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Mythical creatures, shapeshifters, and magic – a gripping fantasy series for fans of Harry Potter,
Percy Jackson, and Narnia.A hidden island shrouded in fog. That unseen place Out There on
the mainland where something terrible happened years ago. Only a handful of people left in the
world...Or so the children are told.When Hal and Robbie make an astonishing discovery in the
woods, they realize the adults of the small community have a dark secret. And the arrival of a
mysterious woman at school proves it. Who is she? Where on earth did she come from? The
classmates are more determined than ever to find out what their parents are hiding.But their
lives are turned upside down when a girl in class reveals a secret. According to her, the children
are slowly changing into monsters of myth and legend! Are they freaks of nature, or subjects of a
sinister experiment?"I recommend these books. Read them with your children." —NYT
bestselling author Piers Anthony
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Series!Author's WebsitePrologueThe woman handed one of the group a curious object. It was
surprisingly light, and looked like a tusk or horn of some kind, about a foot long with spiral
indentations along its length.“If you need me,” she said, “just come to this cliff and blow into the
horn. You won’t hear a sound, but I’ll answer immediately.”A strong gust of wind caused the long
grass to whip around the legs of the group gathered on the cliff. For a moment the fog was so
thick that the woman was engulfed in it, almost completely swallowed up even though she stood
a mere few feet away. When the fog moved on, she remained there with her shimmering green
silk billowing.“You’ll get used to the fog,” she said. “Just be strong.”“Easy for you to say,” one of
the group grumbled. “I’m not sure I can stand to live like this.”“It’s better than the alternative,”
another argued.The woman sighed. “You’ll manage. Just remember all I’ve told you. And not a
word to the children—just keep your eye on them as they grow.”Still, some of the group were
unsettled. “What happens if things don’t go according to plan? What if they don’t
change?”“We’ve been over this a thousand times,” the woman said. “Let’s just keep our fingers
crossed.” She looked around one last time with her startling blue eyes. “Be strong. I’ll stop by
from time to time to see how you’re doing. Hopefully you’ll only have to put up with this fog for
eight years or so.”With that, the woman bade them farewell and jumped off the cliff.Chapter
OneA Strange DiscoveryHalfway into the silent woods, Hal Franklin paused before a clump of
blackberry bushes and scratched at his left forearm. Why was it itching so much today? He
unbuttoned his cuff and was about to roll up his sleeve when Robbie called from up ahead, his
voice sharp and clear.“Keep up, Hal! What are you doing?”“Nothing,” Hal called back. He
pushed up his sleeve and studied his arm, expecting to see the welt of a mosquito bite or the
redness of poison ivy. To his surprise everything seemed normal, and yet it itched like crazy.
Irritated, he re-buttoned his sleeve and plunged through the bushes to catch up with his
friend.Robbie Strickland was pacing back and forth at the foot of a steep rise, a tall, skinny boy
with dark brown tousled hair and a pointed nose. He was twelve, the same age as Hal but a
head higher. Robbie’s thick plaid shirt hung off his shoulders as though wrapped around a wire
coat hanger, and his jeans ended above his skeletal ankles.“You got fleas or something?”
Robbie asked as Hal approached.Hal realized he was busy scratching his arm again. “It’s



nothing. Let’s keep moving before it gets dark on us. I don’t want to be riding home across the
fields at night.”They’d left their bikes and school backpacks in the meadow outside Black Woods,
under the sprawling oak.Together they started up the slippery slope, using thick protruding tree
roots for footholds. Hal broke into a sweat despite the chilly air.“So where’s this amazing thing
you were talking about?” Hal asked, panting.“Almost there,” Robbie said, reaching the crest of
the hill. He brushed his hands off, then disappeared from sight down the other side.When Hal
reached the top, he too paused to brush the cold wet soil from his hands. The knees of his jeans
were plastered with the stuff. This had better be worth it, he thought.He followed Robbie down
the other side of the hill, sliding on pine needles and cones. Already at the bottom, Robbie was
foraging for something in the bushes. He grinned and held up a long stick, then set off once
more, thrashing at poison ivy as he went. No path existed this deep in the woods, but he darted
between the trees without hesitation, following some uncanny sense of direction.Hal followed
close behind, stealing glances left and right, sometimes over his shoulder. Daylight across the
island was feeble at the best of times, but here in the woods it was dismal. Patches of fog drifted
between the pines as if lost and alone.He scratched his arm again. It had been itching an awful
lot lately, now that he thought about it.Robbie stopped, and Hal almost bumped into him.“What
—?”“Shh,” Robbie said, holding up a hand.The sound of trickling water permeated through the
trees, and Robbie grinned. “We’re close,” he said, and set off once more, stomping on a bunch of
toadstools before picking his way over a rocky formation that poked out of the soil.Ducking
under low-hanging branches, Robbie pushed through a clump of bright green ferns and
disappeared. Hal struggled after him, and emerged behind his friend in a clearing thick with fog,
where a foot-wide stream gurgled along a shallow rut. The water foamed on smooth rock and
poured under thirsty overhanging root systems before meandering off down a gentle slope out of
sight. Robbie stood at its edge, looking back at Hal.“See it?” he whispered.Hal stopped and
scanned the clearing. See what? Something in the stream? In the trees? All Hal could see was
fog; nothing unusual there, since it was always foggy on the island. On the other hand, it wasn’t
usually quite this thick in the middle of the woods . . .Then he saw it. He blinked in amazement.
Across the other side of the clearing, almost buried under tall ferns, lay a cave-like opening ten
feet across. From this cave billowed a thick column of pure white smoke, rising up through the
trees.“What is it?” Hal gasped. “Is there a fire under the ground?”He stepped across the stream
for a closer look, imagining a raging inferno deep below the surface in some cavern or tunnel. He
pulled aside the ferns and saw that the opening was like a giant rabbit warren, set in the side of a
shallow slope. The gaping entrance funneled down to a dark, narrow tunnel, and from this tunnel
belched the strange thick smoky substance, twisting and turning as it escaped into the air.Hal
suddenly got a face full of the stuff as it whorled over him. He lurched backward, expecting his
eyes to sting and his lungs to fill with acrid fumes. But instead the smoke smelled musty and
damp, somehow familiar.Perplexed, he followed the column of smoke upwards, noting how it
mushroomed out and filtered through the leaves, yet left no sign of blackening as smoke from a
fire might. If Robbie had been here before and seen this, it must have been burning a while . . .



and yet there was no heat emanating from the hole, and no stinging, choking fumes.Robbie
came up beside him and planted a foot on the rim of the cave, causing soil to shake loose
underfoot and trickle down inside. He was engulfed in thick gloom from the knees up, and when
he spoke his voice sounded muffled. “It’s not smoke. It’s fog.”With a jolt, Hal realized his friend
was right. “This is where it all comes from?” He shook his head in wonder. It explained a lot. It
had been foggy across the island every day of his life, and now he knew why. “Do you think if we
plug up the hole, the fog will clear?”“That’s what I wondered,” Robbie said, backing away from
the hole and beaming. His eyes shone with excitement. “Can you imagine it? A day without fog?
A blue sky? Come on, let’s find something to block it up with—branches, leaves, anything will
do.”“Wait,” Hal said, pointing at the muddy ground nearby. “What are these?”Around the mouth of
the cave were several strange footprints—large, hand-sized prints of some kind of
animal.Robbie circled the prints with a puzzled expression. “That’s weird. They weren’t here
yesterday.”“Why were you here yesterday?” Hal asked. “You mentioned a new bug?”“Yeah.
Found a beauty, a blood-sucking butterfly. Look.” He showed Hal a red welt on the pale, tender
skin of his inner arm. “Isn’t it cool?”Hal didn’t think so. He would never understand why his friend
spent so much time lurking in dark, creepy woods, studying bugs and plants. “Yeah, great. I
didn’t know there was such a thing as a blood-sucking butterfly.”“There isn’t,” Robbie said,
looking smug. “So I bottled it to take home. Then I came across this hole.” His brow knitted into a
frown. “But like I said, these prints weren’t here then.”The prints were cat-like, Hal decided; large
rounded pads, each with four smaller indentations at the front end.“Lauren’s got a cat,” Robbie
murmured.Hal grinned at him. “Trust you to think of her.”“She’s the only one of us with a cat,”
Robbie protested, his cheeks reddening.“Not for much longer,” Hal murmured. “Biscuit is as old
as we are, and in cat years, that’s pretty old.” He studied the prints thoughtfully. “These are far
too big for a cat though. It might be Emily’s dog, I suppose.”They both stared in silence.“Well,”
Robbie said, looking around, “I guess it has to be Emily’s dog. It must have run away or
something, got lost in the woods. There are no other big animals on the island, unless it swam
across from Out There.”Out There was the world beyond the island. Hal pictured it as a vast
expanse of land, but Robbie argued it was a series of small islands just like theirs. Since the
adults refused to talk about their old home, imagination was all the kids had to go on.“I wonder
why it was sniffing around the cave,” Hal said. He thought the tunnel probably went deep, maybe
as deep as the earth’s core. Maybe all this escaping fog was steam from underground rivers that
were boiling away under the intense heat of volcanic activity. Hal had once read a book about
volcanoes, and could imagine bright red hot magma coursing through the rock far below, waiting
to erupt as a river of lava, eating everything in its path . . .A rustling in the bushes nearby caused
both boys to spin around.Hal scanned the woods, seeing nothing but dense vegetation and
gloomy darkness. “Did you hear that?” he whispered.“Yeah.”They stood in silence, watching and
listening. The woods were too thick to reveal much. For all they knew there were a hundred pairs
of eyes staring at them from the cover of darkness. Over the constant bubbling of the nearby
stream came the faint, faraway sound of a woodpecker hard at work.A frog croaked and hopped



into the stream with a tiny plop. Robbie sighed. “Well, whatever it was, it’s gone. Must have been
Emily’s dog. Come on, let’s find some branches and cover this hole. After we get a framework
going, we can stuff the gaps with leaves and mud.”They searched the clearing for something
suitable to start the framework, but the pines in this patch of the woods were high and the lowest
branches far out of reach. “We need a dead tree,” Hal said after a while. “One that’s dropped a
few branches. Or maybe we could come back another day with a saw.”Robbie frowned. “We
could follow the stream to the cliff. The trees aren’t so high there. They have room to spread
out.”They followed the meandering stream, trying to keep close to its edge. But the overhanging
vegetation caused them to veer off, and Hal was just starting to wonder if they’d lost track of the
stream altogether when Robbie called out, “It’s through here. I just stepped in it.”At last the
woods brightened and they reached the cliff edge, along which ran a narrow man-made path.
The fog was thick here, nudging up against the bordering trees and blurring the fifty-foot sheer
drop into the sea. The stream bubbled out of the woods and off the cliff, and suddenly Hal
recognized where he was. “Isn’t this where Thomas was killed?”“Yeah,” Robbie said. “He fell off
that little slope right there.”They edged closer. Patches of grass swayed in a gentle sea breeze,
and trees leaned out over the cliff as if on a dare. Far below, visible only when the fog thinned for
the briefest of moments, the deep green sea swirled and foamed over jagged rocks. The island
was surrounded by them, but sometimes the fog was so thick around the coast it was impossible
to see them even from a beach right down by the water’s edge.Hal had a vision of Thomas
Patten, a small red-haired boy with a happy face, straying off the cliff path and slipping down the
slope, then plunging to his death on the rocks below. It had happened six years ago, but
Thomas’s desk remained in the classroom, empty, as a constant reminder to stay away from the
cliffs. Nine desks, eight students.Hal shuddered and backed off, glad he hadn’t been there at the
time. “What was he doing?”Robbie gave him a puzzled look. “He was six. He wandered off into
the woods, got lost—”“Yeah, I know all that, but what was he doing? Playing in the stream?
Maybe trying to see the waterfall?”Hal doubted it was a spectacular waterfall. The stream
bubbled down the slope and, from what he could see, fell away over the edge in a fine spray. But
he couldn’t be sure without crawling down the slope and peering over the edge.“And where did
his parents go afterwards?” Robbie added. “You reckon they jumped off the cliff and killed
themselves?”They’d had this discussion many times before. But before Hal could answer, they
heard a crack somewhere in the woods, followed by a rustling sound.Every muscle in Hal’s body
tensed. He squinted, searching for a sign of movement in the bushes. But he saw and heard
nothing.“What is that?” Robbie whispered. “Do you think it’s Emily’s dog?”Hal cupped his hands
to his mouth. “Wrangler! Wraaaan-gler! Here boy!”Silence.Robbie put his hands on his hips and
scowled. “Do you think it’s Abigail, messing with us? She’s been following us around a lot the last
couple of weeks.”Hal felt relief wash over him, mixed with annoyance. Of course! It would be just
like that annoying brat, Abigail Porter, to follow them into the woods and spook them. Hal glared
into the darkness. “Abi, get lost.”But there was no answer, so they got back to the business of
finding decent branches to drag across the fog-hole. “You’d think it would be easy to find a few



branches in the middle of the woods,” Robbie complained. “Oh, hold on. There’s one.”It was long
and brittle, but if they were careful it might survive the trip back to the clearing without breaking
up. They put it aside and foraged for more. After a while they found another two, each long
enough to span the ten-foot fog-hole but not so heavy as to be impossible to drag through the
woods. They decided they needed one more, so Hal climbed a tree and edged out along a low
branch to the end. It bent under his weight so that Robbie could reach up and grab it. Then Hal
swung down and, together, they yanked on the branch until it snapped and tumbled down in a
flurry of brown and red leaves.“That should do,” Hal gasped, wiping sweat from his brow.Robbie
picked up one of the heavier branches by the thick, splintered end and set off, dragging it
through the dirt. It caught on bushes as he went, but he put his back into it and soon
disappeared into the woods. Hal tucked the ends of two thinner branches under his armpits and
hauled his load after Robbie. One of them would have to come back for the fourth limb.They
were gasping by the time they arrived back at the clearing. They dragged the branches over the
stream to the fog-hole, and then collapsed for a rest.After a while, Robbie climbed to his feet.
“Give me a hand,” he said.Together they struggled with the heaviest branch and laid it across the
fog-hole, kicking ferns aside as they did so. It spanned the gap with ease, but on its own did little
to stop the fog from billowing out.“I’ll get these other two branches across the hole,” Robbie said,
“if you’ll go back and get the other one.”“Yeah, you do the easy bit,” Hal said, rolling his eyes.He
set off, following the drag marks so he wouldn’t lose his way. The woods seemed even more
silent and lonely without Robbie close by, and he wondered how Abigail could stand shadowing
them from a distance—assuming it was her. Or maybe it wasn’t her but Fenton. Fenton was big,
kind of pudgy and heavy, but strong too, and Hal couldn’t imagine him being scared alone in the
woods.On the other hand, maybe they were right the first time, and Wrangler, Emily’s faithful
border collie, was running loose.As Hal collected the fourth branch and headed back to the
clearing, a nagging doubt crawled into the back of his mind. Wrangler was an old, sturdy dog,
but he wasn’t big enough to leave footprints the size of those by the fog-hole. And if it was
Wrangler out there, why didn’t he come running to greet them?Hal quickened his pace. It was
impossible for any other kind of large animal to be lurking in the woods . . . wasn’t it? They’d all
been on the island twelve years—surely they’d have come across a large animal by now.When
he got back to the clearing he found Robbie sitting on a boulder, knees up to his chin, rocking
back and forth. He had laid all three branches across the fog-hole. The fog hardly faltered, and a
fourth branch across the hole might not help much either, but it would give the boys a good, solid
framework to build on. Cramming the gaps with smaller limbs, twigs, leaves and ferns should do
the job.Hal dragged his branch closer. “You gonna help me or not?” he gasped. Robbie said
nothing, so Hal finished the job on his own with a final heave. He stepped back and brushed his
hands, nodding with satisfaction. “Now the fun part—”He broke off and stared at Robbie,
noticing something strange for the first time. His friend sat there on the boulder looking forlorn
and embarrassed, and his shirt was in tatters over his pale, bony frame.Hal stared in
silence.Robbie shrugged. “I don’t know what happened. One minute I was struggling with that



last branch, and the next—I don’t know, I just—”Hal waited, bewildered. “Just what?”“The branch
got caught up and I tripped, and I got annoyed and . . . and then . . . I don’t know, I suddenly felt
stronger and I just picked up that branch like it was a twig and threw it across the hole.” Robbie
shook his head. “I couldn’t believe my own strength, you know? I fell back into the ferns and just
sat there staring. Then I realized my shirt was all torn up. I even popped the button on my
jeans.”“Robbie,” Hal said, feeling awkward, “what’s up with you? Did you lose your temper or
something?”“No, I . . . well, I don’t think so.” Robbie frowned. “Maybe I did. I was pretty steamed
for a second there, and scratched to bits on thorns, and then the stupid branch wouldn’t budge,
and . . .”Hal stared at his friend, disturbed by the uncertainty he saw plastered across his face.
Was Robbie cracking up? Who got so angry they ripped their shirt apart? It hung on him in
tatters. All the buttons were gone, and the arms were ripped open lengthways. That had been
some temper tantrum!“Remind me never to annoy you,” Hal said, trying a grin. Robbie seemed
to perk up, and the awkward moment was over. “And Robbie, your mom’s gonna kill you when
you get home.”They turned to finish the job they’d started. The hard work was done; now came
the fun part, filling in all the gaps and stopping the fog forever.Something scampered through the
woods toward them. Twigs cracked and leaves rustled, and there was the splash of a puddle.
Then sudden silence, and in that silence Hal thought he could hear harsh breathing. Something
was right there in the shadows, watching them from behind some bushes.A high, fluty voice
floated out of the gloom. “Where am I? What is this place?”The voice was so strange and
unfamiliar that Hal almost jumped out of his skin. He found Robbie clutching at him.“You!” came
the strange voice. “How did I get here?”About twenty feet in front of the startled boys, a face
came into view around a bush. It seemed to hover out of the darkness, bringing with it a bulky
body that Hal couldn’t make out. But the face was clear to see, and it wasn’t human: an animal of
some kind, with bright blue eyes set in a dark red face, and with what seemed like hundreds of
razor sharp fangs lining its gaping mouth.Robbie turned and bolted. Hal pounded after him,
praying that his friend didn’t get them both lost. Hal didn’t look back, but imagined the hideous
creature preparing to leap on his back at any moment. Was that its hot breath on his neck? A
snarl inches from his ear?Black Woods was a blur of scratchy bushes, low-hanging branches
and squelchy mud all the way to the outskirts, where the boys burst into an open field and
stumbled through knee-high grass. Snatching glances over their shoulders and seeing no sign
of a monster, they finally collapsed behind a lonesome bush, gasping, streaming with sweat,
and almost crying with relief.“What was that?” Hal panted.“No clue,” Robbie said, white-faced.
“Scared me to death though. That voice—and that red face—it was like a cat, but with human
eyes and hundreds of teeth.”“Yeah, those eyes,” Hal agreed with a shudder. “So bright and
blue . . .”“Evil,” Robbie said. “Whatever that thing is, it’s not something I’m going to stick around
and chat with. But how did it get here?”“That’s what it was asking us,” Hal remembered. “It was
asking where it was and how it got here. Do you think we should tell our parents?”They
discussed the matter at length, and finally decided not to say a word—for now. For one thing,
they were not supposed to be in Black Woods. Since Thomas Patten’s death, the woods were



off-limits, at least to Hal and some of the others. Robbie’s parents didn’t seem to care so much,
but if the boys admitted to being there they’d also have to explain why they were there, and then
the subject of the fog-hole would come up.“It’s our fog-hole,” Robbie said, clenching his fists. “We
found it, and we’re going to block it up. And when the fog stops pouring out and a blue sky
appears, it’ll be us that everyone thanks.”That’s if we ever get a chance to return, Hal thought,
glancing for the umpteenth time toward the woods. It seemed unlikely they’d be able to finish the
job if a strange and frightening creature had taken up residence in the woods.Tired and
disappointed, the boys snuck out from behind the bush and warily skirted the perimeter of Black
Woods until they found the sprawling oak where they’d left their bikes and backpacks. They set
off across the meadow as fast as they could pedal, Robbie’s ragged shirt flapping off his bony
shoulders like a flag in the wind.Chapter TwoThursday Morning ClassIt was drizzling on
Thursday morning when Hal’s mom rapped on his bedroom door. He woke bleary-eyed and
looked out the window at the thick gray fog. It was a shame he and Robbie hadn’t been able to
finish blocking the fog-hole. They’d have to return sometime and pack it with smaller branches
and twigs, then leaves and ferns, maybe some mud on top to seal it off for good.With a jolt he
remembered the red-faced monster in the woods! He pressed his nose to the glass and
scanned the front lawn, half expecting to see a pair of creepy blue eyes staring back at him from
behind a tree or hedge. But, thankfully, there was no sign of the creature. Perhaps it was a forest-
dweller and preferred to hide itself deep in the woods. That would explain why he and Robbie
had never come across the thing before.Mulling it over, he pulled on his clothes and ambled to
the bathroom. Standing in front of the mirror, he dipped his hand in the bucket of fresh water and
slicked down his short, sandy-colored hair. Then he brushed his teeth with the last of his mom’s
homemade mint-flavored tooth powder. It wasn’t as good as the toothpaste from Out There, but
that supply had run out years ago.Along the hall came the sounds of his mom puttering around
in the kitchen. Hal returned to his room, made sure he had the right school books in his
backpack, and then popped his head into the living room to check the time.His dad was there, a
huge man, quite unlike Hal and his mom—black hair, brown eyes, olive skin, broad shoulders,
and very tall. He had a thick bushy beard that tended to collect food when he ate. He was
standing by the fireplace with the precious clock in his hands, winding it up as he did every
morning and evening.“What’s the time, Dad?”“Morning, Hal,” his dad said. “It’s just after
seven.”He hung the clock back on the wall over the fireplace with the sort of loving care Robbie
gave to his precious bugs when he bottled them to take home.In the kitchen, Hal’s mom was
busy frying eggs, sliced potatoes and onions over the fire. The kitchen fireplace was even larger
than the adjoining one in the living room, and over the crackling flames stood a heavy iron
framework with hooks for pots and pans, a rotisserie spit that spanned the hearth, and a small
iron surface for frying. Above the frame hung an enormous soot-encrusted metal hood that
collected the smoke and guided it up the chimney.“Hey, Mom,” Hal said.She smiled at him, her
face red and her forehead moist. Her long sandy-colored hair was streaked with gray, and she
stood not much taller than Hal, a slim woman with a weary look in her green eyes. “About ready



to eat?”The family ate together as usual, idle words passing between them as they cleaned their
plates. Hal’s dad devoured the last of the bread and then kissed his wife goodbye. He threw on a
long coat, climbed into well-worn boots, and set off for the farm, leaving Hal to help his mom
clear away the plates.“Be a dear,” his mom said, handing him a bucket. “Go and fetch us some
water, would you? My shoulder’s acting up again.”Hal stepped out into the drizzle and grimaced
as the cold damp started to soak though his clothes. He hurried across the lawn to the road, the
bucket clanging against his leg. According to his dad, the main road had once been busy with
cars, trucks, and motorbikes, the hub of a thriving island community, especially down toward the
docks where the old shop fronts were rotting away. Hal found it hard to imagine.Robbie’s house
loomed out of the fog on the opposite side of the road. Despite a choice of bigger, better houses
tucked away in idyllic spots on the island, in recent years all eight families had ended up huddled
together on this small stretch of road. Living near one another made life much easier, and there
was a handy freshwater stream they could all share.Hal arrived at a narrow, humped bridge,
under which the clean, sparkling stream flowed. A wooden frame and pulley system had been
rigged up, and Hal hung the bucket on the hook and lowered it into the water. The pulleys made
it easy to wind the bucket back up, but carrying it back to the house was another matter. Water
slopped over the rim as he hobbled along, and the handle dug into the palm of his hand. How
did his mom manage this two or three times a day? He was just glad he lived so close.“Hal,
where’s your coat?” his mom asked with a frown as he returned to the house and dumped the
bucket in the kitchen. “You’ll catch a cold.”“Won’t,” Hal said. He’d never had a cold in his life, and
neither had any of his friends.He pulled on a jacket, grabbed his packed lunch, slipped it into his
backpack, and left for school. Packed lunches weren’t essential since class ended before
lunchtime anyway, but some of the classmates—Hal and Robbie in particular—preferred to eat
out in a field somewhere, or perhaps up a tree, rather than go straight home and sit at a kitchen
table. Food always tasted better outdoors!A heavily trodden dirt path led away from the main
road and ran alongside a cornfield bordered with a rickety wooden fence. Since all the kids used
the same path, Hal often met his classmates along the way. Sometimes they rode their bikes, but
on wet, muddy days like this it was better to walk. He brushed past Emily and Darcy as they
walked together, and caught up to Robbie.“Get home all right yesterday?” Hal asked.Robbie
nodded and grinned. “I snuck in the bedroom window, changed my shirt, then climbed out and
walked in the front door as if I’d just got home. Mom never suspected a thing.”“Cool.”They
reached the top of the hill and started down the path that led into the meadow. An old community
hall, now used as a school, stood there with the tip of its narrow bell tower lost in a mist of
drizzle, its aged wood siding dark with moisture.“I wish we could have blocked that fog-hole,”
Robbie said with a faraway look. “Imagine waking up this morning with no fog, just a blue sky and
bright yellow sun.”“It’s raining,” Hal said. “There wouldn’t have been a blue sky anyway.”A voice
shouted from behind. “Hal! Shortie! C’mere!”Hal groaned.Heavy feet came stamping up and a
large hand clamped onto Hal’s shoulder. “I’m talking to you, squirt. And you, beanpole.”The
hulking form of Fenton Bridges butted in between Hal and Robbie, shoving them apart. He



wasn’t quite as tall as Robbie, but was built like a bull, with short spiky hair and small, staring
eyes. As always he carried with him a faint smell of underarm body odor.“Teacher’s giving us a
test today,” he said, glaring at Hal. “That means you’re going to pass me the answers when I
need them. Right?”“Work ’em out yourself.”Powerful fingers gripped the back of Hal’s neck.
“Sorry? Didn’t quite hear you.”Hal squirmed but couldn’t get free. “Get off!”“Pick on someone
your own size,” Robbie mumbled.Fenton turned on him at once, but retained his tight grip on
Hal’s neck. “Oh yeah? Like who, skeleton boy? Show me a single person our age who’s as big
as me, and I’ll go pick on him.”“Try Out There,” Hal said through gritted teeth. “There are probably
hundreds of kids your size you can go play with.”“Or try the pig sty,” Robbie said.Fenton released
his grip on Hal, and a huge fist lashed out. It caught Robbie on the chin and, in a flash, he was
lying in the mud holding his face.Fenton stood over him, his face red. “Watch yourself, stick
insect. Say anything like that again and you’ll be fishing around in that puddle for teeth.”“Leave
him alone!” Hal yelled. “I’m not gonna help you cheat, so get lost!”He was almost yanked off his
feet as Fenton grabbed a handful of coat and pulled him closer. “And you watch out too, stumpy,
or you’ll be joining your bony friend in the mud.” Fenton shoved hard, and Hal stumbled
backward. “Now remember, when I signal for answers, you better pass ’em across. Or else the
beanpole gets it.”He stalked off toward the school.Hal helped Robbie to his feet. “You all
right?”“Great,” Robbie said with tears in his eyes. He brushed them away and scowled. “Why’s he
always pick on us?”“Because I sit near him in class,” Hal grumbled. “And if I don’t do as he says,
he’ll beat you up.”He looked back along the path and found Darcy and Emily standing perfectly
still, clutching each other, watching from a safe distance.“He’s horrible,” Emily called out. “Is
Robbie okay?”“I’m fine!” Robbie yelled. “It’s nothing. You can stop gawping now.” He brushed
himself down, wiped some mud off the back of his trousers and elbows, and hurried on toward
school, shooting a glance to Hal. “Come on.”The school building was small, with a large room at
one end and several tiny rooms at the other. Mrs. Hunter, who was Lauren’s mother and the
class teacher, used the small rooms for storing school supplies and books. The large room, fitted
with windows down the two longest sides, housed nine small desks arranged three by three that
faced a larger desk at the front. On the wall over the teacher’s desk hung a whiteboard. A nearby
clock announced it was nearly eight as Hal and Robbie entered.Chairs scraped, school bags
and backpacks were slung on the floor and unzipped, and books were piled on the desktops
and flipped open. Hal’s desk was the exact center of the class. To his left, Robbie sat by the
window, and to his right sat Fenton, who gave him a warning glare.Mrs. Hunter waited with a tiny
smile on her lips while the class settled. “Now,” she said at last, “a history test. You did your
homework, yes?”“Yes!” came a chorus of voices, but Hal heard a small, nervous “No” from
Dewey at the back. At least Dewey admits it, Hal thought, throwing Fenton a mutinous glare.
Fenton caught him looking and glared back, then slid his finger across his throat and nodded
meaningfully toward Robbie.“Hey, Hal,” whispered a girl’s voice from over Hal’s other shoulder. It
was Abigail Porter, who sat behind Robbie by the window. “Psst!”Unable to ignore her, Hal shot
her a look.She gave a sweet smile, a freckle-faced girl with brown hair tied back in a ponytail.



Until recently her hair had been long enough to reach her waist, but in the last couple of weeks
she’d cut it short, much to everyone’s surprise. Now she twirled it around her fingers in a most
irritating way, pulling it around in front of her face and pretending to powder her nose with
it.“Hey,” she whispered. “Got something to tell you later. Can we meet after school?”Mrs. Hunter
came by just then, handing out test papers. Hal waited until she’d moved up the aisle, then
turned to Abigail. “Can’t. Busy,” he lied.“It won’t take long,” Abigail whispered. “Just ten minutes.
Got to tell you something.”“Then tell me now.”“Stop whispering, you two,” Mrs. Hunter said.Hal
jumped. He mumbled an apology and glanced over his paper. In her usual neat handwriting,
Mrs. Hunter had written a series of history questions.“Now then, children,” she said in her high,
clear voice. “You have half an hour, starting now. No talking, eyes down.”A complete silence
engulfed the room, at least for the next twenty minutes. Hal worked through the test with a
grudge, wondering what was the point in learning the history of a world they’d never get to see
anyway. Who cared if some guy called Columbo, or whatever his name was, discovered
America? What good did it do Hal and his friends? Still, he worked hard to get the answers right
anyway, struggling to remember what he’d skimmed through last night during homework.He
heard Fenton clear his throat and decided not to look up. Pretend not to notice, he thought
grimly.Fenton cleared his throat again, louder this time, and Hal feigned an expression of total
concentration and bent lower to his paper, chewing the end of his pencil.Then a balled up piece
of paper hit him on the cheek, and he blinked in surprise. Fenton was glaring at him, and
nodding toward the paper.With a sigh, Hal unfolded it and read: your crusing for a brusing buddy.
whats number 4, 7, 12, 15 and 24Hal studied his own answers. He was up to number nineteen
of thirty questions. Fenton had probably skimmed through them all and was now going back to
fill in a few blanks. It would be easy for Hal to write the answers on the paper and throw it back—
but why should he?He thought long and hard over his dilemma. Fenton was always picking on
him, partly because he sat nearby, but also because Robbie was easy to beat up if Hal didn’t do
as he was told. Hal felt bad about seeing his friend getting pushed around, so he tried to comply
whenever possible.“Tell the teacher,” Emily had once said.“I’ll tell her,” Lauren had suggested,
“later, at home.”“Don’t say a word!” Hal had said, horrified. He didn’t know what was worse:
running to the teacher for help, or annoying Fenton even more.So it went on, and once again Hal
was faced with the same old dilemma: give Fenton what he wanted, or refuse and see his friend
beaten up after school.He stared at the paper, then at Fenton’s stocky profile and those big,
clumsy fists. Then he glanced across at Robbie, who was fingering a small bruise on his
chin.With a sigh, Hal copied his answers onto Fenton’s creased scrap of paper. He had to jump
ahead on his own test to figure out question twenty-four, but it was an easy one. He balled up
Fenton’s note and, after checking to make sure Mrs. Hunter wasn’t watching, threw it
back.Fenton didn’t even make an attempt to say thanks, just unfolded the paper and copied the
answers onto his test paper.Twenty minutes into the test, Emily gave a loud sigh, sat back in her
chair, and folded her arms. Next to her, right in front of Hal, Lauren was busy trying to scratch her
back at a place she couldn’t reach. And Darcy, who sat at the third desk in the front row, seemed



to be falling asleep.Robbie was gazing across at Lauren, tapping his pencil against his chin.
When he noticed Hal watching him, he reddened and looked away. Behind him, Abigail looked
thoroughly bored. She slouched across her desk with her head resting on her hands. And beside
her, right behind Hal and as quiet as a mouse, Dewey Morgan was still scrawling away.Hal
twisted around and glanced at the final desk, the ninth, which stood behind Fenton. No one sat
there anymore. Before Thomas had died, when they were all young, there had been much
swapping of desks and moving around as best friends became nuisances, and sworn enemies
became pals. But on the day Thomas died, his desk and chair had become a tombstone, a
memorial, and despite several swapped desks since then, his alone remained empty.Mrs.
Hunter’s chair creaked and she stood up. “Okay, children, time’s up. Pencils down, please.” She
started moving between the desks, collecting up the test papers, and the class took a moment
to stretch and fidget.Next, Mrs. Hunter gave the class an essay to write while she marked the
tests. Hal yawned his way through it, and the morning dragged on. Outside, the rain stopped and
the gray gloom brightened to a white haze.“Very good, Emily,” Mrs. Hunter said, nodding with
approval. “Top marks. Thirty out of thirty.”Emily grinned and glanced around the class, glowing
with pride.“Also, well done Lauren and Hal, not bad at all, apart from a few silly mistakes. Abigail,
you need to concentrate a little more. Very poor score indeed. As for Dewey and Robbie, well, I
suggest you take a little extra homework and actually study this time. I’ll re-test you both after
school tomorrow.”“Oh, Mrs. Hunter!” Robbie cried, sounding exasperated. He slumped back in
his chair, his arms dangling at his sides.“And Fenton,” Mrs. Hunter said, now sounding serious.
She gave him a long stare and held up his paper. “Only four right. Or, to put it another way,
twenty-six wrong. That’s a terrible score by any standards. But what’s worse is that you
cheated.”“Mrs. Hunter!” Fenton said, sounding like a shocked grown-up. “What do you mean?”“It
was question seven that gave you away: ‘What was the name of the great explorer who
discovered America in 1492?’ Both you and Hal gave the same answer: Columbo.”There was a
silence, and then Fenton sputtered, “But—yeah, he copied me, I saw him peeking, and anyway,
isn’t that the right answer?”“The answer is Columbus, not Columbo,” Mrs. Hunter said. “Columbo
was just some detective character on television. Hal, I guess you must have heard your father
talking about the old days and somehow got the name mixed up.”Hal shrugged.“But, Mrs.
Hunter,” Fenton argued, “how do you know Hal didn’t copy me?”“Stop it, Fenton,” Mrs. Hunter
snapped. “You’ll stay an extra half-hour after school all next week, and you’ll re-take the test
tomorrow with Robbie and Dewey. Is that understood?”Furious, Fenton spent the rest of the
class glowering at Hal, as if it were all his fault. Luckily, Mrs. Hunter kept Fenton in during mid-
morning break, otherwise he might have pounded Hal into the soggy meadow.When class finally
ended at midday, Hal kept an eye on Fenton. The big boy had a nasty look on his face, a grim
determination that caused his surly features to twist into a grimace. But when Mrs. Hunter
tapped on Fenton’s shoulder and spoke to him in a low voice, Hal seized the opportunity and
grabbed Robbie’s arm. “Come on, let’s go while we can.”“I’m not scared of him,” Robbie
grumbled, as they emerged into cool but fresh air.“You should be. He could beat you to a pulp if



he wanted to.”Abigail appeared between them as if by magic, much as Fenton had done earlier
only without shoving them so hard. “Ooh, looks like Fenton’s going to be beating up a certain
skinny boy. You’d better run, Robbie.”“Mind your own business,” Robbie retorted.“Ooh, touchy,”
Abigail said. She nudged Hal’s arm. “So can I talk to you for a moment? Alone?”Hal shook his
head and increased his pace. “Go away, Abi. Go play with the girls.”To his annoyance, Abigail
broke into a skip and linked her arms though Hal’s and Robbie’s. “The girls are boring,” she said.
“All they talk about is hair and homework. Especially Emily. Did you hear her earlier, boasting that
she got every question right? Boys are much more interesting. What shall we do? How about
going down to the docks and building a raft to escape the island?”Both Hal and Robbie tried to
shake her loose, but she hung on and giggled. “Oh, come on,” she pleaded. “Let me come along.
I won’t be a nuisance, I promise.”“You already are a nuisance,” Robbie said through gritted teeth.
“Abi, get lost. You’re not wanted.”Abigail released them and slowed to a stop. “Be like that, then,”
she mumbled. “See if I care. But Hal, I really do have to tell you something sometime.”“Why me?”
Hal asked over his shoulder. “Tell Darcy or Emily. Emily loves gossip—go tell her.”The boys
hurried on, putting distance between them and Abigail. She was trudging along now, looking out
across the fields and daydreaming. “Good riddance,” Robbie muttered. “What a nuisance she is.
What with her and Fenton . . .”“She’s always pestering me these days,” Hal said. “Keeps saying
she needs to tell me something. Tell me what? What’s so important that she can’t just come out
and say it? Why all the secrecy?”“I bet I know,” Robbie said with a sudden mischievous grin.
“She wants to tell you that she’s fallen in love with you.”Hal punched him hard on the arm. “Get
lost. The only one who’s in love around here is you—with Lauren. Why don’t you talk to her, ask
her if she wants to go bug-hunting or something?”“Yeah, right,” Robbie said, kicking at a
stone.Laughing, Hal shot a glance over his shoulder to check for Fenton. There he was, just
emerging from the school building some distance away, looking harassed; it seemed Mrs.
Hunter had had a few serious words with him. Lauren’s mom was nice, but she had a sharp
tongue from time to time, cowing even the likes of Fenton Bridges. That was good; he needed
taking down a few pegs. In the meantime, Hal and Robbie had put some space between them
and the school, so all they had to do was keep an eye open in case Fenton came pounding after
them in a rage. They could outrun him if they had to.Abigail, last seen staring into space as she
ambled along, had vanished into thin air.A raft.Her silly, foolish suggestion about building a raft
to escape the island echoed in Hal’s mind. Of course she’d been joking . . . but what an idea!
Imagine if it could be done!Chapter ThreeA Brilliant Idea“A raft,” Robbie repeated, staring with
growing excitement at Hal. “You really think we can build one? You really think it’ll float?”Hal
nodded. “Of course it will. We’ll sail Out There, to where our parents came from, and find out
what all the secrecy is for. I reckon it’s a place much bigger than this island, with lots of people
and tall buildings and—”He broke off, remembering where he was. Mrs. Hunter’s Friday morning
math class was on break, and Hal stood with Robbie outside the school. It was a bright morning,
and the nearest hills stood out clear and sharp against the pure white fog beyond. The hazy
glare from the sun made Hal squint. Because it was drier today, Hal, Robbie, and a few others



had brought their bikes to school. They were lined up in a neat row against the side of the
building, the front wheels inserted into a rusty rack.A quick glance around assured Hal that no
one was eavesdropping. Darcy, Lauren and Emily were huddled together as usual, while Abigail
was busy teasing little Dewey Morgan by following close behind him wherever he walked. Every
so often he would turn and yell at her to leave him alone, and each time she would stop, spread
her hands, and say, “What? What am I doing?”Meanwhile, Fenton leaned against a wall with a
frown on his face. He was prodding around inside his mouth with a pudgy finger. At least he’s not
beating on Robbie and me, Hal thought. But he feared that would come later, after school;
Fenton, Robbie and Dewey were supposed to be staying late to re-take the history test, the
perfect time for Fenton to pounce on Robbie and pummel him into the ground.And for what?
Because Hal had agreed to help Fenton cheat? He vowed never to give in again.Satisfied that
no one was eavesdropping, Hal turned back to Robbie. “We’ll go to the old barn and find the
materials we need, and I’ll borrow some of Dad’s tools. Hopefully he won’t notice.”Robbie
nodded, his eyes shining. “Let’s get started tonight.”“After your detention,” Hal reminded him. “I’ll
hang around for you.”Mrs. Hunter appeared in the doorway. “Break is over. Come on in.”Everyone
filed back inside, the three girls first, then Dewey—with Abigail on his tail—and then Hal and
Robbie. Fenton shuffled in last, still frowning.With a noisy scraping of chairs, the children
resumed their seats. Fenton raised his hand at once. “Pweathe, Mithith Hunter? Can I pweathe
go home? I’ve got a toothache.”“Goodness, Fenton,” said Mrs. Hunter with concern. She
rounded the desks and stood before him. “May I see?”Fenton opened his mouth a little, and said
“Ah” while Mrs. Hunter peered in. She stared for what seemed a very long time, and then cleared
her throat.“That’s, uh . . . that’s quite a toothache you have there, young Fenton Bridges,” she
said. “Yes, you may go home. Perhaps you should ask your mother to take you to Dr. Porter. She
may have something to alleviate the pain.”Fenton nodded and got to his feet. Without another
word he shuffled from the room, quite unlike his usual surly, boisterous self.Hal stared in
amazement, then turned to Robbie. Robbie looked delighted.“Poor boy,” Mrs. Hunter said. She
looked across at Abigail. “But I should think your mother can brew something that will help, can’t
she, Abigail? Like when Darcy broke her ankle years ago. Dr. Porter’s healing paste soon eased
the pain, and she was walking again in a few weeks.”“Mom’s always messing with potions and
stuff,” Abigail said, nodding. “Most of it smells horrible. As bad as Robbie’s breath,
actually.”Everyone laughed except Robbie, who swung around and glared at her.“It’s true,”
Abigail said, spreading her hands and looking around the class. “You know when you step in
something that stinks, like in the cow field? Well, Robbie’s breath is—”“All right, that’s enough,
Abigail,” Mrs. Hunter interrupted. “Back to work, children. Robbie, face front. Just ignore her.”Hal
couldn’t help grinning as his friend returned his attention to the front of the class, his face bright
red and his eyes ablaze. Abigail had a way of riling everyone up.But then Hal noticed something
odd, and his grin faded.Robbie had been holding a pencil in his fist as he swung around to face
Abigail in anger, and now that pencil was in two pieces, snapped in half. Robbie noticed it
himself just then, and stared at it as if wondering how it had got there.As Mrs. Hunter resumed



scrawling boring math problems on the whiteboard with a squeaky black pen, Hal stifled a yawn
and started doodling on his paper. He sketched tiny detailed pictures of rafts, considering what
to use for each component. He and Robbie would need a large platform to sit on, say five or six
feet across, and something fastened underneath to keep the thing afloat. He couldn’t think what
to use as floats though . . .“Hal?”He jumped and looked up. “W-what?”Mrs. Hunter was staring at
him expectantly. Hal cleared his throat and gazed past her at the problem on the board, frowning
as if thinking hard.“Dimwit,” mumbled Abigail from behind.“Come on, Hal,” said Mrs. Hunter,
tapping her foot. “Weren’t you paying attention? I know math is not the most interesting subject
in the world, but it is very important that you grasp the basics. Anyone else know the answer?”In
the front row, Emily Stanton raised her hand like she was trying to touch the ceiling.“Yes, Emily,”
said Mrs. Hunter.“Forty-two,” the dark-haired girl said triumphantly. “It’s a very easy problem, Mrs.
Hunter. I can’t think why Hal didn’t get it.”Mrs. Hunter shot Hal a glance. “Neither can I, Emily.”
She returned to the board and started on another problem.Her voice faded into the background
as visions of a raft floated through Hal’s mind, a raft bobbing up and down on the ocean waves,
forging through the fog and emerging into clear, brilliant light where the sky was blue and the sun
was blinding. And on the horizon lay land! What would they find Out There? Thousands of
people milling around, cars and motorcycles roaring along the roads? His dad had suggested
there was nothing left there anymore, but what did that mean exactly?That was the trouble with
adults: they kept so many secrets. It was as though they were trying to forget their old life Out
There, and yet often one adult or another would make a casual remark about the way things
used to be. Hal’s mother, for instance, as she scrubbed clothes in a bucket of heated soapy
water, would often mention “washing machines” and how easy things once were. And most
mornings, when she drew up icy cold water from the stream and struggled back to the house
with a bucket in each hand, she would arrive red-faced and make some comment about how
she used to take running water for granted.So what had changed? Maybe now, with a raft, he
and Robbie would find out.Class ended at long last, at least for those who weren’t re-taking the
test. As Fenton had managed to get out of it, Robbie and Dewey were left alone in the classroom
with Mrs. Hunter while Hal lingered around the corner by the bike rack. He watched Darcy,
Lauren and Emily wander off and wondered where Abigail was.As if on cue, she emerged from
the school and looked around.Hal ducked down behind the bike rack. The last thing he wanted
was for her to be pestering him for the next half-hour while he waited for Robbie.But then she
started toward the bike rack. Hal groaned. What was she doing? Only two bikes were left, his
and Robbie’s, so she had no reason to be here.“Hal?” she called.Hal bolted around to the other
side of the building and headed out across the meadow. When he was a safe distance away he
threw himself down into the long grass and held his breath. Moments later Abigail appeared,
looking around with a puzzled frown on her face.“Hal? Are you here?”He remained still and
quiet, peering through the grass. The things he had to do to avoid that girl! She stood there a
while, searching for him, then continued on around the school. She soon disappeared from
sight.Through one of the windows, Hal could see Robbie working hard on his test, and behind



him the tiny figure of Dewey bent over his desk. It would be a while before they got through, so
Hal rolled onto his back and stared up into the fog.It was peaceful lying there alone, and after a
while he dozed off. He was woken by his name being called, this time by Robbie. Hal jerked
upright and looked around. There was no sign of Abigail; she must have gone home. He trotted
around the building to the bike rack.“Where’d you get to?” Robbie asked, looking puzzled. “I
knew you hadn’t left, because your bike’s still here.”“Dozed off,” Hal said. “Come on, let’s get
going.”They extracted their bikes and set off for the dirt path that led back to the main road. But
as they got close, Abigail sprung up out of the grass. “Hi, Hal.”“Ignore her,” Robbie murmured.
“Just ride past.”“Hal, I need to talk to you.”Hal sighed and stopped. “All right, talk. What do you
want?”Robbie clicked his tongue and slowed. “Come on, Hal.”Abigail brushed herself down and
removed some grass from her hair. “You carry on, Robbie. I want to talk to Hal alone.”“Look, Abi,”
Hal said, “we’re busy and don’t have time to stand around waiting for you to say what you’ve got
to say. Spit it out.”She frowned. “You’re busy? Doing what? Can I come?”Robbie laughed. “Sure,
Abi, if you can keep up with us without your bike.”Abigail raised an eyebrow and tilted her head
to one side, looking smug. “Oh, trust me, I can keep up with you, even without my bike.”This
made Robbie snort. “So you can run as fast as we can ride, can you?”“I don’t need to run. But I
bet I can keep up with you anyway.”Hal and Robbie exchanged a look. Then Robbie shrugged.
“There she goes again, being all strange and secretive as if she knows something important.
Like we care.”Abigail took a step closer to Hal, her eyes wide. “But I do know something
important,” she whispered. “Hal, tell your friend to buzz off so we can talk. It’ll just take a few
minutes, honest, and you’ll be amazed.”Robbie snorted again. “C’mon, Hal, we’ve got things to
do. Important things.”Hal paused. Abigail stared hard at him with big brown eyes, and in a flash
he found himself curious. What could be so important that had to be kept a secret? And why
insist on telling him? Maybe he should send Robbie on ahead so he could listen to what she had
to say . . .But, as if reading his mind, Robbie sneered and said, “I’m sure whatever Abigail’s got to
say is much more important than what we’re about to do—right, Hal? I mean, Abigail’s always
got important, useful things to say, hasn’t she? Last week she told us Emily’s neck was getting
longer. And a few days ago she told us Lauren had hairy fingers. Are you sure you want to stop
and listen to her, Hal?”Put like that, Hal had to admit his friend was right.“It’s all true,” Abigail
said, frowning. “Look, Hal, I know how it sounds, but—”Hal held up his hand. “Abi, when you
learn to stop telling fibs and yanking everyone’s chain, maybe I’ll stick around long enough to
listen to what you have to say. See you.”
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DabOfDarkness, “Ruined world + mythological beasts = epic fun!. Set in a future post-
apocalyptic world, 8 families live in quiet solitude on a foggy island, safe from whatever wrecked
humanity. The kids are all 12 years old or close to it. While they have each been long curious
about the mainland, they also knew there was no way to go exploring. Yet now things are
happening to them and secrets long kept are becoming clear. The kids are changing but they
don’t know why, or what they will become, or how their parents will react.These 8 kids, Hal,
Robbie, Abigail, Darcy, Dewey, Emily, Fenton, and Lauren, have grown up on this island with
their parents, some hogs, cows, a dog, & a cat. There’s no electricity, no indoor plumbing, and
no majestic views. The island is perpetually foggy. The kids have never seen a clear night with
twinkling stars. The author does a pretty good job setting the stage and giving the reader the feel
of the place. The foggy island has shaped these kids as much as their schooling or their parents’
house rules. I really liked the foggy atmosphere because it gave the whole book a mysterious
quality.The families have worked out a communal way to live on the island. One woman is the
school teacher, another one the doctor, and yet another bakes weekly bread for all the
households. Most of the men work the communal farm. I was surprised that the kids never had
farm chores. In fact, they seem to have very few responsibilities other than homework and
keeping their rooms clean. I would have liked to see the kids a little more involved in the day to
day chores as such a little community probably couldn’t let the kids off to play so often. But that
is a tiny quibble compared to how much enjoyment I got out of this book.So these kids are in for
an adventure and things start off a bit slowly. We learn about them, the island, and a few hints as
to why they are on the island. Then things pick up with Abigail, who is the first to change and she
shares this info with a chosen few. Each kid has a different reaction to these changes and I really
liked this aspect. After all, they are all different people.Meanwhile, there are these sad little
remembrances of a family that lost their son many years ago and the couple left the island. Well,
Hal & Robbie went adventuring on the island and they ran into something completely
unexpected. It was Thomas, the long lost boy, but he’s a manticore. I have no qualms telling you
this since he is on the cover art. Thomas is not a well-adjusted kid and doesn’t play well with
others, so Hal & Robbie have to flee. To me, Thomas is a rather interesting side character and
we learn more about him later in the book. He changed years earlier than the other kids and has
been managing on his own for years in the depths of the woods.Once the adults become aware
that at least one of the kids is changing, a specialist, Miss Simone, is called in. This is the first
person from off the island the kids have met. They obviously have lots of questions. Yet Simone
is evasive and prying at the same time. The kids don’t trust her. They take it upon themselves to
do some actions that inadvertently endanger some of the islands inhabitants.The story lagged in
places for me. I felt certain arguments were repeated and repeated. Also, I felt the kids were
rather slow to get to the boiling point. After all, their parents kept the biggest secret of their young
lives from them, plus all the secrecy about the world off the island. Then this stranger, Miss



Simone, comes and wants them to divulge all their secrets and she wants to irrevocably change
their lives, all without telling them anything. So I kept waiting for one of the kids to explode in
anger, or at least, in indignation. It was really slow in coming and then was a pretty mild rebuke.
That aspect watered down the kids’ characters for me.The last quarter of the book had the most
action and was the most well written. Things are moving along and the kids’ personalities are
well-fleshed out. Also, we see more of the adults who were largely these shadowy characters in
the background up to this point. Plus Miss Simone gets some depth to her mysterious character.
It was a pretty good read and I want to know what happens next to these kids.I received this
book free of charge from the narrator in exchange for an honest review.The Narration: I have
listened to several books narrated by Fred Wolinsky and this may be the best performance yet.
Each kid was distinct and sounded like a kid. He also had really good female voices, which I
appreciated as I haven’t always liked his female voices. As always, he is great at imbuing the
characters with emotions and by the end of the book, there were plenty of emotions to be had!”

Leslie F., “Fun, family-friendly fantasy. This was a fun book that I think kids and families with kids
can enjoy. The story is very engaging and holds the attention to the end. If you are fans of
fantasy (shape-shifters, mythical creatures, etc.) you should give it a shot, and though it is
geared toward kids, I enjoyed it as an adult. I will listen to this again with my kids (5- and 6-years
old) on our next road trip. I listened to the Audible audio version of this book, and the narrator
takes some getting used to. He does really well at giving each character a unique voice, but I
had a hard time listening to the lisping "Emily" character, and the narrator does have a "unique"
cadence when doing the "narrator" voice, which I was really distracted by in the first book I
listened to by him, but have since gotten mostly used to. Overall, a fun, clean book that can be
enjoyed together as a family.”

Ebook Library Reader, “I really enjoyed this. Hal and his friends are 12 and lived the whole lives
on an island covered in fog. They are told this is to stop the man man virus that spread in the
world just off the island. There is also the story's they are told of the water serpent who will eat
anyone crossing the water.Has strange things start happening to the group of friends there is so
much secretly that they begin to wonder can they really trust the partners not to be lying to
them.This book is about secrets, mythology creatures but mostly friendship”

Seahorsling, “Young fans of Narnia, Harry Potter and the Hunger Games will love this series!.
Every now and again, a new series comes along to cross the age boundaries and be enjoyed by
young and old alike. The Island of fog series reminds me of CS Lewis's Narnia series, and Harry
Potter, and the Hunger Games - all of which appealed to both younger and adult readers.The
story is set in a world where (like in the Narnia series) two worlds meet - our world, and the world
of Fae creatures - like Dragons, Centaurs, Harpies, Ogres, Fairies, and other magical
creatures.On our world, a terrible virus has been unleashed, and 9 childless couples have been



taken to an Island by someone from the faerie world, where a magical fog has protected them
from the effects of the virus. They have been gifted with a chance to conceive special children,
who are raised in isolation from the rest of the world, until, at aged 12, they start to develop
special powers which enable them to transform into magical creatures from the world of the Fae.
In the first book of the series, they begin to learn about their special powers, and to wonder
about why they have not been told about them before. Are they the result of a sinister
experiment, or is something else going on?I loved this story! Initially I read the first book to see
whether or not it would be a good choice for my 9 year old son. I was immediately drawn into the
story myself, and am sure all my kids (2 girls age 14 and 11, and a son aged 9) will enjoy the
books (My eldest daughter is already engrossed in the first one).The books are very well written,
with several strong characters. The main character is a 12 year old boy called Hal, but as the
story progresses in the second book in the series, the characters of particularly Abigail, and to a
slightly lesser degree Lauren, are developed nicely into strong female characters that my
daughter will be able to relate to as well. The relational challenges faced by the group remind me
a lot of the Harry Potter books (as do the fantastical creatures the children can shape-shift into),
but at the same time the story is fresh. The pro's and con's of each particular child's special
abilities are well thought through. The way they work together as a team to overcome various
challenges is interesting, and shows a lot of thought from the author.The books are an easy read
- about the same level as the Narnia series, and take about 2-3 hours for a competent adult
reader to finish, but are utterly engaging. I immediately bought the second in the series after
finishing the first, and will do the same for the next in the series.Buy them for your own
enjoyment, as well as for your 8-14 year old kids. Highly recommended!”

lesley henwood, “loved it. I’m 56 yrs old but had to read this. Wonderful characters , couldn’t wait
to read each chapter , kept me engrossed all the way through book and wonderful mythical
creatures , fantastic book”

Abbie Brand, “THIS BOOK IS AMAZING!!!!!!!!!!!!. I would recommend this book to everyone
because I loved it SOOOOOOOO muchIt's about some school friends who live on a island of fog
because of a ......... you'll find out the rest in the book, it has mystery it has magic and so much
more.My age is 9 and I love this book SOOOOOOOO much because it's adventurous and
awesome !!!!! And PERFECT for 7 and up .I couldn't wait for bed time.By Jacob”

smloclam, “Fantastic. I loved this book! I couldn't put it down, mysterious and exciting. I am 10yrs
old and I think this book is perfect for 9-13yr olds.”

The book by Keith Robinson has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 611 people have provided feedback.
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