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For Justine,
in memory of magical Sea Cliff summers





Dear Reader,

I hope you enjoy reading about Jesse and Daisy’s latest magical adventure with their dragon, Emmy. As you read this book, you will come across something new that looks like this:[image: ]. This is a dragon footprint, otherwise known as a dragon footnote. The dragon footnote lets you know that you will find out more about the word or words it marks when you visit my wonderful new website, thedragonkeepers.com. It has maps and pictures and glossaries of characters, places, and terms.… In short, it’s a complete guide to the wonderful, magical world of the Dragon Keepers. Please visit soon!

Yours truly,

Kate Klimo 
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CHAPTER ONE
ZOMBIE FOG


Dear Mom and Dad, Even though our driver got lost twice, we still made it to the Inn of the Barking Seal in time for lunch—and guess what? Those seals are still barking! There were two last-minute cancellations, so it looks like Daisy and I are going to be the only guests. What with a 26-pound turkey, we’d better make room for lots of turkey and sausage-stuffing sandwiches. Aunt Maggie and Uncle Joe are on their way to Boston to help out with the twins. This is Daisy’s first time away from her parents for Thanksgiving, just like it’s my first time away from you, so I guess, for once, we’re both in the same boat. She is going to email them later on tonight if this computer holds out. It’s practically an antique! Just in case, Mom, if you’re online with Aunt Maggie, tell her Daisy misses her a boatload. And, oh, by the way, I miss you guys, too.



What Jesse didn’t say was that he and Daisy missed Emmy right now, even more than they missed their parents. Emmy was their six-month-old dragon, who was now as big as two elephants combined. Emmy had been invited by her friends in the Fiery Realm to attend a royal runehing as the guest of honor of the Grand Beacons[image: ]. She was so excited, her Keepers didn’t have the heart to say no.

As Jesse was thinking about this, the computer started making a crackling noise. He pressed SEND and turned the computer off before it exploded. Then he went looking for his cousin. Finding someone in his grandmother’s bed-and-breakfast was no mean feat.

A big, gray-shingled house on a cliff overlooking the Pacific Ocean, it had been built by a whaling captain in the 1860s and had since been added on to by each of its owners. It sprawled along the cliff like a train that had toppled off the track. The locomotive was the Salon, where the computer sat on a captain’s desk near a sandstone fireplace. Next came the kitchen and the dining room, or the Galley and the Mess Hall, respectively, if their grandmother was giving the tour. Then, one after another, came the seven staterooms with three parlors—Red, Yellow, and Blue—tucked in here and there. Jesse came across his grandmother in the Red Parlor.

The same grandmother who regularly sent them socks in the mail, this was Aunt Maggie and Jesse’s mother’s mom. Jesse and Daisy weren’t allowed to call her Grandma or Granny or Nana or any of the other names most kids called their grandmothers. It was “just plain Polly, thank you very much.”

Daisy wanted to be just like Polly when she grew up. Polly was tall and lean, and her long gray hair was always in a braid that hung down her back like a mooring rope. She wore red wooden clogs, men’s plaid shirts, and corduroy trousers. She had a way of nailing you with her sharp black eyes that made you believe she was expecting great things from you and you had better deliver. She never said typical grandmotherly things like, “My, how big you’ve grown,” or “Give us a kiss,” or “When I was a girl …” In fact, you never knew what she was going to say.

“Hey, Polly,” Jesse said. “You might need to break down and buy a new computer.”

Polly looked up from her crossword puzzle and grunted. “What for? I need a new computer like a flounder needs a unicycle.”

Jesse laughed. “Have you seen Daisy?” he asked.

“Nope, but when you track her down, why don’t you two hike to the beach and say ahoy there to the new neighbors?”

“Neighbors?” As far as Jesse knew, Polly’s was the only house within miles.

“The Driftwoods,” Polly said. “Bill and Mitzi. They’ve built a shack about six feet above the high-tide line, due south down the beach a spell. They’ve got kids, too, a boy and a girl about your age. Coral and Reef.”

“Coral and Reef?” Jesse repeated. “They sound like hippies.”

“Hippie beach bums, the best kind,” said Polly, returning to her puzzle. “Only kind that could survive on that beach. Your cousin’s probably in the Fishbowl with her nose in a book.”

The Fishbowl, the caboose of the house, was where the kids slept. It had four bunk beds and overlooked the garden on the edge of the cliff. The hallway to the Fishbowl veered this way and that, went up two steps and down three, up five and down two. It listed, sometimes to the port, sometimes to the starboard. As he lurched along, Jesse passed old prints with captions like “Thar she blows!” and “Perils asea” and “Rounding the Horn of Africa.”

Jesse thought Polly could open a nautical museum if she wanted to. Their grandfather, Zeke, had been “sewn into his hammock” before the cousins were born, but both Jesse and Daisy felt they knew him from his house and his stuff. A merchant seaman, Zeke had brought back treasures from his voyages around the world: Maori war clubs made from sawfish blades, Aleut harpoons, antique scrimshaw carved from the teeth of blue whales, and lots of bright work, shiny brass fittings like compasses and portholes and hinges and plaques salvaged from old vessels. There were model ships everywhere: ships in bottles, ships hanging from the overhead beams, and ships on every mantelpiece.

Daisy was standing before the mantelpiece in the Blue Parlor, her elfin ears poking through her blond hair. She was contemplating their favorite model ship. It was a square-rigger with over twenty-one miniature canvas sails and a sea serpent carved on the bowsprit. On the prow in gold-painted letters were the words The Golden D.

“She looks yar, doesn’t she?” said Daisy.

“She sure does,” said Jesse.

Yar was sailor talk for “shipshape.” Polly had taught them the names of The Golden D’s sails by singing “The Sail Song,” which she had made up to the tune of an old sea chantey. Daisy was humming it to herself now as she touched the sails, from the flying jib to the mizzen topgallant.

Jesse waited until she was finished, then asked, “You want to take a walk on the beach? Polly said we should meet the new neighbors, the Driftwoods, Bill and Mitzi and their kids, Coral and Reef.”

Daisy’s blue eyes lit up. “Sure,” she said. “I’ll get the backpack.”

They stopped off in the Fishbowl to get the backpack, then ran through the garden and down the worn wooden stairs that zigzagged along the cliff to the beach. The farther down the cliff they went, the louder the arf-arf-arfing of the seals grew.

On the beach, they paused to watch the waves hurl themselves wrathfully over the rocks. Even in August, this was a challenging swimming beach, but in late November, it was downright inhospitable. Slimy tendrils of kelp lay everywhere, like the tentacles of a sea monster. An enormous rock nearly as big as a beached aircraft carrier slanted toward the sea, alive with seals sunning themselves. The seals lay packed in cheek to jowl, barking nonstop.

“Why doesn’t somebody throw them a fish and shut them up?” Jesse asked.

Daisy grinned. It was one of the jokes Daisy’s father, Uncle Joe, never got tired of cracking. In the shadow of the seal rock, they found a large tide pool. Never able to resist a good tide pool, they knelt and dipped their hands in the clear water.

Jesse yanked his hand out. It was freezing!

Daisy was already shucking off her sneakers and socks, rolling up her jeans, and wading in. Jesse watched as she picked through the tide pool and found a few seashells. There were also some choice pieces of sea glass.

“For the Museum of Magic[image: ]?” she said, holding up a pale green piece of sea glass for Jesse to see.

“It reminds me of the gems on the beach in the Fiery Realm,” said Jesse, thinking wistfully that Emmy would be toasty warm in the Fiery Realm right now.

Daisy gasped as she dropped the treasures she had just collected. At first, Jesse thought it was because of the cold, but she was wading toward something in the center of the tide pool. It looked like the softball Jesse had lost last summer. He walked along the edge of the tide pool to get a closer look. It was definitely not a softball.

“Is that what I think it is?” Jesse asked Daisy, his heart starting to flutter.

Jesse charged, sneakers and socks and all, into the freezing water just as Daisy bent to pick up the object.

“It is!” she said, cradling it in her hands. It was a perfectly round rock with a rough surface the texture of congealed oatmeal. “It’s a geode.”

“Wow,” said Jesse in a hushed voice. “A Thunder Egg[image: ]. Do you think …?”

Daisy looked up at him. Neither one of them wanted to say it aloud, but they were both thinking the exact same thing: Maybe there’s a baby dragon inside.

They waded out of the tide pool. Jesse held the geode while Daisy sat on a rock and put her socks and sneakers back on. Emmy had hatched from a geode that had looked just like this one, except that Emmy’s geode had had purple specks in it. This one was shot through with specks of glittering gold.

“We should tell the professor what we found,” Daisy said. The professor was Lukas B. Andersson, their online dragon consultant[image: ].

“We should probably go say ahoy there to the Driftwoods first, like Polly said,” Jesse murmured, his eyes never leaving the geode.

Daisy stood up. “Okay, we’ll say ahoy, then go back and hop online,” she said. She held out her hand for the geode. Reluctantly, Jesse gave it back to her. After all, she was the one who had spotted it first, just like he had been the one who had found Emmy’s egg.

They headed down the beach, Jesse’s wet sneakers making a squelching sound as he walked.

“We shouldn’t get our hopes up,” Daisy said.

“I know,” said Jesse with a sigh. “Sometimes a rock is just a rock.”

Daisy lifted the rock to her lips and whispered, “Hi there.” Her eyes went wide. “Jess, I think I felt it hum!”

“Really?” Jesse said. When he had first found Emmy’s Thunder Egg on High Peak, he had felt it buzz. This was a good sign.

As they rounded the point, they saw a small, ramshackle structure made of sea salvage set into the side of the cliff. A man and a woman were digging a hole in the sand nearby. It was a chilly day but both of them were barefoot. The man wore nothing but cutoff dungarees. The woman wore a black wet suit and had long black hair that fell in ripples to her waist.

“Wow,” said Jesse. “Awesome new neighbors.”

“I wonder where Seashell and Kelp are?” Daisy asked.

“Coral and Reef,” Jesse said with a smirk. “Maybe they’re inside watching the SpongeBob SquarePants Thanksgiving special on TV.”

“I have a feeling there’s no TV in that shack,” Daisy said.

“I have a feeling there’s no living room, either. Something tells me this is not your average all-American family.”

As if they had heard Jesse, Bill and Mitzi both straightened and looked down the beach, shading their eyes against the afternoon sun. Bill raised a hand and waved. Jesse and Daisy waved back.

“Ahoy there!” Jesse called out. He and Daisy walked up to the Driftwoods.

“You must be Polly’s grandkids,” Mitzi said. Her eyes were dark and shiny, and her voice was distant but oddly distinct, the way your voice sounds when you speak into a seashell. “I’m Mitzi.” She set down a shovel made from a stick of driftwood with a large clamshell lashed to the end of it. Her hand, when she shook theirs, was as cool as an Arctic char.

The man was deeply tanned with eyes the blue of faded denim. His long brown hair was sun-streaked in ribbons of pale gold. He bobbed his head. “Bill Driftwood, groovy to meet you.”

“Groovy to meet you, too,” said Daisy.

Jesse could tell she was holding back laughter.

Mitzi stared at the geode in Daisy’s hand. “What’s that?” she asked.

Daisy put the geode behind her back just as Jesse said, “That? It’s a Thun—”

“Just a geode,” Daisy broke in briskly.

“For real? Did you find it around here?” Bill asked.

“We did,” Jesse said. Daisy elbowed him to shut up, but Jesse was already saying, “We found it in a tide pool by the seal rock.”

“How interesting!” said Mitzi, taking a step closer. “I’ve always wanted one. Where are the kids?” she asked Bill. “I want them both to see this.”

Bill waded knee-deep into the water. He raised his arms over his head and made a wide sweeping motion. From behind a huge rock far out in the water, two kids popped into view, both wearing black wet suits. They waved back and started paddling their surfboards toward the shore as a giant swell rose behind them.

Jesse wanted to warn them but their parents seemed perfectly calm, so instead, he said, “They actually surf this time of year?”

“Sure thing. Winter waves are rippin’,” Bill said.

The approaching wave gathered into an enormous green-black curl. The kids stood on their boards and rode the foaming crest right onto the beach. Then they stepped off, dragged their surfboards up, and planted them, points down, in the sand. They stood next to their parents, panting, fists on hips, as if they were posing for the cover of Sports Illustrated. Jesse had never seen anything this cool.

“Bangin’,” said Bill.

“Thanks, Dad,” said the boy. “That was a gnarly set.”

“Hyperfierce gnar-gnar,” said Bill.

Jesse needed a dictionary to understand what they were talking about. Or was it a riptionary?

“Jesse and Daisy, this is Reef,” said Mitzi.

Reef nodded to Jesse and Daisy.

“And our bodacious bambina, Coral,” Bill said.

Coral waved as if she were wiping a pane of glass clean. Neither of the Driftwood kids looked the least bit cold. Jesse guessed it was because they wore wet suits, which made them look like seals with racing stripes, Reef’s blue and Coral’s yellow.

“These kids are Polly’s grandchildren,” Mitzi said. “And they found a Thunder Egg. Take a look.”

Jesse shot a look at Mrs. Driftwood. How many people know that the ancient Native Americans called geodes Thunder Eggs?

“Radical!” said Coral. She had long black hair like her mother’s, and her father’s faded blue eyes. “Can I hold it?” she asked.

Daisy hesitated. “I guess.”

Gently, Coral took the geode. “Don’t worry,” she said to Daisy with a wink.

“I am so stoked,” said Reef. He took the egg from his sister and put it to his ear.

“It’s not a seashell,” Daisy said, holding out her hand for the egg. “It’s not like you can hear the sea in it or anything like that.”

Jesse directed a sidelong look at Daisy. Why was she coming off so unfriendly? Maybe she was just being protective of the Thunder Egg. But Reef didn’t seem offended by Daisy’s manners.

“It’s all good,” he said, smiling as he handed the geode back to Daisy. Reef had his mother’s eyes, as shiny and round as those of a character out of some Japanese animation. “You guys are stone-cold lucky.”

“I’d put the geode in your backpack if I were you, dear,” Mitzi said to Daisy.

Daisy handed the geode to Jesse and turned around so Jesse could unzip the backpack.

“Okay!” said Jesse. Then he looked at the hole in the sand and said, “Digging for buried treasure?”

Bill said, “If only, dude. Nah, we’re digging a fire pit to roast our Thanksgiving turkey. Wouldn’t want to smoke up our little sugar shack.”

“Have fun. It was, um, groovy meeting you,” said Jesse.

“Bodacious brody,” said Bill. He held out his fist to Jesse.

Jesse stared at it, then held out his own fist. Bill did a fist-bump, wiggety-waggety, chest-thump, slap-slap-snap routine that Jesse tried to keep up with. As secret handshakes went, it was just about the coolest and most complicated one he had ever done. He grinned at Bill, who grinned back.

Daisy grabbed his arm and hauled him back toward Polly’s house.

“Wait!” said Mitzi.

Daisy rolled her eyes. Jesse was all too happy to spend more time with these people. They both turned around.

“Take these,” Mitzi said.

“What are they?” Daisy asked.

“A little piece of the beach,” Mitzi said with a smile. She was holding out two circles of fine fishing line strung through two small translucent seashells.

They were necklaces. Jesse now noticed that both Coral and Reef were wearing similar ones over their wet suits.

“Thanks,” said Jesse, taking them and handing one to Daisy.

Bill offered an encouraging smile. “I always say that a piece of the beach is handy to have on you,” he said.

Daisy watched Jesse put his on over his head, and then, reluctantly, did the same with hers.

“Well, good luck,” said Mitzi. “You’d better run along home … before the fog rolls in.”

Jesse squinted up at the sky. It was bright blue and the sun was shining. “Right,” he said slowly. “Well, happy Thanksgiving.”

“They were awesome!” Jesse whispered as he and Daisy made their way back down the beach toward the zigzag stairs.

“They were weird,” Daisy said.

“Awesome,” Jesse said.

“Weird,” Daisy returned.

“Weirdly awesome,” Jesse said, settling it.

“And, meanwhile,” Daisy added, “what fog?”

But no sooner had they rounded the point than a blanket of fog enveloped them that was so thick and cold and clammy, they had to grope their way along the shoreline.

“Holy moly!” said Daisy, who was walking closer to the water. “Give me your arm, Jess.”

“This is some serious zombie fog,” said Jesse.

Daisy drew closer to him. “Don’t say that. You’re giving me the heebie-jeebies.”

Suddenly, Jesse froze in his tracks.

“Don’t stop now.” Daisy tugged on his arm. “The stairs are just ahead … I hope.”

“Don’t you hear it?” Jesse said.

“Hear what?” Daisy said.

“The seals,” said Jesse. “They stopped barking.”

In the eerie quiet, they heard the water lapping. Or was it something moving steadily toward them through the water?

Daisy screamed, her nails digging into Jesse’s arm.

“What’s wrong?” he shouted.

“Jess, help!” she said, her voice desperate, her eyes wide. “Something’s got me!”

Jesse watched in horror as Daisy, arms reaching out to him, was dragged belly-down by the legs over the sand and into the sea. Jesse splashed in after her, heedless of the freezing water, as she disappeared beneath the waves. Moments later, she bobbed back up, sputtering and gasping.

Then Jesse saw what had gotten Daisy.
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