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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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			For Ada McCulloch

		

	
		
			Prologue

			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 adventures, Jack and Annie traveled to South Africa and met rangers who protect endangered rhinos. Next they went to an island in the Pacific Ocean to help the military rescue giant tortoises. Then they traveled to a reserve in Mongolia where rangers have saved rare wild horses. Now they’re about to meet more heroes who are working to protect another endangered species.
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			Scuba Diving? Really?

			Keow-keow-keow.

			Jack sat up in his bed and looked around his dark room.

			Keow-keow-keow.

			Jack’s door opened. “Hear that?” said Jack’s sister, Annie. She was already dressed.

			“What is it?” said Jack, still half asleep.

			“It’s a western gull!” said Annie. “I looked out my window and saw it under the streetlamp. They don’t live around here!”

			“Are you sure?” said Jack, rubbing his eyes.

			“I’m sure,” said Annie. “Western gulls live on the West Coast, near the Pacific Ocean.”

			“What’s he doing here?” said Jack.

			“He’s calling us to the tree house!” said Annie. “Meet me on the front porch. Don’t wake Mom and Dad.”

			“Wait, I need—” said Jack.

			But Annie slipped out of the room before Jack could finish his sentence.

			“…to get dressed,” he said to himself.

			Jack climbed out of bed and changed into jeans, a T-shirt, and a hoodie.

			He grabbed a flashlight from his desk drawer. Then he crept down the stairs.

			Annie was waiting on their front porch. The air felt damp and cool in the dark gray dawn.

			Keow-keow-keow!

			Standing under the streetlamp was a big white bird with gray wings and a yellow beak.

			“Hi!” Jack said softly.

			“We’re good to go,” Annie said to the bird.

			The gull lifted off the ground and flew into the sky toward the Frog Creek woods.

			Jack and Annie dashed out of their yard. They ran down the sidewalk and crossed the street.

			Jack turned on his flashlight. Its beam lit their way between the trees. The woods were quiet until they reached the tallest oak. The western gull called out again.

			Keow-keow-keow!

			The gull was perched on the roof of the magic tree house!

			“Coming!” Annie shouted. She grabbed the rope ladder and started up.

			Jack followed her. They climbed inside the tree house. Jack shined his flashlight over the wooden floor.

			“There it is,” he said. His light shone on a folded piece of paper. “Our message from Morgan.”
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			Annie picked up the paper. She read aloud their rhyme from Morgan le Fay of Camelot:

			Find a job aboard a boat

			When you land in Monterey.

			A face with hands will give you skills

			So you can earn your pay.

			Dressed in suits for diving,

			Ask a sailor for his help.

			Say, “We dive for purple urchins

			That live among the kelp.”

			Work hard at your job,

			But that’s not your true mission.

			Rare friendship is the goal

			Of your scuba expedition.

			“Scuba expedition?” said Jack. “Does Morgan expect us to scuba dive?”

			“Sounds like it,” said Annie.

			“You have to go through serious training to be a scuba diver,” said Jack.

			“Hold on, let’s see….” Annie looked at the rhyme and read aloud again:

			A face with hands will give you skills

			So you can earn your pay.

			“A face with hands?” said Jack. “That doesn’t make sense. What does it mean?”

			“No idea,” said Annie. She looked back at the rhyme. “Well, at least we know what kelp is. And sea urchins.”

			“Yeah, from that YouTube ocean video we watched,” said Jack. “Remember? Kelp plants are those tall seaweeds that grow straight up from the bottom of the ocean. Almost like trees.”

			“Right, and sea urchins look like purple tennis balls with hundreds of toothpicks sticking out of them,” said Annie.

			“Those toothpicks are called spines,” said Jack, “like a porcupine has. People crack the urchins open and eat the mushy orange stuff inside.”

			“I remember,” said Annie, “and sea otters eat sea urchins, too. I love sea otters. You know, sea otters help the kelp because—”

			“Okay, stop,” said Jack. “Let’s stick with our rhyme. So we’re going to Monterey. That’s a city in California, next to the Pacific Ocean.”

			“Cool,” said Annie. She looked at the rhyme again. “And when we get there, we have to find a sailor and say, We dive for purple urchins that live among the kelp.”

			“Okay…whatever that means,” said Jack.

			“Let’s go,” said Annie.

			“Wait, read the last part of Morgan’s message again,” said Jack.

			Annie read the last lines of the rhyme:

			Work hard at your job,

			But that’s not your true mission.

			Rare friendship is the goal

			Of your scuba expedition.

			“Easy. No problem,” said Annie.

			“No problem?” said Jack.

			“The friendship part,” said Annie. “We always make friends.”

			“But we have to do lots more than that,” said Jack. “What about the scuba skills we don’t have? And that weird part about a face with hands?”

			KEOW-KEOW-KEOW!

			The western gull was perched on a branch just outside the tree house window.
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			“He’s telling us to go,” said Annie. “We’ll figure stuff out when we get there. I’ll make the wish to go to Monterey.”

			“No, wait—” said Jack.

			KEOW-KEOW-KEOW!

			The gull kept calling as if ordering them to get going.

			“Okay, okay!” said Jack.

			Annie pointed to the word Monterey in their rhyme. “I wish we could go there!” she 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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			Bob’s Boat

			It was dark and damp inside the tree house. Jack and Annie looked out the window. The dim light of dawn was spreading over the ocean.

			“Looks like we landed next to a boat harbor,” said Jack. He could barely make out a line of boats tied to a dock.

			“I can’t really see what we’re wearing,” said Annie. “My clothes feel really tight.”

			Jack clicked on his flashlight. “Oh, man,” he said.

			They were both wearing black rubber diving suits. On their feet were soft black boots with zippers. Two large bags sat on the floor.

			“What’s in those?” said Annie.

			By the light of the flashlight, she unzipped one of the bags and started pulling things out.

			“Long yellow fins, gloves, a watch,” she said, “a strange pair of goggles—”

			“That’s a diving mask,” Jack said. “It covers your eyes and your nose.”

			“Okay. And what’s all this?” said Annie. She hauled out a bulky vest with straps, a tangle of short hoses, and a heavy belt.
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			“Oh, brother,” said Jack. “We don’t know how to use any of this stuff.”

			“Wait, what’s this?” Annie held up a card. She read the writing on it: Sea Urchin Diving Permit.

			“Hey, maybe this will give us our scuba skills,” said Annie.

			“Does it have a picture of a face with hands?” asked Jack.

			“Nope,” said Annie. She began stuffing everything back into the bag. “One step at a time. Let’s go find a sailor and tell him We dive for purple urchins that live among the kelp.”

			Jack sighed. “Okay. Let’s try that.”

			Annie and Jack each picked up a gear bag. Then they climbed down the rope ladder to the grass.

			The damp air smelled of salt water. Waves sloshed against the boats in the harbor—sailboats, pontoon boats, and motorboats.

			“What time in history did we come to?” asked Annie.

			“Looking at those boats makes me think it’s our time,” said Jack. “Let’s head down to the dock.”

			Jack and Annie lugged their gear bags down a path to the harbor. Sea birds cawed overhead. Rippling water glistened in the early light.

			As Jack and Annie started down the wooden dock, Jack studied the boats.

			A fish skeleton was painted on the side of one boat, a stingray and a shark on another.

			Though he knew it wasn’t likely, Jack looked for a painting of a face with hands.

			Annie read aloud the names painted on the boats: “California Dreaming, Ocean Express, Summer Sailor, Bob’s Boat.” Annie laughed. “Bob’s Boat. That’s funny.”

			“Wait—” Jack said. “I see someone.” He pointed to a man boarding the Summer Sailor.

			“Hi! Good morning!” Annie shouted.

			The man looked surprised to see them.

			“We’re Jack and Annie!” said Annie. “We’re searching for a job. We dive for purple urchins that live among the kelp.”

			“How old are you, Jack and Annie?” the man asked.

			Jack tried to make his voice sound deeper. “Older than we look,” he said.

			“Old enough to have sea urchin diving permits,” said Annie.

			“I guess that’s all you need,” said the man. “But I’m afraid you won’t find much kelp in this part of the bay anymore. It’s disappearing fast.”

			“Really?” said Jack. “Why?”

			“A quick science lesson,” said the man. “Sea urchins eat kelp. But sea stars eat sea urchins, so that keeps the urchins from eating too much kelp. But warmer ocean waters are killing off the sea stars. And without sea stars, there are lots more sea urchins to eat the kelp. Enough to destroy a whole kelp forest.”

			“But, you forgot to say that sea otters also eat sea urchins,” said Annie. “So sea otters help the kelp! We saw that on YouTube.”

			“So you do know something about life in the bay!” said the man. “That’s one reason we have laws to protect the sea otters.”

			“To save the kelp!” said Annie.

			“Yes, and because we want the otters to thrive in their natural world and not depend on humans,” said the man.

			“Got it,” said Jack. He wanted to get back to their mission. “You say there’s no kelp around here?”

			“Well…there is one guy who always manages to find kelp,” the man said. “And that’s Bob.”

			“Where’s Bob?” asked Jack.

			The man pointed to Bob’s Boat.
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			“Bob hires divers to collect purple sea urchins. He brings back hundreds and sells them directly to restaurants,” said the man.

			“Do you think Bob needs divers today?” asked Annie.

			“I know he does,” the man said. “His last divers just quit.”

			“Lucky for us!” said Annie.

			“Maybe not,” said the man. “Bob’s hard to work for. He’s a big grouch. Never laughs. Never smiles. Shouts at everyone. But he is good at finding kelp.”

			“Then Bob’s our guy,” said Jack.

			“Thanks!” said Annie.

			The man laughed. “Good luck, urchin divers!” he said.

			Jack and Annie carried their gear bags down the dock to Bob’s Boat.

			“Bob!” Annie called. “Bob!”

			“WHA-AT?” a voice boomed from inside the boat cabin. A stocky older man stepped out onto the deck.

			He had a dark tan and a white beard. He wore a red bandanna tied around his straggly hair.

			“Hi, Bob!” Annie called. “We’re Jack and Annie!”

			“SO WHAT?” shouted Bob.
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			Sea Otter Sunrise

			Jack was startled by Bob’s loud voice and rude tone.

			Annie didn’t seem to mind. “We dive for purple urchins that live among the kelp!” she said.

			Bob narrowed his eyes. “GOT SEA URCHIN DIVING PERMITS?” he asked.

			“Of course!” said Annie.

			She and Jack both pulled out their diving permits and showed him.

			“I’LL GIVE YOU A HUNDRED DOLLARS TO DIVE ALL DAY,” Bob said.

			A hundred dollars! Jack thought.

			“Wow, that’s a lot!” said Annie.

			“BUT YOU BETTER KNOW WHAT YOU’RE DOING!” Bob said. “OR I’LL THROW YOU OFF MY BOAT!”

			Jack laughed. He thought Bob was kidding.

			But Bob didn’t smile. Not at all.

			Jack stopped laughing.
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			“We’ll try our best!” said Annie.

			“THEN LET’S GO!” Bob said.

			“Coming!” said Annie. She lugged her gear bag onto Bob’s Boat.

			Jack didn’t move. How were they going to dive for sea urchins? They still didn’t know a thing about scuba diving. When Bob found out, he’d throw them off his boat!

			“Hurry, Jack!” Annie called from the deck.

			Bob began untying the motorboat from its docking slip.

			“Annie, I have to talk to you!” Jack said.

			“Trust Morgan!” Annie called.

			“Oh, brother,” Jack muttered. But it was true—Morgan’s rhymes had always helped them in the past.

			“Come on!” Annie called to Jack.

			The western gulls were cawing overhead. They seemed to be yelling at Jack, too.

			“I can’t believe this,” he said to himself. But he couldn’t let Annie go alone. He hauled his gear bag onto the deck of Bob’s Boat.

			Near the back of the boat was a rack of air tanks. There was also a large open cooler filled with water and seaweed.

			Bob stepped into the boat’s cabin. Through the glass door, Jack saw him start the engine.

			“We can’t do this!” Jack said to Annie. “We don’t know how to scuba dive! Bob will throw us off his boat!”

			But Annie couldn’t hear what Jack said. The rumble of the engine was too loud. She just nodded and grinned at him.

			As the engine warmed up, Bob came back on deck and cast off the lines. Then he went inside the cabin and sat at the wheel.

			Bob steered the boat slowly away from the harbor. Silvery waves rippled in the early light.

			Suddenly the engine roared. The boat leapt forward and blasted into the open waters of the Pacific.

			As Bob’s Boat bounced over waves, the wind nearly knocked Jack and Annie down. They gripped the handrail. Cold spray showered their faces and diving suits.

			The motorboat sped over the ocean. Then it slowed down and headed into a cove with a rocky shoreline.

			The sun was rising over distant hills.

			The roar of the motor dropped to a low growl.

			“Listen to me,” Jack said to Annie. Finally he could be heard.

			“What?” she said.

			“We don’t know anything,” he said. “What—”

			“Look—kelp!” said Annie. “Lots of it!” She pointed to a nearby floating island of kelp. The yellow-brown seaweed glistened in the golden sunlight.

			“And sea otters!” cried Annie. “Oh my gosh!” She pointed to several sea otters resting on the bed of kelp.
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			The otters were on their backs, as if they were sunbathing. Light shimmered on their sleek, wet fur.

			“It’s a sea otter sunrise!” said Annie.

			“Annie, listen—” said Jack.

			“Aww, look!” Annie said. “There’s a baby otter lying on its mother’s chest! The mother’s arms are wrapped around it!”

			“Cute,” said Jack.

			But Jack wasn’t interested in otters at the moment. He was worried that Bob would soon find out they weren’t real scuba divers and fire them.

			Or worse, Bob might actually throw them into the ocean. Bob reminded Jack of Captain Bones from their pirate adventure.

			The motorboat came to a full stop. Bob turned off the engine.

			Waves lapped gently against the boat. Bob came out of the cabin. He moved to the front of the boat and grabbed the anchor.

			“Look, Bob! Sea otters!” said Annie. “I love otters, don’t you?”

			“NO! THEY’RE ONLY GOOD FOR FINDING URCHINS,” said Bob.

			“Of course,” said Annie. “Otters eat urchins. Find the otters, you find the urchins!”

			“BUT YOU LEAVE THE OTTERS ALONE, KID!” said Bob. “THEY’RE PROTECTED BY LAW. THAT’S A FACT! YOU MESS WITH OTTERS, AND I’LL HAVE TO PAY A BIG FINE. OR THEY’LL PUT ME IN JAIL. YOU WANT ME TO GO TO JAIL?”

			“No!” said Jack. “We get it. Don’t go near the otters.”

			Bob grunted. He dropped the anchor into the water. Then he got two air tanks from the rack on the deck.

			Bob gave the tanks to Jack and Annie. “USE THESE! GET INTO YOUR GEAR!” he said.

			Jack unzipped his scuba bag. He and Annie started unpacking their gear.

			They pulled out their long yellow fins, black gloves, masks, waterproof watches, bulky diving vests, heavy belts, and short hoses.

			Then Jack froze and stared at everything. He had absolutely no idea where to begin.
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			Paradise

			“WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR?” Bob shouted.

			Disaster. That’s what, thought Jack.

			“GET MOVING!” roared Bob.

			“Start with the easy things,” Annie whispered to Jack. “Gloves, belts, and fins.”

			They both pulled on their tight black diving gloves. They buckled the heavy belts around their waists.

			They strapped their yellow fins over their soft diving boots.

			As Jack stared at the rest of their gear, his heart pounded.

			“I’LL GET BAGS FOR YOUR CATCH,” said Bob. He stepped back into the small boat cabin.

			“Okay,” said Annie. “Now just do watches and masks.”

			“Watches, right,” said Jack. At least he knew what to do with a watch.

			He and Annie grabbed their waterproof diving watches. They strapped them around their wrists.

			A small wave splashed against the boat. Jack and Annie rocked from side to side.

			Suddenly Jack felt calm and cheerful. He stared at the clear blue water. Strands of sun-bright kelp fluttered close to the surface, as if calling to him.

			“Oh, man, I love it here so much,” said Jack. “It’s a perfect place for urchin diving.”

			“Right?” said Annie, grinning. “Great diving grounds!”

			“Hey—wait—what’s going on?” said Jack. “I’m happy. Why am I happy?”

			Annie looked baffled. “I don’t know. We put on our watches….”

			Jack looked carefully at his watch. He gasped. “Wait! That’s it!”

			“What?” said Annie.

			“We put on our watches, and now we know what we’re doing!” Jack said. “It’s Morgan’s magic!” He quoted from their rhyme:

			A face with hands will give you skills

			So you can earn your pay.

			“Oh! Wow! A face with hands!” said Annie. “Watches have faces and hands! We put them on, and poof—now we have skills!”

			“Yes! Oh, man,” said Jack. “This is magic!”

			“See, we can always trust Morgan!” said Annie.

			“Right!” said Jack.

			Bob came out of the cabin with two orange mesh bags.

			“WHAT’S GOING ON? YOU’RE NOT READY!” he said.

			“Almost!” said Jack, grinning. Now he and Annie knew exactly what to do!

			They quickly strapped the air tanks onto the back of the vests.

			They attached the hoses and checked their air gauges.
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			“Full supply of air,” said Annie.

			“Enough for forty minutes,” said Jack.

			As he buckled on his vest, Jack went over basic scuba rules that every diver knows:

			Never hold your breath.

			Go down slowly.

			Rise slowly.

			Use hand signs.

			Never panic.

			Stay calm.

			Stay alert and focused.

			Jack pulled on his mask. It fit snugly over his eyes and nose.

			“BRING BACK FULL BAGS!” said Bob. He gave them two orange mesh bags.

			“FILL THE COOLER WITH URCHINS BY SUNDOWN.” Bob pointed at the large cooler full of seawater and kelp.

			“HEAD FOR THE REEF.” Bob pointed at a huge patch of kelp not far from shore. “DON’T GET CAUGHT IN THE KELP!”

			Jack and Annie nodded. Then they put their mouthpieces into their mouths. The mouthpieces were attached by hoses to their air tanks.

			“WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR? GET IN THE WATER! GO!” Bob said.

			Annie and Jack knew how to enter the ocean to protect their gear. They sat on the railing of the boat, facing the deck. Annie went first—she rolled backward into the water. She disappeared below the surface.

			Jack kept his knees and feet together. He leaned backward and plunged into the ocean after Annie.

			Under the water, Jack moved in slow motion. He felt as light as air.

			His heart slowed down. Time itself seemed to slow down. Jack loved scuba diving!

			When Annie drifted past, she pointed with her open hand, giving Jack the sign for Go that way.

			Jack held up his hand. With his thumb and finger he made a circle, the hand sign for Okay.

			Then Jack pointed his toes. He did a flutter kick with his fins. Keeping his legs straight, Jack glided smoothly through the water with Annie.

			Rays of sunlight slanted into the sea. Heading toward the bottom of the reef, Jack saw yellow-green kelp trees towering up from the ocean floor. The trees swayed together like dancers moving to music.

			Jack and Annie were careful not to swim directly into the kelp. As skilled divers, they knew getting tangled in kelp could be deadly.

			A couple of sea otters swam in and out of the kelp forest.

			Annie waved at Jack in excitement. But she kept her distance from the sleek brown otters.

			Beautiful fish darted out from the swaying kelp trees—

			tiny ruby-colored fish,

			orange fish with black stripes,

			bright blue fish with red spots.

			Jack swam straight into a large school of lemon-colored fish. But the fish didn’t seem to mind at all.

			The underwater world seemed perfect to Jack—gentle, dreamy, peaceful. He wanted to share his thoughts with Annie. But he didn’t know the hand sign for paradise.
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			Kelp! Help!

			Jack and Annie reached the rocky reef at the bottom of the sea. The ocean floor was bathed in blue-green light.

			Sea creatures were everywhere: gray fish with bug eyes and big frowns, sea slugs the color of bananas.

			Orange crabs crawled in and out of small holes in the reef.

			Pale violet snails and white sea worms moved over pebbles and stones.

			Jack pointed to rows and rows of purple urchins. An otter was using its front paws to pick up one of the spiky creatures.

			Annie waved gleefully at the otter. But she and Jack both stayed far away from it until the otter swam off, paddling with its hind legs.

			Jack gave Annie the Okay sign. Then they started gathering urchins, one by one. Their thick rubber diving gloves kept their hands safe from the urchins’ needle-like spines.

			Jack kept putting urchins into his orange mesh bag. The careful work took time, but Jack didn’t mind. He was in no hurry to leave paradise.

			As Jack and Annie filled their bags, the ocean current grew stronger. It kept pushing them away from the reef. But they worked hard to gather more urchins, until both their bags were almost full.

			Just a few more, Jack thought.

			Annie swam close to him. She pointed to the air gauge clipped to her vest.

			Jack checked his gauge, too. There was only a small supply of air left in his tank. He’d lost track of time!

			Jack gave Annie a thumbs-up, the sign for End the dive! They closed their urchin bags.

			As they swam away from the reef, the ocean current kept pushing them closer to the kelp forest. Jack knew if he and Annie were washed into the thick kelp, they’d be in real trouble.

			Jack gave Annie the Danger sign by straightening his arm and making a fist.

			The current made it difficult to keep away from the kelp trees. The tall seaweed seemed to be reaching for them as it swayed back and forth.

			Suddenly, without warning, a strong current pushed Jack sideways. The force of the water swept him directly into the dense kelp forest!

			Jack was caught between towering kelp trees. It was hard to see. The light was dim and cloudy.

			He tried to swim between the trees, but something gripped his legs. No matter how he moved, the grip grew tighter. It felt like a monster had grabbed him.

			But Jack knew it wasn’t a monster. He was getting more and more tangled in the kelp fronds.

			He told himself not to panic. But he needed both hands to break free of the seaweed. So he had to let go of his urchin bag.

			Jack started bending the long, flat fronds. He snapped each of them in two. It was as easy as snapping twigs.

			Jack untangled himself, then looked around for his urchin bag and for Annie. The water was too murky for him to see much of anything.

			Jack swam carefully between tall towers of kelp. He used his hands to push the stalks aside.

			Then he saw Annie.

			She was trapped! Long strands of kelp were wrapped around her like spaghetti around a fork. The strands were coiled around her arms and legs, even her fins.

			Again, Jack refused to panic. He pushed through his fear and gave Annie the Okay sign.

			Behaving like a trained diver herself, Annie stayed completely still as Jack began to free her from the kelp.

			As he worked, Jack made himself relax and focus. At the same time, he had to work fast. He and Annie were running out of air.

			Jack untangled the kelp coiled around Annie’s arms and legs. He snapped the thicker stalks with his hands.
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			Jack finally freed Annie from the last strand of kelp. She raised her hand and gave him the sign for Thank you!

			Jack made the sign for Go left.

			They both gave strong kicks of their fins and glided past the edge of the kelp forest and into clear water.

			Then, without kicking their fins at all, Jack and Annie swam very slowly up toward the surface.

			Finally Jack’s head popped above the water. He pulled off his mask. All around him, seawater shimmered with sunlight.

			“Jack!” Annie called.

			Holding her mask, she lifted her arms into the air and waved them.

			Jack knew exactly what that sign meant: YAY! WE MADE IT!
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			We’re Sorry!

			Bob’s boat was close by. Jack and Annie swam toward it.

			Bob was on deck, waiting for them. He opened the little door in the boat railing.

			Dripping with seawater, Jack and Annie climbed aboard. A few strands of kelp still clung to their yellow fins.

			“WHERE ARE YOUR BAGS? WHERE ARE THE URCHINS?” Bob roared.

			“We lost them,” said Annie, gasping for breath.

			“WHAT?”

			“Both bags were full, but we had to let them go,” said Jack. “The current pushed us into the kelp forest.”

			“KELP?” shouted Bob.

			“Yes, we got free, but we were running out of air,” said Annie.

			“AIR?” shouted Bob.

			“Sorry, Bob,” said Annie.

			“SORRY?” roared Bob. “YOU’RE SORRY?”

			“Yes, we’re sorry!” Annie said crossly. “Bob! We almost drowned in the kelp!”

			“Don’t worry, Bob. We can go back and find your urchin bags,” said Jack. “We just need more air.”

			“HOLD ON,” said Bob. He grabbed two fresh tanks from the rack onboard.

			Jack and Annie took off their diving vests. They unbuckled the empty tanks from their straps. Then they helped each other strap on full tanks.

			When they were finished, Annie pointed to the floating kelp island.

			“Hey, the otters are gone,” she said. “Except for the baby! Look, the baby’s all by itself!”

			She pointed to the tiny otter bobbing on the kelp like a cork.
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			“A baby otter can’t swim for the first few months,” Annie said. “So the mom wraps it in kelp to keep it safe while she dives for food. She should be back soon. Sea otters can’t hold their breath underwater for very long.”

			“LEAVE THE OTTERS ALONE! OR I’LL LOSE MY FISHING LICENSE!” said Bob. “GO FIND THOSE BAGS! NOW!”

			Jack sighed. “Come on, Annie. Let’s dive,” he said.

			Annie and Jack pulled on their masks. They put their mouthpieces in place.

			Then they sat on the edge of the boat, and each rolled backward into the water.

			This time Jack didn’t waste a moment enjoying the underwater sights. He kicked his fins and headed straight for the reef.

			Annie swam after him.

			The current was milder now, making it easy to stay clear of the kelp forest. But when they reached the reef, there was no sign of their orange urchin bags.

			Jack wondered if the current might have washed the bags to the shore. He gave Annie the sign for Go up!

			Slowly they rose up from the ocean floor. They popped their heads above the water and took out their mouthpieces. The sun was bright, and the sea was calm.

			“Look! Our bags!” cried Annie. She pointed to a rocky, deserted beach not far away.

			The tide had washed the orange mesh bags onto the rocks.

			“Great! Let’s go!” said Jack. Then they both swam toward the rocky beach.

			When they reached the shore, they pulled off their masks and yellow fins. Carrying their gear, they stepped over slippery wet stones to their bags.

			Jack was happy to see the bags were still closed. No urchins had been lost.

			He turned to tell Annie the good news. But he was surprised to see her on her hands and knees, looking at a dark, glossy sea animal lying on the rocks.

			“An injured otter with a bad cut!” Annie cried.

			“We can’t touch the otters!” shouted Jack.

			“We have to!” said Annie. “We have to get this one to Bob’s boat! And then find help somewhere!”

			“We can’t do that!” said Jack. “It’s against the law to mess with otters!”

			“We don’t have a choice,” said Annie, standing up. “I’ll yell for Bob to bring the boat over!”

			“He won’t help us,” said Jack.

			But Annie shouted, “Bob! Bob!” She waved her arms.
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			“I don’t see him on the deck,” said Annie. “He must be inside the cabin. We have to carry the otter back to the boat now, or it might die. I just know it. I feel it!”

			“Bob will totally freak out,” Jack said.

			“But, Jack, this otter is really suffering,” Annie yelled. “Can’t you hear it?”

			Jack drew closer to the otter. He could hear the creature whimpering. The otter looked at him with sad, dark eyes. Its long white whiskers trembled.

			Jack took a deep breath.

			Annie was right. Forget Bob’s anger. Forget breaking the rules. The dying otter was all that mattered.
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			Leopard Shark?

			“Okay, let’s swim with the otter,” said Jack. “But what about our gear? And our urchin bags?”

			“Just leave everything here,” Annie said. “Bob can pick it up later.”

			Jack and Annie unstrapped the diving vests that held their tanks. They took off their heavy belts. They left everything beside the orange urchin bags.

			Together they picked up the wounded otter and carried it over the rocks into the shallow water. When the water was up to their chests, they lowered the otter into the sea.

			The injured otter floated on its back as Jack and Annie gently held on to it and swam toward Bob’s boat.

			Guiding the otter over the gentle ripples wasn’t hard.

			When they reached Bob’s boat, Jack shouted, “Bob! Help us!”

			Bob came out of the cabin. He looked at them with shock.

			“WHAT ARE YOU DOING? LEAVE THAT ANIMAL ALONE!” he yelled.

			“We found this otter on the rocks!” Annie said. “It’s hurt! We have to help!”

			“NO WAY!” cried Bob. “I COULD LOSE MY LICENSE! I COULD GO TO JAIL! THAT’S A FACT!”

			“Please, Bob!” said Annie. “The otter is really injured. Help us get it into the boat!”

			“Trust Annie, Bob,” said Jack. “She has a way with animals! Help us get the otter into the boat.”

			“NO!” Bob yelled, and he stormed back into the boat cabin.

			“Come on,” Jack said to Annie. “We can do it ourselves.”

			Jack hauled himself out of the water and onto the boat. He and Annie carefully lifted the hurt sea otter onto the deck. Then Annie climbed aboard.

			Bob bolted out of the cabin.

			“I SAID NO! YOU’RE BREAKING THE LAW!”

			“But this otter is seriously hurt,” said Annie. “Look!” She pointed to the otter’s ugly wound.

			“SHARK BITE,” said Bob.

			“Shark bite?” said Jack. “Did you say shark bite?” He looked around at the water.

			“YEAH, PROBABLY FROM A LEOPARD SHARK,” said Bob.

			“Leopard shark?” said Jack. He felt short of breath. His heart beat faster.

			They were swimming with leopard sharks? No one had mentioned any sharks.

			“WE’RE TAKING THAT THING BACK TO THE SHORE WHERE YOU FOUND IT!” said Bob.

			“No, please! The beach is deserted!” said Annie. “It will die there alone.”

			“LET NATURE TAKE ITS COURSE!” said Bob. “DON’T MESS WITH IT!”

			“But it’s not fair!” said Annie, close to tears.

			“I have an idea,” said Jack. “Just take us back to the harbor, Bob! Annie and I can carry the otter ashore. We won’t tell anyone you helped us.”

			“Yes!” said Annie. “Jack and I can find the sailor we met this morning. We won’t say we were on your boat! No one will blame you, we promise.”

			Bob glared at Annie. Then he looked down at the injured otter. He grunted, then gave a rough nod. “PUT IT IN THE COOLER. BETTER TO KEEP IT IN SEAWATER!”

			“Got it, thanks!” said Jack. He and Annie carefully picked up the heavy otter and lowered her into the open cooler.
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			As Bob headed to the front of the boat to pull up the anchor, Annie let out a cry. “Oh, no!”

			“What’s wrong?” said Jack.

			“Look! The baby’s still out there!” said Annie.

			Jack saw the baby otter bobbing on the surface of the water. It was still alone.

			“This hurt otter must be that baby’s mother!” cried Annie. “And the baby’s been waiting for her to come back. Bob, we have to—”

			“ENOUGH!” Bob roared. “I’M TAKING US OUT OF HERE! NOW!”

			“No! Please!” cried Annie. “What about the leopard sharks? They could get the baby, too!”

			“NOT MY PROBLEM!” Bob roared. He stomped into the cabin and started the boat engine.

			Annie yelled something. But her voice was drowned out by the roar of the motor warming up.

			Without another word, Annie rushed to the side of the boat. To Jack’s astonishment, she dove into the sun-bright water.

			“Annie! Come back!” Jack shouted. “Remember the sharks!” In a panic, he looked around for shark fins.

			In the distance, something dark was sticking out of the water. Was it a piece of driftwood? Or a fin? He couldn’t tell!

			“Come back!” Jack yelled again.

			But Annie kept swimming.

			“Annie! Annie!” Jack shouted.

			The boat started to speed up. Jack realized Bob didn’t know Annie had jumped overboard.

			Jack leapt across the deck to the cabin door. He threw it open and cried, “HELP!”

			Bob swung around. Jack pointed frantically to Annie swimming toward the floating kelp. She’d almost reached the baby otter bobbing on the surface of the water.

			Bob killed the engine. He hurried after Jack onto the deck.

			“WHAT’S GOING ON?” he roared.

			“Annie’s gone to save the baby! There could be sharks out there!” Jack shouted.

			“ARGH!” Bob roared. “THIS IS A LIVING NIGHTMARE!”
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			Let’s Go!

			Jack and Bob watched Annie swim to the baby otter. She started untangling it from the kelp.

			“LEAVE IT ALONE!” Bob yelled. His face had turned purple. He looked like he might explode.

			But Annie ignored him. She cradled the baby under her arm and swam back. When she reached the boat, she held the baby up to Jack.

			He lifted the floppy little otter onto the deck as Annie climbed aboard.

			The baby otter was like a real life teddy bear. It had a button nose and fur the color of taffy. It made high, squeaky noises.

			“Put it in—in the cool—cooler with its mom,” Annie said, gasping for air.

			“NO!” Bob’s fists were clenched. His eyes blazed. Jack expected him to throw the two otters overboard—along with him and Annie.

			But Jack did as Annie said. He carried the baby to the cooler. He gently placed it on the wounded mother’s chest.

			The mother otter opened her eyes.

			“Annie saved your baby,” Jack said softly to her.

			The otter lifted her front paws and clasped them tightly around the baby.

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Jack, Annie, and Bob watched the injured mother nuzzle her baby’s head. She stroked its fuzzy fur with her paws. The baby otter relaxed, safe in its mother’s care again. Both otters made soft, mewing sounds.

			“Bob, can you take us to the harbor?” Annie asked.

			Bob didn’t answer. He kept staring at the two otters. He opened his mouth to say something, but no words came out.

			“Bob?” said Annie.

			Bob shook his head. Without a word, he went back into the cabin. He closed the door behind him and started the engine.

			As the boat began moving, Annie leaned close to the cooler and talked to the otters.

			Over the noise of the engine, Jack caught her words, “Stay alive, Sunrise, please…. Did you know your name is Sunrise?…We first saw you and your baby in the early morning, just as the sun came up.”

			As Annie spoke softly to the otters, Jack watched Bob through the glass door. Was Bob steering them over to the rocky shore to leave the otters there?

			To Jack’s relief, the boat did not head that way. Instead, it moved out of the cove and zoomed into the open sea.

			Great, Jack thought. Bob must be taking us back to the harbor.

			Battered by wind and salty spray, Jack desperately hoped they’d get there fast. The mother otter seemed worse. She was still grasping her baby, but now she wasn’t moving. Her eyes were closed.

			Annie kept encouraging her. “You’ll be fine, Sunrise. Your baby, too,” she said. “Just hold on till we get help.”

			Jack was relieved when he caught sight of the boat dock.

			“Almost there!” he said to Annie.

			But Bob’s boat sped past the dock. It cut through the water and kept going.

			“Oh, no! He’s not taking us to the harbor!” Jack yelled with alarm.

			“Then where are we going?” Annie yelled back.

			“I don’t know!” said Jack, panicked. What was Bob doing? Every minute counted.

			Just as Jack started for the cabin, the motorboat began to slow down. Then it turned and started moving slowly toward land.

			Bob steered the boat through a passage between the rocky reefs near the shore.

			On the far side of the reefs was a long white building. Outdoor stairs led from the ocean up to a deck. But there was no dock.

			When they came close to the building, Bob turned off the engine. The boat coasted toward a pile of rocks and came to a full stop.
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			Without a word, Bob bolted from the cabin. He dropped the anchor into the shallow water.

			“LET’S GO!” he said. “BRING THEM!”

			“Where are we going?” asked Jack.

			“LET’S GO! LET’S GO!” said Bob.

			Annie picked up the baby otter from the cooler. The mother squealed.

			Jack was relieved to know she was still alive. He tried to lift her, but she was too heavy.

			“MOVE! I’LL GET HER!” said Bob.

			Bob’s offer surprised Jack. He stepped aside, and Bob gently lifted the injured otter from the cooler. She drooped in his arms.

			Jack opened the side door of the railing. He stepped down into seawater that came up to his knees.

			Carrying the baby, Annie followed Jack. Then Bob followed with Sunrise.

			The three of them sloshed through the shallow water to the steps leading up to the building. They started climbing.

			When they reached the top of the stairway, Jack saw two young men and an older woman running toward them. All three wore uniforms—white pants and black shirts.

			As they drew closer, Jack read the writing on their shirts: Monterey Bay Aquarium.
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			BYE, FRIENDS!

			“Hey! This is a restricted area!” one of the young men yelled. “You can’t anchor a boat here!”

			“THIS OTTER NEEDS HELP!” Bob roared. “THAT’S A FACT!”

			“She has a bad wound!” said Annie.

			“Then you should have called us!” said the other young man. “We would have sent a rescue team.”

			“NO TIME!” shouted Bob. “SHARK BITE! SHE NEEDS HELP NOW!”

			“Calm down, everyone,” the woman said. The name on her badge was Michelle. She studied the wounded otter in Bob’s arms.

			“Yes,” she said. “We can help her.”

			Michelle turned to the other two workers. “Guys, please grab a cart, blankets, and a crate.”

			The young men hurried off.

			“We found the mom on a deserted beach,” Jack told Michelle. “We think a leopard shark bit her.”

			“Please save her,” said Annie. “She has a baby.” Annie held up the tiny otter.

			“Don’t worry, we’ll care for the pup, too,” said Michelle. “We have vets on duty who’ll know exactly what to do.”

			“THEY BETTER KNOW!” said Bob.

			Michelle looked startled.

			Annie jumped in. “Bob’s not angry. He’s just worried,” she said.

			“Well, please know we’ll do our best to get the mom healthy and strong again,” said Michelle. “But we don’t want them to depend on us. Our goal is to return both of them to their natural home in the sea.”

			“You hear that, Sunrise?” Annie said to the mother otter. “You’re going back home one day to the kelp and the urchins.”

			“Sunrise?” said Michelle.

			“Annie named her that,” said Jack.

			Michelle smiled. “And what’s his name?”

			“It’s…um…it’s…” Annie stared at the baby otter, then grinned. “It’s Bob!” she said.

			“WHAT?” said Bob.

			“But you can call him Bobby,” Annie added quickly.

			Michelle smiled at the real Bob.

			Bob looked embarassed. He turned his head away from them. “No, no way,” he grumbled.

			“Actually, that name fits because we found Bobby bobbing on the water,” Jack said.

			“Perfect,” said Michelle. “Sunrise and Bobby it is.”

			Before Bob could protest, the workers returned with towels, a cart, and a crate.

			“The guys will place Sunrise and Bobby in the crate and rush them down to our clinic,” Michelle said.

			A worker reached for Sunrise, but Bob stopped him. “WAIT!” he said.

			Bob leaned close to the mother otter’s head. Jack heard him say, “Good luck, friend. Promise me you’ll make it.”
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			The otter made a soft, squeaky sound as if she were actually thanking him.

			When Bob handed Sunrise over to the aquarium worker, Jack thought he saw tears in Bob’s eyes.

			The two workers wrapped the mother otter in a blanket and placed her inside the crate.

			“Bye, Sunrise!” said Annie.

			“Get well soon!” said Jack.

			Annie then handed the baby to one of the men. “Go with your mom now, Bobby,” she said.

			“Don’t worry. We’ll take good care of this little guy,” the man said.

			After the workers took the two otters away, Michelle turned to Bob.

			“Sir, you need to move your boat immediately,” she said.

			“WE HAD TO GET HELP FAST,” said Bob.

			“I understand, but that area is off-limits,” said Michelle. “You should go before the shore patrol sees your boat.”

			“WHOA!” said Bob. “I’M OUTTA HERE!” He turned to Jack and Annie. “COMING WITH ME?”

			“Um…wait. Is the boat harbor far from here?” Jack asked Michelle.

			“No, not at all,” she said.

			“Great. You go ahead, Bob,” said Jack. “We’ll walk.”

			“WHAT ABOUT YOUR GEAR?” said Bob.

			“We left everything on the beach where we found Sunrise,” said Annie. “You can pick it up and keep it. We don’t need it anymore.”

			“GOOD!” said Bob. “YOU’RE THE WORST URCHIN DIVERS I EVER MET. AND THAT’S A FACT!”

			Jack laughed. “Thanks,” he said.

			Then Bob reached into his pocket and pulled out a hundred-dollar bill. He held it out to Jack and Annie. “HERE. TAKE IT. FOR TRYING.”

			“Oh, no, we can’t,” said Jack. “We didn’t bring back any urchins.”

			“Wait,” said Annie. She turned to Michelle. “Does the aquarium take donations?”

			“Of course,” said Michelle.

			Annie looked at Bob. Without a word, Bob handed Michelle the hundred-dollar bill. “FOR THE OTTERS,” he said.

			“The otters thank you,” said Michelle. “And I hope you’ll come back to the aquarium soon, Bob. You can visit Sunrise and Bobby.”

			“YEAH? REALLY?” said Bob. Then he smiled for the first time that morning. “OKAY! I WILL!”

			“But, please, next time come in your car and park it in the parking lot,” said Michelle.

			“NO PROBLEM,” said Bob. Then he turned to Jack and Annie. “HOPE TO SEE YOU AROUND. JUST PROMISE ME YOU’LL NEVER SET FOOT ON MY BOAT AGAIN!”

			“Promise!” said Jack.

			Then Bob headed across the deck. Before he reached the stairs, he looked back at Jack and Annie.

			“SO LONG, FRIENDS!” he shouted. Then he hurried down the steps.
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			A Watery World of Wonder

			“We accomplished our mission,” Annie said softly to Jack.

			“We did?” said Jack, surprised. He’d forgotten all about their mission! “What was our mission?” he whispered.

			“Morgan’s message said rare friendship is the goal,” said Annie. “We made friends with Bob.”

			“Excuse me,” Michelle broke in. “I assume you haven’t been to the aquarium before. Would you like to take a look around?”

			“Oh, wow, yes!” said Annie.

			“Sure, thank you!” said Jack.

			“Come with me,” said Michelle.

			She led Jack and Annie across the deck and through a tall glass door. She guided them to the front desk and gave each of them a brochure.

			“Here’s a guide to all the exhibits,” Michelle said. “Thank you for rescuing Sunrise and Bobby.”

			“Thank you for everything!” said Jack.

			“You’re welcome,” said Michelle. “Come back soon.”

			After Michelle left them, Jack and Annie looked at the brochure. On the cover it said, “Monterey Aquarium: A Watery World of Wonder.”

			Jack turned to a map inside. He found their location. “We’re here—and we want to go there.” He pointed to exhibits on the first floor.

			As Jack and Annie started through the aquarium, other visitors looked at them with curiosity.

			“It’s our diving suits,” Annie whispered.

			“Oh, right,” said Jack. He brushed a little sand off his sleeve and kept walking.

			At the jellyfish exhibit, Jack and Annie saw a moon jelly and a bloodybelly comb jelly and a lion’s mane jelly.

			“Listen!” Annie said. She read from their brochure:

			THE TENTACLES OF A LION’S MANE JELLY CAN EXTEND OVER ONE HUNDRED FEET.

			“Whoa,” said Jack with a shiver. “Let’s move on.”

			Next they stopped at a kelp forest exhibit. The forest was enclosed in a glass case three stories high.

			“Mom, a shark!” a boy yelled, pointing at a gray shark with black spots swimming among the kelp trees.

			“That’s a leopard shark,” an aquarium guide said.

			“Cool! Do they attack people?” Annie asked.

			“As far as we know, the leopard sharks have never harmed any humans in our bay,” said the guide.

			Annie smiled and gave Jack a thumbs-up.

			Next they visited the Touch Pool, where aquarium workers helped kids safely touch stingrays. Then they walked through the Wave Tunnel, where giant waves crashed against the glass.

			Jack and Annie saved the otter exhibit for last. Along with lots of other visitors, they looked through a tall glass wall and saw aquarium workers feeding bits of crabmeat to a group of lively, healthy otters.

			“All of these otters are rescues,” said a guide. “Soon they’ll be returned to their natural home in the sea.”
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			“So, Sunrise and Bobby will be going back to their natural home someday, too,” Annie said to Jack.

			Other kids and their parents were talking excitedly about the otters.

			Seeing families having fun together made Jack a little homesick. He took a deep breath.

			“Ready to go?” he asked Annie.

			“Yep, to our own natural home,” said Annie.

			At the entrance, Jack picked up a Monterey map and studied it. “Michelle was right—we’re not far from the boat harbor,” he said.

			Jack and Annie slipped out of the aquarium. They walked down a sunny street, enjoying a soft breeze off the ocean.

			When they reached the harbor, Jack and Annie hurried to the tree where the tree house was waiting. They climbed up the rope ladder.

			Annie grabbed the Pennsylvania book.

			“HOW ARE YOU FOLKS DOING TODAY?” came a distant shout.

			“Wait a second…Is that Bob?” said Jack.

			He and Annie looked out the tree house window. They saw Bob’s Boat tied up at the dock again.

			“It is Bob!” said Annie.

			Bob was on the deck of his boat. He was shouting to some people strolling down the dock.

			“BEAUTIFUL DAY TODAY, ISN’T IT?” Bob called to the strollers.

			Jack and Annie laughed.

			“Bob’s changed!” said Annie.

			“Yeah, for the better,” said Jack.

			Keow! Keow! Keow!

			The western gull was calling outside the tree house window.

			“That bird’s yelling at us again,” Annie said with a laugh. “He’s telling us it’s time to go home.”

			“All set,” said Jack.

			Annie turned the pages of the Pennsylvania book. She pointed to a picture of the Frog Creek woods. “I wish we could go there!” she said.

			The wind started to blow.

			The tree house started to spin.

			It spun faster and faster.

			Then everything was still.

			Absolutely still.
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			The sun was just beginning to rise over Frog Creek. A few birds peeped here and there.

			“We’re back,” Jack said.

			They were wearing their own clothes again. Their magic watches had vanished along with their diving outfits.

			The only items left in the tree house were Jack’s flashlight and Morgan’s rhyme.

			Annie picked up the rhyme and looked at it.

			“Hey, read the last lines, please,” said Jack.

			“Sure.” Annie read:

			Rare friendship is the goal

			Of your scuba expedition.

			“Okay, we made friends with Bob,” said Jack. “But I’m confused. We always make friends, even with difficult people. That’s not rare for us.”

			“No, it isn’t,” said Annie, “but maybe friendship is rare for Bob?”

			Jack was still puzzled, but he nodded. “Maybe,” he said. Then he grabbed his flashlight, and he and Annie climbed down the ladder.

			Early sunlight streamed through the trees as Jack and Annie started through the Frog Creek woods.

			“You know what?” said Annie. “Not everything is about us.”

			“What do you mean?” asked Jack.

			“I think the rare friendship in Morgan’s rhyme isn’t about us making friends with Bob. I think it’s about Bob making friends with the otters. We helped him do that.”

			“Bob and the otters?” said Jack.

			“Yes,” said Annie. “That’s definitely a rare friendship for Bob. And for the otters, too! When Bob was saying good-bye to Sunrise, his eyes got teary. And she squeaked—almost like she was thanking him.”

			“I know. I saw that,” said Jack.

			“And on the boat, when Bob was watching Sunrise nuzzling her baby, I think something in him changed,” said Annie.

			“Yeah,” said Jack. “After that, he risked the things he was most afraid of—losing his fishing license and going to jail—just to get Sunrise and Bobby help at the aquarium.”

			“Right,” said Annie. “We’ve met a lot of great people around the world who help animals. Like the rangers we met in Africa who risk their lives to save rhinos.”

			“Yep,” said Jack. “And the guys from Ecuador who landed a helicopter on an erupting volcano to save giant tortoises.”

			“And the rangers and people in Mongolia who went to lots of trouble to bring their native wild horses back home,” said Annie.

			“Yeah, and the workers at the aquarium who save sea animals and teach people about the Watery World of Wonder,” said Jack.

			“All those people are great,” said Annie. “When you care for animals, it changes you, like it changed Bob. Loving animals helps you see the world in a new light.”

			“Yeah, it does,” said Jack. “Really.”

			At that moment, the sounds of waking birds filled the air, twittering, whistling, and cooing. As Jack and Annie stepped out from the Frog Creek woods, golden sunlight flooded their street and neighborhood.

			“Oh, wow, everything looks so beautiful right now,” said Annie.

			“Yep,” said Jack. “It’s a sea otter sunrise!”
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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!”

		

	
		
			A Note from the Author

			For tens of thousands of years, the Takhi roamed the plains of central Asia. Native to Mongolia, the Takhi (also known as the Przewalski horse) is the only truly wild horse on earth. Different from modern horses, the Takhi cannot be domesticated or tamed.

			By the 1960s, due to hunting, harsh winters, and habitat loss, these special horses had vanished from their natural environment. The only known surviving Takhi were held in various zoos around the world.

			In the early 1990s, zookeepers worked with scientists and conservationists to start returning the Takhi to their native country. Jack and Annie visit Mongolia in June 1992, on the historic day when the first small group of Takhi arrive in Hustai National Park.

			Thanks to ongoing conservation efforts, today more than four hundred Takhi live in the Hustai reserve. And hundreds more roam protected reserves throughout central Asia.
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			Mary Pope Osborne 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 two dogs. Ms. Osborne is coauthor of the companion Magic Tree House® Fact Trackers with Will; her sister, Natalie Pope Boyce; and her good friend Jenny Laird.
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