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Gwen and Wyatt exited the maze, scanning the bare ground. 
“There it is!” shouted Wyatt.

The werewolf was no longer prowling. It had lain down, whining.
“It’s in pain!” said Gwen, as she and Wyatt dismounted. Bront and 

L’viah nosed at the sprawled-out creature, which didn’t respond.
“I don’t think it’s a nightmare. Or just a nightmare,” said Gwen 

slowly. “I think… it’s really a dreamer.”
Wyatt’s eyes widened, and he nodded. “A kid’s trapped inside!”
Gwen knelt down by the creature. All around it were scratches in 

the flat rocks.
“Hang in there!” she murmured. “We can set you free!”
Wyatt stared at the scratches. “Yeah, we just gotta figure out what 

these things say!”

Reading Scratches
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“There they are!” As Gwen and Sofia gingerly approached the 
edge of the waterfall, they spotted the nine snakelings at last. The 
little wrigglers trembled as they clung to rocks right above the big 
plunge, where water sailed out through a hole in Silverquicken’s 
bubble wall and fell thousands of feet to the dream ocean below.

“Get away from them!” shouted Sofia at a bunch of enormous 
black crows that flapped overhead, cawing. Some had landed near 
the snakelings and looked interested in a meal. Snapping their 
fingers quickly, Sofia and Gwen launched bright sparks at the 
hungry birds. But the birds kept coming. Suddenly the ground shook.

“Is that an earthquake?” said Gwen, but it wasn’t: it was the mother 
lake serpent bursting angrily through the trees. The crows flew off, 
while the snakelings formed apologetic letters. “Whew!” said Sofia.

Snakelings Rescued


