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There are thousands of worlds, al different from ours. Chrestomanci'sworld is the one next door to us,
and the difference hereisthat magic isas common asmusiciswith us. It isfull of peopleworking
magic—warlocks, witches, thaumaturges, sorcerers, fakirs, conjurors, hexers, magicians, mages,
shamans, diviners and many more—from the lowest Certified witch right up to the most powerful of
enchanters. Enchanters are strange aswell as powerful. Their magic is different and stronger and many of
them have more than onelife. Now, if someone did not control al these busy magic-users, ordinary
people would have ahorrible time and probably end up as daves. So the government appointsthe very
strongest enchanter thereisto make sure no one misuses magic. Thisenchanter hasninelivesandis
known as "the Chrestomanci. " Y ou pronounce it KREST-OH-MAN-SEE. He has to have astrong
persondity aswell as strong magic. Diana Wynne Jones

Charmed Life

1

Cat Chant admired his elder sster Gwendolen. She was awitch. He admired her and he clung to her.
Great changes came about in their lives and left him no oneeseto cling to.

Thefirst great change came about when their parents took them out for aday trip down theriver ina
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paddle steamer. They set out in great style, Gwendolen and her mother in white dresses with ribbons,
Cat and hisfather in prickly blue-serge Sunday suits. It was ahot day. The steamer was crammed with
other peoplein holiday clothes, talking, laughing, eating whelks with thin dices of white bread and butter,
while the paddleboat steam organ wheezed out popular tunes so that no one could hear themselvestalk.

In fact the steamer was too crowded and too old. Something went wrong with the steering. The whole
laughing, whelk-eating, Sunday-dressed crowd was swept away in the current from the dam. They hit
one of the posts which were supposed to stop people being swept away, and the paddle steamer, being
old, smply brokeinto pieces. Cat remembered the organ playing and the paddles beating the blue sky.
Clouds of steam screamed from broken pipes and drowned the screams from the crowd, asevery single
person aboard was swept away through the dam. It was aterrible accident. The papers called it the
Saucy Nancy Disagter. Theladiesin ther clinging skirts were quite unableto swim. The men in tight blue
serge were very little better off. But Gwendolen was awitch, so she could not drown. And Cat, who
flung his arms around Gwendolen when the boat hit the post, survived too. There were very few other
UNVivVors.

The whole country was shocked by it. The paddleboat company and the town of Wolvercote between
them paid for the funerals. Gwendolen and Cat were given heavy black clothes at public expense, and
rode behind the procession of hearsesin a carriage pulled by black horses with black plumes on their
heads. The other survivors rode with them. Cat looked at them and wondered if they were witches and
warlocks, but he never found out. The Mayor of Wolvercote had set up a Fund for the survivors. Money
poured in from al over the country. All the other survivorstook their share and went away to start new
lives dsawhere. Only Cat and Gwendolen were |eft and, since nobody could discover any of their
relations, they stayed in Wolvercote.

They became celebritiesfor atime. Everyone was very kind. Everyone said what beautiful little orphans
they were. It wastrue. They were both fair and pale, with blue eyes, and looked good in black.
Gwendolen was very pretty, and tall for her age. Cat was smal for his age. Gwendolen was very
motherly to Cat, and people were touched. Cat did not mind. It made up alittle for the empty, lost way
he wasfedling. Ladies gave him cake and toys. Town Councillors came and asked how he was getting
on; and the Mayor caled and patted him on the head. The Mayor explained that the money from the
Fund was being put into a Trust for them until they were grown up. Meanwhile, the town would pay for
their education and upbringing.

"And where would you little peoplelike to live?' he asked kindly.

Gwendolen at once said that old Mrs. Sharp downstairs had offered to take them in. " She's been ever so
kindto us" she explained. "Wed loveto live with her."

Mrs. Sharp had been very kind. She was awitch too—the printed sign in her parlor window said
Certified Witch—and interested in Gwendolen. The Mayor was alittle dubious. Like al people who
had no talent for witchcraft, he did not approve of those who had. He asked Cat how he felt about
Gwendolen's plan. Cat did not mind. He preferred living in the house he was used to, even if it was
downgtairs. Since the Mayor fdt that the two orphans ought to be made as happy as possible, he agreed.
Gwendolen and Cat moved in with Mrs. Sharp.

Looking back onit, Cat supposed that it was from thistime on that he was certain Gwendolen was a
witch. He had not been sure before. When he had asked his parents, they had shaken their heads,
sighed, and looked unhappy. Cat had been puzzled, because he remembered the terrible trouble there
had been when Gwendolen gave him cramps. He could not see how his parents could blame Gwendolen
for it unless she truly was awitch. But all that was changed now. Mrs. Sharp made no secret of it.



"Youveared taent for magic, dearie," she said, beaming a Gwendolen, "and | wouldn't be doing my
duty by you if | let it go to waste. We must see about ateacher for you right away. Y ou could do worse
than go to Mr. Nostrum next door for astart. He may be the worst necromancer in town, but he knows
how to teach. Hell give you agood grounding, my love."

Mr. Nostrum's charges for teaching magic turned out to be £1 an hour for the Elementary Grades, and a
guineaan hour for the Advanced Grades beyond. Rather expensive, as Mrs. Sharp said. She put on her
best hat with black beads and ran around to the Town Hall to seeif the Fund would pay for Gwendolen's
lessons.

To her annoyance, the Mayor refused. He told Mrs. Sharp that witchcraft was not part of an ordinary
education. Mrs. Sharp came back rattling the beads on her hat with irritation, and carrying aflat
cardboard box the Mayor had given her, full of the odds and ends the kind ladies had cleared out of
Gwendolen's parents bedroom.

"Blind prgjudice!” Mrs. Sharp said, dumping the box on the kitchen table. "If aperson has agift, they
have aright to haveit developed—and so | told him! But don't worry, dearie,”" she said, seeing that
Gwendolen was looking decidedly stormy. "Theresaway around everything. Mr. Nostrum would teach
you for nothing, if we found the right thing to tempt him with. Let's have alook in thisbox. Y our poor ma
and pamay have left something that might be just the thing."

Accordingly, Mrs. Sharp turned the box out onto the table. It was a queer collection of things— letters
and lace and souvenirs. Cat did not remember having seen haf of them before. There was amarriage
certificate, saying that Francis John Chant had married Caroline Mary Chant twelveyearsago a St.
Margaret's Church, Wolvercote, and awithered nosegay his mother must have carried at the wedding.
Undernesath that, he found some glittery earrings he had never seen his mother wear.

Mrs. Sharp's hat rattled as she bent swiftly over these. "Those are diamond earringsl” she said. "Y our ma
must have had money! Now, if | took those to Mr. Nostrum—But we'd get more for them if | took them
around to Mr. Larkins." Mr. Larkins kept the junk shop on the corner of the street—except that it was
not always exactly junk. Among the brass fenders and chipped crockery you could find quite valugble
things, and also adiscreet notice saying Exotic Supplies—which meant that Mr. Larkins aso stocked
bats wings, dried newts, and other ingredients of magic. There was no question that Mr. Larkinswould
be very interested in a pair of diamond earrings. Mrs. Sharp's eyes pouched up, greedy and beady, as
she put out her hand to pick up the earrings.

Gwendolen put out her hand for them at the same moment. She did not say anything. Neither did Mrs.
Sharp. Both their hands stood il inthe air. Therewas afedling of fierceinvisible struggle. Then Mrs.
Sharp took her hand away. "Thank you," Gwendolen said coldly, and put the earrings away in the pocket
of her black dress.

"You seewhat | mean?' Mrs. Sharp said, making the best of it. "Y ou have red taent, dearie!™ She went
back to sorting the other thingsin the box. She turned over an old pipe, ribbons, a spray of white
heather, menus, concert tickets, and picked up abundle of old letters. She ran her thumb down the edge
of it. "Loveletters” she said. "Histo her." She put the bundle down without looking at it and picked up
another. "Hersto him. No use." Cat, watching Mrs. Sharp's broad mauve thumb whirring down athird
bundle of |etters, thought that being awitch must save agreat ded of time. "Business|etters,” said Mrs.
Sharp. Her thumb paused, and went dowly back up the pile again. "Now what have we here?' she said.
She untied the pink tape from around the bundle and carefully took out three | etters. She unfolded them.

"Chrestomanci!" she exclaimed. And, as soon as she said it, she clapped one hand over her mouth and
mumbled behind it. Her face was red. Cat could see she was surprised, frightened, and greedy, dl at the



sametime. "Now what was he doing writing to your pa?' she said, as soon as she had recovered.
"Let'ssee," sad Gwendolen.

Mrs. Sharp spread the three | etters out on the kitchen table, and Gwendolen and Cat bent over them.
Thefirg thing that struck Cat was the energy of the sgnature on dl three:

The next thing he saw was that two of the |etters were written in the same energetic writing asthe
sgnature. Thefirst was dated twelve years ago, soon after his parents had been married. It said:

Dear Frank,

Now don't get on your high horse. | only offered because | thought it might help. | still will help, in
any way | can, if you let me know what | can do. | feel you have a claim on me.

Yrs ever, Chrestomanci

The second letter was shorter:
Dear Chant,

The same to you. Go to blazes.
Chrestomanci

Thethird letter was dated S years ago, and it was written by someone e se. Chrestomanci had only
sgnedit.

gr,

You were warned six years ago that something like what you relate might come to pass, and you
made it quite clear that you wished for no help fromthis quarter. We are not interested in your
troubles. Nor isthis a charitable institution.

Chrestomanci

"What did your pa say to him?' Mrs. Sharp wondered, curious and awestruck. "Well—what do you
think, dearie?'

Gwendolen held her hands spread out above the letters, rather asif she waswarming them at afire. Both
her little fingerstwitched. "I don't know. They fed important—especidly the first one and the last
one—awfully important.”

"Who's Chrestomanci?* Cat asked. It was ahard nameto say. He said it in pieces, trying to remember
theway Mrs. Sharp had said it: KREST—OH—MAN—SEE. "Is that the right way?'

"Y es, that's right—and never you mind who heis, my love," said Mrs. Sharp. "And important's aweak
word for it, dearie. | wish | knew what your pahad said. Something not many peopled dare say, by the
sound of it. And look what he got in return! Three genuine signatures! Mr. Nostrum would give his eyes
for those, dearie. Oh, you'rein luck! Hell teach you for those dl right! So would any necromancer in the
country."

Glesfully, Mrs. Sharp began packing the things away in the box again. "What have we here?' A little red
book of matches had fallen out of the bundle of business | etters. Mrs. Sharp took it up carefully and,



quite as carefully, opened it. It wasless than haf full of flimsy cardboard matches. But three of the
matches had been burned, without being torn out of the book first. The third one along was so very
burned that Cat supposed it must have set light to the other two.

"Hm," said Mrs. Sharp. "I think you'd better keep this, dearie." She passed the little red book to
Gwendolen, who put it in the pocket of her dress aong with the earrings. " And what about you having
this, my love?' Mrs. Sharp said to Cat, remembering that he had a claim too. She gave him the spray of
white heather. Cat woreit in his buttonhole until it fell to pieces.

Living with Mrs. Sharp, Gwendolen seemed to expand. Her hair seemed brighter gold, her eyes deeper
blue, and her whole manner was glad and confident. Perhaps Cat contracted alittle to make room for
her—he did not know. Not that he was unhappy. Mrs. Sharp was quite askind to him as shewasto
Gwendolen. Town Councillors and their wives called severa times aweek and patted him on the head in
the parlor. They sent him and Gwendolen to the best school in Wolvercote. Cat was happy there. The
only drawback wasthat Cat was | eft-handed, and schoolmasters dways punished him if they caught him
writing with hisleft hand. But they did that at al the schools Cat had been to, and hewasused to it. He
had dozens of friends. All the same, at the heart of everything, he felt lost and londly. So he clung to
Gwendolen, because she was the only family he had.

Gwendolen was often rather impatient with him, though usualy she wastoo busy and happy to be
downright cross. "Just leave me done, Cat," shewould say. "Or dse.” Then shewould pack exercise
booksinto amusic case and hasten next door for alesson with Mr. Nostrum.

Mr. Nostrum was ddlighted to teach Gwendolen for the letters. Mrs. Sharp gave him one every term for
ayear, darting with thelast. "Not dl at once, in case he getsgreedy,” she said. "And well give him the
best last."

Gwendolen made excellent progress. Such a promising witch was she, indeed, that she skipped the First
Grade Magic exam and went straight on to the Second. She took the Third and Fourth grades together
just after Christmas and, by the following summer, she was starting on Advanced Magic. Mr. Nostrum
regarded her as hisfavorite pupil—he told Mrs. Sharp so over the wall—and Gwendolen dways came
back from her lessons with him pleased and golden and glowing. She went to Mr. Nostrum two evenings
aweek, with her magic case under her arm, just as many people might go to music lessons. In fact, music
lessons were what Mrs. Sharp put Gwendolen down as having, on the accounts she kept for the Town
Council. Since Mr. Nostrum never got paid, except by the letters, Cat thought thiswas rather dishonest
of Mrs. Sharp.

"l have to put something by for my old age,” Mrs. Sharp told him crosdly. "I don't get much for mysdlf out
of keeping you, do 1? And | can't trust your Sister to remember me when she's grown-up and famous. Oh
dear me no—I've noillusions about that!"

Cat knew Mrs. Sharp was probably right. Hewas alittle sorry for her, for she had certainly been kind,
and he knew by now that she was not avery good witch hersdlf. The Certified Witch which thenaticein
Mrs. Sharp's parlor window claimed her to be was, in fact, the very lowest qudification. People only
cameto Mrs. Sharp for charms when they could not afford the three Accredited Witches farther down
the street. Mrs. Sharp eked out her earnings by acting as an agent for Mr. Larkins at the junk shop. She
got him Exotic Supplies—that isto say, the stranger ingredients needed for spells— from asfar away as
London. She was very proud of her contactsin London. "Oh yes," she often said to Gwendolen, "I've
got the contacts, | have. | know those that can get me a pound of dragons blood any time | ask, for al
itsillega. While you have me, you'll never bein need.”

Perhaps, in pite of having no illusions about Gwendolen, Mrs. Sharp was redly hoping to become



Gwendolen's manager when Gwendolen grew up. Cat suspected she was, anyway. And he was sorry for
Mrs. Sharp. He was sure that Gwendolen would cast her off like an old coat when she became
famous—like Mrs. Sharp, Cat had no doubt that Gwendolen would be famous. So he said, "Therés me
to look after you, though.” He did not fancy the idea, but hefelt he ought to say it.

Mrs. Sharp waswarmly grateful. Asareward, she arranged for Cat to have real music lessons. "Then
that Mayor will have nothing to complain of," she said. She believed in killing two birds with one stone.

Cat started to learn the violin. He thought he was making good progress. He practiced diligently. He
never could understand why the new people living upstairs dways banged on the floor when he started to
play. Mrs. Sharp, being tone-deaf herself, nodded and smiled while he played, and encouraged him
grestly.

He was practicing away one evening when Gwendolen stormed in and shrieked aspell in hisface. Cat
found, to hisdismay, that he was holding alarge striped cat by thetail. He had its head tucked under his
chin, and he was sawing at its back with the violin bow. He dropped it hurriedly. Even o, it bit him under
the chin and scratched him painfully.

"What did you do that for?' he said. The cat stood in an arch, glaring at him.

"Becausethat'sjust what it sounded like!" said Gwendolen. "I couldn't stand it amoment longer. Here,
pussy, pussy!" The cat did not like Gwendolen either. It scratched the hand she held out to it. Gwendolen
smacked it. It ran away, with Cat in hot pursuit, shouting, "Stop it! That'smy fiddle! Stopit!" But the cat
escaped, and that was the end of the violin lessons.

Mrs. Sharp was very impressed with this display of taent from Gwendolen. She climbed on achair inthe
yard and told Mr. Nostrum about it over the wall. From there, the story spread to every witch and
necromancer in the neighborhood.

That neighborhood was full of witches. People in the same trade like to cluster together. If Cat came out
of Mrs. Sharp's front door and turned right down Coven Street, he passed, besides the three Accredited
Witches, two Necromancy Offereds, a Soothsayer, a Diviner, and a Willing Warlock. If heturned
left, he passed Mr. Henry Nostrum A.R.C.M. Tuition in Necromancy, a Fortune-Teller, a Sorcery
For All Occasions, a Clairvoyant, and lastly Mr. Larkins shop. Theair in the street, and for severa
streets around, was heavy with the scent of magic being done.

All these people took agreat and friendly interest in Gwendolen. The story of the cat impressed them
enormoudly. They made agrest pet of the cresture—naturaly, it was called Fiddle. Though it remained
bad-tempered, captious, and unfriendly, it never went short of food. They made an even greater pet of
Gwendolen. Mr. Larkins gave her presents. The Willing Warlock, who was amuscular young man
alwaysin need of ashave, popped out of his house whenever he saw Gwendolen passing and presented
her with abull's-eye. The various witches were dways looking out smple spellsfor her.

Gwendolen was very scornful of these spdlls. "Do they think I'm ababy or something? I'm miles beyond
thisstuff!" shewould say, casting the latest spell aside.

Mrs. Sharp, who was glad of any aid to witchcraft, usualy gathered the spell up carefully and hid it. But
once or twice, Cat found the odd spell lying about. Then he could not resist trying it. He would have liked
to have had just alittle of Gwendolen'stalent. He dways hoped that he was alate developer and that,
someday, aspell would work for him. But they never did—not even the one for turning brass buttons to
gold, which Cat particularly fancied.

The various fortune-tellers gave Gwendolen presents too. She got an old crysta bdl from the Diviner and



apack of cardsfrom the Soothsayer. The Fortune-Teller told her fortune for her. Gwendolen camein
golden and exultant from that.

"I'm going to befamous! He said | could ruletheworld if | go theright way about it!" shetold Cat.

Though Cat had no doubt that Gwendolen would be famous, he could not see how she could rule the
world, and he said so0. "Y ou'd only rule one country, even if you married the King," he objected. "And
the Prince of Waes got married last year."

"There are more ways of ruling than that, supid!" Gwendolen retorted?"Mr. Nostrum has lots of ideas
for me, for astart. Mind you, there are some snags. There's achange for theworse that | haveto
surmount, and adominant Dark Stranger. But when hetold me I'd rule the world my fingersal twitched,
so | know it'struel™ There seemed no limit to Gwendolen's glowing confidence.

Thenext day, Miss Larkinsthe Clairvoyant called Cat into her house and offered to tell his fortune too.

2

Cat was darmed by Miss Larkins. She was the daughter of Mr. Larkins at the junk shop. She was young
and pretty and fiercely red-headed. She wore thered hair piled into abun on top of her head, from
which red tendrils of hair escaped and tangled becomingly with earrings like hoops for parrotsto sit on.
Shewas avery talented clairvoyant and, until the story of the cat became known, Miss Larkins had been
the pet of the neighborhood. Cat remembered that even his mother had given Miss Larkins presents.

Cat knew Miss Larkinswas offering to tell hisfortune out of jedlousy of Gwendolen. "No. No, thank you
very much," he said, backing away from Miss Larkins little table spread with objects of divination. "It's
quitedl right. I don't want to know."

But Miss Larkins advanced on him and seized him by his shoulders. Cat squirmed. MissLarkinsused a
scent that shrieked VIOLETS at him, her earrings swung like manacles, and her corsets creaked when
shewascloseto. "Silly boy!" MissLarkinssad, in her rich, melodious voice. "'I'm not going to hurt you. |
just want to know."

"But—but | don't,” Cat said, twisting thisway and that.
"Hold till," said Miss Larkins, and tried to Stare deep into Cat's eyes.

Cat shut his eyes hagtily. He squirmed harder than ever. He might have got loose, had not Miss Larkins
abruptly gone off into somekind of trance. Cat found himsalf being gripped with a strength that would
have surprised him even in the Willing Warlock. He opened his eyesto find Miss Larkins staring blankly
a him. Her body shook, creaking her corsetslike old doors swinging in thewind. "Oh, pleaselet go!”
Cat said. But Miss Larkinsdid not appear to hear. Cat took hold of the fingers gripping his shoulders,
and tried to prise them loose. He could not move them. After that, he could only stare helplesdy at Miss
Larkins blank face.

Miss Larkins opened her mouth, and quite a different voice came out. It was aman's voice, brisk and
kindly. "Y ou've taken aweight off my mind, lad,” it said. It sounded pleased. "Ther€ll be abig change
coming up for you now. But you've been awfully cardess—four gone dready, and only fiveleft. You
must take more care. Y ou're in danger from at least two directions, did you know?"

The voice stopped. By thistime, Cat was so frightened that he dared not move. He could only wait until
Miss Larkins cameto herself, yawned, and let go of himin order to cover her mouth e egantly with one
hand.



"There," shesaid, in her usud voice. "That wasit. What did | say?"

Finding Miss Larkins had no ideawhat she had said brought Cat out in goose pimples. All he wanted to
do wasto run away. He dashed for the door.

Miss Larkins pursued him, seized hisarms again, and shook him. "Tell me! Tell me! What did | say?'
With the violence of her shaking, her red hair came down in sheets. Her corsets sounded like bending
planks. Shewasterrifying. "What voice did | use?' she demanded.

"A—aman'svoice," Cat fatered. "Sort of nice, and no nonsense about it."

Miss Larkins seemed dumbfounded. "A man? Not Bobby or Doddo—not a child's voice, | mean?"
"No," said Cat.

"How peculiar!" said MissLarkins. "I never useaman. What did he say?'

Cat repested what the voice had said. He thought he would never forget it if helived to ninety.

It was some consolation to find that Miss Larkins was quite as puzzled by it ashewas. "Wdll, | suppose
itwasawarning,”" she said dubioudy. She aso seemed disgppointed. " And nothing else? Nothing about
your Sster?!

"No, nothing,” said Cat.

"Ohwell, can't be helped,” Miss Larkins said discontentedly, and she let go of Cat in order to put her
har up again.

As soon as both her hands were safely occupied in pinning her bun, Cat ran. He shot out into the street,
feding very shaken.

And he was caught by two more people amost at once.

"Ah. Hereisyoung Eric Chant now," said Mr. Nostrum, advancing down the pavement. "Y ou are
acquainted with my brother, William, are you, Y oung Chant?'

Cat was once more caught by an arm. Hetried to smile. It was not that he didiked Mr. Nostrum. It was
just that Mr. Nostrum awaystalked in thisjocular way and called him Y oung Chant every few words,
which madeit very difficult to tak to Mr. Nostrum in return. Mr. Nostrum was sma |l and plumpish, with
two wings of grizzled hair. He had acast in hisleft eye too, which always stared out sideways. Cat found
that added to the difficulty of talking to Mr. Nostrum. Was he looking and listening? Or was hismind
elsawhere with that wandering eye?

"Yes—yes, I've met your brother,” Cat reminded Mr. Nostrum. Mr. William Nostrum cameto visit his
brother regularly. Cat saw him amost once a month. He was quite awell-to-do wizard, with apracticein
Eastbourne. Mrs. Sharp claimed that Mr. Henry Nostrum sponged on his wedthier brother, both for
money and for spellsthat worked. Whatever the truth of that, Cat found Mr. William Nostrum even
harder to talk to than hisbrother. He was half aslarge again as Mr. Henry and aways wore morning
dresswith a huge silver watch-chain across his tubby waistcoat. Otherwise, he was the image of Mr.
Henry Nostrum, except that both his eyeswere out of true. Cat lwayswondered how Mr. William saw
anything. "How do you do, sir," he said to him politely.

"Very wdl," said Mr. William in adeep, gloomy voice, asif the opposite wastrue.



Mr. Henry Nostrum glanced up at him apologetically. "Thefact is, Y oung Chant,” he explained, "we have
met with alittle setback. My brother is upset.” He lowered hisvoice, and his wandering eye wandered all
around Cat's right side. "It's about those | etters from—Y ou Know Who. We can find out nothing. It
seems Gwendolen knows nothing. Do you, Y oung Chant, perchance know why your esteemed and
lamented father should be acquainted with—with, let uscal him, the August Personage who signed
them?'

"l haven't thefaintest idea, I'm afraid,” said Cat.
"Could he have been somerdation?' suggested Mr. Henry Nostrum. "Chant isa Good Name.”
"I think it must be abad nametoo," Cat answered. "We haven't any relations.”

"But what of your dear mother?' persisted Mr. Nostrum, his odd eye traveling away, while his brother
managed to stare gloomily at the pavement and the rooftops at once.

"Y ou can see the poor boy knows nothing, Henry," Mr. William said. "I doubt if hewould be ableto tell
us his dear mother's maiden name.”

"Oh, | do know that," said Cat. "It's on their marriage lines. She was caled Chant too.”
"Odd," said Mr. Nostrum, swirling an eye a his brother.
"Odd, and peculiarly unhelpful,” Mr. William agreed.

Cat wanted to get away. He felt he had taken enough strange questionsto last till Christmas. "Well, if you
want to know that badly," he said, "why don't you write and ask Mr—er—Mr. Chres—"

"Hush!" said Mr. Henry Nostrum violently.
"Hum!" said hisbrother, dmost equaly violently.

"August Personage, | mean," Cat said, looking a Mr. Williamin darm. Mr. William's eyes had gone right
to the sdes of hisface. Cat was afraid he might be going off into atrance, like Miss Larkins.

"It will serve, Henry, it will servel™ Mr. William cried out. And, with great triumph, helifted the Slver
watch-chain off hismiddle and shook it. "Then for slver!" he cried.

"I'msoglad,” Cat said politdy. "I haveto be going now." Heran off down the street asfast as he could.
When he went out that afternoon, he took careto turn right and go out of Coven Street past the Willing
Warlock's house. It was rather anuisance, since that was the long way around to where most of his
friends lived, but anything was better than meeting Miss Larkins or the Nostrums again. It was amost
enough to make Cat wish that school had started.

When Cat came home that evening, Gwendolen was just back from her lesson with Mr. Nostrum. She
had her usud glowing, exulting look, but she was |ooking secretive and important too.

"That was agood idea of yours of writing to Chrestomanci,” she said to Cat. "'l can't think why | didn't
think of it. Anyway, | just have."

"Why did you do it? Couldn't Mr. Nostrum?" Cat asked.

"It came more naturaly from me," said Gwendolen. "And | supposeit doesn't matter if he gets my
signature. Mr. Nostrum told me what to write."



"Why does he want to know anyway?' Cat said.
"Wouldn't you like to know!" Gwendolen said exultingly.

"No," sad Cat. "l wouldn't." Since this had brought what hgppened that morning into his mind, which ill
made him amost wish the Autumn term had started, he said, "'l wish the horse chestnuts wereripe.”

"Horse chestnuts" Gwendolen said, in the greatest disgust. "What alow mind you have! They won't be
ready for agood six weeks."

"I know," said Cat, and for the next two days he carefully turned right every time he I eft the house.

They were thelovely golden days that happen when August is passing into September. Cat and his
friends went out along the river. On the second day, they found awall and climbed it. Therewasan
orchard beyond, and here they were lucky enough to discover atree loaded with sweet white apples—
the kind that ripen early. They filled their pockets and then their hats. Then afurious gardener chased
them with arake. They ran. Cat was very happy as he carried hisfull, knobby hat home. Mrs. Sharp
loved gpples. He just hoped she would not reward him by making gingerbread men. Asarule,
gingerbread men were fun. They leaped up off the plate and ran when you tried to eat them, so that when
you finaly caught them you felt quite judtified in egting them. It was afair fight, and some got away. But
Mrs. Sharp's gingerbread men never did that. They ssimply lay, feebly waving their arms, and Cat never
had the heart to eat them.

Cat was s0 busy thinking of al thisthat, though he noticed afour-whed cab standing in the road ashe
turned the corner by the Willing Warlock's house, he paid no attention to it. He went to the side door and
burst into the kitchen with his hatful of apples, shouting, "'l say! Look what I've got, Mrs. Sharp!”

Mrs. Sharp was not there. Instead, standing in the middle of the kitchen, was atdl and quite
extraordinarily well-dressed man.

Cat gared a him in some dismay. He was clearly arich new Town Councillor. Nobody but those kind of
people wore trousers with such pearly stripes, or coats of such beautiful velvet, or carried : tall hats as
shiny astheir boots. The man's hair was dark. It was smooth as his hat. Cat had no doubt that thiswas
Gwendolen's Dark Stranger, cometo help her start ruling the world. And he should not have beenin the
kitchen at all. Vistors were always taken straight to the parlor.

"Oh, how do you do, sir. Will you comethisway, Sr?" he gasped.

The Dark Stranger gave him awondering look. And well he might, Cat thought, looking around
digtractedly. The kitchen wasin its usua mess. Therange wasdl ash. On thetable, Cat saw, to his
further dismay, Mrs. Sharp had been making gingerbread men. Theingredients for the spell lay on one
end of the table—all grubby newspaper packets and seedly little jars—and the gingerbread itsalf was
srewn over the middle of thetable. At the far end, the flies were gathering around the mest for lunch,
which looked nearly as messy asthe spell.

"Who are you?' said the Dark Stranger. "I have afeding | should know you. What have you got in your
hat?'

Cat wastoo busy staring around to attend properly, but he caught the last question. His pleasure
returned. "Apples" he said, showing the Stranger. "Lovely sweet ones. I've been scrumping.”

The Stranger looked grave. " Scrumping,” he said, "isaform of stedling.”

Cat knew that aswell as he did. He thought it was very joyless, even for a Town Councillor, to point it



out. "I know. But | bet you did it when you were my age.”
The Stranger coughed dightly and changed the subject. ™Y ou havent said yet who you are.”
"Sorry. Didn't 17" said Cat. "I'm Eric Chant—only they dways cal me Cat."

"Then is Gwendolen Chant your sigter?" the Stranger asked. He was |ooking more and more austere and
pitying. Cat suspected that he thought Mrs. Sharp's kitchen was a den of vice.

"That's right. Won't you come thisway?' Cat said, hoping to get the Stranger out of it. "It's neater
through here."

"I had aletter from your sigter,” the Stranger said, standing where he was. " She gave me theimpression
you had drowned with your parents.”

"Y ou must have made amistake," Cat said distractedly. "I didn't drown because | washolding onto
Gwendolen, and she'sawitch. It's cleaner through here.”

"l see," said the Stranger. "I'm called Chrestomanci, by the way."

"Oh!" said Cat. Thiswasared crigs. He put his hat of gpples down in the middle of the spell, which he
very much hoped would ruin it. "Then you've got to come in the parlor at once.”

"Why?" said Chrestomanci, sounding rather bewildered.
"Because," said Cat, thoroughly exasperated, "you're far too important to stay here.”
"What makes you think I'm important?’ Chrestomanci asked, still bewildered.

Cat was beginning to want to shake him. "Y ou must be. Y ou're wearing important clothes. And Mrs.
Sharp said you were. She said Mr. Nostrum would give hiseyesjust for your three letters.”

"Has Mr. Nostirum given hiseyesfor my letters?' asked Chrestomanci. "It hardly seemsworthiit."
"No. Hejust gave Gwendolen lessons for them,” said Cat.
"What? For his eyes? How uncomfortable!" said Chrestomanci.

Fortunately, there were thumping footsteps just then, and Gwendolen burst in through the kitchen door,
panting, golden and jubilant. "Mr. Chrestomanci ?*

"Just Chrestomanci,” said the Stranger. "'Y es. Would you be Gwendolen?!
"Yes. Mr. Nostrum told me there was a cab here," gasped Gwendolen.

Shewasfollowed by Mrs. Sharp, nearly as breathless. The two of them took over the conversation, and
Cat wasthankful for it. Chrestomanci at last consented to be taken to the parlor, where Mrs. Sharp
deferentidly offered him a cup of teaand aplate of her weakly waving gingerbread men. Chrestomanci,
Cat wasinterested to see, did not seem to have the heart to eat them either. He drank a cup of
tea—augterdy, without milk or sugar— and asked questions about how Gwendolen and Cat cameto be
living with Mrs. Sharp. Mrs. Sharp tried to give the impression that she looked after them for nothing, out
of the goodness of her heart. She hoped Chrestomanci might be induced to pay her for their keep, as
well asthe Town Council.

But Gwendolen had decided to be radiantly honest. "The town pays," she said, "'because everyone's so



sorry about the accident.” Cat was glad she had explained, even though he suspected that Gwendolen
might aready be casting Mrs. Sharp off like an old coat.

"Then | must go and speak to the Mayor," Chrestomanci said, and he stood up, dusting his splendid hat
on hiselegant deeve. Mrs. Sharp sighed and sagged. She knew what Gwendolen was doing too. "Don't
be anxious, Mrs. Sharp," said Chrestomanci. "No one wishes you to be out of pocket." Then he shook
hands with Gwendolen and Cat and said, "1 should have come to see you before, of course. Forgive me.
Y our father was so infernally rudeto me, you see. I'll seeyou again, | hope." Then hewent away in his
cab, leaving Mrs. Sharp very sour, Gwendolen jubilant, and Cat nervous.

"Why are you so happy?" Cat asked Gwendolen.

"Because he was touched at our orphaned state,”" said Gwendolen. "He's going to adopt us. My fortune
ismade"

"Don' talk such nonsense!” sngpped Mrs. Sharp. "Y our fortune is the same asit ever was. He may have
come hereindl hisfinery, but he said nothing and he promised nothing."

Gwendolen smiled confidently. "Y ou didn't see the heart-wringing letter | wrote.”

"Maybe. But he's not got aheart to wring," Mrs. Sharp retorted. Cat rather agreed with Mrs.
Sharp—particularly as he had an uneasy fedling that, before Gwendolen and Mrs. Sharp arrived, he had
somehow managed to offend Chrestomanci as badly as hisfather once did. He hoped Gwendolen would
not redlize that. He knew she would be furious with him.

But, to his astonishment, Gwendolen proved to beright. The Mayor caled that afternoon and told them
that Chrestomanci had arranged for Cat and Gwendolen to come and live with him as part of hisown
family. "And | seel needn't tell you what lucky little people you are," he said, as Gwendolen uttered a
shriek of joy and hugged the dour Mrs. Sharp.

Cat felt more nervous than ever. He tugged the Mayor's deeve. "If you please, S, | don't understand
who Chrestomanci is."

The Mayor patted him kindly on the head. "A very eminent gentleman,” he said. "Y ou'll be hobnobbing
with al the crowned heads of Europe before long, my boy. What do you think of that, en?’

Cat did not know what to think. This had told him precisdly nothing, and made him more nervous than
ever. He supposed Gwendolen must have written avery touching letter indeed.

So the second great change came about in Cat'slife, and very disma hefeared it would be. All that next
week, while they were hurrying about being bought new clothes by Councillors wives, and while
Gwendolen grew more and more excited and triumphant, Cat found he was missng Mrs. Sharp, and
everyone else, even MissLarkins, asif he had dready |eft them. When the time came for them to get on
the train, the town gave them a splendid send-off, with flags and a brass band. It upset Cat. He sat
tensaly on the edge of his seet, fearing he wasin for atime of strangeness and maybe even misery.

Gwendolen, however, spread out her smart new dress and arranged her nice new hat becomingly, and
sank eegantly back in her seet. "I didit!" she said joyoudy. "Cat, isn't it marvelous!™

"No," Cat said miserably. "I'm homesick aready. What have you done? Why do you keep being so
happy?"

"Y ou wouldn't understand,” said Gwendolen. "But I'll tell you part of it. I've got out of dead-and-dive
Wolvercote at last—stupid Councillors and piffling necromancerst And Chrestomanci was bowled over



by me. Y ou saw that, didn't you?'
"I didn't notice specidly,” said Cat. "I mean, | saw you were being niceto him—"

"Oh, shut up, or I'll give you worse than cramps!” said Gwendolen. And, asthetrain at last chuffed and
began to draw out of the station, Gwendolen waved her gloved hand to the brass band, up and down,
just like Royalty. Cat realized she was setting out to rule the world.
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Thetrain journey lasted about an hour, before the train puffed into Bowbridge, where they were to get
Out.

"It'sfrightfully small,” Gwendolen said critically.

"Bowbridgel" shouted a porter, running aong the platform. "Bowbridge. The young Chants aight here,
please.”

"Y oung Chantd" Gwendolen said disdainfully. "Can't they treat me with more respect?’ All the same, the
attention pleased her. Cat could see that, as she drew on her ladylike gloves, she was shaking with
excitement. He cowered behind her asthey got out and watched their trunks being tossed out onto the
windy platform. Gwendolen marched up to the shouting porter. "We are the young Chants,” shetold him
magnificently.

It fell alittleflat. The porter smply beckoned and scurried away to the entrance lobby, which was
windier even than the platform. Gwendolen had to hold her hat on. Here, ayoung man strode towards
them in abillow of flapping coat.

"We are the young Chants," Gwendolen told him.

"Gwendolen and Eric? Pleased to meet you," said the young man. "'I'm Michadl Saunders. I'll be tutoring
you with the other children.”

"Other children?" Gwendolen asked him haughtily. But Mr. Saunders was evidently one of those people
who are not good at standing still. He had already darted off to see about their trunks. Gwendolen was a
trifle annoyed. But when Mr. Saunders came back and led them outside into the station yard, they found
amotor car waiting—Ilong, black, and deek. Gwendolen forgot her annoyance. Shefdt thiswas entirely
fitting.

Cat wished it had been a carriage. The car jerked and thrummed and smelled of petrol. He felt sick
amos at once. Hefdt sicker still when they |eft Bowbridge and thrummed aong awinding country road.

The only advantage he could see was that the car went very quickly. After only ten minutes, Mr.
Saunders said, "L ook—there's Chrestomanci Castle now. Y ou get the best view from here.”

Cat turned his sick face and Gwendolen her fresh one the way he pointed. The Castle was gray and
turreted, on the opposite hill. Asthe road turned, they saw it had anew part, with aspread of big
windows, and aflag flying above. They could see grand trees—dark, layered cedars and big ms—and
glimpselawns and flowers.

"It looks marvelous,” Cat said sickly, rather surprised that Gwendolen had said nothing. He hoped the
road did not wind too much in getting to the Castle.

It did not. The car flashed around avillage green and between big gates. Then there was along tree-lined



avenue, with the great door of the old part of the Castle a the end of it. The car scrunched around on the
gravel sweep in front of it. Gwendolen leaned forward eagerly, ready to befirst one out. It was clear
there would be a butler, and perhaps footmen too. She could hardly wait to make her grand entry.

But the car went on, past the gray, knobbly walls of the old Castle, and stopped at an obscure door
where the new part began. It was aimost a secretive door. There was amass of rhododendron trees
hiding it from both parts of the Castle.

"I'm taking you in thisway," Mr. Saunders explained cheerfully, "because it's the door you'l be using
mostly, and | thought it would help you find your way about if you Sart as you mean to go on.”

Cat did not mind. He thought this door |ooked more homely. But Gwendolen, cheated of her grand
entry, threw Mr. Saunders a seething look and wondered whether to say amost unpleasant spell at him.
She decided againgt it. She was still wanting to give agood impression. They got out of the car and
followed Mr. Saunders—whaose coat had away of billowing even when there was no wind—into a
square polished passageway indoors. A most imposing lady was waiting there to meet them. Shewas
wearing atight purple dress and her hair wasin avery tal jet-black pile. Cat thought she must be Mrs.
Chrestomanci.

"Thisis Miss Bessemer, the housekeeper,” said Mr. Saunders. "Eric and Gwendolen, Miss Bessemer.
Ericsabit carsck, I'm afraid.”

Cat had not redlized histrouble was so obvious. He was embarrassed. Gwendolen, who was very
annoyed to be met by a mere housekeeper, held her hand out coldly to Miss Bessemer.

Miss Bessemer shook hands like an Empress. Cat was just thinking she was the most awe-inspiring lady
he had ever met when she turned to him with avery kind smile. "Poor Eric,” shesaid. "Riding in acar
bothers me ever so too. Youll bedl right now you're out of the thing—but if you're nat, I'll giveyou
something for it. Come and get washed, and have alook-see at your rooms.”

They followed the narrow purple triangle of her dress up some stairs, aong corridors, and up more stairs.
Cat had never seen anywhere so luxurious. There was carpet the whole way—a soft green carpet, like
grassin the dewy morning—and the floor at the sdeswas polished so that it reflected the carpet and the
clean white walls and the pictures hung on thewals. Everywhere was very quiet. They heard nothing the
wholeway, except their own feet and Miss Bessemer's purple rustle.

Miss Bessemer opened adoor onto a blaze of afternoon sun. "Thisis your room, Gwendolen. Y our
bathroom opens off it."

"Thank you," said Gwendolen, and she sailed magnificently in to take possession of it. Cat peeped past
Miss Bessemner and saw the room was very big, with arich, soft Turkey carpet covering most of the
floor.

Miss. Bessemer said, "The Family dines early when there are no visitors so that they can eat with the
children. But | expect you'd like someteadl the same. Whose room shadl | haveit sent to?"

"Mine, please," Gwendolen said at once.

There was a short pause before Miss Bessemer said, "Waell, that's settled then, isn't it? Y our roomisup
here, Eric."

Theway was up atwisting staircase. Cat was pleased. It looked asif hisroom was going to be part of
the old castle. And he was right. When Miss Bessemer opened the door, the room beyond was round,



and the three windows showed that the wall was nearly three feet thick. Cat could not resist racing
across the glowing carpet to scramble on one of the degp window seats and look out. He found he could
see acrossthe flat tops of the cedarsto agreet lawn like a sheet of green velvet, with flower gardens
going down the hillside in steps beyond it. Then he looked around the room itsdlf. The curved wallswere
whitewashed, and so was the thick fireplace. The bed had a patchwork quilt on it. There was atable, a
chest-of-drawers, and a bookcase with interesting-looking booksin it.

"Oh, | likethid" he said to Miss Bessamer.

"I'm afraid your bathroom is down the passage,” said Miss Bessemer, asif thiswas a drawback. But, as
Cat had never had a private bathroom before, he did not mind in the least.

As soon as Miss Bessemer had gone, he hastened along to have alook at it. To his awe, there were
three sizes of red towd and a sponge as big asamelon. The bath had feet like alion's. One corner of the
room wastiled, and with red rubber curtains, for a shower. Cat could not resist experimenting. The
bathroom was rather wet by the time he had finished. He went back to hisroom, alittle damp himself.
Histrunk and box were there by thistime, and amaid with red hair was unpacking them. Shetold Cat
her name was Mary and wanted to know if she was putting thingsin the right places. She was perfectly
pleasant, but Cat was very shy of her. Thered hair reminded him of Miss Larkins, and he could not think
what to say to her.

"Er—may | go down and have sometea?’ he sammered.

"Please yoursdlf," she said—rather coldly, Cat thought. He ran downstairs again, feding he might have
gotten off on thewrong foot with her.

Gwendolen'strunk was standing in the middle of her room. Gwendolen hersalf was Sitting in avery
queenly way at around table by the window, with abig pewter tegpot in front of her, aplate of brown
bread and butter, and a plate of biscuits.

"| told the girl I'd unpack for mysdlf,” she said. "I've got secretsin my trunk and my box. And | asked her
to bring tea at once because I'm starving. And just ook at it! Did you ever see anything so dull? Not
evenjam!"

"Perhaps the biscuitsare nice,” Cat said hopefully. But they were not, or not particularly.
"Weshdl sarve, inthe midst of luxury!" sighed Gwendolen.

Her room was certainly luxurious. The wallpaper seemed to be made of blue velvet. The top and bottom
of the bed was upholstered like achair, in blue velvet with buttonsin it, and the blue velvet bedspread
matched it exactly. The chairswere painted gold. There was adressing tablefit for a princess, with little
golden drawers, gold-backed brushes, and along oval mirror surrounded by a gilded wresath.
Gwendolen admitted that she liked the dressing table, though she was not so sure about the wardrobe,
which had painted garlands and maypole dancersonit.

"It'sto hang clothesin, not to look at,” she said. "It distracts me. But the bathroom islovely.”

The bathroom was tiled with blue and white tiles, and the bath was sunk down into the tiled floor. Over
it, draped like ababy's cradle, were blue curtains for when you wanted a shower. The towels matched
thetiles. Cat preferred his own bathroom, but that may have been because he had to spend rather along
timein Gwendolen's. Gwendolen locked him in it while she unpacked. Through the hiss of the
shower—Gwendolen had only hersdlf to blame that she found her bathroom thoroughly soaked
afterwards—Cat heard her voice raised in annoyance at someone who had comein to take the dull tea



away and caught her with her trunk open. When Gwendolen finally unlocked the bathroom door, she
wasdill angry.

"I don't think the servants here are very civil," she said. "If that girl saysonething more, shell find hersdlf
with aboil on her nose—even if her nameis Euphemial Though," Gwendolen added charitably, "I'm
inclined to think being called Euphemiais punishment enough for anyone. Y ou have to go and get your
new suit on, Cat. She saysdinner'sin haf an hour and we have to change for it. Did you ever hear
anything so forma and unnatura!"

"| thought you were looking forward to that kind of thing,” said Cat, who most certainly was not.

"Y ou can be grand and natural,” Gwendolen retorted. But the thought of the coming grandeur soothed
her al the same. "I shal wear my blue dresswith the lace collar,” shesaid. "And | do think being caled
Euphemiais aheavy enough burden for anyoneto bear, however rude they are.”

As Cat went up hiswinding gair, the Cagtle filled with amysterious booming. It was thefirst noise he had
heard. It darmed him. Helearned later that it was the dressing gong, to warn the Family that they had half
an hour to changein. Cat, of course, did not take nearly that time to put his suit on. So he had yet
another shower. He felt damp and weak and almost washed out of existence by the time the maid who
was s0 unfortunate in being called Euphemia came to take him and Gwendolen downgtairsto the drawing
room where the Family was waiting.

Gwendolen, in her pretty blue dress, sailed in confidently. Cat crept behind. The room seemed full of
people. Cat had no ideahow al of them came to be part of the Family. Therewasan old lady in lace
mittens, and a small man with large eyebrows and aloud voice who was talking about stocks and shares,
Mr. Saunders, whose wrists and ankles were too long for his shiny black suit; and at least two younger
ladies; and at least two younger men. Cat saw Chrestomanci, quite splendid in very dark red velvet; and
Chrestomanci saw Cat and Gwendolen and looked at them with avague, perplexed smile, which made
Cat quite sure that Chrestomanci had forgotten who they were.

"Oh," said Chrestomandi. "Er. Thisismy wife."

They were ushered in front of a plump lady with amild face. She had a gorgeous lace dress
on—Gwendolen's eyes swept up and down it with cons derable awe—but otherwise she was one of the
most ordinary ladiesthey had ever seen. She gave them afriendly smile. "Eric and Gwendolen, isn't it?
You mugt cal meMillie, my dears.” Thiswasarelief, because neither of them had any ideawhat they
should have cdled her. "And now you must meet my Juliaand my Roger," she said.

Two plump children came and stood beside her. They were both rather pale and had atendency to

breathe heavily. The girl wore alace dress like her mother's, and the boy had on ablue velvet suit, but no
clothes could disguise the fact that they were even more ordinary-looking than their mother. They looked
politely a Gwendolen and at Cat, and dl four said, "How do you do?' Then there seemed nothing elseto

say.

Luckily, they had not stood there long before a butler came and opened the double doors at the end of
the room, and told them that dinner was served. Gwendolen looked &t this butler in great indignation.
"Why didn't he open the door to us?" she whispered to Cat asthey all went in aragged sort of
procession to the dining room. "Why were we fobbed off with the housekeeper?'

Cat did not answer. He was too busy clinging to Gwendolen. They were being arranged around along
polished table, and if anyone had tried to put Cat in a chair that was not next to Gwendolen's, he thought
hewould have fainted from terror. Luckily, no onetried. Even so, the med wasterrifying enough.
Footmen kept pushing delicious food in silver plates over Cat's |eft shoulder. Each time that happened, it



took Cat by surprise, and he jJumped and jogged the plate. He was supposed to help himself off the silver
plate, and he never knew how much he was alowed to take. But the worgt difficulty wasthat he was
left-handed. The spoon and fork that he was supposed to lift the food with from the footman's plate to his
own were always the wrong way around. He tried changing them over, and dropped a spoon. Hetried
leaving them asthey were, and spilled gravy. The footman aways said, "Not to worry, Sr," and made
him fed worsethan ever.

The conversation was even more terrifying.; At one end of the table, the small loud man talked endlesdy
of stocks and shares. At Cat's end, they talked about Art. Mr. Saunders seemed to have spent the
summer traveling abroad. He had seen statues and paintings all over Europe and much admired them. He
was S0 eager that he dapped the table as he talked. He spoke of Studios and Schools, Quattrocento
and Dutch Interiors, until Cat's head went around. Cat looked at Mr. Saunders thin, square-cheeked
face and marveled a dl the knowledge behind it. Then Millie and Chrestomanci joined in. Millierecited a
string of names Cat had never heard in hislife before. Chrestomanci made comments on them, asif these
names were intimate friends of his. Whatever the rest of the Family waslike, Cat thought, Chrestomanci
was not ordinary. He had very black bright eyes, which were striking even when he was looking vague
and dreamy. When he was interested—as he was about Art—the black eyes screwed up in away that
seemed to spill the brightness of them over therest of hisface. And, to Cat's dismay, the two children
were equaly interested. They kept up amild chirp, asif they actudly knew what their parentswere
talking about.

Cat fet crushingly ignorant. What with thistak, and the trouble over the suddenly appearing slver plates,
and the dull biscuits he had eaten for tea, he found he had no appetite at al. He had to leave half his
ice-cream pudding. He envied Gwendolen for being able to sit so camly and scornfully, enjoying her
food.

It was over at last. They were allowed to escape up to her upholstered bed with a bounce.

"What achildishtrick!" she said. "They were showing off just to make usfed smal. Mr. Nostrum warned
me they would. It'sto disguise the thinness of their souls. What an awful, dull wife! And did you ever see
anyone so plain and stupid as those two children! | know I'm going to hateit here. This Castle's crushing

me dready."
"It may not be so bad once we get used to it,” Cat said, without hope.

"It beworse," Gwendolen promised him. "There's something about this Castle. It's a bad influence, and
adeadness. It's squashing the life and the witchcraft out of me. | can hardly bregthe.”

"You'reimagining things," said Cat, "because you want to be back with Mrs. Sharp." And he sghed. He
missed Mrs. Sharp badly.

"No, I'm not imagining it," said Gwendolen. "I should have thought it was strong enough even for you to
fedl. Go on, try. Can't you fed the deadness?’

Cat did not really need to try, to see what she meant. There was something strange about the Castle. He
had thought it was Smply that it was so quiet. But it was more than that: there was a softnessto the
amosphere, aweightiness, asif everything they said or did was muffled under agreet feather quilt.
Normal sounds, like their two voices, seemed thin. There were no echoesto them. "Yes, it isqueer,” he
agreed.

"It'smore than queer—it'sterrible," said Gwendolen. "' shall be lucky if | survive." Then she added, to
Cat'ssurprise, "So I'm not sorry | came.™



"l am," said Cat.

"Oh, you would need looking after!" said Gwendolen. "All right. There'sapack of cards on the dressing
table. They'refor divination, redly, but if we take the trumps out we can use them to play Snap with, if
youlike"

4

The same softness and silence were there when the red-haired Mary woke Cat the next morning and told
him it wastimeto get up. Bright morning sunshine was flooding the curved walls of hisroom. Though Cat
knew now that the Castle must be full of people, he could hear not a sound from any of them. Nor could
he hear anything from outsde the windows.

| know what it'slike! Cat thought. It'slike whenit's snowed in the night. Theideamade him fed so
pleased and so warm that he went to deep again.

"You realy must get up, Eric,” Mary said, shaking him. "I've run your bath, and your lessons Sart at nine.
Make haste, or you won't have time for breakfast.”

Cat got up. He had so strong afeding that it had snowed in the night that he was quite surprised to find
his room warm in the sun. He looked out of the windows, and there were green lawns and flowers, and
rooks circling the green trees, asif there had been some mistake. Mary had gone. Cat was glad, because
hewas not at al sure heliked her, and he was afraid of missing breakfast. When he was dressed, he
went along to the bathroom and | et the hot water out of the bath. Then he dashed down the twisting stairs
to find Gwendolen.

"Where do we go for breskfast?' he asked her anxioudly.

Gwendolen was never a her best in the morning. She was sitting on her blue velvet stoal in front of her
garlanded mirror, crossdy combing her golden hair. Combing her hair was another thing which dways
made her cross. "'l don't know and | don't care! Shut up!” she said.

"Now that's no way to spesk,” said the maid called Euphemia, briskly following Cat into the room. She
was rather a pretty girl, and she did not seem to find her name the burden it should have been. "We're
waliting to give you breskfast long here. Come on.”

Gwendolen hurled her comb down expressively and they followed Euphemiato aroom just dong the
corridor. It was asguare, airy room, with arow of big windows but, compared with therest of the
Cadlle, it wasrather shabby. The leather chairs were battered. The grassy carpet had stainson it. None
of the cupboards would shut properly. Thingslike clockwork trains and tennis rackets bulged out. Julia
and Roger were Sitting waiting at atable by the windows, in clothes as shabby as the room.

Mary, who was waiting there too, said, "And about time!" and began to work an interesting lift ina
cupboard by the fireplace. There was a clank. Mary opened the lift and fetched out alarge plate of bread
and butter and a steaming brown jug of cocoa. She brought these over to the table and Euphemia poured
each child amug of the cocoa

Gwendolen stared from her mug to the plate of bread. "Isthisdl thereis?
"What else do you want?' asked Euphemia.

Gwendolen could not find words to express what she wanted. Porridge, bacon and eggs, grapefruit,
toast and kippersal occurred to her at once, and she went on staring.



"Make up your mind," Euphemiasaid a last. "My breskfast'swaiting for me too, you know."

"lan't there any marmalade?" said Gwendolen.

Euphemiaand Mary looked at one another. "Juliaand Roger are not dlowed marmaade,” Mary said.
"Nobody forbade me to haveit," said Gwendolen. "Get me some marmalade at once.”

Mary went to a speaking tube by the lift and, after much rumbling and another clank, apot of marmaade
arrived. Mary brought it and put it in front of Gwendolen.

"Thank you," Cat said fervently. He felt as strongly about it as Gwendolen—more, in fact, because he
hated cocoa.

"Oh, no trouble, I'm sure!™ Mary said, in what was certainly asarcastic way, and the two maids went
OUL.

For awhile, nobody said anything. Then Roger said to Cat, "Passthe marmalade, please.”
"Y ou're not supposed to haveit,” said Gwendolen, whose temper had not improved.
"Nobody will know if | use one of your knives," Roger said placidly.

Cat passed him the marmaade and his knifetoo. "Why aren't you alowed it?*

Juliaand Roger looked at one another in amild, secretive way. "We'retoo fat," Juliasaid, camly taking
the knife and the marmal ade after Roger had done with them. Cat was not surprised when he saw how
much marmaade they had managed to pile on their bread. Marmaade stood on both diceslike a sticky
brown dliff.

Gwendolen looked at them with disgust, and then, rather complacently, down at her trim linen dress. The
contrast was certainly striking. ™Y our father is such ahandsome man,” she said. "It must besuch a
disgppointment to him that you're both pudgy and plain, like your mother."

The two children looked at her placidly over their cliffs of marmalade. "Oh, | wouldn't know," said
Roger.

"Pudgy iscomfortable,” said Julia. "It must be anuisanceto look like achinadoll, theway you do.”

Gwendolen's blue eyes glared. She made a small sign under the edge of the table. The bread and thick
marmaade whisked itsdf from Julia's hands and dapped itsdf on Julia's face, marmadade sdeinward.
Juliagasped alittle. "How dare you insult me!" said Gwendolen.

Julia pedled the bread dowly off her face and then fumbled out a handkerchief. Cat supposed she was
going to wipe her face. But shelet the marmalade stay where it was, trundling in blobs down her plump
cheeks, and smply tied aknot in the handkerchief. She pulled the knot dowly tight, looking meaningly at
Gwendolen while she did so. With thefind pull, the haf-full jug of cocoashot eaming into theair. It
hovered for a second, and then shot sideways to hang just above Gwendolen's head. Then it began to
joggleitsdf into tipping position.

"Stop it!" gasped Gwendolen. She put up ahand to ward the jug off. The jug dodged her and went on
tipping. Gwendolen made another sign and gasped out strange words. The jug took not the dightest
notice. It went on tipping until cocoawas brimming in the very end of its spout. Gwendolen tried to lean
out sideways away fromit. The jug Smply joggled dongintheair until it was hanging over her head



again.
"Shall | makeit pour?' Juliaasked. There wasabit of asmile under the marmalade.

"You darel" screamed Gwendolen. "I'll tell Chrestomanci on you! I'll—oh!" She sat up Straight again, and
the jug followed her faithfully. Gwendolen made another grab at it, and it dodged again.

"Careful. Youll makeit spill. And what a shame about your pretty dress,”" Roger said, watching
complacently.

"Shut up, you!" Gwendolen shouted at him, leaning out the other way so that she was nearly in Cat's | ap.
Cat looked up nervoudy asthe jug came and hovered over him too. It seemed to be going to pour.

But, at that moment, the door opened and Chrestomanci camein, wearing aflowered slk dressing gown.
It was ared and purple dressing gown, with gold at the neck and deeves. It made Chrestomanci look
amazingly tall, amazingly thin, and astonishingly stately. He could have been an emperor, or aparticularly
severe bishop. He was smiling as he camein, but the smile vanished when he saw the jug.

Thejug tried to vanish too. It fled back to the table at the sight of him, so quickly that cocoa dopped out
of it onto Gwendolen's dress—which may or may not have been an accident. Juliaand Roger both
looked stricken. Juliaunknotted her handkerchief asif for deer life.

"Widl, | was coming in to say good morning,” Chrestomanci said. "But | seethat itisn't." Helooked from
the jug to Julia's marmaade-glistening cheeks. "If you two ever want to eat marmaade again,” he said,
"you'd better do asyou'retold. And the same goesfor al four of you."

"l wasn't doing anything wrong," Gwendolen said, asif butter—not to spesk of marmalade—would not
have mdted in her mouth.

"Yes, youwere," said Roger.

Chrestomanci cameto the end of the table and stood |ooking down on them, with his handsin the
pockets of his noble robe. Helooked so tall like that that Cat was surprised that his head was still under
the ceiling. "There's one absolute rule in this Castle," he said, "which it will pay you al to remember. No
witchcraft of any kind isto be practiced by children, unless Michael Saundersis here to supervise you.
Have you understood, Gwendolen?"

"Yes," said Gwendolen. She gripped her lipstogether and clenched her hands, but she was still shaking
withrage. "l refuseto keep such aslly rule!”

Chrestomanci did not seem to hear, or to notice how angry shewas. He turned to Cat. "Have you
understood too, Eric?"

"Me?' Cat said in surprise. "Yes, of course.”
"Good," said Chrestomanci. "Now | will say good morning.”

"Good morning, Daddy," said Juliaand Roger. "Er—good morning,” Cat said. Gwendolen pretended not
to hear. Two could play at that game. Chrestomanci smiled and swept out of the room like avery long
procession of one person.

"Telltael" Gwendolen said to Roger, as soon asthe door had shut. "And that was adirty trick with that
jug! Y ou were both doing it, weren't you?"



Roger smiled deepily, not in the least disturbed.
"Witchcraft runsin our family,” he said.

"And we've both inherited it,” said Julia. "I must go and wash." She picked up three dices of bread to
keep her going while she did so, and left the room, calling over her shoulder, "Tdl Michael | won't be
long, Roger."

"More cocoa?' Roger said palitely, picking up thejug.

"Yes, please,” said Cat. It never bothered him to eat or drink things that had been bewitched, and he was
thirsty. He thought that if hefilled his mouth with marmaade and strained the cocoathrough it, he might
not taste the cocoa. Gwendolen, however, was sure Roger was trying to insult her. She flounced around
in her chair and stayed haughtily looking at the wall until Mr. Saunders suddenly threw open adoor Cat
had not noticed before and said cheerfully:

"Right, dl of you. Lesson time. Come on through and see how you stand up to some grilling.”

Cat hagtily swallowed his cocoa-flavored marmalade. Beyond the door was a schoolroom. It was ared,
genuine schoolroom, athough there were only four desksin it. There was a blackboard, a globe, the
pitted school floor, and the schoolroom smell. There was that kind of glass-fronted bookcase without
which no schoolroom is complete, and the bartered gray-green and dark blue books without which no
schoolroom bookcase is complete. On the walls were big pictures of the statues Mr. Saunders had found
S0 interesting.

Two of the deskswere brown and old. Two were new and yellow with varnish. Gwendolen and Cat sat
slently inthe new desks. Juliahurried in, with her face shining from sogp, and sat in the old desk beside
Roger's, and the grilling began. Mr. Saunders strode gawkily up and down in front of the blackboard,
asking keen questions. His tweed jacket billowed out from his back, just as his coat had donein the
wind. Perhaps that was why the deeves of the jacket were so much too short for Mr. Saunders long
arms. Thelong arm shot out, and afoot of bony wrist with akeen finger on the end of it pointed at Cat.
"What part did witchcraft play in the Wars of the Roses?!

"Er," said Cat. "Ung. I'm afraid | haven't done them yet, Sir.”
"Gwendolen," said Mr. Saunders.

"Oh—avery big part,” Gwendolen guessed airily.

"Wrong," said Mr. Saunders. "Roger.”

From the grilling, it emerged that, Roger and Juliahad forgotten agreat deal over the summer but, even
30, they werewell ahead of Cat in most things, and far ahead of Gwendolen in everything.

"What did you learn at school?' Mr. Saunders asked her, in some exasperation.

Gwendolen shrugged. "I've forgotten. It wasn't interesting. | was concentrating on witcheraft, and | intend
to go on doing that, please.”

"I'm afraid you can't,” said Mr. Saunders.

Gwendolen stared a him, hardly able to believe she had heard him right. "What!" she dmost shrieked.
"But—but I'm terribly taented! | have to go onwithit!"



"Y our talentswill keep,” said Mr. Saunders. ™Y ou can take up witchcraft again when you've learned
something else. Open your arithmetic book and do me thefirst four exercises. Eric, | think I'll set you
going on some History. Write me an essay on the reign of King Canute." He moved on to set work for
Roger and Julia

Cat and Gwendolen opened books. Gwendolen's face was red, then white. As Mr. Saunders bent over
Roger, her inkwell sailed up out of the socket in her desk and emptied itsalf over the back of Mr.
Saunders billowing tweed jacket. Cat bit hislip in order not to laugh. Juliawatched with calm interest.
Mr. Saunders did not seem to notice. Theinkwell returned quietly to its socket.

"Gwendolen," said Mr. Saunders without turn-ing around. "Get the ink jar and funnel out of the bottom of
the cupboard and refill that inkwell. And fill it properly, please.”

Gwendolen got up, jauntily and defiantly, found the big flask and funndl, and started to fill her inkwell.
Ten minutes later, she was till pouring away. Her face was puzzled at firg, then red, then white with fury
again. Shetried to put the flask down, and found she could not. She tried whispering aspell.

Mr. Saunders turned and looked at her.

"Y ou're being perfectly horrible!" said Gwendolen. "Besides, I'm dlowed to do witchcraft when you're
here"

"No oneisadlowed to pour ink over ther tutor,” Mr. Saunders said cheerfully. "And I'd dready told you
that you've given up witchcraft for the time being. Keep on pouring till | tell you to stop.”

Gwendolen poured ink for the next haf hour, and got angrier every minute of it.

Cat was impressed. He suspected that Mr. Saunders was rather a powerful magician. Certainly, when he
next looked at Mr. Saunders, there was no sign of any ink on hisback. Cat looked at Mr. Saunders
farly often, to see whether it was safe to change his pen from hisright to hisleft hand. He had been
punished so often for writing |eft-handed that he was good a keeping an eye on histeachers. When Mr.
Saundersturned hisway, Cat used hisright hand. It was dow and reluctant. But as soon as Mr.
Saundersturned away again, Cat changed his pen over and got on like ahouse on fire. The main trouble
was that, in order not to smudge the ink with hisleft hand, he had to hold the paper sdeways. But he was
pretty deft at flicking hisbook straight again whenever Mr. Saunders seemed likely to look at him.

When the haf hour was over, Mr. Saunders, without turning around, told Gwendolen to stop pouring ink
and do sums. Then, gtill without turning around, he said to Cat, "Eric, what are you doing?'

"An essay on King Canute,” Cat said innocently.

Then Mr. Saunders did turn around, but by that time the paper was straight and the pen in Cat'sright
hand. "Which hand were you writing with?" he said. Cat was used to this. He held up hisright hand with
the peninit. "It looked like both handsto me," Mr. Saunders said, and he came over and looked at the
page Cat had written. "It was both."

"It doesn't show," Cat said miserably.
"Not much,” Mr. Saunders agreed. "Doesit amuse you to write with dternate hands, or something?'
"No," Cat confessed. "But I'm left-handed.”

Then, as Cat had feared, Mr. Saundersflew into atowering rage. His face went red. He dammed his big,
knobby hand down on Cat's desk so that Cat jumped and the inkwell jumped too, sending ink splashing



over Mr. Saunders great hand and over Cat's essay. "Left-handed!" heroared. "Then why the Black
Gentleman don't you write with your |eft hand, boy?"

"They—they punish meif | do," Cat fadtered, very shaken, and very perplexed to find Mr. Saunders was
angry for such apeculiar reason.

"Then they deserveto betied up in knots and roasted!” roared Mr. Saunders, "whoever they are! You're
doing yoursdf untold harm by obeying them, boy! If | catch you writing with your right hand again, youll
beinredly serioustrouble!”

"Yes," Cat sad, relieved but still very shaken.

He looked mournfully at hisink-splashed essay and hoped Mr. Saunders might use alittle witchcraft on
that too. But Mr. Saunderstook the book and tore the page right out.

"Now do it again properly!" he said, dapping the book back in front of Cat.

Cat was still writing dl over again about Canute when Mary camein with atray of milk and biscuitsand a
cup of coffeefor Mr. Saunders. And after the milk and biscuits, Mr. Saunderstold Cat and Gwendolen
they were freetill lunch. "Though not because of agood morning'swork,” he said. "'Go out and get some
freshair." Asthey went out of the schoolroom, he turned to Roger and Julia. "Now well have alittle
witcheraft,” he said. "And let's hope you haven't forgotten al that too.”

Gwendolen stopped in the doorway and looked a him.
"No. Not you," Mr. Saunders said to her. "I told you."

Gwendolen whirled around and ran away, through the shabby playroom and down the corridor beyond.
Cat ran after her as hard as he could, but he did not catch up with her until they came to amuch grander
part of the Castle, where abig marble staircase curled away downward and the light came from an
elegant domein theroof.

"Thisisn't theright way," Cat panted.

"Yesitis" Gwendolen said fiercely. "1'm going to find Chrestomanci. Why should those two fét little fools
learn witchcraft and not me? I've got twice their gifts. It took two of them just to levitate ajug of cocoal
So | want Chrestomanci.”

By astroke of good fortune, Chrestomanci was coming aong the gallery on the other sde of the
staircase, behind a curly marble baustrade. He was wearing a fawn-colored suit now, instead of the
imperia dressng gown, but helooked, if possible, even more elegant. By thelook on hisface, his
thoughts were miles away. Gwendolen ran around the head of the marble staircase and stood herself in
front of him. Chrestomanci blinked, and looked vaguely from her to Cat. "Was one of you wanting me?"

"Yes. Mg," said Gwendolen. "Mr. Saunderswon't give me witchceraft lessons, and | want you to tell him
hemug.”

"Oh, but | can't do that," Chrestomanci said absentmindedly. "Sorry and so on.”

Gwendolen stamped her foot. It made no noise to speak of, even there on the marble floor, and there
was no echo. Gwendolen was forced to shout ingtead. "Why not? Y ou must, you musgt, you must!"

Chrestomanci |ooked down at her in a peering, surprised way, asif he had only just seen her. "Y ou seem
to be annoyed,” he said. "But I'm afraid it's unavoidable. | told Michael Saunders that he was on no



account to teach either of you witchcraft."
"You did! Why not?" Gwendolen shouted.

"Because you were bound to misuse it, of course,” said Chrestomanci, asif it were quite obvious. "But I'll
reconsder itinayear or S0, if you still want to learn.” Then he smiled kindly at Gwendolen, obvioudy
expecting her to be pleased, and drifted dreamily away down the marble sairs.

Gwendolen kicked the marble bal ustrade and hurt her foot. That sent her into arage as strong as Mr.
Saunders. She danced and jumped and shrieked at the head of the stairs until Cat was quite frightened of
her. She shook her figt after Chrestomanci. "I'll show you! Y ou wait!" she screamed. But Chrestomanci
had gone out of sight around the bend in the staircase and perhaps he could not hear. Even Gwendolen's
loudest scream sounded thin and small.

Cat was puzzled. What was it about this Castle? He looked up at the dome where the light camein and
thought that Gwendolen's screaming ought to have echoed around it like the dickens. Instead, it made a
smdll, high squawking. While he waited for her to get her temper back, Cat experimentally put hisfingers
to his mouth and whistled as hard as he could. It made a queer, blunt noise, like a squeaky boot. It aso
brought the old lady with the mittens out of adoor inthe gdlery.

"You noigy little children!" shesaid. "If you want to scream and whistle, you must go out in the grounds
and doit there."

"Oh, come on!" Gwendolen said crosdy to Cat, and the two of them ran away to the part of the Castle
they were used to. After abit of muddling around, they discovered the door they had first comein by and
let themsalves outsde throughit.

"Let'sexplore everywhere," said Cat. Gwendolen shrugged and said it suited her, so they set off.

Beyond the shrubbery of rhododendrons, they found themsalves out on the great smooth lawn with the
cedar trees. It spread across the entire front of the newer part of the Castle. On the other side of it, Cat
saw the mogt interesting high sun-soaked old wall, with trees hanging over it. It was clearly the ruins of an
even older cadtle. Cat st off towardsit at atrot, past the big windows of the newer Castle, dragging
Gwendolen with him. But, hafway there, Gwendolen stopped and stood poking at the shaved green
grass with her toe.

"Hm," shesaid. "Do you think this counts asin the Castle?"
"| expect 0," said Cat. "Do come on. | want to explore those ruinsthere.”

However, thefirst wal they cameto wasalow one, and the door in it led them into avery formal garden.
It had broad gravel paths, running very straight, between box hedges. There were yew trees everywhere,
clipped into severe pyramids, and al the flowerswere ydlow, in tidy clumps.

"Boring," said Cat, and led the way to the ruined wall beyond.

But once again there was alower wall in the way, and thistime they came out into an orchard. It wasa
very tidy orchard, in which dl the treeswere trained flat, to stand like hedges on either Sde of the
winding gravel paths. They were loaded with apples, some of them quite big. After what Chrestomanci
had said about scrumping, Cat did not quite dare pick one, but Gwendolen picked abig red Worcester
andbitintoit.

Instantly, a gardener appeared from around a corner and told them reproachfully that picking apples was
forbidden.



Gwendolen threw the apple down in the path. "Take it then. There was amaggot in it anyway."

They went on, leaving the gardener staring ruefully at the bitten apple. And instead of reaching the ruins,
they cameto agoldfish pond, and after that to arose garden. Here Gwendolen, as an experiment, tried
picking arose. Ingtantly another gardener appeared and explained respectfully that they were not alowed
to pick roses. So Gwendolen threw the rose down too. Then Cat looked over his shoulder and
discovered that the ruins were somehow behind them now. He turned back. But he till did not seem to
reach them. It was nearly lunchtime before he suddenly turned into a steep little path between two walls
and found the ruins above him, at the top of the path.

Cat pdted joyfully up the steep path. The sun-soaked wall ahead wastdler than most houses, and there
weretrees a the top of it. When he was close enough, Cat saw that there was agiddy stone Staircase
jutting out of thewall, more like astone ladder than agtair. It was so old that snapdragons and
wallflowers had rooted in it, and hollyhocks had grown up againgt the place where the stair met the
ground. Cat had to push aside atall red hollyhock in order to put hisfoot on thefirst sair.

No sooner had he done so than yet another gardener came puffing up the steep path. "Y ou can't go
there! That's Chrestomanci's garden up there, that isl"

"Why can't we?' said Cat, deeply disappointed.
"Becauseit'snot alowed, that'swhy."

Sowly and reluctantly, Cat came away. The gardener stood at the foot of the stair to make sure he went.
"Bother!" Cat said.

"I'm getting rather Sick of Chrestomanci forbidding things," said Gwendolen. "It's time someone taught
him alesson.”

"What are you going to do?' said Cat.

"Wait and see," said Gwendolen, pressing her lipstogether in her stormiest way.
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Gwendolen refused to tell Cat what she was going to do. This meant that Cat had rather amelancholy
time. After awholesome lunch of turnips and boiled mutton, they had lessons again. After that,
Gwendolen ran hagtily away and would not let Cat come with her. Cat did not know what to do.

"Would you care to come out and play?' Roger asked.

Cat looked at him and saw that he was just being polite. "No, thank you," he said politely. He was forced
to wander around the gardens on his own. There was awood lower down, full of horse chestnuts, but
they were not nearly ripe. As Cat was hafheartedly staring up into one, he saw there was atree housein
it, about halfway up. Thiswas more likeit. Cat was just about to climb up to it when he heard voices and
saw Julias skirt flutter among the leaves. So that was no good. It was Juliaand Roger's private tree
house, and they wereinit.

Cat wandered away again. He came to the lawn, and there was Gwendolen, crouching under one of the
cedars, very busy digging asmal hole.

"What are you doing?' said Cat.

"Go away," said Gwendolen.



Cat went away. He was sure what Gwendolen was doing was witchcraft and had to do with teaching
Chrestomanci alesson, but it was no good asking Gwendolen when she was being this secretive. Cat had
to wait. He waited through another terrifying dinner, and then through along, long evening. Gwendolen
locked hersdlf in her room after dinner and told him to go awvay when he knocked.

Next morning, Cat woke up early and hurried to the nearest of histhree windows. He saw at once what
Gwendolen had been doing. The lawn was ruined. It was not a smooth stretch of green velvet any longer.
It was amass of molehills. Asfar as Cat could seein both directions, there were little green mounds, little
heaps of raw earth, long lines of raw earth and long green furrows of raised grass. There must have been
an army of molesat work on it al night. About adozen gardeners were standing in agloomy huddle,
scratching their heads over it.

Cat threw on his clothes and dashed downstairs.

Gwendolen wasleaning out of her window in her frilly cotton nightdress, glowing with pride. "Look at
that!" shesaid to Cat. "Isn't it marvelous! There'sacres of it too. It took me hours yesterday evening to
make sureit was al spoiled. That will make Chrestomanci think abit!"

Cat was sure it would. He did not know how much a huge stretch of turf like that would cost to replace,
but he suspected it was agreat dedl. He was afraid Gwendolen would bein redly bad trouble.

But, to his astonishment, nobody so much as mentioned the lawn. Euphemiacamein aminute later, but
al shesaid was, "Y oull both be late for your breskfast again." Roger and Juliasaid nothing at al. They
slently accepted the marmaade and Cat's knife when he passed them over, but the sole thing either of
them said was when Juliadropped Cat's knife and picked it up again, al fluffy. She said, "Bother!" And
when Mr. Saunders caled them through for lessons, the only things he talked about were what he was
teaching them. Cat decided that nobody knew Gwendolen had caused the moles. They could have no
ideawhat a strong witch shewas.

There were no lessons after lunch that day. Mr. Saunders explained that they always had Wednesday
afternoons off. And a lunchtime, every molehill had gone. When they looked out of the playroom
window, the lawn was like a sheet of velvet again.

"l don't believeit!" Gwendolen whispered to Cat. "It must be anillusion. They're trying to make me fed
gmdl.”

They went out and looked after lunch. They had to be fairly cautious about it because Mr. Saunders was
taking his afternoon off in adeck chair under one of the cedars, reading ayellow paperback book which
seemed to amuse him agreat dedl. Gwendolen sauntered out into the middle of the lawn and pretended
to be admiring the Castle. She pretended to tie her bootlace and prodded the turf with her fingers.

"l don't understand it!" she said. Being awitch, she knew the close, smooth turf wasnoilluson. "It realy
isdl right! How wasit done?"

"They must have carted in new turf while we were having lessons,” Cat suggested.
"Don't be supid!" said Gwendolen. "New turf would al bein squares ill, and thisisn't.”
Mr. Saunders called to them.

Gwendolen looked, for a second, more gpprehensive than Cat had ever seen her. But she hid it fairly
well and led the way casudly over to the deck chair. Cat saw that the yellow book wasin French. Fancy
being able to laugh at something in French! Mr. Saunders must be alearned magician aswell asastrong



one.

Mr. Saunderslaid the book facedown on the once-more-beautiful grass and smiled up at them. Y ou
two went away so quickly that you never gave metime to dish you out your pocket money. Here you
are" He handed them each alarge silver coin. Cat stared at his. It was a crown piece—five whole
shillings. He had never had so much money to spend in hislife. Mr. Saunders added to his amazement by
saying, "You'll get that every Wednesday. | don't know whether you're savers or spenders. What Julia
and Roger usudly doisto go down to the village and blow it all on sweets™

"Thank you," said Cat, "very much. Shall we go down to the village, Gwendolen?"

"We may aswdl,” Gwendolen agreed. She was divided between a defiant desire to Say at the Castle
and face whatever trouble was coming over the molesand relief at an excuseto get away. " expect
Chrestomanci will send for me as soon as heredizesit was me," she said asthey waked down the
avenue of trees.

"Do you think it was Mr. Saunders who put the lawn right?" Cat asked.
Gwendolen frowned. "He couldn't have. He was teaching us."

"Those gardeners," suggested Cat. " Some of them could be warlocks. They did turn up awfully quickly to
forbid usthings.”

Gwendolen laughed scornfully. " Think of the Willing Warlock."

Cat did, alittle dubioudy. The Willing Warl ock was not much more gifted than Mrs. Sharp. Hewas
usually hired for heavy carrying jobs, or to make the wrong horse win at theraces. "All the same," he
argued, "they could be specidists—garden warlocks.”

Gwendolen only laughed again.

The village was just beyond the Castle gates, at the foot of the hill where the Castle stood. It was a pretty
place, around abig green. Across the green, there were shops: a beautiful bow-fronted baker's and an
equally beautiful sweet shop and post office. Cat wanted to visit both, but Gwendolen stopped at athird
shop, which was ajunk shop. Cat did not mind going into that either. It looked interesting. But
Gwendolen shook her head irritably and stopped avillage boy who was loitering nesr it.

"l wastold aMr. Badam livesin thisvillage. Can you tell me where helives?'

The boy made aface. "Him?He's no good. Down there, at the end of that dley, if you redly want to
know." And he stood looking at them, with the air of someone who has earned sixpence for his pains.

Neither Cat nor Gwendolen had any money beside their crown pieces. They had to go away without
giving him anything. The boy shouted &fter them.

"Stuck-up littlewitch! Mingy little warlock!™

Gwendolen did not mind thisin the least, but Cat was so ashamed that he wanted to go back and
explan.

Mr. Badam lived in a shabby cottage with an ill-written notice propped in one window: Eggsotick
Serplys. Gwendolen looked at it rather pityingly as she hammered on the door with the dingy knocker.
When Mr. Badam opened his door, he proved to be afat person in old trousers which sagged to make
room for hisfatness, and with red, drooping eyeslike a St. Bernard's. He started to shut the door again



as soon as he saw them.
"Not today, thank you," he said, and a strong smell of beer came out with the words.
"Mr. Nostrum sent me," said Gwendolen. "Mr. William Nostrum.”

The door stopped shutting. "Ah," said Mr. Badam. "Then you better both comein. Thisway." Heled
them into a poky room containing four chairs, atable, and severa dozen cases of stuffed animals. There
was hardly room for al the cases of stuffed animas. They stood higgledy-piggledy, one on top of
another, and they were dl very dusty. "Sit down then,” said Mr. Badam, rather grudgingly.

Cat sat down gently and tried not to breathe too deeply. Beside the beery smell from Mr. Baslam, there
wasafaint rotting smell and asmell like pickles. Cat thought that some of the stuffed animals had not
been properly cured. The smell did not seem to bother Gwendolen. She sat looking like apicture of a
perfect little girl. Her cream-colored dress spread crigply around her and her broad hat becomingly
shaded her golden hair. Shelooked at Mr. Badam with severe blue eyes.

"| think your noticeis spelled wrong.”

Mr. Badam drooped his St. Bernard eyes and made gestures that were meant to bejoking. "I know. |
know. But | don't want to be taken serious, do I? Not on the very threshold, asit were. Now what was
you wanting? Mr. William Nostrum don't tell me too much of his plans. I'm only ahumble supplier.”

"l want some supplies, of course,” said Gwendolen.

Cat listened, rather bored, to Gwendolen bargaining for the materias of witchcraft. Mr. Badam fumbled
in the backs of stuffed animal cases and fetched out newspaper screws of this and that— newts eyes,
snakes tongues, cardamom, hellebore, mummy, niter, seed of moly, and various resins— which probably
accounted for the unpleasant smell. He wanted more for them than Gwendolen would pay. Shewas
determined to lay out her five shillingsto the best possible advantage. Mr. Basam seemed to resent it.
"Know your own mind, don't you?"' he said peevishly.

"I know how much things should cogt," said Gwendolen. Shetook her hat off, packed the little screws of
newspaper carefully into its crown, and put it nestly back on her head again. "And lagt, | think | shall be
wanting some dragons blood," she said.

"Ooooh!" said Mr. Badam, dolefully shaking hishead so that his hanging cheeks flapped. "Dragons
blood is banned from use, young lady. Y ou ought to know that. | don't know as | can manage you any of
thet."

"Mr. Nostrum—both Mr. Nostrums—told me you could get anything" said Gwendolen. "They said you
were the best agent they knew. And I'm not asking for dragons blood now. I'm ordering some."

Mr. Badam looked gratified at being praised by the Nostrum brothers, but he was still dubious. "It'sa
fearful strong charm needs dragons blood,” he said plaintively. ™Y ou won't be doing anything that strong
yoursdf, ayoung lady like you, now."

"I don't know yet," said Gwendolen. "But | think I might. I'm on Advanced Magic, you know. And |
want dragons blood in case | need it.”

"It'll come dear,” Mr. Badam warned her. "It's costly stuff. There'sthe risk to pay for, you see. | don't
want thelaw onme."

"l can pay," said Gwendolen. "I'll pay ininstalments. Y ou can take the rest of thefive shillingson



account.”

Mr. Badam was unableto resist this. Theway he looked at the crown piece Gwendolen handed to him
made Cat see vividly along row of frothing pints of beer. "Done," said Mr. Badam. Gwendolen smiled
gracioudly and got up to go. Cat thankfully leaped up too. "What about you, young gentleman?’ Mr.
Badam asked wheedlingly. "Aren't you going to try your hand at abit of necromancy a al?'

"He'sjust my brother," said Gwendolen.

"Oh. Ah. Urn. Yes" said Mr. Badam. "He'sthat one, of course. Well, good day to you both. Come
again, any time.”

"When will you have the dragons blood?" Gwendolen asked him on the doorstep.
Mr. Badam thought. " Say aweek?'

Gwendolen's face glowed. "How quick! | knew you were agood agent. Where do you get it from so
quickly?'

"Now that would betedlling, wouldn't it?' said Mr. Badam. "It has to come from another world, but which
oneisatrade secret, young lady."

Gwendolen was jubilant as they went back along the aley. "A week!" she said. "That'sthe quickest I've
ever heard. It hasto be smuggled in from this other world, you know. He must have awfully good
connectionsthere.

"Or he'sgot some dready, indde a stuffed bird,” said Cat, who had not liked Mr. Badam at all.
"Whatever do you want dragons blood for? Mrs. Sharp saysit costsfifty pounds an ounce.”

"Bequiet," said Gwendolen. "Oh, quick! Hurry, Cat! Get into that sweet shop. She mustn't know where
I've been.”

Out on the village green, alady carrying a parasol was taking to a clergyman. She was Chrestomanci's
wife. Cat and Gwendolen bundled themsalvesinto the shop and hoped she had not seen them. There,
Cat bought them a bag of toffee each. Millie was ill there, so he bought some licorice too. Millie was
gtill talking to the clergyman even then, so he bought Gwendolen a pen wiper and himself apostcard of
the Castle. Milliewas till there. But Cat could not think of anything elseto buy, so they had to come out
of the shop.

Millie beckoned to them as soon asthey did. "Come and meet the dear vicar.”

The vicar, who was old, with aweak and wandering look, shakily shook hands with them and said he
would see them on Sunday. Then he said he redlly must be going now.

"And so must we," said Millie. "Come on, my dears. Well wak back to the Castle together.”

There was nothing to do but walk beside her under the shadow of her parasol, across the green and
between the lodge gates. Cat was afraid she was going to ask them why they had been visiting Mr.
Badam. Gwendolen was sure she was going to ask her about the molesin the lawn. But what Millie said
was, "l am glad of achanceto tak to you, my loves. | haven't had amoment to see how you were
getting on. Areyou dl right? Areyou finding it very strange?”

"A—alittle" Cat admitted.



"Thefirs few days are dwaysthe wors, anywhere" said Millie. "I'm sure you'll soon find your way
around. And don't hesitate to use the toys in the playroom if you want. They're for everyone. Private toys
arein one'sown room. How are you liking your rooms?"'

Cat looked up &t her in astonishment. She wastalking asif moles and witchcraft had never existed. Millie
beamed back at him. Despite her el egant ruched dress and her lacy parasol, she was amost ordinary,
kind, good-natured lady. Cat liked her. He assured Millie that he liked hisroom, and his
bathroom—particularly the shower—and explained that he had never had a bathroom to himsalf before.

"Oh, I'm glad. | did so hopeyoud likeit," said Millie. "Miss Bessemer wanted to put you next to Roger,
but | thought that room was so dull—and it doesn't have ashower. Look at it sometime and you'll see
what | mean.”

She walked on up the avenue, chattering away, and Cat found himself doing dl the rest of the talking. As
soon asit was clear that Millie was not going to mention either lawns or exotic supplies, Gwendolen
began to despise her. She kept up ascornful silence, and left Cat to talk. After awhile, Millie asked Cat
what thing about the Castle he was finding strangest.

Cat answered shyly, but without hesitation, " The way everyonetalks at supper.”

Millielet out such ayell of despair that Cat jumped and Gwendolen was more scornful than ever. "Oh
dear! Poor Eric! I've seen you looking! Isn't it awful? Michadl gets these enthusiasms, and then he can
talk of nothing else. It should be wearing off in aday or so, though, and then we can have reasonable talk
again and make afew jokes. | liketo laugh a dinner, don't you? I'm afraid nothing will stop poor
Bernard talking about stocks and shares, but you mustn't take any notice of that. Nobody listensto
Bernard. Do you like eclairs, by the way?"

"Yes" sad Cat.

"Oh good!" said Millie. "I've ordered teafor us on the lawn, sincethisisyour first Wednesday and |
didn't want to waste this lovely westher. Isn't it funny how September's nearly alwaysfine? If wedip
through the trees here, we should be on the lawn as soon asteais.”

Sure enough, they followed Millie out of the shrubbery to find awhole cluster of deck chairsaround the
onewhere Mr. Saunders was, and footmen putting out tables and carrying trays. Most of the Family
were gathering among the deck chairs. Gwendolen followed Millie and Cat over, looking nervous and
defiant. She knew Chrestomanci was going to speak to her about the lawn now and, to make matters
worse, she was not going to have a chance to take the exotic supplies out of her hat before he did.

But Chrestomanci was not there, though everyone else was. Millie pushed between stocks-and-shares
Bernard and Julia, and past the old lady with mittens, to point her parasol sternly at Mr. Saunders.
"Michadl, you are absolutely forbidden to talk about Art during tea," she said, and spoiled the sternness
rather by laughing.

The Family evidently felt much the same as Cat. Severa of them said "Hear, hear!" and Roger said, "Can
we gtart, Mummy?'

Cat enjoyed the tea. It wasthefirst time he had enjoyed anything since he cameto the Castle. There
were paper-thin cucumber sandwiches and big squashy eclairs. Cat ate even more than Roger did. He
was surrounded by cheerful, ordinary chat from the Family, with ahum of stocks and sharesinthe
background, and the sun lay warm and peaceful on the green stretches of the lawn. Cat was glad
someone had somehow restored it. He liked it better smooth. He began to think he could amost be
happy at the Castle, with alittle practice.



Gwendolen was nothing like so happy. The newspaper packets weighed on her head. Their smell spoiled
the taste of the eclairs. And she knew she would have to wait until dinner before Chrestomanci spoke to
her about the lawn.

Dinner waslater that night because of the tea. Dusk wasfaling when they filed into the dining room.
There were lighted candles al down the polished table. Cat could see them, and the rest of the room,
reflected in the row of long windows facing him. It was apleasing sght, and auseful one. Cat could see
the footman coming. For once he was not taken by surprise when the man thrust atray of little fish and
pickled cabbage over his shoulder. And, as he was now forbidden to use hisright hand, Cat felt quite
justified in changing the serving things over. He began to fed hewas sttling in.

Because he had not been allowed to talk about Art at tea, Mr. Saunders was more than usually eloquent
at dinner. He talked and he talked. He took Chrestomanci's attention to himself, and he talked at him.
Chrestomanci seemed dreamy and good-humored. He listened and nodded. And Gwendolen grew
crosser every minute. Chrestomanci said not aword about lawns, neither here nor in the drawing room
beforehand. It became clearer and clearer that no one was going to mention the matter at al.

Gwendolen was furious. She wanted her powers recognized. She wanted to show Chrestomanci she was
awitch to be reckoned with. So there was nothing for it but to begin on another spell. Shewasalittle
hampered by not having any ingredients to hand, but there was one thing she could do quite easily.

The dinner went on. Mr. Saunders talked on. Footmen came around with the next course. Cat |ooked
over a the windows to see when the silver plate would come to him. And he nearly screamed.

There was a skinny white creature there. It was pressed againgt the dark outside of the glass, mouthing
and waving. It looked like thelost ghost of alunatic. It was weak and white and loathsome. It was
draggled and dimy. Even though Cat redlized dmogt at once that it was Gwendolen's doing, he still stared
aitinhorror.

Millie saw him staring. Shelooked hersdlf, shuddered, and tapped Chrestomanci gently on the back of
the hand with her spoon. Chrestomanci came out of his gentle dream and glanced at the window too. He
gave the piteous creature a bored ook, and sighed.

"And so | sill think Horenceisthefinest of al the Itdlian sates,” said Mr. Saunders.

"People usudly put in aword for Venice" said Chrestomanci. "Frazier, would you draw the curtains,
please? Thank you."

"No, no. In my opinion, Veniceisoverrated,” Mr. Saunders asserted, and he went on to explain why,
while the butler drew the long orange curtains and shut the creature out of sight.

"Y es, maybe you're right. Florence has more to offer,” Chrestomanci agreed. "By the way, Gwendolen,
when | said the Castle, | meant of course the Castle grounds as well asindoors. Now, do carry on,
Michedl. Venice"

Everyone carried on, except Cat. He could imagine the creature still mouthing and fumbling at the glass
behind the orange curtains. He could not ezt for thinking of it.

"It'sdl right, stupid! I've sent it away," saild Gwendolen. Her voice was sticky with rage.

6

Gwendolen gave vent to her fury in her room after dinner. She jJumped on her bed and threw cushions



about, screaming. Cat stood prudently back againgt thewall waiting for her to finish. But Gwendolen did
not finish until she had pledged hersdlf to acampaign againgt Chrestomanci.

"I hatethis place!™ she bawled. "They try to cover everything up in soft, sweet niceness. | hateit, | hate
it!" Her voice was muffled among the velvets of her room and swallowed up in the prevailing softness of
the Cadtle. "Do you hear it?' Gwendolen screamed. "It's an eiderdown of hideous niceness! | wreck their
lawn, so they give metea. | conjure up alovely apparition, and they have the curtainsdrawn. Frazer,
would you draw the curtains, please! Ugh! Chrestomanci makesme sick!™

"I didn't think it was alovely gpparition,” Cat said, shivering.

"Ha, hal You didn't know | could do that, did you?' said Gwendolen. "It wasn't to frighten you, you
idiot. It wasto give Chrestomanci ashock. | hate him! He wasn't even interested.”

"What did he have usto live herefor, if heisn't interested in you either?' Cat wondered.

Gwendolen wasrather struck by this. "I hadn't thought of that," she said. "It may be serious. Go away. |
want to think about it. Anyway," she shouted, as Cat was going to the door, "he's going to be interested,
if it'sthelast thing | do! I'm going to do something every day until he notices"

Once again, Cat was mournfully on his own. Remembering what Millie had said, he went along to the
playroom. But Roger and Juliawere there, playing with soldiers on the stained carpet. Thelittletin
grenadiers were marching about. Some were whedling up cannon. Otherswere lying behind cushions,
firing their rifleswith little pinpricks of bangs. Roger and Juliaturned around guiltily.

"Y ou won't mention this, will you?' said Julia. "Would you like to come and play too?' Roger asked
politely.

"Oh, no thanks," Cat said hastily. He knew he could never joinin thiskind of game unless Gwendolen
helped him. But he did not dare disturb Gwendolen in her present mood. And he had nothing to do. Then
he remembered that Millie had obvioudy expected him to poke about the Castle more than he had done.
S0 he st off to explore, fedling rather daring.

The Castle seemed strange at night. There were dim little eectric lights at regular intervals. The green
carpet glowed gently, and things were reflected in the polished floor and walls even more strongly than
they were by day. Cat walked softly dong, accompanied by severd reflected ghosts of himsdf, until he
hardly felt redl. All the doors he saw were closed. Cat listened at one or two and heard nothing. He had
not quite the courage to open any of them. He went on and on.

After awhile he found he had somehow worked around to the older part of the Castle. Herethewalls
were whitewashed stone and all the windows went in nearly three feet before there was any glass. Then
Cat came to a staircase which was the twin of the one that twisted up to hisroom, except that it twisted
in the opposite direction. Cat went cautioudy upit.

Hewas just on the last bend when a door at the top opened. A brighter square of light shone on thewall
at the head of the stairs, and a shadow stood in it that could only belong to Chrestomanci. No one else's
shadow could be so tall, with such a smooth head and such alot of ruffles on its shirt front. Cat stopped.

"And let's hope the wretched girl won't try that again,” Chrestomanci said, out of sght above. He
sounded agood dedl more dert than usua, and rather angry.

Mr. Saunders voice, from farther away, said, "I've had about enough of her dready, frankly. | suppose
shell cometo her senses soon. What possessed her to give away the source of her power like that?"



"Ignorance,” said Chrestomanci. "If | thought she had the least ideawhat she was doing, it would be the
last thing she ever did in that line—or any other."

"My back wastoit," said Mr. Saunders. "Which wasit? Number five?'

"No. Number three, by thelook of itshair. A revenant,” said Chrestomanci. "For which we must be
thankful." He began to come down the stairs. Cat wastoo scared to move. "I'll have to get the Examining
Board to revise their Elementary Magic Courses,”" Chrestomanci called back as he came downdtairs, "to
include more theory. These hedge wizards push their good pupils straight on to advanced work without
any proper grounding at al." Saying this, Chrestomanci came down around the corner and saw Cat. "Oh,
hello,” he said. "I'd no ideayou were here. Like to come up and have alook a Michadl's workshop?”

Cat nodded. He did not dare do otherwise.

Chrestomanci seemed quite friendly, however, and so did Mr. Saunders when Chrestomanci ushered
Cat into theroom at the top of the sairs. "Hello, Eric," he said in his cheerful way. "Have alook around.
Doesany of this mean anything to you?'

Cat shook his head. The room wasround, like hisown, but larger, and it was aregular magician's
workshop. That much he could see. He recognized the five-pointed star painted on the floor. The smell
coming from the burning cresset hanging from the ceiling was the same smell that had hung about Coven
Street, back in Wolvercote. But he had no idea of the use of the things set out on the varioustrestle
tables. One table was crowded with torts and limbecks, some bubbling, some empty. A second was
piled with books and scrolls. The third bench had signs chalked al over it and amummified creature of
some sort lying among the Signs.

Cat'seyestraveled over dl this, and over more books crammed into shelves around the walls, and more
shelvesfilled with jars of ingredients—big jars, like the onesin sweet shops. Heredlized Mr. Saunders
worked in abig way. His scudding eyes raced over some of the labels on the hugejars: Newts' Eyes,
Gum Arabic, Elixir . John's Wort, Dragons blood (dried). Thelast jar wasamost full of dark
brown powder. Cat's eyes went back to the mummified anima stretched among the signs chalked on the
third table. Itsfeet had clawslike adog's. It looked like alarge lizard. But there seemed to bewingson
its back. Cat was almost sure it had once been asmall dragon.

"Means nothing, eh?' said Mr. Saunders.

Cat turned around and found that Chrestomanci had gone. That made him alittle easier. "Thismust have
cost alot,” hesaid.

"Thetaxpayer pays, fortunatdy,” said Mr. Saunders. "Would you liketo learn what dl thisis about?'
"Y ou mean, learn witchcraft?' Cat asked. "No. No thanks. | wouldn't be any good at it."

"Well, | had at least two other things in mind besides witchcraft,” Mr. Saunders said. "But what makes
you think you'd be no good?"

"Because| cantdoit," Cat explained. "Spdlsjust don't work for me."

"Are you sure you went about them in the right way?' Mr. Saunders asked. He wandered up to the
mummified dragon—or whatever—and gave it an absentminded flick. To Cat's disgust, the thing
twitched dl over. Filmy wingsjerked and spread on its back. Then it went lifedlessagain. The Sight sent
Cat backing towards the door. He was dmost as darmed as he was the time Miss Larkins suddenly
spoke with aman's voice. And, cometo think of it, the voice had been not so unlike Mr. Saunders.



"l went about it every way | could think," Cat said, backing. "And | couldn't even turn buttonsinto gold.
And that wassmple."

Mr. Saunderslaughed. "Perhaps you weren't greedy enough. All right. Cut dong, if you want to go.”

Cat fled, in greet relief. As he ran through the strange corridors, he thought he ought to let Gwendolen
know that Chrestomanci had, after al, been interested in her apparition, and even angry. But Gwendolen
had locked her door and would not answer when he caled to her.

Hetried again next morning. But before he had a chance to speak to Gwendolen, Euphemiacamein,
carrying aletter. As Gwendolen snatched it eagerly from Euphemia, Cat recognized Mr. Nostrum's
jagged writing on the envelope.

The next moment, Gwendolen was raging again. "Who did this? When did this come?' The envelope had
been negtly cut open aong the top.

"Thismorning, by The posmark,” said Euphemia "And don't look at melike that. Miss Bessemer gaveit
to me open.”

"How dare shel" said Gwendolen. "How dare she read my letters! I'm going straight to Chrestomanci
about thig"

"Youll regret it if you do," said Euphemia, as Gwendolen pushed past her to the door.

Gwendolen whirled around on her. "Oh, shut up, you stupid frog-faced girl!" Cat thought that was allittle
unfair. Euphemia, though she did have rather goggling eyes, was actudly quite pretty. "Come on, Cat!"
Gwendolen shouted at him, and she ran away aong the corridor with her letter. Cat panted behind her
and, once again, did not catch up with her until they were beside the marble saircase. "' Chrestomanci!™
bawled Gwendolen, thin and smdl and unechoing.

Chrestomanci was coming up the marble staircasein awide, flowing dressing gown that was partly
orange and partly bright pink. He looked like the Emperor of Peru. By the suave, vague look on hisface,
he had not noticed Gwendolen and Cat.

Gwendolen shouted down at him. "Here, you! Come here at once!" Chrestomanci's face turned upwards
and his eyebrows went up. " Someone's been opening my letters,” said Gwendolen. "And | don't care
whoitis, but I'm not having it! Do you hear?"

Cat gasped at the way she spoke. Chrestomanci seemed perplexed. "How are you not having it?" he
sad.

"I won't put up withit!" Gwendolen shouted at him. "In future, my |etters are going to cometo me
closed!"

"Y ou mean you want me to steam them open and stick them down afterward?' Chrestomanci asked
doubtfully. "It'smoretrouble, but I'll do that if it makesyou happier.”

Gwendolen stared a him. "Y ou mean you did it? You read aletter addressed to me?"

Chrestomanci nodded blandly. "Naturally. If someone like Henry Nostrum writes |ettersto you, | haveto
make sure he's not writing anything unsuitable. Hes avery seedy person.”

"Hewas my teacher!" Gwendolen said furioudy. "Y ouve noright to!"



"It'sapity,” said Chrestomanci, "that you were taught by ahedge wizard. Y ou'll haveto unlearn such a
lot. And it'sapity too that I've no right to open your letters. | hope you don't get many, or my conscience
will give me no pesce.”

"Y ou intend to go on?' Gwendolen said. "Then watch out. | warn you!™

"That isvery consderate of you," said Chrestomanci. "1 like to be warned." He came up the rest of the
marble stairs and went past Gwendolen and Cat. The pink and orange dressing gown swirled, reveding a
bright scarlet lining. Cat blinked.

Gwendolen stared vengefully asthe dazzling dressing gown flowed away adong the gdlery. "Oh no, don't
notice me, will you!" she said. "Make jokes. Y ou wait! Cat, I'm so furious!”

"Y ou were awfully rude," said Cat.

"Hedeserved it," said Gwendolen, and began to hurry back towards the playroom. " Opening poor Mr.
Nostrum's|etter! It isn't that | mind him reading it. We arranged acode, so horrid Chrestomanci will
never know what it'sredlly saying, but there is the signature. But it'stheinsult. Theindignity. I'm at their
mercy inthisCagtle. I'm al on my ownin distressand | can't even stop them reading my letters. But I'll
show them. Y ou wait!"

Cat knew better than to say anything. Gwendolen dammed into the playroom, flounced down at the
table, and began at last to read her |etter.

"l told you s0," said Euphemia, while Mary was working the lift.

Gwendolen shot her alook. ™Y ou wait too,” she said, and went on reading. After abit, shelooked in the
envelope again. "There's one for you too," she said to Cat, and tossed him a sheet of paper. "Mind you

reply toit."

Cat took it, wondering nervously why Mr. Nostrum should write to him. But it was from Mrs. Sharp.
Shewrote:

Me dear Cat,

Ow are you doin then me love? | fine meself lonesum an missin you both particular you the place
seems so quiete. Thourght | was lookin forward to a bit peace but missin yer voice an wishin you
was comin in bringin appels. One thing happen an that was a gen-nelman come an give five poun
for the ole cat that was yerfidel so | feel flush and had idear of packin you up a parsel of
jinjerbredmen and mebbe bringin them to you one of these days but Mr. Nostrum sez not to. Spect
your in the lap of luckshury anyhows. Love to Gwendolen. Wish you was back here Cat and the
money means nothin.

Your loving, Ellen Sharp

Cat read thiswith awarm, smiling, tearful feding. He found he was missing Mrs. Sharp as much asshe
evidently missed him. He was so homesick he could not eat his bread, and the cocoa seemed to choke
him. He did not hear one word in five that Mr. Saunders said.

"Is something the matter with you, Eric?' Mr. Saunders demanded.

As Cat dragged his mind back from Coven Street, the window blacked out. The room was suddenly
pitch dark. Juliasqueaked. Mr. Saunders groped his way to the switch and turned the light on. Ashe did
30, the window became trangparent again, reveding Roger grinning, Julia startled, Gwendolen stting



demurdly, and Mr. Saunders with his hand on the switch looking irritably at her.
"l suppose the cause of thisis outsde the Castle grounds, isit?' he said.

"Outsde the lodge gates," Gwendolen said smugly. "I put it there thismorning.” By this, Cat knew her
campaign againgt Chrestomanci had been launched.

The window blacked out again.
"How often are we to expect this?' Mr. Saunders said in the dark.
"Twice every hdf hour,” said Gwendolen.

"Thank you," Mr. Saunders said nagtily, and he | eft the light on. "Now we can see, Gwendolen, write out
one hundred times, | must keep the spirit of the law and not the letter and, Roger, take that grin off
your face."

All that day, dl thewindowsin the Castle blacked out regularly twice every haf hour. But if Gwendolen
had hoped to make Chrestomanci angry, she did not succeed. Nothing happened, except that everyone
kept thelightson all thetime. It was rather a nuisance, but no one seemed to mind.

Before lunch, Cat went outside onto the lawn to see what the blackouts |ooked like from the other side.

It wasrather asif two black shutters wereflicking regularly across the rows of windows. They started a
the top right-hand corner and flicked steadily across, aong the next row from left to right, and then from
right to left dong the next, and so on, until they reached the bottom. Then they started at the top again.
Cat had watched about haf a complete performance when he found Roger beside him, watching criticaly
with his pudgy handsin his pockets.

"Y our Sster must have avery tidy mind,” Roger said.

"I think al witches have," said Cat. Then he was embarrassed. Of course he wastalking to one—or a
least to awarlock in the making.

"I don't seem to have," Roger remarked, not in the least worried. "Nor has Julia. And | don't think
Michadl has, redlly. Would you like to come and play in our tree house after lessons?

Cat was very flattered. He was so pleased that he forgot how homesick he was. He spent avery happy
evening down in the wood, helping to rebuild the roof of the tree house. He came back to the Castle
when the dressing gong went, and found that the window-spell was fading. When the windows darkened,
it only produced a sort of gray twilight indoors. By the following morning it was gone, and Chrestomanci
had not said aword.

Gwendolen returned to the attack the next morning. She caught the baker's boy as he cycled through the
lodge gates with the square front container of hishbicycle piled high with loavesfor the Castle. The
baker's boy arrived a the kitchen looking alittle dazed and saying his head felt swimmy. Asa
conseguence, the children had to have scones for breakfast. It seemed that when the bread was cut, the
most interesting things happened.

"You'regiving usdl agood laugh,” Mary said, as she brought the scones from thelift. "I'll say that for
your naughtiness, Gwendolen. Roberts thought he'd gone mad when he found he was cutting away a an
old boot. So Cook cuts another, and next moment she and Nancy are trying to climb on the same chair
because of dl those white mice. But it was Mr. Frazier's face that made me laugh the most, when he says
'Let me and finds himsdlf chipping at astone. Then the—"



"Don't encourage her. Y ou know what she'slike," said Euphemia
"Becareful | don't start on you," Gwendolen said sourly.

Roger found out privately from Mary what had happened to the other loaves. One had become awhite
rabbit, one had been an ostrich egg—which had burst tremendoudly dl over the bootboy—and another a
vast white onion. After that, Gwendolen'sinvention had run out and she had turned the rest into cheese.
"Old bad cheese, though," Roger said, giving honor where honor was due.

It was not known whether Chrestomanci also gave honor where it was due because, once again, he said
not aword to anyone.

The next day was Saturday. Gwendolen caught the farmer ddlivering the churn of milk the Castle used
daily. The breakfast cocoatasted horrible.

"I'm beginning to get annoyed,” Juliasaid tartly. "Daddy may take no notice, but he drinksteawith
lemon." She stared meaningly at Gwendolen. Gwendolen stared back, and there was that invisible feding
of clashing Cat had noticed when Gwendolen had wanted her mother's earrings from Mrs. Sharp. This
time, however, Gwendolen did not have things al her own way. She lowered her eyes and looked

peevish.
"I'm getting sick of getting up early, anyway," she said crosdly.

This, from Gwendolen, smply meant shewould do something later in the day in future. But Juliathought
she had beaten Gwendolen, and this was a mistake.

They had lessons on Saturday morning, which annoyed Gwendolen very much. "It's monstrous,” she said
to Mr. Saunders. "Why do we have to be tormented like this?*

"It'sthe price| haveto pay for my holiday on Wednesday," Mr. Saunderstold her. "And, speaking of
tormenting, | prefer you to bewitch something other than the milk.”

"I'll remember that," Gwendolen said swestly.

v

It rained on Saturday afternoon. Gwendolen shut hersdlf into her room and, once again, Cat did not
know what to do. He wrote to Mrs. Sharp on the back of his postcard of the Castle, but that only took
ten minutes, and it was too wet to go out and mail it. Cat was hanging about at the foot of hisgtairs,
wondering what to do now, when Roger came out of the playroom and saw him.

"Oh, good," said Roger. "Juliawon't play soldiers. Will you?'
"But | can't—not like you do," Cat said.
"It doesn't matter,” said Roger. "Honestly."

But it did. No matter how cunningly Cat deployed hislifelesstin army, as soon as Roger's soldiers began
to march, Cat'smen fell over like ninepins. They fdl in batches and droves and in battaions. Cat moved
them furioudy thisway and that, grabbing them by handfuls and scooping them with thelid of the box, but
he was dways on the retreat. In five minutes he was reduced to three soldiers hidden behind a cushion.

"Thisisno good,” said Roger.



"No, itisnt," Cat agreed mournfully.
"Julia" said Roger.

"What?' said Julia. She was curled in the shabbiest armchair, managing to suck alollipop, to read abook
cdled In the Hands of the Lamas, and to knit, dl at the sametime. Her knitting, hardly surprisingly,
looked like avest for a giraffe which had been dipped in six shades of gray dye.

"Can you make Cat's soldiers move for him?* said Roger.

"I'm reading,” said Julia, around the edges of thelallipop. "It's thrilling. One of them's got lost and they
think he's perished miserably.”

"Beagport,” said Roger. "I'll tell you whether he did perish, if you don't.”

"If you do, I'll turn your underpantstoice” Juliasaid amiagbly. "All right." Without taking her eyes off her
book or the lollipop out of her mouth, she fumbled out her handkerchief and tied aknot init. Shelaid the
knotted handkerchief on the arm of her chair and went on knitting.

Cat'sfdlen soldiers picked themsalves up from the floor and straightened their tin tunics. Thiswas agrest
improvement, though it was till not entirely satisfactory. Cat could not tell his soldierswhet to do. He
had to shoo them into position with his hands. The soldiers did not seem happy. They looked up at the
great flapping hands above them in the greatest consternation. Cat was sure one fainted from terror. But
he got them positioned in The battle began. The soldiers seemed to know how to do that for themselves.
Cat had acompany in reserve behind a cushion and, when the battle was at its fiercest, he shooed them
out to fall on Roger'sright wing. Roger'sright wing turned and fought. And every one of Cat'sreserve
turned and ran. The rest of hisarmy saw them running away and ran too. In three seconds, they were al
trying to hidein the toy cupboard, and Roger's soldiers were cutting them down in swathes.

Roger was exasperated. "Julial's soldiers always run away!"

"Becausethat'sjust what | would do," Juliasaid, putting out aknitting needle to mark her placein her
book. "I can't think why al soldiersdon't.”

"Wdl, makethem abit braver,” sad Roger. "It'snot fair on Eric.”

"Y ou only said make them move," Juliawas arguing when the door opened and Gwendolen put her head
in.

"] want Cat," she said.
"He'sbusy,” said Roger.
"That doesn't matter," said Gwendolen. "l need him."

Julia stretched out aknitting needle towards Gwendolen and wrote alittle crossin the air with it. The
crossfloated, glowing, for asecond. "Out,” said Julia. "Go away." Gwendolen backed away from the
cross and shut the door again. It was asif she could not help hersalf. The expression on her face was
very annoyed indeed. Juliasmiled placidly and pointed her knitting needle towards Cat's soldiers. "Carry
on," shesad. "I'vefilled their heartswith courage.”

When the dressing gong sounded, Cat went to find out what Gwendolen had wanted him for. Gwendolen
was very busy reading afat, new-looking book and could not spare him any attention at first. Cat tipped
his head sideways and read the title of the book. Otherworld Sudies, Series1il. Whilehewasdoing it,



Gwendolen began to laugh. "Oh, | see how it works now!" she exclaimed. "It's even better than |
thought! | know what to do now!" Then she lowered the book and asked Cat what he thought he was
doing.

"Why did you need me?"' said Cat. "Where did you get that book?"

"From the Cagtlelibrary,” said Gwendolen. "And | don't need you now. | was going to explain to you
about Mr. Nostrum's plans, and | might even have told you about mine, but | changed my mind when you
just sat there and let that fat prig Juliasend me away."

"l didn't know Mr. Nostrum had any plans" Cat said. "The dressng gong'sgone.”

"Of course he has plans—and | heard it—why do you think | wrote to Chrestomanci?' said Gwendolen.
"But it's no good trying to wheedle me. I'm not going to tell you and you're going to be sorry. And
piggy-priggy Juliaisgoing to be sorrier even sooner!”

Gwendolen revenged hersdlf on Juliaat the start of dinner. A footman was just passing abowl of soup
over Julias shoulder when the skirt of Julias dress turned to snakes. Juliajumped up with ashriek. Soup
poured over the snakes and flew far and wide, and the footman yelled, "L ord have mercy on us!" among
the sounds of the smashing soup bowl.

Then there was dead silence, except for the hissing of snakes. There were twenty of them, hanging by
their tailsfrom Julia's waistband, writhing and striking. Everyone froze, with their heads tiffly turned
Julidsway. Juliastood like a statue, with her arms up out of reach of the snakes. She swallowed and said
the words of a spdll.

Nobody blamed her. Mr. Saunders said, "Good girl!"

Under the spell, the snakes stiffened and fanned out, so that they were standing like aballet skirt above
Julids petticoats. Everyone could see where Julia had torn aflounce of a petticoat building the tree house
and mended it in ahurry with red darning wool.

"Have you been bitten?' said Chrestomanci.
"No," said Julia. "The soup muddled them. If you don't mind, I'll go and change this dress now."

Sheleft the room, walking very dowly and carefully, and Millie went with her. While the footmen, dl
rather green in the face, were clearing up the spilled soup, Chrestomanci said, " Spitefulnessisonething |
won't have at the dinner table. Gwendolen, oblige me by going to the playroom. Y our food will be
brought to you there.”

Gwendolen got up and went without aword. As Juliaand Millie did not come back, the dining table
seemed rather empty that evening. It was dl stocks and shares from Bernard at one end, and statues
again from Mr. Saunders at the other.

Cat found that Gwendolen was rather triumphant. She felt she had made an impression on Chrestomanci
at last. So shereturned to the attack with awill on Sunday.

On Sunday the Family dressed in its best and walked down to Morning Service at the village church.
Witches are not supposed to like church. Nor are they supposed to be able to work magic there. But this
never bothered Gwendolen at al. Mrs. Sharp had many times remarked on it, as showing what
exceptiona talents Gwendolen had. Gwendolen sat next to Cat in the Chrestomanci pew, looking the
picture of demureinnocencein her broiderie anglaise Sunday dress and hat, and found her placein her
prayer book asif sheweretruly saintly.



The village people nudged one another and whispered about her. Thisrather pleased Gwendolen. She
liked to be well known. She kept up the pretense of saintliness until the sermon had begun.

Thevicar climbed shakily into the pulpit and gave histext in awesk, wandering voice. "For there were
many in the congregation that were not sanctified." Thiswas certainly to the point. Unfortunately, nothing
else he said was. Hetold, in hisweak, wandering voice, of weak, wandering episodesin hisearly life. He
compared them with weak, wandering things he thought were happening in the world today. He told
them they had better be sanctified or al sorts of things—which he forgot to mention—would happen,
which reminded him of aweak, wandering thing his aunts used to tell him.

Mr. Saunders was adeep by thistime, and so was stocks-and-shares Bernard. The old lady with mittens
was nodding. One of the saintsin the stained-glass windows yawned, and put up his crosier elegantly to
cover hismouth. He looked around at his neighbor, who was aformidable nun. Her robes hung in severe
folds, likeabundle of sticks. The bishop stretched out his stained-glass crosier and tapped the nun on the
shoulder. She resented it. She marched into his window and began shaking him.

Cat saw her. He saw the colored, transparent bishop clouting the nun over the wimple, and the nun giving
him as good as she got. Meanwhile, the hairy saint next to them made adivefor his neighbor, who wasa
kingly sort of saint, holding amode of the Castle. The kingly saint dropped his moded and fled for
protection, in atwinkle of glassy feet, behind the robes of asmpering lady saint. The hairy saint jumped
gleefully up and down on the model of the Castle.

One by one, dl the windows cameto life. Almost every saint turned and fought the one next to him.
Those who had no oneto fight either hitched up their robes and did silly dances, or waved to the vicar,
who rambled on without noticing. Thelittle tiny people blowing trumpetsin the corners of the windows
gprang and gamboled and frisked, and pulled transparent faces a anyone who was looking. The hairy
saint winkled the kingly one out from behind the smpering lady and chased him from window to window
inand out of dl the other fighting couples.

By thistime, the whole congregation had seen. Everyone stared, or whispered, or leaned craning thisway
and that to watch the twinkling glasstoes of the kingly saint.

There was such a disturbance that Mr. Saunders woke up, puzzled. He looked at the windows,
understood, and looked sharply at Gwendolen. She sat with her eyes demurely cast down, the picture of
innocence. Cat glanced at Chrestomanci. For al he could tell, Chrestomanci was attending to the vicar's
every word and had not even noticed the windows. Millie was sitting on the edge of her set, looking
agitated. And the vicar till rambled on, quite unconscious of the turmoil.

The curate, however, felt he ought to put a stop to the unseemly behavior of the windows. He fetched a
crossand acandle. Followed by agiggling choirboy swinging incense, he went from window to window
murmuring exorcisms. Gwendolen obligingly stopped each saint in itstracks as he cameto it—which
meant that the kingly saint was stranded halfway acrossthe wall. But, as soon as the curate's back was
turned, he began to run again, and the free-for-all went on more riotoudy than before. The congregation
rolled about, gasping.

Chrestomanci turned and looked at Mr. Saunders. Mr. Saunders nodded. There was a sort of flicker,
which jolted Cat where he sat and, when he looked at the windows, every saint was standing stiff and
glassy there, asthey should be. Gwendolen's head came up indignantly. Then she shrugged. At the back
of the church agreat stone crusader sat up on histomb and, with much rasping of stone, thumbed his
nose a thevicar.

"Dearly beloved—" said the vicar. He saw the crusader. He stopped, confounded.



The curate hastened up and tried to exorcise the crusader. A look of irritation crossed the crusader's
face. Helifted his great one sword. But Mr. Saunders made a sharp gesture. The crusader, looking
even moreirritated, lowered his sword and lay down again with athump that shook the church.

"There are somein this congregation who are certainly not sanctified,” the vicar said sadly. "Let uspray.”

When everyone straggled out of church, Gwendolen sauntered out among them, quite imperviousto the

shocked |ooks everyone gave her as she passed. Millie hurried after her and seized her arm. She looked
most upset. "That was disgraceful, you ungodly child! | don't dare speak to the poor vicar. Thereis such
athing as going too far, you know!"

"Havel goneit?' Gwendolen asked, redlly interested.
"Very nealy," said Millie.

But not quite, it seemed. Chrestomanci did not say anything to Gwendolen, though he said agresat ded,
very soothingly, both to the vicar and to the curate.

"Why doesn't your father tell Gwendolen off?" Cat asked Roger as they walked back up the avenue.
"Taking no notice of her just makes her worse."

"I don't know," said Roger. ""He comes down on us hard enough if we use witcheraft. Perhaps he thinks
shelll get tired of it. Has she told you what she's going to do tomorrow?" 1t was clear Roger could hardly
wait.

"No. She's crosswith mefor playing soldierswith you," said Cat.

"Her stupid fault for thinking she ownsyou," said Roger. "L et's get into old clothes and build some more
of thetree house."

Gwendolen was angry when Cat went off with Roger again. Maybe that was why she thought of what
shedid next. Or perhaps, as she said, she had other reasons. At al events, when Cat woke up on
Monday morning, it was dark. It felt very early. It looked even earlier. So Cat turned over and went to

deep again.
He was astonished to find Mary shaking him aminute later. "It's twenty to nine, Eric. Get up, do!"
"Butit'sdark!" Cat protested. "Isit raining?"

"No," said Mary. "Y our Sgter's been hard at it again. And where she getsthe strength from, alittle girl
like her, beats mel™

Fedling tired and Mondayish, Cat dragged himself out of bed and found he could not see out of the
windows. Each window was adark crisscross of branches and leaves—green leaves, bluish cedar
gorays, pine needles, and leavesjust turning yelow and brown. One window had arose pressed against
it, and there were bunches of grapes squashed on both of the others. And behind them, it looked asiif
there was amile-thick forest. "Good Lord!" he said.

"You may wel look!" said Mary. "That Sster of yours has fetched every tree in the grounds and stood
them as close asthey can get to the Castle. Y ou wonder what shell think of next.”

The darkness made Cat weary and gloomy. He did not want to get dressed. But Mary stood over him,
and made him wash too. The reason she was so dutiful, Cat suspected, was that she wanted to tell
someone dl about the difficulties the trees were causing. She told Cat that the yew trees from the formal



garden were packed so tight by the kitchen door that the men had to hack a path for the milk to come
through. There were three oak trees againgt the main front door, and no one could budgeit. "And the
apples are dl underfoot among the yew trees, so it smellslike acider pressin the kitchen,” Mary said.

When Cat arrived wearily in the playroom, it was even darker there. In the degp greenish light, he could
see that Gwendolen was, understandably, white and tired. But she looked satisfied enough.

"I don't think | likethesetrees," Cat whispered to her when Roger and Julia had gone through to the
schoolroom. "Why couldn't you do something smdler and funnier?!

"Because I'm not alaughingstock!" Gwendolen hissed back. "And | needed to doiit. | had to know how
much power | could draw on.”

"Quitealat, | should think," Cat said, looking at the mass of horse-chestnut leaves pressed againgt the
window.

Gwendolen smiled. "Better still when I've got my dragons blood.”

Cat nearly blurted out that he had seen dragons blood in Mr. Saunders workshop. But he stopped
himsdf intime. Hedid not care for mighty workslikethis.

They spent another morning with the lights on, and at lunchtime, Cat, Julia, and Roger went out to have a
look at the trees. They were disappointed to find that it was quite easy to get out of their private door.
The rhododendrons were three feet away fromit. Cat thought Gwendolen must intentiondly have lft
them away out, until helooked up and saw, from their bent branches and mashed leaves, that the bushes
had indeed been squashed againgt the door earlier. It looked asif the trees were retreating.

Beyond the rhododendrons, they had to fight their way through something like ajungle. Thetreeswere
rammed so tight that, not only had twigs and |eaves broken off by cartloads, but great branches had been
torn away too, and falen tangled with smashed roses, broken clematis, and mangled grapes. When the
children tore themsdlves out on the other sde of thejungle, blank daylight hit them like ahammer blow.
They blinked. The gardens, the village, and even the hills beyond were bald. The only place where they
could till seetreeswas abovetheold, gray, ruined wall of Chrestomanci's garden.

"It must have been astrong spell,” said Roger.
"It'slikeadesart,” said Julia "'l never thought I'd missthe trees so much!”

But halfway through the afternoon it became clear that the trees were going back to their proper places.
They could see sky through the schoolroom window. A little later the trees had spread out and retrested
so much that Mr. Saunders turned the light off. Shortly after that Cat and Roger noticed the ruins of the
tree house, smashed to bitsin the crowding, dangling-out of achestnut tree.

"Now what areyou staring at?' said Mr. Saunders.
"The tree houseisbroken,” Roger said, looking moodily at Gwendolen.
"Perhaps Gwendolen would be kind enough to mend it again,” Mr. Saunders suggested sarcasticaly.

If hewastrying to goad Gwendolen into doing akindly act, he failed. Gwendolen tossed her head. "Tree
houses are stupid babyish things,”" she said coldly. She was very annoyed at the way the treeswere
retreating. "It'stoo bad!" shetold Cat just before dinner. By that time the trees were dmost back to their
usual places. The only ones nearer than they should be were those on the hill opposite. The view looked
smaller, somehow. "I hoped it would do for tomorrow too," Gwendolen said discontentedly. "Now |



shdl haveto think of something ese.”
"Who sent them back? The garden warlocks?' Cat asked.
"I wish you wouldn't talk nonsense," said Gwendolen. "It's obviouswho did it."

"Y ou mean Mr. Saunders?' said Cat. "But couldn't the spell have been used up just pulling al the trees
here?'

"Y ou don't know athing abouit it," said Gwendolen.

Cat knew he knew nothing of magic, but hefound it queer dl the same. The next day, when he went to
see, there were no fallen twigs, torn-off branches, or squashed grapes anywhere. The yew treesin the
formal garden did not seem to have been hacked at all. And though there was not atrace of an apple
underfoot around the kitchen, there were boxes of firm, round applesin the courtyard. In the orchard, the
appleswere dl ether hanging on the trees or being picked and put in more boxes.

While Cat was finding this out, he had to flatten himself hastily against one of the hedge-like appletreesto
make way for agalloping Jersey cow pursued by two gardeners and afarm boy. There were cows
gdloping in the wood when Cat went hopefully to look at the tree house. Alas, that was ill aruin. And
the cows were doing their best to ruin the flowerbeds and not making much impresson.

"Did you do the cows?" he asked Gwendolen.

"Yes. But it was just something to show them I'm not giving up,” said Gwendolen. "1 shdl get my dragons
blood tomorrow and then | can do something really impressive.”

8

Gwendolen went down to the village to get her dragons blood on Wednesday afternoon. Shewasin high
glee. There were to be gueststhat night at the Castle and a big dinner party. Cat knew that everyone had
carefully not mentioned it before, for fear Gwendolen would take advantage of it. But she had to be told
on Wednesday morning because there were specia arrangements for the children. They wereto have
their supper in the playroom, and they were supposed to keep out of the way after that.

"I'll keep out of theway, dl right,” Gwendolen promised. "But that won't make any difference.” She
chuckled about it al the way to the village.

Cat was embarrassed when they got to the village. Everyone avoided Gwendolen. Mothers dragged their
children indoors and snatched babies out of her way. Gwendolen hardly noticed. She wastoo intent on
getting to Mr. Badam and getting her dragons blood. Cat did not fancy Mr. Badam, or the decaying
pickle smell among his stuffed animals. He let Gwendolen go there on her own, and went to mail his
postcard to Mrs. Sharp in the sweet shop. The people there were rather cool with him, even though he
spent nearly two shillings on sweets, and they were positively cold in the cake shop next door. When Cat
came out onto the green with his parcels, he found that children were being snatched out of hisway too.

This so shamed Cat that he fled back to the Castle grounds and did not wait for Gwendolen. There he
wandered moodily, egting toffees and penny buns, and wishing he was back with Mrs. Sharp. From time
to time he saw Gwendolen in the distance. Sometimes she was dashing about. Sometimes shewas
squatting under atree, carefully doing something. Cat did not go near her. If they were back with Mrs.
Sharp, he thought, Gwendolen would not need to do whatever impressive thing she was planning. He
found himsalf wishing she was not quite such a strong and determined witch. Hetried to imagine a
Gwendolen who was not awitch, but he found himsalf quite unable to. She just would not be



Gwendolen.

Indoors, the usua silence of the Castle was not quite the same. There were tense little noises, and the
thrumming fedling of people diligently busy just out of earshot. Cat knew it was going to beabig,
important dinner party.

After supper, he craned out of Gwendolen's window watching the guests come up the piece of avenue he
could see from there. They camein carriages and in cars, dl very large and rich-looking. One carriage
was drawn by six white horses and |ooked so impressive that Cat wondered if it might not even bethe

King.

"All the better," said Gwendolen. She was squatting in the middle of the carpet, beside a sheet of paper.
At one end of the paper was abowl of ingredients. At the other crawled, wriggled, or lay ahorrid heap
of things. Gwendolen had collected two frogs, an earthworm, several earwigs, ablack beetle, a spider,
and alittle pile of bones. The live things were charmed and could not move off the paper.

As soon as Cat was sure that there were no more carriages arriving, Gwendolen began pounding the
ingredients together in the bowl. As she pounded, she muttered thingsin agroaning hum, and her hair
hung down and quivered over the bowl. Cat looked a the wriggling, hopping creatures and hoped that
they were not going to be pounded up asingredientstoo. It seemed not. Gwendolen at length sat back
on her hedlsand said, "Now!"

She snapped her fingers over the bowl. Theingredients caught fire, al by themsalves, and burned with
smal blueflames. "It'sworking!" Gwendolen said excitedly. She snatched up atwist of newspaper from
beside her and carefully untwisted it. "Now for apinch of dragons blood.” Shetook a pinch of the dark
brown powder and sprinkled it on the flames. There was afizzing, and athick smell of burning. Then the
flames legped up, afoot high, blazing afurious green and purple, coloring the whole room with dancing
light.

Gwendolen'sface glowed in the green and purple. She rocked on her hedls, chanting, chanting strings of
things Cat could not understand. Then, still chanting, she leaned over and touched the spider. The spider
grew. And grew. And grew more. It grew into afive-foot monster—a greasy roundness with two little
eyes on the front, hanging like ahammock amid eight bent and jointed furry legs. Gwendolen pointed.
The door of her room sprang open of its own accord—which made her smile exultantly—and the huge
spider went sllently creeping towardsit, swaying onits hairy legs. It squeezed itslegsinward to get
through the door, and crept onward, down the passage beyond.

Gwendolen touched the other creatures, one by one. The earwigs lumbered up and off, like shiny horned
cows, bright brown and glistening. The frogs rose up, as big as men, and waked flap, flop on their
enormous fegt, with their amstrailing like gorillas. Their mottled skin quivered, and little holesin it kept
opening and shutting. The puffy place under their chins made gulping movements. The black beetle
crawled on branched legs, such abig black dab that it could barely get through the door. Cat could see
it, and dl the others, going in adow, silent procession down the grass-green glowing corridor.

"Where are they going?' he whispered.

Gwendolen chuckled. "I'm sending them to the dining room, of course. | don't think the guests will want
much supper.”

She took up abone next, and knocked each end of it sharply on the floor. As soon as shelet go of it, it
floated up into the air. There was a soft clattering, and more bones came out of nowhereto joinit. The
green and purple flames roared and rasped. A skull arrived last of al, and acomplete skeleton was
dangling therein front of the flames. Gwendolen smiled with satisfaction and took up another bone.



But bones when they are bewitched have away of remembering who they were. The dangling skeleton
sighed, in ahollow, singing voice, "Poor Sarah Jane. I'm poor Sarah Jane. Let merest.”

Gwendolen waved it impatiently towards the door. It went dangling off, till Sghing, and asecond
skeleton dangled after it, Sghing, "Bob the gardener'sboy. | din't meanto doit." They werefollowed by
three more, each one singing softly and desolately of who it had been, and dl five went dowly dangling
after the black beetle. "Sarah Jane," Cat heard from the corridor. "1 din't mean to." "I was Duke of
Buckingham once.”

Gwendolen took no notice of them and turned to the earthworm. It grew too. It grew into amassive pink
thing asbig as aseaserpent. Loops of it rose and fell and writhed al over the room. Cat was nearly sick.
Its bare pink flesh had hairson it like apig's bristles. Therewererings on it like thewrinkles around his
own knuckles. Its great sightless front turned blindly thisway and that until Gwendolen pointed to the
door. Then it set off dowly after the skeletons, length after length of bare pink loops.

Gwendolen looked after it critically. "Not bad,” she said. "'l need onelast touch though.”

Carefully, she dropped another tiny pinch of dragons blood on the flames. They burned with awhistling
sound—hrighter, sicker, yellower. Gwendolen began to chant again, waving her amsthistime. After a
moment, a shape seemed to be gathering in the quivering air over the flames. Whitenesswas bailing,
moving, forming into amiserable bent thing with abig head. Three more somethings wereroiling and
hardening beneath it. When thefirgt thing flopped out of the flames onto the carpet, Gwendolen gave a
gurgle of pleasure. Cat was amazed at how wicked she looked.

"Oh don't!" he said. The three other somethings flopped onto the carpet too, and he saw they werethe
gpparition at the window and three otherslikeit. Thefirst was like ababy that wastoo small to
walk—except that it was walking, with its big head wobbling. The next wasacripple, so twisted and
cramped upon itsdlf that it could barely hobble. The third was the apparition a the window—rpitiful,
wrinkled, and draggled. The last had its white skin barred with blue stripes. All were weak and white and
horrible. Cat shuddered al over.

"Please send them away!" he said.
Gwendolen only laughed again and waved the four gpparitions towards the door.

They st off, toiling weakly. But they were only halfway there when Chrestomanci came through the door
and Mr. Saunders came after him. In front of them came a shower of bones and small dead crestures,
pattering onto the carpet and getting squashed under Chrestomanci's long, shiny shoes. The apparitions
hesitated, gibbering. Then they fled back to the flaming bowl and vanished. The flames vanished a the
sametime, into thick, black, smelly smoke.

Gwendolen stared at Chrestomanci and Mr. Saunders through the smoke. Chrestomanci was magnificent
indark blue velvet, with lace ruffles at hiswrists and on the front of his shirt. Mr. Saunders seemed to
have made an effort to find a suit that reached to the ends of hislegs and arms, but had not quite
succeeded. One of hisbig, black patent-leather boots was unlaced, and there was alot of shirt and wrist
showing ashe dowly coiled an invisible skein of something around his bony right hand. Both he and
Chrestomanci looked back at Gwendolen most unpleasantly.

"You were warned, you know," Chrestomanci said. "Carry on, Michagl."

Mr. Saunders put the invisible skein in his pocket. "Thanks," he said. "I've been itching to for aweek
now." He strode down on Gwendolen in abillow of black coat, yanked her to her feet, hauled her to a
chair, and put her facedown over hisknee. There he dragged off his unlaced, big black boot and



commenced spanking her with it hard and often.

While Mr. Saunders |abored away, and Gwendolen screamed and squirmed and kicked, Chrestomanci
marched up to Cat and boxed Cat's ears, twice on each side. Cat was so surprised that he would have
fallen over, had not Chrestomanci hit the other sde of his head each time and brought him upright again.

"What did you do that for?* Cat said indignantly, clutching both sdes of hisringing face. "1 didn't do
anything."

"That'swhy | hit you," said Chrestomanci. "Y ou didn't try to stop her, did you?' While Cat was gasping
at the unfairness of this, he turned to the laboring Mr. Saunders. "'l think that'll do now, Michagl."

Mr. Saunders ceased swatting, rather regretfully. Gwendolen did to her knees on the floor, sobbing with
pain, and making screamsin between her sobs at being treated like this.

Chrestomanci went over and poked at her with his shiny foot. "Stop it. Get up and behave yoursdlf.”
And, when Gwendolen rose to her knees, staring piteoudy and looking utterly wronged, he said, "Y ou
thoroughly deserved that spanking. And, as you probably redize, Michael has taken away your
witchcraft too. Y ou're not awitch any longer. In future, you are not going to work one spell, unlessyou
can proveto both of usthat you are not going to do mischief with it. Isthat clear? Now go to bed, and
for goodness sake try and think about what you've been doing."

He nodded to Mr. Saunders, and they both went out, Mr. Saunders hopping because he was till putting
his boot back on, and squashing the rest of the dead creatures as he hopped.

Gwendolen flopped forward on her face and drummed her toes on the carpet. "The beast! The beasts!
How darethey treat melikethidl | shall do aworse thing than this now, and serve you dl right!"

"But you can't do things without witcheraft,” Cat said. "Was what Mr. Saunders was winding up your
witchcraft?'

"Go away!" Gwendolen screamed at him. "Leave me alone. Y ou're as bad asthe rest of them!™ And, as
Cat went to the door, leaving her drumming and sobbing, she raised her head and shouted after him, "I'm
not beaten yet! You'll seel”

Not surprisingly, Cat had bad dresmsthat night. They were terrible dreams, full of giant earthwormsand
great, dimy, porous frogs. They became more and more feverish. Cat sweated and moaned and findly
woke up, feeling wet and weak and rather too bony, the way you do when you have just had a bad
illness or afearsome dream. Helay for alittle while fegling wretched. Then he began to fed better and fell

adeep again.

When Cat woke again, it was light. He opened his eyes on the snowy slence of the Castle and was
suddenly convinced that Gwendolen had done something else. He had no ideawhat made him so sure.
He thought he was probably imagining it. If Mr. Saunders had truly taken Gwendolen's witchcraft away
from her, she could not have done athing. But he still knew she had.

He got up and padded to the windows to see what it was. But, for once, there was nothing abnormal
about the view from any of them. The cedars spread above the lawn. The gardens blazed down the hill.
The day was swimming in sun and mist, and not so much as afootprint marked the pearly gray-green of
the grass. But Cat was still so sure that something, somewhere, was different that he got dressed and
stole off downgtairsto ask Gwendolen what she had done.

When Cat opened the door of her room, he could smell the sweet, charred, heavy smell that went with



witcheraft. But that could have been left over from last night. The room was quitetidy. The dead
creatures and the burned bowl had been cleared away. The only thing out of place was Gwendolen's
box, which had been pulled out of the painted wardrobe and stood with itslid half off near her bed.

Gwendolen was a deeping hump under the blue velvet bedspread. Cat shut the door very gently behind
him, in order not to disturb her. Gwendolen heard it. She sat up in bed with abounce and stared at him.

As soon asshedid, Cat knew that whatever was wrong, it was wrong with Gwendolen herself. She had
her nightdress on back to front. The ribbonswhich usualy tied it at the back were dangling at the front.
That was the only thing obvioudy wrong. But there was something odd about the way Gwendolen was
garing a him. She was astonished, and rather frightened.

"Who areyou?' shesad.
"I'm Cat, of course," said Cat.
"No you'renot. You'reaboy," said Gwendolen. "Who are you?'

Cat redlized that when witches lost their witcheraft, they aso lost their memories. He saw he would have
to be very patient with Gwendolen. "I'm your brother, Eric," he said patiently, and came acrossto the
bed so that she could look at him. "Only you always call me Cat."

"My brother!" she exclaimed, in the greatest astonishment. "Wdll, that can't be bad. I've wayswanted a
brother. And I know | can't be dreaming. It wastoo cold in the bath, and it hurtswhen | pinch mysdlf. So
would you mind telling mewhere | an?It'sa Statdly Home of somekind, isn't it?"

Cat stared at her. He began to suspect that her memory was perfectly good. It was not only the way she
spoke and what she said. She was thinner than she should be. Her face was the right pretty face, with the
right blue eyes, but the downright look on it was not right. The golden hair hanging over her shoulders
was an inch longer than it had been last night.

"You're not Gwendolen!" hesaid.

"What adreadful name!" said the girl in the bed. "I should hope not! I'm Janet Chant.”
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By thistime, Cat was as bewildered as the strange girl seemed to be. Chant? he thought. Chant? Has
Gwendolen atwin sster she hasn't told me about?"But my name's Chant too,” he said.

"Isit, now?" said Janet. She kndlt up in bed and scrubbed her hands thoughtfully about in her hair, ina
way Gwendolen never would have done. "Truly Chant? It's not that much of acommon name. And you
thought | was your sster? Well, I've put two and two together about a hundred times since | woke upin
the bath, and | keep getting five. Where are we?"

"In Chrestomanci Castle," said Cat. "Chrestomanci had usto live here about a year after our parents
died.

"Thereyou arel" said Janet. "My mum and dad are alive and kicking—or they werewhen | said good
night to them last night. Who's Chrestomanci? Could you just sketch your life history for me?”

Puzzled and uneasy, Cat described how and why he and Gwendolen had cometo livein the Castle, and
what Gwendolen had done then.



"Y ou mean Gwendolen redly was awitch!" Janet exclaimed.

Cat wished she had not said was. He had a growing suspicion that he would never seethered
Gwendolen again. "Of course sheis," hesad. "Aren't you?'

"Great heavens, no!" said Janet. "Though I'm beginning to wonder if | mightn't have been, if I'd lived here
al my life. Witches are quite common, are they?"

"And warlocks and necromancers,” said Cat. "But wizards and magicians don't happen so often. | think
Mr. Saundersisamagician.”

"Medicine men, witch doctors, shamans, devils, enchanters?' Janet asked rapidly. "Hags, fakirs,
sorcerers? Are they thick on the ground too?!

"Most of those are for savages,” Cat explained. "Hag isrude. But we have sorcerers and enchanters.
Enchanters are very strong and important. |'ve never met one.”

"l see," said Janet. She thought for amoment and then swung herself out of bed, in a sort of scramble that
was more like aboy'sthan agirl's, and again quite unlike the way Gwendolen would have doneit. "Wed
better have ahunt around,” she said, "'in case dear Gwendolen has been kind enough to leave a

message.”
"Don't cal her that," Cat said desolately. "Where do you think she is?"

Janet looked at him and saw he was miserable. "Sorry," she said. "'l won't again. But you do see | might
be abit cross with her, don't you? She seemsto have dumped me here and gone off somewhere. Let's
hope she has agood explanation.”

"They spanked her with aboot and took away her magic,” Cat said.

"Yes, you sad,” Janet replied, pulling open drawersin the golden dressing table. "I'm terrified of
Chrestomanci aready. But did they redly take away her magic? How did she manageto do this, if they
did?'

"I don't understand that either,” Cat said, joining in the search. By now, hewould have given hislittle
finger for aword from Gwendolen—any kind of word. Hefdt horribly londly. "Why wereyou in the
bath?' he said, wondering whether to search the bathroom.

"l don't know. | just woke up there," said Janet, shaking out atangle of hair ribbonsin the bottom
drawer. "l felt asif I'd been dragged through a hedge backwards, and I'd no clotheson, so | was
freezing.”

"Why had you no clotheson?' Cat said, stirring Gwendolen's underclothes about, without success.

"l was hot in bed last night,” said Janet. "So naked | came into thisworld. And | wandered about
pinching mysdaf—especidly after | found thisfabulous room. | thought | must have beenturned into a
princess. But there was this nightdress lying onthe bed, so | put it on—"

"You've got it on back to front,” said Cat.

Janet stopped scanning the things on the mantel piece to look down at the trailing ribbons. "Have 1?1t
won't be the only thing I'm going to get back to front, by the sound of it. Try looking in that artistic
wardrobe. Then | explored outsde here, and all | found was miles of long green corridor, which gave me
the cregps, and stately grounds out of the windows, so | came back in here and went to bed. | hoped



that when | woke up it would al have gone away. And instead there was you. Found anything?"
"No," said Cat. "But there's her box—"
"It must bein there,” said Janet.

They squatted down and unpacked the box. There was not much in it. Cat knew that Gwendolen must
have taken alot of thingswith her to wherever she had gone. There were two books, Elementary
Fodls and Magic for Beginners, and some pages of notes on them. Janet looked at Gwendolen'slarge,
round writing.

"Shewritesjust like | do. Why did she |eave these books? Because they're First Form standard and
she'supto O Leves, | suppose.” She put the books and notes to one side and, as she did o, the little
red book of matches fell out from among them. Janet picked it up and opened it, and saw that half the
matches were burned without having been torn out. "That looks suspicioudly likeaspdll tome," she sad.
"What are these bundles of |etters?’

"My parents loveletters, | think," said Cat.

The letterswerein their envel opes ill, slamped and addressed. Janet squatted with abundlein each
hand. "These stamps are penny blacks! No, it'saman's head on them. What's your King called?!

"Charlesthe Seventh," said Cat.

"No Georges?' Janet asked. But she saw Cat was mystified and looked back at the letters again. ™Y our
mother and father were both called Chant, | see. Werethey first cousns? Mine are. Granny didn't want
them to marry, because it's supposed to be a bad thing.”

"l don't know. They may have been. They looked rather dike," Cat said, and felt lonelier than ever.

Janet |ooked rather londly too. She tucked the little book of matches carefully insde the pink tape that
tied together the | etters addressed to Miss Caroline Chant—like Gwendolen, she evidently had atidy
mind—and said, "Both tall and fair, with blue eyes? My mum's nameis Caroline too. I'm beginning to
see. Come on, Gwendolen, givel" And saying this, Janet tossed aside the letters and, in amost untidy
way, scrabbled up the remaining folders, papers, writing sets, pen wipers, and the bag with Souvenir
from Blackpool onit. At the very bottom of the box was alarge pink sheet of paper, covered al over
with Gwendolen's best and roundest writing. "Ah!" said Janet, pouncing on it. "I thought so! She'sgot the
same secretive mind as| have." And she spread the letter on the carpet so that Cat could read it too.
Gwendolen had written:

Dear Replacement,

| have to leave this terrible place. Nobody under stands me. Nobody notices my talents. You will
soon see because you are my exact double so you will be a witch too. | have been very clever.
They do not know all my resauces. | have found out how to go to another world and | am going
there for good. | know | shall be Queen of it because my fortune was told and said so. There are
hundreds of other worlds only some are nicer than others, they are formed when thereisa big
event in History like a battle or an earthquake when the result can be two or more quite diferent
things. Both those things hapen but they cannot exist together so the world splits into two worlds
witch start to go diferent after that. | know there must be Gwendolensin a lot of worlds but not
how many. One of you will come here when | go because when | move it will make an empty space
that will suck you in. Do not greive however if your parents still live. Some other Gwendolen will
move into your place and pretend to be you because we are all so clever. You can carry on here



making Chrestomanci's life a misery and | shall be greatful knowing it isin good hands.
Your loving

Gwendolen Chant PS. Burn this.

P2. Tell Cat | am quite sorry but he must do what Mr. Nostrum says.

Having read this, Cat kndt wanly beside Janet, knowing heredly would never see Gwendolen again. He
seemed to be stuck with Janet instead. If you know a person aswell as Cat knew Gwendolen, an exact
doubleishardly good enough. Janet was not awitch. The expressions on her face were nothing like the
same. Looking at her now, Cat saw that, where Gwendolen would have been furious at being dragged
into another world, Janet was looking as wan as he felt.

"I wonder how Mum and Dad are getting on with my Dear Replacement,” she said wryly. Then she
pulled hersdf together. "Do you mind if | don't burn this? It's the only proof I've got that I'm not
Gwendolen who's suddenly gone mad and thinks she'sthis girl called Janet Chant. May | hide it?!

"It'syour letter,” said Cat.

"And your sgter,” said Janet. "God bless her dear little sugar-coated shining soul! Don't get me wrong,
Cat. | admire your sster. Shethinksbig. Y ou haveto admire her! All the same, | wonder if she's thought
of the clever hiding place where I'm going to put her letter. | shal fed better if she hasnt.”

Janet bounced up in her un-Gwendolen-like way and took the |etter over to the gilded dressing table. Cat
bounced up and followed her. Janet took hold of the gold-garlanded mirror and swung it towards her on
its swivels. The back was plain plywood. She dug her nails under the edge of the plywood and prised. It
camefreequite easly.

"I do thiswith my mirror at home," Janet explained. "It'sagood hiding place—it's about the one place my
parents never think of. Mum and Dad are dears, but they're terribly nosy. I think it's because I'm their
only one. And | liketo be private. | write private storiesfor my eyesonly, and they will try to read them.
Oh, purple-spotted damatiang! ™

She raised the wood up and showed Cat the signs painted on the red-coated back of the glassitsdlf.
"Cabaa, | think," said Cat. "It'sa spell.”

"So shedid think of it!" said Janet. "Redlly, it'shdl having adouble. Y ou both get the sameideas. And
working on that principle,” she said, diding Gwendolen's | etter between the plywood and the glassand
pressing the plywood back in place, "1 bet | know what the spdll'sfor. It's so Gwendolen can have a
look from time to time and see how Dear Replacement’s getting on. | hope she'slooking now.”

Janet swung the mirror back to its usua position and crossed her eyes at it, hideoudy. She took hold of
the corners of her crossed eyes and pulled them long and Chinese, and stuck her tongue out asfar asit
would go. Then she pushed her nose up with one finger and twisted her mouth right around to one cheek.
Cat could not help laughing. "Can't Gwendolen do this?" Janet said out of the side of her face.

"No." Cat giggled.

That was the moment when Euphemia opened the door. Janet jumped violently. She was much more
nervous than Cat had redlized. "I'll thank you to stop pulling faces," said Euphemia, "and get out of your
nightdress, Gwendolen.” She cameinto the room to make sure that Gwendolen did. She gave acroaking
sort of shriek. Then she melted into a brown lump.



Janet's hands went over her mouth. She and Cat stared in horror as the brown lump that had been
Euphemiagrew smdler and smaler. When it was about three inches high, it opped shrinking and put
out large webbed feet. On these webbed fest, it crawled forward and stared at them reproachfully out of
protruding yellowish eyes near the top of its head.

"Oh dear!" said Cat. It seemed that Gwendolen's last act had been to turn Euphemiainto afrog.

Janet burgt into tears. Cat was surprised. She had seemed so sdlf-assured. Sobbing heavily, Janet knelt
down and tenderly picked up the brown, crawling Euphemia ™Y ou poor girl!" she wept. "1 know just
how you fed. Cat, what are we to do? How do you turn people back?"

"l don't know," Cat said soberly. He was suddenly burdened with huge responsbilities. Janet, in spite of
the confident way she talked, clearly needed looking after. Euphemia clearly needed it even more. If it
had not been for Chrestomanci, Cat would have raced off to get Mr. Saundersto help that moment. But
he suddenly redlized that if Chrestomanci ever found out what Gwendolen had done thistime, the most
terrible things would happen. Cat was quite sure of this. He discovered that he wasterrified of
Chrestomanci. He had been terrified of him al dong, without redizing it. He knew he would haveto keep
both Janet and Euphemia a secret somehow.

Feeling desperate, Cat raced to the bathroom, found a damp towel, and brought it to Janet. "Put her
down onthis. Shell need to be wet. I'll ask Roger and Juliato turn her back. I'll tell them you won't. And
for goodness sake don't tell anyone you aren't Gwendolen—please!™

Janet lowered Euphemia gently onto the towel. Euphemia scrambled around in it and continued to Stare
accusingly at Janet. "Don't look like that. It wasn't me," Janet said, sniffing. "Cat, well haveto hide her.
Would she be comfortable in the wardrobe?"

"Shell haveto be" said Cat. "Y ou get dressed.”
A look of panic came over Janet's face. "Cat, what does Gwendolen wear?"

Cat thought al girls knew what girlswore. "The usua things—petticoats, stockings, dress, boots—you
know."

"No, | don't,” said Janet. "I dwayswear trousers.”

Cat felt his problems mounting up. He hunted for clothes. Gwendolen seemed to have taken her best
thingswith her, but he found her older boots, her green stockings and the garters to match, her
second-best petticoats, her green cashmere dress with the smocking and—uwith some
embarrassment—her bloomers. "There," he said.

"Does sheredly wear two petticoats?' said Janet.
"Yes" sad Cat. "Get them on.”

But Janet proved quite unable to get them on without hishelp. If heleft her to do anything, she put it on
back to front. He had to put her petticoats on her, button her up the back, tie her garters, fasten her
boots, and put her dress on a second time, right way around, and tieits sash for her. When he had
finished, it looked al right, but Janet had an odd air of being dressed up, rather than dressed. Shelooked
at hersdf criticaly inthe mirror. "Thanks, you're an angel. | ook rather like an Edwardian child. And |
fed aright Charley."

"Comeon," said Cat. "Breskfast." He carried Euphemia, croaking furioudly, to the wardrobe and
wrapped her firmly inthetowel. "Be quiet,” hetold her. "I'll get you changed back as soon as| can, so



stop making that fuss, please!” He shut the door on her and wedged it with a page of Gwendolen's notes.
Faint croaking came from behind it. Euphemiahad no intention of being quiet. Cat did not redlly blame
her.

"She's not happy in there," Janet said, weakening. "Can't she stay out in the room?"

"No," said Cat. Frog though she was, Euphemia gtill looked like Euphemia. He knew Mary would
recognize her as soon as she set eyes on her. He took Janet's resisting elbow and towed her dong to the
playroom.

"Dont you two ever get up till thelast minute?' said Julia. "I'm sick of waiting politely for breskfast.”

"Eric'sbeen up for hours," said Mary, hovering about. "So | don't know what you've both been up to.
Oh, what's Euphemia doing?"

"Mary's besde hersdlf thismorning,” Roger said. He winked. For amoment there were two Marys, one
real and one vague and ghostly. Janet jumped. It was only the second piece of witchcraft she had seen
and she did not find it easy to get used to.

"l expect it's Gwendolen'sfault,”" said Julia, and she gave Janet one of those meaning stares.

Janet was very put-out. Cat had forgotten to warn her how much Juliahad didiked Gwendolen ever
gncethe snakes. And ameaning stare from awitch isworse than a meaning stare from an ordinary
person. Julias pushed Janet backward across the room, until Cat put himself intheway of it.

"Don't dothat,” he said. "She's sorry."
"Isshe?' said ulia. " Are you?"' she asked, trying to get the stare around Cat to Janet again.

"Yes, horribly sorry,” Janet said fervently, not having the least ideawhy. "1've had a complete change of

"I'll believethat when | seeit," said Julia. But sheleft off staring in order to watch Mary bringing the usua
bread, the marmalade, and the jug of cocoa.

Janet looked, sniffed the cocoa steaming from the jug, and her face fell, rather like Gwendolen'son the
first day. "Oh dear. | hate cocoa,” she said.

Mary rolled her eyesto the calling. ™Y ou and your airs and graces! Y ou never said you hated it before.”

"|—I've had arevulson of feding,”" Janet invented. "When | had my change of heart, al my taste buds
changed too. I—you haven't any coffee, have you?"

"Where? Under the carpet or something?' Mary demanded. "All right. I'll ask the kitchen. I'l tell them
your taste buds are revolting, shdl 1?7

Cat was very pleased to hear that cocoa was not compulsory after al. "Could | have coffeetoo?' he
asked, asMary went to the lift. "Or | prefer tea, redly.”

"But you waited to say so until Euphemiagoes missing and leavesmedl on my own!" Mary said, getting
Very put-upon.

"She never does anything anyway,” Cat said in surprise.
Mary flounced crosdy to the speaking tube and ordered a pot of coffee and a pot of tea. "For Her



Highnessand HisNibs" shesaid toit. "He seemsto have caught it now. What wouldn't | givefor anice
normd child in this place, Nancy!"

"But | am anice norma child!" Janet and Cat protested in unison.
"And so are we—nice, anyhow," Juliasaid comfortably.

"How can you be norma?' Mary demanded as she let down thelift. "All four of you are Chants. And
when was a Chant ever norma? Answer methat.”

Janet looked questioningly at Cat, but Cat was as puzzled as she was. "I thought your name was
Chrestomanci,”" he said to Roger and Julia

"That'sjust Daddy'stitle," said Julia

"Y ou're some kind of cousin of ours,” said Roger. "Didn't you know? | dways thought that was why
Daddy had you to live here"

Asthey started bregkfadt, Cat thought that this, if anything, made the situation more difficult than ever.
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Cat watched his moment and, when Mr. Saunders called them to lessons, he caught Roger's arm and
whispered, "L ook, Gwendolen's turned Euphemiainto afrog and—"

Roger gave agreat snore of laughter. Cat had to wait for him to stop.
"And she won't turn her back. Can you?"

Roger tried to look serious, but laughter kept breaking through. "I don't know. Probably not, unless shelll
tell you what spell she used. Finding out which spell without knowing is Advanced Magic, and I'm not on
that yet. Oh, how funny!" He bent over the table and ydled with laughter.

Naturally, Mr. Saunders appeared at the door, remarking that the time for telling jokes was after lessons.
They had to go through to the schoolroom. Naturaly, Cat found Janet had sat in his desk by mistake. He
got her out as quietly as he could and sat in it himsalf, distractedly wondering how he could find out which
gpell Gwendolen had used.

It was the most uncomfortable morning Cat had ever known. He had forgotten to tell Janet that the only
thing Gwendolen knew about was witchcraft. Janet, as he had rather suspected, knew alot, about alot
of things. But it al gpplied to her own world. About the only subject she would have been safein was
smple arithmetic. And Mr. Saunders chose that morning to give her aHistory test. Cat, as he scratched
away left-handed a an English essay, could see the panic growing on Janet's face.

"What do you mean, Henry the Fifth?" barked Mr. Saunders. "Richard the Second was on the throne
until long after Agincourt. What was his grestest magica achievement?'

"Defeating the French," Janet guessed. Mr. Saunders looked so exasperated that she babbled, "Well, |
think it was. He hampered the French with iron underwear, and the English wore wool, so they didn't
gtick in the mud, and probably their longbows were enchanted too. That would account for them not
missng.”

"Who," said Mr. Saunders, "do you imagine won the Battle of Agincourt?"



"The English,” said Janet. This of course wastrue for her world, but the panic-stricken look on her face
asshe said it suggested that she suspected the opposite was true in thisworld. Which, of course, it was.

Mr. Saunders put his hands to his head. "No, no, no! The French! Don't you know anything, girl?'

Janet 1ooked to be near tears. Cat wasterrified. She was going to break down any second and tell Mr.
Saunders she was not Gwendolen. She did not have Cat's reasons for keeping quiet. "Gwendolen never
knows anything," he remarked loudly, hoping Janet would take the hint. She did. She sighed with relief
and relaxed.

"I'm aware of that," said Mr. Saunders. "But somewhere, somewhereinside that marble head there must
bealittle cell of gray matter. So | keep looking."

Unfortunately, Janet, in her relief, became dmost jolly. "Would you like to take my head apart and
look?'she asked.

"Don't tempt me!" cried Mr. Saunders. He hid his eyes with one knobby hand and fended at Janet with
the other. He looked so funny that Janet laughed. Thiswas so unlike Gwendolen that Mr. Saunders
lowered his hand across his nose and stared at her suspicioudy over it. "What have you been up to
now?'

"Nothing," Janet said guiiltily.
"Hm," said Mr. Saunders, in away which made both Cat and Janet very uncomfortable.

At last—very long last—it wastimefor Mary to bring the milk and biscuits, which she did, with avery
portentous look. Crouched on the tray beside Mr. Saunders cup of coffee was alarge, wet-looking,
brown thing. Cat's ssomach seemed to leave him and take a plunge into the Castle cellars. From the look
of Janet, hers was doing the same.

"What have you got there?' said Mr. Saunders.
"Gwendolen's good deed for today," Mary said grimly. "It's Euphemia. Look at itsface."

Mr. Saunders bent and looked. Then he whirled around on Janet so fiercely that Janet half got out of her
seqt. " So that's what you were laughing about!™

"l didn't doit!" said Janet.
"Euphemiawas in Gwendolen's room, shut in the wardrobe, croaking her poor head off," said Mary.
"| think this callsfor Chrestomanci,” Mr. Saunders said. He strode towards the door.

The door opened before he got there and Chrestomanci himsalf came in, cheerful and busy, with some
papersin one hand. "Michad," he said, "have | caught you at the right—?" He stopped when he saw Mr.
Saunders face. "Is something wrong?'

"Will you pleaseto look at thisfrog, dr," said Mary. "It wasin Gwendolen'swardrobe.”

Chrestomanci was wearing an exquisite gray suit with faint lilac stripestoit. He held hislilac sk cravat
out of theway and bent to ingpect the frog. Euphemialifted her head and croaked at him beseechingly.
There was amoment of ice-cold silence. It was amoment such as Cat hoped never to live through again.
"Blessmy soul!" Chrestomanci said, gently asfrost freezesawindow. "It's Eugenia.”

"Euphemia, Daddy," said Julia.



"Euphemia," said Chrestomanci. "Of course.

Now who did this?' Cat wondered how such amild voice could send the hair pricking upright at the
back of his head.

"Gwendolen, ar," said Mary.

But Chrestomanci shook his smooth black head. "No. Don't give adog abad name. It couldn't have
been Gwendolen. Michael took her witchcraft away last night.”

"Oh," said Mr. Saunders, rather red in the face. " Stupid of me!™
"So who could it have been?' Chrestomanci wondered.

There was another freezing sllence. It seemed to Cat about aslong asan Ice Age. During it, Juliabegan
to smile. She drummed her fingers on her desk and looked meditatively at Janet. Janet saw her and
jumped. She drew in her breath sharply. Cat panicked. He was sure Janet was going to say what
Gwendolen had done. He said the only thing he could think of to stop her.

"l didit," hesad loudly.

Cat could hardly bear theway they al looked at him. Juliawas disgusted, Roger astonished. Mr.
Saunderswasfiercely angry. Mary looked a him asif he was afrog himsdf. But Chrestomanci was
politely incredulous, and he wasworst of dl. "I beg your pardon, Eric," he said. "Thiswasyou?"

Cat stared at him with astrange misty wetness around his eyes. He thought it was dueto terror. "It was a
mistake," he said. "l wastrying aspell. I— | didn't expect it to work. And then—and then Euphemia
camein and turned into afrog. Just likethat," he explained.

Chrestomanci said, "But you were told not to practice magic on your own."

"l know." Cat hung his head, without having to pretend. "But | knew it wouldn't work. Only it did, of
course," he explained.

"Well, you must undo the spell at once,” said Chrestomanci.
Cat swallowed. "I can't. | don't know how to."

Chrestomanci treated him to another look so palite, so scathing, and so unbelieving, that Cat would
gladly have crawled under his desk had he been ableto move at dl. "Very wdll," said Chrestomanci.
"Michadl, perhgps you could oblige?’

Mary held the tray out. Mr. Saunders took Euphemiaand put her on the schoolroom table. Euphemia
croaked agitatedly. "Only aminute now," Mr. Saunders said soothingly. He held his hands cupped
around her. Nothing happened. Looking alittle puzzled, Mr. Saunders began to mutter things. Still
nothing happened. Euphemia's head bobbed anxioudy above his bony fingers, and shewas till afrog.
Mr. Saunders went from looking puzzled to looking baffled. "Thisisavery strange spell," he said. "What
did you use, Eric?'

"l can't remember,” said Cat.

"W, it doesn't respond to anything | can do,” said Mr. Saunders. "Y ou'll haveto do it, Eric. Come over
here”

Cat looked helplesdy at Chrestomanci, but Chrestomanci nodded asif he thought Mr. Saunders was



quite right. Cat stood up. Hislegs had gone thick and weak, and his stomach seemed to have taken up
permanent quartersin the Castle cellars. He dunk towards the table. When Euphemia saw him coming,
she showed her opinion of the matter by taking afrantic leap off the edge of the table. Mr. Saunders
caught her in midair and put her back.

"What do | do?' Cat said, and his voice sounded like Euphemiacroaking.

Mr. Saunderstook Cat by hisleft wrist and planted Cat's left hand on Euphemias clammy back. "Now
takeit off her," hesaid.

"|—l—" said Cat. He supposed he ought to pretend to try. " Stop being afrog and turn into Euphemia
again," he said, and wondered miserably what they would do to him when Euphemiadidn't.

But, to his astonishment, Euphemiadid. The frog turned warm under hisfingers and burst into growth.
Cat shot alook at Mr. Saunders as the brown lump grew furioudy larger and larger. Hewas amost sure
he caught asecret smile on Mr. Saunders face. The next second, Euphemiawas sitting on the edge of
thetable. Her clotheswere alittle crumpled and brown, but there was nothing else froggish about her. "'l
never dreamed it was you!" she said to Cat. Then she put her face in her hands and cried.

Chrestomanci came up and put hisarm around her. "There, there, my dear. It must have been aterrible
experience. | think you need to go and lie down." And hetook Euphemiaout of the room.

"Phew!" said Janet.

Mary grimly handed out the milk and biscuits. Cat did not want his. His ssomach had not yet come back
from the cellars. Janet refused biscuits.

"| think thefood hereisawfully fattening,” she said unwisdly. Juliatook that asapersona insult. Her
handkerchief came out and was knotted. Janet's glass of milk dipped through her fingers and smashed on
the pitted floor.

"Cleanit up,” said Mr. Saunders. "Then get out, you and Eric. I've had enough of both of you. Juliaand
Roger, get out magic textbooks, please.”

Cat took Janet out into the gardens. It seemed safest there. They wandered acrossthe lawn, both rather
limp after the morning's experiences.

"Cat," said Janet, "you're going to be very annoyed with me, but it's absolutely essentia that | cling to you
likealimpet dl the time were awake, until | know how to behave. Y ou saved my bacon twice this
morning. | thought | was going to die when she brought in that frog. Rigor mortis was setting in, and then
you turned her back again! | didn't realize you were awitch too—no, it'sawarlock, isn't it? Or areyou a
wizard?'

"I'm not," said Cat. "I'm not any of thosethings. Mr. Saundersdid it to give me afright.”

"But Juliaisawitch, isn't she?' said the shrewd Janet. "What have | done to make her hate me so—or is
it just genera Gwendolenitis?'

Cat explained about the snakes.

"Inwhich case | don't blame her," said Janet. "But it's hard that she's in the schoolroom at the moment
brushing up her witchcraft, and herel am without arag of aspell to defend myself with. Y ou don't know
of ahandy karate teacher, do you?'



"I never heard of one," Cat said cautioudly, wondering what karate might be.
"Ohwel," said Janet. " Chrestomanci's awonderfully fancy dresser, isn't he?!
Cat laughed. "Wait till you seehimin adressng gown!"

"I hardly can. It must be something! Why ishe so terrifying?"

"Hejustis" said Cat.

"Yes" sad Janet. "He just is. When he saw the frog was Euphemiaand went al mild and astonished like
that, it froze the goose pimples on my back. | couldn't have told him | wasn't Gwendolen—not even
under the most refined modern tortures— and that'swhy | shall have to stick to you. Do you mind
terribly?'

"Not at all,” said Cat. But he did rather. Janet could not have been more of aburden if she had been
sitting on his shoulders with her legs wrapped around his chest. And to crown it al, it seemed asif there
had been no need for hisfase confession. He took Janet to the ruins of the tree house because he
wanted something elseto think about. Janet was enchanted with it. She swung hersdf up into the horse
chestnut to look at it, and Cat felt rather as you do when someone e se getsinto your railway carriage.
"Becareful,” he caled crosdy.

Therewas astrong rending noise up in thetree. "Drat!" said Janet. "These are ridicul ous clothes for
climbing treesin.”

"Can't you sew?" Cat called as he climbed up too.

"l despiseit asfemade bondage,” said Janet. "Yes, | can, actualy. And I'm going to haveto. It was both
petticoats.” She tested the creaking floor that was al that remained of the house and stood up onit,
trailing two different colors of frill below the hem of Gwendolen'sdress. ™Y ou can seeinto thevillage
from here. Thereés abutcher's cart just turning in to the Castle drive.”

Cat climbed up beside her and they watched the cart and the dappled horse pulling it.
"Don't you have carsat al?' Janet asked. "Everyone has carsin my world."
"Rich people do,” said Cat. "Chrestomanci sent histo meet us off thetrain.”

"And you have dectric light,” said Janet. "But everything e seis old-fashioned compared with my world. |
suppose people can get what they want by witchcraft. Do you have factories, or long-playing records, or
high-rise buildings, or televison, or airplanesat al?'

"l don't know what airplanesare," said Cat. He had no ideawhat most of the other things were either,
and he was bored with thistalk.

Janet saw he was. She looked around for a change of subject and saw clusters of big green horse
chestnut cases hanging dl around them at the ends of the branches. The leaves there were aready
singed-looking around the edges, suggesting that the chestnuts could not be far off ripe. Janet edged out
along abranch and tried to reach the nearest cluster of green cases. They bobbed at the tips of her
fingers, just out of reach. "Oh, dachshundd” she said. "They look amost ripe.”

"They aren't,” said Cat. "But | wish they were." Hetook alathe out of the wreckage of the house and
dashed at the chestnut cases with it. He missed, but he must have shaken them. Eight or so dropped off
the tree and went plomp on the ground below.



"Who saysthey're not ripe?’ said Janet, leaning down.

Cat craned out of the tree and saw brown shiny chestnuts showing in the split green cases. "Oh, hurray!”
He came down the tree like amonkey, and Janet crashed after him, with her hair full of twigs. They
scooped up the chestnuts greedily— wonderful chestnuts with grain on them like the contoursin amap.

"A skewer!" Janet moaned. "My kingdom for askewer! We can thread them on my bootlaces.”

"Hereésaskewer,” said Cat. Therewas onelying on the ground by hisleft hand. It must have falen out of
the tree house.

They drilled chestnuts furioudy. They took the laces out of Gwendolen's second-best boots. They
discovered the rules of the game were the same in both their worlds, and they went to the formal garden
and held abattle roya there on the grave path. As Janet firmly smashed Cat'slast chestnut and yelled,
"Mine! Miné'sasevener now!" Millie came around a corner past ayew tree and stood laughing at them.

"Do you know, | wouldn't have thought the chestnuts were ripe yet. But it's been alovely summer.”

Janet looked at her in congternation. She had no ideawho this plump lady in the beautiful flowered sk
dress could be.

"Hdlo, Millie," said Cat. Not that this hel ped Janet much.

Millie smiled and opened the handbag she was carrying. " There are three things Gwendolen needs, |
think. Here." She handed Janet two safety pins and a packet of bootlaces. "1 dways believein being

prepared.”

"Th-thanks," Janet sammered. She was horribly conscious of her gaping boots, her twig-filled hair, and
thetwo trailing strips of petticoat. She was even more confused by not knowing who Millie was.

Cat knew that. He knew by now that Janet was one of those people who are not happy unlessthey have
an explanation for everything. So he said fulsomely to Millie, "I do think Roger and Juliaare lucky, having
amother likeyou, Millie"

Millie beamed and Janet looked enlightened. Cat felt dishonest. He did think that, but he would never
have dreamed of saying it but for Janet.

Having gathered that Millie was Chrestomanci's wife, Janet was quite unable to resist going on and
gathering as much more information as she could. "Millie," she said, "were Cat's parentsfirst cousins
like—I mean, werethey? And what relation is Cat to you?'

"That sounds like those questions they ask you to find out how clever you are” said Millie. "And | don't
know the answer, Gwendolen. It's my husband's family you're related to, you see, and | don't know too
much about them. We need Chrestomanci hereto explain, redlly."

Asit happened, Chrestomanci came through the doorway in the garden wall at that moment. Millie
rustied up to him, beaming.

"My love, we were needing you."

Janet, who had her head down, trying to pin her petticoats, glanced up a Chrestomanci and then looked
thoughtfully down at the path, asif the stones and sand there had suddenly become rather interesting.

"It'squite smple" Chrestomanci said, when Millie had explained the question. "Frank and Caroline



Chant were my cousins—and first cousins to one another too, of course. When they inssted on getting
married, my family made agrest fuss, and my uncles cut them off without a shilling in athoroughly
old-fashioned way. It is, you see, rather abad thing for cousins to marry when theré'switchcraft in the
family. Not that cutting them off made the dightest difference, of course.” He smiled at Cat. He seemed
thoroughly friendly. "Doesthat answer the question?”

Cat had an inkling of how Gwendolen had fdlt. It was confusing and exasperating the way Chrestomanci
would seem friendly when one ought to have been in disgrace. He could not resist asking, "1s Euphemia
al right?'

Then he wished he had not asked. Chrestomanci's smile snapped off like alight. "Y es. She'sfeding
better now. Y ou show touching concern, Eric. | believe you were so sorry for her that you hid herina
wardrobe?’

"My love, don't be so terrifying," Millie said, hooking her arm through Chrestomanci's. "It was an
accident, and it'sal over now." Sheled him away down the path. But, just before they went out of sight
behind ayew tree, Chrestomanci turned and looked over his shoulder a Cat and Janet. It was his
bewildered look, but it was far from reassuring.

"Hot-cross bun-wrappers! Iminy purple cregperd” Janet whispered. "I'm beginning to hardly dare move
inthisplacel™ Shefinished pinning her petticoat. When Millie and Chrestomanci had had nearly aminute
inwhich to walk out of hearing, she said, " She's swegt—Miillie—an absolute honey. But him! Cat, isit
poss ble Chrestomanci isarather powerful enchanter?”

"l don't think heis" said Cat. "Why?'
"Wel," sad Janet, "partly it'sthefeding he gives—"
"l don't get afeding,” said Cat. "I'm just frightened of him."

"That'sit" said Janet. "Y ou're probably muddled anyhow from having lived with witches dl your life. But
itisn't only afeding. Have you noticed how he aways comeswhen people call him? Hes doneit twice

"Those were two complete accidents,” said Cat. "Y ou can't build ideas on accidents.”

"Hedisguisesit quitewdl, | admit," said Janet. "He comeslooking asif it was something else he was
doing, but—"

"Oh, do shut up! Y ou're getting as bad as Gwendolen. She couldn't stop thinking of him for amoment,”
Cat said crosdly.

Janet pounded her open right boot on the gravel. "1 am not Gwendolen! I'm not even redly like her! Get
that into your fat head, will you!"

Cat garted to laugh.

"Why areyou laughing?' said Jandt.

"Gwendolen dways stamps when she'sangry too," said Cat.
"Gah!" said Janet.
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By the time Janet had laced both her boots, Cat was sure it was lunchtime. He hurried Janet back to the
private door. They had nearly reached it when athick voice spoke among the rhododendrons.

"Young lady! Hereaminute!™

Janet gave Cat an darmed look and they both hurried for the door. It was not a pleasant voice. The
rhododendrons clashed and rustled indignantly beside them. A fat old manin adirty raincoat spilled out
of them. Before they had recovered from the surprise of seeing him, he had scuttled around between
them and the door, where he stood looking at them reproachfully out of drooping red eyes and breathing
beer-scented breath over them.

"Hdlo, Mr. Badam," Cat said, for Janet's benefit.
"Didn't you hear me, young lady?' Mr. Badam demanded.

Cat could see Janet was frightened of him, but she answered as coolly as Gwendolen might have done.
"Yes, but | thought it was the tree spesking.”

"Thetree speaking!” said Mr. Badam. "After al thetrouble | been to for you, you take mefor atree!
Three whole pints of butter | had to buy that butcher to have him bring mein that cart of his, and I'm fair
jolted to bitgl"

"What do you want?" Janet said nervoudly.

Itslikethis" said Mr. Badam. He pulled aside his raincoat and searched dowly in the pockets of his
loopy trousers.

"Wehavetogoinfor lunch,” said Cat.

"All in good time, young gentleman. Herewe are," said Mr. Badam. He held his pale, grubby hand out
towards Janet with two twinkling thingsinit. "These."

"Those are my mother's earrings!” Cat said, in surprise and for Janet's benefit. "How did you get those?"

"Your Sster give them to meto pay for alittle matter of some dragons blood,” said Mr. Badam. "And |
dare say it wasin good faith, young lady, but they're no good to me."

"Why not?" asked Janet. "They look like—I mean, they'rered diamonds.”

"True enough,” said Mr. Badam. "But you never told me they was charmed, did you? They got a
fearsome strong spd | on them to stop them getting log, these have. Terrible noisy spell. They wasdl
night in the stuffed rabbit shouting out 'l belong to Caroline Chant,’ and thismorning | hasto wrap themin
ablanket before | darestake them to aman | know. And he wouldn't touch them. He said he wasn't
going to risk anything shouting the name of Chant. So have them back, young lady. And you owe me
fifty-fivequid."

Janet swalowed. So did Cat. "I'm very sorry,” Janet said. "I redly had no idea. But—but I'm afraid |
haven't any source of income at dl. Couldn't you get the charm taken of f?"

"Andrisk inquiries?' said Mr. Badam. "That charm'sdeep in, | tell you."
"Then why aren't they shouting now?"' said Cat.

"What do you think | an?' said Mr. Badam. "Could | St in the joints of mutton shouting out | belonged
to Miss Chant? No. Thisman | know obliges me with abit of aspell on account. But he saysto me, he



says, 'l| can't only shut them up for an hour or so. That'sared strong charm. If you want it took off
permanent, you'd have to take them to an enchanter. And that would cost you as much as the earrings
are worth, besides getting questions asked.' Enchanters are important people, young lady. So here| sits
in them bushes, scared to death the spell's going to wear off before you comes by, and now you say
you've no income! No—Yyou have them back, young lady, and hand over alittle something on account
instead.”

Janet looked nervoudy at Cat. Cat sighed and felt in his pockets. All he had was half acrown. He
offered it to Mr. Badam.

Mr. Badam backed away from it with ahurt, drooping look, like awhipped St. Bernard. "Fifty-five quid
| ask for, and you offer me half acrown! Son, are you having ajoke on me?”’

"It'sdl either of ushasgot,” said Cat, "a the moment. But we each get a crown piece every week. If we
giveyou that, well have paid you back in—" He did hurried calculaions. Ten shillings aweek, fifty-two
weeksin ayear, twenty-sx pounds ayear. "It1l only take two years." Two years was an gppalling timeto
be without money. Still, Mr. Badam had got Gwendolen her dragons blood, and it seemed fair that he
should be paid.

But Mr. Badam looked more hurt than ever. He turned away from Cat and Janet and gazed mournfully
up at the Castlewalls. "You livein aplace like this, and tell me, you can only get hold of ten bob aweek!
Don't play cruel gameswith me. Y ou can lay your hands on no end of lucreif you putsyour mindsto it."

"But we can't, honestly," Cat protested.

"| think you should try, young gentleman,” said Mr. Badam. "I'm not unreasonable. All I'm asking is
twenty quid part payment, interest of ten percent included, and the price of the shutting-up spell thrown
in. That should come quite easy to you."

"Y ou know perfectly wel it won't!" Janet said indignantly. "Y ou'd better keep those earrings. Y our
Suffed rabbit may look pretty inthem.”

Mr. Badam gave her avery whipped look. At the sametime, athin, Snging noise began to come from
the pam of his hand where the earringslay. It was too faint for Cat to pick out the words, but it put paid
to any notion that Mr. Baslam had been lying. Mr. Badam's drooping look became less whipped. He
looked more like abloodhound hot on thetrail. He let the earrings dide between hisfat fingersand fall on
thegravd.

"Therethey lie" hesad, "if you care to stoop for them. | may remind you, young lady, that tradein
dragons blood isillicit, illega, and banned. I've obliged you iniit. Y ou've fobbed me off. Now I'm telling
you that | need twenty quid by next Wednesday. That should give you time. If | don't get it, then
Chrestomanci hears of the dragons blood Wednesday evening. And if he does, then | wouldn't bein
your shoes, young lady, not for twenty thousand quid and adiamond tiara. Have | made mysdlf clear?’

He had, appallingly. " Suppose we give you the dragons blood back?" Cat suggested desperately.
Gwendolen had taken Mr. Badam's dragons blood with her, of course, but there was aways that huge
jar of itin Mr. Saunders workshop.

"What would | do with dragons blood, son?' said Mr. Badam. "I'm not awarlock. I'm only a poor
supplier, and there's no demand for dragons blood around here. 1t'sthe money | need. Twenty quid of it,
by next Wednesday, and don't forget.” He gave them a bloodhound nod which flapped hiseyesand his
cheeks, and edged back into the rhododendrons. They heard him rustling stedlthily away.



"What anasty old man!" Janet said in ashaken whisper. "l wish | redlly was Gwendolen. I'd turn himinto
afour-headed earwig. Ugh!" She bent and scrabbled the earrings up off the gravel.

Immediately the air by the door wasfilled with high, singing voices. "1 belong to Caroline Chant! | belong
to Caroline Chant!"

"Oh dear!" said Janet. "They know."
"Givethemto me" said Cat. "Quick. Someonewill hear."

Janet poured the earringsinto Cat's pam. The voices stopped at once. "l can't get used to al thismagic,”
said Janet. "Cat, what am | to do? How can | pay that horrible man?’

"There must be something we can sdll,” said Cat. "Theres ajunk shop in the village. Come on. We must
get tolunch.”

They hurried up to the playroom, to find that Mary had aready put plates of stew and dumplingsin their
places.

"Oh, look," said Janet, who needed to rdlieve her felings somehow. "Nourishing fattening lunch. How
nical”

Mary glared at both of them and left the room without speaking. Julias ook was quite as unpleasant. As
Janet sat down in front of her stew, Julia pulled her handkerchief out of her deeve, dready knotted, and
laditin her lap. Janet put her fork into adumpling. It stuck there. The dumpling was awhite pebble,
swimming with two othersin aplateful of mud.

Janet carefully laid down her fork, with the pebbleimpaed onit, and put her knife neatly across the mud.
Shewastrying to control hersalf but, for amoment, shelooked like Gwendolen at her most furious. "l
was quite hungry,” she said.

Juliasmiled. "What apity," she said codly. "And you've got no witchcraft to defend yoursdf with, have
you?"' Shetied another smaller knot at the end of her handkerchief. "Y ou've got al sorts of thingsin your
hair, Gwendolen," she said as she pulled it tight. The twigs sticking in Janet's hair writhed and began
dropping on the table and over her skirt. Each onewas alarge, stripy caterpillar.

Janet was no more bothered by wriggly things than Gwendolen. She picked the caterpillars off and put
themin ahegp in front of Julia. "I've agood mind to shout for your father,” she said.

"Oh, no, don't be atdltale,” said Roger. "Let her be, Julia."
"Certainly not,” said Julia. " She's not getting any lunch.”

After the meeting with Mr. Badam, Cat was not redlly very hungry. "Here," he said, and changed his
plate of stew with Janet's mud. Janet started to protest. But, as soon as the plate of mud wasin front of
Cat, it was steaming stew again. And the looping heap of caterpillarswas smply apile of twigs.

Juliaturned to Cat, not at al pleased. "Don't you interfere. Y ou annoy me. Shetreatsyou likeadave and
al youdoisdtck up for her."

"But | only changed the plates” Cat said, puzzled. "Why—?"
"It could have been Michad," Roger suggested.

Juliaglowered at him too. "Wasit you?' Roger blandly shook his head. Julialooked at him uncertainly.



"If I have to go without marmalade again,” she said at length, " Gwendolen's going to know about it. And |
hope the stew chokes you."

Cat found it hard to concentrate on lessons that afternoon. He had to watch Janet like a hawk. Janet had
decided that the only safe thing was to be totaly stupid—she thought Gwendolen must have been pretty
stupid anyway—and Cat knew she was overdoing it. Even Gwendolen had known the twice-timestable.
Cat wasworried too, in case Juliastarted knotting that handkerchief of herswhen Mr. Saunders back
wasturned. Luckily, Juliadid not quite dare. But Cat's main worry was how to find twenty pounds by
next Wednesday. He could hardly bear to think of what might happen if hedid not. The very least thing,
he knew, would be Janet confessing she was not Gwendolen. He thought of Chrestomanci giving him that
scathing stare and saying, " 'You went with Gwendolen to buy dragons blood, Eric? But you knew it was
illegal. And you tried to cover up by making Janet pretend to be Gwendolen? Y ou show touching
concern, Eric." The mereideamade Cat shrivel up insde. But he had nothing to sell except apair of
earrings that shouted that they belonged to someone dse. If he wrote to the Mayor of Wolvercote and
asked if he could have twenty pounds out of the Fund, the Mayor would only write to Chrestomanci to
ask why Cat wanted it. And then Chrestomanci would stare scathingly and say, " You went with
Gwendolen to buy dragons blood, Eric?' It was hopeless.

"Areyou feding well, Eric?' Mr. Saunders asked severd times.

"Oh, yes" Cat replied each time. Hewasfairly sure that having your mind in three places a once did not
count asillness, much asit fet likeit.

"Play soldiers?' Roger suggested after lessons.
Cat would have liked to, but he dared not |eave Janet on her own. "I've got to do something,” he said.

"With Gwendolen. | know," Roger said wearily. "Anyone would think you were her |€eft leg, or
something.”

Cat fet hurt. The annoying thing was that he knew Janet could have done without her left leg more easily
than she could have done without him. As he hurried after Janet to Gwendolen's room, he wished heartily
it wasredly Gwendolen he was hurrying after.

Inside the room, Janet was feverishly collecting things: Gwendolen's spdll books, the ornaments on the
mantel piece, the gold-backed brush and hand mirror off the dressing table, the jar on the bedside table,
and hdf the towels from the bathroom.

"What are you doing?' said Cat.
"Finding thingswe can sdll. Isthere anything you can bear to spare from your room?" said Janet.

"Don't look likethat. | know it amountsto stealing, but | get so desperate when | think of that horrible
Mr. Bisto going to Chrestomanci that | don't care anymore." She went to the wardrobe and rattled the
clothesdong therail. "Therésan awfully good coat in here."

"You'll need that on Sunday if it turns cold,” Cat said drearily. "I'll go and see what I've got— only
promise meto stay here until | come back."

"Sho' ting," said Janet. "1 daren't move widd-out you, bwana. But hurry up.”

There were fewer thingsin Cat's room, but he collected what he could find, and added the great sponge
from the bathroom. Hefdlt like acrimind. Janet and he wrapped their findsin two towels and crept
downgtairs with their chinking bundles, expecting someone to discover them any minute.



"| fed like athief with the swag," Janet whispered. " Someone's going to shine a searchlight any second,
and then the police will closein. Are there police here?!

"Yes" said Cat. "Do shut up."

But, as usua, there was no one about near the private door. They crept down the shiny passage and
peeped outside. The space by the rhododendrons was empty. They crept out towards them. Trees that
would hide Mr. Badam would hide them and their |oot.

They were three steps outside the door when amassed choir burst into song. Janet and Cat nearly
jumped out of their skins. "We belong to Chrestomanci Castle! We belong to Chrestomanci

Castle!" thundered forty voices. Some were deep, some were shrill, but all were very loud. They made a
shattering noise. It took them a second or so to redlize that the voices were coming from their bundles.

"Creegping antimacassard" said Janet.
They turned around and ran for the door again, with theforty voices bawling in their ears.

Miss Bessemer opened the door. She stood tall and narrow and purple, waiting for them to come
through it. There was nothing Janet and Cat could do but scuttle guiltily past her into the passage, where
they put their suddenly silent bundles down on the floor and steeled themselves for trouble.

"What an awful noise, my loves!" said Miss Bessamer. "I haven't heard thelike sinceaslly warlock tried
to burgle us. What were you doing?'

Janet did not know who the stately purple lady was. She was too scared to speak. Cat had to say
something. "We were wanting to play housesin thetree house," he said. "We needed some thingsfor it."
Hewas surprised how likely he made it sound.

"Y ou should havetold me, sillied" said Miss Bessemer. "I could have given you some thingsthat don't
mind being taken outside. Run and put those back, and I'll 1ook you out some nice furnishingsfor
tomorrow."

They crept dismally back to Janet'sroom. "l just can't get used to the way everything's magic here,” Janet
moaned. "It's getting me down. Who was that long purple lady? I'm offering even money shesa
sorceress.”

"Miss Bessemer. The housekeeper,” said Cat.

"Any hopethat shell give us splendid castoffs that will fetch twenty quid in the open market?" Janet
asked. They both knew that was unlikely. They were no nearer thinking of another way to earn twenty
pounds when the dressing gong went.

Cat had warned Janet what dinner was like. She had promised not to jump when footmen passed things
over her shoulder, and sworn not to try and talk about statues with Mr. Saunders. She assured Cat she
would not mind hearing Bernard talk of stocks and shares. So Cat thought that for once he could be
easy. He hel ped Janet dress and even had a shower himsdlf, and when they went into the drawing room,
he thought that they both did him credit.

But Mr. Saunders proved at last to have worn out his craze for statues. Instead, everyone began to talk
about identical twins, and then about exact doubles who were no relation. Even Bernard forgot to talk
about sharesin hisinterest in thisnew subject.

"Theredly difficult point,” he boomed, leaning forward with his eyebrows working up and down his



forehead, "is how such peoplefit in with aseries of other worlds."

And, to Cat'sdismay, the talk turned to other worlds. He might have been interested at any other time.
Now he dared not look at Janet, and could only wish that everyone would stop. But they talked eagerly,
al of them, particularly Bernard and Mr. Saunders. Cat learned that alot was known about other worlds.
Numbers had been visited. Those which were best known had been divided into sets, caled series,
according to the eventsin History which were the same in them. It was very uncommon for people not to
have at |east one exact double in aworld of the same series—usudly people had awhole string of
doubles, dl aong the st.

"But what about doubles outsde aseries?' Mr. Saunderssaid. "'l have at least one doublein Series
Three, and | suspect the existence of another in—"

Janet sat up sharply, gasping. "Cat, help! It'slike Sitting on ping”

Cat looked at Julia. He saw the little smile on her face, and the tail end of her handkerchief above the
table. "Change places," he whispered, feeling rather tired. He stood up. Everyone stared.

"All of which makes mefed that a satisfactory classification has not yet been found,” Mr. Saunders said,
asheturned Cat'sway.

"Do you think," said Cat, "that | could change places with JGwendolen, please? She can't quite hear
what Mr. Saundersis saying from there."

"Yes, andit'srivetingly interesting,” Janet gasped, shooting from her chair.
"If you find it essential," Chrestomanci said, alittle annoyed.

Cat sat in Janet's chair. He could fed nothing wrong with it. Juliaput her head down and gave him along,
unpleasant look, and her elbows worked as she crosdy untied her handkerchief. Cat saw that she was
going to hate him too, now. He sighed. It was one thing after another.

Nevertheless, when Cat fell adeep that night, he was not feding hopeless. He could not believe things
could get any worse—so they had to get better. Perhaps Miss Bessemer would give them something
very valuable, and they could sl it. Or, better ill, perhaps Gwendolen would be back when he woke
up, and aready solving dl his problems.

But when he went to Gwendolen'sroom in the morning, it was till Janet, struggling to tie her gartersand
saying over her shoulder, "These things are probably very bad for people. Do you wear them too? Or
arethey afemde torture? And one useful thing magic could do would be to hold one's stockings up. It
makes you think that witches can't be very practical.”

Shedidtalk alot, Cat thought. But it was better than having no one in Gwendolen's place.

At breakfadt, neither Mary nor Euphemiawere at dl friendly and, as soon as they |eft the room, one of
the curtains wrapped itself around Janet's neck and tried to strangle her. Cat took it away. It fought him
like alive thing because Juliawas holding both ends of her handkerchief and pulling hard on the knot.

"Oh, do stop it, Julial" he begged her.
"Yes, do," Roger agreed. "It'ssilly and it's boring. | need to enjoy my food in peace.”

"I'm quite willing to befriends" Janet offered.



"That makesoneof us," said Julia "No."

"Then be enemied” Janet snapped, amost in Gwendolen's manner. "I thought &t first that you might be
nice, but | can see now that you're just atedious, pigheaded, cold-hearted, horny-handed, cross-eyed

hag!"
That, of course, was calculated to make Juliaadore her.

Luckily, Mr. Saunders appeared earlier than usua. There had only been time for Janet's marmaade to
turn to orange worms, and change back again when Cat gave her hisinstead, and for Janet's coffeeto
become rich brown gravy, and turn to coffee again when Cat drank it, before Mr. Saunders stuck his

head around the door. At least, Cat thought it was lucky, until Mr. Saunders said, "Eric, Chrestomanci
wants to see you now, in hisstudy.”

Cat stood up. His stomach, full of charmed marmalade asit was, made an unusudly rapid descent to the
Cadtle cdlars. Chrestomanci's found out, he thought. He knows about the dragons blood and about
Janet, and he's going to look a me politely and— Oh, | do hope he isn't an enchanter!

"Where—where do | go?' he managed to say.
"Take him, Roger," said Mr. Saunders.
"And—and why?" Cat asked.

Mr. Saunders smiled. "Y oull find out. Off you go.”
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Chrestomanci's study was alarge, sun-filled room with booksin shelves al around it. There was a desk,
but Chrestomanci was not sitting at it. He was sprawled on a sofain the sun, reading a newspaper and
wearing agreen dressing gown with golden dragons on it. The gold embroidery of the dragons winked
and glittered in the sun. Cat could not take his eyes off them. He stood just insde the door, not daring to
go any farther, and he thought: He has found out about the dragons blood.

Chrestomanci looked up and smiled. "Don't look so frightened,” he said, laying down his newspaper.
"Come and st down."

He pointed to alarge leather armchair. It was dl in hisfriendliest way but, these days, Cat was surethis
meant precisely nothing. He was sure that the friendlier Chrestomanci seemed, the angrier this meant he
was. He stole over to thearmchair and sat iniit. It proved to be one of those deep, doping kind of chairs.
Cat did backwards down the dippery leather dope of its seat until he found he was having to look at
Chrestomanci from between hisknees. He felt quite defensdess. He thought he ought to say something,
S0 he whispered, ""Good morning.”

"You don't look asif you thought so," observed Chrestomanci. "No doubt you have your reasons. But
don't worry. Thisisn't exactly about the frog again. Y ou see, I've been thinking about you—"

"Oh, you needn't!" Cat said from hishdf-lying postion. Hefelt that if Chrestomanci wereto fix his
thoughts on something on the other side of the universe, it would hardly betoo far away.

"It didn't hurt much,” said Chrestomanci. "Thank you al the same. As| was saying, the frog affair set me
thinking. And though | fear you probably have aslittle mora sense as your wretched sigter, | wondered if
| could trust you. Do you think | can trust you?"



Cat had no ideawhere this could be leading, except that from the way Chrestomanci put it, he did not
seem to trust Cat very much. "Nobody's ever trusted me before,” Cat said cautioud y— except Janet, he
thought, and only because she had no choice.

"But it might beworth trying, don't you think?" suggested Chrestomanci. "l ask because I'm going to start
you on witchcraft lessons.”

Cat had smply not expected this. He was horrified. Hislegs waved about in the chair with the shock. He
managed to stop them, but he was till horrified. The moment Mr. Saunders started trying to teach him
magic, it would be obviousthat Cat had no witchcraft a al. Then Chrestomanci would start to think
about the frog al over again. Cat cursed the chance that had made Janet draw in her breath and caused
him to confess. "Oh, you mustn't do that!" he said. "It would be quite fatal. | mean, you can't trust me at
al. I'm black-hearted. I'm evil. It was living with Mrs. Sharp that did it. If | learned witchcraft, thereés no
knowing what 1'd do. Look what | did to Euphemia"

"That," said Chrestomanci, "isjust the kind of accident I'm anxiousto prevent. If you learn how and what
to do, yourefar lesslikely to makethat kind of mistake again.”

"Yes, but I'd probably do it on purpose,”" Cat assured him. "Y ou'll be putting the meansin my hands.”

"You haveit there anyway," Chrestomanci said. "And witchcraft will out, you know. No onewho hasit
canresst using it forever. What exactly makes you think you're so wicked?”'

That question rather stumped Cat. "1 stedl apples,” he said. "And," he suggested, "'l was quite keen on
some of the things Gwendolen did.”

"Oh, metoo," Chrestomanci agreed. "One wondered what she would think of next. How about her
procession of nasties? Or those four apparitions?”’

Cat shivered. Hefdt sick to think of them.

"Precisdy,” said Chrestomanci, and to Cat's dismay, he smiled warmly at him. "Right. Well let Michadl
gart you on Elementary Witchcraft on Monday.”

"Oh, please don't!" Cat struggled out of the dippery chair in order to plead better. "I'll bring aplague of
locusts. I'll be worse than Moses and Aaron.”

Chrestomanci said musingly, "It might be quite useful if you parted the waters of the English Channd.
Think of dl the seasicknessyou'd save. Don't be so alarmed. Weve no intention of teaching you to do
thingsthe way Gwendolen did.”

Cat trailed forlornly back to the schoolroom to find them having Geography. Mr. Saunders was raging at
Janet for not knowing where Atlantiswas.

"How wasl| to know it'swhat | call America?' Janet asked Cat at lunchtime. "Though, mind you, that
was alucky guesswhen | said it wasruled by the Incas. What's the matter, Cat? Y ou |ook ready to cry.
He's not found out about Mr. Biswas, has he?"

"No, but it'squite as bad,” said Cat, and he explained.

"Thiswasdl we needed!" said Janet. "Discovery threatenson all sdes. But it may not be quite as bad as
it seems, when | think. Y ou might be able to work up alittle magic if you practiced first. Let's see what
we can do after school with Gwendolen's books that the dear, kind girl so obligingly left us.”



Cat was quite glad when lessons started again. He was sick of changing plates with Janet, and Julias
handkerchief must have been worn to rags with the number of knotstied init. After lessons, he and Janet
collected the two magic books and took them up to Cat's room. Janet looked around it with admiration.

"| like thisroom much better than mine. It's cheerful. Mine makes mefed like the Slegping Beauty and
Cinderella, and they were both such sickeningly sweet girls. Now let's get down to work. What's aredly

amplespdl?’

They kndlt on thefloor, leafing through abook each. "1 wish | could find how to turn buttonsinto
sovereigns,” said Cat. "We could pay Mr. Badam then.”

"Don't talk about it," said Janet. "I'm at our wits end. How about this? 'Simple flotation exercise. Take
asmall mirror and lay it so that your faceisvisiblein it. Keeping face visible, move around
widder-shins three times, twice silently willing, the third time saying: "Rise little mirror, risein air,
riseto my head and then stay there." Mirror should then rise—' | think you ought to be able to
manage that, Cat."

"I'll have ago,” Cat said dubioudy. "What's widdershins?'
"Anticlockwise," said Janet. "That | do know."
"| thought it meant crawling,” Cat said humbly.

Janet looked at him congderingly. "I suppose you're quite smdl ill," she said, "but you do worry me
when you go al cowed. Has anyone done anything to you?'

"l don't think s0," Cat said, rather surprised. "Why?"'
"Wel, | never had abrother," said Janet. "Fetch amirror."”

Cat got the hand mirror from his chest of drawersand laid it carefully in the middle of thefloor. "Like
thet?"

Janet sighed. "That'swhat | mean. | knew you'd get it if | ordered you to. Do you mind not being so kind
and obedient? It makes me nervous. Anyway—" She took up the book. "Can you see your facein it?'

"Almost nothing dse,” said Cat.
"Funny. | can see my face," said Janet. "Can | doit, too?"
"You're morelikely to get it to work than | am,” said Cat.

So they both circled the mirror, and they said the words in chorus. The door opened. Mary camein.
Janet guiltily put the book behind her back.

"Yes, hereheis” Mary said. She stood aside to let a strange young man comeinto theroom. "Thisis
Will Suggins" she said. "He's Euphemias young man. He wantsto talk to you, Eric.”

Will Sugginswastal and burly and rather handsome. His clothes looked asiif he had brushed them
carefully after working in abakery al day. Hewas not friendly. "It was you turned Euphemiainto afrog,
wasit?' hesaid to Cat.

"Yes" said Cat. He dared say nothing else with Mary there.
"You'rerather smal," said Will Suggins. He seemed disgppointed about it. "Anyway," he said, "whatever



szeyou are, I'm not having Euphemiaturned into things. | take exception to it. Understand 7'
"I'm very sorry,” said Cat. "l won't do it again.”

"Too right you won't!" said Will Suggins. ™Y ou got off too light over this, by what Mary tellsme. I'm
going to teach you alesson you won't forget in ahurry.”

"No you're not!" said Janet. She marched up to Will Suggins and pushed Magic for Beginners
threateningly towards him. "Y oure three times his size, and he's said he's sorry. If you touch Cat, |
shdl—" Shetook the book out of Will Suggins chest in order to leaf hagtily throughiit. "I shall induce
complete immobility inthelegsand trunk.”

"And very pretty | shdl look, I'm surel” Will Suggins said, much amused. "How are you going to do that
without your witcheraft, may | ask? And if you did, | daresay | could get out of it fast enough. I'm afair
warlock mysdlf. Though," he said, turning to Mary, "you might have warned me hewasthissmall.”

"Not so small where witchcraft and mischief are concerned,” said Mary. "Neither of them are. They'rea
pair of red bad lots."

"Wel, I'll doit by witchcraft then. I'm easy,” said Will Suggins. He searched in the pockets of hisdightly
floury jacket. "Ah!" he said, and fetched out what seemed to be alump of dough. For amoment he
shaped it vigoroudy in both powerful hands. Then herolled it into aball and threw it at Cat'sfeet. It
landed on the carpet with asoft plop. Cat looked at it in great gpprehension, wondering what it was
Supposed to do.

"Thet'll liethere," said Will Suggins, "until three o'clock Sunday. Sunday's a bad time to be at witchcraft,
but it'smy free day. | shall bewaiting for you then in Bedlam Field, in theform of atiger. | make agood
tiger. You can turn yoursdlf into something aslarge asyou like, or smadl and fagt, if you prefer, and I'll
teach you that |esson whatever you are. But if you don't come to Bedlam Field in the form of something,
that lump of dough will start to work and you'll be afrog yourself—for aslong as| fed like kegping you
that way. Right, Mary. I'm through now."

Will Sugginsturned and marched out of the room. Mary followed him, but she was unableto resist
putting her head back around the door to say, "And see how you like that, Eric!" before she shut it.

Cat and Janet |ooked at one another and then at the lump of dough. "What am | going to do?" said Cat.

Janet threw her book onto Cat's bed and tried to pick up the lump of dough. But it had grown to the
carpet. She could not shift it. "Y ou'd only get thisup by cutting aholein thefloor,” she said. "Cat, this
getsworse and worse. If you'll forgive my saying so, I've stopped loving your sugar-coated sister even
onetiny bit!"

"It wasmy fault,” said Cat. "'l shouldn't have lied about Euphemia. That'swhat got me in this mess, not
Gwendolen.”

"Messis not astrong enough word," said Janet. "On Sunday, you get mauled by atiger. On Monday, it
comes out that you can't do magic. And if the whole story doesn't come out then, it will on Wednesday,
when Mr. Bedlam calsfor hismoney. Do you think Fate has something up its deeve for Tuesday too? |
supposeif you go to meet him on Sunday in the form of yourself, he can't hurt you much, can he? It's
better than waiting to be turned into afrog.”

"I'd better do that," Cat agreed, looking at that ominous lump of dough. "I wish | redlly could turninto
things, though. 1'd go asaflea. Hed scratch himsdf to bitstrying to find me."



Janet laughed. "Let's seeif therésagpell for it." Sheturned around to fetch Magic for Beginners and hit
her head on the mirror. It was hanging in the air, level with her forehead. "Cat! One of us did it! Look!"

Cat looked, without much interest. He had too much else on hismind. "I expect it wasyou. Y ou'rethe
same as Gwendolen, so you're bound to be able to work spells. But changing into thingswon't bein
either of those books. That's Advanced Magic.”

"Then I'll do the spell to get the mirror down,” said Janet. "Not that | want to be awitch. Themore | see
of witchcraft, the more it seemsjust an easy way to be nasty.”

She had opened the book, when there was aknock at the door. Janet seized the chair beside Cat's bed
and stood on it, so asto hide the mirror. Cat hastily dropped to one knee on top of the lump of dough.
Neither of them wanted any moretrouble.

Janet doubled Magic for Beginners insde out so that it could have been any book, and waved it at Cat.
"*Come into the garden, Maud,™ she proclaimed.

Taking thisas an invitation, Miss Bessemer opened the door and came in. She was carrying an armful of
things, with a chipped tegpot hanging off one finger. "The furnishings| promised you, loves," she said.

"Oh," said Janet. "Oh, thanks very much. We were just having a poetry reading, you know."

"And | made sure you were talking to me!" Miss Bessemer said, laughing. "My name's Maud. Will these
beadl right on the bed?"

"Yes, thanks," said Cat.

Neither of them dared move. They twisted around to watch Miss Bessemer dump the armful on the bed
and, still twisted, they thanked her profusely. As soon as Miss Bessemer had gone, they dived to seeff,
by any blessed chance, any of the pile was vauable. Nothing was. As Janet said, if they really had
wanted to play houses, two stools and an old carpet would have been just the thing, but from asdlling
point of view, they werejust adead |oss.

"It was kind of her to remember," Cat said as he packed the hegp into his cupboard.

"Except that now well have to remember to play houseswith them," Janet said morosely. "Asif we
hadn't enough to do. Now, | will get thismirror down. | will!"

But the mirror refused to come down. Janet tried all three spellsin both books, and it still stayed hanging
intheair leve with her head.

"Youtry, Cat," said Janet. "We can't leave it there."

Cat roused himsdf from gloomily staring at the bal of dough. It was ill round. There was no sign that he
had kndlt on it, and that alarmed him. He knew it must be avery strong charm. But when Janet appealed
to him, he sighed and reached up to pull the mirror down. His experience with Julia had taught him that a
ample spell could usudly be broken quite smply.

The mirror refused to descend an inch. But it did about in the air. Cat was interested. He hung onto it
with both hands, pushed off with hisfeet, and went traveling across the room in amost agreesble way.

"Thet looksfun," said Janet.

"Itis" sad Cat. "Youtry."



They played with the mirror for some time after that. It could go asfast asthey could pushiit, and it took
the weight of both of them easily. Janet discovered that the best ride was to be had by standing on the
chest of drawers and jumping. Then, provided you kept your feet up, you could swing across the room
and land on Cat's bed. They were whirling together across the carpet, tangled up and laughing agood
deal, when Roger knocked at the door and camein.

"| say, that'sagood ideal" he said. "Weve never thought of that. Can | haveago? And | met apeculiar
cross-eyed man in the village, Gwendolen, and he gave methis|etter for you."

Cat dropped off onto the carpet and took the letter. It was from Mr. Nostrum. Cat recognized the
writing. He was s0 pleased that he said to Roger, "Have twenty goesif you want!" and rushed up to
Janet with the letter. "Read it, quick! What doesit say?"

Mr. Nostrum could get them out of their troubles. He might not be much of a necromancer, but he was
surely ableto turn Cat into aflea, if Janet asked him nicely. He would certainly have acharm that could
make Cat look asif he could do magic. And though Mr. Nostrum was not rich, his brother William was.
He could lend Cat twenty pounds, if he thought he was hel ping Gwendolen.

Cat sat on the bed beside Janet and they read the letter, while Roger trundled about the room dangling
from the mirror and chuckling placidly at what fun it was. Mr. Nostrum wrote:

My dear and favorite pupil,

| am here, domiciled at the White Hart Inn. It is most important—/ repeat, of the utmost
importance—that you come to me here on Saturday afternoon, bringing your brother to be
briefed by me.

Your affectionate and proud teacher, Henry Nostrum
At this, Janet looked nervous and mystified and moaned gently.
"I hopeit's not bad news," Roger said, sailing past with hisfeet hooked up behind him.

"No, it'sthe best newswe could have had!" Cat said. He dug Janet in the ribs to make her smile. She
smiled dutifully, but he could not make her see that it was good news, even when he had achanceto
explan.

"If he taught Gwendolen, hell know I'm not her,” she said. "And if he doesn't know, he won't understand
why you want to be turned into aflea. It isan odd thing to go and ask, even in thisworld. And hed want
to know why | couldn't do it to you. Couldn't wetell him the truth?"

"No, because it's Gwendolen he'sfond of " Cat explained. Something told him that Mr. Nostrum would
be amogt aslittle pleased as Chrestomanci to find that Gwendolen had departed for another world. "And
he's got some kind of plansfor her."

"Yes, thisbriefing," Janet said irritably. "He obvioudy thinks | know al about it. If you ask me, Cat, it's
just one more damned thing!"

Nothing could convince Janet that salvation was a hand. Cat was quite sure it was. He went to deep
rgjoicing, and woke up happy. He still felt happy, even when he trod on the lump of dough and it was
cold and froglike under hisfoot. He covered it up with Magic for Beginners. Then he had to turn his
attention to the mirror. It would keep drifting out into the middle of the room. Cat had to tether it to the
bookcase with his Sunday bootlace in the end.



He found Janet less happy than ever. Julias latest ideawas amosquito. It met Janet as she cameinto
breakfast, and it kept with her, whining in and biting, al through lessons, until Cat swatted it with his
arithmetic book. What with this, and nasty looks from both Juliaand Mary, and then having to meet Mr.
Nostrum, Janet became both peevish and miserable.

"It'sdl right for you," she said morbidly, asthey tramped down the avenue on their way to the village that
afternoon. "Y ou've been brought up with al thismagic and you're used to it. But I'm not. And what
scaresmeisthat it'sforever. And it scares me even morethat it isn't forever. Suppose Gwendolen gets
tired of her new world and decides to move on again? When that happens, off we shall be dragged, a
whole string of usdoubles, and I'll be having to cope in her world, and you'll have al your troubles over
again with anew one."

"Oh, I'm sure that won't happen,” Cat said, rather Sartled at the possibility. " She's bound to come back
soon."

"Oh, is she?' said Janet. They came through the gates, and again mothers snatched children out of their
sght, and the village green emptied asthey reached it. "I wish | was back at home!" Janet wailed, amost
intears a the way everyone ran away.
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They were ushered into a private parlor in the White Hart. Mr. Henry Nostrum rolled pompoudy to meet
them.

"My dear young friendsl" He put his hands on Janet's shoulders and kissed her. Janet started backwards,
knocking her hat over one ear. Cat was alittle shaken. He had forgotten Mr. Nostrum's seedy, shabby
look, and the weird effect of hiswandering left eye. "Sit down, sit down!" said Mr. Nostrum heartily.
"Have some ginger beer."

They sat down. They sipped ginger beer, which neither of them liked. "What did you want me for, aswell
as Gwendolen?" Cat asked.

"Because," said Mr. Nostrum, "to come straight to the point and not to beat about the bush, we find, as
we rather feared we would, that we are quite unable to make use of those three sgnatures which you
were kind enough to donate to me for services rendered in the tuition line. The Person Who Inhabits That
Cadtle Yonder, whose name | disdain to say, Sgns his name under unbreakable protections. Y ou may
cdl it prudent of him. But | fear it necesstates our using Plan Two. Which waswhy, my dear Cat, we
were o glad to arrange for you to live at the Cagtle.”

"What is Plan Two?' said Janet.

Mr. Nostrum's odd eye dipped sideways across Janet's face. He did not seem to realize she was not
Gwendolen. Perhaps his wandering eye did not see very well. "Plan Twoisjust as| described it to you,
my dear Gwendolen,”" he said. "We have not changed it one whit."

Janet had to try another way to find out what he was talking about. She was getting quite good at it. "'l
want you to describeit to Cat, though,” she said. "He doesn't know about it, and he may need to
because—-because most unfortunately they've taken my witchcraft avay.”

Mr. Nostrum wagged a playful finger a her. ™Y es, naughty girl. I've been hearing things about you in the
village. A sad thing to lose, but let us hopeit will only be temporary. Now—as to explaining to Y oung
Chant—how shall | best go about it?" He thought, smoothing hisfrizzy wings of hair, as his habit was.



Somehow, the way he did it showed Cat that whatever Mr. Nostrum was going to tell him, it would not
be quite the truth. It wasin the movement of Mr. Nostrum's hands, and in the very st of hissilver
watch-chain across his shabby, rounded wai stcoat.

"Well, Young Chant," said Mr. Nostrum, "thisisthe matter in anutshell. Thereisagroup, aclique, a
collection of people, headed by the Magter of the Castle, who are behaving very sdlfishly in connection
with witcheraft. They are keeping dl the best things to themsalves, which of course makesthem very
dangerous—a threat to al witches, and alooming disaster to ordinary people. For instance, take
dragons blood. Y ou know that it is banned. These people, with That Person at their head, had it banned,
and yet—mark thiswell, Y oung Chant— they useit daily themsalves. And—hereis my point—they
keep tight control of the waysto get to the worlds where dragons blood comes from. An ordinary
necromancer like myself can only get it a great risk and expense, and our exotic suppliers haveto
endanger themselvesto get it for us. And the same goes for dmost any product from another world.

"Now, | ask you, Young Chant, isthisfair? No. And I'll tell you why not, young Eric. It isnot fair that the
ways to other worlds should bein the hands of afew. That isthe crux of the matter: the waysto other
worlds. We want them opened up, made free to everyone. And that iswhere you comein, Y oung Chant.
The best and easiest way, the broadest Gateway to Elsawhere, if | may put it likethat, isacertain
enclosed garden in the grounds of thissaid Castle. | expect you have been forbidden to enter it—"

"Yes" sad Cat. "We have been.”

"And consder how unfair!” said Mr. Nostrum. "The Master of That Place usesit every day and travels
where he pleases. So what | want you to do, Y oung Chant, and thisisal Plan Two amountsto, isto go
into that garden at two-thirty precisely on Sunday afternoon. Can you promise meto do that?"

"What good would that do?" asked Cat.

"It would break the sedl of enchantment these dastardly persons have set on the Gateways to
Elsewhere,” Mr. Nostrum said.

"I've never quite understood,” Janet said, with avery convincing wrinklein her forehead, "how Cat could
break the sedsjust by going into the garden.”

Mr. Nostrum looked alittleirritated. "By being an ordinary innocent lad, of course. My dear Gwendolen,
| have stressed to you over and over again the importance of having an innocent lad at the center of Plan
Two. You must understand.”

"Oh, I do, | do," Janet said hatily. "And hasit to be this Sunday at two-thirty?'

"Aseveris" sad Mr. Nostrum, smiling again. "It'sagood strong time. Will you do that for us, Y oung
Chant? Will you, by thissmple act, set your sister and people like her free—freeto do asthey need in
the practice of magic?'

"I'll get into troubleif I'm caught,” said Cat.

"A bit of boyish cunning will see you through. Then, never fear, well take care of you afterwards," Mr.
Nostrum persuaded.

"l suppose | cantry,” said Cat. "But do you think you can help me abit in return? Do you think your
brother could very kindly lend us twenty pounds by next Wednesday?'

A vague, though affable, look affected Mr. Nostrum's | eft eye. It pointed benevolently to the farthest
corner of the parlor. "Anything you please, dear boy. Just get into that garden, and the fruits of al the



worldswill beyoursfor the picking.”

"I need to be afleahaf an hour later, and | want to look asif | can do magic on Monday," said Cat.
"That'sdl | need, gpart from the twenty pounds.”

"Anything, anything! Just get into that garden for us," said Mr. Nostrum expansively.

With that, it seemed Cat and Janet had to be content. Cat made severa effortsto fix Mr. Nostrumin a
definite promise, but all he would say was, "Just get into that garden.” Janet looked at Cat and they got
up to go.

"Let usgossip,” suggested Mr. Nostrum. "I have at least two items of interest to you."
"We haven't time" Janet lied firmly. "Come on, Cat."

Mr. Nostrum was used to Gwendolen being equally firm. He got up and led them to the Inn door like
royaty and waved to them asthey went out onto the green. "I'll see you on Sunday," he called after
them.

"No you won't!" Janet whispered. Keeping her head down so that Gwendolen's broad hat hid her from
Mr. Nostrum, she whispered to Cat, "Cat, if you do one thing that unbelievably dishonest man wants,
you'll beafool! | know hetold you a pack of lies. | don't know what he'sredlly after, but please don't do
it

"l know—" Cat was beginning, when Mr. Baslam got up from abench outside the White Hart and
shambled after them.

"Wait!" he puffed, rolling beer fumes over them. "Y oung lady, young sir, | hope you're bearing in mind
what | said to you. Wednesday. Don't forget Wednesday."

"No fear. It haunts my dreams,” said Janet. "Please. Were busy, Mr. Bustle”

They walked quickly away acrossthe green. The only other living soul in sight was Will Suggins, who
came out of the backyard of the bread shop in order to stare meaningly after them.

"| think I've got to do what hewants," Cat said.

"Dont," said Janet. "Though | must say | can't see what else we can do.”
"About the only thing left isrunning away,” said Cat.

"Then let's do that—at once," said Janet.

They did not exactly run. They walked briskly out of the village on the road Cat thought pointed nearest
to Wolvercote. When Janet objected that Wolvercote was the first place anyone at the Castle would
think of looking, Cat explained about Mrs. Sharp's grand contactsin London. He knew Mrs. Sharp
would smuggle them away somewhere, and no questions asked. He made himself very homesick by
talking of Mrs. Sharp. He missed her dreadfully. He trudged a ong the country road, wishing it was
Coven Street and wishing Janet was not walking beside him making objections.

"Wdl, you may beright,” Janet said, "and | don't know where else we could go. How do we get to
Wolvercote? Hitchhike?' When Cat did not understand, she explained that it meant getting lifts by waving
your thumb.

"That would save alot of walking," Cat agreed.



Theroad he had chosen shortly turned into avery country lane, rutted and grassy and lined with high
hedges hung with red bryony berries. There was no traffic of any kind.

Janet managed not to point this out. "One thing," she said. "If we're going to make aproper go of this, do
promise me you won't happen to mention Y ou Know Who." When Cat did not understand this either,
she explained, "The man Mr. Nostrum kept calling That Person and the Magter of the Castle—you
know!"

"Oh," said Cat. "Y ou mean Chrest—"

"Quiet!" bawled Janet. "I do mean him, and you mustn't say it. He's an enchanter and he comes when
you cal him, stupid! Just think of the way that Mr. Nostrum was scared siff to say his name.”

Cat thought about this. Gloomy and homesick as he was, he was hot anxious to agree with anything Janet
said. Shewas not redly hissgter, after al. Besides, Mr. Nostrum had not been telling the truth. And
Gwendolen had never said Chrestomanci was an enchanter. She would surely never have dared do al
the magic she did if she thought hewas. "I don't believe you," he said.

"All right. Don't," said Janet. "Just don't say hisname.”
"l don't mind," said Cat. "I hope | never see him again anyway."

Thelane grew wilder asthey walked. It was a crisp, warm afternoon. There were nutsin the hedges and
great bushes of blackberries. Before they had gone another haf mile, Cat found hisfedings had changed
entirely. Hewas free. Histroubles had been left behind. He and Janet picked the nuts, which were just
ripe enough to est, and laughed agood deal over cracking them. Janet took her hat off-—as shetold Cat
repeatedly, she hated hats—and they tilled the crown of it with blackberries for later on. They laughed
when the juice oozed through the hat and dripped down Janet's dress.

"l think running away isfun,” said Cat.

"Wait till we're spending the night in arat-infested barn,” said Janet. "Hitterings and squesk-ings. Are
there ghouls and goblinsin thiswor—? Oh, look! Theré'sacar coming! Thumb—no, wave. They
probably don't understand thumbing.”

They waved furioudy at the big black car that was whispering and bouncing along the ruts towards them.
Totheir ddight, it Sghed to a stop beside them. The nearest window rolled down. They got avery rude
shock when Julia put her head out of it.

Juliawas pae and agitated. "Oh please come back!" she said. "'l know you ran away because of me, and
I'm sorry! | swear | won't do it anymore!”

Roger put his head out of the back window. "1 kept telling her you would,” he said. "And she didn't
believe me. Do come back. Please.”

The driver's door had opened by then. Millie came hurrying around the long bonnet of the car. She
looked much more homely than usual, because her skirts were looped up for driving and she was
wearing stout shoes and an old hat. She was as agjitated as Julia. When she reached Janet and Cat, she
flung an arm around each of them and hugged them so hard and thankfully that Cat nearly fell over.

"Y ou poor darlings! Another time you get unhappy, you must come and tell me at once\ And what athing
too! | was s0 afraid you'd got into real trouble, and then Juliatold meit was her. I'm extremely vexed
with her. A girl did that to me once and | know how miserable it made me. Now, please, please come
back. I've got a surprise waiting for you at the Castle.”



There was nothing Cat and Janet could do but climb into the back of the car and be driven back to the
Cadtle. They were miserable. Cat's misery was increased by the fact that he began to fed sick from the
moment Millie started to bump the car backwards down the lane to a gate where she could turn it. The
smell of blackberry coming from Janet's squashy hat made him fed worse.

Millie, Roger, and Juliawere very relieved to have found them. They chattered joyfully the whole way.
Through his sickness, Cat got the impression that, although none of them said so, what they were
particularly glad about was to have found Janet and Cat before Chrestomanci came to hear they were
gone. Thisdid not make either Cat or Janet fed any better.

In five minutes, the car had whispered up the avenue and stopped at the main door of the Castle. The
butler opened it for them just, Cat thought sadly, as Gwendolen would have wished. The butler,
furthermore, ceremonioudy took Janet's leaking hat away from her. "I'll see that these get to Cook," he
sad.

Millietold Janet that her dresswould just pass muster and hurried them to what was called the Little
Drawing Room. "Which means, of course, that it'samere seventy feet square,” shesaid. "Goin. Teawill
be therefor you."

They went in. In the middle of the big, square room, awispy, skinny woman in beaded black clotheswas
stting nervoudy on the edge of agilded chair. She jumped around when the door opened.

Cat forgot hefelt sick. "Mrs. Sharp!" he shouted, and ran to hug her.

Mrs. Sharp was overjoyed, in spite of her nervousness. "It's my Cat, then! Here, stand back, let me look
at you, and you too, Gwendolen, love. My word, you do wear fine clothesto go playing about in! You're
fatter, Cat. And Gwendolen, you've gonethin. | can understand that, dear, believe me! And would you
just look at the teathey've brought for the three of ugl"

It was amarvelous tea, even better than the teaon the lawn. Mrs. Sharp, in her old greedy way, settled
down to eat as much as she could, and to gossip hard. "Y es, we came up on the train yesterday, Mr.
Nostrum and me. After | got your postcard, Cat, | couldn't rest till I'd had alook at you both, and seeing
as how my contacts and other things have been paying nicdly, | felt | owed it to myself. They treated me
like royaty when | turned up here a the door too. | can't fault them. But | wish | cared for it inthis
Cadle. Tdl me, Gwendolen, love, doesit get you like it gets me?”

"How doesit get you?"' Janet asked cautioudy.

"I'm nerves dl over," saidd Mrs. Sharp. "'l fedl weak and jumpy as akitten—and that reminds me, Cat, but
I'll tell you later. I1t'sso quiet here. | kept trying to think what it was before you came— and you were a
long time, my loves—and at last it cameto me. It's an enchantment, that'swhet it is, aterrible strong one
too, againgt uswitches. | said, This Castle does not love witches, that'swhat it is!' and | felt for you,
Gwendolen. Make him send you to school away somewhere. Y ou'd be happier.”

She chattered on. She was delighted to see them both, and she kept giving Cat particularly proud and
affectionate looks. Cat thought she had convinced herself she had brought him up from ababy. After dl,
she had known him since he was born.

"Tel usabout Coven Street,” he said yearningly.

"l was coming to that," said Mrs. Sharp. ™Y ou remember Miss Larkins? Bad-tempered girl with red hair
who used to tell fortunes? | never thought much of her mysdlf. But someone did. She'sbeen set up by a
grateful client inaSalon in Bond Street. Coven Street's not good enough for her anymore. The luck some



people have! But I've had a stroke of luck mysdlf too. | told you in my lette—didn't |, Cat>—about
being given five poundsfor that old cat you turned our Cat'sfiddle into, Gwendolen. Wedll, he was ever
such afunny little man who bought him. While we were waiting to catch the old cat—you know how he
never would comeif you wanted him—thislittle man kept at me, telling me al about stocks and shares
and capita investment and such like. Things | never could understand. He told me what | ought to be
doing with that five pound he was giving me, and making my head go around with it. Well, I didn't think
too much of it, but | thought I'd have ago. And | did what he said, asfar as| could remember. And do
you know, that five pounds has brought in one hundred! One hundred pounds, he got me!™

"He must have been afinancid wizard," Janet said.

She meant it as ajoke to cheer hersalf up. She needed cheering up for severa reasons. But Mrs. Sharp
took her literdly. "He was, my dear! Y ou're always so clever. | know he was, because | told Mr.
Nostrum, and Mr. Nostrum did exactly what | did with five pounds of his own—or it may have been
more—and he lost every penny of it. And another thing—"

Cat watched Mrs. Sharp as she chattered on. He was puzzled and sad. He was till just asfond of Mrs.
Sharp. But he knew it would have been no use whatsoever running away to her. She was aweak,
dishonest person. She would not have helped them. She would have sent them back to the Castle and
tried to get money out of Chrestomanci for doing it. And the London contacts she was boagting of at that
moment were just boasts. Cat wondered how much he had changed inside—and why he had—enough
to know dl this. But he did know, just as surely asif Mrs. Sharp had turned around in her gilded chair
and assured him of it hersdf, and it upset him.

AsMrs. Sharp cameto the end of the food, she seemed to become very nervous. Perhaps the Castle
was getting her down. At length she got up and took a nervoustrot to the distant window,
absent-mindedly taking her teacup with her.

"Come and explain thisview," shecaled. "It'sso grand | can't undergtand it." Cat and Janet obligingly
went over to her. Whereupon Mrs. Sharp became astounded to find she had an empty teacup in her
hand. "Oh, look at this," she said, shaking with nervousness. "I'll be carrying it away with meif I'm not
caeful.”

"You'd better not," said Cat. "It's bound to be charmed. Everything you take outsde shouts where it
camefrom.”

"Isthat s0?" All of aflutter, Mrs. Sharp passed Janet her cup and followed it up, very guiltily, with two
slver spoons and the sugar tongs out of her handbag. "There, dear. Would you mind taking those back
to the table?' Janet set off acrossthe yards of carpet and, as soon as she was out of hearing, Mrs. Sharp
bent and whispered, "Have you talked to Mr. Nostrum, Cat?"

Cat nodded.

Mrs. Sharp at once became nervousin amuch more genuine way. "Don't do what he says, love," she
whispered. "Not on any account. Y ou hear me? It's awicked, crying shame, and you're not to do it!"
Then, as Janet came dowly back—sd owly, because she could see Mrs. Sharp had something private to
say to Cat—Mrs. Sharp burst out artificialy, "Oh, those great immemoria oaks! They must be older than
| am!"

"They're cedars,” was dl Cat could think of to say.

"Well, that was anicetea, my loves, and lovely to seeyou,” said Mrs. Sharp. "And I'm glad you warned
me about those spoons. It's amean, wicked trick, enchanting property, | awaysthink. | must be going



now. Mr. Nostrum's expecting me." And go Mrs. Sharp did, through the Castle hall and away down the
avenue with such speed that it was clear she was glad to go.

"Y ou can seethe Castleredly upsets her," Janet said, watching Mrs. Sharp'strotting black figure. "There
isthisquiet. | know what she means. But | think it's cheerful—or it would be if everything €lse wasn't 0
miserable. Cat, it would have been no good running away to her, I'm afraid.”

"l know," said Cat.
"I thought you did," said Janet.

She was wanting to say more, but they were interrupted by Roger and Julia. Juliawas so contrite and
trying so hard to be friendly that neither Janet nor Cat had the heart to go off on their own. They played
with hand mirrorsinstead. Roger fetched the mirror tethered to Cat's bookcase, and collected hisown
and Julia's and Gwendolen'stoo. Juliatook afirm little reef in that handkerchief of hersand sent al four
aoft in the playroom. Until supper, they had great fun whizzing around the playroom, not to speak of up
and down the passage outside.

Supper wasin the playroom that evening. There were gueststo dinner again downstairs. Roger and Julia
knew, but no one had mentioned it to Cat and Janet for fear the supposed Gwendolen might try to ruin it

agan.

"They dways entertain alot in the month before Halloween," Juliasaid asthey finished the blackberry tart
Cook had made specidly out of Janet's hatful. "Shal we play soldiers now, or mirrorsagain?'

Janet was signaling so hard that she had something urgent to say that Cat had to refuse. "I'm awfully
sorry. Weve got to talk about something Mrs. Sharp told us. And don't say Gwendolen owns me. It's
not thet at all."

"Weforgiveyou," Roger said. "We might forgive Gwendolen too, with luck.”
"Well come back when I've said it," said Janet.
They hurried along to her room, and Janet locked the door in case Euphemiatried to comein.

"Mrs. Sharp said | wasn't on any account to do what Mr. Nostrum says,” Cat told her. "I think she came
oecidly totell me"

"Yes, she'sfond of you," said Janet. "Oh—oh— oh drat!" She clasped her hands behind her back and
marched up and down with her head bent. She looked so like Mr. Saunders teaching that Cat started to
laugh. "Bother," said Janet. "Bother, bother, bother bother botherbotherbother!” She marched some
more. "Mrs. Sharp isahighly dishonest person, dmost as bad as Mr. Nostrum, and probably worse than
Mr. Bigtro, soif she thinksyou oughtn't to do it, it must be bad. What are you laughing about?"

"Y ou keep getting Mr. Badam's namewrong," said Cat.

"He doesn't deserve to have it got right,” Janet said, marching on. "Oh, confusticate Mrs. Sharp! After |
saw shewasn't any good for any kind of help, | wasin such despair that | suddenly saw theidea way
out—and she's stopped it. Y ou seg, if that garden isaway to go to other worlds, you and | could go
back to my world, and you could live there with me. Don't you think that was a good idea? Y ou'd be
safe from Chrestomanci and Mr. Badlamb, and I'm sure Will Suggins couldn't turn you into afrog there,
ether, could he?'

"No," Cat said dubioudy. "But | don't think Mr. Nostrum wastdling quite the truth. All sorts of things



could bewrong."

"Don't | know it!" said Janet. "Especidly after Mrs. Sharp. Mum and Dad would be another difficulty
too—though I'm sure they'd like you when they understood. They must be fearfully puzzled by my Dear
Replacement by now, asitis. And | did have a brother, who died when he was born, so perhapsthey'd
think you were his Dear Replacement.”

"That'sfunny!" said Cat. "I nearly died being born too.”

"Then you must be him," said Janet, swinging around at the end of her march. "They'd be ddighted—I
hope. And the best of it would have been that Gwendolen would have been dragged back hereto face
the music—and serve her right! Thisisdl her fault.”

"No, itisn't," said Cat.

"Yes itid" said Janet. " She did magic when she was forbidden to, and gave Mr. Blastoff dud earrings
for something she wasn't supposed to have anyway, and dragged me here, and turned Euphemiainto a
frog, and got you into an even worse mess than I'min. Will you stop being so loya for amoment and
notice!"

"It'sno good getting angry,” said Cat, and he sighed. He missed Gwendolen even more than he had
missed Mrs. Sharp.

Janet sighed too, but with exasperation. She sat down at the dressing table with athump and stared into
her own cross face. She pushed its nose up and crossed her eyes. She had been doing this every spare
minute. It relieved her fedings about Gwendolen alittle.

Cat had been thinking. "1 think it'sagood idea," he said dolefully. "Wed better go to the garden. Buit |
think you need some kind of magic to go to another world."

"Thuswe find oursalves sumped,” said Janet. "It's dangerous, and we can't anyway. But they'd taken
Gwendolen'switchcraft away, and she did it. How? That's been puzzling mealot.”

"| expect she used dragons blood,” said Cat. "She still had that. Mr. Saunders hasawhole jar of
dragons blood up in hisworkshop."

"Why didn't you say 07" Janet yelled, jumping around on her stool.

Sheredly might have been Gwendolen. At the sight of her fierce face Cat missed Gwendolen more than
ever. He resented Janet. She had been ordering him about all day. Then shetried to make out it was all
Gwendolen'sfault. He shrugged mulishly and went very unhdpful. Y ou didn't ask.”

"But can you get some?"
"Maybe. But," Cat added, "I don't want to go to another world, redly.”

Janet drew along, quiet breath and managed not to tell him to stay and be turned into afrog then. She
made avery ingenious face at the mirror and counted up to ten. "Cat," she said carefully, "weredly arein
such amess herethat | can't see any other way out. Can you?'

"No," Cat admitted grudgingly. "l said I'd go."

"And thank you, dear Janet, for your kind invitation, | notice," Janet said. To her rdlief, Cat grinned. "But
well haveto be hideoudy careful about going,” she said, "because | suspect that if Chrestomanci doesn't



know what we're doing, Milliewill."
"Millie?" said Cat.

"Millie," said Janet. "1 think she'sawitch." She ducked her head down and fiddled with the gold-backed
hairbrush. "'l know you think | go around seeing sorcery everywhere with my nasty, suspicious mind, like
you did about Chrestomanci, but | reglly am sure, Cat. A swest, kind honey of awitch, if you like. But
sheis one. How dse did she know we were running away this afternoon?”

"Because Mrs. Sharp came and they wanted us," Cat said, puzzled.

"But we'd only been gone for an hour or so, and we could have been just going blackberrying. We hadn't
even taken our nightclothes,” Janet explained. "Now do you see?’

Though Cat was indeed sure that Janet had an obsession about witcheraft, and he was still feding sulky
and unhelpful, he could not help seeing that Janet had apoint. "A very nice witch, then," he conceded. "'l
don't mind."

"But, Cat, you do see how difficult she's going to makeit," Janet said. "Do you?Y ou know, you should
be called Mule, not Cat. If you don't want to know athing, you don't. How did you get to be caled Cat

anyway?"
"That was just ajoke Gwendolen made,” said Cat. "She dways said I'd got nine lives."

"Gwendolen made jokes?" Janet asked unbdievingly. She stopped, with an arrested look, and turned
diffly away fromthe mirror.

"Not usudly,” said Cat.

"Great heavens! | wonder!" said Janet. "In this place, where every other thing turns out to be enchanted,
it dmost must be! In which case, how horriblel™ She pushed the mirror up until the glass faced the cailing,
jumped off the stool, and raced to the wardrobe. She dragged Gwendolen's box out of it and sorted
fiercely through it. "Oh, | do hope I'm wrong! But I'm amost sure there were nine.”

"Ninewhat?' asked Cat.

Janet had found the bundle of letters addressed to Miss Caroline Chant. The red book of matcheswas
tucked in front of it. Janet took the little book carefully out and chucked the letters back in the box. "Nine
matches," she said, as she opened the book. "And there are too! Oh, good Lord, Cat! Five of them are
burned. Look."

She held the book out to Cat. He saw there were indeed nine matchesin it. The heads of thefirst two
were black. The third was charred right down to the base. The fourth had ablack head again. But the
fifth had burned so fiercely that the paper behind was singed and there was a hole in the sandpaper
beneath it. It was awonder the whole book had not caught fire—or at least the last four matches. They
were as new, however. Their heads were bright red, with yellowish oily paper below, and bright white
cardboard below that.

"It doeslook like acharm of somekind,” Cat said.
"I know itis," said Janet. "These are your ninelives, Cat. How did you cometo lose so many?"

Cat smply could not believe her. He was feding surly and resistant anyway, and thiswas too much.
"They can't be," he said. Even if he had ninelives, he knew he could only havelost three, and that was



counting the time Gwendolen gave him cramps. The other two would be when he was born and on the
paddleboat. But, as he thought this, Cat found he was remembering those four apparitions coming from
the flaming bowl to join Gwendolen's gruesome procession. One had been ababy, one wet. The crippled
one had seemed to have cramps. But why had there been four of them, when five matches were
burned?

Cat began shivering, and this made him al the more determined to prove Janet wrong.
"Y ou couldn't have died in the night once or twice without noticing?' Janet wondered.

"Of course| didn't." Cat reached down and took the book. "L ook, I'll proveit to you." Hetore the sixth
match off and dragged it aong the sandpaper.

Janet leaped up, shrieking to him to stop. The match burgt into flame.
So, dmost a the sameingtant, did Cat himsalf.

14

Cat SCREAMED. Hames burst out of him al over. He screamed again, and beat at himsalf with flaming
hands, and went on screaming. They were pde, shimmering, transparent flames. They burst out through
his clothes, and his shoes, his hair, across hisface, so that, in seconds, he was wrapped in pae flame
from head to foot. He fell on the floor, still screaming, and rolled there, blazing.

Janet kept her presence of mind. She dragged up the nearest corner of the carpet and threw it over Cat.
She had heard that this smothered flames. But it did not smother these. To Janet's horror, the pale,
ghogtly flames came straight through the carpet asif it was not there, and played on the black underside
of it morefiercely than ever. They did not burn the carpet, nor did they burn Janet's hands as she
franticaly rolled Cat over in the carpet, and then over again. But no matter how much carpet she
wrapped around Cat, the flames till came through, and Cat went on blazing and screaming. His heed
was half outside the flaming bundle she had made of him, and it was a shesf of flames. She could see his
screaming faceingdethefire.

Janet did the only other thing she could think of. She jJumped up and screamed herself. "' Chrestomanci,
Chrestomanci! Come quickly!"

The door burst open while shewas till screaming. Janet had forgotten it was locked, but the lock did not
bother Chrestomanci. She could seeit sticking out from the edge of the door as heflung it open. She had
forgotten there were guests to dinner too. She remembered when she saw Chrestomanci's lace ruffles,
and hisblack velvet suit which glimmered al over like an opd, blue, crimson, yellow, and green. But that
did not seem to bother Chrestomanci either. He took one look at the flaming bundle on the floor and said
"Good God!" Then he was down on his eegant knees unwrapping the carpet asfranticaly as Janet had

wrapped it.
"I'm awfully sorry. | thought that would help,” Janet Ssammered.

"It ought to have done," said Chrestomanci, rolling Cat over, with flames whirling through, over, and
aong hisvelvet arms. "How did hedo it?"

"He struck one of the matches. | told him—"

"Y ou stupid child!" Chrestomanci was o angry that Janet burst into tears. He lugged at the last of the
carpet and Cat rolled free, flaming like a straw faggot. He was not redlly screaming anymore. He was



making along thin noise that had Janet covering her ears. Chrestomanci dived into the heart of the flames
and found the book of matches. It wastightly clasped in Cat'sright hand. "Thank God he didn't haveitin
theleft one" he said. "Go and turn your shower on. Quick!™

"Of course. Of course," Janet sobbed, and raced to do it.

She fumbled with the taps and had just got astrong spray of cold water hissing into the sunken blue bath
as Chrestomanci hurried in carrying Cat, in aball of roaring flame. He dumped Cat down into the bath
and held him there, turning him thisway and that to get him wet al over.

Cat steamed and hissed. The water coming from the sprayhead shone like water against the sun, golden
asthe sunitsdlf. It came down like abeam of light. And, asthe bath began to fill up, Cat seemed to be
turning and threshing in apool of sunshine. He boiled it into golden bubbles. The room filled with steam.
Coils of smoke drifted up from the bath, smelling thick and swest. It was the same smdll that Janet
remembered from the morning she had first found herself there. Asfar as she could see through the
smoke, Cat seemed to be turning black in the golden pool. But the water was wet. Chrestomanci was
getting soaked.

"Don't you understand?" he said to Janet over his shoulder while he heaved at Cat to keep his head under
the spray. "Y ou shouldn't go telling him things like this until the Castle has had timeto work on him. He
wasn't ready to understand. Y ou've given him the most gppalling shock.”

"I'm truly enormoudy sorry," Janet said, crying heavily.

"WEelIl just have to makethe best of it,” said Chrestomanci. "I'll try and explain to him. Run dong to the
speaking tube at the end of the corridor and tell them to send me some brandy and apot of strong tea.”

As Janet raced away, Cat found himsalf soaking wet, with water hissng down on him. Hetried to roll
away fromit. Someone held himinit. A voice said inggtently in hisear, " Cat. Cat, will you listen to me?
Do you understand? Cat, you've only got three lives|eft now."

Cat knew that voice. "Y ou told me I'd got five when you spoke to me through Miss Larkins," he
grumbled.

"Y es, but you've only got three now. Y ou'll have to be more careful,” said Chrestomanci.

Cat opened his eyes and looked up a him. Chrestomanci was fearfully wet. The usually smooth black
hair was hanging over hisforehead in wriggles, with drips on the ends. "Oh. Wasit you?' he said.

"Yes. You took along time recognizing me, didn't you?' said Chrestomanci. "But then | didn't know you
straightaway when | saw you, either. | think you can come out of thiswater now."

Cat wastoo weak to get out of the bath alone. But Chrestomanci heaved him out, stripped off hiswet
clothes, dried him and wrapped him in another towel innotimeaat dl. Cat'slegs kept folding. "Up you
come," said Chrestomanci, and carried him again, to the blue velvet bed, and tucked himin it. "Better
now, Cat?'

Cat lay back, limp but luxurious, and nodded. "Thanks. Y ou've never caled me Cat before.”

"Perhaps | should have done. Y ou just might have understood.” Chrestomanci sat beside the bed,
looking very serious. ™Y ou do understand now?"

"The book of matcheswasmy ninelives," Cat said. "And I've just burned one. | know it was stupid, but
| didn't believeit. How can | haveninelives?'



"Y ou havethree" said Chrestomanci. "Get that into your head. Y ou did have nine. In some manner and
by someone, they were put into that book of matches, and that book | am now going to put in my secret
safe, sedled with the strongest enchantments | know. But that will only stop people using them. 1t won't
stop you losing them yourself.”

Janet came hurrying in, till tearful, but very thankful to be of use. "It's coming,” she said.

"Thank you," said Chrestomanci, and he gave her along, thoughtful look. Janet was sure he was going to
accuse her of not being Gwendolen, but what he said was, "'Y ou may aswell hear thistoo, in order to
prevent more accidents.”

"Can| get you atowe first?' Janet said humbly. "Y ou're so wet.”

"I'm drying out, thank you," he said, smiling a her. "Now listen. People with nine lives are very important
and very rare. They only happen when, for one reason or another, there are no counterparts of them
living in any other world. Then the livesthat would have been spread out over awhole set of worlds get
concentrated in one person. And so do dl the talents that those other eight people might have had.”

Cat sad, "But | haven't any talents," and Janet said at the sametime, "How rare are these people?’

"Extremdy rare," said Chrestomanci. "Apart from Cat, the only other person with ninelivesthat | know
of onthisworld ismysdf.”

"Redly?" Cat was pleased and interested. "Nine?"

"I did have nine. I've only got two now. | was even more careess than Cat," Chrestomanci said. He
sounded alittle ashamed. "Now | haveto take care to keep each life separately in the safest place | can
think of. | advise Cat to do the same.”

Janet's ready brain promptly got to work on this. "Is onelife here and the other downstairs having supper
a thismoment?'

Chrestomanci laughed. "It doesn't work like that. [—"

To Janet's disgppointment, Euphemiahurried in with atray and prevented Chrestomanci explaining how it
did work. Mr. Saunders came in on Euphemias hedls, still unableto find evening clothes that covered his
wrigts and ankles.

"Isheadl right?" Euphemiaasked anxioudy. "My Will was uttering thregts, but if it washim I'll never
gpeak to him again. And whatever happened to this carpet?”

Mr. Saunders was |looking at the wrinkled and hegped-up carpet too. "What did it?' he said. "There
were surely enough charmsin this carpet to stop any kind of accident.”

"I know," said Chrestomanci. "But this was amazingly strong." The two of them looked a one another
sgnificantly.

Then everyone fussed over Cat. He had a most enjoyable time. Mr. Saunders sat him up on pillows, and
Euphemiaput him in anightshirt and then stroked Cat's head, just asif he had never confessed to turning
her into afrog. "It wasn't Will," Cat said to her. "It wasme." Chrestomanci gave him afierce swig of
brandy and then made him drink a cup of sweet tea. Janet had acup of teatoo, and felt much better for
it. Mr. Saunders hel ped Euphemia straighten the carpet, and then asked if he should strengthen the
chamsinit.



"Dragons blood might do thetrick," he suggested.

"Frankly, | don't think anything will," said Chrestomanci. "Leaveit." He got up and turned the mirror
graight. "Do you mind deegping tonight in Cat's room?" he asked Janet. "1 want to be able to keep an eye
on Ca."

Janet looked from the mirror to Chrestomanci, and her face became very pink. "Er," she said. "I've been
making faces—"

Chrestomanci laughed. Mr. Saunders was so amused that he had to it on the blue velvet stoal. "I
supposeit serves meright,” said Chrestomanci. " Some of the faceswere highly origind.”

Janet laughed too, alittlefoolishly.

Cat lay, feding comfortable and amost cheerful. For awhile, everyone wasthere, settling himin. Then
there seemed only to be Janet, talking as usual.

"I'm so glad you're dl right," she said. "Why did | open my big mouth about those matches? | had the
dreaded umjams when you suddenly flared up, and when the carpet didn't work, the only thing | could
think of wasto yell for Chrestomanci. | was right. He came before the words were out of my mouth,
even though the door was locked. It was still locked when he opened it, but the lock isn't broken,
because| tried it. So he is an enchanter. And he ruined a suit over you, Cat, and didn't seem to mind, so
| think that when heisn't being like freezing fog over the Grampians, he'sredly very nice. Thisisnt for the
benefit of themirror. | meaniit. | supposethat mirror isthe magic equivdent of...."

Cat thought he had been meaning to say something about freezing fog in the Grampians, but he drifted
away to deep while Janet talked, feding snug and cared for.

He woke on Sunday morning, quite the opposite: cold and quivering. This afternoon he was dueto be
turned into afrog or face atiger—and arather heavy strong tiger Will Suggins would make too, he
thought. Beyond the tiger—if there was a beyond—lay the horrors of Monday without magic. Juliaand
Roger might help there, except that it would be no use when Mr. Basam came on Wednesday and
demanded twenty pounds Cat knew he could not get. Mr. Nostrum was no help. Mrs. Sharp was even
less. The only hope seemed to be to take Janet and some dragons blood to the forbidden garden and try
to get away.

Cat climbed out of bed to go and get some dragons blood from Mr. Saunders workshop. Euphemia
camein with his breakfast on atray, and he had to climb back into bed again. Euphemiawas quite as
kind as she had been last night. Cat felt bad. And when he had finished breskfast, Millie came. She
scooped Cat off his pillows and hugged him.

"Y ou poor sily darling! Thank goodnessyou're dl right. | was aching to come and see you last night, but
someone had to stay with our poor guests. Now, you'reto stay in bed al today, and you must ask for
anything you want. What would you like?"

"I couldn't have some dragons blood, could 17" Cat asked hopefully.

Millie laughed. "Good heavens, Eric! Y ou go and have that fearsome accident and then you ask for the
most dangerous stuff in the world. No, you may not have dragons blood. It's one of the few thingsin the
Cadtlethat redlly are forbidden.”

"Like Chrestomanci's garden?" Cat asked.

"Not quitelikethat,” Millie answered. "The gardenisold asthe hills and stuffed with magic of every kind.



That's dangerousin another way. Everything's stronger there. Y ou'll be taken into the garden when you
know enough magic to understand it. But dragons blood is so harmful that I'm never happy even when
Michael usesit. Y ou're on no account to touch any."

Juliaand Roger camein next, dressed ready for church, with armfuls of books and toys and a great many
interested questions. They were so kind that Cat was quite unhappy by the time Janet arrived. He did not
want to leave the Castle. Hefet hewastruly settling intoit.

"That lump of dough istill stuck to your carpet,” Janet said gloomily, which made Cat fed rather less
setled. "I've just been seeing Chrestomanci, and it is hard to be punished for other peoplessins,” Janet
went on, "even though I've been rewarded with the sight of a sky-blue dressng gown with golden lions
onit."

"I've not seen that one," said Cat.

"| think he has one for every day of theweek," said Janet. "All he needed was aflaming sword. He
forbade me to go to church. The vicar won't have me because of what Gwendolen did last Sunday. And
| was so cross at being blamed for it that I'd got my mouth open to say | wasn't Gwendolen when |
remembered that if | went to church I'd have to wear that stupid white hat with little holesin it—can he
hear through that mirror, do you think?"

"No," said Cat. "Just see. Or held know al about you. I'm glad you're staying behind. We can go and get
the dragons blood while they're a church.”

Janet kept watch at the window to see when the Family |eft. After about haf an hour, she said, "Here
they are at last, waking in acrowd down the avenue. All the men have got toppers, but Chrestomanci
looks asif he's come out of a shop window. Who are they al, Cat? Who'sthe old lady in purple mittens,
and the young onein green, and thelittle fellow who's dwaystaking?'

"I'venoidea," said Cat. He scrambled out of bed and scuttled up to hisroom to find some clothes. He
fet perfectly well—marveloudy well, in fact. He danced around hisroom while he put on hisshirt. He
sang putting on histrousers. Even the cold lump of dough on the carpet could not damp his spirits. He
whistled tying his boots.

Janet came into the room as Cat was shooting out of it, pulling on hisjacket and beaming with hedlth. |
don't know," Janet said, as Cat shot past her and hammered away down the stairs. "Dying must agree
with you, or something."

"Hurry up!" Cat called from the bottom of the sairs. "It's on the other Sde of the Cagtle from here. Millie
saysdragons blood isvery dangerous, so don't you touchit. | can sparealifeonit and you can't.”

Janet wanted to remark that Cat had not spared the last one very easily, but she never caught up with
Cat sufficiently. Cat whirled through the green corridors and stormed up the winding stairsto Mr.
Saunders room, and Janet only reached him when he was actualy insdeit. Then there wastoo much
elseto take up her attention.

The room was heavy with the scent of stale magic. Though it was much the same aswhen Cat had seen it
before, Mr. Saunders had tidied it alittle for Sunday. The cresset was out. Thetorts and limbecks and
other vesselswere al clean. The books and scrolls had been piled in heaps on the second bench. The
five-pointed star was till there, blazoned on the floor, but there was anew set of signs chalked on the
third bench, and the mummified anima had been neetly laid a one end of it.

Janet wasimmensdly interested. "It's like alaboratory,” she said, "except that it isn't. What weird things!



Oh, | seethe dragons blood. Does he need dl that huge jar? He won't miss abit out of that lot."

Therewas arustling at the end of the third bench. Janet's head perked towardsit. The mummified
creature was twitching and soreading itsfilmy little wings.

"It did that before," said Cat. "l think it'sal right."

He was not so sure, however, when the creature stretched and got to its doglike feet, yawning. The yawn
showed them dozens of small, sharp teeth and also let out a cloud of bluish smoke. The creature ran
pattering aong the bench towards them. The little wingsrattled on its back asit came, and two small
puffs of smoke streamed behind it from its nostrils. It stopped at the edge of the bench to look up at them
inquisitively from amdting glitter of golden eyes. They backed nervoudy away fromiit.

"It'sdivel" said Janet. "l think it'sasmall dragon.”

"Of course | am," said the dragon, which made both of them jump violently. Even more darming, tiny
flames played out of its mouth as it spoke, and they could fed the heat from them where they stood.

"I didn't know you could talk," said Cat.

"I speak English quitewell," said the dragon, flickering flame. "Why do you want my blood?"
They looked guiltily at the greeat jar of powder on the shelf. "Isthat dl yours?' said Cat.

"If Mr. Saundersismaking it give blood all thetime, | think that's rather cruel,” Janet said.

"Oh, that!" said the dragon. "That's powdered blood from older dragons. They sdll it to people. You
can't have any of that."

"Why not?' said Cat.

"Because | don't want you to," said the dragon, and aregular roll of fire came from its mouth, making
them back away again. "How would you like to see me taking human blood and playing gameswith it?'

Though Cat felt the dragon had a point here, Janet did not. "It doesn't worry me," she said. "Wherel
come from we have blood transfusions and blood banks. Dad once showed me some of my blood under
amicroscope.”

"It worries me," said the dragon, uttering another roll of fire. "My mother waskilled by unlawful
blood-stealers.” It crept to the very end of the bench and stared up at Janet. Theflickersinits golden
eyes melted and changed and melted again. It was like being looked at by two smdll, golden
kaleidoscopes. "'l wastoo smdll to hold enough blood,” it flickered softly to Janet, "'so they left me. I'd
have died if Chrestomanci hadn't found me. So you seewhy it worriesme?’

"Yes" sad Janet. "What do baby dragonsfeed on? Milk?"

"Michad tried mewith milk, but | didn't likeit," said the dragon. "I have minced steak now, and I'm
growing beautifully. When I'm big enough, he's going to take me back, but meanwhile I'm heping him
with hismagic. I'm agrest hep.”

"Areyou?' said Janet. "What do you do?"

"| find old things he can't find himsdlf." The dragon fdll into aflickering croon. "'l fetch him animasfrom
the abyss—old golden creatures, things with wings, pearl-eyed monsters from the deep sea, and
whispering plants from long ago.” It stopped and looked at Janet with its head on one side. "That was



easy," it remarked to Cat. "I've dways wanted to do that, but no one let me before.” It sighed along blue
fume of smoke. "l wish | washbigger. | could eat her now."

Cat took an darmed look at Janet and found her staring like adeepwaker, with asilly smile on her face.
"Of dl themean trickd" hesaid.

"I think I'll just have anibble" said the dragon.

Cat redized it was being playful. "I'll wring your neck if you do," he said. "Haven't you got anything e'se
to play with?'

"Y ou sound just like Michadl," said the dragon in asulky roll of smoke. "1'm bored with mice."

"Tell him to take you for walks." Cat took Janet's arm and shook her. Janet cameto herself with alittle
jump and seemed quite unaware that anything had happened to her. "And | can't help theway you fed,"
said Cat to the dragon. "I need some dragons blood." He pulled Janet well out of range, just to be on the
safe side, and picked up alittle china crucible from the next bench.

The dragon hunched up irritably and scratched itself like adog under the chin until itswings rattled.
"Michadl saysdragons blood aways does harm somewhere,” it said, "even when an adept usesit. If
you're not careful, it costsalife.”

Cat and Janet looked at one another through the smoke it had made with its speech. "Well, | can spare
one," said Cat. He took the glass stopper off the big jar and scooped up some brown powder in the
crucible. It had astrong, strange smell.

"l suppose Chrestomanci managesal right with two lives" Janet said nervoudy.

"But he'srather special,” said the dragon. It was standing on the very edge of the bench, rattling with
anxiety. Its golden eyesfollowed Cat's hands as he wrapped the crucible in his handkerchief and pushed
the bundle cautioudly into his pocket. It seemed so worried that Cat went over to it and, alittle nervoudy,
rubbed it under the chin whereit had been scratching. The dragon stretched its neck and pressed against
hisfingers. The smoke came out of its nogtrilsin purring puffs.

"Don't worry," Cat said. "I've got three lives | eft, you see.”

"That explainswhy | likeyou," said the dragon, and dmost fdl off the bench inits effort to follow Cat's
fingers. "Don't go yet!"

"Weve got to." Cat pushed the dragon back on the bench and patted its head. Once hewasused to it,
he found he did not mind touching itswarm, horny hide abit. "Good-bye."

"Good-bye," said the dragon.
They left it staring after them like a dog whose master has gone for awalk without it.
"I think it'sbored,” Cat said when he had shut the door.

"It'sashame! It'sonly ababy," said Janet. She stopped on the firgt turn of the stair. "Let's go back and
takeit for awalk. It was sweet!"

Cat was surethat if Janet did any such thing, she would come to herself to find the dragon browsing on
her legs. "It wasn't that swest,” he said. "And well have to go to the garden straightaway now. It'sgoing
to tell Mr. Saunders we took some dragons blood as soon asit seeshim.”



"Yes, | supposeit does make adifferencethat it can talk,” Janet agreed. "Wed better hurry then.”

Cat waked very carefully through the Castle, down and out of doors, and kept ahand on his pocket in
case of accidents. He was afraid he might arrive at the forbidden garden with one life less. He seemed to
have lost three of hislives so easily. That kept puzzling him. From thelook of those matches, losng life
number five ought to have been as much of adisaster aslosing the sixth onelast night. But he had not
noticed it go at al. He could not understand it. His lives did not seem to be properly attached to him, like
ordinary peoplée's. But at least he knew there were no other Cat Chants to be dragged into trouble in this
world, when heleft it.

15

It was a glorious start-of-autumn day, with everything green and gold, hot and till. There was not asoul
around, and very little sound except the lonely crunch of Cat's and Janet's feet asthey hurried through the
formal garden.

Halfway through the orchard, Janet said, "'If the garden we want looks like aruined castle, were going
away fromit now."

Cat could have sworn they were heading Straight for it but, sure enough, when he stopped and looked
around, the high, sun-soaked old wall was right behind them. And now he cameto think of it, he could
not remember how he and Gwendolen had got to it before.

They turned back and walked towards the high wall. All they found was the long, low wall of the
orchard. There was no gatein it, and the forbidden garden was beyond it. They went along the orchard
wall to the nearest gate. Whereupon they were in the rose garden, and the ruined wall was behind them
again, towering above the orchard.

"This couldn't be an enchantment to stop people getting into it, could it?' said Janet, asthey plodded
through the orchard again.

"I think it must be," said Cat. And they werein theformal garden again, with the high wall behind them.
"They'll be coming out of church beforewevefound it, a thisrate," Janet said anxioudy.
"Try keeping it in the corner of your eye and not going straight to it," said Cat.

They did that. They walked dantwise with the garden, not really looking at it. It seemed to keep pace
with them. And suddenly they came out somehow beyond the orchard into asteep, walled path. Up at
thetop of it stood the high old wall, with its stairway masked by hollyhocks and bright with snapdragons,
breathing warmth out of its crumbling sonesinto their worried faces. Neither of them dared look straight
at thetal ruins, even while they were running up the path. But the wall was till there when they reached
the end, and so was the overgrown stair.

The stair made anerve-racking climb. They had to go up it twice as high as ahouse, with one side of
themsalves pressed againgt the hot stones of the wall, and asheer drop on the other side. The stairswere
frighteningly old and irregular. And they grew hotter and hotter. Towards the end, Cat had to keep his
head tipped up to the trees hanging over the top of the ruins, because looking anywhere else began to
make him dizzy. He had glimpses of the Castle in the distance from more angles than he would have
thought possible. He suspected that the ruins he was on were moving about.

Therewas anotch in thewall at the top, not like a proper entrance at al. They swung themsdlvesin
through it, secret and guilty, and found the ground beyond worn smooth, asif other people had been



coming that way for centuries. There were trees, thick and dark and close together. It was wonderfully

cool. The smoothly worn path twined among them. Janet and Cat stole dong it. Asthey went, the trees,
as closdly growing trees often seem to do when you walk among them, appeared to move thisway and
that and spread into different distances. But Cat was not dtogether sureit was only an appearance.

One new distance opened into adell. And then they werein the dell.
"Whet alovey placel" Janet whispered. "But how peculiar!”

Thelittle dip wasfull of spring flowers. Daffodils, scillas, snowdrops, hyacinths, and tiny tulipswere dl
growing there in September in the most improbable profusion. Therewas adight chill inthedip, which
may have accounted for it. Janet and Cat picked their way among these flowers, shivering alittle. There
were the scents of spring, chilly and heady, clean and wild, but strong with magic. Before they had taken
two steps, Cat and Janet were smiling gently. Another step and they were laughing.

"Oh, look!" said Janet. "Thereésacat.”

It was alarge Stripy torn. It stood arched suspicioudy beside a clump of primroses, not sure whether to
run away or not. It looked at Janet. It looked at Cat. And Cat knew it. Though it wasfirmly and
definitely acat, there was just a suggestion of aviolin about the shape of itsface.

Helaughed. Everything made him happy in that place. "That'sold Fiddle," he said. "He used to be my
violin. What's he doing here?'

Janet knelt down and held out her hand. "Here, Fiddle. Here, puss.” Fiddle's nature must have been
softened by being in that dell. He let Janet rub his chin and stroke him. Then, in the most unheard-of way,
he let Janet pick him up and stand up hugging him. He even purred. Janet's face glowed. She could
amost have been Gwendolen coming home from awitcheraft lesson, except that she looked kinder. She
winked at Cat. "l lovedl kinds of Cat!"

Cat laughed. He put out hisleft hand and stroked Fiddl€'s head. It felt strange. He could fedl the wood of
the violin. He took hishand away quickly.

They went on through awhite spread of narciss, smelling like paradise, Janet till carrying Fiddle. There
had been no white flowers until then. Cat began to be amost sure that the garden was moving around
them of its own accord. When he stepped among bluebells, and then big red tulips, he was sure. He
amost—>but not quite—saw the trees softly and gently diding about at the Sides of what he could see.
They did him among buttercups and cow-pardey, into asunny, doping stretch. And herewasawild
rose, tangled with acreeper covered in great blue flowers. Cat could definitely fed the diding movement
now. They were being moved around and down somehow. If he thought about the way the garden had
also been moving about in the Castle grounds, he started to fedl ddmost assick ashedid inthe car. He
found it was best just to keep walking and looking.

When they did through the trees among flowers of high summer, Janet noticed too. "Aren't we getting a
lightning tour of theyear?' shesaid. "l fed asif I'm running down amoving aircase.”

It was more than the ordinary year. Fig trees, olives, and date palms moved them around into asmall
desert, where there were cacti like tormented cucumbers and spiny green armchairs. Some had bright
flowers on them. The sun burned down. But they had hardly time to get uncomfortable before the trees
circled around them again and brought them into aricher, sadder light, and autumn flowers. They had
barely got used to that when the trees put out berries, turned amber and lost their leaves. They moved
towards athick hally, full of red berries. It was colder. Fiddle did not like this part. He struggled out of
Janet's arms and ran away to warmer climes.



"Which are the gates to other worlds?" Janet said, brought back to a sense of purpose.

"Soon, | think," said Cat. He felt them coming to the center of the garden. He had seldom felt anything
magica so strongly.

The trees and bushes around them now were embamed in frost. They could see bright berriesin bright
casingsof ice. Y et Janet had scarcely timeto rub her arms and shiver before atree met them that was a
wintry mass of pink blossom. Straight stalks of winter jasmine hung from the next, in lines of smdl yelow
gars. And then came amighty black thorn tree, twisted in dl directions. It wasjust putting out afew
white blossoms.

Asit took them in under its dark hood, Janet looked up into its black twistings. " The one a Glastonbury
lookslikethis," shesaid. "They say it bloomsat Christmas."

Then Cat knew they were in the heart of the garden. They werein asmal bowl of meadowland. All the
trees were up around the edges, except one. And here it seemed the right season of the year, because
the apples were just ripening on that onetree. It stood leaning over the center of the meadow, not quite
overshadowing the queer ruin there. As Janet and Cat passed quietly towards this place, they found a
little spring of water near the roots of the apple tree, which bubbled up from nowhere, and bubbled away
againinto the earth amost at once. Janet thought the clear water looked unusually golden. It reminded
her of the water from the shower when it stopped Cat from burning.

The ruins were two sides of abroken archway.

Therewas adab of sone which must have falen from the top of the arch lying nearby at the foot of the
tree. There was no other Sgn of agate.

"l think thisisit," said Cat. Hefelt very sad to beleaving.

"l think it istoo,” Janet agreed in an awed, muffled voice. "I fed abit miserable to be going, asamatter
of fact. How do we go?"

"I'm going to try sprinkling apinch of dragons blood in the archway,” said Cat.

He fumbled out the crucible wrapped in his handkerchief from his pocket. He smelled the strong smell of
the dragons blood and knew he was doing wrong. It waswrong to bring this harmful stuff into aplace
that was so strongly magic in such adifferent way.

But, since he did not know what elseto do, Cat carefully took a pinch of the smelly brown powder
between the finger and thumb of hisright hand, wrapped the crucible away again with hisleft hand, and
then, carefully and guiltily, sprinkled the powder between the pillars of broken stone.

The air between the pillars quivered like air that is hot. The piece of sunny meadow they could see
beyond grew misty, then milky pae, then dark. The darkness cleared dowly, away into the corners of the
space, and they found they could see into a huge room. There seemed acres of it. All of it was coveredin
acarpet of arather ugly playing-card sort of designin red, blue, and yellow. The room wasfull of

people. They reminded Cat of playing cards too, because they were dressed in stiff, bulky clothesinflat,
bright colors. They were dl trailing about, thisway and that, looking important and agitated. Theair
between them and the garden was still quivering and, somehow, Cat knew they would not be able to get
into the huge room.

"Thisisnot right,” said Janet. "Whereisit?' Cat wasjust about to say that he did not know either, when
he saw Gwendolen. She was being carried by, quite near, on asort of bed with handholds. The eight



men carrying it dl wore bulky golden uniforms. The bed was gold, with gold hangings and gold cushions.
Gwendolen was dressed in even bulkier clothes than the rest, that were white and gold, and her hair was
done up into a high golden headdress which may have been a crown. From the way she was behaving,
shewas certainly aqueen. She nodded to some of the important people and they |eaped eagerly to the
side of her bed and listened with feverish intelligence to what she was saying. She waved to some others,
and they ran to do things. She made asign at another person and hefell on hisknees, begging for mercy.
Hewas il begging when other people dragged him away. Gwendolen smiled asif thisamused her. By
thistime, the golden bed was right beside the archway, and the space was aturmoil of peopleracing to
do what Gwendolen wanted.

And Gwendolen saw Cat and Janet. Cat knew she did, from the expression of surprise and faint
annoyance on her face. Maybe she worked some magic of her own, or maybe the magic in the dragons
blood was smply used up. Whatever it was, the broken archway turned dark again, then milky, then to
migt; and findly, there was nothing but meadow again between the pillars, and the air had stopped
shimmering.

"That was Gwendolen," Cat said.

"| thought it was," Janet said unappreciatively. "Shelll get fat if she has hersdlf carried about like that all
thetime.”

"Shewas enjoying hersdf," Cat said wigtfully.
"I could seethat,” said Janet. "But how do wefind my world?'
Cat wasnot at al sure. "Shall wetry going around to the other side of the arch?’

"Seems reasonable,” Janet agreed. She started to walk around the pillars, and stopped. "We'd better get
it right thistime, Cat. Y ou can only afford one moretry. Or didn't you lose alife on that one?’

"I didn't fed—" Cat began.

Then Mr. Nostrum was suddenly standing in the broken arch. He was holding the postcard Cat had sent
to Mrs. Sharp, and he was cross and flustered.

"My dear boy," hesaid to Cat, "I told you two-thirty, not midday. It was the merest chancethat | had my
hand on your signature. Let ushopeal isnot logt." He turned and called over his shoulder, apparently
into the empty meadow, "Come on, William. The wretched boy seems to have misunderstood me, but
the spdll is clearly working. Don't forget to bring the—ah—equipment with you.”

He stepped out from between the pillars, and Cat backed away before him. Everything seemed to have
gone very quiet. Theleaves of the gppletreedid not ir, and the smal, small bubbling from thelittle
spring changed to a soft, dow dripping. Cat had a strong suspicion that he and Janet had done something
terrible. Janet was beyond the archway with her hands to her mouth, looking horrified. She was suddenly
hidden by the large figure of Mr. William Nostrum, who popped into being from nowhere between the
two pillars. He had a coil of rope around one arm, and there were shiny things sticking out of the pockets
of hisfrock coat. His eyeswere swiveling in an agitated way. He was alittle out of breath.

"Premature but successful, Henry," he puffed. "The rest have been summoned.”

William Nostrum stepped imposingly out benesth the apple tree beside his brother. The ground shook a
little. The garden was quite silent. Cat backed away again and found that the little spring had stopped
flowing. There was nothing but amuddy holeleft. Cat was quite certain now that he and Janet had done



something terrible.

Behind the Nostrums, other people came hurrying through the broken archway. Thefirst one who came
was one of the Accredited Witches from farther down Coven Street, puce in the face and very sartled.
She had been to church in her Sunday best: amonster of ahat with fruit and flowersin it, and ablack and
red satin dress. Most of the people who followed her were in Sunday best too: warlocksin blue serge
and hard hats, witchesin silk and bombazine and hats of al shapes and sizes, respectable-looking
necromancersin frock coats like William Nostrum's, skinny sorcerersin black, and quite a sprinkling of
impressive wizards, who had either been to church in long black cloaks, or playing golf in very freckled
plusfours. They came crowding between the pillars, first by twos and threes and then by sixesand
sevens, dl alittle hasty and startled. Among them Cat recognized most of the witches and fortune-tellers
from Coven Street, though he did not see either Mrs. Sharp or Miss Larkins—but this may have been
amply that, innotimeat al, hewas being jostled thisway and that in the middle of alarge and steedily
growing crowd.

William Nostrum was shouting to each group who hurried through, " Spread out. Spread out up the
meadow. Surround the gate there! Leave no avenue of escape.”

Janet forced her way among them and seized Cat'sarm. "Cat! What have we done? Don't tell methese
aren't al witches and warlocks, because | won't believe you!™

"Ah, my dear Gwendolen!" said Mr. Henry Nostrum. "Plan Two isunder way."

By thistime, the doping sides of the meadow were crowded with witches and warlocks. The ground
quivered to their trampling and buzzed with their cheerful conversation. There were hundreds of them—a
nodding of garish hats and shiny toppers, like the audience at the opening of a bazaar.

As soon asthe last necromancer had hurried between the pillars, Henry Nostrum put a heavy possessive
hand on Cat's shoulder. Cat wondered uneasily whether it was just an accident that it was the same hand
which held his postcard to Mrs. Sharp. He saw that the Willing Warlock had stationed himself by one of
the broken pillars, blue-chinned and cheerful asever in histight Sunday suit. Mr. William Nostrum had
put as much of himsalf aswould go behind the other pillar and, for some reason, he had taken off his
heavy slver watch-chain and was swinging it in one hand.

"Now, my dear Gwendolen,” said Henry Nostrum, "would you care for the honor of summoning
Chrestomanci?"

"|—I'd rather not," said Janet.

"Then I'll take it upon myself,” said Henry Nostrum, perfectly well pleased. He cleared histhroat and
shouted in afluting tenor, "Chrestomanci! Chrestomanci! Cometo me."

And Chrestomanci was standing between the pillars.

Chrestomanci must have been on hisway up the avenue from church. He had histall gray hat in one hand
and, with the other, he was in the act of putting his prayer book into the pocket of his beautiful dove-gray
coat. The assembled witches and necromancers greeted him with a sort of groaning sigh. Chrestomanci
blinked around at them, in his mildest and most bewildered way. He became even vaguer and more
bewildered when he happened to see Cat and Janet.

Cat opened his mouth to shout at Chrestomanci to go away. But the Willing Warlock leaped on
Chrestomanci the moment he gppeared. He was growling. His fingernails were growing into claws and
histeeth into fangs.



Chrestomanci stuffed the prayer book into his pocket and turned his vague look on the Willing Warlock.
The Willing Warlock stood till in midair and shrank. He shrank so fast, he made awhirring sound. Then
hewasasmal brown caterpillar. He dropped to the grass and wriggled there. But, while he was till
shrinking, William Nostrum pounced out from behind the other pillar and deftly wrapped hiswatch-chain
around Chrestomanci's right hand.

"Behind you!" shrieked Cat and Janet, too late.

After barely onewriggle, the caterpillar burst up out of the grass and became the Willing Warlock again,
alittle disheveled, but very pleased with himsdlf. He threw himsalf on Chrestomanci again. Asfor
Chrestomandi, it was plain that the watch-chain had somehow disabled him completely. Therewasa
second or so of furious strugglein the archway, while the Willing Warlock tried to grab Chrestomanci in
both brawny arms, and Chrestomanci tried to get the watch-chain off hiswrist using hisleft hand, and
William Nostrum hung on to it fiercely. None of them used any magic, and Chrestomanci seemed only
ableto shoulder the Willing Warlock weskly aside. After two attempts, the Willing Warlock wrapped his
arms around Chrestomanci from behind and William Nostrum dragged apair of slver handcuffsfrom his
pocket and snapped them on both Chrestomanci's wrists.

Therewas a scream of triumph from under the nodding hats of the audience—the scream of true
witcheraft, which made the sunlight tremble. Chrestomanci, even more dishevel ed than the Willing
Warlock, was dragged out from between the pillars. Histall gray hat rolled near Cat'sfeet and Henry
Nostrum stamped on it, with the greatest satisfaction. Cat tried to get out from under Henry Nostrum's
hand while he did it. And he found he could not move. Mr. Nostrum had seen to that with Mrs. Sharp's
postcard. Cat had to face the fact that he was as helpless as Chrestomanci seemed to be.

"Soitistrue!” Henry Nostrum said joyoudy, asthe Willing Warlock bundled Chrestomanci towards the
appletree. "Thetouch of silver conquers Chrestomanci—the great Chrestomanci!™

"Yes. Isnt it anuisance?' Chrestomanci remarked. He was dragged to the apple tree and pushed against
it. William Nostrum hurried over to his brother and pulled the watch-chain off Henry's bulging waistcoat.
Two slver watch-chains from two such ample brothers were more than enough to tie Chrestomanci to
the tree. William Nostrum hastily twisted the ends into two charmed knots and stood back rubbing his
hands. The audience screamed e dritch laughter and clapped. Chrestomanci sagged asif he weretired.
His hair hung over hisface, histie was under hisleft ear, and there was green from the bark of thetreeall
over hisdove-gray coat. Cat felt somehow ashamed to look a him in that state. But Chrestomanci
seemed quite composed. "Now you've got me al tied up in silver, what do you propose doing?' he said.

William Nostrum's eyes swirled joyfully about. "Oh, the worst we can, my dear gr," he said. "Be assured
of that. We're sick of you imposing restraints on us, you see. Why shouldn't we go out and conquer other
worlds? Why shouldn't we use dragons blood? Why shouldn't we be as wicked as we want? Answer
methat, Sr!"

"Y ou might find the answer for yoursdf, if you thought,” Chrestomanci suggested. But hisvoice was
drowned in the ydlling from the assembled witches and necromancers. While they shouted, Janet began
edging quietly towards the tree. She supposed Cat dared not move with Henry Nostrum's hand on his
shoulder, and she felt someone ought to do something.

"Oh, yes" said Henry Nostrum, cock-a-hoop with pleasure. "We are taking the arts of magic into our
own handstoday. Thisworld will be ours by this evening. Come Halloween, dear sir, we shdl be going
out to conquer every other world we know. We are going to destroy you, my dear fellow, and your
power. But before we do that, of course, we shall have to destroy this garden.”



Chrestomanci |ooked thoughtfully down at his hands, hanging limply in the slver handcuffs. "1 shouldn't
advisethat," he said. "Thisgarden hasthingsin it from the dawn of al the worlds. It'sagood dedl
stronger than | am. Y ou'd be striking at the roots of witchcraft—and you'd find it shockingly hard to
destroy.”

"Ah," said Henry Nostrum. "But we know we can't destroy you unless we destroy the garden, my wily
ar. And don't think we don't know how to destroy the garden." He lifted his free hand and clapped Cat
on the other shoulder with it. "The means are here.”

Janet, a that moment, sscumbled over the block of stonethat lay in the grass near the gppletree.
"Dratitude!" she said and fell heavily acrossit. The audience pointed and screamed with laughter, which
annoyed her very much. She glared around the circle of Sunday bonnets and hats.

"Up you get, dear Gwendolen,” Henry Nostrum said gleefully. "It's young Cat who hasto go on there.”
He put an arm around the helpless Cat, plucked him off the ground, and carried him towards the block of
stone. William Nostrum bustled up, beaming and uncoiling hisrope. The Willing Warlock bounced up
willingly to help too.

Cat was s0 terrified that he managed somehow to break the spell. He twisted out of Henry Nostrum's
arms and ran for al he was worth towards the two pillars, trying to fetch out his dragons blood as he ran.
It was only afew stepsto run. But naturally every witch, warlock, necromancer, and wizard there
ingtantly cast aspell. Thethick smell of magic coiled around the meadow. Cat'slegsfdt liketwo lead
posts. His heart hammered. Hefdt himsdf running in dow motion, dower and dower, like aclockwork
toy running down. He heard Janet scream at him to run, but he could not move any longer. He stuck just
in front of the ruined archway, and he was giff asaboard. It was dl he could do to breathe.

The Nostrum brothers and the Willing Warlock collected him from there, and wound the rope around his
gtiff body. Janet did her best to prevent them.

"Oh, please stop! What are you doing?’

"Now, now, Gwendolen,” Henry Nostrum said, rather perplexed. "Y ou know perfectly well. | explained
to you mogt carefully that the garden has to be disenchanted by cutting the throat of an innocent child on
that dab of stonethere. Y ou agreed it must be s0."

"l didnt! It wasn't mel" said Janet.
"Bequiet!" Chrestomanci said from thetree. "Do you want to be put in Cat's place?’

Janet stared at him, and went on staring as al the implications struck her. While she stared, Cat, stiff asa
mummy and wound in rope, was carried by the Willing Warlock and dumped rather painfully down on
the block of stone. Cat stared resentfully at the Willing Warlock. He had dways seemed so friendly.
Apart from that, Cat was not as frightened as he might have been. Of course Gwendolen had known he
had livesto spare. But he hoped his throat would hedl after they cut it. He was bound to be very
uncomfortable until it did. He turned his eyes up to Janet, meaning to give her areassuring look.

To his astonishment, Janet was snatched away backwards into nothingness. The only thing which
remained of her wasaydl of surprise. And the same yell rumbled around the meadow. Everyone there
was quite as astonished as Cat.

"Oh, good!" Gwendolen said, from the other side of the stone. "I got hereintime.”

Everyone stared at her. Gwendolen came from between the pillars, dusting off the dragons blood from



her fingers with one of Cat's school essays. Cat could see hissignature at the top: Eric Emelius Chant,
26 Coven ., Wolvercote, England, Europe, The World, The Universe—it washis, dl right.
Gwendolen till had her hair up in that strange headdress, but she had taken off the massive golden robes.
She had on what must have amounted to underclothesin her new world. They were more magnificent
than any of Chrestomanci's dressing gowns.

"Gwendolen!" exclaimed Henry Nostrum. He pointed to the space Janet had vanished from.
"What—who— 7"

"Just areplacement,” Gwendolen explained, in her airiest way. "1 saw her and Cat here just now, so |
knew—" She noticed Chrestomanci limply tied to the gppletree. "Oh, good! Y ou caught him! Just a
moment." She marched over to Chrestomanci and held up her golden underclothesin order to kick him
hard on both shins. "Takethat! And that!" Chrestomanci did not try to pretend the kicks did not hurt. He
doubled up. The toes of Gwendolen's shoes were as pointed as nails.

"Now, wherewas |1?" Gwendolen said, turning back to the Nostrum brothers. "Oh, yes. | thought I'd
better come back because | wanted to see the fun, and | remembered I'd forgotten to tell you Cat has
ninelives. Youll haveto kill him severa times, I'm afraid.”

"Nine lives!" shouted Henry Nostrum. ™Y ou foolish girl!"

After that, there was such a shouting and outcry from every witch and warlock in the meadow, that no
one could have heard anything else. From where Cat lay, he could see William Nostrum leaning towards
Gwendolen, red in the face, both eyes whirling, bawling furioudy at her, and Gwendolen leaning forward
to shout back. Asthe noise died down alittle, he heard William Nostrum booming, "Ninelives! If he has
ninelives, you supid girl, that means he's an enchanter in his own right!"

"I'm not stupid!" Gwendolen yelled back. "I know that aswell asyou do! I've been using his magic ever
snce hewasababy. But | couldn't go on using it if you were going to kill him, could I? That'swhy | had
to go away. | think it was nice of meto come back and tell you. So there!”

"How can you have used hismagic?' demanded Henry Nostrum, even more put out than his brother.
"l just did," said Gwendolen. "He never minds."
"l do mind, rather," Cat said from hisuncomfortable dab. "I am here, you know."

Gwendolen looked down at him asif she was rather surprised that he was. But before she could say
anything to Cat, William Nostrum was loudly shushing for sillence. He was very agitated. Hetook along
shiny thing out of his pocket and nervoudy bent it abouit.

"Slence!" he said. "We've gonetoo far to draw back now. Well just have to discover the boy's weak
point. We certainly can't kill him unlesswefind it. He must have one. All enchantersdo.” So saying,
William Nostrum rounded on Cat and pointed the shiny thing at him. Cat was gppalled to see that it was
along silver knife. The knife pointed a hisface, even though William Nostrum's eyes did not. "What is
your weak point, boy? Out withiit."

Cat was not saying. It seemed the only chance he had of keeping any of hislives.

"I know," said Gwendolen. "I didit. I put al hislivesinto abook of matches. They were easier to uselike
that. It'sin my roomin the Cagtle. Shall | get it?'

Everyone Cat could see from his uncomfortable position looked relieved to hear this. "That'sal right,
then," said Henry Nostrum. "Can he be killed without burning amatch?”



"Oh, yes" said Gwendolen. "He drowned once.”

"So the question,” said William Naostrum, very much relieved, "issmply how many lives he hasleft. How
many have you, boy?' The knife pointed at Cat again.

Again Cat was not saying.

"He doesn't know," Gwendolen said impatiently. "1 had to use quite afew. Helost one being born and
another being drowned. And | used oneto put him in the book of matches. It gave him cramps, for some
reason. Then that toad tied up in slver there wouldn't give me magic lessons and took my witchcraft
away, 0 | had to fetch another of Cat'slivesin the night and make it send meto my nice new world. He
was awfully disobliging about it, but he did it. And that was the end of that life. Oh, | nearly forgot! | put
hisfourth lifeinto that violin he kept playing, to turn it into a cat— Fddle—remember, Mr. Nostrum?'

Henry Nostrum clutched histwo wings of hair. Consternation broke out around the meadow again. "Y ou
are afoolish girl! Someone took that cat awvay. We can't kill him at al!"

For amoment, Gwendolen looked very dashed. Then an idea struck her. "If | go away again, you can
usemy replacem—"

Thewatch-chains around Chrestomanci chinked. "Nostrum, you're upsetting yourself needlesdy. It was|
who had the cat-violin removed. The creature's around in the garden somewhere.”

Henry Nostrum swung around to look at Chrestomanci suspicioudy, still hanging on to histwo wings of
hair asif that kept hismind in place. "I doubt you, Sir, very serioudy. Y ou are known to be avery wily

person.”

"You flatter me," said Chrestomanci. "Unfortunately | can't speak anything but thetruth tied up in silver
likethis

Henry Nostrum looked at hisbrother. "That is correct,” William said, dubioudy. "Silver congtranshim to
utter facts. Then | suppose the boy's missing life must be here somewhere.”

Thiswas enough for Gwendolen, the Willing Warlock, and for most of the witches and necromancers.
Gwendolen said, "I'll go and find it, then," and minced up the meadow towards the trees asfast as she
could in her pointed shoes, with the Willing Warlock bouncing ahead. Asthey pushed past awitchina
high green hat, the witch said, "That'sright, dear. We mugt adl hunt for the pussy.” She turned to the
crowd with awitch's piercing scream. "Hunt for pussy, everyone!”

And everyone raced off to do it, picking up skirts and holding on Sunday hats. The meadow emptied.
Thetrees around it shook and waved and crashed. But the garden would not let anyone get very far.
Brightly colored witches, cloaked wizards, and dark warlocks kept being spilled out of the treesinto the
meadow again. Cat heard Chrestomanci say, "Y our friends seem very ignorant, Nostrum. Theway out is
widdershins. Perhaps you should tell them so. The cat will certainly bein summer or spring.”

William Nostrum gave him aswirling glare and hurried off shouting, "Widdershins, brothersand sgters
Widdershing"

"Let metel you, sir," Henry Nostrum said to Chrestomanci, "you are beginning to annoy me
considerably." He hovered for a second but, as quite acrowd of people, with Gwendolen and the Willing
Warlock among them, were whirled out of the treesinto the meadow again, and seemed very indignant
about it, Henry Nostrum st off trotting towards them, calling, "No, my dear friends! My dear pupil!
Widdershins. Y ou have to go widdershins."



Cat and Chrestomanci were |eft alone for the time being by the broken arch and the apple tree.

16
"Cat," said Chrestomanci, from almost behind Cat's head. "Cat!"

Cat did not want to talk. He waslying looking up at the blue sky through the leaves of the appletree.
Every so often it went blurred. Then Cat shut his eyes and tears ran out across both his ears. Now he
knew how little Gwendolen cared about him, he was not sure he wanted any lives at dl. He listened to
the shouting and crashing among the trees and amost wished Fiddle would be caught soon. From timeto
time, he had an odd feding that he was Fiddle himsaf—Fiddle furious and frightened, lashing out and
scratching ahuge fat witch in aflower hat.

"Cat," said Chrestomanci. He sounded almost as desperate as Fiddle. "Cat, | know how you're feding.
We hoped you wouldn't find out about Gwendolen for years yet. But you are an enchanter. | suspect
that you're astronger enchanter than | am when you set your mind to it. Could you use some of your
magic now, before someone catches poor Fiddle? Please. Asagreat favor. Just to help me get out of
thiswretched silver, so that | can summon the rest of my power."

Cat was being Fiddle again while Chrestomanci talked. He climbed atree, but the Willing Warl ock and
the Accredited Witch shook him out of it. He ran and he ran, and then jumped from between the Willing
Warlock's grabbing hands, a huge jump, from somewhere immensdly high. It was such asickening jump
that Cat opened his eyes. The gpple leaves fluttered againgt the sky. The apple he could see was nearly

ripe.
"What do you want meto do?" hesaid. "I don't know how to do anything."

"I know," said Chrestomanci. "1 felt the same when they told me. Can you move your left hand at al?!
"Backwards and forwards," Cat said, trying. "l can't get it out of the rope though.”

"No need," said Chrestomanci. "Y ou've more ability in thelittle finger of that hand than most
people—including Gwendolen—havein ther entire lives. And the magic of the garden should help you.
Just saw at the rope with your left hand and presume that the rope is made of silver.”

Cat tipped his head back and looked at Chrestomanci unbelievingly. Chrestomanci was untidy and pale
and very much in earnest. He must be telling the truth. Cat moved hisleft hand against the rope. It felt
rough and ropish. He told himself it was not rough rope, it was silver. And the rope felt smooth. But
sawing was rather agtrain. Cat lifted his hand asfar as he could get it and brought the edge of it down on
the slver rope.

Clink. Jingle. Therope parted.

"Thank you," said Chrestomanci. "There go two watch-chains. But there seemsto be avery firm spell on
these handcuffs. Can you try again?”'

Theropewasagreat ded looser. Cat fought hisway out of it with a series of clatters and thumps— he
was not sure quite what he had turned it into— and knelt up on the stone. Chrestomanci walked weakly
towards him, with hishands till hanging limply in the handcuffs. At the sametime, the Willing Warlock
spilled out of the trees, arguing with the witch in the flower hat.

"| tell you the cat's dead. It fell agood fifty feet.”



"But | tell you they dwaysfdl onther feet.”
"Then why didn't it get up then?"

Cat redlized there was no time to waste trying to imagine things. He put both hands to the handcuffs and
wrenched.

"Ow!" said Chrestomandi.

But the handcuffs were off. Cat was suddenly very pleased with his newfound talent. He took the
handcuffsin two and told them to be ferocious eagles. "Get after the Nostrums," he said. The left
handcuff took off savagely as ordered, but the right half was till aslver handcuff and it fell on the grass.
Cat had to pick it up in hisleft hand before it would do asit wastold.

Cat looked around then to see what Chrestomanci was doing. He was standing under the apple tree, and
the talkative little man caled Bernard was ssumbling down the hillside towards him. Bernard's Sunday
cravat was comfortably undone. He was carrying a pencil and anewspaper folded open at the
crossword. "Enchantment, fiveletters, ending in C," he was murmuring, before he looked up and saw
Chrestomanci green with tree mold. He stared at the two watch-chains, Cat, the rope, and the numbers
of people who were hurrying among the trees around the top of the meadow. "Bless my soul!" he said.
"I'm sorry—I had no idea | was needed. Y ou need the otherstoo?”

"Rather quickly," said Chrestomanci.

Thewitch in the flower hat saw him standing away from the tree and raised her voicein awitch's scream.
"They're getting away! Stop them!™

Witches, warlocks, necromancers, and wizards poured out into the meadow, with Gwendolen mincing
among them, and hurriedly cast spells asthey came. Muttering rolled around the garden. The smdll of
magic grew thick. Chrestomanci held up one hand asif he was asking for Slence. The muttering grew
instead, and sounded angry. But none of the people muttering came any nearer. The only oneswho were
il moving were William and Henry Nostrum, who kept spilling out from the trees, running hard and
bawling faintly, each with alarge flapping eagle after him.

Bernard chewed his pencil and hisface looked ribby. "Thisisawful! There are so many of them!™

"Kegp trying. I'm giving you al the help | can spare,” Chrestomanci said, with an anxious ook at the
muttering crowd.

Bernard's bushy eyebrows bobbed up. "Ah!" Miss Bessemer was standing above him on the dope. She
had the works of a clock in one hand and a cloth in the other. Perhaps because of the dope, she seemed
taller and more purple of dressthan usud. Shetook in the Situation at aglance. "Y ou'll need afull muster
to dedl with thislot," she said to Chrestomanci.

A witch in the muttering crowd screamed, "He's getting help!™ Cat thought it was Gwendolen. The smdll
of magic grew, and the muttering became like along roll of thunder. The crowd seemed to be edging
forward dowly, in abobbing of fancy hats and abristle of dark suits. The hand Chrestomanci was
holding up to stop them began to shake.

"The garden's heping them too,” said Bernard. "'Put forth your best, Bessie-girl." He chewed his pencil
and frowned intensaly. Miss Bessemer wrapped her cloth negtly around her pieces of clock and grew
noticeably taler.

And suddenly the rest of the Family began to appear around the appletree, dl in the middie of the



pesceful Sunday things they had been doing when they were summoned. One of the younger ladieshad a
skein of wool between her hands, and one of the younger men waswinding it. The next man was holding
abilliard cue, and the other young lady had alump of chak. The old lady with mittens was crocheting a
new pair of mittens. Mr. Saunders appeared with athump. He had the dragon tucked playfully under one
arm, and both of them looked startled to be fetched in the middle of aromp.

The dragon saw Cat. It wriggled out from under Mr. Saunders arm, bounded acrossthe grass, and
jumped rattling and flaming into Cat'sarms. Cat found himself staggering about under the gpple tree with
quite aheavy dragon squirming on his chest and enthusiagtically licking hisface with flame. It would have
burned him badly if he had not remembered in timeto tell the flamesthey were coal.

Helooked up to see Roger and Julia appearing. They both had their arms Stretched stiffly above their
heads, because they had been playing mirrors again, and they were both very much astonished. "It'sthe
garden!" said Roger. "And loads of people!”

"Y ou never summoned us before, Daddy," said Julia

"Thisisrather specid,” said Chrestomanci. He was holding his right hand up with hisleft one by now, and
looking tired out. "1 need you to fetch your mother. Quickly."

"We're holding them,” Mr. Saunders said. He was trying to sound encouraging, but he was nervous. The
muttering crowd was coming nesrer.

"No, we aren't!" snapped the old lady in mittens. "We can't do anything more without Millie."

Cat had afeding that everyone wastrying to fetch Millie. He thought he ought to help, since they needed
her so much, but he did not know what to do. Besides, the dragon's flames were so hot that he needed
al hisenergy not to get burned.

Roger and Juliacould not fetch Millie. "What'swrong?' said Julia. "We've aways been able to before.”
"All these people's spdlls are stopping us,” said Roger.
"Try again," said Chrestomanci. "l can't. Something's Sopping metoo.”

"Areyou joining inthe magic?' the dragon asked Cat. Cat was finding the heet of it redlly troublesome by
now. His face was red and sore. But, as soon as the dragon spoke, he understood. He was joining inthe
magic. Only hewasjoining in on the wrong side, because Gwendolen was using him again. He was so
used to her doing it that he barely noticed. But he could fedl her doing it now. She was using so much of
his power to stop Chrestomanci fetching Millie that Cat was getting burned.

For thefirgt timein hislife, Cat was angry about it. " She's no businessto!" hetold the dragon. And he
took his magic back. It waslike acool draft in hisface.

"Cat! Stop that!" Gwendolen screamed from the crowd.
"Oh, shut up!" Cat shouted back. "It'smine!"

At hisfedt, thelittle spring ran bubbling out of the grass again. Cat was|ooking down at it, wondering
why it should, when he noticed a sort of gladness come over the anxious Family around him.
Chrestomanci was |ooking upwards, and alight seemed to have fallen across hisface. Cat turned around
and found Milliewasthere & last. He supposed it was sometrick of the hillside that made her look tall as
the appletree. But it seemed no trick that she also looked kind as the end of along day. She had Fiddle
in her arms. Fiddle was draggled and miserable, but purring.



"I'm so sorry,” Millie said. "1'd have come sooner if I'd known. This poor beast had fallen off the garden
wall and | wasn't thinking of anything else.”

Chrestomanci smiled, and let his hand go. He did not seem to need it to hold back the crowd anymore.
They stood where they were, and their muttering had stopped. "It doesn't matter," he said. "But we must
get to work now."

The Family got to work at once. Cat found it hard to describe or remember afterward just how, they did.
He remembered claps and pedls of thunder, darkness, and mist. He thought Chrestomanci grew taller
than Millie, tall asthe sky—but that could have been because the dragon got extremely scared and Cat
was knedling in the grassto makeit fed safer. From there he saw the Family from timeto time, striding
about like giants. Witches screamed and screamed. Warlocks and wizards roared and howled.
Sometimes there was whirling white rain, or whirling white snow, or perhaps just whirling white smoke,
whirling and whirling. Cat was sure the whole garden was spinning, faster and faster. Among the whirling
and the whiteness came flying necromancers, or Bernard striding, or Mr. Saunders, billowing, with snow
inhishair. Juliaran past, making knot after knot in her handkerchief. And Millie must have brought
reinforcements with her; Cat glimpsed Euphemia, the butler, afootman, two gardeners and, to hisalarm,
Will Suggins once, breasting the whiteness in the howling, spinning, screaming garden.

The spinning got so fast that Cat was no longer giddy. It was spinning rock-steedy, and humming.
Chrestomanci stepped out of the whiteness and under the apple tree and held out one hand to Cat. He
was wet and windswept, and Cat was still not sure how tall hewas. "Can | have some of your dragons
blood?' Chrestomanci said.

"How did you know I'd got it?" Cat said guiltily, letting go of the dragon in order to get at hiscrucible.
"Thesmdl," said Chrestomanci.
Cat passed hiscrucible over. "Hereyou are. Havel lost alife over it?'

"Not you," said Chrestomanci. "But it was lucky you didn't et Janet touch it." He stepped to the whirling,
and emptied the whole crucible into it. Cat saw the powder snatched away and whirled. The mist turned
brownish-red and the humming to aterrible bell note that hurt Cat's ears. He could hear witches and
warlocks howling with horror. "Let them roar,” said Chrestomanci. He was leaning againgt the right-hand
pillar of the archway. "Every single one of them has now logt hisor her witcheraft. They'll complainto
their MPs and therelll be questions asked in Perliament, but | daresay we shall surviveit." Heraised his
hand and beckoned.

Frantic peoplein soaking-wet Sunday clothes came whirling out of the whiteness and were sucked
through the broken arch like dead leavesin awhirlpool. M ore and more and more came. They sailed
through in crowds. Out of the whirling many, Chrestomanci somehow collected the two Nostrums and
put them down for aminute in front of Cat and the dragon. Cat was charmed to see one of hiseagles
gtting on Henry Nostrum's shoulders, pecking at his bald pate, and the other eagle fluttering around
William, stabbing at the stouter parts of him.

"Cdl them off," said Chrestomandi.

Cat called them off, rather regretfully, and they fdll on the grass as handcuffs. Then the handcuffs were
swept away with the Nostrum brothers and whirled through the archway with them in the last of the
crowd.

Last of al came Gwendolen. Chrestomanci stopped her too. As he did o, the whiteness cleared, the
humming died away, and the rest of the Family began to collect on the sunny hillside, panting alittle but



not very wet. Cat thought the garden was probably still spinning. But perhapsit dways did. Gwendolen
stared around in horror.

"Let mego! I've got to go back and be queen.”

"Don't be sdfish," said Chrestomanci. "Y ou've no right to keep snatching elght other people from world
to world. Stay here and learn how to do it properly. And those courtiers of yours don't redly do what
you say, you know. They only pretend.” "I don't care!" Gwendolen screamed. She held up her golden
clothes, kicked off her pointed shoes, and ran for the archway. Chrestomanci reached out to stop her.
Gwendolen spun around and hurled her last handful of dragons blood in hisface and, while
Chrestomanci was forced to duck and put one arm over hisface, Gwendolen backed hagtily through the
archway. There was amighty bang. The space between the pillars turned black. When everyone
recovered, Gwendolen was gone. There was nothing but meadow between the pillars again. Even the
pointed shoes had gone.

"What did the child do?" said the old lady with mittens, very shaken.

"Sedled hersdlf in that world,” said Chrestomanci. He was even more shaken. "Isn't that so, Cat?' he
sad.

Cat nodded mulishly. It had seemed worth it. He was not sure he wanted to see Gwendolen again.
"And look what that's done," said Mr. Saunders, nodding at the hillside.

Janet was stumbling down the dope, past Millie, and she was crying. Millie handed Fiddle carefully to
Juliaand put her arms around Janet. Janet sobbed heavily. The rest crowded around her. Bernard patted
Janet's back and the old lady with mittens made soothing noises.

Cat stood on hisown near the ruins, with the dragon looking inquiringly up a him from the grass. Janet
had been happy in her own world. She had missed her mother and father. Now she was probably in this
world for good, and Cat had doneit. And Chrestomanci had called Gwendolen sdlfish!

"No, it'snot that, quite, redly," Janet said from the midst of the Family. Shetried to it down on thefalen
block of stone, and got up quickly, remembering the way it was being used when she last saw it.

Cat had avery gdlant idea. He sent for ablue velvet chair from Gwendolen's room and put it down on
the grass beside Janet. Janet gave atearful laugh. "That waskind." She sartedto sitinit.

"I belong to Chrestomanci Castle," said the chair. "1 belong to Chresto—" Miss Bessemer looked at it
gernly and it stopped.

Janet sat in the chair. It was alittle wobbly because the grass was uneven. "Where's Cat?' she said
anxioudy.

"I'm here," said Cat. "1 got the chair for you." He thought it was kind of Janet to look so relieved to see
him.
"What do you say to alittlelunch?' Millie asked Miss Bessemer. "It must be nearly two o'clock.”

"Agreed,” said Miss Bessemer, and made astatdly half-turn towards the butler. He nodded. The footman
and the gardeners staggered forward with great hampers like laundry baskets which, when the lids were
thrown back, proved to be full of chickens, hams, meat pies, ice cream, fruit, and wine.

"Oh, beatiful!" said Roger.



Everyone sat around to est the lunch. Most of them sat on the grass, and Cat made sureto Sit asfar
away from Will Suggins as he could. Millie sat on the stone dab. Chrestomanci splashed some of the
water from the bubbling spring over hisface— which seemed to refresh him wonderfully—and sat
leaning against the dab. The old lady with mittens produced atuffet out of nowhere, which she said was
more comfortable; and Bernard thoughtfully shook out the remains of the rope that Cat had |€ft by the
rock. It became ahammock. Bernard strung it between the pillars of the archway and lay init, looking
defiantly comfortable, even though he had the grestest difficulty keeping his baance and eating aswell.
Fiddle was given awing of chicken and took it into the apple treeto eat, out of the way of the dragon.
The dragon was jedlous of Fiddle. It divided itstime between breathing resentful smoke up into thetree
and leaning heavily againg Cat, begging for chicken and mest pie.

"l warn you," said Mr. Saunders. "That isthe most spoiled dragon in theworld.”
"I'mthe only dragon intheworld," the dragon said smugly.
Janet was dtill inclined to be tearful. "My dear, we do understand,” said Millie, "and we're so very sorry.”

"l can send you back,” said Chrestomanci. "It's not quite so easy with Gwendolen's world missing from
the series, but don't think it can't be done.”

"No, no. That'sdl right," Janet gulped. "At leadt, it will bedl right when I'm used to it. | was hoping to
come back here—but it israther awrench. Y ou see—" Her eyesfilled and her mouth trembled. A
handkerchief came out of the air and pushed itself into her hand. Cat did not know who had doneit, but
he wished he had thought of it. "Thanks," said Janet. "Y ou see, Mum and Dad haven't noticed the
difference.” She blew her nosefurioudy. "I got back to my bedroom, and the other girl—she's called
Romilliaredly—had been writing her diary. She got called awvay in midsentence and lft it lying there, s0
| read it. And it was all about how scared she had been in case my parents noticed she wasn't me, and
how glad she was when she was clever enough to make sure they didn't. She was utterly terrified of
being sent back. She'd had a dreadful life as an orphan in her own world, and she was miserable there.
Sheld written things that made mefed redly sorry for her. Mind you," Janet said severely, "shewas just
asking for trouble keeping adiary in the same house as my parents. | wrote anotein it telling her so, and
| said if she must keep one, sheld better put it in one of my good hiding places. And then—and then | sat
there and rather hoped I'd come back."

"That waskind of you," said Cat.

"It was, and you're truly welcome, my love," \said Millie.

"You're sure?' Chrestomanci asked, looking searchingly at Janet over the chicken leg he was edting.
Janet nodded, quite firmly, though most of her face was till hidden in the handkerchief.

"Y ou were the one | was most worried about,” Chrestomanci said. "I'm afraid | didn't redlize at once
what had happened. Gwendolen had found out about the mirror, you see, and she worked the changein
her bathroom. And anyway, none of us had the dightest idea Cat's powers were that strong. The truth
only dawned on me during that unfortunate affair of the frog, and then of course | took alook at onceto
see what had happened to Gwendolen and the seven other girls. Gwendolen wasin her element. And
Jennifer, who came after Romillia, is astough as Gwendolen and has always wished she was an orphan;
whereas Queen Caroline, whom Gwendolen displaced, was as miserable as Romillia, and had run away
threetimes dready. And it was the same with the other five. They were al much better suited—except

perhaps you."
Janet took her face out of the handkerchief and looked at him in large indignation. "Why couldn't you



have told me you knew? | wouldn't have been nearly so scared of you! And you wouldn't believe the
troubles Cat got into because of it—not to speak of me owing Mr. Bagwash twenty pounds and not
knowing the Geography and History here! And you needn't laugh!™ she said, as nearly everyone did.

"| apologize," said Chrestomanci. "Believe me, it was one of the most troubling decisonsI've ever had to
make. But who on earth is Mr. Bagwash?"'

"Mr. Badam," Cat explained reluctantly. "Gwendolen bought some dragons blood from him and didn't
redly pay."

"He's asking outrageoudy much,” said Millie. "And it isillegd, you know."

"I'll go and have aword with him tomorrow," Bernard said from his hammock. "Though hell probably be
gone by then. He knows I've got my eye on him."

"Why wasit atroubling decison?" Janet asked Chrestomanci.

Chrestomanci tossed his chicken bone to the dragon and dowly wiped hisfingers on ahandkerchief with
agold-embroidered C in one corner. This gave him an excuse to turn Cat'sway and stare, in hisvaguest
way, into the air above Cat's head. Since Cat wasfairly clear by now that the vaguer Chrestomanci
seemed about something, the more acutely he was attending to it, he was not atogether surprised when
Chrestomanci said, "Because of Cat. Wewould have felt agood dedl easier if Cat could have brought
himsdlf to tell someone what had happened. We gave him anumber of opportunitiesto. But when he held
his tongue, we thought perhaps he did know the extent of his powers after al."

"But | don't,” said Cat.

And Janet, who was becoming thoroughly cheerful now she was being allowed to ask questions, said, "
think you were quite wrong. We both got so frightened that we came into this garden and nearly got you
and Cat killed. Y ou should have said.”

"Perhaps,”" agreed Chrestomanci, and pedled abananain athoughtful way. He was till turned towards
Cat. "Normaly were more than amatch here for people like the Nostrums. | knew they were planning
something through Gwendolen, and | thought Cat knew it too—my gpologies, Cat. | wouldn't have had
Gwendolen here for aminute, except that we had to have Cat. Chrestomanci has to beanine-lived
enchanter. No one eseis strong enough for the post.”

"Pogt?' sad Janet. "lan't it ahereditary title then?’

Mr. Saunders laughed, and threw his bone to the dragon too. "Heavens no! We're dl Government
employees here. Thejob Chrestomanci hasisto make surethisworld isn't run entirely by witches.
Ordinary people haverightstoo. And he has to make sure witches don't get out into worlds where there
isn't so much magic and play havoc there. It'sabig job. And we're the staff that helpshim.”

"And he needs us like he needs two |eft legs," Bernard remarked, jerking about in the hammock as he
tried to eat ice cream.

"Oh, come now!" said Chrestomanci. "1'd have been sunk without you today."

"l was thinking of the way you found the next Chrestomanci,” Bernard said, spooning ice cream off his
waistcoat. "Y ou did it when we were just going around in circles.”

"Nine-lived enchanters are not easy to find," Chrestomanci explained to Janet. "In thefirgt place, they're
very rare, and in the second, they have to use their magic before they can be found. And Cat didn't. We



were actudly thinking of bringing someone in from another world, when Cat happened to fdl into the
hands of a clairvoyant. Even then, we only knew where he was, not who. 1'd no idea he was Eric Chant,
or any relation of mine at al—though | suppose | might have remembered that his parents were cousins,
which doubled the chance of their children being witches. And I must confessthat Frank Chant wrote to
meto say his daughter was awitch and seemed to be using her younger brother in someway. Forgive
me, Cat. | ignored that |etter because your father had been so very rude when | offered to make sure his
children would be born without witchcraft."

"Just aswell he wasrude, you know," Bernard said.
"Was that what the |etters were about?' said Cat.
"I don't understand,” said Janet, "why you didn't say anything at al to Cat. Why couldn't you?'

Chrestomanci was still looking vaguely in Cat's direction. Cat could tell he was very wary indeed. "Like
this," he said. "Remember we hadn't known one another very long. Cat appearsto have no magic at all.
Y et hissster works magic far beyond her own abilities, and goes on doing it even when her witchcraft is
taken away. What am | to think? Does Cat know what he's doing? If he doesn't, why doesn't he? And if
he does know, what is he up to? When Gwendolen removed herself, and nobody mentioned the fact, |
hoped some of the answers might emerge. And Cat still does nothing—"

"What do you mean, nothing?"' said Janet. " There were some fabul ous horse chestnuts, and he kept
stopping ulia”

"Yes, and | couldn't think what was happening,” Julia said, rather ashamed.

Cat felt hurt and uncomfortable. "Leave medone!" he said, and he stood up. Everyone, even
Chrestomanci, went tense. The only person who did not was Janet, and Cat could hardly count her,
because she was not used to magic. He found he was trying not to cry, which made him very much
ashamed. " Stop treating me so carefully!" he said. "I'm not afool, or ababy. You'redl afraid of me,
aren't you? Y ou didn't tell me things and you didn't punish Gwendolen because you were afraid I'd do
something dreadful. And | haven't. | don't know how to. | didn't know | could.”

"My love, it wasjugt that no onewas sure," said Millie.

"Wdl, be surenow!" said Cat. "The only things | did were by mistake, like coming herein this
garden—and turning Euphemiainto afrog, | suppose, but | didn't know it was me."

"Y ou're not to worry about that, Eric,” said Euphemiafrom the hillsde, where she was sitting with Will
Suggins. "It was the shock upset me. | know enchanters are different from uswitches. And I'll speak to
Mary. | promise.”

" Speak to Will Sugginstoo, whileyoureat it," said Janet. "Because hesgoing to turn Cat into afrogin
revenge any minute now."

Euphemiabounced around on the hillsde to look at Will. "What?" she said.
"What isthis, Will?' Chrestomanci asked,

"I ladit on him—for three o'clock, ar," Will Suggins sad apprehensivey, "if hedidn't meet measa
tiger."

Chrestomanci took out alarge gold watch. "Hm. It's about due now. If you don't mind my saying so, that
was alittle foolish of you, Will. Suppose you carry on. Turn Cat into afrog, or yourself into atiger, or



both. | shan't interfere.”

Will Suggins climbed heavily to hisfeet and stood facing Cat, looking asif he would prefer to be severa
milesaway. "L et the dough work, then," he said.

Cat was dill fedling so upset and tearful that he wondered whether to oblige Will Suggins and becomea
frog. Or he could try being afleaingtead. Buit it all seemed rather silly. "Why don't you be atiger?' he
sad.

As Cat expected, Will Suggins made a beautiful tiger, long-backed and deek and sharply Striped. He
was heavy as he padded up and down the dope, but hislegs did so easily in the Silky folds of hishide
that he dmost seemed light. But Will Suggins himsdlf spoiled the effect by rubbing a distressed paw over
his huge cat face and staring appedlingly at Chrestomanci. Chrestomanci smply laughed. The dragon
trotted up the hill to investigate this new beast. Will Sugginswas so alarmed that he reared up on his grest
hind legsto get away fromiit. It looked so ungainly for atiger to be doing that, that Cat turned him back
to Will Suggins on the spot.

"It wasn't real 7' asked the dragon.

"No!" said Will Suggins, mopping hisface with hisdeave. "All right, lad, you win. How did you do it S0
quick?'

"I don't know," Cat said gpologeticaly. "I'veredly noidea Shdl | learn when you teach me magic?' he
asked Mr. Saunders.

Mr. Saunderslooked alittle blank. "Well—"

"No, Michad," said Chrestomanci, "isthe right answer. It's quite clear Elementary Magic isn't going to
mean much to Cat. I'll have to teach you mysdf, Cat, and well be starting on Advanced Theory, | think,
by thelook of it. Y ou seem to start where most people leave off."

"But why didn't he know?" Janet demanded. "It aways makes me angry not to know things, and | fed
especidly angry about this, because it seems so hard on Cat.”

"Itis | agree" said Chrestomanci. "But it's something in the nature of enchanters magic, | think.
Something the same happened to me. | couldn't do magic either. | couldn't do anything. But they found |
had nine lives—I lost them at such arate that it soon became obvious—and they told me| had to be the
next Chrestomanci when | grew up, which absolutely appalled me, because | couldn't work the smplest
spell. So they sent meto atutor, the most terrifying old person, who was supposed to find what the
trouble was. And hetook one look at me and snarled, 'Empty your pockets, Chant!" Which | did. | was
too scared not to. | took out my silver watch, and one and sixpence, and aslver charm from my
godmother, and asilver tiepin | had forgotten to wear, and asilver brace | was supposed to wear in my
teeth. And as soon asthey were gone, | did some truly startling things. As| remember, the roof of the
tutor's house came off."

"Isit redly true about slver, then?' Janet said.
"For me, yes," said Chrestomanci.

"Yes, poor darling,” Milliesaid, smiling at him. "It's so awkward with money. He can only handle pound
notes and coppers.”

"He hasto give us our pocket money in pennies, if Michael hasn't got it,” said Roger. "Imagine Sixty
penniesin your pocket.”



"Theredly difficult thing ismedtimes,” said Millie. "He can't do athing with aknifeand fork in his
hands—and Gwendolen would do awful things during dinner.”

"How stupid!" said Janet. "Why on earth don't you use stainless stedl cutlery?

Millie and Chrestomanci looked a one another. "I never thought of it!" said Millie. "Janet, my love, it'sa
very good thing you're saying herel”

Janet looked at Cat and laughed. And Cat, though he was till alittle lonely and tearful, managed to laugh
too.

TheLivesof Christopher
Chant

NOTE
Everything in this book happens at |least
twenty-five years before the sory told in
Charmed Life.

For Leo,

who got hit on the head with a cricket bat

1

It was years before Christopher told anyone about his dreams. Thiswas because he mostly lived in the
nurseries at the top of the big London house, and the nursery maids who looked after him changed every
few months.

He scarcely saw his parents. When Christopher was small, he was terrified that he would meet Papa out
walking in the Park one day and not recognize him. He used to kneel down and look through the
banisters on the rare days when Papa came home from the City before bedtime, hoping to fix Papas face
inhismind. All he got was aforeshortened view of afigurein afrock coat with agreat dedl of
well-combed black whisker, handing atall black hat to the footman, and then aview of avery neat white
parting in black hair, as Papa marched rapidly under the stairway and out of sight. Beyond knowing that
Papawas tdler than most footmen, Christopher knew little else.

Some evenings, Mamawas on the stairs to meet Papa, blocking Christopher's view with wide silk skirts
and amultitude of frillsand draperies. "Remind your master," shewould say icily to the footman, "that
there is a Reception in this house tonight and that heisrequired for oncein hislifeto act ashos.”

Papa, hidden behind Mama's wide clothing, would reply in adeep gloomy voice, "Tell Madam | have a
great dedl of work brought home from the office tonight. Tell her she should have warned mein
advance."

"Inform your master,” Mamawould reply to the footman, "that if I'd warned him, he would have found an



excuse not to be here. Point out to him that it is my money that finances his business and that | shall
removeit if he does not do thissmall thing for me."

Then Papawould sigh. "Tdl Madam | an going up to dress," hewould say. "Under protest. Ask her to
gtand aside from the Sairs”

Mama never did stand aside, to Christopher's disappointment. She always gathered up her skirtsand
sailed upstairs ahead of Papa, to make sure Papa did as she wanted. Mama had huge lustrous eyes, a
perfect figure and piles of glossy black curls. The nursery maidstold Christopher Mamawas a Beauty.
At thisstagein hislife, Christopher thought everyone's parents were like this; but he did wish Mama
would give him aview of Papajust once.

He thought everyone had the kind of dreams he had, too. He did not think they were worth mentioning.
The dreams aways began the same way. Christopher got out of bed and walked around the corner of
the night nursery wall—the part with the fireplace, which jutted out—onto arocky path high onthe sde
of avaley. Thevalley was green and steep, with astream rushing from waterfal to waterfall down the
middle, but Christopher never felt there was much point in following the stream down the valley. Instead
he went up the path, around alarge rock, into the part he always thought of as The Place Between.
Christopher thought it was probably aleftover piece of the world, from before somebody came aong
and made the world properly. Formless dopes of rock towered and danted in al directions. Some of it
was hard and steep, some of it piled and rubbly, and none of it had much shape. Nor did it have much
color—mogt of it was the ugly brown you get from mixing every color in apantbox. Therewasadwaysa
formlesswet mist hanging around this place, adding to the vagueness of everything. Y ou could never see
the sky. In fact, Christopher sometimes thought there might not be asky: he had an ideathat the formless
rock went on and on in agreat arch overhead—but when he thought about it, that did not seem

possible.

Christopher dways knew in his dream that you could get to Almost Anywhere from The Place Between.
Hecadled it AlImost Anywhere because there was one place that did not want you to go to it. It was quite
near, but he dwaysfound himsdf avoiding it. He st off diding, scrambling, edging across bulging wet
rock, and climbing up or down, until he found another valey and another path. There were hundreds of
them. He cdled them the Anywheres.

The Anywheres were mostly quite different from London. They were hotter or colder, with strange trees
and stranger houses. Sometimes the people in them looked ordinary, sometimes their skin was bluish or
reddish and their eyes were peculiar, but they were aways very kind to Christopher. He had anew
adventure every time he went on adream. In the active adventures people helped him escape through
cdllarsof odd buildings, or he helped them in wars, or in rounding up dangerous animals. In thecalm
adventures, he got new thingsto eat and people gave him toys. He lost most of the toys as he was
scrambling back home over the rocks, but he did manage to bring back the shiny shdll necklace the silly
ladies gave him, because he could hang it around his neck.

He went to the Anywhere with the silly ladies severa times. It had blue seaand white sand, perfect for
digging and building in. There were ordinary peopleinit, but Christopher only saw them in the distance.
The slly ladies came and sat on rocks out of the seaand giggled a him while he made sand castles.

"Oh dligtoffer!" they would coo, in ligping voices. "Tdl uth what make you adlistoffer.” And they would
al burgt into screams of high laughter.

They werethe only ladies, he had seen without clothes on. Their skinswere greenish and so wasthelr
hair. He was fascinated by the way the ends of them were big slvery tailsthat could curl and flip amost
like afish could, and send powerful sprays of water over him from their big finned feet. He never could



persuade them that he was not a strange anima called a clistoffer.

Every time he went to that Anywhere, the latest nursery maid complained about al the sand in his bed.
He had learned very early on that they complained even louder when they found his pgjamas muddy, wet
and torn from climbing through The Place Between. He took a set of clothes out onto the rocky path and
|eft them there to change into. He had to put new clothes there every year or so, when he grew out of the
latest torn and muddy suit, but the nursery maids changed o often that none of them noticed. Nor did
they notice the strange toys he brought back over the years. There was a clockwork dragon, a horse that
was redly aflute, and the necklace from the silly ladies which, when you looked closdly, was astring of

tiny pearl skulls.

Christopher thought about the silly ladies. Helooked at hislatest nursemaid's feet, and he thought that her
shoes were about big enough to hide the flippers at the end of her tail. But you could never see any more
of any lady because of her skirts. He kept wondering how Mama and the nursery maid walked about on
abig limber tail and flippers, instead of legs and feet.

His chanceto find out came one afternoon when the nursery maid put him into an unpleasant sailor-suit
and led him downgtairs to the drawing room. Mama and some other ladies were there with someone
caled Lady Badgett, who was akind of cousin of Papa’s. She had asked to see Christopher.
Christopher stared at her long nose and her wrinkles. "Is she awitch, Mama?' he asked loudly.

Everyone except Lady Badgett—who went more wrinkled than ever—said, "Hush dear!" After that,
Christopher was glad to find they seemed to have forgotten him. He quietly lay down, on hisback on the
carpet, and rolled from lady to lady. When they caught him, he was under the sofa gazing up Lady
Badgett's petticoats. He was dragged out of the room in disgrace, very disappointed to discover that al
the ladies had big thick legs, except Lady Badgeit: her legswere thin and yellow like achicken's.

Mamasent for him in her dressing room later that day. "Oh Christopher, how could you!" shesaid. "I'd
just got Lady Badgett to the point of calling on me, and shelll never come again. Y ou've undone the work
of yeard"

It was very hard work, Christopher realized, being a Beauty. Mamawas very busy in front of her mirror
with all sorts of little cut glass bottles and jars. Behind her, amaid was even busier, far busier than the
nursery maids ever were, working on Mamas glossy curls. Christopher was so ashamed to have wasted
al thiswork that he picked up aglassjar to hide his confusion.

Mamatold him sharply to put it down. "Money isn't everything, you see, Christopher,” she explained. "A
good placein Society isworth far more. Lady Badgett could have helped us both. Why do you think |
married your papa?'

Since Christopher had simply no ideawhat could have brought Mama and Papa together, he put out his
hand to pick up the jar again. But he remembered in time that he was not supposed to touch it, and
picked up abig pad of fase hair instead. He turned it around in his hands while Mamatalked.

"Y ou are going to grow up with Papas good family and my money," she said. "I want you to promise me
now that you will take your place in Society alongside the very best people. Mamaintendsyou to bea
great man—Christopher, are you listening?"

Christopher had given up trying to understand Mama. He held the false hair out instead. "What'sthis
for?'

"Bulking out my hair,” Mamasaid. "Please atend, Christopher. It's very important you begin now
preparing yoursdf for the future. Put that hair down."



Christopher put the pad of hair back. "1 thought it might be adead rat,” he said. And somehow Mama
must have made a mistake because, to Christopher's greet interest, the thing really was a dead rat. Mama
and her maid both screamed. Christopher was hustled away while afootman came running with a

shovd.

After that, Mama called Christopher to her dressing room and talked to him quite often. He stood trying
to remember not to fiddle with thejars, staring a hisreflection in her mirror, wondering why his curls
Were black and Mama's rich brown, and why his eyes were so much more like coal than Mamas.
Something seemed to stop there ever being another dead rat, but sometimes a spider could be
encouraged to let itself down in front of the mirror, whenever Mamastak became too darming. He
understood that Mama cared very urgently about hisfuture. He knew he was going to have to enter
Society with the best people. But the only Society he had heard of was the Aid the Heathen Society that
he had to give apenny to every Sunday in church, and he thought Mama meant that.

Christopher made careful inquiries from the nursery maid with the big feet. Shetold him Heathens were
savages who ate people. Missionaries were the best people, and they were the ones Heathens ate.
Christopher saw that he was going to be amissionary when he grew up. He found Mamastalk
increasingly darming. He wished she had chosen another career for him.

He a so asked the nursery maid about the kind of ladies who had tails like fish. "Oh you mean mermaidd™
thegirl sad, laughing. "Those aren't red.”

Christopher knew mermaids were not real, because he only met them in dreams. Now he was convinced
that he would meet Heathenstoo, if he went to the wrong Almost Anywhere. For atime, he was so
frightened of meeting Heathens that when he came to anew valey from The Place Between, helay down
and looked carefully at the Anywhereit led to, to see what the people were like there before he went on.
But after awhile, when nobody tried to eat him, he decided that the Heathens probably lived in the
Anywhere which stopped you going to it, and gave up worrying until he was older.

When he was alittle older, people in the Anywheres sometimes gave him money. Christopher learned to
refuse coins. As soon as he touched them, everything just sopped. He landed in bed with ajolt and
woke up swegting. Once this happened when a pretty lady who reminded him of Mamactried laughingly
to hang an earring in his ear. Christopher would have asked the nursery maid with big feet about it, but
she had left long ago. Most of the ones who came after smply said, "Don't bother me now—I'm busy!"
when he asked them things. Until he learned to read, Christopher thought thiswaswhat al nursery maids
did: they stayed amonth, too busy to talk, and then set their mouthsin anasty line and flounced out. He
was amazed to read of Old Retainers, who stayed with familiesfor awholelifetime and could be
persuaded to tell long (and sometimes very boring) stories about the family in the past. In hishouse, none
of the servants stayed more than six months.

The reason seemed to be that Mamaand Papa had given up speaking to one another even through the
footman. They handed the servants notes to give to one another instead. Since it never occurred to elther
Mamaor Papato sed the notes, sooner or later someone would bring the note up to the nursery floor
and read it doud to the nursery maid. Christopher learned that Mamawas always short and to the point.

"Mr. Chant is requested to smoke cigars only in hisown room." Or, "Will Mr. Chant please take note
that the new laundry maid has complained of holes burnedin hisshirts"” Or, "Mr. Chant caused me much
embarrassment by leaving in the middle of my Breskfast Party.”

Papausudly let the notes build up and then answered the lot in akind of rambling rage. "My dear
Miranda, | shall smokewherel please and it isthe job of that lazy laundry maid to ded with the results,
But then your extravagance in employing foolish layabouts and rude loutsis only for your own selfish



comfort and never for mine. If you wish meto remain at your parties, try to employ acook who knows
bacon from old shoes and refrain from giving thet idiotic tinkling laugh dl thetime."

Papas replies usudly caused the servantsto leave overnight.

Christopher rather enjoyed the insght these notes gave him. Papa seemed more like a person, somehow,
evenif hewas so critical. It was quite ablow to Christopher when he was cut off from them by the arrival
of hisfirst Governess.

Mama sent for him. Shewasin tears. "Y our Papa has overreached himsdf thistime,” shesaid. "It'sa
mother's place to see to the education of her child. | want you to go to agood school, Christopher. It's
most important. But | don't want to force you into learning. | want your ambition to flower aswell. But
your Pgpa comes crashing in with his grim notions and goes behind my back by appointing this
Governess who, knowing your Papa, isbound to be terrible! Oh my poor child!”

Christopher realized that the Governess was hisfirst step towards becoming amissonary. Hefdt solemn
and darmed. But when the Governess came, she was Smply adrab lady with pink eyes, who wasfar too
discreet to talk to servants. She only stayed amonth, to Mama's jubilation.

"Now we can redlly start your education,” Mamasaid. "1 shall choose the next Governess mysdlf.”

Mamasaid that quite often over the next two years, for Governesses came and went just like nursery
maids before them. They were dl drab, discreet ladies, and Christopher got their names muddied up. He
decided that the chief difference between a Governess and a nursery maid was that a Governess usudly
burgt into tears before she left— and that was the only time a Governess ever said anything interesting
about Mama and Papa.

"I'm sorry to do thisto you," the third—or maybe the fourth—Governess wept, "because youre anice
little boy, evenif you are abit remote, but the atmosphere inthishouse! Every night he's home—which
thank God israrely!—I haveto it a the dining table with them in utter slence. And she passesme a
noteto giveto him, or he passes me onefor her. Then they open the notes and look daggers at one
another and then at me. | can't and any more!™

The ninth—or maybe the tenth—Governess was even more indiscreet. "I know they hate one another,”
she sobbed, "but she's no call to hate metoo! She's one of those who can't abide other women. And
she'sasorceress, | think—I can't be sure, because she only does little things—and he's at least as strong
as she is. He may even be an enchanter. Between them they make such an atmosphere—it's no wonder
they can't keep any servants! Oh Christopher, forgive me for talking like this about your parents!”

All the Governesses asked Christopher to forgive them and he forgave them very readily, for thiswasthe
only- time now that he had news of Mamaand Papa. It gave him awistful sort of feding that perhaps
other people had parents who were not like this. He was @l so sure that there was some sort of crisis
brewing. The hushed thunder of it reached asfar as the schoolroom, even though the Governesseswould
not let him gossip with the servants anymore. He remembered the night the crisis broke, because that was
the night when he went to an Anywhere where aman under ayellow umbrellagave him asort of
candlegtick of little bells. It was so beautiful that Christopher was determined to bring it home. He held it
in his teeth as he scrambled across the rocks of The Place Between. To hisjoy, it wasin his bed when he
woke up. But there was quite a different fegling to the house. The twelfth Governess packed and | ft
straight after breskfast.
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Christopher was called to Mama's dressing room that afternoon. There was a new Governess sitting on
the only hard chair, wearing the usua sort of ugly grayish clothes and a hat that was uglier than usud. Her
drab cotton gloves were folded on her dull bag and her head hung down asif she were timid or
put-upon, or both. Christopher found her of no interest. All theinterest in the room was centered on the
man standing behind Mama's chair with his hand on Mama's shoulder.

"Christopher, thisismy brother,” Mamasaid happily. "Y our uncle Raph.”

Mama pronounced it Rafe. It was more than ayear before Christopher discovered it wasthe name he
read as Ralph. Uncle Ra ph took hisfancy completely. To begin with, he was smoking acigar. The
scents of the dressing room were changed and mixed with the rich, incensdike smoke, and Mamawas
not protesting by even so much as sniffing. That alone was enough to show that Uncle Ralph wasina
class by himsdlf. Then he was wearing tweeds, strong and tangy and amost fox-colored, whichwerea
little baggy here and there, but blended beautifully with the darker foxiness of Uncle Raph's hair and the
redder foxiness of his mustache. Christopher had seldom seen aman in tweeds or without whiskers. This
did even more to assure him that Uncle Ralph was someone specid. Asafind touch, Uncle Ralph smiled
at him like sunlight on an autumn forest. It was such an engaging smile that Christopher'sface brokeinto a
return smile amost of its own accord.

"Hallo old chap,” said Uncle Ralph, rolling out blue smoke above Mamas glossy hair. *1 know thisis not
the best way for an uncle to recommend himsdf to anephew, but I've been sorting the family affairs out,
and I'm afraid I've had to do one or two quite shocking things, like bringing you a new Governess and
arranging for you to start school in the autumn. Governess over there. Miss Bell. | hopeyou like one
another. Enough to forgive me anyway."

He smiled a Christopher in asunny, humorous way which had Christopher rapidly approaching
adoration. All the same, Christopher glanced dubioudy a Miss Bell. She looked back, and there was an
instant when a sort of hidden prettinessin her dimost came out into the open. Then she blinked pale
eyelashes and murmured, "Pleased to meet you,” in avoice as uninteresting as her clothes.

"Shelll beyour last Governess, | hope," said Mama. Because of that, Christopher ever after thought of
MissBell asthe Last Governess. " She's going to prepare you for school. | wasn't meaning to send you
away yet, but your uncle says— Anyway, agood education isimportant for your career and, to be blunt
with you, Christopher, your papa has made a most vexatious hash of the money—whichismine, not his,
asyou know—and lost practically al of it. Luckily | had your uncle to turn to and—"

"And onceturned to, | don't let people down," Uncle Ralph said, with aquick flick of aglance at the
Governess. Maybe he meant she should not be hearing this. "Fortunately, there's plenty left to send you
to school, and then your mamais going to recoup abit by living aboroad. Shelll like that—eh, Miranda?
And Miss Bell isgoing to be found another post with glowing references. Everyonesgoing to befine.”

Hissmilewent to al of them one by one, full of warmth and confidence. Mamalaughed and dabbed
scent behind her ears. The Last Governess amost smiled, so that the hidden prettiness half emerged
again. Christopher tried to grin astrong manly grin at Uncle Ralph, because that seemed to be the only
way to express the huge, amost hopel ess adoration that was growing in him. Uncle Ralph laughed, a
golden brown laugh, and compl eted the conquest of Christopher by fishing in atweed pocket and tipping
his nephew abright new sixpence.

Christopher would have died rather than spend that sixpence. Whenever he changed clothes, he
transferred the sixpence to the new pockets. It was another way of expressing his adoration of Uncle
Raph. It was clear that Uncle Raph had stepped in to save Mamafrom ruin, and this made him the first
good man that Christopher had met. And on top of that, he was the only person outside the Anywheres



who had bothered to spesk to Christopher in that friendly man-to-man way.

Christopher tried to treasure the Last Governesstoo, for Uncle Ral ph's sake, but that was not so easy.
Shewas s0 very boring. She had adrab, cadm way of speaking, and she never raised her voice or
showed impatience, even when he was stupid about Menta Arithmetic or Levitation, both of which dl
the other Governesses had somehow missed out on.

"If aherring and ahalf cost three-hapence, Christopher,” she explained drearily, "that'sapenny and a
haf for afish and ahdf. How much for awholefish?"

"l don't know," he said, trying not to yawn.

"Very wel," the Last Governesssaid camly. "Well think again tomorrow. Now ook in thislittle mirror
and seeif you can't makeit riseintheair just aninch.”

But Christopher could not move the mirror any more than he could understand what a herring cost. The
Last Governess put the mirror aside and quietly went on to puzzle him about French. After afew days of
this, Christopher tried to make her angry, hoping she would turn more interesting when she shouted. But
shejust said camly, " Christopher, you're getting slly. Y ou may play with your toys now. But remember
you only take one out at atime, and you put that back before you get out another. That isour rule.”

Christopher had become rapidly and dismaly accustomed to thisrule. It reduced the fun alot. He had
also become used to the Last Governess Sitting beside him while he played. The other Governesses had
seized the chanceto rest, but thisone sat in ahard chair efficiently mending his clothes, which reduced
the fun even more. Neverthdless, he got the candlestick of chiming bells out of the cupboard, because
that was fascinating initsway. It was o arranged that it played different tunes, depending on which bell
you touched first. When he had finished with it, the Last Governess paused in her darning to say, "That
goesin the middle of the top shelf. Put it back before you take that clockwork dragon.” She waited to
listen to the chiming that showed Christopher had done what she said. Then, as she drove the needleinto
the sock again, she asked in her dullest way, "Who gave you the bells, Christopher?”

No one had ever asked Christopher about anything he had brought back from the Anywheres before. He
wasrather a aloss. "A man under ayellow umbrella" he answered. "He said they bring luck on my
house."

"What man where?' the Last Governess wanted to know—except that she did not sound asif she cared
if sheknew or not.

"An Almost Anywhere," Christopher said. "The hot one with the smells and the snake charmers. The man
didn't say hisname.”

"That's not an answer, Christopher,” the Last Governess said camly, but she did not say anything more
until the next time, two dayslater, when Christopher got out the chiming bells again. "Remember where
they go when you've finished with them,” she said. "Have you thought yet where the man with the yellow
umbrdlawas?'

"Outside a painted place where some godslive," Christopher said, setting the smal silvery bellcups
ringing. "Hewas nice. He said it didn't matter about money."

"Very generous,” remarked the Last Governess. "Where was this painted house for gods, Christopher?”
"| told you. It was an Almost Anywhere," Christopher said.

"And | told you that that is not an answer,” the Last Governess said. Shefolded up her darning.



"Christopher, | ingst that you tell me where those bells came from.”
"Why do you want to know?" Christopher asked, wishing she would leave him in peace.

"Because," the Last Governess said with truly ominous calm, "you are not being frank and open likea
nice boy should be. | suspect you stole those bells.”

At thismonstrousinjustice, Christopher's face reddened and tears stood in hiseyes. "'l haven't!" he cried
out. "He gave them to me! People dways give methingsin the Anywheres, only | drop most of them.
Look." And regardless of her one-toy-at-a-time rule, he rushed to the cupboard, fetched the horse flute,
the mermaids necklace and the clockwork dragon, and banged them down in her darning basket.
"Look! These are from other Anywheres.”

The Last Governess gazed at them with terrible impassiveness. "Am | to believe you have stolen these,
t00?" she said. She put the basket and the toys on the floor and stood up. "Come with me. Thismust be
reported to your mamaat once.”

She seized Christopher'sarm and in spite of hisyellsof "I didn't, | didn't!" she marched him inexorably
downgairs.

Christopher leaned backwards and dragged his feet and implored her not to. He knew he would never
be able to explain to Mama. All the notice the Last Governesstook wasto say, " Stop that disgraceful
noise. You'reabig boy now."

Thiswas something al the Governesses agreed on. But Christopher no longer cared about being big.
Tears poured disgracefully down his cheeks and he screamed the name of the one person he knew who
saved people. "Uncle Ralph! I'll explainto Uncle Raph!"

The Last Governess glanced down at him at that. Just for amoment, the hidden prettinessflickered in her
face. But to Christopher's despair, she dragged him to Mama's dressing room and knocked on the door.

Mamaturned from her mirror in surprise. She looked at Christopher, red faced and gulping and wet with
tears. Shelooked at the Last Governess. "Whatever isgoing on?Isheill ?*

"No, Madam," the Last Governess said in her dullest way. " Something has happened which | think your
brother should be informed of at once.”

"Ralph?’ said Mama. "Y ou mean I'm to write to Raph? Or isit more urgent than that?*

"Urgent, Madam, | think," the Last Governess said drearily. " Christopher saysthat heiswilling to confess
to hisuncle. | suggest, if | may make so bold, that you summon him now."

Mamayawned. This Governess bored her terribly. "I'll do my best,” she said, "but | don't answer for my
brother'stemper. Helivesavery busy life, you know." Carelesdy, she pulled one of her dark glossy hairs
out of the silver-backed brush she had been using. Then, much more carefully, she began teasing hairs
out of her slver and crystal hair-tidy. Most of the hairs were Mama's own dark ones, but Christopher,
watching Mamas beautiful pearly nails ddicately pinching and pulling at the hairs, while he sobbed and
swallowed and sobbed again, saw that one of the hairs was amuch redder color. Thiswas the one
Mamapulled out. Shelaid it across her own hair from the brush. Then, picking up what seemedto bea
hatpin with a glittery knob, she laid that across both hairs and tapped it with one sharp, impatient nail.
"Rdph," shesad. "Raph Weatherby Argent. Mirandawants you."

One of the mirrors of the dressing table turned out to be awindow,, with Uncle Ra ph looking throughiit,
rather irritably, while he knotted histie. "What isit?" he said. "I'm busy today.”



"When aren't you?' asked Mama. "Listen, that Governessis here looking like awet week asusual. She's
brought Christopher. Something about a confession. Could you come and sort it out? It's beyond me."

"Is she?' said Uncle Ralph. He leaned sidewaysto ook through the mirror—or window, or
whatever—and when he saw Christopher, he winked and broke into his sunniest smile. "Dear, dear. This
doeslook upsetting. I'll be dong at once.”

Christopher saw him leave the window and walk away to one side. Mamahad only timeto turn to the
Last Governess and say, "There, I've done my best!" before the door of her dressing room opened and
Uncle Raph strodein.

Christopher quiteforgot his sobsin theinterest of dl this. Hetried to think what was on the other side of
thewal of Mama's dressing room. The sairs, asfar as he knew. He supposed Uncle Raph could havea
secret room in the wall about one foot wide, but he was much moreinclined to think he had been seeing
real magic. As he decided this, Uncle Ralph secretly passed him alarge white handkerchief and waked
cheerfully into the middle of the room to allow Christopher timeto wipe hisface.

"Now what'sal thisabout?' he said.
"l have noidea,” sald Mama. " Shélll explain, no doubt.”

Uncle Raph cocked a ginger eyebrow at the Last Governess. "I found Christopher playing with an
artifact,” the Governess said tedioudy, "of akind | have never seen before, made of ameta that istotaly
unknown to me. He then revealed he had three more artifacts, each one different from the other, but he
was unable to explain how he had come by them.”

Uncle Ralph looked at Christopher, who hid the handkerchief behind his back and looked nervoudy
back. "Enough to get anyone into hot water, old chap,” Uncle Ralph said. " Suppose you take me to |ook
at these things and explain where they do come from?”

Christopher heaved a great happy sigh. He had known he could count on Uncle Ralph to save him. "Yes
please," hesad.

They went back upstairs with the Last Governess processing ahead and Christopher hanging gratefully on
to Uncle Raph'slarge warm hand. When they got there, the Governess sat quietly down to her sewing
again asif she felt she had done her bit. Uncle Ralph picked up the bellsand jingled them. "By Jove!" he
sad. "These sound like nothing sein the universel” He took them to the window and carefully examined
each bell. "Bull's-eye!" hesaid. "Y ou clever woman! They are like nothing dsein the universe. Some
kind of strange dloy, | think, different for each bell. Handmade by the look of them." He pointed genidly
to the tuffet by thefire. "Sit there, old chap, and oblige me by explaining what you did to get these bells
here"

Christopher sat down, full of willing eagerness. "1 had to hold them in my mouth while | climbed through
The Place Between," he explained.

"No, no," said Uncle Ralph. "That sounds like near the end. Start with what you did in the beginning
before you got the bdlls.

"I went down the valey to the snake-charming town,” Christopher said.

"No, before that, old chap," said Uncle Raph. "When you set off from here. What time of day wasit, for
instance? After breakfast? Before lunch?’

"No, inthe night,” Christopher explained. "It was one of the dreams.”



Inthisway, by going carefully back every time Christopher missed out astep, Uncle Ralph got
Christopher to tell him in detail about the dreams, and The Place Between, and the Almost Anywheres he
cameto down the valeys. Since Uncle Ralph, far from being angry, seemed steadily more ddlighted,
Christopher told him everything he could think of.

"What did | tell you!" he said, possibly to the Governess. "'l can dways trust my hunches. Something had
to come out of aheredity likethis! By Jove, Christopher old chap, you must be the only person inthe
world who can bring back solid objects from aspirit trip! | doubt if even old de Witt can do that!"

Christopher glowed to find Uncle Ralph so pleased with him, but he could not help feding resentful about
the Last Governess. " She sad | stolethem.”

"Take no notice of her. Women are dways jumping to the wrong conclusons,” Uncle Raph said, lighting
acigar. At this, the Last Governess shrugged her shoulders up and smiled alittle. The hidden prettiness
came out stronger than Christopher had ever seen it, dmost asif she was human and sharing ajoke.
Uncle Raph blew arall of blue smoke over them both, beaming like the sun coming through clouds.
"Now the next thing, old chap,” he said, "isto do afew experimentsto test this gift of yours. Can you
control these dreams of yours? Can you say when you're about to go off to your Almost Anywheres—or
can't you?"'

Christopher thought about it. "I go when | want to," he said.
"Then have you any objection to doing me atest run, say tomorrow night?' Uncle Ralph asked.
"I could go tonight,” Christopher offered.

"No, tomorrow," said Uncle Raph. "It'll take me aday to get things set up. And when you go, thisis
what | want you to do." He leaned forward and pointed his cigar at Christopher, to let him know he was
serious. "You set out as usua when you're ready and try to do two experiments for me. Firdt, I'm going
to arrange to have aman waiting for you in your Place Between. | want you to seeif you can find him.

Y ou may haveto shout to find him—I don't know: I'm not aspirit traveler mysaf—but anyway, you
climb about and see if you can make contact with him. If you do, then you do the second experiment.
The man will tel you what that is. And if they both work, then we can experiment some more. Do you
think you can do that? Y ou'd like to help, wouldn't you, old chep?’

"Yed" said Christopher.

Uncle Ra ph stood up and patted his shoulder. "Good lad. Don't let anyone deceive you, old chap. Y ou
have avery exciting and important gift here. It's so important that | advise you not to talk about it to
anyone but me and Miss Bell over there. Don't tell anyone, not even your mama. Right?!

"Right," said Christopher. It was wonderful that Uncle Ra ph thought him important. He was so glad and
ddighted that he would have done far more for Uncle Ra ph than just not tell anyone. That was easy.
Therewasno oneto tell.

"Soit'sour secret,” said Uncle Ra ph, going to the door. " Just the three of us—and the man I'm going to
send, of course. Don't forget you may haveto look quite hard to find him, will you?"

"I won't forget,” Christopher promised eagerly.

"Good lad," said Uncle Raph, and went out of the door in awaft of cigar smoke.
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Christopher thought he would never live through the time until tomorrow night. He burned to show Uncle
Raph what he could do. If it had not been for the Last Governess, he would have made himsdlf ill with
excitement, but she managed to be so boring that she somehow made everything e se boring too. By the
time Christopher went to bed that next night, he was dmaost wondering if it was worth dreaming.

But he did dream, because Uncle Ralph had asked him to, and got out of bed as usua and walked
around the fireplace to the valey, where his clothes were lying on the rocky path as usud. By now thislot
of clotheswastorn, covered with mud and assorted filth from a hundred Almost Anywheres, and at least
two sizestoo small. Christopher put them on quickly, without bothering to do up buttons that would not
meet. He never wore shoes because they got in the way as he climbed the rocks. He pattered around the
crag in his bare feet into The Place Between.

It was formless and unfinished as ever, dl didesand jumbles of rock rearing in every direction and high
overhead. The mist billowed asformlesdy astherocks. It was one of thetimeswhenrain danted init,
driven thisway and that by the hither-thither winds that blew in The Place Between. Christopher hoped
he would not have to spend too long here hunting for Uncle Ralph's man. It made him fed so small,
besides being cold and wet. He dutifully braced himself on adide of rubbly sand and shouted.

"Hdlo!"

The Place Between made his voice sound no louder than abird cheegping. The windy fog seemed to
snatch the sound away and bury it in aflurry of rain. Christopher listened for areply, but for minutes on
end the only noise was the hissing hum of the wind. He was wondering whether to shout again, when he
heard alittle cheeping thread of sound, wailing itsthin way back to him acrosstherocks. "Hallo-o-0!" It
was his own shout. Christopher was sure of it. Right from the start of his dreams, he had known that The
Place Between liked to have everything that did not belong sent back to the place it came from. That was
why he always climbed back to bed faster than he did when he climbed out to anew valey. The Place
pushed him back.

Christopher thought about this. It probably did no good to shout. If Uncle Ral ph's man was out therein
the mist, he would not be able to stand and wait for very long, without getting pushed back to the valley
he came from. So the man would have to wait in the mouth of avalley and hope that Christopher found
him. Christopher sighed. There were such thousands and thousands of valeys, high up, low down, turning
off at every angle you could think of, and some valleys turned off other valleys—and that was only if you
crawled around the side of the Place that was nearest. If you went the other way, towards the Anywhere
that did not want people, there were probably many thousands more. On the other hand, Uncle Ralph
would not want to make it too difficult. The man must be quite near.

Determined to make Uncle Raph's experiment asuccessif he could, Christopher set off, climbing,
diding, inching across wet rock with hisface close to the cold hard smdll of it. Thefirst valley he cameto
was empty. "Halo?' he caled down it. But the river rushed down green empty space and he could see
no one was there. He backed out and climbed up and sideways to the next. And there, before he
reached the opening, he could see someone through the mist, dark and shiny with rain, crouching on a
rock and scrabbling for ahandhold overhead.

"Hallo?' Christopher asked.

"Wdl I'll be—Isthat Christopher?' the person asked. It was a strong young man's voice. "Come on out
where we can see one another.”

With a certain amount of heaving and dipping, both of them scrambled around a bulge of rock and
dropped down into another valley, where the air was cdm and warm. The grass here waslit pink by a



unset inthe distance.

"Well, well," said Uncle Raph's man. ™Y ou're about half the size | expected. Pleased to meet you,
Chrigtopher. I'm Tacroy." He grinned down at Christopher. Tacroy was as strong and young as his
voice, rather squardly and sturdily built, with aroundish brown face and merry-looking hazdl eyes.
Christopher liked him at once—partly because Tacroy wasthe first grown man he had met who had
curly hair like hisown. It was not quite like. Where Christopher's hair made loose black rounds, Tacroy's
hair coiled tight, like amass of little pale brown springs. Christopher thought Tacroy's hair must hurt when
aGoverness or someone made him comb it. This made him notice that Tacroy's curlswere quite dry.

Nor was there any trace of the shiny wetness that had been on his clothes amoment before. Tacroy was
wearing a greenish worsted suit, rather shabby, but it was not even damp.

"How did you get dry so quickly?' Christopher asked him.

Tacroy laughed. "I'm not here quite as bodily as you seem to be. And you're soaked through. How was
thet?'

"Therainin The Place Between," Christopher said. "Y ou were wet there, too.”

"Was|7?" said Tacroy. "l don't visudize at dl on the Passage—it's more like night with afew starsto
guideby. | find it quite hard to visudize even here on the World Edge—though | can see you quite well
of course, sncewere both willing it." He saw that Christopher was staring at him, not understanding
more than aword of this, and screwed his eyes up thoughtfully. This made little laughing wrinkles all
around Tacroy's eyes. Christopher liked him better than ever. "Tdl me," Tacroy said, waving abrown
hand towards the rest of the valley, "what do you see here?"

"A vdley," Christopher said, wondering what Tacroy saw, "with green grass. The sun's setting and it's
making the stream down the middie look pink."

"Isit now?' said Tacroy. "Then | expect it would surprise you very much to know that dl | can seeisa
dightly pink fog."

"Why?' said Christopher.

"Because I'm only herein spirit, while you seem to be actudly hereintheflesh,” Tacroy said. "Back in
London, my vauable body islying on asofain adeep trance, tucked up in blankets and warmed by
stone hot-water bottles, while abeautiful and agreesble young lady plays tunesto me on her harp. |
inssted on the young lady as part of my pay. Do you think you're tucked up in bed somewhere too?"

When Tacroy saw that this question made Christopher both puzzled and impatient, his eyes screwed up
again. "Let'sget going," he sad. "The next part of the experiment isto seeif you can bring a prepared
package back. I've made my mark. Make yours, and welll get down into thisworld.”

"Mark?' said Christopher.

"Mark," said Tacroy. "If you don't make amark, how do you think you will find your way in and out of
thisworld, or know which oneit iswhen you cometo it?'

"Vdleysare quite easy to find," Christopher protested. "And | can tdll that I've been to this Anywhere
before. It's got the smallest stream of al of them.”

Tacroy shrugged with his eyes screwed right up. "My boy, you're giving me the creeps. Be kind and
please me and scratch the number nine on arock or something. | don't want to be the one who loses
you."



Christopher obligingly picked up apointed flint and dug away & the mud of the path until he had made a
large wobbly 9 there. He looked up to find Tacroy staring asif he was aghogt. "What's the matter?”

Tacroy gave ashort wild-sounding laugh. "Oh nothing much. | can see it, that's dl. That's only unheard
of, that'sall. Can you see my mark?'

Christopher looked everywhere he could think of, including up at the sunset sky, and had to confess that
he could see nothing like amark.

"Thank Heaven!" said Tacroy. "At least that's norma! But I'm still serioudy wondering whet you are. |
begin to understand why your uncle got so excited.”

They sauntered together down the valley. Tacroy had his handsin his pockets and he seemed quite
casud, but Christopher got the fedling, dl the same, that Tacroy usualy went into an Anywherein some
way that was quicker and quite different. He caught Tacroy glancing at him severa times, asif Tacroy
was not sure of the way to go and was waiting to see what Christopher did. He seemed very relieved
when they cameto the end of the valey and found themselves on the rutty road among the huge jungle
trees. The sun was dmost down. There were lights at the windows of the tumbledown old inn in front of
them.

Thiswas one of the first Anywheres Christopher had been to. He remembered it hotter and wetter. The
big trees had been bright green and dripping. Now they seemed brown and a bit wilted, asfar ashe
could tdl inthe pink light. When hefollowed Tacroy onto the crazily built wooden veranda of theinn, he
saw that the blobs of colored fungus that had fascinated him last time had dl turned dry and white. He
wondered if the Landlord would remember him.

"Landlord!" Tacroy shouted. When nothing happened, he said to Christopher, "Can you bang on the
table?| can't.”

Christopher noticed that the bent boards of the veranda creaked under his own feet, but not under
Tacroy's. It did seem asif Tacroy was not redlly here in some way. He picked up awooden bowl and
rapped hard on the twisted table with it. It was another thing that made Tacroy's eyes screw up.

When the Landlord shuffled out, he was wrapped in at |east three knitted shawls and too unhappy to
notice Christopher, let aone remember him.

"Ralph's messenger,” Tacroy said. "1 believe you have a package for me."

"Ahyes" shivered the Landlord. "Won't you comeinside out of this exceptionally bitter weather, Sr?
Thisisthe hardest winter anyone has known for years.”

Tacroy's eyebrows went up and he looked at Christopher. "I'm quite warm,” Christopher said.
"Then welll stay outsde,” Tacroy said. "The package?"

"Directly, gr," shivered the Landlord. "But won't you take something hot to warm you up? On the house,
ar.”

"Yesplease," Christopher said quickly. Last time he was here he had been given something chocolatish
which was not cocoa but much nicer. The Landlord nodded and smiled and shuffled shivering back
indoors. Christopher sat at the table. Even though it was dmost dark now, hefelt ddirioudy warm. His
clothes were drying nicely. Crowds of fleshy moth-things were flopping &t the lighted windows, but
enough light came between them for him to see Tacroy St down inthe air and then dide himsdlf sdeways
onto the chair on the other side of the table.



"You'll haveto drink whatever-it-isfor me," Tacroy said.
"That won't worry me," Christopher said.
"Why did you tell meto write the number nine?"

"Because this set of worldsisknown as SeriesNine," Tacroy explained. "Y our uncle seemsto have alot
of dealings here. That waswhy it was easy to set the experiment up. If it works, | think he's planning a
whole st of trips, al dong the Related Worlds. Y ou'd find that a bit boring, wouldn't you?'

"Ohno. I'dlikeit," Christopher said. "How many are there after nine?"

"Oursis Twelve," said Tacroy. "Then they go down to One, dong the other way. Don't ask me why they
go back to front. It'straditiond.”

Christopher frowned over this. There were agreat many more valeys than that in The Place Between, dl
arranged higgledy-piggledy too, not in any neat way that made you need to count up to twelve. But he
supposed there must be some way in which Tacroy knew best—or Uncle Ralph did.

The Landlord shuffled hastily out again. He was carrying two cups that steamed out adark chocolate
amell, dthough thislovely aromawas rather spoiled by a much less pleasant smell coming from around
leather container on along strap, which he dumped on the table beside the cups. "Herewe are,” he said.
"That's the package and here's to take the chill off you and drink to further dealings, sir. | don't know
how you two can stand it out here!™

"We come from acold and misty climate," Tacroy said. "Thanks," he added to the Landlord's back, as
the Landlord scampered indoors again. "l suppose it must betropical here usudly,” he remarked asthe
door dammed. "'l wouldn't know. | can't fed hesat or cold in the spirit. Isthat stuff nice?"

Christopher nodded happily. He had aready drained onetiny cup. It was dark, hot, and delicious. He
pulled Tacroy's cup over and drank that in sips, to make the taste last aslong as possible. Theround
leather bottle smelled so offensve that it got in the way of the taste. Christopher put it on the floor out of
theway.

"You canliftit, | see, and drink," Tacroy said, watching him. ™Y our uncle told me to make quite sure, but
| haven't any doubt mysdlf. He said you lose things on the Passage.”

"That's because it's hard carrying things across the rocks," Christopher explained. "I need both handsfor
dimbing."

Tacroy thought. "Hm. That explainsthe strap on the bottle. But there could be al sorts of other reasons.
I'd loveto find out. For instance, have you ever tried to bring back something alive?'

"Likeamouse?' Christopher suggested. "I could put it in my pocket.”

A sudden gleeful look cameinto Tacroy's face. He looked, Christopher thought, like a person about to
be thoroughly naughty. "Let'stry it,” hesaid. "Let's seeif you can bring back asmal anima next. I'll
persuade your uncle that we need to know that. | think I'll die of curiosity if wedont try it, evenif it'sthe
last thing you do for ud™

After that Tacroy seemed to get more and more impatient. At last he stood up in such ahurry that he
gtood right through the chair asif it wasn't there. "Haven't you finished yet? Let'sget going.”

Christopher regretfully stood the tiny cup on hisface to get at the last drops. He picked up the round



bottle and hung it around his neck by the strap. Then he jumped off the veranda and set off down the
rutty road, full of eagernessto show Tacroy the town. Fungus grew like corals on al the porches. Tacroy
would likethat.

Tacroy caled after him. "Hey! Where are you off to?" Christopher stopped and explained. "No way,"
said Tacroy. "It doesn't matter if the fungusis sky-blue-pink. I can't hold this trance much longer, and |
want to make sure you get back too."

Thiswas disappointing. But when Christopher came close and peered at him, Tacroy did seem to be
developing afant, fluttery ook, asif he might dissolve into the dark, or turn into one of the moth-things
beeting at the windows of the inn. Rather darmed by this, Christopher put ahand on Tacroy's deeveto
hold him in place. For amoment, thearm hardly felt asif it was there—like the festhery balls of dust that
grew under Christopher's bed—but after that first moment it firmed up nicely. Tacroy's outline grew hard
and black against the dark trees. And Tacroy himself stood very ill.

"l do believe" hesad, asif hedid not believeit at al, "that you've done something to fix me. What did
you do?'

"Hardened you up," Christopher said. ™Y ou needed it so that we could go and look at the town. Come
on."

But Tacroy laughed and took afirm grip on Christopher's arm—so firm that Christopher was sorry he
had hardened him. "No, well see the fungus another time. Now | know you can do thistoo, it'sgoing to
be much easier. But | only contracted for an hour thistrip. Come on."”

Asthey went back up the valley, Tacroy kept peering around. "If it wasn't so dark,” he said, "I'm sureI'd
be seeing thisasavdley, too. | can hear the stream. Thisisamazing!" But it was clear that he could not
see The Place Between. When they got to it, Tacroy went on walking asif he thought it was ill the
valley. When the wind blew the mist aside, he was not there anymore.

Christopher wondered whether to go back into Nine, or on into another valey. But it did not seem such
fun without company, so helet The Place Between push him back home.

4

By the next morning, Christopher was heartily sick of the smell—it was more of areek redly— from the
leather bottle. He put it under his head, but it was still so bad that he had to get up and cover it with a
pillow before he could get to deep.

When the Last Governess camein to tell him to get up, she found it at once by the smell. "Dear Heavens
above!" shesad, dragging it out by its strap. "Would you credit this! | didn't believe even your uncle
could ask for awhole bottleful of this stuff! Didn't he think of the danger?’

Christopher blinked up at her. He had never seen her so emotiond. All her hidden prettiness had come
out and she was staring at the bottle asif she did not know whether to be angry or scared or pleased.
"What'sinit?' hesad.

"Dragons blood," said the Last Governess. "And it'snot even dried! I'm going to get this straight off to
your uncle while you get dressed, or your mamawill throw fits." She hurried away with the bottle at arm's
length, swinging onitsstrap.

" think your uncles going to be very pleased,” she called over her shoulder.



There was no doubt about that. A day later abig parcel arrived for Christopher. The Last Governess
brought it up to the schoolroom with some scissors and let him cut the string for himsdlf, which added
much to the excitement. Inside was a huge box of chocolates, with avast red bow and a picture of aboy
blowing bubbles on the top. Chocolates were so rare in Christopher'slife that he amost failed to notice
the envelope tucked into the bow. It had agold sovereign in it and anote from Uncle Ralph.

"Well donel!!!" it said. "Next experiment in aweek. Miss Bl will tell you when. Congratulationsfrom
your loving uncle.”

This so ddighted Christopher that he let the Last Governess havefirg pick from the chocolates. "I think,"
shesad dryly, as she picked the nutty kind that Christopher never liked, "that your mamawould like to
be offered one before too many are gone." Then she plucked the note out of Christopher'sfingersand
put it in the fireasa hint that he was not to explain to Mamawhat he had done to earn the chocol ates.

Christopher prudently ate the first layer before he offered the box to Mama. " Oh dear, these are so bad
for your teeth!" Mama said, while her fingers hovered over the strawberry and then the truffle. ™Y ou do
seem to have taken your uncle's fancy— and that's just aswell, since I've had to put dl my money in his
hands. It'll be your money one day," she said as her fingers closed on the fudge. "Don't et my brother
spoil him too much," she said to the Last Governess. "And | think you'd better take him to adentist.”

"Yes, Madam," said the Last Governess, al meek and drab.

It was clear that Mamadid not have the least suspicion what the chocolates were redly about.
Christopher was pleased to have been so faithful to Uncle Raph's wishes, though he did wish Mama had
not chosen the fudge. The rest of the chocolates did not last quite the whole week, but they did take
Christopher's mind off the excitement of the next experiment. In fact, when the Last Governess said
camly, the next Friday before bedtime, "Y our uncle wants you to go on another dream tonight,”
Christopher felt more businesdike than excited. "Y ou areto try to get to Series Ten," said the Last
Governess, "and meet the same man as before. Do you think you can do that?!

"Easy!" Christopher said loftily. "I could do it standing on my head.”

"Whichisgetting alittle swelled,” remarked the Last Governess. "Don't forget to brush your hair and
clean your teeth and don't get too confident. Thisisnot redly agame.”

Christopher did honestly try not to fedl too confident, but it was easy. He went out onto the path, where
he put on his muddy clothes, and then climbed through The Place Between looking for Tacroy. The only
difficulty wasthat the valeyswere not arranged in the right order. Number Ten was not next one on from
Nine, but quite away lower down and further on. Christopher amost thought he was not going to find it.
But at length he did down along dope of yellowish scree and saw Tacroy shining wetly through the mist
as he crouched uncomfortably on the valey'slip. He held out adripping arm to Christopher.

"Lord!" hesaid. "I thought you were never coming. Firm me up, will you? I'm fading back aready. The
latest girl isnothing like so effective.”

Christopher took hold of Tacroy's cold woolly-feding hand. Tacroy began firming up a once. Soon he
was hard and wet and as solid as Christopher, and very pleased about it too. "This was the part your
unclefound hardest to believe," he said while they climbed into the valley. "But | sworeto him that I'd be
able to see—Oh—Um. What do you see, Christopher?’

"It'sthe Anywherewhere| got my bells," Christopher said, smiling around the steep green dopes. He
remembered it perfectly. This Anywhere had a particular twist to the stream hafway down. But there
was something new here—a sort of mistinessjust beside the path. "What'sthat?' he asked, forgetting that



Tacroy could not seethevalley.

But Tacroy evidently could see the valey now he wasfirmed up. He stared at the mistinesswith hiseyes
ruefully wrinkled. "Part of your uncle's experiment that doesn't seem to have worked," he said. "It's
supposed to be a horsaless carriage. He was trying to send it through to meet us. Do you think you can
firm that up too?"

Christopher went to the mistiness and tried to put hishand on it. But the thing did not seem to be there
enough for him to touch. His hand just went through.

"Never mind," said Tacroy. "Y our unclewill just haveto think again. And the carriage was only one of
three experimentstonight.” Heindsted that Christopher write abig 10 in the dirt of the path, and then
they set off down thevaley. "If the carriage had worked," Tacroy explained, "wed havetried for
something bulky. Asitis, | get my way and wetry for an anima. Lordy! I'm glad you came when you
did. | wasdmost as bad asthat carriage. It'sdl that girl'sfault.”

"Thelovely young lady with the harp?' asked Christopher.

"Alas, no," Tacroy sad regretfully. "Shetook afit when you firmed me up last time. It ssems my body
there in London went down to athread of mist and she thought | was a goner. Screamed and broke her
harp strings. Left as soon as | came back. She said she wasn't paid to harbor ghosts, pointed out that her
contract was only for one trance, and refused to come back for twice the money. Pity. | hoped she was
made of sterner stuff. She reminded me very much of another young lady with a harp who was once the
light of my life." For ashort while, helooked as sad as someone with such amerry face could. Then he
gmiled. "But | couldn't ask either of them to share my garret,” he said. "Soit's probably just aswell.”

"Did you need to get another one?' Christopher asked.

"l can't do without, unfortunately, unlike you," Tacroy said. "A professiond spirit traveler hasto have
another medium to keep him anchored— music's the best way—and to cal him back in case of trouble,
and keep him warm, and make sure he's not interrupted by tradesmen with bills and so forth. So your
unclefound thisnew girl in abit of ahurry. She's stern Suff dl right. VVoice like ahatchet. Playsthe flute
like someone using wet chak on ablackboard.” Tacroy shuddered dightly. "I can hear it faintly dl the
timeif | ligen."

Christopher could hear a squealing noise too, but he thought it was probably the pipes of the snake
charmerswho sat in rows againgt the city wal in this Anywhere. They could seethe city now. It wasvery
hot here, far hotter than Nine. The high muddy-looking walls and the strange-shaped domes above them
quivered in the heet, like things under water. Sandy dust blew up in clouds, dmost hiding the dirty-white
row of old men squatting in front of baskets blowing into pipes. Christopher looked nervoudy at the fat
snakes, each one swaying upright in its basket.

Tacroy laughed. "Don't worry. Y our uncle doesn't want a snake any more than you do!”

The city had atowering but narrow gate. By the time they reached it both were covered in sandy dust
and Christopher was swesting through it, in trickles. Tacroy seemed enviably cool. Inddethewdlsit was
even hotter. Thiswas the one drawback to athoroughly nice Anywhere. The shady edges of the streets
were crowded with people and goats and makeshift stalls under colored umbrellas, so that Christopher
was forced to walk with Tacroy down the blinding stripe of sunin the middle. Everyone shouted and
chattered cheerfully. The air wasthick with strange smélls, the bleating of goats, the squawks of chickens,
and grange clinking music. All the colorswere bright, and brightest of dl were the smal gilded dollhouse
things at the corners of streets. These were always hegped with flowers and dishes of food. Christopher
thought they must belong to very smal gods.



A lady under an dectric blue umbrella gave him some of the sweetmeat shewas sdlling. It waslikea
crisp bird's nest soaked in honey. Christopher gave someto Tacroy, but Tacroy said he could only taste
it the way you tasted food in dreams, even when Christopher firmed him up again.

"Does Uncle Ralph want meto fetch agoat?' Christopher asked, licking honey from hisfingers.

"Wed havetried if the carriage had worked," Tacroy said. "But what your unclesredlly hoping for isa
cat from one of the temples. We haveto find the Temple of Asheth.”

Christopher led the way to the big square where dl the large houses for gods were. The man with the
ydlow umbrdlawas till there, on the steps of the largest temple. "Ahyes. That'sit,” Tacroy said. But
when Christopher set off hopefully to talk to the man with the yellow umbrdlaagain, Tacroy said, "No, |
think our best bet isto get in around the Sde somewhere."

They found their way down narrow side alleysthat ran al around the temple. There were no other doors
tothetempleat dl, nor did it have any windows. The walswere high and muddy-looking and totally
blank except for wicked spikes on the top. Tacroy stopped quite cheerfully in abaking aley where
someone had thrown away a cartload of old cabbages and looked up at the spikes. The ends of
flowering cregpers were twined among the spikes from the other side of the wall.

"Thislooks promising,” he said, and leaned againgt the wall. His cheerful look vanished. For amoment he
looked frustrated and rather annoyed. "Here'saturnup,” he said. 'Y ou've made me too solid to get
through, darnit!" He thought about it, and shrugged. " This was supposed to be experiment three anyway.
Y our uncle thought that if you could broach away between the worlds, you could probably passthrough
awall too. Areyou gameto try? Do you think you can get in and pick up acat without me?"

Tacroy seemed very nervous and worried about it. Christopher looked at the frowning wall and thought
that it was probably impossible. "1 cantry," he said, and largely to console Tacroy, he stepped up against
the hot stones of thewall and tried to push himsdf through them. At first it was impossible. But after a
moment, hefound that if he turned himsalf sort of sdewaysin apeculiar way, he began to sink into the
stones. He turned and smiled encouragingly at Tacroy'sworried face. "I'll be back in aminute.”

"l don't like letting you go on your own," Tacroy was saying, when there came anoise like SHLUCK!
and Chrigtopher found himsdlf on the other side of thewall al mixed up in cregpers. For asecond hewas
blinded in the sun there. He could see and hear and fed that things were moving al over theyard in front
of him, rushing away from him in astedlthy, blurred way that had him amost paralyzed with terror.
Snakes! he thought, and blinked and squinted and blinked again, trying to see them properly.

They were only cats, running away from the noise he had made coming through thewall. Most of them
werewd | out of reach by the time he could see. Some had climbed high up the creepers and the rest had
bolted for the various dark archways around the yard. But one white cat was dower than the others and
was | eft trotting uncertainly and heavily across the harsh shadow in one corner. That wasthe oneto get.
Christopher et off after it.

By the time he had torn himself free of the creepers, the white cat had taken fright. It ran. Christopher ran
after it, through an archway hung with more creepers, across another, shadier yard, and then through a
doorway with a curtain instead of adoor. The cat dipped around the curtain. Christopher flung the
curtain asde and dived after it, only to find it was so dark beyond that he was once more blinded.

"Who are you?" said avoice from the darkness. It sounded surprised and haughty. ™Y ou're not
supposed to be here.”

"Who are you?" Christopher said cautioudy, wishing he could see something beside blue and green



dazzle.

"I'm the Goddess of course,” said the voice. "The Living Asheth. What are you doing here? I'm not
supposed to see anyone but priestesses until the Day of Festiva."

"l only cameto get acat,” said Christopher. "I'll go away when | have."

"You'renot allowed to," said the Goddess. "Cats are sacred to Asheth. Besides, if it's Bethi you're after,
she'smine, and she'sgoing to have kittens again.”

Christopher's eyes were adjusting. If he peered hard at the corner where the voice came from, he could
See someone about the same size as he was, Sitting on what seemed to be apile of cushions, and pick out
the white hump of the cat clutched in the person’'s arms. He took a step forward to see better.

"Stay whereyou are," said the Goddess, "or I'll cal down fireto blast you!™

Christopher, much to his surprise, found he could not move from the spot. He shuffled hisfeet to make
aure. It was asif his bare soles were fastened to the tiles with strong rubbery glue. While he shuffled, his
eyes started working properly. The Goddess was a girl with around, ordinary face and long
mouse-colored hair. She was wearing a deeveess rust brown robe and rather alot of turquoise jewelry,
including at least twenty bracelets and alittle turquoi se-studded coronet. She looked a bit younger than
he was—much too young to be able to fasten someone's feet to the floor. Christopher was impressed.
"How did you do it?' hesaid.

The Goddess shrugged. "The power of the Living Asheth,” she said. "'l was chosen from among dl the
other applicants because I'm the best vessal for her power. Asheth picked me out by giving me the mark
of acat on my foot. Look." Shetipped herself sideways on her cushions and stretched one bare foot with
an anklet around it towards Christopher. It had abig purple birthmark on the sole. Christopher did not
think it looked much like a cat, even when he screwed his eyes up so much that hefelt like Tacroy. "You
don't believe me," the Goddess said, rather accusingly.

"I don't know," said Christopher. "I've never met a Goddess before. What do you do?"

"| stay in the Temple unseen, except for one day every year, when | ride through the city and blessit,"
said the Goddess. Christopher thought that this did not sound very interesting, but before he could say
30, the Goddess added, "It's not much fun, actudly, but that's the way things are when you're honored
likel am. The Living Asheth dways hasto be ayoung girl, you see.”

"Do you stop being Asheth when you grow up then?" Christopher asked.

The Goddess frowned. Clearly she was not sure. "Well, the Living Asheth never is grown up, so |
suppose so—they haven't said." Her round solemn face brightened up. "That's something to look forward
to, eh Bethi?' she said, stroking the white cat.

"If | can't havethat cat, will you let me have another one?" Christopher asked.
"It depends,” said the Goddess. "I don't think I'm alowed to give them away. What do you want it for?”

"My unclewants one," Christopher explained. "Were doing an experiment to seeif | canfetch alive
animd from your Anywhereto ours. Yoursis Ten and oursis Twelve. And it's quite difficult climbing
across The Place Between, so if you do let me have acat, could you lend me a basket too, please?!

The Goddess considered. "How many Anywheres are there?' she asked in atesting kind of way.



"Hundreds," said Christopher, "but Tacroy thinksthere's only twelve.”

"The priestesses say there are twelve known Otherwheres,” the Goddess said, nodding. "But Mother
Proudfoot isfairly surethere are many more than that. Y es, and how did you get into the Temple?"

"Through thewadll," said Christopher. "Nobody saw me."
"Then you could get in and out again if you wanted to?" said the Goddess.
"Easy!" said Christopher.

"Good," said the Goddess. She dumped the white cat in the cushions and sprang to her feet, with asmart
jangleand clack from dl her jewery. "I'll swap you acat," she said. "But first you must swear by the
Goddess to come back and bring me what | want in exchange, or I'll keep your feet stuck to the floor
and shout for the Arm of Asheth to come and kill you."

"What do you want in exchange?" asked Christopher.
"Swear firgt," said the Goddess.

"I swear," said Christopher. But that was not enough. The Goddess hooked her thumbsinto her jeweled
sash and stared stonily. She was actualy alittle shorter than Christopher, but that did not make the stare
any lessimpressive. "l swear by the Goddess that I'll come back with what you want in exchange for the
cat—will that do?' said Christopher. "Now what do you want?"

"Booksto read," said the Goddess. "I'm bored," she explained. She did not say it inawhine, butina
brisk way that made Christopher seeit wastrue.

"Aren't there any books here?' he said.

"Hundreds," the Goddess said gloomily. "But they're dl educationa or holy. And the Living Goddessisn't
alowed to touch anything inthisworld outsde the Temple. Anything in this world. Do you
understand?'

Christopher nodded. He understood perfectly. "Which cat can | have?"

"Throgmorten,” said the Goddess. Upon that word, Christopher's feet came loose from the tiles. Hewas
able to walk beside the Goddess as she lifted the curtain from the doorway and went out into the shady
yard. "l don't mind you taking Throgmorten,” she said. "He smells and he scratches and he bullies al the
other cats. | hate him. But wélll have to be quick about catching him. The priestesses will be waking up
from Siesta quite soon. Just amoment!” She dashed aside into an archway in aclash of anklets that made
Chrigtopher jump. She whirled back dmost at once, awhirl of rusty robe, flying girdle, and swirling
mouse-colored hair. She was carrying abasket with alid. "This should do," she said. "Thelid has agood
strong fagtening.” She led the way through the creeper-hung archway into the courtyard with the blinding
sunlight. "He's usualy lording it over the other cats somewhere here" she said. "Y es, there heis—that's
himin the corner.”

Throgmorten was ginger. Hewas at that moment glaring at a black and white female cat, who had
lowered hersdlf into a miserable crouch while she tried to back humbly away. Throgmorten swaggered
towards her, lashing a stripy snakeliketail, until the black and white cat's nerve broke and she bolted.
Then he turned to see what Christopher and the Goddess wanted.

"lsn't he horrible?* said the Goddess. She thrust the basket at Christopher. "Hold it open and shut the lid
down quick after I'vegot himinto it."



Throgmorten was, Christopher had to admit, atruly unpleasant cat. Hisyellow eyes stared at themwith a
blank and insolent |eer, and there was something about the set of his ears—one higher than the
other—uwhich told Christopher that Throgmorten would attack vicioudy anything that got in hisway. This
being s, he was puzzled that Throgmorten should remind him remarkably much of Uncle Raph. He
supposed it must be the gingerness.

At this moment, Throgmorten sensed they were after him. Hisback arched increduloudy. Then hefairly
levitated up into the cregpers on the wall, racing and scrambling higher and higher, until he wasfar above
their heads.

"No you don't!" said the Goddess.

And Throgmorten's arched ginger body came flying out of the creeperslike afurry orange boomerang
and landed dap in the basket. Christopher was deeply impressed—so impressed that he was abit dow
getting the lid down. Throgmorten came pouring out over the edge of the basket again in an ingtant ginger
stream. The Goddess seized him and crammed him back, whereupon alarge number of flailing ginger
legs—at least seven, to Christopher's bemused eyes—clawed hold of her bracel ets and her robe and her
legs under the robe, and tore pieces off them. Christopher waited and aimed for an instant when one of
Throgmorten's heads—he seemed to have at |east three, each with more fangs than seemed
possible—came into range. Then he banged the basket lid on it, hard. Throgmorten, for the blink of an
eye, became an ordinary dazed cat instead of afighting devil. The Goddess shook him off into the
basket. Christopher dapped thelid on. A huge ginger paw |oaded with long pink razors at once oozed
itsdlf out of the latch hole and tore severa gtrips off Christopher while he fastened the basket.

"Thanks," he said, sucking hiswounds.

"I'm glad to see the back of him," said the Goddess, licking adash on her arm and mopping blood off her
leg with her torn robe.

A melodious voice called from the cregper-hung archway. "Goddess dear! Where are you?"

"I haveto go," whispered the Goddess. "Don't forget the books. Y ou sworeto aswap. Coming!" she
cdled, and went running back to the archway, clash-tink, clash-tink.

Christopher turned quickly to thewall and tried to go through it. And he could not. No matter how he
tried turning that peculiar sdewaysway, it would not work. He knew it was Throgmorten. Holding alive
cat snarling in abasket made him part of this Anywhere and he had to obey its usud rules. What was he
to do? More melodious voices were calling to the Goddess in the distance, and he could see people
moving indde at least two more of the archways around the yard. He never really considered putting the
basket down. Uncle Ralph wanted this cat. Christopher ran for it instead, sprinting for the nearest
archway that seemed to be empty.

Unfortunately the jigging of the basket assured Throgmorten that he was certainly being kidnapped. He
protested about it at the top of his voice—and Christopher would never have believed that a mere cat
could make such a powerful noise. Throgmorten's voice filled the dark passages beyond the archway,
wailing, throbbing, risng to ashriek like adying vampire's, and then falling to astrong curdled contralto
howl. Then it went up to ashriek again. Before Christopher had run twenty yards, there were shouts
behind him, and the dap of sandals and the thumping of bare feet. He ran faster than ever, twidting into a
new passage whenever he came to one, and sprinting down that, but dl the time Throgmorten kept up his
ydlsof protest from the basket, showing the pursuers exactly where to follow. Worse, he fetched more.
There were twice the number of shouts and thumping feet behind by the time Christopher saw daylight
ahead. He burst out into it, followed by ajostling mob.



And it was not redlly daylight, but a huge confusing temple, full of worshippers and statues and fat painted
pillars. The daylight was coming from great open doors a hundred yards away. Christopher could seethe
man with the yellow umbrella outlined beyond the doors and knew exactly where he was. He dashed for
the doors, dodging pillars and sprinting around people praying. *Wong-wong—WONG-WONG!*
howled Throgmorten from the basket in hishand.

"Stop thief!" screamed the people chasing him. "Arm of Asheth!™

Christopher saw aman in asilver mask, or maybe awoman—a slver-masked person anyway—standing
on aflight of steps carefully aiming aspear a him. Hetried to dodge, but there was no time, or the spear
followed him somehow. It crashed into his chest with ajolting thud.

Things seemed to go very dowly then. Christopher stood still, clutching the howling basket, and stared
disbelievingly at the shaft of the spear sticking out of his chest through hisdirty shirt. Hesaw itin
tremendous detail. It was made of beautifully polished brown wood, with words and pictures carved
aongit. About halfway up was ashiny slver handgrip which had designs that were dmost rubbed out
withwear. A few drops of blood were coming out where the wood met his shirt. The spearhead must be
buried deep indgde him. He looked up to see the masked person advancing triumphantly towards him.
Beyond, in the doorway, Tacroy must have been fetched by the noise. He was standing frozen there,
garingin horror.

Fdteringly, Christopher put out his free hand and took hold of the spear by the handgrip to pull it out.
And everything stopped with abump.
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It was early morning. Christopher redlized that what had woken him was angry cat noises from the
basket lying onits sidein the middle of the floor. Throgmorten wanted out. Instantly. Christopher sat up
beaming with triumph because he had proved he could bring alive anima from an Anywhere. Then he
remembered he had a spear sticking out of his chest. He looked down. There was no sign of a spear.
There was no blood. Nothing hurt. Hefélt his chest. Then he undid his pgjamas and looked. Incredibly
he saw only smooth pale skin without a sign of awound.

Hewasal right. The Anywhereswereredlly only akind of dream after al. He laughed.
"Wong!" Throgmorten said angrily, making the basket roll about.

Christopher supposed he had better |et the beast out. Remembering those spiked tearing claws, he stood
up on his bed and unhitched the heavy bar that held the curtains. It was hard to maneuver with the
curtains hanging from it and diding about, but Christopher rather thought he might need the curtainsto
shield him from Throgmorten'srage, so he kept them in abunch in front of him. After abit of swaying and
prodding, he managed to get the brass point at the end of the curtain bar under the latch of thelid and
open the basket.

The cat sounds stopped. Throgmorten seemed to have decided that thiswas atrick. Christopher waited,
gently bouncing on his bed and clutching the bar and the bundle of curtain, for Throgmorten to attack.
But nothing happened. Christopher leaned forward cautioudy until he could seeinto the basket. It
contained around ginger bundle gently moving up and down. Throgmorten, disdaining freedom now he
had it, had curled up and gone to deep.

"All right then," said Christopher. "Be like that!" With abit of a struggle, he hitched the curtain pole back
on its supports again and went to deep himself.



Next time he woke, Throgmorten was exploring the room. Christopher lay on his back and warily
watched Throgmorten jump from one piece of furniture to another al around the room. Asfar ashe
could tell, Throgmorten was not angry anymore. He seemed smply full of curiogity. Or maybe,
Christopher thought, as Throgmorten gathered himself and jumped from the top of the wardrobe to the
curtain pole, Throgmorten had a bet on with himsdf that he could get dl around the night nursery without
touching the floor. As Throgmorten began scrambling aong the pole, hanging on to it and the curtains
with those remarkable claws of his, Christopher was sure of it.

What happened then was definitely not Throgmorten'sfault. Christopher knew it was his own fault for not
putting the curtain pole back properly. The end furthest from Throgmorten and nearest Christopher came
loose and plunged down like a harpoon, with the curtainsrattling ong it and Throgmorten hanging on
frantically. For an ingtant, Christopher had Throgmorten's terror-stricken eyes glaring into hisown as
Throgmorten rode the pole down. Then the brass end hit the middle of Christopher's chest. It went in like
the spear. It was not sharp and it was not heavy, but it went right into him al the same. Throgmorten
landed on his stomach an ingtant later, al claws and panic. Christopher thought he screamed. Anyway
ether he or Throgmorten made enough noiseto fetch the Last Governess running. Thelast thing
Christopher saw for the time being was the Last Governessin her white nightdress, gray with horror,
moving her handsin quick peculiar gestures and gabbling very odd words. . .

... Hewoke up along time later, in the afternoon by the light, very sorein front and not too sure of very
much, to hear Uncle Raph'svoice.

"Thisisadamned nuisance, Effie, just when things were looking so promising! Ishegoing to bedl
right?'

"l think s0," the Last Governess replied. The two of them were standing by Christopher'sbed. "I got
therein timeto say astaunching spell and it seemsto be healing.” While Christopher was thinking, Funny,
| didn't know she was awitch! she went on, "I haven't dared breathe aword to your sister.”

"Dont," said Uncle Ralph. "She has her plansfor him cut and dried, and shelll put astop to mineif she
findsout. Drat that cat! I've got things set up al over the Related Worlds on the strength of that first run
and | don't want to cancel them. Y ou think helll recover?!

"Intime," said the Last Governess. "Thereésastrong spell in thedressng.”

"Then | shdl have to postpone everything," Uncle Ralph said, not sounding at al pleased. "At least weve
got the cat. Where's the thing got to?'

"Under the bed. | tried to fetch it out but | just got scratched for my pains,” said the Last Governess.

"Women!" said Uncle Ralph. "I'll get it." Christopher heard his knees thump on the floor. His voice came
up from undernesth. "Here. Nice pussy. Come here, pussy.”

There was avery serious outbreak of cat noises.

Uncle Ra ph's knees went thumping away backwards and hisvoice said quite astring of bad words. "The
creature's aperfect devil!" he added. "It'storn lumps off me!" Then hisvoice came from higher up and
further away. "Don' let it get away. Put aholding spell on thisroom until | get back."

"Where are you going?' the Last Governess asked.

"To fetch somethick leather glovesand avet," Uncle Ralph said from by the door. "That's an Asheth
Templecat. It'samost priceess. Wizards will pay five hundred pounds just for an inch of itsguts or one



of itsclaws. Itseyeswill fetch severa thousand pounds each—so make sure you set agood tight spell. It
may take me an hour or so to find avet.”

There was slence after that. Christopher dozed. He woke up feeling so much better that he sat up and
took alook at hiswound. The Last Governess had efficiently covered it with smooth white bandage.
Christopher peered down insdeit with great interest. The wound was around red hole, much smaller
than he expected. It hardly hurt at all.

While he wondered how to find out how deep it was, there was apiercing wail from the window-gl|
behind him. He looked around. The window was open—the Last Governess had a passion for fresh
ar—and Throgmorten was crouched on the sill beside it, glaring appedingly. When he saw Christopher
was looking, Throgmorten put out one of hisrazor-loaded paws and scraped it down the space between
the window and the frame. The empty air made a sound like someone scratching a blackboard.

"Wong," Throgmorten commanded.

Christopher wondered why Throgmorten should think he was on his side. One way and ancther,
Throgmorten had half-killed him.

"Wong?" Throgmorten asked piteoudy.

On the other hand, Christopher thought, none of the half-killing had been Throgmorten'sfault. And
though Throgmorten was probably the ugliest and most vicious cat in any Anywhere, it did not seem fair
to kidnap him and drag him to a strange world and then let him be sold to wizards, parcel by parcel.

"All right," he said and climbed out of bed. Throgmorten stood up eagerly, with histhin ginger snake of a
tail straight up behind. "Y es, but I'm not sure how to break spells," Christopher said, approaching very
cautioudy. Throgmorten backed away and made no attempt to scratch. Christopher put his hand out to
the open part of the window. The empty space felt rubbery and gave when he pressed it, but he could
not put his hand through even if he shoved it hard. So he did the only thing he could think of and opened
the window wider. Hefdlt the spell tear like arather tough cobweb.

"Wong!" Throgmorten uttered appreciatively. Then he was off. Christopher watched him gallop down a
danting drain and levitate to awindowsil when the drain stopped. From there it was an easy jump to the
top of abay window and then to the ground. Throgmorten's ginger shape went trotting away into the
bushes and squeezed under the next-door fence, aready with the air of looking for birdsto kill and other
catsto bully. Christopher put the window carefully back the way it had been and got back to bed.

When he woke up next Mama was outside the door saying anxioudy, "How ishe?| hopeit's not
infectious.”

"Not intheleast, Madam," said the Last Governess.

So Mamacamein, filling the room with her scents—which was just aswell, snce Throgmorten had | eft
his own penetrating odor under the bed— and looked at Christopher. "He seems abit pae," she said.
"Do we need adoctor?’

"| saw to dl that, Madam," said the Last Governess.
"Thank you," said Mama. "Make sure it doesn't interrupt his education.”

When Mama had gone, the Last Governess fetched her umbrellaand poked it under the bed and behind
the furniture, looking for Throgmorten. "Where has it got t0?' she said, climbing up to jab at the space
on top of the wardrobe.



"I don't know," Christopher said truthfully, since he knew Throgmorten would be many streets away by
now. "He was here before | went to deep.”

"It'svanished!" said the Last Governess. "A cat can't just vanish!™
Christopher said experimentdly, "He was an Asheth Temple cat.”

"True," said the Last Governess. "They are wildly magic by dl accounts. But your unclés not going to be
at dl pleased tofind it gone.”

This made Christopher fed decidedly guilty. He could not go back to deep, and when, about an hour
later, he heard brisk heavy feet approaching the door, he sat up at once, wondering what he was going to
say to Uncle Raph. But the man who camein was not Uncle Raph. Hewas atota stranger— No, it
was Papal Christopher recognized the black whiskers. Papa's face was fairly familiar too, because it was
quite like his own, except for the whiskers and a solemn, anxious look. Christopher was astonished
because he had somehow thought— without anyone ever having exactly said so—that Papa had |eft the
house in disgrace after whatever went wrong with the money.

"Areyou dl right, son?' Papa said, and the hurried, worried way he spoke, and the way he looked
around nervoudy at the door, told Christopher that Papa had indeed | eft the house and did not want to
be found here. Thismadeit plain that Papa had come specidly to see Christopher, which astonished
Christopher even more.

"I'm quite well, thank you," Christopher said politely. He had not the least idea how to talk to Pepa,
face-to-face. Politeness seemed safest.

"Areyou sure?' Papa asked, staring attentively at him. "The life-spdll | havefor you showed—In fact it
stopped, asif you were—um—Frankly | thought you might be dead.”

Christopher was more astonished 4till. "Oh no, I'm fedling much better now," he said.

"Thank God for that!" said Papa. "I must have made an error setting the spell—it seems a habit with me
just now. But | have drawn up your horoscope, too, and checked it severa times, and | must warn you
that the next year and ahalf will be atime of acute danger for you, my son. Y ou must be very careful.”

"Yes," sad Christopher. "1 will." He meant it. He could still see the curtain rod coming down if he shut his
eyes. And he had to keep trying not to think at al of the way the spear had stuck out of him.

Papaleaned alittle closer and looked furtively at the door again. " That brother of your mamas—Ralph
Argent—I hear he's managing your mamas affairs,” he said. "Try to have aslittle to do with him asyou
can, my son. Heisnot anice person to know." And having said that, Papa patted Christopher's shoulder
and hurried away. Christopher was quite relieved. One way and another, Papa had made him very
uncomfortable. Now he was even more worried about what he would say to Uncle Ralph.

But to hisgrest rdief, the Last Governesstold him that Uncle Raph was not coming. He said that he was
too annoyed about |osing Throgmorten to make a good sick-vigtor. Christopher sighed thankfully and
settled down to enjoy being an invalid. He drew pictures, he ate grapes, he read books, and he spun out
hisillness aslong as he could. This. was not easy. The next morning hiswound was only around itchy
scab, and on thethird day it was hardly there at al. On the fourth day, the Last Governess made him get
up and have lessons as usud; but it had been lovely whileit lasted.

Onthe day after that, the Last Governess said, "Y our uncle wantsto try another experiment tomorrow.
He wants you to meet the man at Series Eight thistime. Do you think you fed well enough?"



Christopher felt perfectly well, and provided nobody wanted him to go near Series Ten again, he was
quite willing to go on another dream.

Series Eight turned out to be the bleak and stony Anywhere up above Nine. Christopher had not cared
for it much when he had explored it on his own, but Tacroy was so glad to see him that it would have
made up for afar worse place.

"Am| glad to seeyou!" Tacroy said, while Christopher was firming him up. "1'd resigned mysdlf to being
the cause of your death. | could kick mysdf for persuading your uncle to get you to fetch an animal!
Everyone knows living creatures cause al sorts of problems, and I've told him we're never going to try
that again. Areyouredly dl right?'

"Fine" said Christopher. "My chest was smooth when | woke up.” In fact the funny thing about both
accidents was that Throgmorten's scratches had taken twice aslong to hed as either wound. But Tacroy
seemed to find this so hard to believe and to be so full of salf-blame that Christopher got embarrassed
and changed the subject. "Have you il got the young lady who's stern stuff?"

"Sterner than ever," Tacroy said, becoming much more cheerful a once. "The wretched girl's setting my
teeth on edge with that flute at this moment. Take alook down thevaley. Y our uncl€'s been busy since
you—since your accident.”

Uncle Raph had perfected the horseless carriage. It was sitting on the sparse stony grass beside the
stream as firm as anything, though it looked more like arough wooden ded than any kind of carriage.
Something had been done so that Tacroy was able to take hold of the rope fastened to the front. When
he pulled, the carriage came gliding down the valey after him without reglly touching the ground.

"It's supposed to return to London with me when | go back to my garret,” he explained. "1 know that
doesn't seem likely, but your uncle swears he'sgot it right thistime. The question is, will it go back with a
load onit, or will the load stay behind? That's what tonight's experiment isto find out.”

Christopher had to help Tacroy haul the ded up the long stony trail beyond the valley. Tacroy was never
quite firm enough to give agood pull. At length they cameto ableak stone farm crouched hafway up the
hill, where agroup of thick-armed silent women were waiting in the yard beside a heap of packages
carefully wrapped in oiled silk. The packages smelled odd, but that smell was drowned by the thick garlic
breath from the women. As soon asthe ded cameto astop, garlic rolled out in waves as the women
picked up the packages and tried to |oad them on the ded. The parcels dropped straight through it and
fdl on the ground.

"No good,” said Tacroy. "I thought you were warned. Let Christopher do it.”

It was hard work. The women watched untrustingly while Christopher loaded the parcels and tied them
in place with rope. Tacroy tried to help, but he was not firm enough and his hands went through the
parces. Christopher got tired and cold in the strong wind. When one of the women gave astern, friendly
smile and asked him if hewould liketo comeindoorsfor adrink, he said yesgladly.

"Not today, thank you," Tacroy said. "Thisthing's still experimental and we're not sure how long the
spdlswill hold. We'd better get back.” He could see Christopher was disappointed. Asthey towed the
ded away downhill, he said, "I don't blame you. Cal thisjust abusinesstrip. Y our uncle aimsto get this
carriage corrected by theway it performstonight. My devout hope isthat he can make it firm enough to
be loaded by the people who bring the load, and then we can count you out of it atogether.”

"But | like hdping,” Christopher protested. "Besides, how would you pull it if I'm not there to firm you
up?'



"Thereisthat," Tacroy said. He thought about it while they got to the bottom of the hill and he started
plodding up the valley with the rope straining over his shoulder. " Thereé's something | must say to you,” he
panted. "Areyou learning magic at al?'

"I don't think s0," Christopher said.

"Wl you should be," Tacroy panted. Y ou must have the strongest talent 1've ever encountered. Ask
your mother to let you have lessons.”

"| think Mamawants me to beamissionary,” Christopher said.

Tacroy screwed hiseyes up over that. "Are you sure? Might you have misheard her? Wouldn't the word
be magician 7'

"No," said Christopher. "She says|'m to go into Society.”

"Ah Society!" Tacroy panted wigtfully. "I have dreams of mysdlf in Society, looking handsomein avevet
suit and surrounded by young ladies playing harps.”

"Do missionaries wear velvet suits?' asked Christopher. "Or do you mean Heaven?'

Tacroy looked up at the stormy gray sky. "I don't think this conversation is getting anywhere," he
remarked toit. "Try again. Y our uncletells me you're going away to school soon. If it'sany kind of a
decent schoal, they should teach magic as an extra. Promise methat you'll ask to be dlowed to takeiit.”

"All right," said Christopher. The mention of school gave him ajab of nerves somewheredegpin his
stomach. "What are schoolslike?"

"Full of children," said Tacroy. "1 won't prgudice you." By thistime he had labored hisway to the top of
the valley, where the mists of The Place Between were swirling in front of them. "Now comesthetricky
part,” hesaid. ™Y our uncle thought this thing might have more chance of arriving with itsload if you gave it
apush as| leave. But before | go—next time you find yoursdlf in a Heathen Temple and they dtart
chasing you, drop everything and get out through the nearest wall. Understand? By the looks of things, I'll
be seeing you in aweek or 0."

Christopher put his shoulder against the back of the carriage and shoved as Tacroy stepped off into the
mist holding the rope. The carriagetilted and did downwards after him. Assoon asit wasin the mistsit
looked all light and papery like akite, and like akite it plunged and wallowed down out of sight.

Christopher climbed back home thoughtfully. It shook him to find he had been in the Anywhere where
the Heathens lived without knowing it. He had been right to be nervous of Heathens. Nothing, he thought,
would possess him to go back to Series Ten now. And he did wish that Mama had not decided that he
should beamissionary.
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From then on, Uncle Ralph arranged a new experiment every week. He had, Tacroy said, been very
pleased because the carriage and the packages had arrived in Tacroy's garret with no hitch at al. Two
wizards and a sorcerer had refined the spell on it until it could stay in another Anywhere for up to aday.
The experiments became much more fun. Tacroy and Christopher would tow the carriage to the place
where the load was waiting, aways carefully wrapped in packages the right size for Christopher to
handle. After Christopher had loaded them, he and Tacroy would go exploring.

Tacroy inssted on the exploring. "It'shis perks," he explained to the people with the packages. "Well be



back in an hour or s0." In Series One they went and looked &t the amazing ring trains, where therings
were on pylons high above the ground and miles gpart, and the trains went hurtling through them with a
noise like the sky tearing without even touching the rings. In Series Two they wandered amaze of bridges
over atangle of rivers and looked down at giant egls resting their chins on sandbars, while even stranger
creatures grunted and stirred in the mud under the bridges. Christopher suspected that Tacroy enjoyed
exploring as much as he did. He was aways cheerful during this part.

"It makes a change from doping cellings and pedling walls. | don't get out of London very much,” Tacroy
confessed while he was advising Christopher how to build a better sand castle on the seashore in Series
Five. Series Five turned out to be the Anywhere where Christopher had met the slly ladies. It wasdll
idands. "Thisis better than aBank Holiday a Brighton any day!" Tacroy said, looking out acrossthe
bright blue crashing waves. "Almost as good as an afternoon's cricket. | wish | could afford to get away
more."

"Haveyou logt dl your money then?" Christopher asked sympatheticaly.
"I never had any money to lose," Tacroy said. "1 wasafoundling child.”

Christopher did not ask any more just then, because he was busy hoping that the mermaids would
appear the way they used to. But though he looked and waited, not asingle mermaid came.

He went back to the subject the following week in Series Seven. Asthey followed a Gypsy-looking man
who was guiding them to see the Great Glacier, he asked Tacroy what it meant to be afoundling child.

"It means someone found me," Tacroy said cheerfully. "The someonein my case was avery agreesble
and very devout Sea Captain, who picked me up as a baby on an idand somewhere. He said the Lord
had sent me. | don't know who my parents were."

Christopher wasimpressed. "Isthat why you're dways so cheerful ?"

Tacroy laughed. "I'm mostly cheerful,” he said. "But today | fed particularly good because I've got rid of
theflute-playing girl at last. Y our uncle's found me a nice grandmotherly person who playsthevialin quite
well. And maybeit'sthat, or maybeit's your influence, but | fed firmer with every step.”

Christopher looked a him, walking ahead aong the mountain path. Tacroy |ooked as hard as the rocks
towering on one Sde and as red as the Gypsy-looking man striding ahead of them both. "1 think you're
getting better at it," he said.

"Could be" said Tacroy. "I think you've raised my standards. And yet, do you know, young Christopher,
until you came dong, | was considered the best spirit traveler in the country?”

Here the Gypsy man shouted and waved to them to come and ook at the glacier. It sat abovethemin
the rocksin ahuge dirty-white V. Christopher did not think much of it. He could see it was mostly just
dirty old snow—though it was certainly very big. Itsgiant icy lip hung over them, amost transparent gray,
and water dribbled and poured off it. Series Seven was a strange world, all mountains and snow, but
surprisingly hot too. Where the water poured off the glacier, the heat had caused a great growth of
strident green ferns and flowing tropical trees. Violent green moss grew scarlet cups asbig as hats, dl
dewed with water. It was like looking at the North Pole and the Equator at once. The three of them
seemed tiny benegth it.

"Impressive,” said Tacroy. "I know two people who are like this thing. One of them isyour uncle.”

Chrigtopher thought that was asilly thing to say. Uncle Raph was nothing like the Giant Glacier. Hewas



annoyed with Tacroy al the following week. But he relented when the Last Governess suddenly
presented him with aheap of new clothes, al sturdy and practical things. "Y ou're to wear these when you
go on the next experiment,” she said. "'Y our uncles man has been making afuss. He saysyou aways
wear rags and your teeth were chattering in the snow last time. We don't want you ill, do we?"

Christopher never noticed being cold, but he was grateful to Tacroy. His old clothes had got so much too
small that they got in the way when he climbed through The Place Between. He decided he liked Tacroy
after all.

"l say," he said, as he loaded packagesin ahuge meta shed in Series Four, "can | comeand visit youin
your garret? Welivein London, too."

"You livein quiteadifferent part,” Tacroy said hastily. "Y ou wouldn't like the areamy garret'sin at al.”

Christopher protested that this didn't matter. He wanted to see Tacroy in the flesh and he was very
curiousto see the garret. But Tacroy kept making excuses. Christopher kept on asking, at least twice
every experiment, until they went to bleak and stony Series Eight again, where Christopher was
exceedingly glad of hiswarm clothes. There, while Christopher stood over the farmhouse firewarming
hisfingers around amug of bitter malty tea, gratitude to Tacroy made him say yet again, "Oh please cant
| vistyouinyour garret?'

"Oh do stow it, Christopher," Tacroy said, sounding rather tired of it dl. "I'd invite you like a shot, but
your uncle made a condition that you only see melike thiswhile we're on an experiment. If | told you
wherel live, I'd losethisjob. It'sasssimple asthat.”

"I could go around dl the garrets," Christopher suggested cunningly, "and shout Tacroy and ask people
until | found you."

"You could not," said Tacroy. "You'd draw acomplete blank if you tried. Tacroy ismy spirit name. |
have quite adifferent namein theflesh.”

Christopher had to give in and accept it, though he did not understand in the least.

Meanwhile, the time when he was to go to school was suddenly amost there. Christopher tried carefully
not to think of it, but it was hard to forget when he had to spend such alot of timetrying on new clothes.
The Last Governess sewed name tapes—C. CHANT—on the clothes and packed them in a shiny black
tin trunk—also labeled C. CHANT in bold white letters. Thistrunk was shortly taken away by acarrier
whose thick arms reminded Christopher of the women in Series Eight, and the same carrier took away dl
Mamastrunks, too, only hers were addressed to Baden-Baden while Christopher's said " Penge Schooal,
Surrey."

The day after that, Mamalleft for Baden-Baden. She came to say good-bye to Christopher, dabbing her
eyes with ablue lace handkerchief that matched her traveling suit. "Remember to be good and learn a
lot," shesaid. "And don't forget your mamawants to be very proud of you when you grow up.” She put
her scented cheek down for Christopher to kiss and said to the Last Governess, "Mind you take him to
the dentist now."

"I won't forget, Madam," the Last Governess said in her dreariest way. Somehow her prettiness never
seemed to come out in front of Mama.

Christopher did not enjoy the dentist. After banging and scraping around Christopher'steeth asif hewas
trying to make them all fall out, the dentist made along speech about how crooked and out of place they
were, until Christopher began to think of himsalf with fangs like Throgmorten's. He made Christopher



wear a big shiny tooth-brace, which he was supposed never to take out, even at night. Christopher hated
the brace. He hated it so much that it amost took hismind off his fears about school.

The servants covered the furniture with dust sheets and I eft one by one, until Christopher and the Last
Governess were the only people in the house. The Governesstook him to the station in acab that
afternoon and put him on the train to school.

On the platform, now the time had come, Christopher was suddenly scared giff. Thisredly wasthe first
step on the road to becoming amissionary and being eaten by Heathens. Terror seemed to drain thelife
out of him, down from hisface, which went giff, and out through hislegs, which went wobbly. It seemed
to make histerror worse that he had not the dightest ideawhat school wasllike.

He hardly heard the Last Governess say, " Good-bye, Christopher. Y our uncle says hell giveyou a
month at school to settle down. HEll expect you to meet his man as usual on October the eighth in Series
Six. October the eighth. Have you got that?*

"Yes," Christopher said, not attending to aword, and got into the carriage like someone going to be
executed.

There were two other new boysin the carriage. The small thin one called Fenning was so nervousthat he
had to keep leaning out of the window to be sick. The other one was called Oneir, and he was restfully
ordinary. By thetimethe train drew into the school station, Christopher was firm friends with them both.
They decided to cal themsdvesthe Terrible Three, but in fact everyonein the school caled them the
Three Bears. "Someone's been Sitting in my chair!” they shouted whenever the three came into aroom
together. Thiswas because Christopher wastdl, though he had not known he was before, and Fenning
was smdl, while Oneir was comfortably in the middle.

Before the end of thefirst week, Christopher was wondering what he had been so frightened of. School
had its drawbacks, of course, like itsfood, and some of the masters, and quite afew of the older boys,
but those were nothing beside the sheer fun of being with alot of boys your own age and having two red
friends of your own. Christopher discovered that you dealt with obnoxious masters and most older boys
the way you dealt with Governesses: you quite politdy told them the truth in the way they wanted to hear
it, so that they thought they had won and |eft you in peace. Lessons were easy. In fact most of the new
things Christopher learned were from the other boys. After less than three days, he had learned
enough— without quite knowing how—to redize that Mama had never intended him to be amissionary
at dl. Thismade him fed abit of afool, but he did not let it bother him. When he thought of Mama, he
thought much more kindly of her, and threw himsdlf into school with complete enjoymen.

The onelesson he did not enjoy was magic. Christopher found, rather to his surprise, that someone had
put him down for magic as an extra. He had adim notion that Tacroy might have arranged it. If so,
Christopher showed no sgn of the strong gift for magic Tacroy thought he had. The elementary spellshe
had to learn bored him nearly to tears.

"Please control your enthusiasm, Chant," the magic master said acidly. "I'm heartily sick of looking at
your tondls" Two weeksinto the term, he suggested Christopher give up magic.

Christopher was tempted to agree. But he had discovered by then that he was good at other lessons, and
he hated the thought of being afailure even in one thing. Besides, the Goddess had stuck hisfeet to the
spot by magic, and he wanted very much to learn to do that, too. "But my mother's paying for these
lessons, Sr," he said virtuoudly. "I will try in future.” He went away and made an arrangement with Oneir,
whereby Christopher did Oneir's agebra and Oneir made the boring spells work for Christopher. After
that, he cultivated avague ook to disguise his boredom and stared out of the window.



"Wool gathering again, Chant?' the magic teacher took to asking. "Can't you muster an honest yawvn
these days?'

Apart from this one weekly lesson, school was so entirdly to Christopher'staste that he did not think of
Uncle Ralph or anything to do with the past for well over amonth. Looking back on it later, he often
thought that if he had known what a short time he was going to be at that school, he would have taken
careto enjoy it even more.

At the tart of November, he got aletter from Uncle Ralph:
Old chap,

What exactly are you playing at? | thought we had an arrangement. The experiments have been
waiting for you since October and a lot of peopl€'s plans have been thrown out. If something's
wrong and you can't do it, write and tell me. Otherwise get off your hambones, there's a good
chap, and contact my man as usual next Thursday.

Your affectionate but puzzled uncle,
Ralph

This caused Christopher quite arush of guilt. Oddly enough, though he did think of Tacroy going
uselessly into trancesin hisgarret, most of his guilt was about the Goddess. School had taught him that
you did not take swears and swaps lightly. He had sworn to swap Throgmorten for books, and he had
let the Goddess down, even though shewas only agirl. School considered that far worse than not doing
what your uncle wanted. In his guilt, Christopher redized that he was going to have to spend Uncle
Raph's sovereign at lagt, if he wasto give the Goddess anything near as vauable as Throgmorten. A pity,
because he now knew that a gold sovereign was big money. But at least he would still have Uncle
Raph's sxpence.

The trouble was, school had aso taught him that girls were a Complete Mystery and quite different from
boys. He had no idea what books girls liked. He was forced to consult Oneir, who had an older sister.

"All sortsof dush,” Oneir said, shrugging. "I can't remember what."

"Then could you come down to the bookshop with me and seeif you can see some of them?”
Christopher asked.

"I might,” Oneir agreed. "What'sin it for me?"
"I'll do your geometry tonight aswell asyour algebra,” Christopher said.

On this understanding, Oneir went down to the bookshop with Christopher in the space between lessons
and tea. There hedmost immediately picked out The Arabian Nights (Unexpurgated). "Thisone's
good," he said. He followed it with something cdled Little Tanya and the Fairies, which Christopher
took onelook at and put hastily back on the shelf. "1 know my sister'sread that one,” Onelr said, rather
injured. "Who'sthe girl you want it for?"

"She's about the same age as us," Christopher said and, since Oneir waslooking a him for afurther
explanation and he wasfairly sure Oneir was not going to believe in someone caled the Goddess, he
added, "I've got this cousin called Caroline.” Thiswas quite true. Mamahad once shown him astudio
photo of hiscousin, dl lace and curls. Oneir was not to know that this had nothing whatsoever to do with
the sentence that had gone before.



"Wait asec then,” Oneir said, "and I'll seeif | can spot some of thereal dush.” He wandered on along the
shelf, leaving Christopher to flip through The Arabian Nights. It did look good, Christopher thought.
Unfortunately he could see from the picturesthat it was al about somewhere very like the Goddess's
own Anywhere. He suspected the Goddess would cdll it educationd. "Ah, herewe are! Thisissure-fire
dush!" Oneir cdled, pointing to awhole row of books. "These Millie books. Our houseisfull of the

things”

Millie Goesto School, Christopher read, Millie of Lowood House, Millie Plays the Game. He picked
up one cdled Millie's Finest Hour. It had some very brightly colored schoolgirls on the front and in small
print: "Another moral and uplifting story about your favorite schoolgirl. Y ou will weep with Millie, rgoice
with Millie, and meet dl your friends from Lowood House School again ..."

"Doesyour sgter redly likethese?' he asked increduloudly.
"Wallowsinthem," said Oneir. " She reads them over and over again and cries every time."

Though this seemed afunny way to enjoy abook, Christopher was sure Oneir knew best. The books
were two and sixpence each. Christopher chose out thefirst five, up to Millie in the Upper Fourth, and
bought The Arabian Nights for himsdf with the rest of the money. After dl, it was hisgold sovereign.
"Could you wrap the Millie booksin something waterproof?' he asked the assistant. "They haveto go to
aforeign country.” The assistant obligingly produced some sheets of waxed paper and, without being
asked, made ahandle for the parcel out of string.

That night Christopher hid the parcel in hisbed. Oneir pinched a candle from the kitchens and read aoud
from The Arabian Nights, which turned out to have been aremarkably good buy. "Unex-purgated”
seemed to mean that al sorts of interestingly dirty bits had been put in. Christopher was so absorbed that
he amost forgot to work out how he might get to The Place Between from the dormitory. It was
probably important to go around a corner. He decided the best corner was the one beyond the
washstands, just beside Fenning's bed, and then settled down to listen to Oneir until the candle burned
out. After that, he would be on hisway.

To his exasperation, nothing happened at dl. Christopher lay and listened to the snores, the muitters, and
the heavy breathing of the other boys for hours. At length he got up with the parcel and tiptoed acrossthe
cold floor to the corner beyond Fenning's bed. But he knew thiswas not right, even before he bumped
into the washstands. He went back to bed, where he lay for further hours, and nothing happened even
when he went to deep.

The next day was Thursday, the day he was supposed to meet Tacroy. Knowing he would be too busy
to deliver the books that night, Christopher left them in his bedside locker and read aoud from The
Arabian Nights himself, so that he could control the time when everyone went to deep. And so he did.
All the other boys duly began to snore and mutter and puff asthey always did, and Christopher was | eft
lying awake alone, unable to get to The Place Between or to fal adeep either.

By thistime he was serioudy worried. Perhapsthe only way to get to the Anywheres was from the night
nursery of the housein London. Or perhapsit was an ability he had smply grown out of. He thought of
Tacroy in ausdess trance and the Goddess vowing the vengeance of Asheth on him, and he heard the
birds beginning to sing before he got to deep that night.

v

The next morning Matron noticed Christopher ssumbling about, aching-eyed and scarcely awake. She
pounced on him. "Can't deep, can you?' shesaid. "l always watch the ones with tooth-braces. | don't



think these dentists realize how uncomfortable they are. I'm going to come and take that away from you
before lights-out tonight and you can come and fetch it in the morning. | make Mainwright Mgjor do that
too—it works wonders, you'll see.”

Christopher had absolutely no faith in thisidea. Everyone knew thiswas one of the beesin Matron's
bonnet. But, to his surprise, it worked. He found himself dropping adeep as soon as Fenning began
reading The Arabian Nights. He had just presence of mind to fumble the parcel of books from his
locker, before he was dead to the world. And here an even more surprising thing happened. He got out
of bed, carrying the parcel, and walked across the dormitory without anyone appearing to notice him at
al. Hewaked right beside Fenning, and Fenning just went on reading with the stolen candle balanced on
his pillow. Nobody seemed to redlize when Christopher walked around the corner, out of the dormitory
and onto the valey path.

His clotheswerelying in the path and he put them on, hanging the parcel from hisbelt so that he would
have both hands free for The Place Between. And there was The Place Between.

So much had happened since Christopher had last been here that he saw it asif thiswasthefirst time.
Hiseyestried to make sense of the shapel essway the rocks danted, and couldn't. The formlessness
dirred aformlesskind of fear in him, which the wind and the mist and the rain beating in the mist made
worse. The utter emptiness was more frightening gill. As Christopher set off climbing and diding down to
Series Ten, with the wind wailing around him and the fog drops making the rocks wet and dippery, he
thought he had been right to think, when he was smdll, that thiswasthe part |eft over when al the worlds
were made. The Place Between was exactly that. There was no one hereto help him if he dipped and
broke aleg. When the parcel of books unbalanced him, and he did dip, and skidded twenty feet before
he could stop, his heart was in his mouth. If he had not known that he had climbed across here a hundred
times, he would have known he was mad to try.

It was quite ardlief to clamber into the hot valley and wak down to the muddy-walled city. The old men
were ill charming snakes outsideit.

Inside was the same hot clamor of smells and goats and people under umbrellas. And Christopher found
he was il afraid, except that now he was afraid of someone pointing a him and shouting, "Therésthe
thief that stole the Temple cat!" He kept feding that spear thudding into his chest. He began to get
annoyed with himsdlf. It was asif school had taught him how to be frightened.

When he got to the aley beside the Temple wal—where turnips had been thrown away thistime—he
was almost too scared to go on. He had to make himself push into the spiked wall by counting to a
hundred and then telling himself he had to go. And when he was most of the way through, he stopped
again, staring through the creepers at the cats in the blazing sun, and did not seem to be able to go on.
But the cats took no notice of him. No one was about. Christopher told himself that it was silly to come
al thisway just to sand in awall. He pulled himsdlf out of the creegpers and tiptoed to the overgrown
archway, with the parcel of books butting him heavily with every step.

The Goddess was Sitting on the ground in the middle of the shady yard, playing with alarge family of
kittens. Two of them were ginger, with astrong look of Throgmorten. When she saw Christopher, the
Goddess jumped to her feet with an energetic clash of jewery, scattering kittensin dl directions.

"Y ou've brought the books!" she said. "I never thought you would."

"l dways keep my word," Christopher said, showing off alittle.

The Goddess watched him unhitch the parcel from hisbelt asif she could still scarcely believeit. Her
hands trembled alittle as she took the waxy parcel, and trembled even more as she knelt on the tilesand



tore and ripped and pulled until the paper and string came off. The kittens seized on the string and the
wrappings and did al sorts of acrobatics with them, but the Goddess had eyes only for the books. She
knelt and gazed. "Ooh! Five of them!"

"Jugt like Chrigtmas," Christopher remarked.

"What's Christmas?" the Goddess asked absently. She was absorbed in stroking the covers of the
books. When she had done that, she opened each one, peeped inside, and then shut it hadtily asif the
sght wastoo much. "Oh, | remember,” she said. "Chrismasis aHeathen festivd, isn't it?’

"The other way around,” said Christopher. "Y ou're the Heathens."

"No we're not. Asheth'strue,” said the Goddess, not redlly attending. "Five," she said. "That should last
me aweek if | read dowly on purpose. Which isthe best oneto start with?!

"I brought you thefirgt five," Christopher said. "Start with Millie Goes to School.”
"Y ou mean thereare more!"” the Goddess exclamed. "How many?'

"I didn't count—about five," Christopher said.

"Five! You don't want another cat, do you?' said the Goddess.

"No," Chrigopher said firmly. "One Throgmorten is quite enough, thanks."

"But I've nothing elseto swap!" said the Goddess. "I must have those other five books!™ She jumped up
with an impetuous clash of jewelry and began wrestling to unwind a snakdike bracelet from the top of
her arm. " Perhaps M other Proudfoot won't noticeif thisismissing. There'sawhole chest of braceletsin
there”

Christopher wondered what she thought he would do with the bracelet. Wear it? He knew what school
would think of that. "Hadn't you better read these booksfirst? Y ou might not like them," he pointed ouit.

"I know they're perfect,” said the Goddess, still wrestling.
"I'll bring you the other books as a present,” Christopher said hadtily.

"But that means I'll have to do something for you. Asheth aways pays her debts,” the Goddess said. The
bracelet came off with atwang. "Here. I'll buy the books from you with this. Takeit." She pushed the
bracelet into Christopher's hand.

The moment it touched him, Christopher found himself faling through everything that wasthere. Theyard,
the creepers, the kittens, dl turned to mist—as did the Goddess's round face, frozen in the middle of
changing from eagerness to astonishment—and Christopher fell out of it, down and down, and landed
violently on hisbed in the dark dormitory. CRASH!

"What wasthat?' said Fenning, quavering alittle, and Oneir remarked, apparently in hisdeep, "Help,
someonesfdlen off thecalling.”

"Shdll | fetch Matron?' asked someone dse.

"Don't bean ass. | just had adream,” Christopher said, rather irritably, because it had given him quitea
shock. It was afurther shock to find he wasin pgjamas and not in the clothes he knew he had put onin
the valley. When the other boys had settled down, hefelt al over hisbed for the parcel of books, and
when they did not seem to bethere, felt for the bracelet instead. He could not find that either. He



searched again in the morning, but there was no sign of it. He supposed that was not so surprising, when
he thought how much Uncle Raph had said Throgmorten was worth. Twelve-and-sixpenceworth of
books was a pretty poor swap for severa thousand poundsworth of cat. Something must have noticed
that he was cheating the Goddess.

He knew he was going to have to find the money for those other five books somehow and take them to
the Goddess. Meanwhile, he had missed Tacroy, and he supposed he had better try to meet him next
Thursday instead. He was not looking forward to it. Tacroy was bound to be pretty annoyed by now.

When Thursday came, Christopher nearly forgot Tacroy. It was only by accident that he happened to fdll
adeep during aparticularly tedious story in The Arabian Nights. The Arabian Nights had becomethe
dormitory's favorite reading. They took it in turnsto steal acandle and read doud to the others. It was
Oner'sturn that night, and Oneir read dl on one note like the school Chaplain reading the Bible. And that
night he was deep into a confusing set of people who were called Cdendars—Fenning made everyone
groan by suggesting they got their name from living in the part of the world where dates grewv—and
Christopher dropped off to deep. Next thing he knew, he waswalking out into the valley.

Tacroy was gtting in the path beside the hegp of Christopher's clothes. Christopher eyed those clothes
and wondered how they got there. Tacroy was sitting with hisarms wrapped around hisknees asif he
were resigned to along wait, and he seemed quite surprised to see Christopher.

"| didn't expect to see you!" he said, and he grinned, though he looked tired.
Christopher felt ashamed and awkward. "I suppose you must be pretty angry—" he began.

"Stow it," said Tacroy. "l get paid for going into trances and you don't. It'sjust ajob for me— though |
must say | missyou being around to firm me up." He stretched hislegs out across the path, and
Christopher could see stones and grass through the green worsted trousers. Then he stretched hisarms
above his head and yawned. "Y ou don't really want to go on with these experiments, do you?' he asked.
"Y ou've been busy with school, and that's much more fun than climbing into valeys of anight, isnt it?"

Because Tacroy was being so nice about it, Christopher felt more ashamed than ever. He had forgotten
how nice Tacroy was. Now he thought about it, he had missed him quite badly. "Of course| want to go
on," he said. "Where are we going tonight?"

"Nowhere," said Tacroy. "I'm nearly out of thistrance asit is. Thiswasjust an effort to contact you. But
if you redly want to go on, your uncleis sending the carriage to Series Six next Thursday—you know,
the placethat'sliving in an Ice Age. You do want to go on—redly?' Tacroy looked up a Christopher
with his eyes screwed into anxiouslines. ™Y ou don't have to, you know."

"Yes, but | will," Christopher said. " See you next Thursday.” And he dashed back to bed, where, to his
delight, something seemed to be happening to the Caendars at last.

The rest of that term passed very swiftly, from lesson to lesson, from taleto talein The Arabian Nights,
from Thursday to Thursday. The longest parts were the weekly magic lessons. Climbing across The
Place Between to meet Tacroy the first Thursday, Christopher till felt quite frightened, but it made a
difference knowing that Tacroy waswaiting for him outside thefifth valley aong. Soon hewasused to it
again, and the experiments went on as before.

Someone had arranged for Christopher to stay for the Christmas holidays with Uncle Charlesand Aunt
Alice, the parents of his cousin Caroline. They lived in abig housein the country quite near, in Surrey
too, and Cousin Caroline, in spite of being three years younger and agirl, turned out to be good fun.
Christopher enjoyed learning dl the things people did in the country, including snowbaling with the stable



lads and Caroline, and trying to sit on Caroline'sfat pony, but he was puzzled that no one mentioned
Papa. Uncle Charles was Papa's brother. He redlized that Papamust be in disgrace with hiswhole
family. In spite of this, Aunt Alice made sure he had agood Christmas, which waskind of her.
Christopher's most welcome Christmas present was another gold sovereign insde acard from Uncle
Ra ph. That meant he could afford more books for the Goddess.

As soon as school started again, he went down to the bookshop and bought the other five Millie books,
and had them wrapped in waxed paper like the others. That was another twelve-and-sixpence towards
the cost of Throgmorten. At thisrate, he thought, he would be carrying parcels of books across The
Place Between for therest of hislife.

In the Temple, the Goddesswasin her dimly lit room bent over Milli€'s Finest Hour. When Christopher
camein, shejumped and stuffed the book guiltily under her cushions. "Ohit'sonly you!" she said. "Dontt
ever comein quietly likethat again, or | shall be a Dead Asheth on the spot! Whatever happened last
time?Y ou turned into aghost and went down through the floor."

"I'venoidea," said Christopher, "except that | fell on my bed with acrash. I've brought you the other five
books."

"Wonderfu—!" the Goddess began eagerly. Then she stopped and said soberly, "It's very kind of you,
but I'm not sure Asheth wants me to have them, after what happened when | tried to give you the
bracelet.”

"No," said Christopher. "I think Asheth must know that Throgmorten's worth thousands of pounds. |
could bring you the whole school library and it still wouldn't pay for him."

"Oh," said the Goddess. "In that case—How is Throgmorten, by the way?'

Since Chrigtopher had no idea, he said airily, "Trotting around bullying other cats and scratching people,”
and changed the subject before the Goddess redized he was only guessing. "Were the first five books all
right?'

The Goddess's round face became dl smile, so much smilethat her face could hardly hold it and she
spread her arms out aswell. "They're the most marvelous books in thisworld! It'slikeredly being a
Lowood House Schoal. | cry every timel read them."

Oneir had got it right, Christopher thought, watching the Goddess unwrap the new parcel with little cries
of pleasure and much chinking of bracelets. "Oh Millie does get to be Head Girl!" she cried out, picking
up Head Girl Millie. "I've been wondering and wondering whether she would. She must have got the
better of that awful prig Delphiniaafter al." She stroked the book lovingly, and then took Christopher by
surprise by asking, "What happened when you took Throgmorten? Mother Proudfoot told me that the
Arm of Asheth killed the thief."

"They tried,” Christopher said awkwardly, trying to sound casud.

"Inthat case," said the Goddess, "you were very brave to honor the swap and you deserveto be
rewarded. Would you like areward—not a swap or a payment, areward?"

"If you can think of one," Christopher said cautioudy.

"Then come with me," said the Goddess. She got up briskly, clash-tink. She collected the new books
and the old one from among the cushions, and gathered up the paper and the string. Then she threw the
whole bundle at thewadll. All of it, al six books and the wrappings, turned over on itself and shut itself out



of Sght, asif alid had come down on an invisible box. Therewas nothing to tell that any of it had been
there. Once again Christopher wasimpressed. "That's so Mother Proudfoot won't know," the Goddess
explained as sheled the way into the shady yard. "I like her alot, but she's very stern and she'sinto

everything.”"
"How do you get the books back?' asked Christopher.

"I beckon the one | want," said the Goddess, pushing through the creeper in the archway. "It'sa
by-product of being the Living Asheth.”

Sheled him across the blazing yard, among the cats, to an archway he remembered rather too well for
comfort. It wasthe one he had fled into with Throgmorten yowling in the basket. Christopher began to be
nervoudy and gloomily certain that the Goddesssidea of areward was nothing like hisown. "Won't
there be alot of people?’ he asked, hanging back rather.

"Not for awhile. They snorefor hoursin the hot season,” the Goddess said confidently.

Christopher followed her reluctantly along aset of dark passages, not quite the way he had run before,
he thought, though it was hard to be sure. At length they came to awide archway hung with nearly
trangparent yellow curtains. There was arich gleam of daylight beyond. The Goddess parted the curtains
and waved Christopher through, tink-clash. There seemed to be an old, dark treein front of them, so
old that it was thoroughly worm-eaten and had lost most of its branches. And something was making a
suffocating smell, alittle like church incense, but much thicker and stronger. The Goddess marched
around the tree, down some shallow steps, and into the space full of rich daylight, which was blocked of f
by moreydlow curtainsafew yards away, like atal golden room. Here she turned around to face the
tree.

"Thisisthe Shrine of Asheth," she said. "Only initiates are dlowed here. Thisisyour reward. Look. Here
[ am."

Christopher turned around and felt decidedly cheated. From this side, the tree turned out to be a
monstrous statue of awoman with four arms. From the front it looked solid gold. Clearly the Temple had
not bothered to coat the back of the wooden statue with gold, but they had made up for it on the front.
Every visbleinch of the woman shone buttery yellow gold, and she was hung with golden chains,
bracelets, anklets and earrings. Her skirt was cloth-of-gold and she had a big ruby embedded in each of
her four golden palms. More precious stones blazed from her high crown. The Shrine was made so that
daylight danted dramatically down from the roof, touching each precious stone with splendor, but veiled
by the thick smoke climbing from golden burners bes de the woman's huge golden feet. The effect was
decidedly Hesthen.

After waiting amoment for Christopher to say something, the Goddess said, "Thisis Asheth. Shesme
and I'm her, and thisis her Divine Aspect. | thought you'd like to meet meas| redly am.”

Christopher turned to the Goddess, meaning to say, No you're not: you haven't got four arms. But the
Goddess was standing in the smoky yellow space with her arms stretched out to the Sdein the same
position asthe statue's top pair of arms, and she did indeed have four arms. The lower pair were misty
and he could see the yelow curtain through them, but they had the same sort of bracelets and they were
arranged just like the statue's lower pair of arms. They were obvioudy asred as Tacroy before he was
firmed up. So helooked up at the statue's smooth golden face. He thought it looked hard and cruel
behind its blank golden stare.

"She doesn't look as clever asyou,” he said. It wasthe only thing he could think of that was not rude.



"She's got her very stupid expression on,” the Goddess said. "Don't be fooled by that. She doesn't want
people to know how clever sheredlly is. It'savery useful expression. | useit alot in lessonswhen
Mother Proudfoot or Mother Dowson go boring on."

It was auseful expression, Christopher thought, agood deal better than his vague look which he used in
magic lessons. "How do you makeit?" he asked with great interest.

Before the Goddess could reply, footsteps padded behind the statue. A strong voice, musical but sharp,
caled out, "Goddess? What are you doing in the Shrine at this hour?”

Christopher and the Goddess went into two separate states of panic. Christopher turned to plunge out
through the other set of yellow curtains, heard sandal's dapping about out there too, and turned back in
despair. The Goddess whispered, "Oh blast Mother Proudfoot! She seemsto know where | am by
instinct somehow!" and she spun around in circles trying to wrestle abracel et off her upper arm.

A long bare foot and most of aleg in arust-colored robe appeared around the golden statue.
Christopher gave himself up for lost. But the Goddess, seeing she was never going to get the bracelet of f
intime, snatched hishand and held it againgt the whole hegp of jingling jewelry on her arm.

Just as before, everything turned misty and Christopher fell through it, into hisbed in the dormitory.
Crash!

"I wish you wouldn't do that!" Fenning said, waking up with ajump. "Can't you control those dreams of
yours?'

"Yes," Christopher said, swesting at his narrow escape. "I'm never going to have adream like that again.”
It was aslly setup anyway—alive girl pretending to be agoddess, who was nothing but aworm-eaten
wooden statue. He had nothing against the Goddess herself. He admired her quick thinking, and he
would have liked to learn both the very stupid expression and how you did that vanishing trick with the
books. But it was not worth the danger.

8

For the rest of the Spring term, Christopher went regularly to the Anywheres with Tacroy, but he did not
try to go to one on his own. By now Uncle Ralph seemed to have awhole round of experiments set up.
Christopher met Tacroy in Series One, Three, Five, Seven and Nine, and then in Eight, Six, Four and
Two, dwaysin that order, but not aways in the same place or outsde the same valey. In each
Anywhere people would be waiting with a pile of packageswhich, by the weight and fed, had different
thingsinside each time. The parcelsin Series One were dways knobby and heavy, and in Four they were
smooth boxes. In Series Two and Five, they were squashy and smelled of fish, which made sense since
both those Anywheres had so much water in them. In Series Eight, the women aways breathed garlic
and those parcels had the same strong odor every time. Beyond that, there seemed no rule. Christopher
got to know most of the people who supplied the packages, and he laughed and joked with them ashe
loaded the horseless carriage. And as the experiments went on, Uncle Ralph's wizards gradudly
perfected the carriage. By the end of the term, it moved under its own power and Tacroy and
Christopher no longer had to drag it up the valeysto The Place Between.

In fact, the experiments had become o routine that they were not much of a change from schoal.
Christopher thought of other things while heworked, just ashe did in magic lessons and English and
Chapel at schoal.

"Why don't we ever go to Series Eleven?' he asked Tacroy asthey walked up one of the valleysfrom



Series One with another heavy knobby load gliding behind on the carriage.

"Nobody goesto Eleven,” Tacroy said shortly. Christopher could see he wanted to change the subject.
He asked why. "Because," said Tacroy, "because they're peculiar, unfriendly people there, | suppose—if
you can call them people. Nobody knows much about them because they make damn sure nobody sees
them. And that'sal | know, except that Eleven's not a Series. There's only oneworld." Tacroy refused to
say more than that, which was annoying, because Christopher had astrong fedling that Tacroy did know
more. But Tacroy wasin abad mood that week. His grandmotherly lady had gone down with flu and
Tacroy was making do with the stern flute-playing young lady. " Somewherein our world," he said,
sghing, "thereisayoung lady who plays the harp and doesn't mind if | turn transparent, but there are too
many difficultiesin the way between us™"

Probably because Tacroy kept saying thingslike this, Christopher now had avery romantic image of him
garving in hisgarret and crossed in love. "Why won't Uncle Ra ph let me come and see you in London?"
he asked.

"| told you to stow it, Christopher,” Tacroy said, and he stopped further talk by stepping out into the
mists of The Place Between with the carriage billowing behind him.

Tacroy's romantic background nagged at Christopher dl that term, particularly when a casua word he
dropped in the dormitory made it clear that none of the other boys had ever met afoundling child. "1 wish
| wasone," Oneir said. "l wouldn't have to go into my father's businessthen." After that, Christopher felt
he would not even mind meeting the flute-playing young lady.

But thiswas driven out of his mind when there proved to be amuddle over the arrangementsfor the
Easter holidays. Mamawrote and said he was to cometo her in Genoa, but at the last moment she
turned out to be going to Weimar instead, where there was no room for Christopher. He had to spend
nearly aweek at school on his own after everyone had gone home, while the school wrote to Uncle
Charles, and Uncle Charles arranged for Papa's other brother, Uncle Conrad, to have him in four days
time. Meanwhile, since the school was closing, Christopher was sent to stay with Uncle Ralphin
London.

Uncle Ralph was away, to Christopher's disappointment. Most of his house was shut up, with locked
doors everywhere, and the only person there was the housekeeper. Christopher spent the few days
wandering around London by himsdlf.

It was dmost as good as exploring an Anywhere. There were parks and monuments and street
musicians, and every road, however narrow, was choked with high-wheeled carts and carriages. On the
second day Christopher found himself at Covent Garden market, among piles of fruit and vegetables, and
he stayed theretill the evening, fascinated by the porters. Each of them could carry at least Six loaded
basketsin atal pile on his head, without even wobbling. At lagt, he turned to come away and saw a
familiar sturdy figurein agreen worsted suit walking down the narrow street ahead of him.

"Tacroy!" Christopher screamed and went racing after him.

Tacroy did not appear to hear. He went walking on, with his curly head bent in arather dgjected way,
and turned the corner into the next narrow street before Christopher had caught up. When Christopher
skidded around the corner, there was no sign of him. But he knew it had been, unmistakably, Tacroy.
The garret must be somewhere quite near. He spent the rest of his stay in London hanging around Covent
Garden, hoping for another glimpse of Tacroy, but it did no good. Tacroy did not appear again.

After that, Christopher went to stay at Uncle Conrad's house in Wiltshire, where the main drawback
proved to be his cousin Francis. Cousin Francis was the same age as Christopher, and he was the kind



of boy Fenning caled "astuck-up prattere.” Christopher despised Francis on this account, and Francis
despised Christopher for having been brought up in town and never having ridden to hounds. In fact,
there was another reason too, which emerged when Christopher fell heavily off the quietest pony inthe
stablesfor the seventh time.

"Can't do magic, can you?' Francis said, looking smugly down a Christopher from the great height of his
trim bay gelding. "I'm not surprised. It'syour father's fault for marrying that awful Argent woman. No one
in my family has anything to do with your father now."

Since Christopher wasfairly sure that Francis had used magic to bring him off the pony, there was not
much he could do but clench histeeth and fed that Papawaswell shot of this particular branch of the
Chants. It was arelief to go back to school again.

It was more than arelief. It was the cricket season. Christopher became obsessed with cricket amost
overnight. So did Oneir. "It'sthe King of Games," Oneir said devoutly, and went and bought every book
on the subject that he could afford. He and Christopher decided they were going to be professional
cricketers when they grew up. "And my father's business can just go hang!” Oneir said.

Christopher quite agreed, only in his case it was Mama's plans for Society. |'ve made up my mind for
myself! he thought. It waslike being released from avow. He was quite surprised to find how determined
and ambitious hewas. He and Oneir practiced al day, and Fenning, who was no good redly, was
persuaded to run after the balls. In between they talked cricket, and at night Christopher had normal
ordinary dreams, all about cricket.

It seemed quite an interruption on the first Thursday, when he had to give up dreams of cricket and meet
Tacroy in SeriesFive.

"l saw you in London," Christopher said to him. "Y our garret's near Covent Garden, isn't it?”"

"Covent Garden?' Tacroy said blankly. "It's nowhere near there. Y ou must have seen someone ese.”
And he stuck to that, even when Christopher described in great detail which street it was and what
Tacroy had looked like. "No," he said. ™Y ou must have been running after a complete stranger.”

Christopher knew it had been Tacroy. He was puzzled. But there seemed no point in going on arguing.
He began loading the carriage with fishy-smelling bundles and went back to thinking about cricket.
Naturaly, not thinking what he was doing, he et go of abundlein thewrong place. It fell haf through
Tacroy and dapped to the ground, whereit lay legking an even fishier smell than before. "Pooh!" said
Christopher. "What isthis Stuff?

"Noidea," sad Tacroy. "I'm only your uncle's errand boy. What's the matter? Is your mind somewhere
esetonight?'

"Sorry," Christopher said, collecting the bundle. "I was thinking of cricket."
Tacroy'sfacelit up. "Are you bowler or batsman?"
"Batsman,” said Christopher. "I want to be a professiond..”

"I'm abowler mysdlf," said Tacroy. "Sow leg-pin, and though | say it mysdlf, I'm not half bad. | play
quite alot for—well, it'savillage team redly, but we usualy win. | usualy end up taking seven
wickets—and | can bat abit too. What are you, an opener?’

"No, | fancy mysdlf asastroke player,” Christopher said.



They talked cricket dl the time Christopher was loading the carriage. After that they walked on the beach
with the blue surf crashing beside them and went on talking cricket. Tacroy severa timestried to
demonstrate his skill by picking up apebble, but he could not get firm enough to hold it. So Christopher
found a piece of driftwood to act as abat and Tacroy gave him advice on how to hit.

After that, Tacroy gave Christopher a coaching session in whatever Anywhere they happened to be, and
both of them talked cricket nonstop. Tacroy was agood coach. Christopher learned far more from him
than he did from the Sports master at school. He had more and more splendid ambitions of playing
professionally for Surrey or somewhere, cracking the ball firmly to the boundary al around the ground. In
fact, Tacroy taught him so well, that he began to have quite redl, everyday ambitions of getting into the
school team.

They were reading Oneir's cricket books aoud in the dormitory now. Matron had discovered The
Arabian Nights and taken it away, but nobody minded. Every boy in the dormitory, even Fenning, was
cricket mad. And Christopher was most obsessed of all.

Then disaster struck. It began with Tacroy saying, "By the way, there's achange of plan. Can you meet
mein Series Ten next Thursday? Someone seems to be trying to spoil your uncle's experiments, so we
have to change theroutine.”

Christopher was distracted from cricket by dight guilt at that. He knew he ought to make afurther
payment for Throgmorten, and he was afraid that the Goddess might have supernatural means of
knowing he had been to Series Ten without bringing her any more books. He went rather warily to the
valey.

Tacroy was not there. It took Christopher agood hour of climbing and scrambling to locate him at the
mouth of quite adifferent valey. By thistime Tacroy had become ditinctly misty and unfirm.

"Dunderhead,” Tacroy said while Christopher hagtily firmed him up. "1 was going to lose thistrance any
second. Y ou know there's more than one place in a series. What got into you?”

"I was probably thinking of cricket,” Christopher said.

The place beyond the new valey was nothing like as primitive and Heathen-seeming as the place where
the Goddess lived. It was avast dockside with tremendous cranes towering overhead. Some of the
biggest ships Christopher had ever seen, enormous rusty iron ships, very strangely shaped, weretied up
to cables s0 big that he had to step over them asif they werelogs. But he knew it was still Series Ten
when the man waiting with aniron cart full of little kegs said, "Praise Asheth! | thought you were never
coming!"

"Yes, make haste," Tacroy said. "Thisplaceis safer than that Heethen city, but there may be enemies
around dl the same. Besides, the sooner you finish, the sooner we can get to work on your forward
defensveplay.”

Christopher hurried to roll the little kegs from the iron cart to the carriage. When all the kegswerein, he
hurried to fasten the straps that held the loads on it. And, of course, because he was hurrying, one of the
straps dithered out of his hand and fell back on the other side of the carriage. He had to lean right over
theload to get it. He could hear iron clanking in the distance and afew shouts, but he thought nothing of
it, until Tacroy suddenly sprang into sSght beside him.

"Off there! Get off!" Tacroy shouted, tugging usdesdy at Christopher with misty hands. Christopher, il
lying across the kegs, looked up to see agiant hook on the end of a chain traveling towards him faster
than he could run.



That wasredlly dl he knew about it. The next thing he knew—rather dimly—wasthat hewaslyinginthe
path in hisown valey beside his pgamas. He realized that the iron hook must have knocked him out and
it was lucky that he had been more or lesslying across the carriage or Tacroy would never have got him
home. A little shakily, he got back into his pgamas. His head ached, so he shambled straight back to bed
inthe dormitory.

In the morning he did not even have a headache. He forgot about it and went straight out after breskfast
to play cricket with Oneir and six other boys.

"Bags| bat first!" he shouted.

Everyone shouted it at the sametime. But Oneir had been carrying the bat and he was not going to let go.
Everyone, including Christopher, grabbed a him. Therewas asilly laughing tusde, which ended when
Oneir swung the bat around in aplayful, threstening circle.

The bat met Christopher's head with aheavy THUK. It hurt. He remembered hearing severa other
distinct cracks, just over hisleft ear, asif the bones of his skull were breaking up like anice puddie.
Then, in away that was remarkably like the night before, he knew nothing at dl for quite along time.

When he came around, he knew it was much later in the day. Though the sheet had somehow got over
hisface, he could see late evening light coming in through awindow high up in one corner. Hewas very
cold, particularly hisfeet. Someone had obvioudly taken his shoes and socks off to put him to bed. But
where had they put him? The window wasin the wrong place for the dormitory—or for any other room
he had dept in for that matter. He pushed the sheet off and sat up.

Hewas on amarble dab in acold, dim room. It was no wonder he felt cold. He was only wearing
underclothes. All around him were other marble dabs, most of them empty. But some dabs had people
lying on them, very till and covered dl over with white sheets.

Christopher began to suspect where he might be. Wrapping the sheet around him for what little warmth it
gave, he did down from the marble dab and went over to the nearest white dab with aperson onit.
Carefully he pulled back the sheet. This person had been an old tramp and hewas dead as a
doornail—Christopher poked his cold, bristly face to make sure. Then he told himsdlf to keep quite calm,
which was asensblething to tel himsdf, but much too late. He was dready in the biggest panic of his
life

Therewas abig meta door down at the other end of the cold room. Christopher seized its handle and
tugged. When the door turned out to be locked, he kicked it and begt at it with both hands and rattled
the handle. Hewas il telling himsdlf to be sensible, but he was shaking dl over, and the panic was
rapidly getting out of contral.

After aminute or so, the door was wrenched open by afat, jolly-looking man in awhite overal, who
stared into the room irritably. He did not see Christopher at first. He was |ooking over Christopher's
head, expecting someonetaller.

Christopher wrapped the sheet around himsalf accusingly. "What do you mean by locking thisdoor?' he
demanded. "Everybody's dead in here. They're not going to run away."

The man's eyes turned down to Christopher. He gave adight moan. His eyesrolled up to the ceiling. His
plump body did down the door and he landed at Christopher'sfeet in adead faint.

Christopher though he was dead too. It put the last touch to his panic. He jumped over the man's body
and rushed down the corridor beyond, where he found himself in ahospita. There anursetried to stop



him, but Christopher was beyond reason by then. "Wherée's school ?* he shrieked at her. "I'm missing
cricket practice!” For haf an hour after that the hospital wasin total confusion, while everyonetried to
catch afive-foot corpse clothed mostly in aflying sheet, which raced up and down the corridors shrieking
that it was missing cricket practice.

They caught him at last outside the Maternity Ward, where adoctor hagtily gave him something to make
him deep. "Cam down, son," he said. "It's a shock to ustoo, you know. When | last saw you, your head
was like arun-over pumpkin.”

"I'm missing cricket practice, | tel you!" Christopher said.

Hewoke up next day in a hospital bed. Mama and Papa were both there, facing one another acrossit,
dark clothes and whiskers on one side, scents and pretty colors on the other. Asif to makeit clear to
Christopher that thiswas abad criss, the two of them were actualy speaking to one another.

"Nonsense, Cosmo,” Mamawas saying. "The doctors just made amistake. It was only abad
concussion after dl and we've both had afright for nothing.”

"The school Matron said he was dead too," Papa said somberly.
"And she'saflighty sort of type," Mamasad. "I don't believe aword of it."

"Well | do," said Papa. "He has more than onelife, Miranda. It explains things about his horoscope that
have aways puzzled—"

"Oh fudge to your wretched horoscopes!” Mamacried. "Be quiet!"

"I shal not be quiet where | know the truth!" Pgpa more or less shouted. "1 have done what needsto be
done and sent atelegram to de Witt about him."

Thisobvioudy horrified Mama. "What awicked thing to do!" she raged. "And without consulting me! |
tell you | shdl not lose Christopher to your gloomy connivings, Cosmo!"

At this point both Mama and Papa became so angry that Christopher closed his eyes. Since the stuff the
doctor had given him was till making him fed deepy, he dropped off almost at once, but he could il
hear the quarrel, even adeep. In the end he climbed out of bed, dipping past Mamaand Papawithout
ether of them noticing, and went to The Place Between. He found anew valley there, leading to
somewhere where there was some kind of circus going on. Nobody in that world spoke English, but
Christopher got by quite well, as he had often done before, by pretending to be deaf and dumb.

When he came dipping back, the room was full of soberly dressed people who were obvioudy just
leaving. Christopher dipped past a stout, solemn young man in atight collar, and alady in agray dress
who was carrying a black leather instrument case. Neither of them knew he wasthere. By the look of
things, the part of him left lying in the bed had just been examined by a specidist. As Christopher dipped
around Mamaand got back into bed, he redlized that the specialist wasjust outside the door, with Papa
and another man in abeard.

"| agreethat you wereright in the circumstance to cal mein,” Christopher heard an old, dry voice saying,
"but there is only onelife present, Mr. Chant. | admit freskish things can happen, of course, but we have
the report of the school magic teacher to back up our findingsin thiscase. | am afraid | am not convinced
atdl..." Theold dry voice went away up the corridor, till talking, and the other people followed, al
except Mama.

"What ardief!" Mamasaid. "Christopher, are you awake? | thought for amoment that that dreadful old



man was going to get hold of you, and | would never have forgiven your papal Never! | don't want you
to grow up into aboring law-abiding policeman sort of person, Christopher. Mamawantsto be proud
of you."

9

Christopher went back to school the next day. He wasrather afraid that Mamawas going to be
disappointed in him when he turned out to be aprofessional cricketer, but that did not ater hisambition
inthe least.

Everyone at school treated him asif he were amiracle. Oneir gpologized, aimost in tears. That wasthe
only thing which made Christopher uncomfortable. Otherwise he basked in the attention he got. He
ingsted on playing cricket just as before, and he could hardly wait for next Thursday to come so that he
could tel Tacroy al hisadventures.

On Wednesday morning the Headmaster sent for Christopher. To his surprise, Papawas there with the
Head, both of them standing uneasily beside the Head's mahogany desk.

"Wadl, Chant," the Head said, "we shdl be sorry to lose our nine-days wonder so quickly. Y our father
has come to fetch you away. It seemsyou are to go to a private tutor instead.”

"What? Leave school, sir?' Christopher said. "But it's cricket practice this afternoon, sir!™

"I have suggested to your father that you might remain at least until the end of term,” the Head said, "buit it
seemsthat the great Dr. Pawson will not agreetoit.”

Papa cleared histhroat. "These Cambridge Dons," he said. "We both know what they are, Headmaster."
He and the Head smiled at one another, rather falsdly.

"Matron is packing you abag now," said the Head. "'In due course, your box and your school report will
be sent after you. Now we must say good-bye, as| gather your train leavesin haf an hour." He shook
hands with Christopher, abrisk, hard, Headmasterly shake, and Christopher was whisked away, there
and then, in acab with Papa, without even a chance to say good-bye to Oneir and Fenning. He sat in the
train seething about it, staring resentfully at Papas whiskered profile.

"I was hoping to get into the school cricket team,” he said pointedly, when Papa did not seem to be going
to explain.

"Shame about that," Papa said, "but there will be other cricket teams no doubt. Y our futureismore
important than cricket, my son.”

"My futureis cricket," Christopher said boldly. It was the first time he had come right out with his
ambition to an adult. He went hot and cold at his daring in speaking like thisto Papa. But hewas glad,
too, because this was an important step on the road to his career.

Papa gave ameancholy amile. "There was atime when | myself wanted to be an engine driver,” hesad.
"These whims pass. It was more important to get you to Dr. Pawson before the end of term. Y our mama
was planning to take you abroad with hex then.."

Christopher's teeth clenched so tightly with anger that his tooth-brace cut hislip. Cricket awhim indeed!
"Why isit so important?'

"Dr. Pawson isthe most eminent Diviner in the country,” said Papa. "'l had to pull afew stringsto get him



to take you on at such short notice, but when | put the case to him, he himsalf said that it was urgent not
to give de Witt timeto forget about you. De Witt will revise his opinion of you when he findsyou have a
gift for megic after dl.”

"But | can't do magic,” Christopher pointed out.

"And there must be some reason why not,” said Papa. "On the face of it, your gifts should be enormous,
sincel am an enchanter, and so are both my brothers, while your mama—this | will grant her—isahighly
gifted sorceress. And her brother, that wretched Argent fellow, is an enchanter, too.”

Christopher watched houses rushing past behind Papa's profile as the train steamed into the outskirts of
London, while hetried to digest this. No one had told him about his heredity before. Still, he supposed
there were duds born into the most wizardly families. He thought he must be adud. So Papawastruly an
enchanter? Christopher resentfully searched Papafor the sgns of power and riches that went with an
enchanter, and the signs did not seem to be there. Papa struck him as threadbare and mournful. The cuffs
of hisfrock coat were worn and his hat looked dull and unpros-perous. Even the black whiskerswere
thinner than Christopher remembered, with streaks of gray in them.

But the fact was, enchanter or not, Papa had snatched him out of school in the height of the cricket
season, and from the way the Head had talked, he was not expected to go back. Why not? Why had
Papataken it into his head to do thisto him?

Christopher brooded about thiswhile the train drew into the Great Southern terminus and Papa towed
him through the bustle to acab. Galloping and rattling towards St. Pancras Cross, he realized that it was
going to be difficult even to see Tacroy and get some cricket coaching that way. Papahad told him to
have nothing to do with Uncle Ralph, and Papawas an enchanter.

In the smdll sooty carriage of the train to Cambridge, Christopher asked resentfully, "Papa, what made
you decide to take me to Dr. Pawson?”

"| thought | had explained,” Papasaid. That, for awhile, seemed al he was going to say. Then he turned
towards Christopher, sighing rather, and Christopher saw that he had just been gathering himsdlf for a
serioustalk. "Last Friday," he said, "you were certified dead, my son, by two doctors and a number of
other people. Yet when | arrived to identify your body on Saturday, you were dive and recovering and
showing no signs of injury. Thismade me certain that you had more than one life—the more so as |
suspect that this has happened once before. Tell me, Christopher, that time last year when they told mea
curtain pole had fallen on you—you were mortally injured then, weren't you? Y ou may confessto me. |
shan't beangry.”

"Yes," Christopher said reluctantly. "'l suppose| was."

"| thought so!" Papa said with dismd satisfaction. "Now, my son, those people who are lucky enough to
have severd livesare dways, invariably, highly gifted enchanters. It was clear to me last Saturday that
you areone. Thiswaswhy | sent for Gabriel de Witt. Now Monsignor de Witt"— here Papalowered
his voice and |ooked nervoudy around the sooty carriage asif he thought Monsignor de Witt could
hear—"isthe strongest enchanter in the world. He has nine lives. Nine, Christopher. This makes him
strong enough to control the practice of magic throughout thisworld and severd others. The Government
has given him that task. For this reason you will hear some people cal him the Chrestomanci. The post
bearsthat title."

"But," said Christopher, "what has dl this and the krest-oh-man-see got to do with pulling me out of
school ?'



"Because | wish de Witt to take an interest in your case,” said Papa. "I am apoor man now. | can do
nothing for you. | have made considerable sacrifices to afford Dr. Pawson's fee, because | think de Witt
was wrong when he said you were anorma boy with only onelife. My hopeisthat Dr. Pawson can
prove he was wrong and that de Witt can then be persuaded to take you onto his staff. If he does, your
futureisassured.”

Take me onto his gaff, Christopher thought. Like Oneir in hisfather's business having to sart as an office
boy. "I don't think," he said, "that | want my future assured like that."

Hisfather looked at him sorrowfully. "There speaks your mamain you," he said. "Proper tuition should
curethat sort of levity."

Thisdid nothing to reconcile Christopher to Papas plans. But | said that for myself! he thought angrily. It
hed nothing to do with Mamal Hewas dill in a state of seething resentment when the train sleamed into
Cambridge, and he walked with Papathrough streets full of young men in gowns like the coats people
worein Series Seven, past tall tur-reted buildings that reminded him of the Temple of Asheth, except that
the Cambridge buildings had more windows. Papa had rented roomsin alodging house, adark, mingy
place that smelled of old dinners.

"We shdl be staying here together while Dr. Pawson sortsyou out," he told Christopher. "1 have brought
amplework with me, so that | can keep apersona eye on your well-being.”

This about put the lid on Christopher's angry misery. He wondered if he dared go to The Place Between
to meet Tacroy on Thursday with afull-grown enchanter keeping acareful eye on him. To crownit all,
the lodging house bed was even worse than the beds at school and twanged every time he moved. He
went to deep thinking he was about as miserable as he could be. But that was before he saw Dr. Pawson
and redlized his miseries had only just begun.

Papaddivered him to Dr. Pawson's house in the Trumpington Road at ten the next morning. "Dr.
Pawson's learning gives him a disconcerting manner at times," Papasaid, "but | know | can trust my son
to bear himself with proper politeness notwithstanding.”

This sounded ominous. Christopher's knees wobbled while the housemaid showed him into Dr. Pawson's
room. It was a bright, bright room stuffed full of clutter. A harsh voice shouted out of the clutter.

"Stop!"
Christopher stood where he was, bewildered.

"Not astep further. And keep your knees ill, boy! Lord, how the young do fidget!" the harsh voice
bellowed. "How am | to assessyou if you won't stay till? Now, what do you say?'

Thelargest thing among the clutter was afat armchair. Dr. Pawson was Sitting in it, not moving amuscle
except for aquiver from hisvast purple jowls. He was probably too fat to move. He was vastly, hugely,
grosdly fat. Hisbelly was like asmall mountain with a checked waistcoat stretched over it. His hands
reminded Christopher of some purple bananas he had seen in Series Five. Hisface was stretched, and
purple too, and out of it glared two merciless, watery eyes.

"How do you do, sir?" Christopher said, since Papa trusted him to be polite.

"No, no!" shouted Dr. Pawson. "Thisis an examination, not asocid cal. What's your problem—Chant
your nameis, isnt it? State your problem, Chant."

"l can't do magic, sir," Christopher said.



"So can't alot of people. Some are born that way," Dr. Pawson bawled. "Do better than that, Chant.
Show me. Don't do some magic and let me see.”

Christopher hesitated, out of bewilderment mostly.
"Go on, boy!" howled Dr. Pawson. "Don't do it!"
"l can't not do something | can't do," Christopher said, thoroughly harassed.

"Of courseyou can!" yelled Dr. Pawson. "That's the essence of magic. Get on with it. Mirror on the table
besideyou. Levitateit and be quick about it!"

If Dr. Pawson hoped to startle Christopher into succeeding, he failed. Christopher ssumbled to the table,
looked into the elegant silver-framed mirror that was lying there, and went through the words and
gestures he had learned at school. Nothing at al happened.

"Hm," said Dr. Pawson. "Don't do it again." Christopher redlized he was supposed to try once more. He
tried, with shaking hands and voice, and exasperated misery growing insde him. Thiswas hopeless! He
hated Papafor dragging him off to be terrorized by this appalling fat man. He wanted to cry, and he had
to remind himsdlf, just asif he were his own governess, that he was far too big for that. And, as before,
the mirror smply lay whereit was.

"Urn," said Dr. Pawson. "Turn around, Chant. No, right around, boy, dowly, sothat | can seedl of you.
Stop!*

Christopher stopped and stood, and waited. Dr. Pawson shut his watery eyes and lowered his purple
chins. Christopher suspected he had gone to deep. There was utter silence in the room except for clocks
ticking among the clutter. Two clocks were the kind with al the works showing, one was a grandfather,
and one was a mighty marble timepiece that looked asif it had come off someone's grave. Christopher
nearly jumped out of his skin when Dr. Pawson suddenly barked a him like the clap of doom.

"EMPTY YOUR POCKETS, CHANT!"

Eh? thought Christopher. But he did not dare disobey. He began hurriedly unloading the pockets of his
Norfolk jacket: Uncle Ra ph's sixpence which he dways kept, ashilling of hisown, agrayish
handkerchief, anote from Oneir about agebra, and then he was down to shaming things like string and
rubber bands and furry toffees. He hesitated.

"All of it!" yelled Dr. Pawson. "Out of every single pocket. Put it al down on thetable."

Christopher went on unloading: a chewed rubber, abit of pencil, peasfor Fenning's pea-shooter, asilver
thregpenny bit he had not known about, a cough drop, fluff, more fluff, string, amarble, an old pen nib,
more rubber bands, more fluff, more string. And that wasit.

Dr. Pawson's eyes glared over him. "No, that's not al! What else have you got on you? Tiepin. Get rid
of that too."

Reductantly Christopher unpinned the nice silver tiepin Aunt Alice had given him for Chrissmas. And Dr.
Pawson's eyes continued to glare at him.

"Ah!" Dr. Pawson said. "And that stupid thing you have on your teeth. That's got to go too. Get it out of
your mouth and put it on the table. What the devil'sit for anyway?'

"To stop my teeth growing crooked,” Christopher said rather huffily. Much as he hated the tooth-brace,



he hated even more being criticized about it.

"What's wrong with crooked teeth?' howled Dr. Pawson, and he bared his own teeth. Christopher rather
started back from the sight. Dr. Pawson's teeth were brown, and they lay higgledy-piggledy in dll
directions, like afence trampled by cows. While Christopher was blinking at them, Dr. Pawson
bellowed, "Now do that levitation spell again!™

Christopher ground his teeth—which felt quite straight by contrast and very smooth without the
brace—and turned to the mirror again. Once more he looked into it, once more said the words, and
once moreraised hisarms doft. And as hisarms went up, he felt something come loose with
them—come loose with avengeance.

Everything in the room went upwards except Christopher, the mirror, the tiepin, the tooth-brace and the
money. These did to the floor asthe table surged upwards, but were collected by the carpet which came
billowing up after it. Christopher hagtily stepped off the carpet and stood watching everything soar
around him—all the clocks, severa tables, chairs, rugs, pictures, vases, ornaments, and Dr. Pawson too.
He and hisarmchair both went up, mgeticaly, like abaloon, and bumped againgt the celling. The ceiling
bellied upwards and the chandelier plastered itsdlf sdeways againgt it. From above came crashings,
dhrieks, and animmense airy grinding. Christopher could fed that the roof of the house had come off and
was on itsway to the sky, pursued by the attics. It was an incredible fedling.

"STOP THAT!" Dr. Pawson roared. Christopher guiltily took hisarms down.

Instantly everything began raining back to the ground again. The tables plunged, the carpets sank, vases,
pictures and clocks crashed to the floor dl around. Dr. Pawson's armchair plummeted with the rest,
followed by pieces of the chandelier, but Dr. Pawson himsdf floated down smoothly, having clearly done
some prudent magic of hisown. Up above, the roof came down thunderoudly. Christopher could hear
tilesfaling and chimneys crashing, aswell as smashings and howlsfrom upgairs. The upper floors
seemed now to be trying to get through to the ground. The walls of the room buckled and oozed plaster,
while the windows bent and fell to pieces. It was about five minutes before the didings and smashings
died away, and the dust settled even more dowly. Dr. Pawson sat among the wreckage and the blowing
dust and stared at Christopher. Christopher stared back, very much wanting to laugh.

A little old lady suddenly materidized in the armchair opposite Dr. Pawson's. She was wearing awhite
nightgown and alacy cap over her white hair. She smiled at Christopher in astedy way. "So it was you,
child," she said to Christopher. "Mary-Ellenisin hysterics. Don't ever do that again, or I'll put aVisitation
onyou. I'm till famed for my Vidgtations, you know." Having said this, she was gone as suddenly as she
had come.

"My old mother,” said Dr. Pawson. " She's normally bedridden, but as you can see, she's very strongly
moved. Asisamost everything else." He sat and stared at Christopher awhile longer, and Christopher
went on struggling not to laugh. "Silver,” Dr. Pawson said &t last.

"Silver?" asked Christopher.

"Silver," said Dr. Pawson. "Silver's the thing that's Sopping you, Chant. Don't ask mewhy at the
moment. Maybe we'll never get to the bottom of it, but there's no question about the facts. If you want to
work magic, you'll have to give up money except for coppers and sovereigns, throw away that tiepin, and
get rid of that stupid brace."

Christopher thought about Papa, about school, about cricket, in aflood of anger and frustration which
gave him courageto say, "But | don't think | do want to work magic, sir.”



"Yesyou do, Chant,” said Dr. Pawson. "For at least the next month.” And while Christopher was
wondering how to contradict him without being too rude, Dr. Pawson gave out another vast bellow.
"YOU HAVE TO PUT EVERYTHING BACK, CHANT!"

And thisisjust what Christopher had to do. For the rest of the morning he went around the house, up to
every floor and then outside into the garden, while Dr. Pawson trundled beside him in hisarmchair and
showed him how to cast holding-spellsto stop the house faling down. Dr. Pawson never seemed to
leave that armchair. In dl the time Christopher spent with him, he never saw Dr. Pawson wak. Around
midday, Dr. Pawson sent his chair gliding into the kitchen, where a cook-maid was sitting dolefully in the
midst of smashed butter crocks, spilled milk, bits of basin and dented saucepans, and dabbing at her eyes
with her gpron.

"Not hurt in here are you?' Dr. Pawson barked. "1 put aholder on first thing to make sure the range
didn't burst and set the house on fire— that sort of thing. That held, didn't it? Water pipes secure?'

"Yes, gr," gulped the cook-maid. "But lunchisruined, Sr.”

"Well haveto have ascratch lunch for once,” said Dr. Pawson. His chair swung around to face
Chrigtopher. "By thisevening,”" he said, "thiskitchen is going to be mended. Not holding-spells.
Everything as new. I'll show you how. Can't have the kitchen out of action. It's the most important place
in the house"

"I'msureitis, Sr," Christopher said, eyeing Dr. Pawson's mountain of a stomach.
Dr. Pawson glared at him. "'l can dinein college," he said, "but my mother needs her nourishment.”

For therest of that day Christopher mended the kitchen, putting crockery back together, recapturing
spilled milk and cooking sherry, taking dents out of pans, and sealing a dangerous plit at the back of the
range. While hedid, Dr. Pawson sat in hisarmchair warming himsdf by the range fire and barking things
like, "Now put the eggs together, Chant. Y ou'll need the spell to raise them firgt, then the dirt-dispeller
you used on the milk. Then you can start the mending-spell.” While Christopher abored, the cook-maid,
who was obvioudy even more frightened of Dr. Pawson than Christopher was, edged around him trying
to bake a cake and prepare the roast for supper.

One way and another, Christopher probably learned more practical magic that day than he had in two
and ahalf terms at school. By the evening he was exhausted. Dr. Pawson barked, ™Y ou can go back to
your father for now. Be here a nine tomorrow prompt. Theré's still the rest of the house to seeto.”

"Oh Lord!" Christopher groaned, too weary to be palite. "Can't someone help me at dl?I've learned my

leson.”
"What gave you the ideathere was only one lesson to learn?" bawled Dr. Pawson.

Christopher tottered back to the lodging house carrying the tooth-brace, the money, and the tiepin
wrapped in the gray handkerchief. Papalooked up from atable spread with horoscope sheets. "Well?'
he asked with gloomy eagerness.

Chrigtopher fdl into alumpy chair. "Silver," he said. " Silver sops me working magic. And | hopel have
got more than one life because Dr. Pawson's going to kill me at thisrate.”

"Siver?' said Pgpa. "Oh dear! Oh dear, dear!" Hewas very sad and silent al through the cabbage soup
and sausages the lodging house provided for supper. After supper, he said, "My son, | have aconfession
to make. It ismy fault that silver stops you working magic. Not only did | cast your horoscope when you



were born, but | dso cast every other spdll | knew to divine your future. And you can imagine my horror
when each kind of forecast foretold that silver would mean danger or death to you." Papa paused,
drumming hisfingers on the horoscope sheets and staring absently at thewall. "Argent," he said musingly.
"Argent means silver. Could | have got it wrong?' He pulled himself sadly back together. "Well it istoo
late to do anything about that, except to warn you again to have nothing to do with your Uncle Raph."

"But why isit your fault?' Christopher asked, very uncomfortable at the way Papas thoughts were
going.

"Thereis no getting around Fate," Papasaid, "as| should have known. | cast my strongest spells and put
forth al my power to make slver neutrd to you. Silver—any contact with slver—seemsto transform you
at onceinto an ordinary person without amagic gift at al—and | see now that this could have its dangers.
| takeit you can work magic when you are not touching siver?”

Christopher gave aweary laugh. "Ohyes. Like anything."

Papa brightened alittle. "That's ardlief. Then my sacrifice herewas not in vain. Asyou know,
Christopher, | very foolishly lost your mama's money and my own by investing it where | thought my
horoscopestold meto.” He shook his head sadly. "Horoscopes are tricky, particularly with money. Be
that asit may, | anfinished. | regard mysdlf asafalure. You aredl | haveleft to live for, my son. Any
success | am to know, | shall know through you.”

If Christopher had not been so tired, he would have found this decidedly embarrassing. Even through his
weariness, he found he was annoyed that he was expected to live for Papa and not on his own account.
Would it be fair, he wondered, to use magic to make yoursdlf afamous cricketer?'Y ou could make the
ball go anywhere you wanted. Would Paparegard this as success? He knew perfectly well that Papa
would not. By thistime, his eyes were closing themsalves and his head was nodding. When Papa sent
him off to bed, Christopher fell onto the twanging mattress and dept like alog. He had meant, honestly
meant, to go to The Place Between and tell Tacroy al that had happened, but either he was just too tired
or too scared that Papawould guess. Whatever the reason was, he did not have any dreams of any kind
that night.

10

For the next three weeks, Dr. Pawson kept Christopher so hard at work mending the house that he fell
into bed each night too weary to dream. Each morning when Christopher arrived, Dr. Pawson was Sitting
inhisarmchair inthe hdl, waiting for him.

"To work, Chant!" hewould bark.

Christopher took to replying, "Redly, sr? | thought we were going to have alazy day like yesterday.”
The strange thing about Dr. Pawson was that he did not mind thiskind of remark in the least. Once
Christopher got used to him, he discovered that Dr. Pawson rather liked people to stand up to him, and
once he had discovered that, Christopher found that he did not redlly hate Dr. Pawson—or only in the
way you hate a violent thunderstorm you happen to be caught in. He found he quite liked rebuilding the
house, though perhaps the thing which he redlly liked was working magic that actudly did something.
Every spdl hedid had areal use. That madeit far more interesting than the silly things he had tried to
learn at school. And the hard work was much easier to bear when he was able to say thingsto Dr.
Pawson that would have caused masters at school to twist his ears and threaten to cane him for
insolence.

"Chant!" Dr. Pawson howled from hisarmchair in the middle of the lawn. "' Chant! The chimney potson



theright are crooked."

Christopher was balanced on thetiles of the roof, shivering in thewind. It was raining that day, so he was
having to maintain ashelter-spell for the roof and for the lawn while he worked. And he had put the
chimneys straight four times aready. "Yes, Sr, of course, Sr!" he screamed back. "Would you like them
turned to gold too, sir?

"None of that or I'll makeyou do it!" Dr. Pawson yelled.

When Christopher came to mend Dr. Pawson's mother's room, he made the mistake of trying to treat old
Mrs. Pawson the same way. She was Sitting up in abed heaped with plaster from the ceiling, looking
quite comfortable and composed, knitting something striped and long. "I saved the looking-glass, child,"
sheremarked with a pleasant smile, "but that is asfar as my powers stretch. Be good enough to mend the
chamber pot firgt, and count yourself fortunate, child, that it had not been used. Y ou will find it under the

Christopher fished it out in three broken white pieces and got to work.

"Mend it quite Sraight,” old Mrs. Pawson said, her knitting needles clattering away. "Make sure the
handleis not crooked and the gold rim around the top is quite regular. Please do not leave any
uncomfortable lumps or unsghtly bulges, child.”

Her voice was gentle and pleasant and it kept interrupting the spell. At length Christopher asked in
exagperation, "Would you like it studded with diamondstoo? Or shdl | just giveit aposy of rosesin the
bottom?"

"Thank you, child," said Mrs. Pawson. "The posy of roses, please. | think that's a charming idea."

Dr. Pawson, gtting by in hisarmchair, wasfull of glee at Christopher's discomfiture. " Sarcasm never
pays, Chant," he bawled. "Rosesrequire acreation-spell. Listen carefully.”

After that, Christopher had to tackle the maids rooms. Then he had to mend all the plumbing. Dr.
Pawson gave him aday off on Sundays so that Papa could take him to church. Christopher, now he
knew what he could do, toyed with the idea of making the church spire melt like acandle, but he never
quite dared to do it, with Papa pacing soberly beside him. Instead, he experimented in other ways. Every
morning, while he was walking up the Trumpington Road, hetried to coax the treesthat lined it into a
different pattern. He got so good at it that before long he could shunt them up theroad inalong lineand
crowd them into awood at the end. In the evenings, tired though he was, he could not resit trying to
make the lodging house supper taste better. But food magic was not easy.

"What do they put in sausages these days?' Paparemarked. "These taste of strawberry.”

Then came amorning when Dr. Pawson shouted from his chair in the hal, "Right, Chant, from now on
you finish the mending in the afternoons. In the mornings we teach you some control.”

"Control?" Christopher said blankly. By thistime the house was nearly finished and he was hoping that
Dr. Pawson would soon have finished with him too.

"That'sright," Dr. Pawson bawled. Y ou didn't think 1'd let you loose on the world without teaching you
to control your power, did you? Asyou are now, you're amenace to everyone. And don't tell me you
haven't been trying to see what you can do, because | won't believe you.”

Christopher looked at hisfeet and thought of what he had just been doing with the treesin the
Trumpington Road. "I've hardly done anything, Sir.”



"Hardly anything! What do boys know of restraint?’ said Dr. Pawson. "Into the garden. Were going to
raise awind, and you're going to learn to do it without moving so much as ablade of grass.”

They went into the garden, where Christopher raised awhirlwind. He thought it rather expressed his
fedlings. Luckily it was quite small and only destroyed one rose bed. Dr. Pawson canceled it with one
flap of his purple banana hand. "Do it again, Chant."

Learning control was boring, but it was agood deal more restful. Dr. Pawson obvioudy knew this. He
began setting Christopher homework to do in the evenings. All the same, even after disentangling the
interlacing spells in the problems he had been set, Christopher began to fed for the first time that he had
some brain left over to think with. He thought about slver first. Keegping Uncle Raph's slver sxpencein
his pocket had stopped him doing such alot. And that beastly tooth-brace had stopped him doing even
more. What awaste! No wonder he had not been able to take the books to the Goddess until Matron
made him take the brace ouit.

He must have been using magic to get to the Anywheres dl these years without knowing it— except that
he had known it, in an underneath sort of way. Tacroy had known, and he had been impressed. And the
Goddess must have redlized, too, when her silver bracelet turned Christopher into aghost. Here
Christopher tried to go on thinking about the Goddess, but he found he kept thinking of Tacroy instead.
Tacroy would now have goneinto atrance usdesdy for three weeks running. Tacroy made light of it, but
Christopher suspected that going into atrance took alot out of aperson. He really would haveto let
Uncle Ralph know what had happened.

Glancing over at Papa, who was hard at work with a special pen marking specid symbols on horoscopes
under the big oil lamp, Christopher started writing aletter to Uncle Ra ph, pretending it was part of his
homework. The oil lamp cast shadows on Papa's face, removing the threadbare look and making him
look unusualy kind and stern. Christopher told himself uneasily that Pgpaand Uncle Raph just did not
like one another. Besides, Papa had not actually forbidden him to write to Uncle Ralph.

All the same, it took severd nightsto write the letter. Christopher did not want to seem disoya to Papa.
In the end, he smply wrote that Papa had taken him away from school to be taught by Dr. Pawson. It
was alot of effort for such ashort letter. He posted it next day on hisway up the Trumping-ton Road
with asense of relief and virtue.

Three days later, Papahad aletter from Mama. Christopher could tell at once from Papals face that
Uncle Ralph had told Mamawhere they were. Papathrew the | etter on the fire and fetched his hat.
"Chrigtopher," hesaid, "1 shdl be coming with you to Dr. Pawson's today."

This made Christopher certain that Mamawasin Cambridge too. As he walked up the Trumpington
Road beside Papa, hetried to work out what his fedlings were about that. But he did not have much time
to think. A strong wind, scented with roses, swept around the pair of them, hurling Christopher sdeways
and snatching Papa’s hat from his head. Papa made a movement to chase his hat—which wasjust rolling
under abrewer's dray—and then dived around and seized Christopher's arm instead.

"Hats are expendable," he said. "Keep waking, son.”

They kept waking, with the wind hurling and buffeting around them. Christopher could actualy fed it
trying to curl around himin order to pull him away. But for Papas grip on hisarm, he would have been
carried across the road. He was impressed. He had not known Mama's magic was this strong.

"I can control it if you want," he caled to Papa above the noise. " Dr. Pawson taught me wind control.”

"No, Christopher," Pgpa panted sternly, looking strange and most undignified, with his coat flapping and



hishair blowingindl directions. "A gentleman never works magic against awoman, particularly hisown
mama."

Gentlemen, it seemed to Christopher, made things unreasonably difficult for themselvesin that case. The
wind grew stronger and stronger, the nearer they got to the gate of Dr. Pawson's house. Christopher
thought they would never cover thelast yard or so. Papawas forced to seize the gatepost to hold them
both in place while he tried to undo the latch. Whereupon the wind made alast, savage snatch.
Christopher felt hisfeet leave the ground, and knew he was about to soar away. He made himsdlf very
heavy just intime. He did it because it was a contest, realy, because he did not like being on the losing
sde. Hewould not at dl have minded seeing Mama. But he very much hoped Papa would not notice the
rather large dents hisfeet had made in the ground just outside the gate.

Inside the gate there was no more wind. Papa smoothed his hair and rang the doorbel |

"Ahal" shouted Dr. Pawson from his armchair while Mary-Ellen was opening the door. " The expected
trouble has cometo pass,. | see. Chant;, oblige me by going upstairs and reading aloud to my mother
whilel tak to your father."

Christopher went up the stairs as dowly as he dared, hoping to hear what was being said. All he caught
was Dr. Pawson's voice, hardly shouting at al. "1've been in touch amost daily for aweek, but they il
can't—" After that the door shut. Christopher went on up the stairs and knocked at the door of old Mrs.
Pawson's room.

Shewas sitting up in bed, till knitting. "Come and Sit on that chair so that | can hear you," shesaid in her
gentle voice, and gave him agentle but piercing smile. "The Bible is here on the bedside table. Y ou may
gtart from the beginning of Genesis, child, and see how far you can get. | expect the negotiationswill take
time. Such thingsawaysdo."

Christopher sat down and began to read. He was stumbling among the people who begat other people
when Mary-Ellen camein with coffee and biscuits and gave him awel come break. Ten minutes|ater, old
Mrs. Pawson took up her knitting and said, "Continue, child." Christopher had got well into Sodom and
Gomorrah and was beginning to run out of voice, when old Mrs. Pawson cocked her white head on one
sSdeand said, " Stop now, child. They want you downgtairsin the study.”

Much relieved and very curious, Christopher put the Bible down and shot to the ground floor. Papaand
Dr. Pawson were sitting facing one another in Dr. Pawson's crowded room. 1t had become more
cluttered than ever over the last weeks, since it was stacked with pieces of clocks and ornaments from al
over the house, waiting for Christopher to mend. Now it looked more disorganized till. Tablesand
carpets had been pushed to the wallsto leave alarge stretch of bare floorboards, and adesign had been
chalked on the boards. Christopher looked at it with interest, wondering what it had to do with Mama. It
was afive-pointed star insde acircle. He looked at Papa, who was obvioudy delighted about something,
and then at Dr. Pawson, who was just asusual.

"Newsfor you, Chant,” said Dr. Pawson. "I've run alot of tests on you these last weeks—don't stare,
boy, you didn't know | was doing it—and every one of those tests gives you nine lives. Ninelives and
some of the strongest magic I've met. Naturdly | got in touch with Gabriel de Witt. | happen to know
he's been looking for asuccessor for years. Naturaly dl | got wasalot of guff about the way they'd
aready tested you and drawn ablank. That's Civil Servantsfor you. They need abomb under them
before they'll change their minds. So today, after the bother with your mama had given me the excuse we
needed, | had agood old shout at them. They caved in, Chant. They're sending aman to fetch you to
Chrestomanci Castle now."



Here Papabrokein asif he could not stop himsdlf. "It'sjust what I've been hoping for, my son! Gabriel
de Witt isto become your legal guardian, and in due course you will be the next Chrestomanci.”

"Next Chrestomanci?' Christopher echoed. He stared at Papa, knowing there was no chance of deciding
on acareer for himself now. It wasal settled. Hisvisons of himself asafamous cricketer faded and fell
and turned to ashes. "But | don't want—"

Papa thought Christopher did not understand. Y ou will become avery important man,” he said. "You
will watch over al the magic in thisworld and prevent any harm being donewithiit."

"But—" Christopher began angrily.

It wastoo late. The misty shape of aperson was forming insde the five-pointed star. It solidified into a
pale plump young man with along face, very soberly dressed in agray suit and awide starched collar
that looked much too tight for him. He was carrying athing like a telescope. Christopher remembered
him. The young man was one of the people who had been in the hospital room after everyone had
thought Christopher was dead.

"Good morning,” the young man said, stepping out of the sar. "My nameis Flavian Temple. Monsignor
de Witt has sent me to examine your candidate.”

"EXAMINE HIM!" shouted Dr. Pawson. "I've dready DONE that! What do you people take me for?"
Herolled hisangry eyesa Papa. "Civil Servantd!”

Havian Temple obvioudy found Dr. Pawson quite as darming as Christopher did. He flinched abit.
"Y es, doctor, we know you have. But my ingtructions are to verify your findings before proceeding. If
thislad could just step into the pentagram.”

"Go on, on," sad Papa. "Stand ingde the gar.”

With afurious, helplessfeding, Christopher stepped into the chalked pattern and stood there while
Favian Temple sighted down the telescope-thing at him. There must be away of making yourself look as
if you only had onelife, he thought. There had to be! But he had no ideawhat it was you did.

Havian Templefrowned. "I can only makeit seven lives."

"He'saready lost TWO, you fat young fool!" Dr. Pawson bellowed. "Didn't they tell you anything? Tell
him, Chant."

"I'velost two lives dready,” Christopher found himsdf saying. There was some kind of spell on the
pattern. Otherwise he would have denied everything.

"SEE?" howled Dr. Pawson.

Flavian Temple managed to turn awince into a polite bow. "I do see, doctor. That being the case, | will
of course take the boy to be interviewed by Monsignor de Witt. Any final decision hasto be Monsignor
deWwitt's”

Christopher perked up at this. Perhapsit was not settled after al. But Papa seemed to think it was. He
came and laid an arm around Christopher's shoulders. " Good-bye, my son. This makes me avery proud
and happy man. Say good-byeto Dr. Pawson."

Dr. Pawson behaved asif it were settled too. His chair trundled forward and he held out abig purple
bananafinger to Christopher. "Bye, Chant. Take no notice of the official way they go on. ThisFavian'sa



fool Civil Servant likethe rest of them."

As Christopher shook the purplefinger, old Mrs. Pawson materiadized, sitting on the arm of Dr.
Pawson's chair in her crisp white nightdress, holding her knitting wrapped into astripey bundle.
"Good-bye, child," shesaid. "Y ou read very nicely. Hereisthe present I've knitted for you. It'sfull of
protection spells.” She leaned forward and draped the knitting around Christopher's neck. It was a scarf
about ten feet long, striped in the colors of the rainbow.

"Thank you," Christopher said politely.

"Just move up—er, Christopher—but don't leave the pentagram,” said Flavian. He stepped back inside
the chalk marks, taking up more than half the space, and took hold of Christopher'sarm to keep him
ingdeit. Old Mrs. Pawson waved awithered hand. And without anything more being said, Christopher
found himsalf somewhere quite different. It was even more disconcerting than being carried off from

school by Papa.

He and Favian were standing in amuch bigger pentagram that was made of white bricks, or tiles, built
into the floor of alofty space with aglass dome high overhead. Under the glass dome, amgestic pink
marble staircase curled up to the next floor. Stately paneled doors with statues over them opened off the
gpace dl around—the most stately had aclock above it aswell as a statue—and an enormous crystal
chanddier hung from the glass dome on along chain. Behind Christopher, when he twisted around to
look, was avery grand front door. He could see hewasin the front hall of avery big mansion, but
nobody thought to tell him where hewas.

There were people stlanding around the tiled pentagram, waiting for them. And astately, dismd lot they
looked too! Christopher thought. All of them, men and women dike, were dressed in black or gray. The
men wore shiny white collars and cuffs and the women al wore nest black lace mittens. Christopher felt
their eyes on him, Szing up, disapproving, coldly staring. He shrank into avery small grubby boy under
those eyes and redlized that he had been wearing the same set of clothes ever since he had left schoal.

Before he had a chance to do more than look around, aman with alittle pointed gray beard stepped up
to him and took the striped scarf away. "Hewon't be needing this," he said, rather shocked about it.

Christopher thought the man was Gabriel de Witt and was al prepared to hate him, until Flavian said,
"No, of course, Dr. Smonson," apologizing for Christopher. "The old lady gaveit to him, you know.
Sl 1—?

Christopher decided to hate the bearded man anyway.

One of theladies, asmal plump one, stepped forward then. “Thank you, FHavian,” shesaid inafind,
bossy sort of way. "I'll take Christopher to Gabriel now. Follow me, young man." She turned and went
swishing off towards the pink marble sairs. Flavian gave Christopher anudge, and Christopher stepped
out of thetiled pattern and followed her, feding about afoot high and dirty al over. He knew his collar
was sticking up at one side, and that his shoes were dusty, and he could fed the holein hisleft sock
diding out of its shoe and showing itself to everyonein the hall as he went updtairs after the lady.

At the top of the stairswas avery tall solid-looking door, the only onein arow of doorsthat was painted
black. The lady swished up to the black door and knocked. She opened it and pushed Christopher firmly
ingde. "Here heis, Gabrid," she said. Then she shut the door behind him and went away, leaving
Christopher donein an ova-shaped room where it seemed to be twilight or sunset.

The room was panded in dark brown wood, with adark brown carpet on the floor. The only furniture
seemed to be ahuge dark desk. As Christopher camein, along thin figure reared up from behind the
desk—about six-foot-sx of skinny old man, Christopher redized, when his heart stopped thumping. The



old man had alot of white hair and the whitest face and hands Christopher had ever seen. His eyebrows
jutted and his cheeks stood out in wide peaks, making the eyes between them look sunken and staring.
Below that was a hooked beak of nose. The rest of the old man's face went into asmall, sharp point,
containing along grim mouth. The mouth opened to say, "I am Gabrid de Witt. So we meet again,
Master Chant."

Christopher knew he would have remembered if he had ever seen this old man before. Gabrid de Witt
was even more memorable than Dr. Pawson. "'I've never seen you inmy life before," he said.

"I have met you. Y ou were unconscious a thetime," Gabriel de Witt said. "1 suppose this accounts for
our being so strangely mistaken in you. | can see now at aglance that you do indeed have seven livesand
should havenine"

There were quite alot of windowsin the twilight room, Christopher saw, & least Sx of them, inahigh
curving row near the ceiling. The celling was asort of orange, which seemed to keep dl thelight from the
windowsto itsdf. All the same, it was amystery to Christopher how aroom with quite so many windows
could end up being so very dark.

"In spite of this" Gabridl de Witt said, "1 am very dubious about taking you on. Y our heredity frankly
appalls me. The Chants give themsealves out as arace of respectable enchanters, but they produce a
black sheep every generation, while the Argents, though admittedly gifted, are the kind of people | would
not nod to in the street. These traits have come out in both your parents. | gather your father is bankrupt
and your mother a contemptible socid climber.”

Even Cousin Francis had not said anything quite as bald asthis. Anger flared through Christopher. "Oh
thank you, gr," he said. "Theres nothing | like more than a polite warm welcome like that.”

The old man's eagle eyes sared. He seemed puzzled. "1 fdt it only fair to be frank with you,” he said. "'l
wished you to understand that | have agreed to become your lega guardian because we do not consider
either of your parents afit person to have charge of the future Chrestomanci.”

"Yes, dr," said Christopher, angrier than ever. "But you needn't bother. | don't want to be the next
Chrestomanci. I'd rather lose dl my livesfirg."

Gabrid de Witt smply looked impatient. "Y es, yes, thisis often the way, until we redlize the job needs
doing," hesaid. "l refused the post myself when it wasfirgt offered to me, but | wasin my twenties and
you are amere child, even less capable of deciding than | was. Besides, we have no choice in the matter.
You and | arethe only nine-lifed enchantersin al the Related Worlds." He made a gesture with one white
hand. A small bell chimed somewhere and the plump young lady swished into the room. "Miss Rosdlie
hereismy chief assgtant,” Gabridl de Witt said. "She will show you to your room and get you settled in. |
have dlotted Havian Templeto you asatutor, though | canill spare him, and | will of course be teaching
you mysdlf twiceaweek aswell.”

Christopher followed Miss Rosdie's swishing skirt past the line of doors and down along corridor.
Nobody seemed to care what he felt. He wondered whether to show them by raising another whirlwind.
But there was aspell on this place, astrong, thick spell. After Dr. Pawson's teaching, Christopher was
sengtiveto dl spells, and though he was not sure what this one did, he wasfairly sure it would make
things like whirlwinds pretty usdess. "Isthis Chrestomanci Castle?’ he asked angrily.

"That'sright,” MissRosdie said. "The Government took it over two hundred years ago after the last
really wicked enchanter was beheaded.” Sheturned to smile a him over her shoulder. "Gabriel de Witt's
adear, isn't he?| know he seemsabit dry at first, but he's adorable when you get to know him."



Christopher stared. Dear and adorable seemed to him the last words he would ever use to describe
Gabrid de Witt.

Miss Rosdie did not see him stare. She was throwing open adoor at the end of the corridor. "There,"
shesaid, rather proudly. "1 hope you like it. We're not used to having children here, so weve dl been
racking our brains over how to make you fed at home."

Therewas not much sign of it, Christopher thought, staring around alarge brown room with one high
white bed |ooking rather lonely in one corner. "Thanks," he said glumly. When Miss Rosdlieleft him, he
found there was a brown spartan washroom at the other end of the room and a shelf by the window.
There was ateddy bear on the shelf, agame of Snakes and Ladders and acopy of The Arabian Nights
with al the dirty bits taken out. He put them in a hegp on the floor and jumped on them. He knew hewas
going to hate Chrestomanci Castle.
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For the first week, Christopher could think of nothing €'se but how much he hated Chrestomanci Castle
and the peopleinit. It seemed to combine the worst things about school and home, with afew specid
awfulnesses of itsown. It was very grand and very big, and except when he was doing lessons,
Christopher was forced to wander about entirely on his own, missing Oneir and Fenning and the other
boys and cricket acutely, while the Castle people got on with their grown-up affairs asif Christopher was
not there a dl. He had nearly al his meals donein the schoolroom, just like home, except that the
schoolroom looked out onto the empty, shaven Castle lawns.

"We thought you'd be happier not having to listen to our grown-up talk," Miss Rosdietold him asthey
walked up the long drive from church on Sunday. "But of course you'll have Sunday lunch with us."

So Christopher sat at the long table with everyone esein their sober Sunday clothes and thought it would
have made no differenceif he hadn't been there. V oices hummed among the chinking cutlery, and not one
of them spoketo him.

"And you have to add copper to sublimate, whatever the manuas say," the bearded Dr. Simonson was
telling Havian Temple, "but after that you can, | find, put it straight to the pentacle with amodicum of
fire"

"The Wraith'sillegd dragons blood is smply flooding the market now," said ayoung lady acrossthe
table. "Even the honest suppliers are not reporting it. They know they can evade taxes.”

"But the correct words present problems,” Dr. Simonson told Flavian.

"I know statistics are mideading,” said ayounger man beside Christopher, "but my latest sample had
twicethelegd limit of poison bam. Y ou only have to extrapol ate to see how much the gang isbringing
in"

"Theflaming tincture must then be passed through gold,” Dr. Simonson proclaimed, and another voice
cut across his saying, " That magic mushroom essence certainly came from Ten, but | think the trap we set
there stopped that outlet.” While Dr. Simonson added, "If you wish to proceed without copper, you'l
find it far more complicated.”

Miss Rosdli€'s voice rang through his explanation from the other end of the table. "But Gabrid, they had
actualy butchered awholetribe of mermaidd | know it's partly our wizards fault for being willing to pay
the earth for mermaid parts, but the Wraith really has to be stopped!”



Gabrid'sdry voice answered in the distance, "That part of the operation has been closed down. It'sthe
weapons coming in from One that present the biggest problem.”

"My adviceisthat you then start with pentacle and fire," Dr. Smonson droned on, "using the smpler form
of wordsto start the process, but..."

Christopher sat slent, thinking thet if he did get to be the next Chrestomanci he would forbid peopleto
talk about their work at medltimes. Ever. He was glad when he was alowed to get up from the table and
go. But when he did, the only thing to do was to wander about, fedling al the spells on the place itching at
him like gnat bites. There were spellsin the formal gardens to keep weeds down and encourage worms,
spellsto keep the giant cedars on the lawns hedlthy, and spells dl around the grounds to keep intruders
out. Christopher thought he could have broken that set quite easily and smply run away, except that the
sengitivity he had learned from Dr. Pawson showed him that breaking that boundary spell would set
adarmsringing in thelodge at the gate and probably dl over the Cagtle too.

The Cadtleitsdlf had an old crusty part with turrets and a newer part which were fused together into a
rambling whole. But there was an extra piece of castle that stood out in the gardens and |ooked even
older, so old that there were trees growing on top of its broken walls. Christopher naturaly wanted to
explore this part, but there was a strong misdirection spell on it, which caused it to appear behind him, or
to one side, whenever hetried to get to it. So he gave up and wandered indoors, where the spdlls,
instead of itching, pressed down on him like aweight. He hated the Castle spellsmost of all. They would
not allow him to be as angry as hefdt. They made everything blunt and muffled. In order to expresshis
hatred, Christopher fell back more and more on silent scorn. When people did speak to him, and he had
to answer, he was as sarcastic as he knew how to be.

Thisdid not help him get on with Havian Temple. Flavian was akind and earnest tutor. In the ordinary
way, Christopher would have quite liked him, even though Flavian wore his collarstoo tight and tried far
too hard to be hushed and dignified like the rest of Gabrid de Witt's people. But he hated Flavian for
being one of those people—and he very soon discovered that Favian had no sense of humor at dl.

"Y ou wouldn't seeajokeif it jumped up and bit you, would you?" Christopher said, the second
afternoon. Afternoons were dways devoted to magic theory or magic practical.

"Oh, | don't know," Havian said. "Something in Punch made me smile last week. Now, to get back to
what we were saying—how many worlds do you think make up the Related Worlds?"

"Twelve," said Christopher, because he remembered that Tacroy sometimes called the Anywheresthe
Related Worlds.

"Very good!" said FHavian. "Though, actualy, there are more than that, because each world isredly aset
of worlds, which we call a Series. The only onewhichisjust asingleworld is Eleven, but we needn't
bother with that. All the worlds were probably one world to begin with—and then something happened
back in prehistory which could have ended in two contradictory ways. Let's say a continent blew up. Or
it didn't blow up. Thetwo things couldn't both be true a once in the same world, so that world became
two worlds, side by side but quite separate, one with that continent and one without. And so on, until
there weretwelve.”

Christopher listened to this with some interest, because he had aways wondered how the Anywheres
had come about. "And did the Series happen the sameway?"' he asked.

"Yesindeed," said Flavian, obvioudy thinking Christopher was avery good pupil. "Take Series Seven,
which isamountain Series. In prehistory, the earth's crust must have buckled many more timesthan it did
here. Or Series Five, where dl the land became idands, none of them larger than France. Now these are



the same right across the Series, but the course of history in each world is different. It's history that
makes the differences. The easiest example is our own Series, Twelve, where our world, which we call
World A, is oriented on magic—which isnormal for most worlds. But the next world, World B, split off
in the Fourteenth Century and turned to science and machinery. The world beyond that, World C, split
off in Roman times and became divided into large empires. And it went on like that up to nine. There are
usudly nineto aSeries.”

"Why are they numbered back to front?' Christopher asked.

"Because we think One wasthe origina world of thetwelve," Havian said. "Anyway it wasthe Greet
Mages of Onewho firgt discovered the other worlds, and they did the numbering.”

Thiswas amuch better explanation than the one Tacroy had given. Christopher felt obliged to Havian for
it. So that when Flavian asked, "Now what do you think makes us cal these twelve the Related
Worlds?' Christopher felt he owed him an answer.

"They al speak the same languages,” he said.
"Very good!" said Havian. His pale face went pink with surprise and pleasure. "Y ou are agood pupil!"
"Oh, I'm absolutely brilliant,” Christopher said bitterly.

Unfortunately, when Flavian turned to practical magic on dternate afternoons, Christopher was anything
but brilliant. With Dr. Pawson he had become used to spellsthat redly did something. But with Flavian
he went back to smal elementary magics of the kind he had been doing at school. They bored
Christopher stiff. He yawned and he spilled things and usually, keeping aspecia vague look on hisface
so that Flavian would not notice what he was doing, he made the spells work without going through more
than haf the steps.

"Oh no," Flavian said anxioudy, when he did notice. "That's enchanter's magic. Well be starting on that in
acouple of weeks. But you have to know basic witchcraft firgt. It's most important for you to know
whether awitch or wizard is misusing the craft when you come to be the next Chrestomanci.”

That was the trouble with Flavian. He was dways saying, "When you come to be the next
Chrestomanci.” Christopher fet bitterly angry. "Is Gabriel de Witt going to die soon?* he said.

"l don't imagine 0. He il has eight lives|eft,” said Flavian. "Why do you ask?'
"It wasawhim,” Christopher said, thinking angrily of Papa.

"Oh dear," Havian said, worrying because he wasfailing to keep his pupil interested. "I know— well go
out into the gardens and study the properties of herbs. Y ou may like that part of witchcraft better."

Down into the gardens they went, into araw gray day. It was one of those summersthat was more like
winter than many winters are. Flavian stopped under a huge cedar and invited Christopher to consider
the ancient lore about cedarwood. Christopher wasin fact quite interested to hear that cedar was part of
the funera pyre from which the Phoenix was reborn, but he was not going to let Havian seehewas. As
Havian taked, hiseyefell on the separate ruined piece of castle, and he knew that if he asked about that
Havian would only tell him that they would be doing misdirection spells next month—uwhich put another
thing he wanted to know into hismind.

"When am | going to learn how to fasten a person'sfeet to the spot?' he asked.

Havian gave him asdeways|ook. "Wewon't be doing magic that affects other people until next year," he



said. "Come over to the laurd bushes now and let's consider those.™

Christopher sighed as he followed Flavian over to the big laurels by the drive. He might have known
Havian was not going to teach him anything useful! Asthey approached the nearest bush, aginger cat
emerged from among the shiny leaves, stretching and glaring irritably. When it saw Havian and
Christopher, it advanced on them at atrot, purpose al over its savage, lop-eared face.

"Look out!" Flavian said urgently.

Christopher did not need telling. He knew what this particular cat could do. But he was so astonished at
seeing Throgmorten here at Chrestomanci Castle that he forgot to move. "Who—whose cat isthat?' he
sad.

Throgmorten recognized Christopher too. Histail went up, thinner and more snaky than ever, and he

stopped and stared. "Wong?" he said increduloudy. And he advanced again, but in amuch more stately
way, likeaPrime Minigter greeting aforeign President. "Wong," he said.

"Careful!" said Flavian, prudently backing behind Christopher. "It'san Asheth Temple cat. It's safest not
to go near it."

Christopher of course knew that, but Throgmorten was so evidently meaning to be polite that he risked
squetting down and cautioudly holding out his hand. ™Y es, wong to you too," he said. Throgmorten put
forward his moth-eaten-looking orange nose and dabbed at Christopher's hand withit.

"Great heavend Thething actudly likesyou!" said Havian. "Nobody el se dares get within yards of it.
Gabrid'shad to give all the outdoor staff specia shielding spellsor they said they'd leave. It tears Strips

off people through ordinary spells.”
"How did it get here?' Christopher said, letting Throgmorten politely investigate his hand.

"Nobody knows—at least not how it wandered in here from Series Ten," Flavian said. "Mordecal found
it in London, brave man, and brought it here in abasket. He recognized it by itsaura, and he said if he
could, then most wizards would, too, and they'd kill it for itsmagica properties. Most of usthink that
wouldn't be much loss, but Gabriel agreed with Mordecai.”

Christopher had still not learned the names of al the sober-suited men around the Sunday lunch-table.
"Which oneisMr. Mordecai?' he said.

"Mordecal Roberts—héesaparticular friend of mine, but you won't have met himyet," said FHlavian. "He
worksfor usin London these days. Perhaps we could get on with herb lore now."

At that moment, a strange noise broke from Throgmorten's throat, a sound like wooden cogwheels not
connecting very well. Throgmorten was purring. Christopher was unexpectedly touched. "Doeshe have a
name?' he asked.

"Mogt peoplejust call him That Thing,” said Havian.

"l shdl cal him Throgmorten,” said Christopher, at which Throgmorten's cogwhed swent around more
noisly than ever.

"It suitshim,” said Flavian. "Now, please— congder thislaurd.”

With Throgmorten sauntering amiably beside him, Christopher heard dl about laurels and found it al
much essier to take. It amused him theway FHavian took care to keep well out of reach of Throgmorten.



From then on, in a standoffish way, Throgmorten became Christopher's only friend in the Castle. They
both seemed to have the same opinion of the peoplein it. Christopher once saw Throgmorten encounter
Gabriel de Witt coming down the pink marble stairs. Throgmorten spat and flew a Gabriel'slong thin
legs, and Christopher was charmed and delighted at the speed with which those long thin legs raced up
the stairsagain to get away.

Christopher hated Gabriel more every time he had alesson with him. He decided that the reason
Gabrid'sroom always seemed so dark in spite of al itswindows was because it reflected Gabrid's
persondity. Gabriel never laughed. He had no patience with downess, or mistakes, and he seemed to
think Christopher ought to know everything he taught him at once, by ingtinct. The trouble was that, the
first week, when Flavian and Gabriel were teaching him about the Related Worlds, Christopher had
known dl about them, from the Anywheres, and this seemed to have given Gabrid theideathat
Christopher was agood learner. But after that, they went on to the different kinds of magics, and
Christopher just could not seem to get it through his head why witchcraft and enchanters magic were not
the same, or how wizardry differed from sorcery and both from magicians magic.

It was always agrest relief to Christopher when hislesson with Gabriel was over. Afterwards,
Christopher usualy sneaked Throgmorten indoors and the two of them explored the Castle together.
Throgmorten was not dlowed insde the Castle, which waswhy Christopher liked to have him there.
Once or twice, with luck and cunning from both of them, Throgmorten spent the night on the end of
Christopher's bed, purring like afootbdl rattle. But Miss Rosalie had away of knowing where
Throgmorten was. She nearly dways arrived wearing gardening gloves and chased Throgmorten out with
abroom. Luckily Miss Rosdie was often busy straight after lessons, so Throgmorten galloped beside
Christopher down the long corridors and through the rambling attics, thrusting his face into odd corners
and remarking "Wong!" fromtimetotime.

The Castle was huge. The weighty, baffling spells hung heavily over most of it, but there were parts that
nobody used where the spells seemed to have worn thin. Christopher and Throgmorten were both
happiest in those parts. The third week, they discovered abig round room in atower, which looked to
have been awizard'sworkshop at onetime, It had shelves around the walls, three long workbenches,
and a pentagram painted on the stone floor. But it was deserted and dusty and stuffy with the smell of
old, old magic.

"Wong," Throgmorten said happily.

"Yes," Christopher agreed. It seemed awaste of agood room. When I'm the next Chrestomanci, he
thought, | shall make sure thisroom is used. Then he was angry with himself, because he was not going
to be the next Chrestomanci. He had caught the habit from Flavian. But | could make this a secret
workshop of my own, hethought. | could snesk stuff up here bit by bit.

The next day, he and Throgmorten went exploring for anew attic where there might be things
Christopher could use to furnish the tower room. And they discovered a second tower up a second,
smaller winding stair. The spellswere worn away dmost entirely here, because this tower was ruinous. It
was smaller than the other tower room and half its roof was missing. Haf the floor was wet with that
afternoon'srain. Beyond that there was what had once been amullioned window. It was now a s ope of
wet rubbly wall with one stone pillar standing out of it.

"Wong wong!" Throgmorten uttered approvingly. He went trotting over the wet floor and jumped up
onto the broken wall.

Christopher followed him eagerly. They both climbed out onto the dope of rubble beyond what was | eft
of the window and looked down at the smooth lawn and the tops of the cedar trees. Christopher caught



aglimpse of the separate piece of castle with the misdirection spell onit. It was amost out of sight
beyond the knobby stonework of the tower, but he thought he should be high enough to seeinto it over
the trees growing on top of it. Holding on to the pillar that had been part of the window, he stepped
further out on the broken dope and leaned right out to see.

The pillar sngpped in half.

Christopher's feet shot forward on the dippery stones. He felt himsdf plunge through the air and saw the
cedars rushing past upside down. Bother! he thought. Another lifel He remembered that the ground
stopped him with aterrible jolt. And he had avague notion that Throgmorten somehow followed him
down and then proceeded to make an gppalling noise.
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They said he had broken his neck thistime. Miss Rosdlie told him that the spells on the Castle should
have stopped him falling, or at least derted people when hedid fal. But asthe spellswere worn out
there, it had been Throgmorten's howls that had fetched a horrified gardener. Because of this,
Throgmorten was respectfully alowed to spend that night on the end of Christopher's bed, until the maids
complained of the smell in the morning. Then Miss Rosdie gppeared with her gardening gloves and her
broom and chased Throgmorten oui.

Christopher thought resentfully that there was very little difference between the way the Castle people
treated Throgmorten and the way they treated him. The bearded Dr. Simonson, when he was not
ingructing everyone how to put tincturesto fire, turned out to be amedical magician. He camethe
following morning and, in an off-handed disgpproving way, examined Christopher's neck.

"As| thought," he said. "Now the new life has taken over thereis no sign of the break. Better stay in bed
today because of the shock. Gabriel isgoing to want to talk to you about this escapade.”

Then he went awvay and nobody €l se came near Christopher apart from maids with trays, except Flavian,
who came and stood in the doorway sniffing cautioudy at the strong odor Throgmorten had |eft in the
room.

"It'sdl right,” Christopher said. "Miss Rosdie'sjust chased him out.”
"Good," said Flavian and he came over to Christopher's bed carrying abig armful of books.

"Ohwonderful!™ Christopher said, eyeing thearmful. "L ots of lovely work. I've been lying hereitching to
get on with some agebral™

Havian looked alittleinjured. "Wdl, no," he said. "These are things from the Cagtlelibrary that | thought
you might like."" And he went away.

Christopher looked through the books and found they were dl stories from different parts of the world.
Some were from different worlds. All of them looked pretty good. Christopher had not redlized there
was anything worth reading in the Castle library before, and as he settled down to read, he decided he
would go and have alook for himself tomorrow.

But the smdll of Throgmorten interrupted him. The combination of the smell and the books kept
reminding him of the Goddess, and he kept remembering that he till had not paid for a hundredth part of
Throgmorten. It took him quite an effort to forget about Series Ten and concentrate on his book, and as
soon as he did, Miss Rosalie camein, flushed and breathless from along pursuit of Throgmorten, and
interrupted him again.



"Gabrie wantsto see you about that fal,” she said. "Y ou'reto go to his office a nine o'clock tomorrow.”
Assheturned to go, shesaid, "l see you've got some books. Isthere anything else | can get you?
Games? Y ou've got Snakes and Ladders, haven't you?"

"It takestwo to play that,” Christopher told her pointedly.
"Oh dear,” MissRosdlie said. "I'm afraid | don't know much about games.” Then she went away again.

Christopher laid his book down and stared around his brown empty room, hating the Castle and dl the
peopleinit quite passionately. The room now had his school trunk in one corner, which madeit seem
emptier than ever by reminding him of dl the company he was missing at school. Therewas an idedl
corner for getting to the Anywheres between the trunk and the bare fireplace. He wished he could run
away to somewhere even magic could not find him, and never come back.

Then heredlized that he could get away, after afashion, by going to an Anywhere. He wondered why he
had not tried dl the time he had been at the Castle. He put it down to the Castle spells. They muffled
your mind so. But now, ether the shock of breaking his neck, or the new life he could fed sturdily and
hedlthily insde him, or both, had started him thinking again. Perhaps he could go to an Anywhere and
stay there for good.

The trouble was, when he went to the Anywheres, he seemed to have to leave a piece of himself behind
inbed. Butit must be possibleto take the whole of yoursdlf. From the things Flavian and Gabridl had
said when they talked about the Related Worlds, Christopher was sure that some people did go to
worldsin the other Series. He would just have to wait and learn how it was done. Meanwhile, there was
nothing to stop him looking around for a suitable Anywhere to escape to.

Christopher read his books innocently until the maid came and turned out his gadight for the night. Then
he lay saring into the dark, trying to detach the part of himsdf that could go to the Anywheres. For quite
awhile, he could not do it. The Castle spdll lay heavy on him, squashing all the parts of him into awhole.
Then, as he got deepier, heredized theway, and dipped out sideways from himsalf and went padding
around the corner between the trunk and the fireplace.

There, it was like walking into a sheet of thick rubber that bounced him back into the room. The Castle
gpells again. Christopher set histeeth, turned his shoulder into the rubberiness, and pushed. And pushed,
and pushed, and walked forward alittle with each push, but quietly and gently, not to dert anyonein the
Castle—until, after about half an hour, he had the spell stretched asthin asit would go. Then hetook a
pinch of it in each hand and tore it gently apart.

It was wonderful to walk out through the split he had made, into the valey and find his clothes ill lying
there, alittle damp and too smdll again, but there. He put them on. Then, ingtead of going into The Place
Between, he st off the other way, down the valley. It stood to reason that the valley led to one of the
other worlds in Series Twelve. Christopher hoped it would be World B. One of his cunning ideas had
been to hide quite near in the nonmagica world, where he was sure no one, even Gabriel de Witt, would
think of looking.

Probably it was World B, but he only stayed there haf aminute. When he got to the end of the valley it
was raining, pouring—souping down steadily sdeways. Christopher found himsdf in acity full of rushing
machines, speeding al around him on wheedls that hissed on the wet black road. A loud noise made him
look around just in time to see a huge red machine charging down on him out of the white curtain of rain.
He saw anumber on it and the words TUFNELL PARK, and sheets of water flew over him as he got
franticaly out of itsway.

Christopher escaped up the valley again, soaking wet. World B was the worst Anywhere he had ever



beenin. But he till had his other cunning idea, and that wasto go to Series Eleven, the world nobody
ever went to. He went up the valley and around the jutting rock into The Place Between. The Place was
S0 desolate, S0 shapeless and so empty, that if he had not just been somewhere even moreterrible he
might have turned back. Asit was, Christopher felt the same lonely horror he had fdlt the first time he had
goneto The Place Between from school. But he ignored it and set off resolutely in the direction of the
Anywhere that did not want you to get to it. He was sure now that this must be Eleven.

Theway was across the mouth of hisown valley, down, and then up acliff of sheer dippery rock.
Christopher had to cling with fingers and toes that were aready cold and wet from World B. The
Anywhere above kept pushing him away and the wind sweeping across reminded him of Mamals attack
in Cambridge. Up, cling. Fed for afoothold. Then ahandhold. Cling. Up.

Halfway up hisfoot dipped. A new gust of wind made his cold fingers too wesk to hang on, and hefell.

He pitched down further than he had climbed up, upside down onto the back of his head. When he got
to hisknees, thingsin his neck grated and his head wobbled about. It felt very queer.

Somehow he made it back to the jutting crag, helped by the way The Place Between aways pushed him
back where he came from. Somehow he put his pgjamas on again and got through the dit in the Castle
spdlls, back into bed. He fell adegp with a strong suspicion that he had broken his neck again. Good, he
thought. Now | won't have to go and see Gabriel de Witt in the morning.

But there was nothing at al wrong with him when he woke up. Christopher would have been very
puzzled had he not been dreading seeing Gabridl. He crawled adong to breakfast and found there was a
pretty, scented letter from Mamaon histray. Christopher picked it up eagerly, hoping it would take his
mind off Gabriel. And it did not, or not straightaway. He could tell it had been opened and then stuck
down again. He could fed the spell till hanging about it. Hating the people in the Castle more than ever,
he unfolded the | etter.

Dear Christopher,

The laws are so unjust. Only your papa’s signature was required to sell you into slavery with that
dreadful old man, and | have still not forgiven your papa. Your uncle sends his sympathies and
hopes to hear from you by next Thursday. Be polite to him, dear.

Your affectionate Mama

Christopher was very pleased to think that Gabriel had read himsdlf being called “that dreadful old man™
and hewasimpressed at the cunning way Uncle Raph had sent his message through Mama. Ashe ate
his breskfast, he rgjoiced at the thought of seeing Tacroy again next Thursday.

What alucky thing he had made that split in the Castle spellsl And "davery™ wastheright word for it, he
thought, as he got up to go to Gabrid's office.

But on theway, he found himsdf thinking of the Goddess again, very guiltily thistime. Heredly would
have to take her some more books. Throgmorten was a cat worth paying for.

In histwilight room, Gabriel stood up behind his great black desk. That was abad sign, but Christopher
now had so many other thingsto think of that he was not as scared as he might have been. "Redlly,
Christopher,” Gabrid said in hisdriest voice, "aboy your age should know better than to climb about ina
ruined tower. Theresult isthat you have foolishly and cardlessdy wasted alife and now have only six left.
Y ou will need those liveswhen you are the next Chrestomanci. What have you to say for yourself?'



Christopher's anger rose. He fet it being pushed down again by the Castle spells, and that made him
angrier than ever. "Why don't you make Throgmorten the next Chrestomanci?' he said. "He's got nine
livestoo."

Gabrid gtared at him asecond. "Thisisnot amatter for jokes," he said. "Do you not redlize the trouble
you have caused? Some of my staff will have to go to the towers, and to the attics and cdllars, in case
you take it into your head to climb about there, too, and it will take them daysto makeit dl safe” At this,
Christopher thought ruefully thet they would certainly find and mend the split he had made and he would
have to make another. "Please attend,” said Gabrid. "l canill spare any of my steff at thistime. You are
too young to be aware of this, but | wish to explain that we are dl working full stretch just now inan
effort to catch agang of interworld villains." Helooked at Christopher fiercely. ™Y ou have probably never
heard of the Wraith."

After three boring Sunday lunches, Christopher felt he knew al about the Wraith. It was what everyone
talked of al thetime. But he sensed that Gabriel was quite likely to get Sdetracked from telling him of f if
he went on explaining about the gang, so he said, "No, | haven't, Sir."

"The Wrathisagang of smugglers,” Gabriel said. "We know they operate through London, but thet is
about dl we know, for they are dippery as edls. In some way, despite al our traps and watchfulness,
they smuggleinillicit magica produce by the hundredweight from al over the Related Worlds. They have
brought in cartloads of dragons blood, narcotic dew, magic mushrooms, ed liversfrom Series Two,
poison bam from Six, dream juice from Nine and eterna fire from Ten. We set atrap in Ten, which took
out at least one of their operatives, but that did not stop them. The only successwe have had isin Series
Five, where the Wraith was butchering mermaids and sdlling the partsin London. There we were helped
by theloca police and were ableto put astop to it. But—" By thistime, Gabridl had his eyesfixed on
the sunset light of his celling and seemed lost in hisworries. "But thisyear," he sad, "we have had reports
of the most gppalling weapons that the Wraith is bringing in from Series One, each one capable of
destroying the strongest enchanter, and we till cannot lay hands on the gang.” Here, to Christopher's
dismay, Gabrid turned his eyes down to him. ™Y ou see what mischief your careless climbing could do?
While we rush around the Castle on your account, we could miss our one chance of catching this gang.

Y ou should learn to think of others, Christopher.”

"I do," Christopher said bitterly, "but none of you think of me. When most people die, they don't get told
off for it."

"Go down to thelibrary,” said Gabriel, "and write one hundred times 'l must look before | leap." And
kindly shut the door when you leave."

Christopher went to the door and opened it, but he did not shut it. He left it swinging so that Gabridl
would hear what he said as he went towards the pink marble staircase. "I must be the only person in the
world" hecdled out, "EVER to be punished for breaking my neck!"

"Wong," agreed Throgmorten, who was waiting for him on the landing.

Christopher did not see Throgmorten in time. Hetripped over him and went crashing and diding the
whole way down the staircase. As he went, he could hear Throgmorten wailing again. Oh no\ he
thought.

When hisnext life took over, hewaslying on his back near the pentaclein the hall, looking up into the
glassdome. Almost thefirst thing he saw was the clock over thelibrary, which said half past nine. It
seemed asif every time helogt alife, the new onetook over more quickly and easily than thelast. The
next thing he saw was everyonein the Castle, sanding around him staring solemnly. Just like afunera! he



thought.
"Did | break my neck again?' he asked.

"You did," said Gabrie de Witt, stepping up to lean over him. "Redly, after what | had just said to you, it
istoo bad! Canyou get up?'

Christopher turned over and got to hisknees. He felt dightly bruised but otherwise dl right. Dr. Simonson
strode over and fdlt his neck. "The fracture has vanished dready,” he said. Christopher could tell from his
manner that he was not going to be alowed to stay in bed thistime.

"Very wdl," said Gabrid. "Go to the library now, Christopher, and writethelines| gave you. In addition
write one hundred times'l have only fivelives remaining.’ That might teach you prudence.”

Christopher limped to the library and wrote the lines at one of the red leather tables on paper headed
Government Property. Ashewrote, his mind was e sewhere, thinking how odd it was that
Throgmorten aways seemed to be there when helogt alife. And there was that timein Series Ten. Just
before the hook hit him, a man had mentioned Asheth. Christopher began to be afraid he might be under
acurse from Asheth. It made another very good reason for taking the Goddess some more books.

When the lineswere done, Christopher got up and inspected the bookshelves. The library waslarge and
lofty and seemed to contain thousands of books. But Christopher discovered that there were redlly ten
times as many as the ones you saw. There was a spell-plate at the end of each shelf. When Christopher
put his hand on one, the books at the right of the shelf moved up and vanished and new books appeared
on the left. Christopher found the storybook section and stood with his hand on the plate, keeping theline
of books dowly moving until he found the kind he wanted.

It was along row of fat books by someone called Angela Brazil. Most of them had School inthetitle
Christopher knew at a glance they were just right for the Goddess. He took three and spread the others
out. Each of them was|abeled Rare Book: Imported from World XI1B, which made Christopher hope
that they might just be valuable enough to pay for Throgmorten at last.

He carried the books up to hisroom in apile of others he thought he might like to read himsdlf, and it
seemed just hisluck that he had to meet Flavian in the corridor. "L essons as usud this afternoon,” Flavian
sad chearfully. "Dr. Simonson doesn't seem to think they'll harm you.”

"Savery asusud!" Christopher muttered as he went into hisroom.

But in fact that afternoon was not so bad. In the middle of practica magic, Favian said suddenly, "Are
you interested in cricket et al?"

What aquestion! Christopher fdt hisface light up even while he was answering coolly, "No, I'm only
passionate about it. Why?'

"Good," said Favian. "The Castle plays the village on Saturday, down on the village green. We thought
you might like to work the Scoreboard for us.”

"Only if someone takes me out through the gate," Christopher said acidly. "The spdll stops me going
through on my own. Otherwise, yes—like ashot.”

"Oh Lord! | should have got you apassl" Flavian said. "I didn't redlize you liked to go out. | go on long
hikesdl thetime. I'll take you with me next time | go—there are al sorts of outdoor practicaswe can
do—only I think you'd better master witch sight first."



Christopher saw that Favian wastrying to bribe him. They were on enchanter's magic now. Christopher
had had no trouble learning how to conjure things from one place to another—it was alittle like the
levitation he had worked so spectacularly for Dr. Pawson, and not unlike raising awind, too—and he
had learned with only alittle more difficulty how to make thingsinvisble. He thought he would not have
too much trouble conjuring fire, either, as soon as Flavian alowed him to try. But he could not get the
hang of witch sight. It was quite Smple, Havian kept telling him. It was only making yoursdf see through
amagica disguiseto what wasredly there. But when Havian put anilluson spell on hisright hand and
held that hand out asalion's paw, alion's paw was al Christopher could see.

Flavian did it over and over again. Christopher yawned and looked vague and kept seeing alion's paw.
The only good thing was that while his mind wandered he hit on the perfect way to keep those books for
the Goddess dry in The Place Between.

13

That night Christopher went around the corner between histrunk and thefireplace al prepared to tear a
new split in the Castle splls. To his surprise, the split was still there. It looked as though the Castle

people had no idea he had madeit. Very gently, not to disturb it, he tore two long strips off it, one wide
and one narrow. Then, with avague shimmering piece of spdll in each hand, he went back to the books
and wrapped them in the wide piece. The narrow piece he used like string to tie the parcel up, leaving a
loose length to tie to his belt. When he spat on the parcdl, the spit rolled off it in little round balls. Good.

Then it waslike old times, climbing across the rocks the well-known way, in clothes that had got even
shorter and tighter since yesterday night. It did not worry Christopher at dl that he had fdlen last time. He
knew thisway too well. And again like old times, the old men were still charming snakesin front of the
city walls. They must do it for religion or something, Christopher supposed, because they did not seem to
want money for it. Insde the gates, the city was till the same loud smelly place, full of goatsand
umbrellas, and the small shrines at the street corners were il surrounded with offerings. The only
difference wasthat it did not seem quite so hot here aslast time, though it was ill plenty hot enough for
someone who had just come from an English summer.

Y et, oddly enough, Christopher was not comfortable here. He was not frightened of people throwing
spears. It was because, after the hushed dignity and dark clothes at the Castle, this city made every nerve
he had jangle. He had a headache long before he got to the Temple of Asheth. It madehim need torest a
bit among the latest pile of old cabbagesin the dley, before he could muster the inclination to push his
way through thewall and the creepers. The cats were still sunning themselvesin the yard. No one was
about.

The Goddess was in aroom further along from her usua one. She was on abig white cushion that was
probably a bed, with more white cushionsto prop her up and ashawl over her in pite of the heat. She
had grown too, though not as much as Christopher. But he thought she might beill. Shewaslying there,
gtaring into nothing, and her face was not as round as he remembered, and agood dedl paler.

"Ohthanks," she said, asif she wasthinking of something else, when Christopher dumped the parcel of
books on her shawl. "I've nothing to swap."

"I'm gtill paying for Throgmorten," Christopher said.

"Was he that valuable?' the Goddess said listlessly. In adow, lackluster way she began stripping the spell
off the books. Christopher was interested to see that she had no more trouble tearing it than he had.
Being the Living Asheth obvioudy meant you were given strong magic. "Theselook like good books," the
Goddess said politely. "I'll read them—when | can concentrate.”



"You'reill, aren't you?" said Christopher. "What have you got?'

"Not germs,” the Goddess said weakly. "It'sthe Festival. It was three days ago. Y ou know it'sthe one
day inthe year when | go out, don't you? After months and months al quiet and dark herein the Temple,
there | am suddenly out in the sun, riding in acart, dressed in huge heavy clothes and hung with jewels,
with my face covered with paint. Everyone shouts. And they al jump up on the cart and try to touch
me—for luck, you know, and not asif | wasaperson.” Tears began-dowly rolling down her face. "'l
don't think they notice I'm dive. And it goeson al day, the shouting and the sun and hands banging at me
until I'm bruised dl over." Thetearsrolled faster. "It used to be exciting when | wassmall," she said. "But
now it'stoo much.”

The Goddesss white cat came galloping into the room and jumped possessively onto her lap. The
Goddess stroked it weekly. Like Throgmorten sitting on my bed, Christopher thought. Temple cats know
when their people are upset. He thought he could understand alittle, after hisown fedingsin the city just
now, the way the Festival had felt to the Goddess.

"l think it'sbeing ingde al year and then suddenly going out,” the Goddess explained as she stroked
Bethi.

Christopher had meant to ask if it wasthe curse of Asheth that kept killing him dl the time, but he could
see thiswas not the moment. The Goddess needed her mind taken off Asheth. He sat down on thetiles
beside her cushions. "It was clever of you to see that silver stopped me doing magic,” he said. "I didn't
know mysalf—not until Papatook meto Dr. Pawson." Then hetold her about the levitation spell.

The Goddess smiled. When he told her about old Mrs. Pawson and the chamber pot, she turned her face
to him and dmost laughed. It was obvioudy doing her so much good that he went on and told her about
the Castle and Gabrid de Witt, and even managed to make that funny too. When hetold her about the
way he kept seeing alion's paw, he had her infits of laughter.

"But that's stupid of you!" she chuckled. "When there arethings | can't do for Mother Proudfoot, | just
pretend | can. Just say you can see his hand. HEl believe you."

"I never thought of that," Christopher confessed.

"No, you're too honest,” she said, and looked at him closdly. "Silver forcesyou to tell the truth,” she said.
"The Gift of Asheth tellsme. So you got into the habit of never lying." Mentioning Asheth sobered her up.
"Thank you for telling me about yoursdlf," she said serioudly. "I think you've had arotten life, even worse
than mine!" Quite suddenly she was crying again. "People only want either of usfor what use we areto
them!" she sobbed. "Y ou for your nine lives and mefor my Goddess attributes. And both of usare
caught and stuck and trapped in alifewith afuture dl planned out by someone dse—like along, long
tunnd with no way out!"

Christopher was alittle astonished at thisway of putting things, even though hisanger at being forced to
be the next Chrestomanci certainly made him fed trapped most of the time. But he saw the Goddess was
mostly talking about hersdlf. ™Y ou stop being the Living Asheth when you grow up,” he pointed out.

"Oh, | do so want to stop!" the Goddess wept. "I want to stop being her now! | want to go to schoal,
likeMillieinthe Millie books. | want to do Prep and eat stodge and learn French and play hockey and
writelines—"

"Y ou wouldn't want to write lines," Christopher said, quite anxious at how emotional she was getting.
"Honestly, you wouldn't.”



"Yesl do!" screamed the Goddess. "I want to cheek the Prefects and cheat in Geography tests and
sneak on my friends! | want to be bad aswell as good! | want to go to school and be bad, do you
hear!"

By thistime she was knedling up on her cushion, with tears pouring off her face into the white cat'sfur,
making more noise than Throgmorten had when Christopher ran through the Temple with himin the
basket. It was not surprising that somebody in sandas came hurrying and stumbling through the rooms
beyond, cdling bresthlesdy, "Goddess dear\ Goddess! What's wrong, love?”

Christopher spun himsdf around and dived through the nearest wall without bothering to get up first. He
came out facedown in the hot yard full of cats. There he picked himsdf up and sprinted for the outside
wall. After that, he did not stop running until he reached the city gate. Girldl he thought. They redly were
aComplete Mystery. Fancy wanting to writelined!

Nevertheless, as he went up the valey and climbed through The Place Between, Christopher found
himsdlf thinking serioudly about some of the things the Goddess had said. Hislifedid indeed seemto bea
long tunnel planned out by somebody else. And the reason he hated everyone so at the Castle was that
hewasjust a Thing to them, auseful Thing with nine lives that was going to be molded into the next
Chrestomanci someday. He thought he would tell Tacroy that. Tacroy would understand. Tomorrow was
Thursday, and he could see Tacroy. He thought he had never looked forward to a Thursday more.

And he knew how to pretend he had witch sight now. The next afternoon, when Flavian held out alion's
paw to him, Christopher said, "It's your hand. | can seeit now."

Flavian was ddighted. "Then well go on anicelong hike tomorrow," he said.

Christopher was not atogether sure he was|ooking forward to that. But he could hardly wait to see
Tacroy again. Tacroy wasthe only person he knew who did not treat him asauseful Thing. He
scrambled out of bed dmost as soon as he wasiin it and shot through the dit in the spells, hoping Tacroy
would redlize and be early.

Tacroy wasthere, leaning againg the crag at the end of the valley with hisarmsfolded, looking asif he
wasresigned to along wait. "Hallo!" he said, and sounded quite surprised to see Christopher at all.

Christopher redlized that it was not going to be as easy as he had thought to pour out histroublesto
Tacroy, but he beamed at Tacroy as he started scrambling into his clothes. "It's good to see you again,”
he sad. "Theresno end of thingsto tell you. Where are we going tonight?

Tacroy said in acareful sort of way, "The horseless carriage iswaiting in Eight. Are you sure you want to
go?'
"Of course,” Christopher said, doing up his belt.

"You can tell meyour newsjust aswdl here" Tacroy said.

Thiswas off-putting. Christopher looked up and saw that Tacroy was unusudly serious. Hiseyeswere
crinkled up unsmilingly. This made it too awkward to start telling Tacroy anything. "What's the matter?”
he asked.

Tacroy shrugged. "Wdll," he said, "for agtart, the last time | saw you, your head was bashed in—"
Christopher had forgotten that. "Oh, | never thanked you for getting me back here!" he said.

"Think nothing of it," said Tacroy. "Though | must say it was the hardest thing I've ever donein any line of



work, keeping myself firm enough to bring the carriage through the interworld and heave you off here. |
kept wondering why | was doing it too. Y ou looked pretty thoroughly dead to me.”

"I'vegot ninelives," Christopher explained.

"Y ou've obvioudy got more than one," Tacroy agreed, grinning asif hedid not redlly believeit. "L ook,
didn't that accident make you think?Y our uncle's done hundreds of these experiments by now. Weve
fetched him amass of reaults. It'sdl right for me—I get paid. But there's nothing init for you that | can
see, except the danger of getting hurt again.”

Tacroy truly meant this, Christopher could see. "I don't mind," he protested. "Honestly. And Uncle Ralph
did give me two sovereigns.”

At this Tacroy threw back his curly head and laughed. "Two sovereigns Some of the thingswe got him
were worth hundreds of pounds—Iike that Asheth Temple cat, for instance.”

"I know," Christopher said, "but | want to keep on with the experiments. The way things are now, it'sthe
only pleasure | haveinlife" There he thought. Now Tacroy will haveto ask about my troubles.

But Tacroy only sighed. "L et's get going then."

It was not possibleto talk to Tacroy in The Place Between. While Christopher climbed and dithered and
panted, Tacroy was afloating nebulous ghost nearby, drifting in the wind, with rain beating through him.
Hedid not firm up until the opening of the valley where Christopher had long ago written alarge 8 inthe
mud of the path. The 8 was lill there, asif it had been written yesterday. Beyond it the carriage floated.
It had been improved again and was now painted asmart duck-egg blue.

"All set, | see,” Tacroy said. They climbed down and picked up the guide ropes of the carriage. It
immediately started to follow them smoothly down the valey. "How'sthe cricket?' Tacroy askedina
social sort of way.

Now was Christopher's chance to tell him things. "I haven't played,” he said gloomily, "since Pgpatook
me away from school. Up till yesterday, | didn't think they'd even heard of cricket at the Castle—you
know I'm living at the Castle now?"

"No," said Tacroy. "Y our uncle never has told me much about you. Which castleisthis?'

"Chrestomanci Castle," said Christopher. "But yesterday my tutor said there was a match against the
village this Saturday. Nobody dreams of asking meto play of course, but | get to work the score-board
forit."

"Do you indeed?' said Tacroy. His eyes screwed into wrinkles.
"They don't know I'm here of course,” Christopher said.

"| should just think they don't!" Tacroy said, and the way he said it seemed to stop the conversation
dead. They walked onin front of the carriage without speaking, until they cameto the long hillsde with
the farmhouse squatting in adip hafway up it. The place looked blesker and more londly than ever,
under aheavy gray sky that made the rolls of moor and hill sesem yellowish. Before they reached the
farm, Tacroy stopped and kicked the carriage out of the way when it nudged the back of hislegs, trying
to go on. Hisface was as bleak and yellowish and wrinkled as the moors. "Listen, Christopher,” he said,
"thosefolk at Chrestomanci Castle are not going to be pleased to find you've been here doing this."

Christopher laughed. "They aren't! But they're not going to find out!'



"Don't be too sure about that,” Tacroy said. "They're expertsin every kind of magic there.”

"That's what makesit such agood revenge on them," Christopher explained. "Here | am dipping out from
under their stupid stuffy boring noses, when they think they've got me. I'm just aThing to them. They're
usngme."

The people a the farmhouse had seen them coming. A little group of women ran out into the yard and
stood beside a heap of bundles. One waved. Christopher waved back and, since Tacroy did not seem to
be asinterested in hisfedings as he had hoped, he set off up the hill. That started the carriage moving

again.
Tacroy hurried to catch up. "Doesn't it occur to you,” he said, "that your uncle may be using you too?
"Not like the Castle people are," said Christopher. "I do these experiments of my own free will."

At this, Tacroy looked up at the low cloudy sky. "Don't say | didn't try!" hesaid toiit.

The women breathed garlic over Christopher when they greeted him in the farmyard, just asthey dways
did. Asusud, that smdll mixed with the smell from the bundles as he loaded them. The bundles aways
had this smell in Eight—asharp, heady, coppery smell. Now, after the practical lessons he had had from
Flavian, Christopher paused and sniffed it. He knew what the smell was. Dragons blood! It surprised
him, because this was the most dangerous and powerful ingredient of magic. He put the next bundle on
the carriage much more carefully and as he gingerly picked up the next one, knowing some of thethingsit
could do, helooked across at Tacroy to seeif Tacroy knew what the bundles were. But Tacroy was
leaning againgt thewall of the yard staring sadly up the hill. Tacroy said he never had much sense of smell
when hewas out of hisbody anyway.

As Christopher looked, Tacroy's eyes went wide and he jJumped away from thewall. "l say!" he said.

One of the women yelled and pointed away up the hill. Christopher turned to see what was the matter,
and stared, and went on staring in amazement, standing where he was with the bundle in his hands. A
very large creature was on itsway down towardsthe farm. It was akind of purplish black. The moment
Christopher first saw it, it wasfolding its grest leasthery wings and putting its clawed feet down to land,
gliding down the hill so fast that he did not see a once how very large it was. While he was till thinking it
was a house-sized animd halfway up the hill, it had landed just behind the farm, and he redlized he could
il see most of it towering up above the farmhouse.

"It'sadragon!” Tacroy shrieked. "Christopher, get down! Look away!"

Around Christopher, the women were running for the barns. One came running back, carrying abig
heavy gun in both arms, which shetried frantically to wrestle up onto atripod. Shegot it up and it fell
down.

While she picked the gun up again, the dragon put its gigantic jagged black head down on the farm roof
between the chimneys, crushing it in quite casudly, and gazed at the farmyard with huge shining green

eyes.
"It'shuge!” Christopher said. He had never seen anything likeit.
"Down!" Tacroy screamed at him.

The dragon's eyes met Christopher's, dmost soulfully. Among the ruins and rafters of the farm roof, it
opened its huge mouth. It was rather asif adoor had opened into the heart of asun. A white-orange
prominence spouted from the sun, one strong accurate shaft of it, straight at Christopher. WHOOF. He



wasin afurnace. He heard his skin fry. During an instant of utter agony, he had time to think, Oh bother!
Another hundred lines!

Tacroy's panting was the first thing Christopher heard, sometime after that. He found Tacroy struggling to
heave him off the charred bed of the horseless carriage onto the path. The carriage and Tacroy were
wobbling about just beside Christopher's pgjamas.

"It'sdl right,” Christopher said, sitting up wincingly. His skin smarted al over. His clothes seemed to have
been burned off him. The parts of him he could see were araw pink and smirched with charcoa from the
half-burned carriage. "Thanks," he gasped, because he could see that Tacroy had rescued him again.

"You'rewelcome," Tacroy panted. He was fading to agray shadow of himself. But he put forth a great
effort. Hiseyes closed and his mouth spread into agrin with it, al trangparent, with the grass of the valey
shining through hisface. Then, for asecond, he became clear and solid. He bent over Christopher. "This
isit!" hesaid. "You're not going on these jaunts ever again. Y ou drop it, see? Y ou stop. Y ou come out
here again and | won't be here." By thistime he was fading to gray, and then to milkiness beyond the
gray. "I'll square your uncle," hisvoice whispered. Christopher had to guessthat the last word was
"uncle." Tacroy had faded out by then.

Christopher flopped off the carriage and that disappeared too, leaving nothing but the empty, peaceful
valey and asirong scent of burning.

"But | don't want to drop it!" Christopher said. His voice sounded so dry and cracked that he could
hardly hear it above the brawling of the stream in the valley. A couple of tears made smarting tracks
down hisface while he collected his pgamas and crawled back through the split in the spells.
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Again there was nothing wrong with Christopher when he woke up. He listened to Favian that morning
with apolite, vague look on hisface while he marveled about that dragon. His marveling kept being
interrupted by gusts of misery—he would never see Tacroy again!—and he had to work quite hard to
keep thinking of the dragon instead. It was awesome. It was dmost worth losing alifeto have seena
sght like that. He wondered how long it would be before someone in the Castle noticed he had lost
another life. And asmall anxious part of him kept saying, But have | logt it—yet?

"I've ordered us apacked lunch,” Flavian said cheerfully, "and the housekeeper's dug out an oilskin that
should fit you. WEIl be off on our hike just as soon as you've finished that French.”

It was raining quite heavily. Christopher took histime over the French, hoping that Flavian would decide
that it was too wet for walking. But when Christopher could not think of any further waysto spin out the
history of the pen of hisaunt, FHavian said, "A little soaking never did anyone any harm,” and they set out
into agrong drizzle alittle after midday.

Flavian was very cheerful. Tramping in the wet, with thick socks and aknapsack, was obvioudy hisidea
of heaven. Christopher licked up the water that kept running off his nose from hishair and thought that a
least he was out of the Castle. But if he had to be out in wind and wet, he would have preferred to bein
The Place Between. That brought him back to Tacroy, and he had to struggle with gusts of misery again.
Hetried to think of the dragon, but it was too wet. While they tramped across several miles of heath, all
Christopher could think of was how much he was going to miss Tacroy, and how the soaking gorse
bushes|ooked just as desolate as he felt. He hoped they would stop for lunch soon so that he could think
about something else.



They cameto the edge of the heath. Flavian pointed in abreezy, open-air way to ahill that was gray with
distance. "That'swhere well stop for lunch. In those woods on that hill there.”

"It'smilesaway!" Christopher said, gppalled.

"Only about five miles. WEll just drop down into the valley between and then climb up again,” Favian
sad, riding cheerfully downthehill.

Long before they reached that hill, Christopher had stopped thinking of Tacroy and could only think how
cold and wet and tired and hungry he was. It seemed to him to be nearer teatime than lunchtime when he
finaly struggled after Havian into aclearing in that far-distant wood.

"Now," said Havian, tossing off the kngpsack and rubbing his hands together. "WEell have someredly
practicad magic. Y ou're going to collect sticks and make agood pile of them. Then you can try your hand
at conjuring fire. When you've got a good fire going, we can fry sausages on sticks and have lunch.”

Christopher looked up at the boughs overhead, hung with huge transparent blobs of rain. He looked
around at the soaking grass. He looked at Havian to seeif he was really meaning to be fiendish. No.
Havian just thought thisway wasfun. "The stickswill bewet," Christopher said. "The whole wood's
dripping.”

"Makesit more of achdlenge," Flavian said.

Christopher saw there was no point in telling Havian he was weak with hunger. He grimly collected
sticks. He piled them in asoggy heap, which collapsed, so he built the heap again, and then knelt with
cold rain soaking into his knees and trickling under his collar, to conjurefire. Ridiculous. He conjured a
thin yellow spire of smoke. It lasted about a second. The sticks were not even warm fromit.

"Plenty of will asyou raise your hands," Havian said.
"l know" Christopher said and willed savagdly. Fire! Fire! FIRE!!

The pile of stickswent up with aroar in asheet of flame ten feet high. Christopher once more heard his
skin fry, and hiswet oilskin crackled and burgt into flame too. He was part of abonfire amost instantly.
This isthelife the dragon burned! he thought amid the agony.

When hisfifth life took over, which seemed to be about ten minutes|ater, he heard Flavian saying
hystericaly, "Yes, | know, but it ought to have been perfectly safe! Thewood is sopping wet. That'swhy
| told himtotry."

"Dr. Pawson rather suggested that very little is safe once Christopher gets going,” adry voice observed
from further away.

Christopher rolled over. He was covered with Flavian's oilskin and, under it, his skin felt very new and
soft. The ground in front of him was burned black, wet and smelly with rain. Overhead, the wet leaves on
the trees were brown and curled. Gabriel de Witt was Sitting on afolding stool some yards away, under a
large black umbrela, looking annoyed and very much out of place. As Christopher saw him, the smoking
grass besde the stoal burst into little orange flames. Gabriel frowned at the flames. They shrank down
into smoke again.

"Ah, you appear to have taken up the threads of life again," he said. "Kindly douse thisforest fire of
yours. It isuncommonly persistent and | do not wish to leave the countryside burning.”

"Can | have something to et firgt?' said Christopher. "'I'm gtarving."



"Give him asandwich,” Gabrid said to Havian. "l recdl that when | lost my life, the new life required a
great dedl of energy asit took over." He waited until Flavian had passed Christopher a packet of egg
sandwiches. While Christopher was wolfing them down, he said, "Favian says he takes full responsibility
for thislatest supidity. Y ou may thank him that | am lenient with you. | will Smply point out that you have
caused meto be caled away at the moment when we were about to lay hands on amember of the
Wraith gang | told you of. If he dipsthrough our fingers, it will be your fault, Christopher. Now plesse
get up and extinguish thefire.

Christopher stood up in somerelief. He had been afraid that Gabriel was going to forbid him to work the
Scoreboard for the cricket match tomorrow. "Dousing afireislike conjuring in reverse,” Flavian told him.
So Christopher did that. It was easy, except that his relief about the cricket caused little spurts of flameto
keep breaking out dl around the clearing.

When even the smoke was gone, Gabrid said, "Now | warn you, Christopher—if you have one more
accident, fatal or not, | shal take very severe stepsindeed.” Having said this, Gabriel stood up and
folded his stool with asnap. With the stoal tucked under his arm, he reached into the umbrellaand

darted to take it down. Asthe umbrelafolded, Christopher found himsdlf, with Flavian beside him, in the
middle of the pentacle in the Castle hall. Miss Rosdlie was sanding on the sairs.

"He got away, Gabrid," she sad. "But at least we know how they're doing it now."

Gabrid turned and looked a Christopher, witheringly. "Take him to hisroom, Flavian," he said, "and then
come back for aconference." He called out to MissRosdlie, "Tell Frederick to prepare for atrance at
once. | want the World Edge patrolled congtantly from now on.”

Christopher pattered off beside Flavian, shivering under the ailskin. Even his shoes had been burned.
"Youwereacrigp!" Haviantold him. "l wasterrified!" Christopher believed him. That dragon hed
crisped him thoroughly. He was absolutely sure now that if helost alifein an Anywhere, it somehow did
not count, and he had to lose that life properly in hisown world, in away that was aslike the death in the
Anywhere as possible. Mora, he thought: Be careful in the Anywheresin future. And while hewas
putting on more clothes he skipped about with relief that Gabriel had not forbidden him to go to the
cricket match. But he was afraid the rain would stop the game anyway. It was till pouring.

The rain stopped in the night, though the weather was till gray and chilly. Christopher went down to the
village green with the Castle team, which was amotley mixture of Castle sorcerers, afootman, a
gardener, agtablelad, Dr. Simonson, Flavian, ayoung wizard who had come down from Oxford
gpecidly, and, to Christopher's great surprise, Miss Rosdlie. Miss Rosalie looked pink and almost
fetching in awhite dress and white mittens. She tripped aong in little white shoes, loudly bewailing the
fact that the trap to catch the Wraith had gone wrong. | told Gabrid dl dong that we'd have to patrol
the World Edge,” she said. "By thetime they get the stuff to London there are too many placesfor them
tohide"

Gabrid himsaf met them on the village green, carrying hisfolding stool in one hand and atelegram in the
other. He was dressed for the occasion in astriped blazer that |ooked about a hundred years old and a
wide Panama hat. "Bad news," he said. "Mordeca Roberts has didocated his shoulder and is not
coming.”

"Ohno!" everyone exclaimed in the greatest dismay.

"And how typica!" Miss Rosalie added. She pounced around on Christopher. "Can you bat, dear?
Enough to comein at the end if necessary?'

Christopher tried to keep acool look on hisface, but it wasimpossible. "I should hope s0," he said.



The afternoon was pure bliss. One of the stable lads lent Christopher some rather large whites, which a
sorcerer obligingly conjured down from the Castle for him, and he was sent to field on the boundary. The
village batted firs—and they made rather alot of runs, because the missing Mordecai Roberts had been
the Castl€'s best bowler. Christopher got very cold in the chilly wind, but like adream cometrue, he
took acatch out there to dismiss the blacksmith. All the rest of the Castle people standing around the
greeninwarm clothes, clgpped furioudy.

When the Castle began their innings, Christopher sat with the rest of the team waiting histurn—or rather,
hoping that he would get aturn— and was fascinated to discover that Miss Rosdiewas afine and
dashing batswoman. She hit ballsal around thefield in the way Christopher had always wanted to do.
Unfortunately, the blacksmith turned out to be ademonicaly cunning spin bowler. He had dl thetricks
that Tacroy had so often described to Christopher. He got Dr. Simonson out for one run and the Oxford
wizard out for two. After that the Castle team collapsed around Miss Rosalie. But Miss Rosdlie kept at
it, with her hair coming down on one shoulder and her face glowing with effort. She did so well that,
when Flavian went out to bat at number ten, the Castle only needed two runsto win. Christopher
buckled on his borrowed pads, fairly sure he would never get achanceto bat.

"Y ou never know," said the Castle bootboy, who was working the Scoreboard instead of Christopher.
"Look a him. He's hopeess!"

Havian was hopeless. Christopher had never seen anyone so bad. His bat either groped about like a
blind man's stick or made wild swingsin the wrong place. It was obvious he was going to be out any
second. Christopher picked up his borrowed bat hopefully. And Miss Rosalie was out instead. The
blacksmith clean bowled her. The village people packed around the green roared, knowing they had
won. Amid the roars, Christopher stood up.

"Good luck!" said all the Castle people around him. The bootboy was the only onewho said it asif he
thought Christopher had a chance.

Christopher waded out to the middle of the green—the borrowed pads were two sizestoo large—to the
sound of shouts and catcalls. "Do your best, dear,” Miss Rosdlie said rather hopelesdy as she passed him
coming in. Christopher waded on, surprised to find that he was not in the least nervous.

Ashetook hisguard, the village team licked itslips. They crowded in close around Christopher,
crouching expectantly. Wherever he looked there were large horny hands spread out and brown faces
wearing jeering grins.

"Oh, | say!" Flavian said at the other end. "Hes only aboy!"
"Weknow," said the village captain, grinning even wider.

The blacksmith, equaly contemptuous, bowled Christopher adow, loopy ball. While Christopher was
watching it arc up, he had time to remember every word of Tacroy's coaching. And since the entire
village team was crowded around him in aring, he knew he only had to get the ball past that ring to score
runs. He watched the ball all the way onto the bat with perfect salf-possession. It turned alittle, but not
much. He cracked it firmly away into the covers.

"Two!" he caled crigply to Havian.

Havian gave him a startled look and ran. Christopher ran, with the borrowed pads going flurp, flurp, flurp
a every dride. The village team turned and chased the ball frantically, but Flavian and Christopher had
plenty of timeto make two runs. They had time to have run three, even with the borrowed pads. The
Castle had won. Christopher went warm with pride and joy.



The Castle watchers cheered. Gabriel congratulated him. The bootboy shook his hand. Miss Rosdlie,
with her hair dill trailing, banged him on the back. Everyone crowded around Christopher saying that
they did not need Mordecal Roberts after al, and the sun came out behind the church tower for the first
timethat day. For that short time, Christopher felt that living in the Castle was not so bad after all.

But by Sunday lunchtime it was back to the usua ways. Thetak at lunch was dl about anxious schemes
to catch the Wraith gang, except that Mr. Wilkinson, the elderly sorcerer who looked after the Castle
library, kept saying, " Those three rare books are till missing. I cannot imagine who would wish to make
away with three girls books from World B, but | cannot detect them anywherein the Castle." Since they
weregirls books, Mr. Wilkinson obvioudy did not suspect Christopher. In fact, neither he nor anyone
€lse remembered Christopher was there unless they wanted him to pass the salt.

On Monday, Christopher said acidly to Flavian, "Doesn't it occur to anyonethat | could help catch the
Wraith?' Thiswasthe nearest he had ever come to mentioning the Anywheresto Havian. Sunday had
driven himtoit.

"For heaven's sake! People who can cut up mermaids would soon make short work of youl” Havian
sad.

Christopher sighed. "Mermaids don't cometo lifeagain. | do," he pointed ouit.

"Thewhole Wraith thing makes me sick,” Flavian said and changed the subject.

Christopher felt, more than ever, that he wasin atunnd with no way out. He was worse off than the
Goddess, too, because she could stop being the Living Asheth when she grew up, while he had to go on
and turn into someone like Gabriel de Witt. Hisfedlings were not improved when, later that week, he had
aletter from Papa. This one had been opened and sealed up aso, but unlike the | etter from Mama, it had
the most interesting stamps. Papa was in Japan.

My son,

My spells assure me that a time of utmost danger is coming for you. | implore you to be careful
and not to endanger your future.

Your loving Papa

From the date on the | etter, it had been written amonth ago. "Bother my future!" Christopher said. "His
gpells probably mean thelivesI'vejust logt." And the worst of it, he thought, going back to his misery,
was that he could not look forward to seeing Tacroy anymore.

All the same, that Thursday night, Christopher went out through the split in the spdll, hoping Tacroy
would bethere. But the valey was empty. He stood there amoment feeling blank. Then he went back
into hisroom, put on his clothes and st off through The Place Between to visit the Goddess again. She
was the only other person he knew who did not try to make use of him.
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The Goddess was in her bedroom-place, sitting cross-legged on the white cushionswith her chin on her
fists, evidently brooding. Though she did not look ill anymore, there was anew feding about her, like
thunder in the air, which Christopher rather wondered about as he camein.

The Goddess's jewelry went tunk as she looked up and saw him. "Oh good," she said. "1'd been hoping
you'd come back soon. I've got to tak to you—you're the only person | know who'll understand.”

"The same goesfor me," Christopher said, and he sat down on thetileswith his back against the wall.



"There's you shut up here with your Priestesses, and me shut up in the Castle with Gabrid's people. Both
of usarein thistunnd—"

"But that'sjust my trouble," the Goddess interrupted. "'I'm not sure thereisatunnd for me. Tunnels have
ends, after dl." Her voicefilled with the new thunderous feding as she said this. The white cat knew at
once. It got up from among the cushions and climbed heavily into her lap.

"What do you mean?' Christopher asked, thinking once morethat girls redly were a Complete Mystery.

"Poor Bethi," the Goddess said, stroking the white cat with arhythmic tink-tink of bracelets. "She's
going to have kittens again. | wish shewouldn't keep on having them—it wears her out. What | meant is
that I've been thinking of al sorts of thingssince wasill. I've been thinking of you and wondering how
you manage to keep coming here from another world. Isn't it difficult?”

"No, it'sesasy," said Christopher. "Or itisfor me. | think it's because I've got severa lives. What | think |
do isleave one of them behind in bed and set the other onesloose to wander.”

"The luck of it!" the Goddess said. "But | mean what do you do to get to thisworld?"

Christopher told her about the valley and The Place Between and how he dways had to find acorner in
the bedroom to go around.

The Goddesss eyes traveled reflectively around the dim archways of her room. "1 wish | had more than
onelife," she said. "But with me—you remember how you said when you were here last that I'd stop
being the Living Asheth when | grew up?'

"You told methat when | first came here" Christopher reminded her. "You said, TheLiving Ashethis
dwaysalittlegirl. Don't you remember?

"Y es, but nobody said it the way around that you did," the Goddess said. "It made me think.

What happensto the Living Asheth when she isn't alittle girl any longer? I'm not little now. I'm nearly the
age when other people are officidly women."

That must happen remarkably early in Series Ten, Christopher thought. He wished he was anything like
officidly aman. "Don't you get made into a Priestess?’

"No," said the Goddess. "I've listened and I've asked and read dl their records—and none of the
Priestesses were ever the Goddess." She began sticking the white cat's fur up in ridges between fingers
that trembled dightly. "When | asked,” she said, "Mother Proudfoot said | wasn't to bother my head
because Asheth takes care of all that. What do you think that means?”

She seemed to Christopher to be getting al emotiond again. "1 think you just get shoved out of the
Temple and go home," he said soothingly. The ideamade him fed envious. "But you've got al your
Asheth gifts. Y ou must be able to use those to find out for certain.”

"What do you think I've been trying to do?' the Goddess all but screamed. Her bracelets chanked as
she tossed the unfortunate Bethi aside and bounded to her feet, glaring at Christopher. Y ou stupid boy!
I've thought and thought, al thisweek, until my head buzzes!"

Christopher hurriedly got to his feet and pressed his back to the wall, ready to go through it at onceif the
Goddess went for him. But al she did was to jump up and down in front of him, screaming.

"Think of away | canfind out, if youre so clever! Think of a WAY!"



As dways when the Goddess screamed, feet flapped in the rooms beyond and a breathless voice called,
"I'm coming, Goddessl What isit?’

Christopher backed away into the wal, swiftly and gently. The Goddess flung him abrief look that
seemed to be of triumph and went rushing into the arms of the skinny old woman who appeared in the
archway. "Oh, Mother Proudfoot! | had such an awful dream again!™

Christopher, to his horror, found that he was stuck in thewall. He could not come out forward and he
could not push through backwards. The only thing he could seem to do was use what Flavian had taught
him to make himsdf invisible. He did that at once. He had been moving with hisface forward and hisrear
out, 0 that most of his head was outsde thewall. Invisible or not, hefdt like one of the stuffed animal
heads on thewalls of the Castle dining room. At least he could see and hear and bresthe, he thought in a
stunned way. He was confounded at the treachery of the Goddess.

Shewas led away into the further rooms, with soothing murmurs. After about ten minutes, by which time
Christopher had a cricked neck and cramp in one leg, she came back again, looking perfectly cam.

"Therésno point inlooking invisble" she said. "Everyone here haswitch sight, evenif you don't. Look,
I'm sorry about this, but | do terribly need help and | promise I'll let you go when you've helped me."

Christopher did not make himsdlf visible again. He fdlt safer like that. ™Y ou don't need hel p—you need
hitting over the head," he said angrily. "How can | help anyonelikethis? I'm dying of discomfort.”

"Then get comfortable and then hep me," the Goddess said.

Christopher found he could move alittle. Thewall around him seemed to turn jellylike, so that he could
straighten up and move hisarmsalittle and get hislegsinto a proper standing position. Hetried doing
some rapid squirming, in hopesthat the jelly would give enough to let him out, but it would not. He could
tell that what was holding him there was the same thing that the Goddess had used to fasten hisfeet to the
floor when hefirst met her, and that was il just as mysteriousto him asit had been then. "How do you
want meto hep?' he asked resgnedly.

"By taking me with you to your world," the Goddess said eagerly, "so that | can go to aschoal likethe
oneinthe Millie books. | thought you could hide me somewherein your Castle while | looked around
for aschoal.”

Christopher thought of Gabriel de Witt discovering the Goddess hiding in an attic. "No," he said.

"| can't. | absolutely can't. And what's more | won't. Now let me out of here!l”

"Y ou took Throgmorten,” said the Goddess. "'Y ou can teke me."

"Throgmorten'sacat," said Christopher. "He hasnineliveslikeme. | told you | could only get here by

leaving one of my livesbehind. Y ou've only got onelife, soit stlandsto reason that | can't get you to my
world because you'd be dead if | did!"

"That'sjust the point!" the Goddess whispered a him ferocioudy. He could tell shewastrying very hard
not to scream again. Tearsrolled down her face. "I know I've only got onelifeand | don't want to loseit.
Takemewithyou.”

"Just S0 that you can go to aschool out of abook!" Christopher snarled back, feeling more than ever like
an anima head on awall. "Stop being so stupid!”

"Then you can just stay in that wall until you change your mind!" the Goddess said, and flounced away
with achank and ajingle.



Christopher stood, sagging into the jelly of thewall, and cursed the day he had brought the Goddess
those Millie books. Then he cursed himsdf for thinking the Goddess was sympeathetic. Shewasjust as
sefish and ruthless as everyone e se he knew. He squirmed and struggled and heaved to get out of the
wall, but since he had not thefirst ideawhat had gone into the spdll, it held him asfast asever.

Theworst of it wasthat now the Temple had woken up from its midday deep, it was adecidedly busy
place. Behind him, through the wall, Christopher could hear acrowd of peoplein the hot yard counting
the cats and feeding them. Mixed with those sounds was afemal e voice barking orders, and the sound of
armor clashing and spear butts thumping on the ground. Christopher began to beterribly afraid that his
invisible backsde was sticking out of thewall into that yard. He kept imagining aspear plunging into him
there, and he squirmed and squidged and pulled himself in to make sure that it was not. He was not sure
which he dreaded mogt: the feding of a spear driving into him, or what Gabrid would do if helost
another life.

Fromin front of him, beyond the archway, he could hear the Goddess talking with at least three
Priestesses and then all their voices muttering prayers. Why hadn't Flavian taught him any useful magic?
Therewere probably six hundred quiet ways of breaking this spell and diding invisibly out of thewall,
and Christopher did not know one. He wondered if he could do it by blasting loose in acombined
levitation, whirlwind and fire-conjuring. Maybe—athough it would be terribly hard without his hands
free—and people would still come running after him with spears. He decided he would try argument and
cunning fird.

Before long, the Goddess camein to seeif he had changed his mind.
"I'll fetchit, dear," said one of the Priestesses beyond the archway.

"No, | want to have another look at Bethi too," the Goddess said over her shoulder. For honesty's sake,
shewent over to look at the white cat, which waslying on her bed cushions panting and looking sorry for
itsalf. The Goddess stroked it before she came over and put her face close to Christopher's.

"Wdl|? Areyou going to hep me?’

"What happens," asked Christopher, "if one of them comesin and notices my face sticking out of the
wadl?'

"You'd better agree to help before they do. They'd kill you," the Goddess whispered back.
"But | wouldn't be any useto you dead," Christopher pointed out. "Let me go or I'll start yelling.”
"You darel" said the Goddess, and flounced out.

The trouble was Christopher did not dare. That line of argument only seemed to end in deadlock. Next
time she camein, hetried adifferent line. "Look," hesaid, "I redly am being avfully consderate. | could
eadly blast ahuge holein the Temple and get away this minute, but I'm not doing it because | don't want
to give you away. Asheth and your Priestesses are not going to be pleased if they find out you're trying to
go to another world, arethey?'

Tearsflooded the Goddesss eyes. "I'm not asking very much,” she said, twisting abangle miserably. "I
thought you werekind."

This argument seemed to be making an impression. "1'm going to have to blow the Temple up before
long, if you don't let me go,” Christopher said. "If I'm not back before morning, someonein the Castleis
going to comein and find only one life of melying in bed. Then they'll tel Gabrid de Witt and well both



beintrouble. | told you he knows how to get to other worlds. If he comes here, you won't likeit."
"You're sefish!" the Goddess said. "Y ou aren't sympathetic a al—you're just scared.”

At this Christopher logt histemper. "Let me go," he said, "or I'll blow the whole place sky high!™
The Goddess smply ran from the room, mopping at her face with a piece of her robe.

"Is something wrong, dear?' asked a Priestess outside.

"No, no," Christopher heard the Goddess say. "Bethi isn't very well, that'sdl.”

She was gone for quite along time after that. Probably she had to distract the Priestesses from coming
and looking at the white cat. But soon after that, smells of spicy food began to fill the air. Christopher
grew serioudy darmed. Time was getting on and it redlly would be morning at the Castle soon. Then he
would beinred trouble. More time passed. He could hear people in the yard behind counting the cats
and feeding them again. "Bethi'smissing,” someone said.

"Shel'swith the Living One till," someone else answered. "Her kittens are due soon.”

Still more time passed. By the time the Goddess reappeared, desperation had forced Christopher's mind
into quite anew tack. He saw that he would have to give her some kind of help, eveniif it was not what
shewanted, or he would never get away before morning.

The Goddessin her ruthless way was obvioudy meaning to be kindhearted. When she camein thistime,
shewas carrying aspicy pancake-thing wrapped around hot meat and vegetables. She tore bits off it and
popped them into Christopher's mouth. There was some searing kind of pepper init. His eyeswatered.
"Ligten," he choked. "What's really the matter with you? What made you suddenly decide to make me
help you?'

"] told you!" the Goddess said impatiently. "It was what you said when | wasill—that | wasn't going to
be the Living Asheth when | grow up. After that | couldn't think of anything else but what was going to
happen to me then.”

"So you want to know for certain?' Christopher said.
"Morethan anything e sein thisworld!" the Goddess said.

"Thenwill youlet megoif | help you find out what'sredly going to happen to you?' Christopher
bargained. "I can't take you to my world—you know | can't—but | can help you thisway."

The Goddess stood twisting the last piece of pancake about in her fingers. "Yes," shesaid. "All right. But
| can't see how you can find out any better than | can.”

"l can," said Christopher. "What you haveto do isgo and stand in front of that golden statue of Asheth
you showed me and ask it what's going to happen to you when you stop being the Living Asheth. If it
doesn't say anything, you'll know nothing much is going to happen and you'l be ableto leave this Temple
and go to schoal.” This struck him as pretty cunning, since there was no way that he could seethat a
golden statue could talk.

"Now why didn't | think of that!" the Goddess exclaimed. "That's clever! But—" She twisted the piece of
pancake about again. "But Asheth doesn't talk, you know, not exactly. She does everything by signs.
Portents and omens and things. And she doesn't dway's give one when people ask."



Thiswas annoying. "But shéelll give you one,” Christopher said persuasively. "Y ou're supposed to be her,
after adl, so it only amountsto asking her to remind you of something both of you know dready. Go and
tell her to do you a portent—only make her put atimelimit on it, so that if thereisn't one, you'll know that
thereisn't.”

"I will," said the Goddess decisively. She stuffed the piece of pancake into Christopher's mouth and
dusted her hands with adetermined jangle. "I'll go and ask her thisminute!" And she strode out of the
room, chank-chink, chank-chink, sounding rather like the soldiers at that moment marching around the
yard behind Christopher's back.

He spat the pancake out, shut his eyes to squeeze the water out, and wished he was able to cross his
fingers

Five minutes|ater, the Goddess strode back |ooking much more cheerful. "Doneit!” she said. "Shedidn't
want to tell me. | had to bully her. But | told her to take her very stupid face off and stop trying to fool
me, and she gavein." Shelooked at Christopher rather wonderingly. "I've never got the upper hand of
her beforel”

"Yes, but what did she say?" Christopher asked. He would have danced with impatience if thewall had
not stopped him.

"Oh, nothing yet," said the Goddess. "But | promisefaithfully I'll let you go when she does. She said she
couldn't manage it at once. She wanted to wait till tomorrow, but | said that wasfar too long. So she said
that the very earliest she could manage a portent was midnight tonight—"

"Midnight!" Christopher exclaimed.

"That's only three hours away now," the Goddess told him soothingly. "And | said she had to make it on
the dot, or I'd be redlly angry. Y ou must understand her point of view—she hasto pull the strings of Fate
and that doestaketime.”

With his heart sinking, Christopher tried to caculate what time that would make it back at the Castle. The
very earliest he could get it to was ten o'clock in the morning. But perhaps the maid who came to wake
him would smply think he wastired. It would take her an hour or so to get worried enough to tell Flavian
or someone, and by that time he would be back with any luck. "Midnight then,” he said, Sghing a bit.
"And you'reto let me go then, or I'll summon awhirlwind, set everything on fire and take the roof off the
Temple

During those three hours, he kept wondering why he did not do that at once. It was only partly that he
did not want to lose another life. Hefelt asort of duty to wait and set the Goddesss mind at rest. He had
started her worrying by making that remark, and before that he had made her discontented by bringing
her those school stories. He had alot of fellow-feding for her in her strange lonely life. And of course
Papa had told him that you did not use magic against alady. Somehow al these things combined to keep
Chrigtopher sagging in ahaf-gtting way inthewadl, patiently waiting for midnight.

Some of the time the Goddess sat on her cushions, tensaly stroking the white cat, asif she expected the
portent any moment. Much of the time she was busy. She was caled away to lessons, and then to
prayers, and finaly to have a bath. While she was away, Christopher had the rather desperate idea that
he might be able to get in touch with the life he knew must be lying in bed at the Castle. He thought he
might be able to get it to get up and do lessons for him. But though he had a sort of fedling of a separate
piece of him quite clearly, he did not seem to be in touch with it—or if he was, he had no means of
knowing. Do lessons! he thought. Get out of bed and behave like me! And he wondered for the
hundredth time why he did not smply blow up the Temple and leave.



Findly the Goddess came back in along white nightgown and only two bracelets. She kissed Mother
Proudfoot good-night in the archway and got among her white cushions with her arms lovingly around her
white cat. "It won't be long now," shetold Christopher.

"It had better not be!" he said. "Honestly, | can't think why you grumble about your life. I'd swap your
Mother Proudfoot for Flavian and Gabrid any day!"

"Yes, maybel ambeing silly," the Goddess agreed, rather drowsly. "On the other hand, | can tell you
don't believein Asheth and that makesyou seeit quite differently from me."

Christopher could tell by her breathing that she dropped off to deep then. He must have dozed himself in
theend. Thejdlylikewal was not redlly uncomfortable.

He was roused by a strange high cheeping noise. It was an oddly desperate sound, alittle like the noise
baby birds make caling and calling to be fed. Christopher jumped awake to find abig bar of white
moonlight falling acrossthetiles of thefloor.

"Ohlook!" said the Goddess. "It'sthe portent.” Her pointing arm came into the moonlight, with a bracel et
dangling from it. She was pointing to Bethi the white cat. Bethi waslying stiffly stretched out in the bar of
moonlight. Something tiny and very, very white was crawling and scrambling dl over Bethi, filling theair
with desperate high crying.

The Goddess surged off her cushions and onto her knees and picked the tiny thing up. "It'sfrozen," she
said. "Bethi's had a kitten and—" Therewas along pause. "Christopher,” said the Goddess, obvioudy
trying to sound calm, "Bethi's dead. That means I'm going to die when they get anew Living Asheth.”

Knedling by the dead cat, she screamed and screamed and screamed.

Lightswent on. Feet flapped on thetiles, running. Christopher struggled to get himsdlf asfar back inthe
wall as he could. He knew how the Goddess felt. He had felt the same when he woke up in the mortuary.
But he wished she would stop screaming. As skinny Mother Proudfoot rushed into the room followed by
two other Priestesses, he did hisbest to begin alevitation spell.

But the Goddess kept her promise. Still screaming, she backed away from Bethi's pathetic corpse asif it
horrified her, and flung out one arm dramatically, so that her dangling bracelet flipped Christopher's
invisble nose. Luckily the bracelet was silver.

Christopher landed back in his own bed in the Castle with the crash he was now used to. Hewas solid
and visbleand in his pgamas, and, by thelight, it was nearly midday. He sat up hastily. Gabriel de Witt
was Stting in the wooden chair acrossthe room, staring a him even more grimly than usud.
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Gabrid had his ebows on the arms of the chair and hislong, knob-knuckled hands together in a point
under his eagle nose. Over them, his eyes seemed as hard to look away from asthe dragon's.

"S0o you have been spirit traveling," he said. "'l suspect you do so habitualy. That would explain agreat
ded. Will you kindly inform me just where you have been and why it took you so long to come back."

There was nothing Christopher could do but explain. He rather wished he could have died instead.
Losing alife was nothing compared with the way Gabriel looked at him.

"The Temple of Asheth!” Gabriel said. "Y ou foolish boy! Ashethisone of the most vicious and vengeful
goddessesin the Related Worlds. Her military Arm has been known to pursue people across worlds and



over many years, on far dighter grounds than you have given her. Thank goodness you refrained from
blowing aholein her Temple. And | am relieved that you at least had the senseto leave the Living Asheth
to her fate.”

"Her fate? They weren't redly going to kill her off, were they?' Christopher asked.

"Of coursethey will," Gabrid said in his calmest and driest way. "That was the meaning of the portent: the
older Goddess dies when the new Living Asheth is chosen. The theory, | believe, isthat the older one will
enrich the power of the deity. This one must be particularly vauable to them, as she seemsto be quite an
enchantressin her ownright.”

Christopher was horrified. He saw suddenly that the Goddess had known, or at least suspected, what
was going to happen to her. That was why she had tried to get him to help. "How can you be so calm
about it?' he said. "She's only got onelife. Can't you do something to help her?!

"My good Christopher,” said Gabrid, "there are, over dl the Series of al the Related Worlds, more than
ahundred worlds, and in more than half of them there are practices which horrify any civilized person. If |
were to expend my time and sympathy on these, | would have none | eft over to do what | am paid to
do—whichisto prevent the misuse of magic here. Thisiswhy | must take action over you. Do you deny
that you have been misusng magic?'

"|—" said Christopher.

"Y ou mogt certainly have," said Gabridl. Y ou must have lost at least three of your livesin some other
world—and you may, for dl | know, havelogt dl six while you were spirit traveling. But since the outer
life, thelifeyou should havelogt, waslying here apparently adeep, naturd laws have been forced to
bend in order to enable you to loseit in the proper way. Much more of this, and you will set up a serious
singularity throughout Series Twelve."

"I didn't lose onethistime," Christopher said defengvely.

"Then you must havelogt it last time you went spirit traveling,” Gabrid said. ™Y ou are definitely one short
again. And thisis not going to occur any more, Christopher. Oblige me by getting dressed at once and
coming with meto my office

"Er—" Christopher said. "I haven't had breskfast yet. Can 1—?"
"No," said Gabrid.

By this Christopher knew that things were very bad indeed. He found he was shaking as he got up and
went to the washroom. The door of the washroom would not shut. Christopher could tell Gabridl was
holding it open with astrong spdll to make sure he did not try to get awvay. Under Gabrid's eyes, he
washed and dressed quicker than he had ever donein hislife.

"Christopher,” Gabrid said, while he was hurriedly brushing hishair, "you must redize that | am deeply
concerned about you. Nobody should lose lives at the rate that you do. What iswrong?”

"l don't doit just to annoy you," Christopher said bitterly, "if that'swhat you think."
Gabrid sghed. "l may be apoor guardian, but | know my duty,” he said. "Come dong."

He stalked silently through the corridors with Christopher half running to keep up. What had become of
his sixth life? Christopher wondered, with what bit of his mind was not taken up with terror. He was
inclined to think that Gabriel had miscounted.



Insde the twilight office, Miss Rosdie and Dr. Smonson were waiting with one of the younger men on
the Cagtle gaff. All of them were swathed in a shimmering transparent pell. Christopher's eyesflicked
anxioudy from them to the leather couch in the middle of the dark floor. It reminded him of adentist's
chair. Beyond it was astand holding two bell jars. The one on the | eft had a large bobbin hanging from
nothing ingdeit, while the one on the right seemed to be empty except for acurtain ring or something
lying at the bottom.

"What are you going to do?" Christopher said, and his voice came out more than a little squeaky.

Miss Rosdlie stepped up to Gabriel and handed him some gloves on aglasstray. As Gabrid worked his
fingersinto the gloves, he said, "Thisisthe severe step | warned you of after your fire. | intend to remove
your ninth life from you without harming ether it or you. Afterwards| shdl put it in the Castle safe, under
nine charmsthat only | can unlock. Since you will then only be able to have that life by coming to meand
asking meto unlock those nine charms, this might induce you to be more careful with the two livesyou
will haveleft."

Miss Rosdie and Dr. Simonson began wrapping Gabrid in asheeny spell liketheir own. "Taking alife
out intact is something only Gabrid knows how to do,” Miss Rosdlie said proudly.

Dr. Smonson, to Christopher's surprise, seemed to be trying to be kind. He said, "These spellsare only
for hygiene. Don't look so aarmed. Lie down on this couch now. | promise you it won't hurt a bit.”

Just what the dentist said! Christopher thought as he quakingly lay down.

Gabrid turned thisway and thet to let the spell settle around him. " The reason Frederick Parkinsonis
here," he said, "and not patrolling the World Edge as he should be, isto make sure that you do no spirit
traveling while your lifeisbeing detached. That would put you in extreme peril, Christopher, so pleasetry
to remain in thisworld while we work."

Someone cast avery strong deep spell then. Christopher went out like alight. Dr. Simonson turned out
to havetold the truth. He felt nothing at al for several hours. When he woke up, ravenoudy hungry and
dightly itchy deep insde somewhere, he smply felt rather cheated. If he did haveto have alife taken
away, he would have liked to have watched how it was done.

Gabriel and the others were leaning against the black desk, drinking teaand looking exhausted.
Frederick Parkinson said, ™Y ou kept trying to spirit travel. | had my work cut out to stop you."

Miss Rosalie hurried to bring Christopher acup of teatoo. "We kept you adeep until your lifewasdl on
the bobbin," she said. "It's just winding down into the gold ring now—Iook." She pointed to the two bell
jars. The bobbin ingde the left-hand jar was amost full of shiny pinkish threed, and it wasrotating in a
dow datdy way intheair. In the right-hand jar, the ring was up in the air now too, spinning fast and
jerkily. "How are you now, dear?' Miss Rosdlie asked.

"Canyou fed anything? Are you quite well?" Gabriel asked. He sounded rather anxious.

Dr. Simonson seemed just as concerned. He took Christopher's pulse and then tested hismind by asking
him to do sums. "He does seem to befine," hetold the others.

"Thank goodness!" Gabrid said, rubbing hisface with hishands. "Tell Flavian—no he's out on the World
Edge, isn't he? Frederick, would you put Christopher to bed and tell the housekeeper that he's ready for
that nourishing med now?'

Everyone was so nervous and concerned about him that Christopher redlized that no one had ever tried



to take someone's spare life away before. He was not sure what he felt about that. What would they
have doneif it hadn't worked? he wondered, while he was sitting in bed eating dmost more chicken and
cream puffsthan he could hold. Frederick Parkinson sat by him while he ate, and went on Sitting by him
al evening. Christopher did not know which irritated him most: Frederick or the itch degp downinsde
him. He went to deep early in order to get rid of both.

Hewoke up in the middle of the night to find himsalf donein the room with the gadight still burning. He
got out of bed at once and went to seeif the split in the Castle spells had been mended. To hissurprise, it
was till there. It looked asif nobody had realized how he went to the Anywheres. He was just about to
go through the split, when he happened to look back at his bed. The boy lying there among the rumpled
covers had avague unred ook, like Tacroy before he was firmed up. The sight gave Christopher amost
unpleasant jolt. Heredly did have only two lives|eft now. Thelast life was locked away in the Castle
safe and there was no way he could use it without Gabrid's permission. Hating Gabriel more than ever,
he went back to bed.

Favian brought Christopher his breakfast in the morning. "Areyou dl right for lessonstoday?' he asked
anxioudy. "I thought we could take it easy—I had afairly heavy day yesterday, in and out of the World
Edge to absolutely no effect, so | could do with aquiet morning too. | thought we'd go down to the
library and look at some of the standard reference books—Moore's Almanac, Prynne's List and so
forth."

Theitch ingde Christopher had gone. He felt fine, probably better than Flavian, who looked pale and
tired. Hewasirritated at the way everyone was keeping watch on him, but he knew there was no point in
complaining, so he ate his breskfast and got dressed and went adong the corridors with Flavian to the
pink marble saircase.

They were hafway down the stairs when the five-pointed star in the hall filled with sudden action.
Frederick Parkinson sprang into being first. He waved a Havian. "We've got some of them at last!" His
jubilant shout was till ringing around the hall when Miss Rosdlie appeared, struggling to keep hold of an
angry old woman who wastrying to hit her over the head with aviolin. Two policemen materidized
behind her. They were carrying someone between them, one at the man's head and one at hislegs. They
staggered around Miss Rosdlie and the fighting old woman and laid the man carefully on thetiles, where
he stayed, spread out abit asif he was adeep, with his curly head turned peacefully towards the stairs.

Christopher found himself staring down at Tacroy.
At the same moment, FHavian said, "My God! It'sMordecai Roberts!"

"I'm afraid s0," Frederick Parkinson caled up to him. "He's one of the Wraith gang al right. | followed
him al the way into Series Seven before | went back to trace his body. He was one of their couriers.
Therewas quite alot of oot with him." More policemen were gppearing behind him, carrying boxes and
the kind of waterproof bundles Christopher knew rather well.

Gabrid de Witt hurried past Christopher and Flavian and stood at the foot of the stairslooking down at
Tacroy like ablack, brooding bird. "So Robertswastheir carrier, was he?' he said. "No wonder we
were making no headway." By then the hall wasfilled with people: more policemen, the rest of the Castle
gaff, footmen, the butler, and a crowd of interested housemaids. " Take him to the trance room," Gabriel
told Dr. Smonson, "but don't let him suspect anything. | want whatever he wasfetching if possible” He
turned to look up at FHavian and Christopher. " Christopher, you had better be present at the questioning
when Robertsreturnsto hisbody,” he said. "It will be valuable experience for you."

Christopher threaded hisway acrossthe hall beside FHavian, fedling rather asif he was out of his body



too. He was empty with horror. So thiswaswhat Uncle Raph's "experiments’ redlly were! Oh no! he
thought. Let it al be amistakel

Hefound it quite impossible to concentrate in the library. He kept hearing Miss Rosai€'s voice saying,
"But Gabrid, they had actudly butchered awhole tribe of mermaids!™ and his mind kept going to those
fishy bundles he had |oaded on the horseless carriage in Series Five and then to the silly ladieswho had
thought he was something called aclistoffer. He told himself that those fishy bundles had not been
bundles of mermaid. It was al someterrible mistake. But then he thought of the way Tacroy had tried to
warn him off, not only the time the dragon came, but severd times before that, and he knew it was no
mistake. Hefelt sick.

Favian wasadmost asbad. "Just fancy it being Mordecai!" he kept saying. "He's been on the Castle staff
for years. | used to lie him!"

Both of them jumped up with asort of relief when afootman came to fetch them to the Middle Drawing
Room. At least, Christopher thought, as he followed Favian across the hall, when everything came out
nobody would expect him to be the next Chrestomanci any longer. Somehow the thought was not as
comforting as he had hoped.

In the enormous drawing room, Gabriel was Sitting at the center of ahaf circle of gilded armchairs, like
an old black and gray king on histhrone. To one side of him sat serious and important-looking policemen
with notebooks and three men carrying briefcases who all wore whiskers more imposing than Papas.
Flavian whispered that these were men from the Government. Miss Rosalie and the rest of Gabrid's staff
sat on the other side of the semicircle. Christopher was beckoned to achair about halfway aong. He had
an excdlent view when two sturdy warlock footmen brought Tacroy in and sat him in achair facing the
others.

"Mordecal Roberts," one of the policemen said, "you are under arrest and | must warn you that anything
you say will be taken down and may be used in evidence later. Do you wish to have alawyer present
withyou?'

"Not particularly,” said Tacroy. In hisbody, he was not quite the Tacroy Christopher knew. Instead of
the old green suit, he was wearing a much smarter brown one, with ablue silk cravat and a handkerchief
that matched it in histop pocket. His boots were handmade calf. Though his curls were exactly the same,
there were lines on hisface that never appeared on the face of his spirit, laughlines set in arather insolent
and bitter pattern. He was pretending to loungein his chair with one handmade boot swingingina
carefree way, but Christopher could tell hewas not carefreeat al. "No point in alawyer," hesaid. "You
caught mein the act after al. I've been adouble agent for years now. Therésnoway | could deny it."

"What madeyou do it?' Miss Rosdlie cried out.
"Money," Tacroy said carelesdly.

"Would you careto expand on that?' Gabrid said. "When you left the Castlein order to infiltrate the
Wraith organization, the Government agreed to pay you agood salary and to provide comfortable
lodgingsin Baker Street. Y ou il have both.”

So much for the garret in Covent Garden! Christopher thought bitterly.

"Ah, but that wasin the early days," said Tacroy, "when the Wraith only operated in Series Twelve. He
couldn't offer me enough to tempt me then. As soon as he expanded into the rest of the Related Worlds,
he offered me anything | cared to ask." He took the silk handkerchief out of his pocket and carefully
flicked imaginary dust off hisgood boots. "I didn't take the offer straightaway, you know," he said. "I got



deeper in by degrees. Extravagance getsa hold on you.”
"Who is the Wraith?' Gabrid asked. "Y ou owe the Government that information at least."”

Tacroy'sfoot swung. He folded the handkerchief neatly and his eyes went cardlesdy around the half
circle of peoplefacing him. Christopher kept the vaguest look on his face that he could manage, but
Tacroy's eyes passed over him just asthey passed over everyone else, asif Tacroy had never seen him
before. "There | can't help you," he said. "The man guards hisidentity very carefully. | only had dedlings
with hisunderlings.”

"Such as the woman Effisa Bell who owns the house in Kensington where your body was seized?' one
of the policemen asked.

Tacroy shrugged. "She was one of them. Yes."

Miss Bell, the Last Governess, Christopher thought. She had to be one of them. He kept hisface so
vaguethat it felt as fiff asthe golden statue of Asheth.

"Who e se can you name?' someone el se asked.
"Nobody much, I'm afraid,” Tacroy said.

Severa other people asked him the same question in different ways, but Tacroy smply swung hisfoot
and said he couldn't remember. At length Gabridl leaned forward. "We have taken a brief look at that
horsel ess carriage on which your spirit smuggled the plunder,” he said. "1t's an ingenious object,
Roberts."

"Yes, isntit?" Tacroy agreed. "It must have taken quite awhile to perfect. Y ou can seeit had to befluid
enough to cross the World Edge, but solid enough so that the people in the other Series could load it
when | got it there. | got theimpression that the Wraith had to wait until he'd got the carriage right before
he could expand into the Related Worlds."

That's not true! Christopher thought. And | used to load it! He's lying about everything!
"Severa wizards must have worked on that thing, Mordecai," Miss Rosdie said. "Who were they?'

"Heaven knows," said Tacroy. "No—wait aminute. Effie Bell dropped aname. Phelps, wasit? Felper?
Felperin?'

Gabrid and the policemen exchanged glances. Flavian murmured, "The Felperin brothers! Weve
suspected they were crooked for years.”

"Another curiousthing, Roberts," Gabriel said. "Our brief ingpection of the carriage showsthat it seemsat
onetimeto have been amost destroyed by fire."

Christopher found that he had stopped bregthing.
"Accident in the workshop, | suppose,” Tacroy said.
"Dragon fire, Mordecal," said Dr. Simonson. "I recognized it at once.”

Tacroy let hishitter, anxious, laughing eyestravel around everyone'sfaces. Christopher still could not
breathe. But once again Tacroy's eyes passed over Christopher asif he had never seen him before. He
laughed. "l wasjoking. The dght of you dl stting around in judgment brings out theworst inme. Yes, it
was burned by a dragon objecting to aload of dragons blood | was collecting in Series Eight. It



happened about ayear ago." Christopher began breathing at that. "I lost the wholeload,” Tacroy said,
"and was nearly too scalded to get back into my body. We had to suspend operations most of last
autumn until the carriage was repaired. If you remember, | reported to you that the Wraith seemed to
have stopped importing then.”

Christopher drew in some long relieved breaths and tried not to make them too obvious. Then one of the
whiskered Government men spoke up. "Did you aways go out done?" he asked, and Christopher dmost
stopped bresthing again.

"Of course | wasaone," said Tacroy. "What use would another traveler be? Mind you, | have absolutely
no way of knowing how many other carriages the Wraith was sending out. He could have hundreds.”

And that's nonsense! Christopher thought. Ours was the only one, or they wouldn't have had to stop last
autumn when | went to school and forgot. If he had not realized by then that Tacroy was protecting him,
he would have known by the end of the morning. The questions went on and on. Tacroy's eyesdid
across Christopher over and over again, without atrace of recognition. And every time Tacroy's answer
should have incriminated Christopher, Tacroy lied, and followed the lie up with asmokescreen of other
confessions to take people's minds off the question. Christopher's face went stiff from keeping the vague
look onit. He stared at Tacroy's bitter face and felt worse and worse. At least twice, he nearly jumped
up and confessed. But that seemed such awaste of al Tacroy'strouble.

The questions did not stop for lunch. The butler whedled in atrolley of sandwiches, which everyone ate
over pages of notes, while they asked more questions. Christopher was glad to see one of the footmen
taking Tacroy some sandwichestoo. Tacroy was pa e as the milkiest coffee by then and his swinging
boot was shaking. He bit into the sandwiches asif he was starving and answered the next questions with
hismouth full.

Christopher bit into his own sandwich. It was sadmon. He thought of mermaids and was nearly sick.
"What's the matter?" whispered Flavian.

"Nothing. | just don't like sdmon,” Christopher whispered back. It would be stupid to give himsdf awvay
now after Tacroy had worked so hard to keep him out of it. He put the sandwich to his mouth, but he
just could not bring himsdlf to take another bite.

"It could be the effect of that life-remova," Flavian murmured anxioudy.

"Yes, | expect that'sit,” Christopher said. He laid the sandwich down again, wondering how Tacroy
could bear to eat his so ravenoudly.

The questions were till going on when the butler whedled the trolley away. He came back again dmost
at once and whispered discreetly to Gabrid de Witt. Gabriel thought, decided something, and nodded.
Then, to Christopher's surprise, the butler came and leaned over him.

"Y our mother ishere, Magter Christopher, waiting in the Smal Sdoon. If you will follow me."

Christopher looked at Gabriel, but Gabridl was leaning forward to ask Tacroy who collected the
packages when they arrived in London. Christopher got up to follow the butler. Tacroy's eyesflickered
after him. "Sorry," Christopher heard him say. "My mind's getting likeasieve. Y oull haveto ask methat

agan."

Mermaids, Christopher thought, as he crossed the hall after the butler. Fishy packages. Bundles of
dragons blood. | knew it was dragons blood in Series Eight, but | didn't know the dragon was



objecting. What's going to happen to Tacroy now? When the butler opened the door of the Small Saloon
and ushered him in, he could hardly focus his mind on the large e egant room or the two ladies Stting in
it.

Two ladies?

Christopher blinked at two wide silk skirts. The pink and lavender one belonged to Mama, who looked
pale and upset. The brown and gold skirt that was quite as €l egant belonged to the Last Governess.
Christopher's mind snapped away from mermaids and dragons blood and he stopped short halfway
acrossthe orienta carpet.

Mamaheld out alavender gloveto him. "Darling boy!" she said shakily. "How tall you are! You
remember dear Miss Bell, don't you, Christopher? She's my Companion these days. Y our uncle has
found usanice housein Kensington."

"Wallshave ears" remarked Miss Bell in her dullest voice. Christopher remembered how her hidden
prettiness never did come out in front of Mama. He felt sorry for Mama.

"Christopher can ded with that, can't you, dear?' said Mama.

Christopher pulled himsdlf together. He had no doubt that the Saloon was hung with listening spells,
probably one to each gold-framed picture. | ought to tell the police the Last Governessis here, he
thought. But if the Last Governesswas living with Mama, that would get Mamaiinto trouble too. And he
knew that if he gave the Last Governess away, she would tell about him and waste al Tacroy'strouble.
"How did you get in?" he said. "Theresa spell around the grounds.”

"Y our mamacried her eyesout at the lodge gates,” the Last Governess said, and gestured meaningly
around the room to tell Christopher to do something about the listening spells.

Christopher would have liked to pretend not to understand, but he knew he dared not offend the Last
Governess. A blanketing spell was enchanter's magic and easy enough. He summoned one with an angry
blink and, as usud, he overdid it. He thought he had gone deaf. Then he saw that Mama was tapping the
Sde of her face with a puzzled expression and the Last Governess was shaking her head, trying to clear
her ears. Hagtily he scraped out the middle of the spell so that they could al hear one another inside the
deafness,

"Darling,” Mamasad tearfully, "weve cometo take you away from dl this. Therésacab from the ation
waiting outside, and you're coming back to Kensington to live with me. Y our uncle wants me to be happy
and he says he knows | can't be happy until I've got you. He's quite right of course.”

Only thismorning, Christopher thought angrily, he would have danced with joy to hear Mamasay this.
Now he knew it was just another way to waste Tacroy's trouble. And another plot of Uncle Ral ph's of
course. Uncle Wraith! he thought. He looked at Mama, and Mama looked appedingly back. He could
see she meant what she said, even though she had let Uncle Ralph rule her mind completely. Christopher
could hardly blame her for that. After al, he had let Uncle Raph fascinate him, that time when Uncle

Ra ph tipped him sixpence al those months ago.

Helooked a the Last Governess. "Y our mamais quite well off now," shetold him in her smooth,
composed way. "Y our uncle has dready restored nearly half your mamasfortune.”

Nearly haf! Christopher thought. Then what has he done with the rest of the money | earned him for
nothing? He must be amillionaire severd times over by now!



"And with you to help,” said the Last Governess, "in the way you aways used to, you can restore the rest
of your mamasmoney innotime."

Intheway | always used to! Christopher thought. He remembered the smooth way the Last Governess
had worked on him, first to find out about the Anywheres and then to get him to do exactly what Uncle
Raph wanted. He could not forgive her for that, though she was even more devoted to Uncle Ra ph than
Mamawas. And remembering that, he looked at Mama again. Mama's love for Christopher might be
perfectly real, but she had left him to nursery maids and Governesses and she would leave him to the Last
Governess as soon as they got to Kensington.

"Wererdying on you, darling,” said Mama. "Why are you looking so vague? All you haveto doisto
climb out of thiswindow and hidein the cab, and well drive away without anyone being the wiser."

| see, Christopher thought. Uncle Ralph knew Tacroy had been caught. So now he wanted Christopher
to go on with the smuggling. He had sent Mama to fetch Christopher and the Last Governessto see that
they did as Uncle Ralph wanted. Perhaps he was afraid Tacroy would give Christopher away. Wdll, if
Tacroy could lie, so could Christopher.

"l wish | could,” he said, in asad, hesitating way, athough undernesth he was suddenly as smooth and
composed asthe Last Governess. "I'd love to get out of here—but | can't. When the dragon burned me
in Series Eight, that was my last life but one. Gabriel de Witt was so angry that he took my lives and hid
them. If | go outside the Castle now I'll die."

Mamaburst into tears. "That horrid old man! How awkward for everyone!”
"l think," said the Last Governess, stlanding up, "that in that case there's nothing to detain us here.”

"You'reright, dear," Mama sobbed. She dried her eyes and gave Christopher a scented kiss. "How
terrible not to be able to cal one'slives one's own!™ she said. "Perhaps your uncle can think of
something.”

Christopher watched the two of them hurry away, rustling expensively over the carpet as soon asthey
came out from the silence spell. He canceled the spell with adeected wave. Though he knew what both
of them werelike, he ill felt hurt and disillusioned as he watched them through the window climbing into
the cab that was waiting under the cedar trees of the drive. The only person he knew who had not tried
to use him was Tacroy. And Tacroy was acrimina and adouble-crosser.

And so am I! Christopher thought. Now he had finaly admitted thisto himself, he found he could not
bear to go back to the Middle Drawing Room to listen to people asking Tacroy questions. He trudged
miserably up to hisroom instead. He opened the door. He stared.

A smdll girl in adripping wet brown robe was sitting shivering on the edge of hisbed. Her hair hung in
damp tails around her pale round face. In one hand she seemed to be gripping a hanful of soaking white
fur. Her other hand was clutching alarge waxed-paper parcel of what |ooked like books.

Thiswasal | needed! Christopher thought. The Goddess had somehow got here and she had clearly
brought her possessionswith her.
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"How did you get here?' Christopher said.
The Goddess shook with shivers. She had |eft al her jewery behind, which made her look very odd and



plain. "B-By remembering what you said," she answered through chattering teeth, "about having to leave
al-life b-behind. And of course there aret-two of meif you count the g-golden statue as one. B-But it
wasn't easy. | w-walked into the w-wall s-six times around the corner of m-my r-room b-before | g-got
it right. Y-Y ou m-must be b-brave to keep g-going through th-that awful P-Place B-Between. It was
h-horrible—I n-nearly d-dropped P-Proudfoot t-twice."

"Proudfoot?' said Christopher.

The Goddess opened her hand with the white fur in it. The white fur squeaked in protest and began
shivering too. "My kitten," the Goddess explained. Christopher remembered how hot it wasin Series
Ten. Sometime ago someone had put the scarf old Mrs. Pawson had knitted him negtly away in his chest
of drawers. He began searching for it.

"l c-couldn't leave her," the Goddess said pleadingly. "I brought her feeding bottle with m-me. And | had
to g-get away as soon asthey I-left me aone after the p-portent. They know | know. | heard M-Mother
P-Proudfoot saying they were going to have to 1-look for anew L-Living One at once."

And clothes for the Goddess too, Christopher realized, hearing the way her teeth chattered. He tossed
her the scarf. "Wrap the kitten in that. It was knitted by awitch soit'll probably keep her safe. How on
earth did you find the Castle?!

"B-By looking into every v-valey | c-cameto," said the Goddess. "'l c-can't think why you s-said you
didn't have w-witch sight. I n-nearly m-missed the s-split in the s-spell. It'sredly f-faint!”

"Isthat witch sight?' Christopher said distractedly. He dumped an armful of hiswarmest clothes on the
bed beside her. "Go in the washroom and get those on before you freeze."

The Goddess put the kitten down carefully wrapped in anest of scarf. It was still so young that it looked
like awhiterat. Christopher wondered how it had survived at dl. "B-Boys clothes?' the Goddess said.

"They'redl I'vegot,” hesaid. "And be quick. Maids comein and out of here dl thetime. Y ou've got to
hide. Gabrid de Witt told me not to have anything to do with Asheth. | don't know what held do if he
found you herel” At this, the Goddess jumped off the bed and snatched up the clothes. Christopher was
glad to see that she looked truly alarmed. He dashed for the door. "I'll go and get a hiding place reedy,”
hesad. "Wait here”

Off hewent at arun to the larger of the two old tower rooms, the one that had once been awizard's
workshop. A runaway Goddess just about put the lid on histroubles, he thought. Still it was probably
very lucky that everyone was taken up with poor Tacroy. With abit of cunning, he ought to be ableto
keep the Goddess hidden here while he wrote to Dr. Pawson to ask what on earth to do with her
permanently.

He dashed up the spird stair and looked around the dusty room. One way and another, he had not made
much progress furnishing it asaden. It was empty apart from an old stool, worm-esten workbenches,
and arusty iron brazier. Hopelessfor a Goddess! Christopher began conjuring desperately. He fetched
al the cushionsfrom the Small Saloon. Then on second thought he knew someone would notice. He sent
most of them back and conjured cushions from the Large Drawing Room, the Large Saloon, the Middle
Saoon, the Small Drawing Room and anywhere el se where he thought there would be nobody to see.
Charcoa from the gardeners shed next to fill the brazier. Christopher summoned firefor it, amost in too
much of ahurry to notice he had got it right for once. He remembered a sauicepan and an old kettle by
the stables and fetched those. A bucket of water he brought from the pump by the kitchen door. What
else? Milk for the kitten. It came in awhole churn and he had to tip some out into the saucepan and then
send the churn back— the trouble was that he had no idea where things were kept in the Castle. Teapot,



tea—he had no idea where those came from, and did the Goddess drink tea? She would have to. What
then? Oh, cup, saucer, plates. He fetched the ones out of the grand cabinet in the dining room. They
were quite pretty. She would like those. Then spoon, knife, fork. Of course none of the silver oneswould
respond. Christopher fetched what must have been the whole kitchen cutlery drawer with a crash, sorted
hastily through it and sent it back like the churn. And she would need food. What was in the pantry?

The salmon sandwiches arrived, negtly wrapped in awhite napkin. Christopher gagged. Mermaids. But
he arranged them with the other things on the bench before taking a hasty ook around. The charcoa had
begun to glow red in the brazier, but it needed something else to make it look homey. Y es, acarpet. The
nice round one from the library would do. When the carpet came, it turned out twice as big as he had
thought. He had to move the brazier to make room. There. Perfect.

He dashed back to hisroom. He arrived at the exact moment when Flavian opened its door and started
towak in.

Christopher hastily cast thefiercest invigibility spell he could. Flavian opened the door on utter blankness.
To Christopher'srelief, he stood and stared &t it.

"Er-hem!" Christopher said behind him. Flavian whirled around asif Christopher had stabbed him.
Christopher said arily, and asloudly as he could, "Just practicing my practicad magic, Flavian." The
stumbling sounds he could hear from inside the blankness stopped. The Goddess knew Flavian was
there. But he had to get her out of there.

"Oh. Wereyou? Good," Flavian said. "Then I'm sorry to interrupt, but Gabrid saysI'mto giveyou a
lesson now because | won't be here tomorrow. He wants afull muster of Castle staff to go after the
Wraith."

While Havian was spegking, Christopher felt inddetheinvighility in hisroom—using amagica sixth
sense which up to then he did not know he had—and located first the Goddess standing by his bed, then
the kitten nestled in the scarf on the bed, and sent them both fiercely to the tower room. At least, he
hoped he had. He had never trangported living things before and he had no ideaiif it wasthe same. He
heard a heavy whoosh of displaced air from among the invisibility, which was the same kind of noisethe
milk churn had made, and he knew the Goddess had gone somewhere. He just had to hope she would
understand. She had after al shown she could look after hersdlf.

He canceled the invigbility. The room seemed to be empty. "l liketo practicein private," hetold Favian.
Flavian shot him alook. "Come to the schoolroom.”

Asthey waked along the corridor, Christopher caught up with what Flavian had been saying. "You'redl
going after the Wraith tomorrow?"

"If we can get him," Havian said. "After you left, Mordeca cracked open enough to give usafew names
and addresses. Wethink he wastdling the truth.” He sighed. "I'd look forward to catching them, except
that | can't get over Mordecai being one of them!™

What about Mama? Christopher wondered anxioudy. He wished he could think of away to warn her,
but he had no ideawherein Kensington shewasliving.

They reached the schoolroom. The moment they got there, Christopher redlized that he had only
canceled theinvisibility on hisroom, not on the Goddess or the kitten. He fumbled around with hismind,
trying to find her in the tower room—or wherever—and get her visible again. But wherever he had sent
her, she seemed too far away for him to find. The result was that he did not hear anything Flavian said for



at least twenty minutes.
"l said" Flavian said heavily, "tha you seem abit vague.”

He had said it severd times, Christopher could tell. He said hadtily, "1 was wondering what was going to
happen to Ta—M ordecal Roberts now."

"Prison, | suppose," Havian answered sadly. "Hell bein clink for years.”

"But they'll haveto put aspecid clink around his spirit to stop that getting away, won't they?" Christopher
sad.

To hissurprise, Flavian exploded. "That's just the kind of damn-foal, frivolous, unfeding remark you
would make!" he cried out. "Of al the hardhearted, toffee-nosed, superior little beggars I've ever met,
you'retheworst! Sometimes| don't think you have a soul—just abundle of worthlesslivesinstead!”

Christopher stared at Flavian's usudly paeface all pink with passion, and tried to protest that he had not
meant to be unfeeling. He had only meant that it must be quite hard to keep aspirit traveler in prison. But
Flavian, now he had started, seemed quite unable to stop.

"Y ou seemto think," he shouted, "that those nine lives give you the right to behave like the Lord of
Cregtion! That, or theré'sa stonewal around you. If anyone so much astriesto befriendly, al they getis
haughty stares, vague looks, or pure damn rudeness! Goodness knows, 1've tried. Gabriel'stried.
Rosdiestried. So have all the maids, and they say you don't even notice them! And now you make
jokes about poor Mordecai! 1've had enough! I'm sick of you!™

Christopher had no ideathat people saw him like this. He was astounded. What's gone wrong with me?
he thought. I'm niceredly! When he went to the Anywheres asasmall boy, everyone had liked him.
Everybody had smiled. Totd strangers had given him things. Christopher saw that he had gone on
thinking that people only had to see him to like him, and it was only too clear that nobody did. He looked
at Flavian, breathing hard and glaring at him. He seemed to have hurt Flavian's fedlings badly. He had not
thought Flavian had fedingsto hurt. And it made it worse somehow that he had not meant to make a
joke about Tacroy—not when Tacroy had just spent the whole day lying on his behaf. He liked Tacroy.
Thetrouble was, he did not dare tel FHavian hedid. Nor did he dare say that his mind had mostly been
on the Goddess. So what could he say?

"I'm sorry," he said. "Truly sorry." Hisvoice came out wobbly with shock. "I didn't mean to hurt your
fedings—not thistime anyway—redly."

"Wel!" said Flavian. The pink in hisface died away. He leaned back in hischair, staring. "That'sthe first
time I've ever heard you say sorry—meaning it, that is. | supposeit's some kind of breakthrough." He
clapped his chair back to the floor and stood up. "Sorry | lost my temper. But | don't think | can go on
with thislesson today. | fedl too emotiona. Run away, and I'll make up for it after tomorrow."

Christopher found himsdlf free—and with mixed fedlings about it—to go and look for the Goddess. He
hurried to the tower room.

To hisgrest relief shewasthere, in astrong smdll of boiled-over milk, sitting on the many-colored silk
cushions, feeding the kitten out of atiny doll's feeding-bottle. With the charcod warming the air and the
carpet—-which now had asinged patch beside the brazier—covering the stone floor, the room seemed
suddenly homey.

The Goddess greeted him with amost un-Goddesdike giggle. Y ou forgot to make mevisble again! 1've



never done invisibility—it took me ages to find how to cancedl it, and | had to stand till the wholetime
in case | trod on Proudfoot. Thanksfor doing thisroom. Those cups are redly pretty.”

Christopher giggled too at the sight of the Goddessin his Norfolk jacket and knee-breeches. If you
looked just at the clothes, she was aplump boy, rather like Oneir, but if you looked at her grubby bare
feet and her long hair, you hardly knew what shewas. "Y ou don't look much like the Living Asheth—" he

began.

"Dont!" The Goddess sprang to her knees, carefully bringing the kitten and its bottle with her. "Don't say
that name! Don't even think it! She's me, you know, asmuch as1'm her, and if anyone reminds her, shelll
notice where | am and send the Arm of Asheth!"

Christopher redized that this must be true or the Goddess could not have got to hisworld dive. "Then
what am | supposed to cal you?'

"Millie" said the Goddessfirmly, "likethe girl in the schoolbooks."

He had known she would get around to school before long. He tried to keep her off the subject by
asking, "Why do you cal the kitten Proudfoot? Isn't that dangerous too?”

"A bit," the Goddess agreed. "But | had to put Mother Proudfoot off the scent—she was ever so
flattered—I felt mean deceiving her. Luckily there was an even better reason to cal her that. Look." She
laid the doll's bottle down and gently spread one of the kitten'stiny front paws out over the top of her
finger. Its clawswere pink. The paw looked like avery small daisy, Christopher thought, knegling down
to look. Then heredlized that there were an awful lot of pink claws—at least seven of them in fact. "She
has aholy foot," the Goddess said solemnly. "That means she carriesthe luck of a certain golden deity.
When | saw it, | knew it meant | should get here and go to school.”

They were back on the Goddesss favorite subject again. Fortunately, at that moment a powerful
contralto voice spoke outsde the door. "Wong," it said.

"Throgmorten!" Christopher said. He jumped up in great relief and went to open the door. "He won't hurt
the kitten, will he?"

"Hed better not!" said the Goddess.

But Throgmorten was entirely glad to see dl of them. He ran to the Goddess with histail up and the
Goddess, despite greeting him, "Hallo, you vile cat!" rubbed Throgmorten's ears and was obvioudy
delighted to see him. Throgmorten gave the kitten an ownerlike sniff and then settled down between
Christopher and thefire, purring like arusty clock.

In spite of thisinterruption, it was only ameatter of time before the Goddess got around to school again.
"Y ou got into trouble—didn't you?—when | kept you inthewall,” she said, thoughtfully eating asamon
sandwich. Christopher had to look away.

"I know you did, or you'd have said. What are these funny fishy things?

"Salmon sandwiches," Christopher said with a shudder, and he told her about the way Gabrid had put his
ninth lifein agold ring in order to take hismind off mermaids.

"Without even asking you first?" the Goddess said indignantly. "Now you're the one who'sworst off. Just
let me get settled in a school and I'll think of away to get that life back for you.”

Christopher redlized that the time had come to explain the redities of lifein Series Twelveto the



Goddess. "Look," he said, askindly as he could, "I don't think you can go to school—or not to a
boarding schoal like the onein your books. They cost no end of money. Even the uniforms are
expensve. And you haven't even brought your jewelry to sdll.”

To hissurprise, the Goddess was quite unconcerned. "My jewelry was nearly dl slver. | couldn't bring it
without harming you," she pointed out. "I came prepared to earn the money." Christopher wondered
how. By showing her four armsin afreak show?"| know | will," the Goddess said confidently. "I have
Proudfoot's holy foot as an omen.”

Sheredly did seemto believethis. "My ideawasto write to Dr. Pawson," Christopher said.

"That might help,” the Goddess agreed. "When Milliesfriend Cora Hope-Fforbess father broke his neck
hunting, she had to borrow her school fees. I do know all about these things, you see”

Christopher sighed and conjured some paper and a pen from the schoolroom to write to Dr. Pawson
with. Thisintrigued the Goddess mightily. "How did you do that? Can | learn to do it too?" she wanted to
know.

"Why not?' said Christopher. "Gabrid said you were obvioudy an enchantress. Themainruleisto
visudize the thing you want to bring on its own. When Havian started me conjuring, | kept fetching bits of
wall and tabletoo.”

They spent the next hour or so conjuring things the Goddess needed: more charcod, adirt-tray for the
kitten, socksfor the Goddess, a blanket and several scent-sprays to counteract the strong odor of
Throgmorten. In between, they considered what to write to Dr. Pawson and the Goddess made notes
about it in danting foreign-look ing handwriting. They had not made much progress with the |etter when
the gong sounded distantly for supper. Then Christopher had to agree that the Goddess could conjure his
supper tray to the tower. "But | have to go to the schoolroom firgt,” he warned her, "or the maid that
bringsit will guess. Give mefive minutes."

He arrived at the schoolroom at the same time as the maid. Remembering Flavian's outburst, Christopher
looked at the maid carefully and then smiled at her—at least, it was partly to keep her from suspecting
about the Goddess, but he smiled at her anyway.

The maid was obvioudly delighted to be noticed. She leaned on the table beside the tray and started to
talk. "The police carried off that old woman," she said, "about an hour ago. Kicking and shouting, she
was. Sally and | sneaked into the hall to watch. It was as good asa play!"

"What about Ta—Mordecai Roberts?' Christopher asked.

"Held for further questioning,” said the maid, "with spellsal over him. Poor Mr. Roberts—Sdly said he
looked tired to death when shetook him in his supper. He'sin that little room next the library. | know
he's done wrong, but | keep trying to make an excuse to go in and have a chat with him—cheer himup a
bit. Berthas been in. She got to make up the bed there, lucky thing!"

Christopher was interested, in spite of wishing the maid would go. ™Y ou know Mordecai Roberts then?”

"Know him!" said the maid. "When he was working at the Castle, | reckon wewere al abit sweet on
him." Here Christopher noticed that his supper tray was beginning to jiggle. He dammed his hand down
onit. "You must admit,” the maid said, luckily not looking at thetray, "Mr. Robertsisthat
good-looking—and so pleasant with it. I'll name no names, but there were quite afew girlswho went out
of their way to bump into Mr. Robertsin corridors. Silly thingsl Everyone knew he only had eyesfor
MissRosdie"



"Miss Rosdiel" Christopher exclaimed, more interested than ever, and he held the tray down with dl his
srength. The Goddess clearly thought she had got something wrong and was summoning it mightily.

"Ohyes. It was Mr. Roberts taught Miss Rosalie to play cricket,” said the maid. "But somehow they
never could agree. It was said that it was because of her that Mr. Roberts got himsdlf sent off on that job
in London. Shedid him abad turn, did Miss Rosalie." Then, to Christopher'srelief, she added, "But |
ought to get dong and let you eat your supper beforeit's cold.”

"Yes," Christopher said thankfully, leaning on thetray for al he wasworth and desperately trying not to
seem rude a the same time. "Er—if you do get to see Tac—Mr. Roberts, give him my regards. | met him
in London once."

"Will do," the maid said cheerfully and left at last. Christopher's arms were wesk by then. The tray
exploded out from under his hands and vanished. A good dedl of the table vanished with it. Christopher
pelted back to the tower.

"Youdlly fool!" he began as he opened the door.

The Goddess just pointed to two-thirds of the schoolroom table perched on aworkbench. Both of them
screamed with laughter.

Thiswaswonderfully jolly, Christopher thought, when he had recovered enough to share his supper with
the Goddess and Throgmorten. It was thoroughly compani onable knowing a person who had the same
sort of magic. He had afeding that thiswasthe rea reason why he had kept visiting the Temple of
Asheth. All the same, now that the maid had put Tacroy into his head again, Christopher could not get
him out of it. While he taked and laughed with the Goddess, he could actudly feel Tacroy, downgtairs
somewhere, at the other end of the Castle, and the spells which held him, which were obvioudy
uncomfortable. He could fed that Tacroy had no hope at al.

"Would you help me do something?' he asked the Goddess. "I know | didn't help you—"
"But you did!" said the Goddess. "Y ou're helping me now, without even grumbling about the nuisance.”

"Therésafriend of mine who'saprisoner downgtairs,”" Christopher said. "'l think it's going to take two of
usto break the spellsand get him away safdly.”

"Of course" said the Goddess. She said it S0 readily that Christopher redlized he would haveto tell her
why Tacroy wasthere. If helet her help without telling her what shewasin for, he would be asbad as
Uncle Ralph.

"Wait," hesaid. "I'm asbad asheis." And hetold her about the Wraith and Uncle Ralph's experiments
and even about the mermaids—all of it.

"Gosh!" said the Goddess. It was aword she must have picked up from her Millie books. "You are ina
mess! Did Throgmorten redlly scratch your uncle? Good cat!”

Shewasadl for going to rescue Tacroy at once. Christopher had to hang on to the back of the Norfolk
jacket to stop her. "No, listen!" he said.

"They'redl going to round up the rest of the Wraith gang tomorrow. We can set Tacroy freewhile
they're gone. And if they catch my uncle, Gariel might be so pleased that he won't mind finding Tacroy

gone.
The Goddess consented to wait till morning. Christopher conjured her apair of his pgamas and left her



finishing the salmon sandwiches as a bedtime snack. But, remembering her treachery over the portent, he
took careto sedl the door behind him with the strongest spell he knew.

He was woken up next morning by a churn of milk landing beside his bed. Thiswasfollowed by the
remains of the schoolroom table. Christopher sent both back to the right places and rushed to the tower,
dressing as he went. It looked asif the Goddess was getting impatient.

Hefound her standing helplesdy over ahamper of loaves and a huge ham. "I've forgotten the right way to
send things back," she confessed. "And | boiled that packet of teain the kettle, but it doesn't taste nice.
What did | do wrong?"

Christopher sorted her out as well as he could and chased off to the schoolroom for his own breskfast.
The maid was dready there, holding thetray, looking quizzicd. Christopher smiled at her nervoudy. She
grinned and nodded towards the table. It had al four legs a one end, two of them sticking up into the
ar.

"Oh," hesad."l—er—"

"Come clean,” she said. "It was you disappeared the antique cupsin the dining room, wasn't it? | told the
butler I'd tax you withiit."

"Well, yes," said Christopher, knowing the Goddess was drinking freshly made tea out of one at the
moment. "I'll put them back. They're not broken."

"They'd better not be," said the maid. "They're worth afortune, those cups. Now do you mind putting this
tableto rights so that | can put thistray down before | drop it?' While Christopher was turning the table
to its proper shape, she remarked, "Feding your giftsal of asudden, aren't you? Things keep popping in
and out al over the Castle thismorning. If you'll take my advice, you'll have everything back inits proper
place before ten o'clock. After Monsignor de Witt and the others leave to catch those thieves, the
butler's going to go around checking the whole Castle.”

She stayed and ate some of histoast and marmaade. As she remarked, she had had her breakfast two
hours ago. Her name turned out to be Erica and she was a vauable source of information aswell as
being nice. But Christopher knew he should not have taught the Goddess to conjure. He would never
keep her asecret at thisrate. Then, when Erica had gone and he was free to consider his problems; it
dawned on Christopher that he could solve two of them at one go. All he had to do wasto ask Tacroy to
take the Goddess with him when he escaped. That made it more urgent than ever to get Tacroy free.
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Gabrie de Witt and his assistants left promptly at ten. Everyone gathered in the hal around the
five-pointed star, some of them carrying leather cases, some smply in outdoor clothes. Mogt of the
footmen and two of the stable-hands were going, too. Everyone looked sober and determined and
Favian, for one, looked outright nervous. He kept running his finger around his high starched collar.
Christopher could see him swesting even from the top of the sairs.

Christopher and the Goddess watched from behind the marble balustrade near the black door of
Gabrid'sstudy. They wereinsde avery carefully constructed cloud of invisibility, which blotted out the
two of them completely but not Throgmorten trotting at their heels. Throgmorten had refused to come
near enough to be blotted out too, but nothing would stop him following them.

"Leave him," the Goddess said. "He knowswhat I'd do to him if he givesus away."



Asthe silver-voiced clock over thelibrary struck ten, Gabrid came out of his study and stalked down the
dtaircase, wearing a hat even taller and shinier than Papas. Throgmorten, to Christopher's rdlief, ignored
him. But he felt a strong wrench of worry about Mama. She was certainly going to be arrested, and al
she had done wasto bdlieve thelies Uncle Ralph had told her.

Gabrid reached the hal and took alook around to seethat al histroops were ready. When he saw they
were, he pulled on apair of black gloves and paced into the center of the five-pointed star, where he
went on pacing, growing smaler and smaler and further away as hewaked. Miss Rosdie and Dr.
Simonson followed and began to diminish, too. The others went after them two by two. When there was
only atiny, distant black line of them, Christopher said, "I think we can go now."

They began to creep downgtairs, ill in the cloud of invighility. The distant line of Gabrid'stroops
disappeared before they were three stairs down. They went faster. But they were still only hafway down
when things began to go wrong.

Flamesburst out al over the surface of the star. They were maignant-looking green-purple flameswhich
filled the hal with vile-amdling green smoke. "What isit?" the Goddess coughed.

"They're using dragons blood,” Christopher said. He meant to sound soothing, but he found he was
garing uneasly a those flames.

All a once, the pentacle thundered up into atall five-pointed fire, ten feet, twenty feet high. The
Goddesssinvisible hair frizzled. Before they could back up the stairs out of range, the flames had parted,
leaning mgjesticdly to left and right. Out of the ggp Miss Rosdie sumbled, pulling Flavian by onearm.
Following them came Dr. Simonson dragging a screaming sorceress—Beryl, Christopher thought her
namewas. By thistime, he was standing stock till, staring at the utter rout of Gabriel'stroops. Singed
and wretched and staggering, all the people who had just set off came pouring back through the gap in
the flames and backed away to the Sdes of the hal with their aams up in front of their faces, coughing in
the green smoke.

Christopher looked and looked, but he could not see Gabrid de Witt anywhere among them.

As soon as Frederick Parkinson and the last footman had staggered out into the hall, the flames dipped
and died, leaving the pink marble and the dome stained green. The pentagram shimmered into little blades
of fire burning over blackness. Uncle Ralph came carefully stepping out among the flames. He had along
gun under one arm and what seemed to be abag in his hand. Christopher was reminded of nothing so
much as one of his Chant uncles going shooting over astubblefield. Probably it was Uncle Raph's
freckled tweeds which put that into hismind. Rather sadly, he wished he had known more about people
when he first met Uncle Ralph. He had afoxy, shoddy look. Christopher knew he would never admire
someone like Uncle Ral ph now.

"Would you like me to throw amarble wash-stand a him?* whispered the Goddess.
"Wait—I think he's an enchanter too," Christopher whispered back.

"CHRISTOPHER!" shouted Uncle Raph. The greened dome rang with it. " Christopher, where are you
hiding? | can fed you near. Come out, or you'l regret it!"

Reuctantly, Christopher parted the invisibility around himself and stepped to the middle of the Saircase.
"What happened to Gabrid de Witt?' he said.

Uncle Raph laughed. "This." He threw the bag he was carrying so that it Soread and skidded to astop at
the foot of the stairs. Christopher stared down—rather as he had stared down at Tacroy— &t along,



limp, transparent shape that was unquestionably Gabrid de Witt's. "That's hiseighth lifethere” said Uncle
Raph. "I did that with those weapons you brought me from Series One, Christopher. Thisoneworksa
treat." He patted the gun under hisarm. "'l spread the rest of hislives out all over the Related Worlds. He
won't trouble us again. And the other weapons you brought me work even better.” He gave his mustache
ady tweak and grinned up at Christopher. "'l had them al set up to meet de Witt'sfolk and took the
magic out of them in atwinkling. None of them can cast aspell to save their lives now. So thereé's nothing
to stop us working together just like the old days. Y ou are still working for me, aren't you,

Christopher?'

"No," said Christopher, and stood there expecting to have hisremaining lives blasted in dl directions next
second.

Uncle Raph only laughed. "Y es, you are, stupid boy. Y ou're unmasked. All these people stlanding here
know you were my main carrier now. Y ou have to work with me or go to prison—and I'm moving into
this Castle with you to make sure of you."

Therewas along, warbling cry from behind Christopher. A ginger streak shot downgtairs past him. Uncle
Raph stared, saw his danger, and made to raise his gun. But Throgmorten was amost on him by then.
Uncle Raph redlized he had no time to shoot and prudently vanished instead, in aspird of green steam.
All Throgmorten got of him was athree-cornered piece of tweed with some blood onit. Hestood ina
frustrated arch on the blackened pentacle, spitting hisrage.

Christopher raced down the stairs. " Shut dl the doors!" he shouted to the stunned, staring Castle people.
"Don' let Throgmorten out of the hdl! | want him on guard to stop Uncle Ra ph coming back.”

"Don't be stupid!" the Goddess shouted, galloping after him, visble to everyone. "Throg-morten'sa
Temple cat—he understands speech. Just ask him."

Christopher wished he had known that before. Since it was too late to do anything much about anything
else, he kndlt on the greenishly charred floor and spoke to Throgmorten. " Can you guard this pentacle,
please, and make sure Uncle Ral ph doesn't come back? Y ou know Uncle Ralph wanted to cut you to
pieces? Wdll, you can cut him to piecesif he showsup again.”

"Wong!" Throgmorten agreed with histail lashing enthusiasticaly. He sat himsdf down a one point of the
dar and stared fixedly at it, as till asif he were watching agiant mousehole. Malice oozed out of every
hair of him.

It was clear Uncle Ralph would not get past Throgmorten in ahurry. Christopher stood up to find himsalf
and the Goddess insde aring of Gabriel's dejected hel pers. Most of them were staring at the Goddess.

"Thisismy friend the G—Millie" hesad.
"Pleasad to meet you," Havian said wanly.

Dr. Simonson swept Flavian aside. "Wl what are we going to do now?" he said. "Gabrid's gone and
we're [eft with this brat—who turns out to be the little crook | dways suspected he was—and not a spell
to rub together between us! What | say—"

"Wemust inform the Miniger," said Mr. Wilkinson thelibrarian.

"Now wait amoment,” said Miss Rosdlie. "The Minister's only aminor warlock, and Christopher said he
wasn't working for the Wraith anymore.”

"That child would say anything," said Dr. Simonson.



Intheir usual way, they were behaving asif Christopher was not there. He beckoned to the Goddess and
backed out from among them, leaving them crowded around Miss Rosdie arguing.

"What are we doing?' the Goddess asked.

"Getting Tacroy out before they think of stopping us," said Christopher. "After that, | want to make sure
Throgmorten catches Uncle Ralph, evenif it'sthelast thing | do.”

They found Tacroy ditting dgjectedly by the table in an empty little room. From the tumbled look of the
camp bed in the corner, Tacroy had not managed to get much deep that night. The door of the room was
half open and &t first Sght there seemed no reason why Tacroy did not smply walk out. But now the
Goddess had made it clear to Christopher what witch sight was, al he had to do was ook at the room
the way helooked at The Place Between to understand why Tacroy stayed where he was. There were
strands of spell across the doorway. The floor was knee-deep in more, criss-crossed al over. Tacroy
himsdf wasingde a perfect mass of other spells, intricately knotted over him, particularly around his
head.

"Y ou were right about it needing two of us," the Goddess said. ™Y ou do him, and I'll go and look for a
broom and do the rest.”

Christopher pushed through the spells over the door and waded through the others until he reached
Tacroy. Tacroy did not look up. Perhaps he could not even see Christopher or hear him. Christopher
began gently picking the spells undone, rather in the way you untie amass of tight knots around a parcd,
and because it was s0 boring and fiddly, he talked to Tacroy while he worked. He talked dl thetime the
Goddess was gone. Naturally, most of what he told him was about that cricket match. ™Y ou missed that
deliberately, didn't you?' he said. "Were you afraid I'd give you away?' Tacroy gave no sign of having
heard, but as Christopher went on to tell him the way Miss Rosdlie batted and how bad Flavian was, the
hard tired lines of hisface gradually smoothed out behind the strands of spell, and he grew morelike the
Tacroy Christopher knew from The Place Between.

"So, thanks to you teaching me, we won by two runs,” Christopher was saying, when the Goddess
regppeared with the broom Miss Rosdlie used to chase Throgmorten with and started sweeping the
room-spellsinto hegps asif they were cobwebs.

Tacroy amost smiled. Christopher told him who the Goddess was and then explained what had just
happened in the hal. The smile clouded avay from Tacroy'sface. He said, alittlethickly, "Then | rather
wasted my time trying to keep you out of it, didn't 17?7

"Not realy," said Christopher, wrestling with a spell-knot above Tacroy's | eft ear.

The bitter lines came back to Tacroy'sface. "Don't run away with theideathat I'm aknight in shining
armor," hesaid. "l knew what wasin most of those parcels.”

"The mermaids?' Christopher asked. It was the most important question he had ever asked.

"Not till afterwards," Tacroy admitted. "But you notice | didn't siop when | knew. When | first met you, |
would have reported you quite cheerfully to Gabriel de Witt if you hadn't been so smal. And | knew
Gabrid had some kind of atrap set up in Series Ten that time you lost alife. | just hadn't expected it
would bethat lethd. And—"

"Stow it, Tacroy," said Christopher.

"Tacroy?' said Tacroy. "Isthat my spirit name?' When Christopher nodded, concentrating on the knot,



Tacroy muttered, "Well, that's one less hold they have." Then asthe Goddess, having dedlt with the
room-spdlls, came and leaned on her broom, watching his face as Christopher worked, he said, "Y ou'll
know me again, young lady."

The Goddess nodded. "Y ou're like Christopher and me, aren't you? Theré's apart of you that's
somewheredse.”

Tacroy's face flushed asudden red. Christopher could fed swest on it under hisfingers. Very surprised,
he asked, "Where is therest of you?'

He saw Tacroy's eyes swivel towards his, imploringly. " Series Eleven—don't ask any more! Don't ask
me!" he said. "Under these spells|'d haveto tell you and then wed all catchit!”

He sounded so desperate that Christopher considerately did not ask any more—though he could not
resist exchanging alook with the Goddess— and worked until he got that knot undone at last. It proved
to be the key knot. The rest of the spell at oncefell away in dissolving strands around Tacroy's
handmade boots. Tacroy stood up siffly and stretched.

"Thanks," hesaid. "What ardief! Y ou can't imagine how vileit feds having anet bag around your spirit.
What now?"

"Start running,” said Christopher. "Do you want meto break the spells around the groundsfor ...

Tacroy's arms stopped in the middle of a stretch. "Now you stow it!" he said. "From what you said,
theré's no one gpart from you two youngsters and mein this Castle with any magic worth speaking of,
and your uncle could come back any minute. And you expect mejust to walk out?'

"Well—" Christopher began.

But at that moment, Miss Rosalie came in with Dr. Simonson and most of the rest of Gabrid's staff
crowding behind her. "Why, Mordeca!" she said brightly. "Do | actudly hear you uttering anoble
FEntiment?”’

Tacroy took hisarms down and folded them. "Strictly practica,” he said. "Y ou know me, Rosdie. Have
you cometo lock me up again? | can't see you doing it without your magic, but you're welcometo try."

Miss Rosalie drew herself up to amgestic five feet. "l wasn't coming to seeyou at dl," shesaid. "We
were looking for Christopher. Christopher, we're going to have to ask you to take over asthe next
Chrestomanci, at least for the moment. The Government will probably appoint some other enchanter in
the end, but thisis such acriss. Do you think you can do it, dear?"

They wereal staring at Christopher apped-ingly, even Dr. Smonson. Christopher wanted to laugh. Y ou
knew I'd haveto," he said, "and | will on two conditions. | want Mordecai Roberts set free and not
arrested again afterwards. And | want the G—Miillie as my chief helper and she'sto be paid by being
sent to boarding school.”

"Anything you want, dear,” Miss Rosdie said hadlily.
"Good," said Christopher. "Then let's go back to the hall.”

Inthe hal, people were gathering dejectedly under the green-stained dome. The butler wasthere and
two men in cook’s hats, and the housekeeper with most of the maids and footmen. "Tell them to get the
gardeners and the stable people, too,” Christopher said, and went to look at the five-pointed star where
Throgmorten sat watching. By screwing up hiseyes and forcing hiswitch sght to its utmost, he could see



atiny round space in the middle of the sar—asort of ghostly mousehole— which Throgmorten never
took his eyes off. Throgmorten had quite impressive magic. On the other hand, Throgmorten would be
only too pleased if Uncle Ralph came back. "How do we stop someone coming through?' Christopher
asked.

Tacroy ran to a cupboard under the staircase and came back with an armful of queer candlesin
star-shaped holders. He showed Christopher and the Goddess where to put them and what words to
say. Then he had Christopher stand back and conjure al the candlesto flame. Tacroy was, Christopher
redlized, among other things, afully trained magician. Asthe candlesflared up, Throg-morten'stail
twitched scornfully.

"The cat'sright,” Tacroy said. "Thiswould stop most people, but with the amount of dragons blood your
uncle has stored away, he could break through any time he wants."

"Then well catch him when he does," Christopher said. He knew what he would do himsdlf, if he knew
Throgmorten was lying in wait, and he was fairly sure Uncle Ralph would do the same. He suspected
their minds worked the same way. If he wasright, it would take Uncle Ralph alittle time to get ready.

By thistime, quite acrowd of people had come into the hall through the big front door, where they were
standing clutching their caps and awkwardly brushing earth off their boots. Christopher went to and a
little way up the staircase, looking down on the long, limp remains of Gabrid de Witt and everyone's
faces, anxious and depressed, lit haf by greenish daylight from the stained dome and hdf by the flames of
the strange candles. He knew just what needed saying. And he was surprised to find he was enjoying
himsdlf hugdly.

He shouted, "Hands up everyone who can do magic.”

Most of the gardeners hands went up and so did a couple of the stable lads. When he looked at the
indoor people, he saw the butler's hand was up and one of the cooks. There was the bootboy who had
worked the Scoreboard and three of the maids, one of whom was Erica. Tacroy's hand was up and so
was the Goddess's. Everyone else was looking at the floor, dismally.

Christopher shouted, "Now hands up anyone who can do woodwork or metalwork."

Quite anumber of the dismal people put their hands up, looking surprised. Dr. Smonson was one,
Flavian was another. All the stable people had their hands up, and the gardenerstoo. Good. Now all
they needed was encouragement.

"Right," said Christopher. "Weve got two thingsto do. Weve got to keep my uncle out of here until
we're ready to catch him. And we've got to get Gabrid de Witt back.”

The second thing made everyone murmur with surprise, and then with hope. Christopher knew he had

been right to say it, even though he was not sure it could be done—and asfar as his own fedings went,
Gabriel could stay in eight limp piecesfor therest of both their lives. He found he was enjoying himself

more than ever.

"That'swhat | said,” he said. "My uncle didn't kill Gabriel. He just scattered dl hislives. Well haveto find
them and put them together. But firs—" He looked at the greened glass of the dome and the chanddlier
that hung from it onitslong chain. "I want abirdcage-thing made, big enough to cover the pentacle, and
hung from there, so that it can be triggered by aspell to come down over anything that triesto get
through.” He pointed to Dr. Smonson. "Y ou'rein charge of making it. Collect everyone who can do
woodwork and metal-work, but make sure some of them can do magic too. | want it reinforced with
spellsto stop anyone breaking out of it."



Dr. Simonson's beard began to jut in aproud, responsible way. He gave adightly mocking bow. "It shdll
be done."

Christopher supposed he deserved that. The way he was behaving would have had the Last Governess
accusing him of having aswelled head. But then he was beginning to suspect that he worked best when
he was feding bumptious. He was annoyed with the Last Governess for sopping him redizing this
before.

"But before anyone starts on the birdcage,” he said, "the spells around the grounds need reinforcing, or
my unclewill try to bring the Wraith organization in that way. | want everyone except Ta—Mordecai and
the G—M illieto go dl around the fences and walls and hedges casting every spdll they can think of that

will keep people out."

That made amixed murmur. Gardeners and housemaids looked at one another doubtfully. One of the
gardeners handswent up. "Mr. McLintock, Head Gardener," he announced himself. "'I'm not questioning
your wisdom, lad—just wishing to explain that our specidty is growing things, green fingers, and thelike,
and not any too much to do with defense.”

"But you can grow cactuses and bushes with long spines and ten-foot nettles and so on, can't you?"
Chrigtopher said.

Mr. McLintock nodded, with apawky sort of grin. "Aye. Thistles, too, and poisonivy."

This emboldened the cook to put hishand up. " Je suis chefde cuising," hesaid. "A cook only. My
magic iswith the good food."

"l bet you can reverseit," said Christopher. "Go and poison the wdls. Or if you can't, hang rotten steaks
and mouldy souffles on them.”

"Not snce my student days have I—" the cook began indignantly. But this seemed to bring back
memoriesto him. A wistful look came over hisface, which wasfollowed by aglesful grin. "1 will try,” he
sad.

Now Ericas hand was up. "If you please,” she said, "me and Sally and Bertha can only redly do little
things—charms and sendings and the like.”

"Well go and do them—as many asyou can,” Christopher said. "A wall isbuilt brick by brick after al.”
That expression pleased him. He caught the Goddesss eye. "If you can't think what charmsto work,
consult my assgtant, Millie. She'sfull of ideas.”

The Goddess grinned. So did the bootboy. From the look on hisface, he was full of appalling notions
which he could hardly wait to try.

Christopher watched the bootboy troop out with the gardeners, the cook and the maids, and rather
envied him.

He beckoned Havian over. "Havian, theres till loads of magic | don't know. Would you mind standing
by to teach me things asthey come up?"

"Wadl, I-—" Havian gave an embarrassed Sdeways ook a Tacroy leaning on the banisters below
Christopher. "Mordecai could do that just aswell."

"Yes, but I'm going to need him to go into trances and look for Gabrid'slives," said Christopher.



"Areyou indeed?' said Tacroy. "And Gabrid's going to burst into tears of joy when he seesme, isn't
I,EI?I

"I'll gowith you," said Christopher.

"Quitelikeold times," said Tacroy. "Gabriel's going to burst into tears when he seesyou, too. What it is
to beloved!" Hiseyesflickered over at MissRosdlie. "If only | had my young lady who playsthe harp
now—"

"Don't be absurd, Mordecal," said Miss Rosdie. "Y ou shdl have everything you need. What do you
want the rest of usto do, Christopher? Mr. Wilkinson and | are no good at woodwork, and nor are
Beryl and Yolande."

"You can act as advisers," said Christopher.

19

The next twenty-four hours were the busiest Christopher had ever spent. They held a council-of-war in
Gabrid'stwilight office, where Christopher discovered that some of the dark pand s rolled back to
connect it with the rooms on ether side. Christopher had the desks and the typewriting machines shoved
to thewalls and turned the whole space into one big operations room. It was much lighter like that, and
became more and more crowded and busy as the various plans were set up. There were, everyonetold
Christopher, many different ways of divining whether aliving person was present in aworld. Mr.
Wilkinson had whole lists of methods. It was agreed that they try to use these to narrow down Tacroy's
search for Gabriel. One of every kind was set up, but since nobody was sure if Gabrid's separated lives
quite counted as dive, they al had to be set to maximum strength, and it turned out that, apart from
Christopher, only the Goddess had strong enough magic to activate them and tune them from Seriesto
Series. But anyone could watch them. The room was soon full of tense helpers staring into globes,
mirrors, pools of mercury or ink, and spare sheets coated with liquid crystal, while the Goddess was kept
busy adjusting the various spells and making achart, in her foreign writing, of the readingsfrom al the
devices.

Miss Rosdlie ingsted that the council-of-war should aso decide how to tell the Ministry what was going
on, but that never did get decided, because Christopher kept getting called away. First, Dr. Simonson
caled him down to the hal to explain how they planned to make the birdcage. Dr. Simonson was taking
it much more serioudy than Christopher expected. "It's highly unorthodox,” he said, "but who cares so
long asit catches our man?'

Christopher was halfway upstairs again when the butler came to tell Christopher that they had done all
they could think of to defend the grounds, and would Master Christopher come and see? So Christopher
went—and marveled. The main gates, and the other smaller ones, were hung with curses and dripping
poison. Brambles with six-inch thorns had been grown aong the walls, while the hedges put Christopher
in mind of Seeping Beauty's castle, o high and thick with thorns, nettles and poison weeds were they.
Ten-foot thistles and giant cactus guarded the fences, and every single weak place had been
booby-trapped by the bootboy. He demonstrated, using his pet ferret, how anything that stepped here
would become a caterpillar; or here would sink into bottomless sewage; or here would be seized by giant
lobster claws; or here— anyway, he had made nineteen booby traps, each one nastier than the last.
Christopher ran back to the Castle thinking that if they did manage to get Gabriel back, he would haveto
ask him to promote the bootboy. He was too good to waste on boots.

Back in the operations room, he had a set of magic mirrors set up, each focused on adifferent part of the
defenses, so that they would know at once if anyonetried to attack. Flavian was just showing him how to



activate the spdlls painted on the backs of the mirrors, when it was the housekeeper's turn to interrupt.
"Master Christopher, this Castleisn't supplied to stand asiege. How am | to get the butcher and the
baker and the milk through? Theré's alot of mouthsto feed here.”

Christopher had to make alist of when the ddliveries arrived, so that he and the Goddess could conjure
them through at the right moment. The Goddess pinned it up beside the mirror-watch rota, the divining
charts, the duty rota, the patrol rota— the wall was getting covered with ligts.

Inthe midst of dl this, two ladies caled Y olande and Beryl (whom Christopher still could not tell apart)
sat themselves down at the typewriters and started to clatter away. "We may not be sorceresses any
longer," said Beryl (unless shewas Y olande), "but that doesn't stop ustrying to keep the usua business
running. We can dedl with urgent inquiries or advice é least.”

Shortly they were calling Christopher away, too. "Thetroubleis,” Y olande (unless her name was Beryl)
confessed, "Gabrid usudly signsdl theletters. We don't think you should forge his signature, but we
wondered if you smply wrote Chrestomanci—?"

"Before you conjure the mailbag down to the Post Officefor us," Beryl (or maybe Y olande) added.

They showed Christopher how to set the sign of anine-lifed enchanter on the word Chrestomanci, to
protect it from being used againgt him in witchcraft. Christopher had great fun devel oping adashing style
of sgnature, Sizzling with the enchanter's mark that kept it safe even from Uncle Ralph. It occurred to him
then that he was enjoying himsdf more than he ever had donein hislife. Pgpahad beenright. Heredly
was cut out to be the next Chrestomanci. But suppose he hadn't been? Christopher thought, making
another Szzling signature. It was Ssmply luck that he was. Well then, he thought, something could have
been done about it. There had been no need at al to fed trapped.

Someone called him from the other end of the room then. I think I've got much the most restful job,"
Tacroy laughed up at him from the couch in the middle, where he was preparing to go into hisfirst trance.
They had agreed that Tacroy should try awhole lot of short trances, to cover as many worlds as
possible. And Miss Rosdlie had agreed to play the harp for him, despite not having any magic. She was
sitting on the end of the couch. As Christopher passed, Tacroy shut his eyes and Miss Rosdlie struck a
swest rippling chord. Tacroy's eyes shot open. "For crying out loud, woman! Are you trying to clog my
Spirit in toffee or something? Don't you know any reasonable musc?'

"As| remember, you aways object to anything | play!" Miss Rosdieretorted. "So | shal play something
| like, regardiess”

"| hate your tastein music!" Tacroy snarled.

"Cam down, or you won't go into atrance. | don't want to have sore fingers for nothing!" Miss Rosdie
snapped.

They reminded Christopher of something—of someone. He looked back on hisway over to the pool of
ink where Flavian was beckoning. Tacroy and Miss Rosdlie were staring at each other, both making sure
the other knew their fedings were deeply hurt. Who have | seen look like that before? Christopher
wondered. Undernegath, he could tell, Tacroy and Miss Rosdlie were longing to stop being rude to one
another, but both too proud to make the first move. Who was that like?

As Christopher bent over the pool of ink, he got it. Papaand Mamal They had been exactly the same!

When the pool of ink was showing World C in Series Eight, Christopher went back past MissRosdie
garing stormily ahead and playing ajig, to where Y olande and Beryl were typing. "Can | send someone



an officid letter of my own?" he asked.
"Just dictate,” Y olande (or possibly Beryl) said, with her fingers on the keys.

Christopher gave her Dr. Pawson's address. "Dear Sir,” he said, intheway al the letters he had signed
went. "This office would be obliged if you would divine the whereabouts of Mr. Cosmo Chant, last
heard of in Japan, and forward his addressto Mrs. Miranda Chant, last heard of living in Kensington.”
Blushing a bit, he asked, "Will that do?"

"For Dr. Pawson," Beryl (or perhaps Y olande) said, "you have to add, 'The customary fee will be
forwarded.' Dr. Pawson never works without afee. I'll put the request through Accountsfor you. Mr.
Wilkinson needs you at the quicksilver bowl now."

While Christopher rushed back across the room, the Goddess remembered that Proudfoot the kitten
would be starving by then. He conjured her from the tower room, scarf, bottle and al. One of the helpers
ran for milk. It took awhile. Proudfoot, impatient with the delay, opened eyeslike two chips of sapphire

Even when an ordinary kitten opensits eyesfor thefirst time, it is aremarkable moment. Since Proudfoot
was an Asheth Temple cat, the effect was startling. She suddenly had a persondity at least as strong as
Throgmorten's, except that it seemed to be just the opposite. She was passed from hand to hand for
peopleto take turns at cooing over her and feeding her. Flavian was so besotted with her that he would
not let go of her until Tacroy came out of histrance, very dejected because he had not been able to sense
Gabrid in any of the three worlds he had visited. Flavian gave him Proudfoot to cheer him up. Tacroy put
her under his chin and purred at her, but Miss Rosdie took her away in order to give Tacroy astrong
cup of teaingtead, and then spent the next half hour doting on Proudfoot herself.

All this devotion seemed to Christopher to be unfair to Throgmorten. He went out on the Sairsto seeif
Throgmorten was dl right, where he paused for amoment, struck with how different it all was. The green
from the dragons blood was fading, but there was till quite agreenish tingein the light from the dome.
Under it, Dr. Simonson, Frederick Parkinson, and acrowd of helpers were sawing, hammering, and
welding in their shirt-deeves. The hall waslittered with timber, tools, and metal rods, and more helpers
were consgtantly bringing further wood and tools in through the open front door. Various people sat on
the stairs drinking cups of teawhile they waited to take aturn in front of the divining spells. If someone
had told Christopher aweek ago that Chrestomanci Castle would look like arather disorderly
workshop, he would never have believed him, he thought.

The candleswere ill burning, flaring Sdewaysin the draft from the front door, and therein the
blackened pentacle Throgmorten sat like a statue, staring fiercely at his Uncle Ralph mousehole.
Christopher was glad to see that he was surrounded by al that a cat could desire. An earth-tray, a bowl
of milk, saucers of fish, aplate of meat and a chicken wing had been carefully pushed between the
candle-holdersto the edges of the star. But Throgmorten wasignoring it all.

It was clear no one had liked to disturb Gabrie'slife. It was till lying on the floor where Uncle Raph had
thrown it, limp and transparent. Someone had carefully fenced it off with black rope tied around four
chairsfrom thelibrary. Christopher stared down at it. No wonder Tacroy couldn't find anything and none
of thedivining spells showed anything, if al the liveswere like this, he was thinking, when one of the
gardenersran in through the front door and waved at him urgently.

"Can you come and look?" he panted. "We don't know if it's the Wraith or not. There's hundreds of
them, dl around the groundsin fancy-dress-likel"

"I'll look inthe mirrors," Christopher called back. He raced back into the operations room to the magic



mirrors. The one trained on the main gate was giving a perfect view of the peculiar soldiers staring
through the bars. They wore short tunics and silver masks and they were dl carrying spears.
Christopher's ssomach jumped nastily at the sight. He turned around and looked at the Goddess. She
waswhite,

"It'sthe Arm of Asheth,” she whispered. "They've found me."

"I'll go and make surethey can't get in," Christopher said. He ran back down the stairs and through the
hall and then out into the grounds with the gardener. On the lawn, Mr. McLintock waslining up dl the
rest of the outside workers and making sure each of them had a billhook or a sharp hoe.

"I'm not |etting any of those heathen bodiesinto my gardens,” he said.

"Y es, but those spears are deadly. Y ou'll have to keep everyone out of throwing range," Christopher
sad. Hefelt asharp stabbing pain in his chest just at the thought.

He went around the grounds with Mr. McLintock, as near asthey dared to the fences and walls. The
soldiers of the Arm of Asheth werejust sanding outside, asif the spells were keeping them out, but to be
on the safe Sde, Christopher doubled the strength of each one as he cameto it. The distant glimpses he
got of slver masks and spear points made him fed ill.

As heturned and hurried back to the Castle, he redlized diat he was not enjoying himself any longer. He
felt weak and young and anxious. Uncle Ralph was one thing, but he knew he just did not know how to
dedl with the Arm of Asheth. If only Gabrid was herel he found himself thinking. Gabrid knew al about
the Temple of Asheth. Probably he could have sent the soldiers away with one cool, dry word. And then,
Christopher thought, he'd punish me for hiding the Goddess here when he told me not to, but even that
would beworthiit.

He went back through the hall, where the birdcage was only a pile of sawed wood and three bent rods.
He knew it would be nothing like ready by the night, and Uncle Ralph was bound to try to come back
tonight. Past Gabrid's limp fenced-off life he went, and up the stairsinto the operations room, to find
Tacroy coming out of another trance shaking his head dismdly. The Goddess was white and trembling
and everyone e se was exasperated because none of the various shadows and flickersin the divining
spells seemed to be anything to do with Gabrid.

"| think I'd better conjure out atelegram to the Ministry to send in the army,” Christopher said
degectedly.

"Y ou'll do no such thing!" snapped Miss Rosdie. She made Christopher and the Goddess it beside
Tacroy on the couch and made them dl drink the hot, sweet tea that Erica had just brought in. "Now
listen, Christopher,” she said. "If you let the Ministry know what's happened to Gabrid, they'll indgst on
sending some adult enchanter to take over, and hewon't be the dightest good because his magic won't
be as strong as yours. Y ou're the only nine-lifed enchanter left. We need you to put Gabrid back
together when we find him. Y ou're the only one who can. And it'snot asif the Arm of Asheth can get
into the grounds, isit?' "No—I doubled the spdlls," Christopher said.

"Good," said Miss Rosdie. "Then we're no worse off than we were. | didn't argue al this through with
Dr. Simonson just to have you let me down, Christopher! Well find Gabriel before long and then
everythingwill bedl right, you'll see”

"Mother Proudfoot always says the darkest hour is before the dawn,” the Goddess put in. But she did
not say it asif shebeievedit.



Asif to prove Mother Proudfoot right, Christopher was just finishing histeawhen Flavian cried out, "Oh,
| understand now!" Flavian was sitting at the big dark desk trying to make sense of dl the shadows and
flickers showing up on the divining spells. All the people sitting dumped around the operations room sat
up and looked at him hopefully. "It'staking Gabridl'slivesalong timeto sdttle” Flavian said. "There are
clear sgnsof one drifting about Series Nine, and another in Series Two, but neither of them have come
down into aworld yet. | think we may find that the rest of them are il floating about the World Edgeif
weretunedl the spdls.”

Tacroy jumped up and cameto look over Flavian's shoulder. ™Y ou may beright at that!" he said. "The
onetimel thought | caught awhiff of Gabriel was on the World Edge near Series One. Does anything
show up there?'

The World Edge meant The Place Between, Christopher thought, as he hurried with the Goddess to
adjust al the divining gpparatus. "1 can go and climb about there and bring themin,” he said.

Therewas an ingtant outcry against him. "No," said Favian. "I'm till your tutor and | forbid it.”
"We need you hereto deal with your uncle,” Tacroy said.

"Y ou can't leave me here with the Arm of Asheth!" said the Goddess. "Besides, what happensif you lose
another life?"

"Exactly," said MissRosdlie. "Y our lagt lifeis shut in the safe under charms only Gaboriel can bresk. You
daren't risk losing another one. Well just have to wait until the lives settle. Then we can set up a properly
guarded Gate and send you through to collect them."

With even the Goddess againgt him, Christopher gave in for the moment. He knew he could aways
snesk off to The Place Between if he needed to. Just now, Uncle Ra ph was more important than Gabriel
and probably more of adanger even than the Arm of Asheth.

He arranged watches and patrols for the night with Tacroy and Mr. McLintock. They had supper
camped about the hall and up the stairs, under the ladders and planks Dr. Simonson was using to lower
the chanddlier. At this stage, the birdcage was till only a collection of meta hoops and wooden rods.
The cooks carried cauldrons and casseroles to Dr. Simonson's team as they worked, so that they could
carry on until the daylight failed, but Christopher knew they were not going to get it finished that day.
Throgmorten came off duty long enough to eat a plate of caviar to strengthen him for the night's work.
Proudfoot was taken to the kitchen for safety, to be doted on there, and everyone settled down tensely
for the night.

Christopher had arranged the watches so that there was always a mixture of able-bodied people with
onesthat till had magic. Hetook the first watch himsalf. The Goddess took the next one. Christopher
was adeep in the library next to Frederick Parkinson when something happened in the middle of the
Goddess's watch. The Goddess was panting and flustered and said she was sure Uncle Ralph had tried
to come through the pen-tacle. "'l conjured him away," she kept saying. There was certainly awild
hullaballoo from Throgmorten. But by the time Christopher got there dl he saw was awisp of steam
risng from the invisble mousehole and Throgmorten pacing around it like afrustrated tiger.

Oddly enough, there was no smell of dragons blood. It looked asif Uncle Raph had either been testing
their defenses or trying to deceive them about his plans. Thered attack came just before dawn, when
Tacroy and the bootboy were on watch. And it came from outside the Castle grounds. Bellsrang all over
the Castle, showing that the spells had been breached. As Christopher pelted across the dewy lawn, he
thought that the screams, yells and clangs coming from the walls would have woken everyone even if the
bells had not rung. Again he got there too late. He arrived to find Tacroy and the bootboy furiousy



chanting spdlstofill two gapsin Mr. McLintock's vast spiny hedge. He could dimly seeafew figuresin
slver armor milling about beyond the gaps. Christopher hagtily reinforced the spellsfor al he wasworth.

"What happened?' he panted.

"The Wraith seemsto have waked into the Arm of Asheth,” Tacroy said, shiveringinthe early mist. "It's
anill wind." While the gardeners hurried up with cactusesto fill the gaps and the bootboy booby-trapped
them, he said he thought that asmall army of the Wraith's men had tried to break into the grounds. But
the Arm of Asheth must have thought the Wraith was attacking them and accidentally defended the
Cadtle. At dl events, the attackers had run for their lives.

Christopher sniffed the reek of dragons blood in the mist and thought Tacroy was certainly right.

By the time he got back to the Castle, it was light enough for Dr. Simonspn and his helpersto be hard at
work again. Flavian was stumbling about the operations room, pale and yawning from having been up dl
night. "1 was right about Gabrid'slives" he said jubilantly. "They'redl settling down into the Related
Worlds. I've got six of them more or less pinpointed now—though | can't spot the seventh at dll yet. |
suggest you go and collect those six anyway as soon as they've finished that lobster pot of yours.”

The Lobgter Pot, as everyone cameto cal it, was hoisted triumphantly up into the air above the pentacle
soon after breakfast. Christopher jumped into the star himsdlf to test it. The spell tripped, just asit was
supposed to, and the cage came crashing down around him. Throgmorten looked up irritably.
Christopher grinned and tried to conjure the thing away. It would not budge. He rattled the flimsy bars
with his hands and tried to heave up one edge, but he could not budge it that way either. In something of
apanic, heredized that the thing wasimpossible to get out of, even though he had set most of the spells
onit himsdf.

"Y our face was rather astudy," the Goddess said, with aweak chuckle. ™Y ou should have seen the relief
on it when they hauled it up again!” The Goddesswas not at all happy. She was pale and nervousin spite
of trying to joke.

She has only onelife, Christopher reminded himsdlf, and the Arm of Asheth iswaiting outsdefor her.
"Why don't you come with meto collect Gabrid'slives?' hesaid. "It will puzzle the Arm of Asheth no
end if you start hopping from world to world.”

"Oh may 1?' the Goddess said gladly. "I fed soresponsible”

There had been much discussion, some of it very learned, among Flavian, Beryl, Y olande and Mr.
Wilkinson about how to collect Gabrid's lives. Christopher had no idea there were so many waysto
send peopleto different worlds. Miss Rosdlie settled it by saying briskly, "We set up a Gate herein this
room and send Mordecal into atrance with a spirit-trace so that we can focus the Gate on him as soon
ashefindsa Gabrid. Then Christopher and Millie go through and persuade the Gabrid that he's needed
at the Castle. What could be smpler?

Many things could have been smpler, Christopher thought, as he and the Goddess worked on the
complex magics of the Gate to Flavian's endless, patient ingtructions. He felt dow and reluctant anyway.
Even though only Gabriel could give him hisninth life back, even though Gabriel was desperately needed,
Christopher did not want him back. All the fun would end then. Everything in the Castle would go quiet
and respectable and grown-up again. Only the fact that he always liked working on magic that redlly did
something kept Christopher working properly on the Gate.

When it was finished, the Gate looked smple indeed. It was atal square frame of metal, with two
mirrors doping together to make atriangle at the back of it. No one would know, to look at it, how



difficult it had been to do.

Christopher left Tacroy lying on the couch with the little blue blob of the spirit-trace on hisforehead and
went, rather moodily, to conjure the baker's cart into the Castle grounds. Thisisthelast timethey'll let me
do this, he thought, asthe Arm of Asheth angrily shook their spears at the baker.

When he came back, Tacroy was pae and still and covered with blankets and Miss Rosdlie was gently
playing her harp.

"Thereheisinthe Gate," Havian said.

Thetwo mirrors had become one dightly misty picture of somewherein Series One. Christopher could
seealine of the great pylonsthat carried the ring trains stretching away into the distance. Tacroy was
standing under the nearest one, wearing the green suit Christopher knew so well. It must be what
Tacroy's spirit dways wore. The spirit had its hands spread out frustratedly.

"Something seemsto bewrong,” Havian said.
Everyone jumped when the body lying on the couch spoke suddenly, in astrange, husky voice. "1 had

him!" Tacroy's body said. "He waswatching the trains. He was just telling me he could invent a better
train. Then he smply vanished! What do | do?'

"Go and try for the Gabrid in Series Two," Miss Rosdie said, plucking arippling, soothing tune.
"It'll take amoment,” Tacroy's body croaked.

The picture in the Gate vanished. Christopher imagined Tacroy scrambling and wafting through The Place
Between. Everyone around him wondered anxioudy what had gone wrong.

"Maybe Gabrid'slivesjust don't trust Mordecal,” Flavian suggested.

The mirrors combined into apicture again. Thistimethey al saw Gabrid'slife. It was standing on a
hump-backed bridge, gazing down into the river below. It was surprisingly frail and bent and old, so old
that Christopher redlized that the Gabriel he knew was nothing like as elderly as he had thought. Tacroy's
Spirit was there too, edging gently up the hump of the bridge towards Gabriel'slife, for al theworld like
Throgmorten stalking a big black bird. Gabriel did not seem to see Tacroy. He did not look around. But
his bent black figure was suddenly not there anymore. There was only Tacroy on the bridge, staring at
the place where Gabriel had been.

"That one went, too," Tacroy's body uttered from the couch. "What is this?'

"Holdit!" Havian whigpered and ran to check the nearest divining spells.

"Stay there amoment, Mordecal," Miss Rosdie said gently.

Inthe mirrors, Tacroy's spirit leaned its elbows on the bridge and tried to look patient.

"l don't believe thid" Flavian cried out. "Everyone check, quickly! All the lives seem to be disgppearing!
Better cal Mordeca back, Rosdlie, or hell waste his strength for nothing.”

There was arush for the crystals, bowls, mirrors and scrying pools. Miss Rosalie swept both hands
across her harp and, inside the Gate, Tacroy's spirit looked up, looked surprised, and vanished as
suddenly as Gabrid'slife. Miss Rosdlie leaned over and watched anxioudy as Tacroy's body stirred.
Color flooded back to hisface. His eyes opened. "What's going on?' he said, pushing the blankets back.



"Wevenoides," said MissRosdie. "All the Gabriels are disappearing—"
"No they're not!" Havian caled excitedly.
"They'redl collecting into abunch, and they're coming thisway, thelot of them!"

There was atense hdf hour, during which everyone's hopes and fears seesawed. Since Christopher's
hopes and fears on the whole went the opposite way to everyone ese's, he thought he could not have
borneit without Proudfoot the kitten. Ericabrought Proudfoot with her when she hurried in with atray of
teato restore Tacroy. Proudfoot became very busy taking her first long walk, al the way under Gabrid's
black desk, with her string of atail whipping about for balance. She was something much better to watch
than the queer clots and whorlsthat Gabriel's lives made as they drifted steadily towards Series Twelve.
Christopher was watching Proudfoot when Havian said, "Oh dear!” and turned away from the scrying

pool.
"What's the matter?' he asked.

Flavian's shoulders drooped. He tore off histight, crumpled collar and threw it on the floor. "All the lives
have stopped,” he said. "They'refaint but certain. They'rein Series Eleven, I'm afraid. | think that was
where the seventh lifewas al aong. So much for our hopes™

"Why?" said Christopher.

"Nobody can get there, dear,” said Miss Rosalie. She looked asif she might cry. "At least, nobody ever
comes back from there if they do."

Christopher looked a Tacroy. Tacroy had gone pae, paler even than when hewent in atrance. He was
the color of milk with adash of coffeeiniit.
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Here was the perfect excuse to stop looking for Gabriel. Christopher expected to have a short struggle
with himself. He quite took himself by surprise when he stood up straightaway. He did not even haveto
think that the Goddess had aso heard Tacroy confessthat part of himsalf wasin Series Eleven. "Tacroy,"
he said. He knew it wasimportant to call Tacroy by his spirit name. "Tacroy, cometo that empty office
for amoment. | haveto talk to you."

Sowly and reluctantly Tacroy stood up. Miss Rosdlie said sharply, "Mordecal, you look ill. Do you want
me to come with you?'

"No!" Tacroy and Christopher said together.

Tacroy sat on the edge of adesk in the empty office and put hisfacein his hands. Christopher was sorry
for him. He had to remind himsdf that he and Tacroy were the ones who had brought Uncle Ralph the
wespon which had blown Gabrid'slives apart, before he could say, "1've got to ask you."

"I know that," Tacroy said.
"Sowhat isit about Series Eleven?" said Christopher.

Tacroy raised his head. "Put the strongest pell of silence and privacy around usthat you can,” he said.
Christopher did s0, even morefiercely than he had done for Miss Bell and Mama. It was so extreme that
he went numb and could hardly feel to scrape out the center of the spell so that he and Tacroy could hear
one another. When he had done it, he wasfairly sure that even someone standing just beside them could



not have overheard aword. But Tacroy shrugged. "They can probably hear anyway,” he said. "Their
magic's nothing like ours. And they have my soul, you see. They know most of what | do from that, and
what they don't know | have to go and report to them in spirit. Y ou saw me going there once—they
summon meto a place near Covent Garden.”

"Y our soul?* said Christopher.

"Yes" Tacroy said bitterly. "The part that makes you the person you are. With you, it's the part that
carrieson from lifeto life. Mine was detached from me when | wasborn, asit iswith al Eleven people.
They kept it there when they sent me hereto Twelve asababy.”

Christopher stared a Tacroy. He had aways known that Tacroy did not look quite like other people,
with his coffee-colored skin and curly hair, but he had not thought about it before becauise he had met so
many stranger peoplein the Anywheres.

"Why did they send you?'

"To bether guineapig,” said Tacroy. "The Dright puts someonein another world from time to time when
he wantsto study it. Thistime he decided he wanted to study good and evil, so he ordered me to work
for Gabrid first and then for the worst villain he could find—who happened to be your uncle. They don't
go by right and wrong in Eleven. They don't congder themsdaves human—Oir no, | suppose they think
they're the only real people, and they study the rest of you like something in azoo when the Dright
happensto fed interested.”

Christopher could tell from Tacroy's voice that he hated the Eleven people very deeply. Hewell
understood that. Tacroy was even worse off than the Goddess. "Who's the Dright?"

"King, priest, chief magician—" Tacroy shrugged. "No, he's not quite any of those, quite. He's called
High Father of the Sept and he's thousands of years old. He's lived that long because he eats someone's
soul whenever his power fails—but he's quite within hisrights, doing that. All the Eleven people and their
souls belong to him by Eleven law. | belongto him."

"What's the law about him fetching himsdf dl Gabrie'slives?' Christopher asked. "That's what he's done,
hasn't he?'

"l knew he had—as soon as FHavian said 'Series Eleven,™ Tacroy said. "'l know he's always wanted to
study someone with ninelives. They can't get them in Eleven, because there's only one world there, not a
Series. The Dright keeps it down to one world so he won't have any rivals. And you know your nine lives
came about—don't you?—because al the doubles you might have had in the other worldsin Twelve
never got born for some reason.”

"Y es, but what's Eleven law about pinching most of an enchanter?' Christopher inssted.

"I'm not sure," Tacroy confessed. "I'm not sure they have lawslike we do. It's probably legd if the Dright
can get away with it. They go by pride and appearance and what people do modly."

Christopher at once resolved that the Dright should not get away with thisif he could helpit. "I suppose
he just waited to see how many lives there were loose and then collected them,” he said. "Tell me
everything about Eleven that you can think of."

"Well," said Tacroy, "I haven't been there since | was born, but | know they control everything with
magic. They have the weather controlled, so that they can live out in the open forest and control what
trees grow and where. Food comes when they call and they don't use fire to cook it. They don't usefire
a dl. They think youre all savagesfor using it, and they're just as scornful about the kind of magic al the



other worlds use. The only time they think any of you are any good iswhen one of you is absolutely loya
to aking or chief or someone. They admire people like that, particularly if they cheat and lie out of

loydty. ..."

Tacroy talked for the next half hour. Hetalked asif it was ardlief for himto tell it at last, but Christopher
could seeit was a strain too. Hafway through, when the lines on Tacroy's face made him look haggard,
Christopher told him to wait and dlipped out of the secrecy spell to the door. As he had expected, Miss
Rosdie was standing outside looking more than usudly fierce.

"Mordecai's worked himsdlf to the bone for you, one way and another!" she hissed at him. "What are
you doing to himin there?"

"Nothing, but he needs something to keep him going,” Christopher said. " Could you—?"

"What do you take me for?' snapped Miss Rosalie. Ericarushed up with atray almost at once. Aswell
astea, and two plates piled high with cakes, there was atiny bottle of brandy nestling in the corner of the
tray. When Christopher carried the tray back insde the spell, Tacroy looked at the brandy, grinned, and
poured agood dollop of it into his cup of tea. It seemed to revive him as much asthe cakes revived
Christopher. While they polished off the trayful together, Tacroy thought of awhole new set of thingsto

say.

One of thethingshe said was, "If you saw some Eleven people without being warned, you might take
them for noble savages, but you'd be making abig mistakeif you did. They're very, very civilized. Asfor
being noble—" Tacroy paused with a cake hafway to his mouth.

"Eat your elevenses,”" said Christopher.

Tacroy gave abrief grin at the joke. ™Y our worlds know about them abit,” he said. "They're the people
who gaveriseto al the stories about Elves. If you think about them like that—cold, unearthly people
who go by quite different rules— that will give you someidea. | don't understand them redlly, even
though | was born one of them.”

By thistime Christopher knew that getting Gabridl back was going to be the toughest thing he had ever
donein hislives. If it was not impossible. " Can you bear to come to Eleven with me?' he asked Tacroy.
"To stop me making mistakes.”

"Assoon asthey redize I've told you, they'll haul me back there anyway," Tacroy said. He wasvery pae
again. "And you'rein danger for knowing."

"Inthat case" said Christopher, "well tell everyonein the Castle, and get Y olande and Beryl to type a
report to the Government about it. The Dright can't kill everyone.”

Tacroy did not look any too sure about this, but he went back with Christopher to the operations room
to explain. Naturaly, it caused another outcry. "Eleven!" everyone exclaimed. ™Y ou can't!" People
crowded in from the rest of the Castle to tell Christopher he was being afool and that getting Gabriel
back was quite impossible. Dr. Smonson left off making final adjustments to the Lobster Pot to march
upstairs and forbid Christopher to go.

Christopher had expected this. "Fudge!" he said. "Y ou can catch the Wraith without me now."

What he had not expected was that the Goddess would wait for the clamor to die down and then
announce, "And I'm coming with you."

"Why?" said Christopher.



"Out of loydty," the Goddess explained. "In the Millie books, Millie never let her chums down.”

There was no accounting for the Goddess's obsession, Christopher thought. He suspected she wasredly
afraid to stay where the Arm of Asheth could find her on her own, but he did not say so. And if she came
aong, shewould dmost double the amount of magic they had between them.

Then, on Tacroy's advice, he dressed for the journey. "Fur,” Tacroy said. "The more you wear, the
higher your rank." Christopher conjured the tigerskin rug from the Middle Saloon and the Goddess cut a
holeinit for his head. Miss Rosdie found him alordly belt with great brass studsin it to go around the
middle, while the housekeeper produced afox fur to wrap around his neck and amink stole for the
Goddess. "And it would help to have it hung dl over with ornaments,” said Tacroy.

"Not slver ones, remember," Christopher called as everyone rushed away to find things.

He ended up with three gold necklaces and arope of pearls. Y olande's entire stock of earrings was
pinned artfully here and there on the tigerskin, with Beryl's broochesin between. Around his head he had
Miss Rosdie's gold evening belt with Ericals mother's mourning brooch pinned to the front of it over his
forehead. He chinked in agtately way when he moved, rather like the Goddessin the Temple. The
Goddess hersdlf merdly had acluster of ogtrich feathers at the front of her head and somebody's gold
bracelets around the bottom of her Norfolk breeches. They wanted to makeit clear that Christopher was
the most important one. Tacroy stayed just as he was. "They know me," he said. "I have no rank in the

Septadl.”

They shook hands with everyone in the operations room and turned to the Gate. It was now tuned to
Eleven asfar as Flavian and Tacroy knew, but Miss Rosalie warned Christopher that the spells around
Eleven would probably take al their strength to break, and even that might not be enough. So
Christopher paced, chinking in the lead, pushing with dl his might, and the Goddess waked after with her
ghogtly pair of arms spread under the redl pair. Behind them, Tacroy muttered an incantation.

And it was easy. Suspicioudy easy, they al felt a once. There was an instant of formlessness, like one
short breath of The Place Between. Then they werein aforest and aman who looked like Tacroy was
daring at them.

The forest was smoothly beautiful, with agreen grassy floor and no bushes of any kind. There were
samply tall dender treesthat al seemed to be the same kind. Among the smooth and dightly shiny trunks,
the man was poised on one foot, something like astartled deer, looking over his naked brown shoulder
at them. Hewaslike Tacroy in that he had the same sort of coffee-colored skin and paer curly hair, but
there the likeness ended. He was naked except for a short fur skirt, which made him look likea
particularly stylish Greek statue, apart from hisface. The expression on the man's face reminded
Christopher of acamd. It was dl haughty didike and scorn.

"Cal him. Remember what | told you," Tacroy whispered.

Y ou had to be rude to Eleven people or they did not respect you. "Hey, you!" Christopher called out in
the most lordly way he could. ™Y ou there! Take meto the Dright at once!”

The man behaved asif he had not heard. After staring a second longer, he took the step he had beenin
the middle of and walked awvay among the trees.

"Didn't he hear?' asked the Goddess.

"Probably," said Tacroy. "But he wanted to make it clear he was more important than you. He was
obvioudy low in the Sept. Even the lowest ones like to think they're better than anyone dsein the



Related Worlds. Wak on, and well seeif anything comesof it."
"Which way?" asked Christopher.
"Any way," said Tacroy, with adight smile. "They control distance and direction here."

They waked forward the way they werefacing. The treeswere all so much the same and so evenly
spaced that, after about twenty steps, Christopher wondered if they were moving at al. He looked
around and was relieved to see the square frame of the Gate among the tree-trunks about the right
distance behind. He wondered if the whole of Eleven was covered with trees. If it was, it was hardly
surprising that its people did not usefire. They would risk burning the whole forest down. He looked to
the front again and found that, without any change in the landscape, they were somehow walking towards
afence,

The fence stretched for asfar asthey could seeinto the trees on elther side. It was made of stakes of
wood, nicely varnished and wickedly pointed on top, driven into the turf about afoot gpart. The points at
thetop only cameto Tacroy'swals. It did not look much of abarrier. But when they turned Sdewaysto
get between the stakes, the stakes seemed much too close together to let them through. When Tacroy
took hisjacket off to cover the points on top so that they could climb over, hisjacket would not go
anywhere that was not their sde of the fence. As Tacroy picked hisjacket up for the sixth time, the
Goddess |ooked to the left and Christopher looked to the right, and they discovered that the fence was
now al around them. Behind them, there was no sign of the Gate among the trees—nothing but arow of
stakes blocking the way back.

"Hedid hear," said the Goddess.
" think they were expecting us," said Christopher.

Tacroy spread hisjacket on the grassand sat on it. "WEéll just haveto wait and see,” he said glumly.
"No, not you," he said to Christopher as Christopher started to sit down too. "The important people
aways stand here. | wastold that the Dright hasn't sat down for years.”

The Goddess sank down beside Tacroy and rubbed her bare toesin the grass. "Then I'm not going to be
important,” she said. "I'm sick of being important anyway. | say! Was he here before?"

A nervous-looking boy with a scruffy piece of shegpskin wound around his hipslike atowd was standing
on the other sde of Tacroy. "l was here," he said shyly. "You just didn't seem to see me. I've beeninsde
thisfencedl morning.”

The fence surrounded a smdll grassy space no bigger than the tower room where Christopher had hidden
the Goddess. Christopher could not understand how they could have missed seeing the boy, but given
the queerness of everything perhaps they could. Judging by the boy's lank white body and straight fair
hair, he was not one of the Eleven people.

"Did the Dright take you prisoner?’ the Goddess asked.

The boy rubbed hisfunny little hooked nosein apuzzled way. "I'm not sure. | don't seem to remember
coming here. What are you doing here?"

"Looking for someone," said Tacroy. "Y ou don't happen to have seen a man—or severa men,
maybe—cdled Gabriel de Witt, do you?'

"Gabrid deWitt!" said the boy. "But that's my name"



They stared a him. Hewas atimid, gangling boy with mild blue eyes. He was the kind of boy
Christopher—and probably the Goddess, too— would naturaly have started to boss about in the next
minute or 0. They would have bossed him quite kindly though, because it was easy to see that it would
not take much to upset him and make him sick with nerves, rather like Fenning at schoal. In fact,
Christopher thought, this boy reminded him of atal, thin Fenning more than anything else. But now he
knew, he saw that the boy's face had the same pointed outline as Gabridl's.

"How many lives have you?' he asked disbe-lievingly.

The boy seemed to look within himself. "That'sodd,” he said. "Usudly | have nine. But | can only seem
to find saven.”

"Then wevegot dl of him," said the Goddess.

"With complications," said Tacroy. "Doesthe title Chrestomanci mean anything to you?' he asked the
boy.

"lan't he some boring old enchanter?' asked the boy. "I think hisreal name's Benjamin Allworthy, isn't
it?'

Gabriel had goneright back to being aboy. Benjamin Allworthy had been the last Chrestomanci but one.
"Don't you remember Mordecai Roberts or me?* Christopher asked. "I'm Christopher Chant.”

"Pleased to meet you," Gabrid de Witt said, with apolite, shy smile. Christopher stared a him,
wondering how Gabriel had cometo grow up so forbidding.

"It'sno use," Tacroy said. "Neither of uswas born when he wasthat age.”
"More people," said the Goddess.

Therewere four of them, three men and awoman, alittle way off among the trees. The men al wore fur
tunicsthat only covered one shoulder and the woman had alonger one that was morelike adress. The
four of them stood haf turned away from the fence, chatting together. Occasionally one of them looked
scornfully over abare shoulder at the fence.

Tacroy sank down into himsdlf. Hisface was full of misery. "Take no notice, Christopher, definitely,” he
whigpered. "Those arethe ones | usualy had to report to. | think they're important.”

Christopher stood and stared haughtily over everyone's heads. His feet began to ache.

"They keep turning up like that," Gabrid said. "Rude beasts! | asked them for something to eet and they
pretended not to hear."

Five minutes passed. Christopher's feet felt wider and hotter and more overused every second. He began
to hate Eleven. There seemed to be no birds here, no animals, no wind. Just ranks of beautiful trees that
al looked dike. The temperature never changed from just right. And the people were horrible.

"I hatethisforest,” Gabrid sad. "It'sso samey."”

"That woman-one," said the Goddess, "reminds me of Mother Angtey. She's going to giggle about us
behind her hand any moment, | know sheis."
Thewoman put her hand up to her mouth and gave a scornful, tinkling laugh.

"What did | tell you?' the Goddess said. "And good riddance!"



The group of people was suddenly gone.

Christopher stood on one foot, then on the other. It made no difference to the ache. "Y ou were lucky,
Tacroy," hesaid. "If they hadn't dumped you in our world, you'd have had to live here." Tacroy looked
up with acrinkled, unhappy smile and shrugged.

A minute or so after that, the man they had seen first was back, strolling among the trees alittle way off.
Tacroy nodded at Christopher. Christopher caled out loudly and angrily, "Hey, you! | told you to take us
to the Dright! What do you mean by disobeying melike this?'

The man gave no sign that he had heard. He came and leaned on the fence and stared at them asif they
were something in azoo. In order to put his elbows on top of the sharp stakes, he had somehow made a
wooden armrest appear. Christopher could not fathom the peculiar magic he used to do that. But the
Goddess always seemed alittle quicker on the uptake than Christopher. She frowned at the armrest and
seemed to get the hang of it. The block of wood hurtled away into the trees sending the man's arms down
onto the spikes, quite hard. Gabrid laughed, an ordinary, unforbidding gurgle. The man sprang upright
indignantly, went to rub hisarm and then remembered that he should not show pain before inferiors. He
swung around and went marching away.

Christopher was annoyed, both with the man and with the Goddess for being so much quicker than he
was. The two things together made him so angry that he raised hisarms and tried to hurl the man
upwards, theway he had levitated dl the thingsin Dr. Pawson's house. It was dmost impossible to do.
True, the man went up six feet or 0. But he came down again gently and easily the next second, and
looked jeeringly over his shoulder as he dipped earthwards.

This seemed to make the Goddess even angrier than Christopher. "All doit!" shesaid. "Comeon,
Gabrid!"

Gabrie shot her amischievous grin and they al heaved together. Between them they only seemed to be
ableto raise the man three feet into the air, but they found they could keep him there. He pretended
nothing was happening and kept walking asif he was fill on the ground, which looked decidedly silly.
"Takeusto the Dright!" Christopher yelled.

"Now down," said the Goddess. And they bumped him to the ground again. He walked away, il
pretending nothing was happening, which gave Gabrid afit of the giggles.

"Did that do any good?' Christopher asked Tacroy.

"No way of knowing," said Tacroy. "They dwayslike to keep you waiting until you're too tired and angry
to think straight.” He settled down in amiserable huddle, with hisarms around his knees.

They waited. Christopher was wondering whether it was worth the enormous effort it would take to
levitate himsdf in order to get the weight off hisfeet, when he noticed that the treeswere diding aside, to
the right and Ieft of the fence. Or perhaps the fenced enclosure was moving forward without any change
to the smooth grassinside or out. It was hard to tell which. Either made Christopher fed queasy. He
swallowed and kept his eyes haughtily on the trees ahead. But in less than a second those trees had
wheded away to nowhere, leaving awidening green glade. A person wasin sight at the distant end of the
glade, atal, bulky person, who was sauntering dowly towards them.

Tacroy gulped alittle. "That'sthe Dright."

Christopher narrowed his eyesto get hiswitch sght working and watched the trees diding further and
further gpart. It reminded him of the way he had played a shunting the trees up the Trumpington Road.



He could see the Dright doing it now. In order to work magic in thisworld, you seemed to have to work
inaway that was tipped sideways from the way you did it on any other world, with abend and aripple
to themagic, asif you were watching yoursaf work it in awavy glassbal. Christopher was not sure he
was going to beableto do it.

"| don't get the hang of thisforeign magic," Gabridl sghed.

Asthe Dright sauntered dowly nearer, Christopher squeezed the corners of hismouth in, in order to stop
agrin of ddight at the thought that he was actudly quicker at understanding it than Gabriel was. By now,
the trees had sped away to leave abig circular meadow full of greenish sunlight. The Dright was near
enough for them to see that he was dressed rather like Christopher in at least two lion skinshung dl over
with bright chinking ornaments. His curly hair and his crisp beard were white. There wererings on the
toes of his smooth brown fest.

"He looks like one of those rather nasty gods— the ones that eat their own children,” Gabrid saidina
clear and carrying voice.

Christopher had to bite histongue or he would have laughed. He was beginning to like this version of
Gabridl. By thetime he had the laugh under control, he was standing facing the Dright some yards outside
the fence. He looked back increduloudly. The Goddess and Gabridl were standing behind the fence, il
prisoners, looking alittle stupefied. Tacroy was il Sitting on the ground, doing his best not to be

noticed.

Christopher lifted his chin and looked up at the Dright's face. The smooth brown features did not have
any expression on them at al. But Christopher stared, trying to see the person behind the blank-ness.
What fedings the Dright had were so different from his own, and so lofty, that for amoment he felt like
an insect. Then he remembered that glacier, years ago in Series Seven, which Tacroy had said reminded
him of two people. Christopher knew that one of the people was the Dright. Like the glacier, the Dright
was cold and high and too crusted with ancient knowledge for ordinary people to understand. On the
other hand, the other person the glacier had reminded Tacroy of was Uncle Ralph. Christopher looked
carefully for any signsthat the Dright was like Uncle Raph. There was not much of Uncle Ralph's shoddy
look to the Dright's grand face, but hisfeatures did not seem sincere. Christopher could tell that the
Dright would cheat and lieif it suited him, like Uncle Raph, but he thought that the main way the two
were alike was that they were both utterly salfish. Uncle Ralph used people. So did the Dright.

"What are you?' the Dright said. His voice was deep and scornful.

"I'm the Dright," said Christopher. "Dright for world Twelve-A. The word for it there is Chrestomanci,
but it amounts to the same thing." Hislegs were shaking at the sheer cheek of this. But Tacroy had sad
that the one thing the Dright respected was pride. He held his knees tiff and made hisface haughty.

There was no way of telling whether the Dright believed Christopher or not. He did not answer and his
face was blank. But Christopher could fed the Dright putting out small tendrils of Sdeways, rippled
Eleven magic, testing him, fegling at him to see what his powers were and what were hisweek points. To
himself, Christopher fet hewas al wesk points. But it seemed to him that, since the magic here was so
peculiar, he had no ideawhat his own powerswere, and that meant the Dright probably had no idea
ather.

The meadow behind the Dright became full of people. They had not been there at firgt, but they were
there now, a pale-headed, brown-skinned crowd, wearing al possible degrees of fur, from tiny
loin-wrapsto long bearskin robes. It seemed that the Dright was saying, "Call yoursdf Dright if you like,
but take alook at the power | have." Every one of the people was staring at Christopher with contempt



and didike. Christopher put hisface into the same expression and stared back. And he realized that his
face was rather used to looking thisway. He had worn this expression most of the time he had lived at
the Castle. It gave him an unpleasant shock to find that he had been quite as horrible as these Eleven

people.
"Why areyou here?' said the Dright.

Christopher pushed aside his shock. If | get out of here, I'll try to be nicer, he thought, and then
concentrated carefully on what Tacroy had told him might be the best thingsto say. "I've cometo fetch
back something of my own,” he said. "But firgt, let me introduce you to my colleague the Living Asheth.
Goddess, thisisthe Dright of Eleven.” The ostrich feather fluttered on the Goddess's head as she stepped
up to the sharp stakes and bowed gracioudy. There was the dightest twitch to the Dright's features that
suggested he wasimpressed that Christopher had actually brought the Living Asheth, but the Goddess
was gl behind the fence in spite of that. "And of course you know my man Mordecai Roberts dready,”
Christopher said grandly, trying to dip that point past as a piece of pride.

The Dright said nothing about that either. But behind him, the people were now al stting down. It was as
if they had never been any other way. By this, the Dright seemed to be saying, "Very wdl. You are my
equal, but I'd like to point out that my followers outnumber yours by severa thousand to one—and mine
are obedient to my dightest whim." Christopher was amazed that he had won even this much. Hetried to
sguash down his amazement by watching the people. Some were talking and laughing together, though he
could not hear them. Some of them were cooking food over little balls of bluish witchfire, which they
seemed to use instead of fire. There were very few children. The two or three Christopher could see
were Sitting sedately doing nothing. I'd hate to grow up on Eleven! he thought. It must be ahundred times
more boring than the Castle.

"Wheat thing of your own have you dlowed to stray into my world?' the Dright said at length.

They were getting down to business at last, even though the Dright was trying to pretend that Christopher
had been careless. Christopher smiled and shook his head, to show he thought that was ajoke of the
Dright's. "Two things" he said. "First, | haveto thank you for retrieving the lives of Gabriel de Witt for
me. It has saved me alot of trouble. But you seem to have put the lives together in the wrong way and
made Gabrid into aboy."

"l put them into the form which iseasiest to ded with," said the Dright. Like everything he said, thiswas
full of other meanings.

"If you mean that boys are easy to dedl with," Christopher said, "I'm afraid thisis not the case. Not boys
from Twelve-A."

"And not girlsether,” the Goddess said loudly. "Not from anywhere.”
"What is Gabriel de Witt to you?' the Dright asked.

"Heisasfather to son,” said Christopher. Rather proud of the way he had carefully not said who was
which, he glanced through the fence a Tacroy. Tacroy was till Stting wrapped into abal, but
Christopher thought his curly head nodded dightly.

"Y ou have aclaim to de Witt," the Dright said. "He can be yours, depending on what €l se you haveto
say." The fence around the other three did and poured smoothly away sideways until it was out of sght,
just asthetrees had.

Gabriel looked puzzled. The Goddess stood where she was, clearly suspicious. Christopher |ooked



warily a the Dright. Thiswastoo good to betrue. "The other thing | haveto say,” he said, "is about this
man of minewho isusualy known as Mordeca Roberts. | believe he used to be yours, which meansyou
gill have his soul. Since heis my man now, perhaps you could let me have his soul ?!

Tacroy's head came up and he stared at Christopher in horror and aarm. Christopher took no notice. He
had known thiswould be pressing hisluck, but he had dways meant to try for Tacroy's soul. He planted
his aching feet adtride, folded hisarms across hisfur and jewelry, and tried to smile a the Dright asiif
what he was asking was the most ordinary and reasonable thing in any world.

The Dright gave no sign of anger or surprise. It was not smply salf-control or pride. Christopher knew
the Dright had been expecting him to ask and did not mind if Christopher knew. His mind began to work
furioudy. The Dright had made it easy for them to come to Eleven. He had pretended to accept
Christopher as an equa, and he had told him he could have Gabrid's lives. That meant there was
something the Dright expected to get out of this, something he must want very much indeed. But what?

"If my Septman claimsto be your man, you should have his soulname,” the Dright observed. "Hashe
given you that name?'

"Yes," said Christopher. "It's Tacroy."

Thefaces of dl the people sitting in the meadow behind the Dright turned hisway. Every one of them
was outraged. But the Dright only said, "And what has Tacroy done to make himsdlf yours?'

"Helied for me for awhole day," Christopher said. "And he was believed."

Thefirst red sound in this place swept through the seated people. It was along throaty murmur. Of awe?
Approva? Whatever it was, Christopher knew he had said the right thing. As Tacroy had told him, these
people naturdly lied for their Dright. And to lie convincingly for awhole day showed the utmost loyalty.

"He could then be yours," the Dright admitted, "but on two conditions. | make two conditions because
you have asked me for two things. Thefirst oneis of course that you show you know which the
Septman'ssoul is." He made asmal gesture with one powerful brown hand.

A movement in the trees to one side caught Christopher's eye. He looked and found the dender trunks
pouring silently aside there. When they stopped, there was agrassy lane leading to the square framework
of the Gate. It was about fifty feet away. The Dright was showing him that he could get home, provided
he did what was wanted.

"Theresahuge block of their magic in theway," the Goddess whispered.

Gabrid craned over his shoulder to look longingly at the Gate. "Y es, it'sjust acarrot in front of the
donkey," he agreed.

Tacroy amply groaned, with his head on hisknees.

In front of Christopher, people were bringing things and laying them out in awide crescent-shape. Each
man or woman brought two or three, and stared derisively at Christopher as he or she thunked the things
down inthe growing line. Helooked at the things. Some were dmost black, some yellowish, and others
white or shiny. Hewas not sureif they were statuettes or blobs of stuff that had melted and hardened into
peculiar shapes. A few of them looked vaguely human. Most were no shape that meant anything. But the
stuff they were made of meant agreat dedl. Christopher's ssomach twisted and he had ahard job to go
on staring haughtily as he redlized that dl the things were made of silver.

When there were about a hundred of the objects sitting on the green turf, the Dright waved his hand again



and the people stopped bringing them. "Pick out the soul of Tacroy from the souls of my people,” he
sad.

Miserably, Christopher paced adong the curving row with his hands clasped behind him to stop them
trembling and Beryl's ornaments chinking. Hefelt like a Genera reviewing an army of meta goblins. He
paced the entire line, from I€ft to right, and none of the objects meant anything to him. Use witch sight, he
told himsdlf, as he wheded on the right wing and started back again. It might just work on the silver
statues provided he did not touch them.

Heforced himself to look in that special way at the statues. It was ared effort to do it through the wavy
Sideways magic of Eleven. And, as he had feared, the things looked just the same, just as grotesque, just
as meaningless. Hiswitch sight was working, he knew. He could tdll that anumber of the people Sitting in
the meadow were not really there. They werein other parts of the forest busy with other schemes of the
Dright'sand projecting their images here in obedience to the Dright's command. But hiswitch sight would
not work on silver.

So how dse could he tell”? He paced dong the line, thinking. The people watched him jeeringly and the
Dright's head turned mgjesticdly to follow him as he passed. They were dl so unpleasant, he thought, that
it was no wonder their soulswerelikelittle silver monsters. Tacroy wasthe only niceone—Ah! There
was Tacroy's soul! It was some way around to the lft. It looked no more human than any of the others,
but it looked nice, fifty timesnicer thantherest.

Christopher tried to go on pacing towardsit asif he had not seen it, wondering what would happen when
he picked it up and lost every scrap of his magic. He would have to rely on the Goddess. He hoped she
redized.

Hisface must have changed. The Dright knew he had found the right soul and instantly began to cheet as
Christopher had known he would. Theline of twisty objects was suddenly agood milelong, with
Tacroy'ssoul away inthefar distance. And al of them were changing shape, melting into new queer
blobs and fresh formlessforms.

Then, with asort of wavy jolt, everything went back to theway it was at first. Thank goodness!
Christopher thought. The Goddess! He kept his eye on the soul and it was quite near. He dived forward
and picked it up. As soon as he touched it, he was weak and heavy and tired. He felt like crying, but he
stood up holding the soul. Sure enough, the Goddess was staring at the Dright with her arms spread.
Christopher was surprised to find that, even without his magic, he could see the second pair of ghostly
arms spread out underneath.

"My priestesses taught me that it waslow to chest,” she said. "'I'd have thought you were too proud to
soop toit.”

The Dright looked down hisnose at her. "I named no rules,”" he said. Being without magic was alittlelike
another kind of witch sght, Christopher thought. The Dright looked smaller to him now and not nearly so
magnificent. There were clear Signs of the shoddiness that he had seen in Uncle Raph. Christopher was
still scared iff, but he felt much better about things now he had seen that.

While the Goddess and the Dright stared at one another, he lumbered weakly over to Tacroy. "Hereyou
are" he said, thrusting the strange statue at him. Tacroy scrambled on to one knee, looking asif he could
not believeit. His hands shook as they closed around the soul. As soon as he had hold of it, the thing
melted into hishands. The fingernails and the veinsturned slvery. An ingant later, Tacroy's face flushed
slvery too. Then the flush faded and Tacroy looked much as usud, except that there was a glow about
him which made him much more like the Tacroy Christopher knew from The Place Between.



"Now | redly am your man!" Tacroy said. Hewas laughing in away that was rather like sobbing. ™Y ou
can seel couldn't ask Rosalie—Watch the Dright!™

Christopher spun around and found the Goddess on her knees, looking bewildered. It was not surprising.
The Dright had thousands of years of experience. "Leave her donel” he said.

The Dright looked at him and for amoment Christopher felt the strange distorted magic trying to force
him to his kneestoo. Then it stopped. The Dright till had not got what he wanted from Christopher. "We
now come to my second condition,” the Dright said camly. "1 am moderate. Y ou came here demanding
seven livesand asoul. | giveyou them. All | ask in exchangeisonelife.”

Gabrid laughed nervoudy. "I have got afew to spare” he said. "If it means getting out of here—"

This waswhat the Dright wanted, Christopher realized. He had been aiming for the life of anine-lifed
enchanter, freely handed over, al aong. If Christopher had not dared to ask for Tacroy's soul, he would
have asked for alifefor setting Gabrie free. For just a second, Christopher thought they might aswell let
him have one of Gabriel'slives. He had seven, after all, and another lying on the floor back in the Castle.
Then he saw it would be the most dangerous thing he could do. It would give the Dright ahold over
Gabrie—the same hold he had had over Tacroy—for aslong as his other liveslasted. The Dright was
aming to control the Chrestomandi, just like Uncle Raph was aiming to control Christopher. They did
not dare give him one of Gabrid'slives.

"All right,” Christopher said. For thefirg time, he wastruly grateful to Gabrid that hisninth life was safely
locked in the Castle safe. "Asyou see, I've dtill got two lives|eft. Y ou can have one of them," hesad,
naming conditions very carefully, because he knew the Dright would chest if he could, "becauseif you
take more than one it would kill me and give my world the right to punish yours. Once you have thet life
inyour hands, your conditions are fulfilled and you must let al four of us go through the Gate back to
Twelve-A."

"Agreed," said the Dright. He was keeping his face as expressonless as dways, but undernesth
Christopher could tell he was hugging himself and chuckling. He stepped solemnly up to Christopher.
Christopher braced himself and hoped it would not hurt much. In fact, it hurt so little that he was dmost
taken by surprise. The Dright stepped back a mere instant later with afloppy transparent shape dangling
in his hands. The shape was wearing aghostly tiger-skin and it had adim gold band fluttering from its
trangparent head.

Christopher conjured fire to that shape, hard and sideways and wavily, with al the power he had. Fire
was the one thing the Dright was not used to. He knew it was the one thing that might cancel out those
thousand years of experience. To hisrelief, the Goddess had made exactly the same calculations. He had
aglimpse of her, with al four arms spread, conjuring fire down as he caled it up.

His seventh life legped into flame dl over a once. The Dright hung on to its shoulders asit blazed, grimly
trying to quench it, but Christopher had been right. Fire magic was the Dright'swesk point. His attempt
to reverse the spell was dow and hesitating. But he kept trying, and hung on to the life by its shoulders,
until he had to let go or lose both hands. By that time the front of hislion-skin was on fire too.
Christopher glimpsed him trying to best it out and coughing in the smoke, as he collapsed himsdlf into a
writhing heap on theturf. It was worse than being crisped by the dragon. He was in agony. He had not
redlized it would hurt &t dl, let done thismuch.

Tacroy scooped him up, threw him over one shoulder in afireman'shoist, and raced for the Gate. Every
step bumped Christopher and every bump was torment. But his watering eyes caught sght of the
Goddess seizing Gabrid'sarmin at least three hands and dragging him to the Gate in amixture of brute



force and magic. They al reached it together and plunged through. Christopher kept just enough senseto
cancel the spdlsand dam the Gate shut behind them.

21

The pain stopped the instant the Gate shut. Tacroy lowered Christopher gently to the floor, looked a him
to seeif hewasal right, and made for MissRosdie.

"Gosh—Ilook!" said the Goddess, pointing at Gabridl.

Tacroy did not look. He was too busy hugging Miss Rosdlie. Christopher sat on the floor and stared with
the rest of the people in the operations room. Asthe Dright's magic left him, Gabrie wasgrowing upin
burds. First he was ayoung man with aflora sk tie and akeen, wistful look; then he was an older
keener man in adingy suit. After that he was middle-aged and bleached and somehow hopeless and
desperate, asif everything he hoped for was gone. The next instant, this man had pulled himsdlf together
into abrisk, slvery gentleman; and then the same gentleman, older and grimmer. Christopher stared,
awed and rather touched. He realized that Gabriel had hated being the Chrestomanci, and they were
seeing the stages by which he had cometo termswithit. I'm glad I'm going to find it easier than that!
Chrigtopher thought, as Gabrid findly became the grim old man that Christopher knew. At which point,
Gabrid tottered to Tacroy's trance-couch and folded down onto it.

Beryl and Y olande rushed forward with cups of tea. Gabrid drank Beryl's (or Y olande's) a agulp. Then
he took Y olande's (or Beryl's) and sipped it dowly with hiseyesamost shut. "My heartiest thanks,
Christopher,” he said. "1 hope the pain has gone.”

"Yes, thanks," Christopher said, taking the cup of tea Erica handed him.

Gabrid glanced to where Tacroy was still wrapped around Miss Rosdlie. "By thelook of him, Mordecai
has even more to thank you for than | have.

"Don't let him get sent to prison,” Christopher said. And there was the bootboy to ask about too, he
thought distractedly.

"I'll dowhat | can,” Gabriel promised. "Now that | know the circumstances. That fearsome Dright has
much to answer for—though | may beright in supposing that Mordecal went on working with you for
your equally fearsome uncle because he knew that any other spirit traveler your uncle chose would have
turned you into a hardened crimina before long. Would you agree?"

"Wdll," said Christopher, trying to be honest. "I think some of it was because we were both so keen on
cricket."

"Redlly?' Gabrid said politely. He turned to the Goddess. She had found Proudfoot and was holding her
lovingly in both hands. Gabriel looked from the kitten to the Goddesss bare fet. Y oung lady,” he said.
"You are ayoung lady, are you not? Pray show me the sole of your |eft foot."

A little defiantly, the Goddess turned around and tipped her foot up. Gabriel looked at the purple-blue
mark. He looked at Christopher.

"Yes, | anredly Asheth," said the Goddess, "but you're not to look at Christopher likethat! | came here
of my own accord. | did it quite capably.”

Gabrid's eyes narrowed. "By using the Goddess Asheth as your second life?" The Goddess looked
down from his eyes and nodded. Gabriel put down hisempty cup and took the full one Flavian handed



him. "My dear girl,” he said as he Sipped it, "what avery foolish thing to have done! You areclearly a
powerful enchantressin your own right. Y ou had no need to use Asheth. Y ou have smply given her a
hold over you. The Arm of Asheth isgoing to haunt you for therest of your life.”

"But | thought that the magic | can do came from Asheth!" the Goddess protested.
"Ohno," said Gabrid. "Asheth has powers, but she never shares them. The onesyou have are yours.”

The Goddess's mouth dropped open. Shelooked asif she might cry. Flavian said apologeticaly,
"Gabrid, I'm afraid the Arm of Ashethisal around—"

There was aviolent CRASH from below asthe Lobster Pot came down.

Everyoneraced for the stairs, except for Gabriel. He put his cup down dowly, obviousy wondering what
was happening. Christopher dashed to the stairs and then, for speed, did what he had aways longed to
do and did down the rosy curve of marble banister. The Goddess followed him. When they tumbled off
at the bottom, Gabriel was already there, standing by the black rope gazing down & hislimp
trangparent life. But no one else had eyesfor that.

Uncle Raph had come through the pentacle in asuit of armor, carrying aheavy mace. Christopher had
thought he might. If he had brought any anti-cat spells, however, these obvioudy did not work on Temple
cats. The Lobster Pot had come down precisdly over the pentacle, trapping Throgmorten in with Uncle
Ra ph, and Throgmorten was doing his best to get Uncle Raph. Through the wreathing smoke of

dragons blood, Uncle Raph could be seen tramping dowly around and around inside the cage, smashing
cat-saucers under his metal feet and taking violent swings at Throgmorten with his mace. Throgmorten
could move faster than Uncle Ralph, or hismace, and he could climb thewalls of the Lobster Pot, but he
could not get a Uncle Ra ph through hisarmor. All he could do was make shrill metd scratchesonit. It
was astandoff.

Christopher looked around to find Gabrid beside him. Gabrid's face had amost unusud big wicked
smile on it—no, not unusud, Christopher thought: it was the same smile Gabrid had worn when they
levitated the man in Eleven.

"Shall we givethe cat his chance?' Gabrid said. "For one minute?'
Christopher nodded.

Uncle Raph'sarmor vanished, leaving him in hisfoxy tweed suit. Throgmorten ingtantly became a
seven-legged, three-headed, razor-clawed, flying, spitting fury. He was up and down and al over Uncle
Ralph severd timesin the first second. So much blood got shed that Christopher was quite sorry for
Uncle Raph after fifteen such seconds. After thirty seconds, he was quite glad when Throgmorten
vanished with asnarl and ajerk.

Throgmorten regppeared kicking and struggling over the Goddesssarm. "No, Throgmorten,” shesaid. "'l
told you before you're not to go for people's eyes. That's not nice."

"Niceor not,"” Gabrid sad regretfully, "1 wasenjoying it." He was busy winding something unseeninto a
careful skein over one hand. "Simonson,” he caled. "Simonson, are you in charge of the cage? | got his
magic off him while hismind was e sewhere. Y ou can move the cage now and shut him up until the police
can comefor him."

This produced another standoff. Throgmorten leaped for the space under the cage as soon asit started to
rise. Uncle Ralph screamed. In the end, one of the stable lads had to climb up and unhook the cage from



the chanddier chain. Then the cage was shoved across the floor with Uncle Ralph sumbling insdeit and
Throgmorten prowling after, uttering low throbbing sounds.

As soon asthe cage was off the pentacle, asilver pillar rose out of the blood-spattered floor. The pillar
looked human, but it wasimpossibly tall for ahuman, agood foot taller than Gabrid. Up and upit rose, a
woman robed in slver, wearing asilver mask and carrying asiiver spear.

The Goddess wailed with terror and tried to hide behind Christopher. "Silver," hewarned her. "'l can't
help againgt slver." Histeeth chattered. For thefirst time, he realized how naked and soft it felt to have
only onelife.

The Goddess dashed behind Gabriel and clutched hisblack frock coat. "It's Asheth! Save mel”
"Madam," Gabrid said politely to the gpparition, "to what do we owe the honor of thisvigtation?"

The gpparition looked keenly through the ditsin its mask, first at Gabrid and the Goddess crouching
behind him, then at Christopher, then at the Lobster Pot and the general chaosin the hal. "'l had hoped to
find this a more respectabl e establishment,” she said. The voice was deep and melodious. She pushed up
her mask to the top of her head, revealing a severe narrow old face. It wasthe kind of face that at once
made Christopher fed very silly to be dressed in atiger rug and earrings.

"Mother Proudfoot!" exclaimed the Goddess.
"I've been trying to get through this pentacle ever sincel traced you, child,” Mother Proudfoot

said tedtily. "I wish you had talked to me before you bolted like that. Y ou surely knew | would have
gretched the rulesfor you if | could." She turned commandingly to Gabridl. ™Y ou seem respectable
enough. Yourethat Twelve-A enchanter de Witt, aren't you?"

"At your service, Madam," said Gabridl. "Do forgive our present disorder. There have been problems.
We are usudly ahighly respectable body of people.”

"That waswhat | thought,” Mother Proudfoot said. "Would you be able to take charge of this Asheth
Daughter for me? It would suit meidedly if you could, sincel have to report her dead.”

"In what way—Take charge?" Gabriel asked cautioudy.

"See her educated at a good school and so forth—consider becoming her legal guardian,” said Mother
Proudfoot. She stepped mgjestically down from what seemed to be her pedestal. Now she was about
the same height as Gabridl. They were quite dike in agaunt, stern way. "This one was dways my favorite
Asheth,” sheexplained. "I usudly try to spare their lives anyway when they get too old, but most of them
are such stupid little lumpsthat | don't bother to do much more. But as soon as| knew this one was
different, | started saving from the Templefunds. | think | have enough to pay her way."

She swept her trailing skirt aside. The pedestal turned out to be a smal strong chest. Mother Proudfoot
threw back thelid of it with aflourish. Indde, it seemed to befull of blurred glassy quartz in little pieces,
likeroad gravel. But Gabridl's face was awestruck. Christopher caught sight of Tacroy and Flavian
mouthing aword at one another with their eyes popping. The word seemed to be " Diamonds!”

"The diamonds are uncut, I'm afraid,” said Mother Proudfoot. "Do you think there will be enough of
them?"

"| think lessthan haf that number would be more than adequate,” Gabrid said.



"But | had in mind a Swiss finishing school too,” Mother Proudfoot said sharply. "I've studied thisworld
and | want no skimping. Will you do thisfor me? Naturaly | shall make surethat followers of Asheth will
do any favor you careto ask themin return.”

Gabriel looked from Mother Proudfoot to the Goddess. He hesitated. He looked at Christopher. "Very
wdl," hesaid & lagt.

"Gogh, you darling!" said the Goddess. She scrambled to the front of Gabriel and hugged him. Then she
hurled herself on Mother Proudfoot and hugged her mightily too. "I love you, Mother Proudfoot,” she
sad, al mixed inglver drapery.

Mother Proudfoot sniffed alittle as she hugged the Goddess in return. But she pulled hersdlf together and
looked sternly at Gabrid over the Goddesss head. "Thereisonetiresome detail," she said. "Asheth truly
doesrequire alife, you know, onefor each Living Asheth.” Christopher sighed. Everyonein al the
Anywheres seemed to want him to give them lives. Now he would be down to the onein the Castle

safe.

Gabrid drew himsdlf up, looking his most forbidding.

"Asheth isn't very discriminating,” Mother Proudfoot said, before he could speak. "1 usudly strip alife off
one of the Temple cats." She pointed with her silver spear to where Throgmorten was stalking around the
Lobster Pot making noises like akettle boiling. "That old ginger's till got threelives or so l&ft. I'll take
oneof his"

The kettle noises stopped. Throgmorten showed what he thought of this proposal by becoming aginger
streak racing upstairs.

"No matter," Gabrid said. "Now | think of it, | have asparelife, asit happens.” He stepped over to the
black ropes and picked hislimp transparent likeness out from among the library chairs. Courteoudy, he
draped it over the end of Mother Proudfoot's spear. "There. Will this one serve?

"Admirably," said Mother Proudfoot. "Thank you." She gave the Goddess a kiss and descended
majestically into the ground beside the chest of diamonds.

The Goddess shut the chest and sat onit. " School!" she said, smiling blissfully. "Rice pudding, prefects,
dormitories, midnight feasts, playing the game—" She stopped without changing the smile, dthough it was
not asmile anymore. "Honor," she said. "Owning up. Sir de Witt, | think 1'd better stay in the Castle
because of dl thetrouble | caused Christopher. He—er—he'slondly, you know.”

"I would be afool not to have redized that," Gabrid said. "I am inthe middle of arranging with the
Ministry to bring a number of young enchanters here to be trained. At the moment, you know, | am only
able to employ them as domestics—like young Jason the bootboy over there—but thiswill shortly
change. Thereis no reason why you should not go to school—"

"But thereis!" said the Goddess. Her face was very red and there were tearsin her eyes. "'l haveto own
up, like they do in the books. | don't deserve to go to school! I'm very wicked. | didn't use Asheth asmy
second lifein order to come here. | used one of Christopher's. | didn't dare use Asheth in case she
stopped me, so | took one of Christopher's lives when he was stuck in the wall and used that instead.”
Tearsran down her face.

"Whereisit?' Christopher asked, very much astonished.
"Still inthewall," the Goddess sobbed. "1 pushed it right in so that no one will find it, but I've felt bad ever



snce. I'vetried to help and atonefor it, but | haven't done much and | think | ought to be punished.”

"Thereisabsolutely no need," said Gabridl. "Now we know where the lifeis, we can send Mordecai
Robertsto fetchit. Stop crying, young lady. Y ou will have to go to school because | should be misusing
your chest of diamondsif you do not. Regard that as your punishment. Y ou may come and livein the
Castle with the rest of the young enchanters during the holidays.”

The Goddesss blissful smile came back and diverted the tears on her face around her ears and into her
hair. "Hols" she corrected Gabridl. "The books dways call them the hols.”

That isredly dl, except for aletter that arrived for Christopher from Japan soon after New Y ear.
Darling Christopher,

Why did you not tell me that your dear papa was settled here in Japan? It is such an elegant
country, once one is used to the customs, and your papa and | are both very happy here. Your
papa’'s horoscopes have had the honor to interest some people who have the ear of the Emperor.
We are already moving in the highest circles and hope to move higher still before long. Your dear
papa sends love and best wishes for your future as the next Chrestomanci. My love as well.

Mama

DIAINA WY NNE JONES isthe author of more than thirty critically acclaimed books. Shelivesin
Brigtol, England, with her husband, a professor emeritus of English a Bristol University. They havethree
sons. Vidt Dianaat www.dianawynnejones.com

In the multiple parallel universes of the Twelve Related Worlds, only an enchanter with nine lives
is powerful enough to control the rampant misuse of magic—and to hold the title Chrestomanci. .

THE CHANTS areafamily strong in magic, but neither Christopher nor Cat can work even the smplest
of spells. So how can they hope to thwart the schemes of an avaricious enchanter and a ruthless young
witch—schemes that could destroy all the worlds of Chrestomanci.

A Greenwillow Book

HarperTrophy

An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers

Cover art © 2001 by Dan Craig Cover © 2001 by HarperCollins Publishers Inc.



