
“Isn’t it about time we switched seats again?” Maggie
asked.

Jennifer knew better than to pretend that she didn’t
know or to say it wasn’t time. That would have been a lie,
and Jennifer had to watch that. Ever since she’d found the
old parchment and tried the invisibility spell even the tiniest
fib would cause her to disappear. Not exactly a good thing to
happen on a crowded airliner.

“I guess so,” she said. “Whose turn is it to have the win-
dow seat now?”

Jennifer couldn’t wait for the plane to land in Cancun.
Maggie was driving her crazy. If she had to listen to one
more historical fact about the Mayans, the Toltecs, the
Olmecs and any of the other -ecs who had once lived in
Mexico, she would take violent action.

She was almost desperate enough to change seats even if it
meant that she wouldn’t be able to watch them come in to land.

All the way from Edmonton they had switched seats
every hour. Maggie had actually made a schedule before they
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left. A Maggie sort of thing to do. At first it seemed ridicu-
lous to have a seating plan, but Jennifer had to admit that it
saved a lot of squabbling. Her twin sister was definitely the
practical one.

Right now their friend and next-door-neighbour,
Samuel Elwin, was on the aisle, with Maggie in the middle.
Jennifer had realized early in the flight that the arrangement
she preferred was the one where she had the window and
Sam sat in the middle. Less chance of sisterly conflict.

Sam actually seemed to enjoy Maggie’s lectures, but after
all, he was travelling with his grandfather, who was an
archaeologist. He’d be visiting Sayil, a Mayan site in Yucatan
province. Some colleagues of Dr. Martell’s were excavating
there and Sam and Dr. Martell would be staying at the Dig.
But before that her grandmother was going to be taking the
three of them on a little sight-seeing tour. To listen to
Maggie, it would be exclusively old Mayan temples, pyra-
mids and palaces, but Jennifer figured there’d be time for
beaches and swimming in the Gulf of Mexico and the
Carribean Sea. Thanks to Maggie and Sam she already
knew that the Yucatan peninsula touched on both. As long
as the water was warm and the beaches were as beautiful as
everyone said, that was enough for Jennifer.

She peered past Maggie and Sam across the aisle to
where Grand was sitting with Dr. Martell.

It was great to have a grandmother who’d take them on
a holiday like this. They’d travelled with her once before on
a Greek cruise. That had been more than just a holiday. It
had really been to rescue their father. Definitely one of the
most exciting things that had ever happened to Jennifer.
And the happiest – at least for herself and Maggie. Sam, she
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thought, would probably never forget it either. After all he’d
almost been shot by a spy.

No worries this time. Dad was safely back in Canada fly-
ing for Air Canada out of Vancouver. And Mum was teach-
ing at home in Edmonton. Or she would be again once
Spring Break was over. Meantime it was nice that she’d
agreed that the girls could spend another holiday with their
father’s mother. A real holiday this time. No spies. No
rescues.

Jennifer sighed. She’d rather liked the excitement. She
probably wouldn’t even need to become invisible on this trip,
though she had no intention of ruling it out. After all, she
did enjoy bugging Maggie by vanishing on her now and
then.

Murder in Mexico
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