
 

Chapter 1 
That’s In The Past 

 

It was less than two weeks away and I couldn’t wait for summer to be here. It wasn’t that I had 

anything special to do. For some reason, I just wanted a break. Basketball season was over and I wasn’t 

nearly as prepared for finals as my parents wanted me to be. Apparently, missing a few assignments 

meant that I wasn’t focused. 

“Demarcus, where have you been?” 

I turned around to find Zolie creeping up on me. I guess the library wasn’t the great hideout that 

I thought it was.  

“Um,” I started, “I’m studying for finals.” 

“Are you really?” She nodded toward my phone in my hands. I thought it was still tucked out of 

view, under the table. I was actually playing a game. 

“Just a break. You know?” 

She glanced at my backpack on the floor. It was closed. Clearly, I didn’t look like I was studying. 

“I’ve been trying to catch up with you for weeks.” 

“I know. I’ve been meaning to get back with you, but Algebra is hard.”  

I talked with her less and less since she, Kai, and I used the Solar Calendar at the mall during 

Spring Break. I knew she wanted me to get everyone together with the Solar Calendar, but I didn’t want 

to. It seemed like too much trouble. 

“I told you I can help. I’m not trying to give you more work. I just feel like now is the time, you 

know? That John Horse didn’t want us to wait. It’s better to be safe than sorry, right?” 

Zolie was right about us channeling energy or chanting to make the Solar Calendar work. She 

was right about having Kai, who had used the Solar Calendar with me before, to join us. And she was 

right about us bringing all of the souvenirs that we had gotten from the Solar Calendar together to make 

it work. She was right then, but that didn’t mean she would be right now. 

“Yeah, I know. You’re right. I just want to read over a few more things. Make sure I’m not 

missing something, you know?” 

“You said that last month. You still haven’t read over anything?” 

“I did,” I lied. “It’s just a lot to read. I’ve met a lot of people.” 

“Just share your Solar Calendar notes with me. I promise I won’t show anyone. Do you still not 

trust me?” 

I grabbed my backpack, stood up, then slipped my phone in my pocket.  



 

“Zolie, if I don’t pull my grades up, I’ll be grounded all summer. My dad’s going to force me to 

go to summer school. Do you think I want to start my teenage years in summer school?” 

“Aw, that sucks.” She looked sad. “It’s probably because you’re taking those advanced classes.” 

I knew it was because I was taking advanced classes. That was my punishment for doing so well 

in sixth grade math. I had been trying to keep my grades mediocre ever since, but somehow missed a few 

assignments ,and now my parents were on my back. 

“Mylah’s a great tutor. She can probably help.” I already had to go to tutoring with two of my 

teachers.  

“No thanks,” I uttered. “I’m going to get to it. I promise.” I brushed past her right when the bell 

rang. I would have to find a new hiding spot tomorrow. 

“Okay,” I heard her call. “I just don’t think we should wait too much longer.” 

I’ve had the Solar Calendar for over two years and have met almost thirty ancestors with it; from 

ancient Egypt to the ghettos of New York, and I still hadn’t figured it out. Zolie uses it with me one time, 

meets four people, and she thinks she can solve all the answers. She thinks she can make it work when it 

won’t work. She thinks she can figure out its purpose. I didn’t doubt that I needed to figure something 

out, I just didn’t want to do it now. I wanted a break.  

My last time using the Solar Calendar was with her and Kai. We met John Horse and he told us 

about the era in America when the English began to colonize it. I couldn’t forget how she and Kai talked 

to John Horse like it was their Solar Calendar. Then, when we really got into the history, it seemed they 

weren’t following it well. I didn’t like using the Solar Calendar with two people, and now she wanted me 

to try to use it with five? Ashanti and Sage weren’t even in the same state. I had no idea where Dejon was. 

John Horse said that was our last time using the Solar Calendar. I hate that it’s over, but I’m also 

glad that it’s over. No more wars. No more trying to work with people that I don’t want to hang out with. 

No more racism. It was a lot of really bad things. I’m happy to have learned it, but I didn’t want to see it 

anymore. Like General Barca said, it’s all in the past. And that is exactly where I needed to leave it.  

I took my seat in class just after the late bell rang. I could tell that the teacher hadn’t made it in yet 

because Keenan was entertaining anyone who would listen.  

“I get socioeconomic pressures, but some people just need to work on themselves first,” Keenan 

explained. “Sometimes, you have to choose not to be the victim.” 

Surprisingly, it sounded like Keenan was talking about the paper that was due and not making 

jokes.  

“That’s pretty much the stance I took.” Shocking. His sidekick agreed with him. “Some people 



 

just don’t know how to invest their money and build up their communities. In some neighborhoods you 

pass by, there’s trash everywhere. They don’t even respect their own community, so why should we?” 

“Did everyone take that stance?” Keenan laughed. The class all seemed to agree. “So, everyone 

thinks the communities should help themselves first?” 

I put my notebook and the essay assignment on my desk. It seemed like everyone else already 

had theirs on their desks, ready to turn in.  

“Demarcus, you’re a little late and I didn’t see you nod. Was that your stance, too?” Keenan 

asked. 

“Why does it matter?” 

“Mrs. O asked me to get the discussion started while she makes copies. I’m not trying to pick on 

you.” 

I looked around and saw a few people waiting for my answer. Keenan was a clown, which 

annoyed me, but I forgot he was also one the smartest kids in our grade. The teachers often allowed him 

to speak first and out of turn. 

“Naw,” I responded. 

“What you mean, naw?” he questioned. “You don’t think people in poor communities should 

help themselves?” 

“The prompt was, How does socioeconomic status affect communities and what could be done to improve 

communities that are affected the most? If we’re talking about socioeconomic status, that means a lot of 

things had to happen for the community to be failing like it is,” I responded.  

“Yeah, but people have to help themselves. You have to get out there, get a job, stop throwing 

trash on the streets. You know.” Keenan nodded and looked around the room as he talked. A few of my 

classmates nodded with him. 

“Yeah, okay,” I replied. 

“How did you write five pages disagreeing? I really want to hear what you put.” 

“I’ll let you read it after Mrs. O grades it.” I didn’t want to challenge Keenan because I knew he 

didn’t like people disagreeing with him. But I didn’t agree, and I also didn’t want to talk about it. 

“It is supposed to be a class discussion Demarcus,” Keenan’s sidekick chimed in. “I think it 

would help the class if you tell us why you disagree with what EVERYONE else thinks.” He emphasized 

the word everyone, like I was the only one wrong.  

I tried not to be a part of class discussions. I didn’t get the point of them. I wrote an entire essay 

of words. Why would I need to also talk about the words I wrote? What was the point of writing them 



 

then? We didn’t need both. I passed him my essay.  

“Here.” He could read it for himself.  

“Centuries of racism have created unequal communities around this country,” he read my paper 

aloud. “Unequal policies, poor transportation, and a lack of job opportunities have made sure that some 

neighborhoods fail.” He looked up at me. “What are you talking about?” 

“Oh okay, I get it. That’s true,” Keenan said. “But except for a few idiots, racism is over with, 

Demarcus. Everybody can get a decent job now. People can actually move up out the hood.” 

“If the people, who can, move out of the hood, what do you think is left?” I asked. 

“Everyone has to do it.” 

“So,” I said slowly. “Abandoning the hood will fix socioeconomic problems in the hood?” 

“I mean, people can clean up their hoods. You’ve been by the projects, man. Trash is everywhere. 

The grass don’t even grow.” 

“The projects are usually funded by some form of government. Which means they are 

responsible for the trash pickup and the grass, not the people who live there. Just like any regular old 

apartment complex.” 

“You get what I mean, man.” 

“We just don’t agree, and that’s cool,” I shrugged. 

“You don’t make sense, though.” 

“I don’t make sense?” I said that a little louder than I intended, but Keenan was tripping. “So, 

you dump these people in an area of the city that you don’t want anyone to see and, somehow, that’s 

their fault?” 

“Then they should move.” 

“Have you ever heard of redlining, Keenan? Do you know that the so-called ghetto is the only 

place that our government would allow all of the Black people in the entire city to live?” 

“How long ago was that?” he asked. 

“They say it stopped when my grandma was a kid, but my parents almost lost our home not too 

long ago because the banks targeted them with a bad loan, so I’d say it’s still happening.” 

“You can’t blame policy because your parents made bad decisions.” 

I tried to overlook his cheap shot. “So, everyone who was forced into the hood made a bad 

decision by moving into the hood, although they may have been murdered for trying to move into a 

White neighborhood? And let me guess, if they were murdered, they made another bad decision.” 

“No, I –“ 



 

“And the millions of people tricked into a better loan option for their homes,” I made air quotes 

when I said the word, better, “just made another bad decision, although these billion-dollar banks were 

fined for targeting them?” 

“All that’s in the past, Demarcus.”  

“I just told you this happened to my parents. I was here when it happened, Keenan.” 

“Demarcus, you don’t even live in the hood. Your parents have good jobs,” Keenan huffed. “You 

just talking.” 

“Keenan, you’re dumb. You really are.” I seethed. I could hear the oohs from the people around 

us, but it was too late to stop now. “How on earth do you think hundreds of thousands of Black people 

are poor, know that racism exists, know that there are no jobs in the hood, know that there is no public 

transportation to the jobs outside of the hood…” The class was getting louder, and so was I. “…know that 

these people don’t have cars to get to those jobs or if they do have cars, they don’t work properly. Know 

that the police unfairly target these same people who can’t afford their bills, then commit crime so they 

can pay their bills, only for those crimes to lead to felonies to where they can’t get jobs. How are you 

dumb enough to know all of that and still say they made bad decisions?” I took a line I heard from my 

dad when I said, “Which one is soft when you have to decide between a rock and a hard place? Maybe if 

you crawled out from under one of them, your dumb self would know better.” 

The class erupted in laughter. Keenan looked offended, but he just stared at me. No words would 

escape his mouth. Some of my classmates started beating on their desks. 

“Demarcus! To the principal’s office, Now!” It was Mrs. O. I didn’t realize she had walked into 

the room.  

I just grabbed my backpack and left. This was the exact reason why I didn’t participate in class 

discussions. Extra attention was something teachers used to find a way to put you in trouble. My 

classmates cheered as I walked out of the classroom. It felt like fifth grade all over again.  

I learned, while in Mrs. Smith’s fifth grade class, to be quiet. To just listen and not talk to the 

other students. Back then, I would get in trouble for talking to classmates, disagreeing with the teacher, or 

just being there really. I hadn’t been sent to the principal’s office since then. My mom thought it was 

because I was in middle school and that I had improved my behavior. It was really because I just stopped 

talking. 

I didn’t want to say anything to Keenan. I didn’t even want to disagree with him, but he wasn’t 

just looking for laughter at my expense. He was looking for it at my parents’ expense. I probably said 

more to him than I said in class all year. I sighed. How was I going to explain this to my parents?  



 

 

Chapter 2 
No One cares 

 
According to Mrs. O, I was disrupting class. She wasn’t even there to see that the class was 

disturbing me. Everyone was hanging on to my every word. Then I was the one attacked because 

everyone disagreed with me. Whatever. I was happy to spend time in the office and away from my class. 

What I wasn’t happy about was hearing what my parents had to say when I got home. I also wasn’t 

happy about getting my lunch late. Hard to avoid people when you’re the last one in line. 

All the good stuff was gone. I grabbed a salad and gave my ID number to the lunch lady. 

“That’s a good choice, Demarcus.” Zolie found me. Twice in one day. I was ready for my day to 

be over already.  

“Yeah? Thanks.”  

“I thought about something after you left the library this morning.” 

I inhaled and nodded slowly. “Oh yeah? What’s that?” 

“Kai was really interested in helping, too. I bet if the three of us, or even if it was just he and I, 

you know, since you’re so busy-” 

“I told you to just give me time.” I started walking toward the cafeteria exit. I’d have to find an 

empty classroom or something. The last thing I needed was for Joey to see me and swear I wasn’t 

studying during lunch. 

She was on my heels. “It’s been months. I know you said you don’t have time to meet up 

anymore. I’m just trying to figure out a way to make it easier for you-“ 

“You know how you can make it easier for me?” I stopped walking and turned to face her. “If 

you just leave me alone. Stop hounding me! Leave me alone, alright?” 

There was no life left in her face. Her eyes were sad while her lips looked mad. She stared at me 

for a second before barking, “Wow!” She shook her head slowly. “Kai was right. You’re just a selfish 

jerk!” She stormed out of the cafeteria. 

“I can’t believe you, Demarcus!” I didn’t realize her friends were so close by. As a matter of fact, I 

didn’t realize how quiet the cafeteria had gotten. Everyone who could hear us was looking our way. 

Zolie’s friend lowered her voice. “She has the biggest crush on you, and this is how you treat her?” She 

stormed past me, followed by two more piercing stares. 

“Way to go, Demarcus!” I heard Keenan yell from four tables away. His table began to laugh. I 

quickly exited the cafeteria without making eye contact with anyone else. 



 

The biggest crush on me? Since when did that happen? And I wasn’t really that mean. Was I? It’s 

just that she said her and Kai like they control my Solar Calendar. I knew they probably couldn’t use it 

without me, but that didn’t mean that I wanted them understanding it before I did. It was my Solar 

Calendar. I didn’t even want the bird food anymore. I just threw it in the trash. 

I had almost forgotten about what happened at school when I took my seat at the dinner table 

with my parents. “Apparently, Demarcus had an interesting day at school today,” Mom started. She had 

been at home with me for an hour before my dad came in. He had been at home for an hour before 

dinner. And now was the time she wanted to bring it up. 

“Do tell,” Dad spoke before shoving food into his mouth. 

“Demarcus, why don’t you share?” Mom urged. 

I didn’t really like their game. I was pretty sure they both knew about my referral, but they chose 

to wait until dinner to talk about it. I kept chewing. I tried to stall time.  

“It’s okay, baby. We can sit here all night until you finish eating,” Mom added. 

I swallowed my bite. “I had a disagreement with another student while my teacher was out. 

When she came in, she thought I was disrupting class.” 

Dad raised one eyebrow. “Thought?” 

“I was answering a question during a class discussion.”  

“It appears there was yelling, and the students were all excited about what Demarcus had to 

say.” Mom sounded so casual in between bites. 

“They were just blowing it out of proportion.” 

“Out of proportion?” Dad asked. He took another bite and nodded, but I didn’t get the feeling 

that he agreed with me. “Big words.” 

It really wasn’t a big word, but I knew not to say that.  

“You haven’t had a…” Mom paused for effect. “…misunderstanding with a teacher in a while.” 

I kept chewing. I didn’t know where she was going with this. Dad studied my face as Mom 

talked.  

“Mrs. O always seemed like a fair teacher. What did SHE misunderstand?” The emphasis she put 

on the word she let me know that she may not have believed me either. 

“The students were excited. I’m not surprised that she thought I was disruptive, but I really 

wasn’t.” 

“What did you do to get them so excited?” Dad motioned his fork toward me. 

It was no use. The facts were there. The facts were always there. I was loud. The students were all 



 

looking at me. Clearly, I was the culprit. Clearly, I was the reason the other students were beating on their 

desks. They were trying to start an issue between Keenan and I. Actually, they may have. I wasn’t even 

sure if Keenan was mad, for real. 

“I was loud. I shouldn’t have been. I made a mistake. It won’t happen again.” 

“It seems like you are still having trouble focusing,” Mom said. 

“I’m going to work harder.” I tried to smile, but I was sure it didn’t come out right. Thank God 

Dad’s phone buzzed because it took his attention off of me. He looked at it so long that Mom took her 

attention off of me, too. 

“What’s wrong, babe?” Mom asked. Dad had a concerned look on his face. After a few blank 

seconds, he finally responded.  

“Another unarmed man was killed.” He shook his head. “And it’s local, too.” 

“Oh no,” Mom exclaimed. She got up, rushed to the living room, and turned the TV to the news 

channel. Both Dad and I turned around to watch. 

The camera panned the neighborhood before settling on two crying women. After a few seconds 

of broke down cars, uneven blinds, and torn screen doors, one of the women sobbed, “I can’t believe they 

killed my baby.” A few young kids in the background were dancing for the camera. This had to be one of 

those neighborhoods Keenan was talking about.  

The newscaster explained that the unarmed man was running from the police. A few images of 

the guy flashed on the screen. They had to have been from one of his social media pages. In one, he was 

smoking and in the other, he was making some sort of hand gesture with three other friends. The hands 

and the friend’s faces were blurred. The reporter said the suspect allegedly stole something from 

someone or somewhere. I turned back to my food. I had seen enough. 

“And look at him,” Dad fumed. “Just gang banging and going on. It looks like he just gave ‘em a 

reason.”  

I sighed. I couldn’t believe he said that. I finished the rest of my dinner. Dad directed his 

attention to me. 

“See Demarcus. This is the reason why I tell you to be careful how you carry yourself in public.” 

I looked around the dining room for a second. I didn’t do anything to be lectured. Well, not about 

this.  

“The young man’s not dead twenty-four hours and they’re already painting a negative picture of 

him. Why give them that ammo?” 

“Pretty sure he didn’t know the police were going to kill him today,” I muttered.  



 

“That’s why you should be careful about your public image at all times.” 

“Yes, sir.” I took my plate to the kitchen. 

“You don’t agree?” Dad called behind me. Mom turned off the TV and returned to her seat at the 

table. 

I stopped in front of him. “I agree.” 

“No, you don’t, Demarcus. Tell me how you really feel.” 

I didn’t want to tell him. I tried not to tell him. I’d finally finished my food, and all I needed to do 

was go to my room. This day would be over. Tomorrow had to be better than today. 

“Are you still afraid of the police?” 

What kind of question was that? Of course, I was still afraid. They walked around with guns and 

somehow, people thought it was okay that they were afraid of us. Champ was the goofiest senior at 

Collegiate and they still found a way to make him a threat from a Gatorade that he had just bought from 

the store. 

Dad’s face softened. “Are you really?”  

I guess he finally realized that the 2,600 lectures he had given in the past year didn’t change my 

fear. If someone had a gun and they wanted to kill me, the only thing that would stop them was them.  

“Even if you carry yourself properly and know your rights, Demarcus?” 

“How do you know that guy didn’t know his rights, Dad? We always get judged for how we 

respond to racism, but no one judges the people who put us in these positions.” 

Dad was thinking of a response. 

“You want to know why I was loud in class today?” I didn’t wait on his reply. “Because all of my 

classmates, every last one of them, think it doesn’t matter how bad the hood is, it’s the people in the 

hood’s job to fix it. No one cares how they got there. No one cares that they don’t have any jobs and this 

is why they commit crimes. No one cares. They only care that after all they’ve been through, they ignore 

the pain and find a way to fix their own problems. The problems that they didn’t create.” 

Dad sat back in his chair, but I wasn’t finished. “Then you judge that man on TV because of the 

pictures the news chose to show of him. We don’t know if he has kids, if he has a job. We don’t know if 

he has a mental issue. We know he has a family that cares for him because his mom’s pain is painted 

across the TV.”  

Dad looked like he wanted to speak, but I still wasn’t finished. “They spent five seconds. Five 

seconds, Dad. Showing us how poor that neighborhood was before zooming in on his crying mother. 

Then they showed us pictures of him partying. Everyone has already decided, just like you did, that he 



 

did something wrong. It didn’t even take one whole minute. But we know nothing about the man who 

murdered him. If he’s received training. If he has done this type of thing in the past.” 

Dad rested his chin on his hand.  

“I’m tired,” I sighed. “Can I be excused?” 

He simply nodded while Mom gave me a faint smile as I passed her to go to my room. 

It was too early for me to go to sleep, but I didn’t feel like talking. Surprisingly, I didn’t feel like 

playing any games either. If I didn’t learn all that stuff with the Solar Calendar, I’d sound just like Keenan 

and the rest of my class. I’d think just like Dad. It’s like they thought we could stop racism if we just 

assimilated. Now, I understood why the lost generation in Australia and the Indian schools in North 

America were such an important tool. Zolie was the one who made that connection when we used the 

Solar Calendar. They wanted those people to be more like their colonizers. To disown their own culture. 

To assimilate, as if that would end racism. 

I had almost forgotten what happened with Zolie. I needed to apologize. I texted her that I was 

sorry, but then I erased it. That wasn’t enough. I then wrote out about how I just had a rough day and I 

took it out on her, but I erased that too. Maybe she’d forgive me if I just gave her what she wanted. I 

texted, I’m sorry. I was horrible today. I’ll give you everything tomorrow. That should work.  

I wanted to forget it all anyway. All this information with the Solar Calendar was making me too 

aware. Everything was all messed up, but I wouldn’t know that if I hadn’t found the Solar Calendar. I 

thought about Keenan’s words, All that’s in the past, Demarcus. I hated to admit it, but I tried to tell myself 

the same thing. There was no way to erase what happened in the past, and it was still affecting us in the 

present. I was just like Keenan and my dad, but I had no excuse. I had used the Solar Calendar. I should 

know better. 

 

  



 

Chapter 3 
I Had The Clues All Along 

 

I opened my drawer to take a look at the Solar Calendar. It was right where I had left it. Where I 

always leave it, if I don’t carry it with me. I was no longer afraid to leave it in my drawer anymore. I was 

no longer afraid that someone would steal it, especially after John Horse said that was our last time with 

the Solar Calendar.  

Just as I was closing the drawer, I saw the last translation of The Priests right next to it. I forgot 

that I had thrown it in there. I pulled it from the drawer. This piece of paper was what made me 

embarrass myself in front of Zolie. It was what I argued with Kai about. His translation of a fable. I 

looked at the words. One day, the magic would meet again and the once forbidden knowledge would then be 

unleashed. 

I realized that I never read the story in its entirety. I had only read each translated piece the 

moment Kai gave them to me. I expected some clue to jump out each time. The only clue was the purest 

blue crystal, which led me to Zolie. That whole thing was a dud. 

I pulled out my box of Solar Calendar items. I gathered each translation and put them side by 

side, in order from the first translation to the last. It was translated from an ancient form of Arabic. The 

writing was in a book that I took from my cousin, Ashanti, when we used the Solar Calendar. 

The most noble were elevated as a god in their death. That was from the very first translation. God in 

their death? Oh, that had to be Imhotep. We had a whole discussion about him being worshiped as a god. 

I continued glancing over the paper. The path to priesthood took decades. That reminded me of Manetho 

saying he was in school for forty years. I just couldn’t imagine. 

Wait! What was I saying? I realized after meeting Imhotep that he was a priest. I had also 

determined that Manetho was one as well. Is this really what I was seeing?  

I looked over the second translation. Many priests were tortured, killed or fled. Manetho had also 

told me about the edicts. There were Emperors who forbade the knowledge that Manetho had. The 

knowledge that the priests had. I never realized this before. Under foreign leadership and being the minority, 

simply having the knowledge could put one’s life in danger. I was in complete awe. When Kai and I met 

Ziryab, he showed us Socrates being sentenced to death. He said he had learned of foreign teachings like 

those in Egypt. The Solar Calendar had been giving me clues the entire time. 

They would use the last memories of magic spells to awaken their dying knowledge in a future generation. 

In a future generation? I had no clue what that meant. I thought back to my first trips with the Solar 

Calendar.  



 

General Barca was definitely born after Imhotep and Manetho, but he wasn’t in Egypt. He was 

fighting the Romans. He was the one who told me that the Solar Calendar brought him back from earth to 

show me history. He gave me a coin. A coin with his image. A coin that was proof that the Solar Calendar 

wasn’t just a dream. I still had it, in my box with the other things. 

My best guess at a future generation was Queen Hatshepsut. She ruled Egypt as a supreme ruler 

even when women didn’t usually have that job. I watched her kingdom’s trading expedition to another 

land. She made me feel like I should have known more about Egypt or even Black history in general. She 

said she knew much more than I did when she was my age. I was embarrassed to hear that. I still had the 

ring that she gave me. A ring like the one Senmut, her steward, had on the trading expedition. 

Then there was my great-grandfather. I had met someone in the Solar Calendar who I had met 

before in real life, although I didn’t realize it before he died. I was only a baby. With him, I saw the 

murder of hundreds of Black people in Tulsa during the massacre in Greenwood. He made me promise 

to never forget. And here I was, trying to forget. He would be so angry with me. I still had the burnt piece 

of robe from when those men burned down his house. I later learned from my dad and uncle that the 

Solar Calendar actually came from my great grandfather. They said he never knew how to use it and he 

never mentioned it when I met him either. This part was even more puzzling. 

After all this time, I finally felt like I was getting somewhere. I grabbed my phone to text Zolie. 

Hmm… she never responded to my last text. She was probably still mad. I texted again anyway. I can’t 

wait to tell you what I’ve figured out about the Solar Calendar. I had the clues all along. 

Then there was Abu Bakari. He was from Mali, not Egypt. How would he know anything about a 

future generation there? He was too busy looking for Amenta. That was the first time I had seen Native 

Americans with the Solar Calendar. Some of them looked just like me. I had also seen the Olmec heads. I 

wasn’t sure how long those people had been in La Venta, but Abu Bakari assured me that they were there 

before he came to America. He gave me a small Olmec head. It was almost exactly like one of the ones I 

saw in La Venta. 

Lastly, I had met Manetho. That was when I realized the Solar Calendar wasn’t just a cool 

magical toy. It was actually supposed to teach me something. What? I didn’t know. I didn’t realize then 

that the scroll Manetho had given me held the rules to the Solar Calendar. Since I had used the Solar 

Calendar that first time, I should have known that I was the one who had to see it through. That I was the 

one who was supposed to fulfill its purpose. Why would they give me rules and a book in languages that 

I didn’t understand? I didn’t figure that out until Sage translated that for me. Manetho gave me so much 

information. It was sad that I was just now realizing his information was useful the entire time. 



 

Zolie still hadn’t responded. She was right. We needed to get together and comb through all of 

this information with the Solar Calendar. Maybe getting all six of us together would work. Even if it 

wasn’t six, maybe if we just had more souvenirs. Surely, some of them could be mailed. Are you there? I 

texted again. 

I didn’t wait for a response. It wasn’t very late. I just called.  

Straight to voicemail. I tried three more times. The same thing happened. That was weird. I 

opened The App to view her page. Maybe she didn’t pay her bill or something. I couldn’t find her page. I 

was pretty sure I typed it in right. 

I looked for her sister, Mylah’s page. It came right up. I went down Mylah’s friend list, but she 

wasn’t there. Did she deactivate her page? I scrolled down Mylah’s page to look at her pictures. It didn’t 

take long before one with Zolie came up. Mylah was having a conversation in the comments with a ghost. 

It finally hit me. I was blocked. 

 


