iii



						iv



						v



						vi



						vii



						viii



						1



						2



						3



						4



						5



						6



						7



						8



						9



						10



						11



						12



						13



						14



						15



						16



						17



						18



						19



						20



						21



						22



						23



						24



						25



						26



						27



						28



						29



						30



						31



						32



						33



						34



						35



						36



						37



						38



						39



						40



						41



						42



						43



						44



						45



						46



						47



						48



						49



						50



						51



						52



						53



						54



						55



						56



						57



						58



						59



						60



						61



						62



						63



						64



						65



						66



						67



						68



						69



						70



						71



						72



						73



						74



						75



						76



						77



						78



						79



						80



						81



						82



						83



						84



						85



						86



						87



						88



						89



						90



						91



						92



						93



						94



						95



						96



						97



						98



						99



						100



						101



						102



						103



						104



						105



			



		

	

OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_083_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_053_Image_0001_header.jpg
7

RIVERS OF FIRE





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_093_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_093_Image_0002.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_024_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_064_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_cover.jpg
=
MARY 1:00) 0 OSBORNE
£

@«.-., MAGIC = 2%
2% TREEHOU SF o

ﬁga TIME OF THE TURTLE K,
W5y 22

Ll 4
#1 NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING SERIES





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_094_Image_0001.jpg
SRR

A b 73
$’,l'_ Chinese Turtle Myths






OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_006_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_091_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_v_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_081_Image_0001_header.jpg
10

ALUCKY BREAK





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_105_Image_0002.jpg
MARY POPE OSBORNE





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_105_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_071_Image_0001_header.jpg
)

THE TURTLE KING





OEBPS/images/next-reads_logo.jpg
&ih|

Penguin
Random
House







OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_003_Image_0001_header.jpg
|

To A PORT FAR AwAY








OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_013_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_076_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_043_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_ii_Image_0001.jpg
i
TREE HOUSE
e

Magic Tree House®
Abetes wihhnck ond
Jovie et o edes
who e s srtog o
e chopter bonks.

FEP Lovel M

Magic Tree House®
Merln Mi
e colengig ot
o e expienced Mogic
Tee House® eoder.
FRP Lovel: M

Mogic Tree House®”
Soper Ed
Nlongrnd e
-
it Jock nd e
FaP Lovel: P

PR IOUSE
LUV

Dinosaurs

(R
20

Magic Tree House®
Fadt Trackers
Nosction compnions
oy oo Hegic
e Houe® odvetes
8P Levels: N-T





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_023_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_ii_Image_0002.jpg
P S





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_030_Image_0001_header.jpg
q

FLAMINGO LAGOON





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_viii_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_020_Image_0001_header.jpg
3

THE ENCHANTED ISLANDS





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_037_Image_0001_header.jpg
5

TIME FOR TORTOISES





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_title_page.jpg
=% TREE HOUSE %
F g

BY MARY POPE OSBORNE
ILLUSTRATED BY AG FORD

A STEPPING STONE BOOK™
Random House &k New York





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_vii_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_047_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_001_Image_0001_header.jpg
PROLOGUE






OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_101_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_097_Image_0001.jpg
:MARY POPE OSBORNE S\
2L = MAGIC = 2%
% TREE HOUSE, 5







OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_iv_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_087_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_011_Image_0001_header.jpg
2

MORGAN'S MAGIC





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_060_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_080_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_iv_Image_0002.jpg
Magic Tree House"





OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_102_Image_0001.jpg
Magic Tree House" Magic Tree House™

Merlin Missions
#1: Dixosauis Brsoss Das. #1: Camsmns iy Casston
#2: #2: oo Casis ox Hautows Evi
#: #3: o o T S Seex
#4: Punares Past Noox #4: Wosreor T T Wizaro
#5: N o e Nisons #5: Camsiva  Caspusticns
#6: AFTERNo0s ox THE Ainzox LRI —
T — 7 Nt op s New Maciciass
#5: Muosicir o i Moo #8: Buizzau o s B Moox
#0: Dovrs T Dk #9: Diacos o ik Rep Diws
#10: Gitos Tows s Susoows #10: Moxosy wim s Mo Gevies
#11: Lioss r Luserm: #11: Daux Day s s D Sea
#12: Povuk Beas Past B #12: Eve or Ty Eneson Pesctny

#15: Vacsriox Uso i Voicaso #15: Moo

e o Mg Fuurs.

#14: Day o i Dnacos Kive #14: A Goon Nicar sor Grosts
#15: Visase Surs s Stsuss: #15: Lnscraus 1s Lare Wisrss

#16: Houn os i Ocxires #16: A Grosr T on Crsrass Tow:
#17: Towia ox T Tmasic #17: A Cirazs Da wir Conas

#15: Bureauo Bisors Breaxeast #15: Docs 1 Diap o e

#19: Ticaas r T #19: Aus Lixcows ar Ll

#20: Dixcors az Dissn #20: A Prarecr Toss vox Pasins

#21: Covn. Wa ox Scxony P —

#22: Revoumoxans Was ox Wipsgsoay #22: Huwry Un, Hovom!

#25: Twistin ox Tussony #23: Hicu T o Heors

#24: Exemiquass i i Exras Mo #24 Socer ox Seony

#25: Stace P ox A Susses Nicar 0w OF T SiARE
#25: Goon MoNING, GomLLas #26: Bauo oF TuE Bk Dawy
#27: TuaNisaviNe ox THursoAY #27: Nicar or e Nivra Diacox
#25: Hicn T 1 Hav

#20: A BIG DAY FoR BAseiL

#30: Hummicast: Hesogs iy Texas =
#31: Wanatons iy Wistee 'MA

#32: To e Furcne, Bex Fraskian! TREE HOUSE
#33: Nawoviu. ox A Sy Niga
#534: L Luxca wimn Liasis
#135: Coot Tt 3 CALIFORNIA

MR MisooN S

#1352 Suxutcar ox i Svow Lo






OEBPS/images/9780593488560_Page_068_Image_0001.jpg





