










Sabryna stared at the flooded valley. Much of the village was 
underwater. Dia and her magic boat had vanished and, sitting high 
on the hillside, her own shabby home seemed to be the only building 
untouched by the water. How she hoped that Pa and the little ones 
were safe.

As she sped through the cottage door, Sabryna saw half the village 
gathered by their hearth, sharing food and telling tales, all watched 
over by the tiny clay figures of Sana, Barl and Dia in their shrine.

“Sabryna is here!” shouted the familiar voice of Mrs Strongarm. 
Suddenly, Sabryna was engulfed by a crowd of villagers, each desperate 
to tell the news and get the gossip.

“The rains flooded the village!”

“We should have listened!”

“Is it true that you travelled to the city?”

“Is it true that you spoke to the river spirit?”

Sabryna gulped, not sure where to begin. How could she explain, and 
how could she transform the valley so that it teemed with life again? 

Before she could say a word, the crowd was pushed aside by a few 
sharp taps from a stout walking stick.

“Pa!” said Sabryna, in relief.

“My brave daughter,” said Pa, wrapping her in a firm embrace.


