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After a few hours of working, 
Tori was set free to explore the 
hospital on her own, which she 
rather preferred to being around 
people. First, she made her way 
through the garden, taking in the 
sounds and smells. Along one of 
the paths she found a stone 
bench, where she camped out 
for almost an hour watching 
birds busily visiting flowers and 
flitting around. She sat, enjoying the warm late afternoon sun on her upturned face 
while the musical chirps and whistles echoed around her. Tori recognized a few of the 
species and her mind began to drift back through the years, back before everything got 
ugly with the Dragons, back to the time when they were her teachers and mentors. In 
fact, even though Henry was her dearest friend, it was only a small part of what she 
knew that had come from him. 
 Marcus Sanchez had been the one to teach her about birds. He knew all about 
them—species, habitats, and behaviors. He was also the one who gave her the best 
Spanish lessons and would tell her stories he had heard as a boy; stories that made her 
laugh or cry, back before she forgot what it was like to feel and show emotion. As Tori 
sat remembering, a pang of sadness touched her, and she thought about the small camp 
they had occupied "in the bush" of South America as the Dragons called it. 
 It wasn't much, a small clearing where a rough cabin that formed the kitchen and 
chow hall stood, surrounded by light jungle that served as the sleeping quarters in small 
tents or hammocks and lean-tos. Even the ground under one of the metal patios or 
awnings would do for a nap. It was often hot there, and when the rains came, it seemed 
to last for days and weeks at a time. In a way, it was the only home she had ever known, 
out in the open where the wind, sun and rain were better than walls and windows, and 
the Dragons were her family. 


