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Chapter 3 
A Brave New World 

 
The next morning Skylar booted up her computer. She wasn’t thrilled about it, but she 

still had to finish her math homework. The computer hummed to itself, taking much longer than 

usual to become conscious. There were wavy lines on the home screen and at least one new icon: 

AmberPort. She was a cautious computer user, having suffered the depredations of far too many 

viruses at school, . Sso she shut down her desktop and started doing her math homework on the 

little portable computer she tookbrought with her to class. 

Immediately, though, there was a fizzing and crackling sound from the other side of her 

room. The table faurthest from her bed had all sorts of oddments on it: a microscope, a lava 

lamp, and an ancient red plastic Silvertone radio with the rear plate removed. Skylar never used 

it as a radio, but she liked to watch the tubes glow Halloween red -orange. Now it was hissing 

and humming as if it were receiving a strong AM signal. 

She looked at the radio curiously. Most of the time it emitted soft, comforting white 

noise. She turned the tuning dial slowly. 

Commented [1]: Changed the word: she is at home not 
school so "took" could be smoother ("take" goes 
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 . . . Four Seven Decimal Six Three Five Nine Four One Negative One Two Two . . . 

It was a girl’s voice, or a woman’s. Possibly a teenage girl. There was no expression and 

no cadence. Every number was enunciated exactly the same way. There was some static or 

distortion,. Aand there was an aimless melody doodling around in the background. It sounded 

vaguely familiar but she couldn’t quite place it. It wasn’t like any radio station she remembered 

hearing. 

Skylar wrote down all the numbers carefully. Seventeen numbers. Two decimals. And 

repeat. Over and over. 

Four Seven Decimal . . . 

They didn’t make any sense to her at all. She typed them into Google butand still didn’t 

get any meaningful hits. SBut she had a much more reliable source of information, however. She 

opened Skype on her laptop and called her friend Peter. 

A boy with a dark complexion and thick glasses appeared on the screen. 

“Hey, Skylar! I saw you on television!” 

Skylar grimaced. “Yeah. I’m never gonna hear the end of it at school, I don’t think. 

Listen! Do you have an AM radio?” 

Commented [6]: Q: Did you intend to present the 
numbers station voice in italics, when you also use 
italics for interior monologue? 
 
I do like each word being capitalized; it alludes visually 
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Commented [9]: I've cut this statement as it is repeated 
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“A radio?” The boy frowned. “I guess. Somewhere. Why?” 

“Can you get it?” 

“Sure. But—” 

“I want to show you something. Maybe something cool. And ask you about it.” 

Peter disappeared for a minute or two. Skylar continued to listen to the radio, pointing at 

each number with a drawing pencil as the voice pronounced it. While her friend was gone sShe 

almost thought she almost recognized the melody wandering among the static, but it immediately 

slipped through her mind like a half-remembered dream. 

Peter came back on the screen. He had an old clock radio with big, red, seven-segment 

numbers blinking 12:00 A.M. on his lap. 

“Okay, Sky. Now what?” 

“So, can you tune it to . . . ,” she looked at the dial of her Silvertone, “56.2” 

Peter fussed with his clock radio for a while.  

“Just static.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“I moved all around that frequency.” 

Commented [14]: Cut for repetition (Peter only just left 
in the previous line). OK? 
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Commented [16]: Q: The AM radio frequency runs from 
535–1605 kHz, so I'm not sure what the number is that 
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Silvertone radio dials (see below) and they are all 
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Silvertone dial images: 
- https://www.radiodaze.com/silvertone-4788-dial-set/ 
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https://retroradiorestore.com/store/p5/Silvertone_4465_
Tombstone_%281936%29.html 
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ml 
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“Okay. Listen to this.” 

Skylar turned up the volume on her radio and brought the laptop closer. Peter’s eyes grew 

wider and wider as he listened. 

“Sky! That’s insane. You found a numbers station!” 

“What’s a ‘numbers station’?” 

“It’s . . . it’s like a Cold War thing. It was used for sending secret codes. Only this isn’t 

exactly the same thing. With a real number station everyone can hear it, but only the people who 

know what kinds of things it encodes can understand it. But for some reason you can receive this 

transmissionit and I can’t.” 

“But I don’t know what it means!” 

“Turn that thing off,” he demanded. “It’s distracting. Now,” he demanded, “and read me 

the numbers.” 

Peter got out his smartphone and typed in the numbers as Skylar dictated them. Then he 

pushed his glasses back up his nose and ran his fingers through his curly hair. 
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“I think . . . ” Then he laughed. “Lucky about that ‘Negative’ or it might’ have taken a lot 

longer. Sky! It’s a latitude and longitude. It’s near school, too. Right in the middle of the 

Arboretum. I’ll send you a map with the location pinned. You gotta show me that radio later!” 

“Thanks, Peter! I will! You’re amazing! I’ll see you at school.” 

Skylar noted Peter’s glow when she complimented him; she smiled brightly and signed 

off. 

*** 

It was still raining hard when Skylar left after breakfast. She normally bicycled to school 

through the Arboretum, but she hateddidn’t enjoy navigating the wet road in the rain. It left trails 

of mud up and down her clothing. Besides, she really wanted to see exactly where those GPS 

coordinates were pointing, the ones the strange voice on the radio kept repeating. So, smartphone 

in hand, she started hiking through the park. 

She trudged above the main road, not paying attention to where she was going. She knew 

every path, every bush, rock, and stream. She was staring at the phone, watching the coordinates 

of her current position as they updated, occasionally wiping droplets from the screen. The rain 

was clenching down to a bitter drizzle as the last two digits wobbled into place. Looking up, she 
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found herself standing in the middle of a shallow stream surrounded by a thick copse of 

rhododendron bushes, brown flowers still clinging to the branches in sticky balls. 

In front of a little pagoda. 

There were no pagodas in the Arboretum. 

Skylar was dumbfounded, and more than a little unnerved. She knew every building in 

the park. There were a few gazebos scattered around, and several other dilapidated structures for 

picnics and shelter from the rain. But this was more ornate. It was just barely large enough for 

four people to stand on the narrow porch. It was made of delicate wooden screens painted gold, 

with red tiles layered on the roof, and jaunty, upward- tilted eaves. Skylar didn’t see any way to 

get inside. The porch was covered in polished wooden planks and surrounded by a wrought iron 

fence with delicate twisted bars depicting lilies and some kind of fishing bird. 

Perched anxiously on the fence was a red-tailed hawk with a wounded wing. 

Skylar approached the bird slowly. “Hey, hawk.” She wondered if she could find some 

way to help it. 

The red-tail screeched and backed away, dragging its left wing.  

Skylar and the hawk stared at each other. 

Commented [23]: The way you use single-sentence 
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paragraph to contribute to the escalation to the attack 
itself, look OK? 
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“Hey. Hey, sweetie. Your wing looks like it hurts a lot. What if I take you to the zoo? 

Huh? They have a rescue program. We can get you all fixed up. Okay? We can go to the road. I 

can phone Mom. We can get you somewhere safe.” 

The hawk tilted her head to the right. 

Skylar held out her hand. 

Faster than her eye could follow, the red-tail struck out with its talon and slashed three, 

long, bloody gashes in Skylarthe girl’s wrist. 

She jumped backward quickly, nearly slipping. “Yow! I scared you! I’m sorry! Yow! 

That really hurt, hawk!” 

She opened her backpack and took out the towel she used to dry her hair, wrapping it 

around her bloody wrist. She would definitely need to go to the nurse’s office when she got to 

school. She might even need stitches. It was throbbing and bleeding a lot. Once, a long time ago, 

she had tried to feed a feral cat. The cat bit her and her hand got badly infected. She didn’t 

imagine the hawk’s talons were a whole lot cleaner than that cat’s teeth. 

“Come on, hawk.” Skylar moved her towel-wrapped hand toward the hawk’s breast. She 

thought of how she got Allison’s parakeet to perch on her finger. She had a feeling that hawks 

Commented [24]: A comma isn't required after an 
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didn’t work the same way as parakeets—. Mmaybe she should have had Aunt Phoebe teach her 

some falconry after all. But then, with a loud “kee!” the hawk jumped onto her hand. She could 

feel its hot talons gripping her wrist all the way through the thick towel. 

“What are you doing to my Rosa!” a voice behind her said. 

Skylar turned and sawBehind her there was a girl on a horse.  

A horse? Was there a Renaissance fFair going on? 

The girl sat erect. She was perhaps sixteen years old, wearing her hair in an intricate 

crown of charcoal-black braids. She sat erect in her saddle,was dressed in an honest to goodness 

redingote made of brown silk with metallic gold brocade. She frowned at Skylar. “Your father 

has not trained you well in falconry. That is no way to handle a hawk, child! Have you wounded 

her?” 

Skylar was outraged. “First of all, I’m eleven. I’m not a child. Second, I found her like 

this! Your hawk sliced me to ribbons! I thought I would take her to the zoo or the vet. Her wing 

is broken or something. Do you have a car?” 

The rider barely looked at her. “Our master austringer is not far from here. You must 

carry Rosa a little further. I didn’t think to bring my gauntlet.” 
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“Sure. I guess. Do you have any bandages? And maybe some antibiotic ointment? She 

totally tore me up.” 

“We can doctor your wounds. What am I to call you, girl?” 

“My name would be good. I’m Skylar. Who are you?” 

“You are from the Rain Lands.” 

“Rain Lands?” Skylar frowned. 

The girl gestured toward the Space Needle, barely visible through the low clouds. 

She was thoroughly confused. “I’m from Seattle. It gets pretty damp this time of year. It’s 

great that you can ride a horse. I’ve always wanted to learn horseback riding. But we don’t live 

near any stables, and horses are kind of scary.” 

It was a peace offering. The older girl didn’t seem to notice. 

“It takes many years to master riding,” she said coldly. “Put one hand on Branwen’s 

withers.” 

Skylar looked left and right. She had no idea what a wither was. The horse was huge. She 

was a little wary of touching it. The rider impatiently grabbed her hand and placed it near the 

horse’s spotted shoulder. 
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 “Yes. Like that. She will help you up the paths. You cannot mount without alarming 

Rosa.” 

Branwen’s skin was surprisingly warm; it quivered slightly, but the horseshe gaveshowed 

no other noticesign when Skylar leaned against her. They traveled up several muddy paths that 

Skylarshe didn’t recognize, among trees—oaks and elms, mostly—that she didn’t recall being in 

that part of the park. It was disquieting. 

The rider said nothing as they trudged up a muddy slope. Skylar tried once more to start a 

conversation: “I love your clothes. But aren’t they too fancy to wear out in the rain? Won’t your 

parents be angry?” 

“Oh, yes. My maids will be displeased. My mother . . . died.” The rider turned her head 

away. “My father won’t notice.”  

Something just at the edge of Skylar’s vision startled her. She stumbled in a puddle. Rosa 

flapped one wing, hissing angrily. 

“Do be careful, girl! Rosa is temperamental,” she said. “Pay no heed to the rain sprites.” 

Skylar tried to watch the ground more carefully after that, but she kept seeing shadows 

slip by on either side of the path. They looked like thin children dressed in rags, hiding behind 
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