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Don’t just float there. Go for a swim! Mira’s massive tail swept past Shannon, stirring seaweed into a frenzy. The sandy bottom exploded into clouds, swirling like an underwater tornado—and then she was gone.
He still heard her voice though, echoing like music in the water. Follow me! I’ll show you how we fit in down here!
Shannon moved his new tail. Awkward. Wrong. It went up when he wanted down, left when he wanted right. He felt clumsy, like a baby bird trying to fly. But then something shifted. A kick, a twist—his body glided forward faster than he expected. He glanced down at the sea floor rushing by.
Oh wow, he thought. I like this.
We’re not just swimmers, Mira’s voice pulsed through the water. We vibrate. That’s what gives us speed… and warmth. I’ll show you later. For now, just enjoy it!
And enjoy it he did. Shannon shot upward, broke through the surface, and burst thirty feet into the air before crashing back down with a spray of silver droplets.
My God—I must’ve flown thirty feet! he laughed out loud, his voice swallowed by the waves.
Mira joined him, her laughter ringing like bells. The two of them spun and darted through the water, their joy blooming wild and unstoppable. For Shannon, it was like spring bursting from winter, like a bird’s first flight. Could he ever look back now?

Far away, in the port city of Halifax, Jack drifted along the underwater posts of the busy piers. It felt strange—familiar yet foreign. He hadn’t been back since he was a boy.
Hundreds of years have passed. Why haven’t I come sooner? Everything’s changed.
The wooden tar-covered posts were gone, replaced with concrete pillars and thick steel ropes. Tourist boats zipped back and forth. Restaurants and gift shops crowded the waterfront. Music spilled down from above, where people laughed and strolled the boardwalk.
Jack shook his head. My God, I don’t even know where to begin.
He remembered “water house,” the hidden cave where he once lived beneath the piers. He remembered the gangs, the hunger, the struggle for scraps. Now, ferries crossed the harbor like floating buildings, and cargo ships towered like iron cities.
But Jack wasn’t here to reminisce. He was here to retrieve something.
Go ahead, Jack, came Noah’s calm voice in his mind. I’ve got to bolt. He’s here now.
Sure. I’ll meet you off the stairs that drop into the water, Jack replied.
Got it, Noah answered, then vanished from his thoughts.
Jack slipped deeper under the piers. Through cracks, he glimpsed the fortress on the green hill, the place where he had once been imprisoned. He used it as a guide, orienting himself among the towering buildings. Finally, he found a slope of old logs, rotting and tar-stained, slanting into the shadows.
This is it. I remember this.
He wriggled between them, startling crabs and eels, until the tunnel narrowed into a familiar passage. It turned right, then angled upward, and soon Jack’s head broke the surface.
Home.
The air was musty, thick with the smell of mold and mice. Blankets he’d once pinned to the walls had crumbled into nests. A candle stub clung stubbornly in a crack. His old table leaned crooked, one leg missing.
Jack’s chest swelled. I’m home. Gods, it stinks—but I’m home.
He reached into a hidden crevice. His fingers brushed something cold. When he pulled his hand back, a gold coin lay in his palm, dull and worn but still recognizable.
Found it.
Hey, what’s ya got there?
Jack spun. Noah stood in the shadows.
Just this, Jack said, grinning.
Noah studied the coin. That’s old. From my time. This was your hideout?
Jack shook his head. Not a hideout. Home.
Noah snorted, holding his nose. Home? That couldn’t have been good.
Jack laughed, but the memory of his mother tugged at him. There was still something he needed to do.
Mind waiting around the waterfront a little longer? There’s someone I want to see.
Of course, Noah said.
Jack climbed from the tunnel and pulled out his drybag. He dressed carefully, brushed his hair, tied it back, and smoothed the wrinkles from his shirt. When he finally stepped into the sunlit street, the world overwhelmed him.
Crowds surged around him. Teens sped past on skateboards. Tourists took selfies with the harbor as their backdrop. Phones ruled the hands of nearly everyone, eyes glued to glowing screens. No one noticed Jack—except for the red dragonfly hovering just in front of his face.
He smiled. Ah, Hannah. Nice to see you. How’s the family?
The dragonfly bobbed up and down.
Good, Jack said silently. Tell Michel I’d love to see him again too.
He paused, then leaned closer. Say, Hannah. There’s someone I’m looking for… the one who delivered the vial of tears to my mother. Do you know him?
The dragonfly spun in a tight circle.
Jack grinned. Perfect. Lead the way.
Together, man and dragonfly disappeared into the crowd.
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