There are thousands of worlds, al different from ours. Chrestomanci'sworld is the one next door to us,
and the difference here isthat magic is as common as music iswith us. It isfull of people working
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 as well 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 ahorribletime
and probably end up as daves. So the government appoints the very strongest enchanter thereisto make
sure no one misuses magic. Thisenchanter has ninelives and is known as"the Chrestomanci.” Y ou
pronounce it KREST-OH-MAN-SEE. He has to have astrong personaity aswell as strong magic.
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AUTHOR'SNOTE

The World of Chrestomanci is not the same asthisone. It isaworld paralle to ours, where magicisas
normal as mathematics, and things are generally more old-fashioned. In Chrestomanci‘'sworld, Italy is il
divided into numbers of smal States, each with its Duke and capita city. In our world, Italy became one
united country long ago.

Though the two worlds are not connected in any way, this story somehow got through. But it came with
some gaps, and | had to get help filling them. Clare Davis, Gaynor Harvey, Elizabeth Carter and Graham
Belsten discovered for me what happened in the magicians single combat. And my husband, J. A.
Burrow, with some advice from Bas| Cottle, actualy found the true words of the Angel of Caprona. |


K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\
K:\eMule\Incoming\

would like to thank them al very much indeed.

For John

1

Spells are the hardest thing in the world to get right. Thiswas one of the first things the Montana children
learned. Anyone can hang up acharm, but when it comes to making that charm, whether it iswritten or
spoken or sung, everything hasto be just right, or the most impaossible things happen.

An example of thisisyoung Angelica Petrocchi, who turned her father bright green by singing awrong
note. It wasthetak of dl Caprona—indeed of dl Itay—for weeks.

The best spells till come from Caprona, in spite of the recent troubles, from the Casa Montana or the
Casa Petrocchi. If you are using words that really work, to improve reception on your radio or to grow
tomatoes, then the chances are that someone in your family has been on a holiday to Capronaand
brought the spell back. The OId Bridge in Capronais lined with little stone booths, where long colored
envelopes, scrips and scrolls hang from strings like bunting. Y ou can get spdllsthere from every
spdl-housein Itdly. Each spdll islabeled asto its use and stamped with the sign of the house which made
it. If you want to find out who made your spell, look among your family papers. If you find along
cherry-colored scrip stamped with ablack leopard, then it came from the Casa Petrocchi. If youfind a
|eaf-green envelope bearing awinged horse, then the House of Montanamade it. The spells of both
houses are so good that ignorant people think that even the envelopes can work magic. This, of course, is
nonsense. For, as Paolo and Tonino Montanawere told over and over again, aspdl isthe right words
delivered in theright way.

The great houses of Petrocchi and Montana go back to the first founding of the State of Caprona, seven
hundred years or more ago. And they are bitter rivals. They are not even on speaking terms. If a
Petrocchi and a Montana meet in one of Capronas narrow golden-stone streets, they turn their eyes
aside and edge past asif they were both walking past apig-sty. Their children are sent to different
schools and warned never, ever to exchange aword with a child from the other house.

Sometimes, however, parties of young men and women of the Montanas and the Petrocchis happen to
meet when they are strolling on the wide street called the Corso in the evenings. When that happens,
other citizenstake shdlter a once. If they fight with fists and stones, that is bad enough, but if they fight
with spells, it can be gppaling.

An example of thisiswhen the dashing Rinaldo Montana caused the sky to rain cowpats on the Corso
for three days. It created great distress among the tourists.

"A Petrocchi insulted me," Rinaldo explained, with hismost flashing smile. "And | hgppened to have a
new spell in my pocket.”

The Petrocchis unkindly claimed that Rinaldo had misquoted his spell in the heet of the battle. Everyone
knew that al Rinddo's spellswere love-charms.

The grown-ups of both houses never explained to the children just what had made the Montanas and the
Petrocchis hate one another 0. That was atask traditiondly |eft to the older brothers, ssters and
cousins. Paolo and Tonino weretold the story repeatedly, by their Ssters Rosa, Corinnaand Lucia, by
their cousins Luigi, Carlo, Domenico and Anna, and again by their second-cousins Piero, Luca, Giovanni,
Paula, Teresa, Bella, Angelo and Francesco. They told it themselvesto six smaler cousins asthey grew
up. The Montanas were alarge family.



Two hundred years ago, the story went, old Ricardo Petrocchi took it into his head that the Duke of
Capronawas ordering more spells from the Montanas than from the Petrocchis, and he wrote old
Francesco Montanaa very insulting letter about it. Old Francesco was so angry that he promptly invited
all the Petrocchisto afeast. He had, he said, anew dish he wanted them to try. Then herolled Ricardo
Petrocchi's | etter up into long spills and cast one of his strongest spells over it. And it turned into
gpaghetti. The Petrocchis ateit greedily and were dl taken ill, particularly old Ricardo—for nothing
disagrees with a person so much as having to eat his own words. He never forgave Francesco Montana,
and the two families had been enemies ever since.

"And that," said Lucia, who told the story oftenest, being only ayear older than Paolo, "was the origin of
spaghetti.”

It was L uciawho whispered to them al the terrible heathen customs the Petrocchis had: how they never
went to Mass or confessed; how they never had baths or changed their clothes; how none of them ever
got married but just—in an even lower whisper—had babies like kittens; how they were apt to drown
their unwanted babies, again like kittens, and had even been known to eat unwanted uncles and aunts,
and how they were s dirty that you could smell the Casa Petrocchi and hear the flies buzzing right down
the Via Sant' Angelo.

There were many other things besides, some of them far worse than these, for Luciahad avivid
imagination. Paolo and Tonino believed every one, and they hated the Petrocchis heartily, though it was
years before either of them set eyes on a Petrocchi. When they were both quite small, they did snesk off
one morning, down the Via Sant' Angelo dmost asfar asthe New Bridge, to look at the Casa Petrocchi.
But there was no smell and no flies buzzing to guide them, and their Sster Rosa found them before they
found it. Rosa, who was eight years older than Paolo and quite grown-up even then, laughed when they
explained their difficulty, and good-naturedly took them to the Casa Petrocchi. It wasin the Via Cantello,
not the ViaSant' Angdlo at dl.

Paolo and Tonino were most disappointed init. It was just like the CasaMontana. It waslarge, likethe
CasaMontana, and built of the same golden stone of Caprona, and probably just as old. The great front
gate was old knotty wood, just like their own, and there was even the same golden figure of the Angel on
the wall above the gate. Rosatold them that both Angels were in memory of the Angel who had cometo
thefirst Duke of Capronabringing ascroll of music from Heaven—but the boys knew that. When Paolo
pointed out that the Casa Petrocchi did not seem to smell much, Rosabit her lip and said gravely that
there were not many windowsin the outsde walls, and they were dl shuit.

"| expect everything happens around the yard inside, just likeit doesin our Casa," she said. "Probably all
the smdling goeson in there.”

They agreed that it probably did, and wanted to wait to see a Petrocchi come out. But Rosasaid she
thought that would be most unwise, and pulled them away. The boyslooked over their shoulders as she
dragged them off and saw that the Casa Petrocchi had four golden-stone towers, one at each corner,
where the Casa Montanaonly had one, over the gate.

"It's because the Petrocchis are show-offs," Rosa said, dragging. "Come on.”

Since the towers were each roofed with alittle hat of red pan-tiles, just like their own roofs or the roofs
of dl the housesin Caprona, Paolo and Tonino did not think they were particularly grand, but they did
not like to argue with Rosa. Fedling very let down, they let her drag them back to the Casa Montanaand
pull them through their own large knotty gate into the bustling yard beyond. There Rosaleft them and ran
up the stepsto the gdlery, shouting, "Lucial Lucia, where are you? | want to talk to you!"



Doors and windows opened into the yard al around, and the gallery, with itswooden railings and
pan-tiled roof, ran around three sides of the yard and |ed to the rooms on the top floor. Uncles, aunts,
cousinslarge and smdl, and cats were busy everywhere, laughing, cooking, discussing spells, washing,
sunning themsalves or playing. Paolo gave asigh of contentment and picked up the nearest cat.

"I don't think the Casa Petrocchi can beanything likethisingde.”

Before Tonino could agree, they were swooped on lovingly by Aunt Maria, who was fatter than Aunt
Gina, but not asfat as Aunt Anna. "Where have you been, my loves? I've been ready for your lessonsfor
haf an hour or more!”

Everyonein the Casa Montanaworked very hard. Paolo and Tonino were aready being taught the first
rules for making spells. When Aunt Mariawas busy, they were taught by their father, Antonio. Antonio
was the eldest son of Old Niccolo, and would be head of the Casa M ontana when Old Niccolo died.
Paolo thought this weighed on hisfather. Antonio was athin, worried person who laughed less often than
the other Montanas. He was different. One of the differenceswasthat, instead of Ietting Old Niccolo
carefully choose awife for him from aspdl-housein Italy, Antonio had gone on avisit to England and
come back married to Elizabeth. Elizabeth taught the boys music.

"If I'd been teaching that Angelica Petrocchi, " she wasfond of saying, "she'd never have turned anything
green.”

Old Niccolo said Elizabeth was the best musician in Caprona. And that, Luciatold the boys, waswhy
Antonio got away with marrying her. But Rosatold them to take no notice. Rosawas proud of being half

English.

Paolo and Tonino were probably prouder to be Montanas. It was agrand thing to know you were born
into afamily that was known worldwide as the greatest spell-house in Europe—if you did not count the
Petrocchis. There were times when Paolo could hardly wait to grow up and belike his cousin, dashing
Rinado. Everything came easily to Rinado. Girlsfdl in lovewith him, spells dripped from hispen. He
had composed seven new charms before he left school. And these days, as Old Niccolo said, making a
new spell was not easy. There were so many already. Paolo admired Rinaldo desperately. Hetold
Tonino that Rinaldo was atrue Montana

Tonino agreed, because he was more than ayear younger than Paolo and vaued Paolo's opinions, but it
always seemed to him that it was Paolo who was the true Montana. Paolo was as quick as Rinado. He
could learn without trying spells which took Tonino daysto acquire. Tonino was dow. He could only
remember thingsif he went over them again and again. It seemed to him that Paolo had been born with
aningtinct for magic which hejus did not have himsdif.

Tonino was sometimes quite depressed about his downess. Nobody else minded in the least. All his
sgters, even the studious Corinna, spent hours helping him. Elizabeth assured him he never sang out of
tune. Hisfather scolded him for working too hard, and Paolo assured him that he would be streets ahead
of the other children when he went to school. Paolo had just started school. He was as quick at ordinary
lessonsashewas at spells.

But when Tonino started school, he was just as dow there as he was at home. School bewildered him.
He did not understand what the teachers wanted him to do. By thefirst Saturday he was so miserable
that he had to dip away from the Casa and wander around Capronain tears. He was missing for hours.

"I can't help being quicker than heid!" Paolo said, amost in tearstoo.

Aunt Mariarushed at Paolo and hugged him. "Now, now, don't you start too! You're as clever asmy



Rinddo, and weredl proud of you."

"Lucia, go and look for Tonino," said Elizabeth. "Paolo, you mustn't worry so. Tonino's soaking up spells
without knowing heis. | did the samewhen | came here. Should | tell Tonino?' she asked Antonio.
Antonio had hurried in from the gdllery. In the CasaMontana, if anyone wasin distress, it always fetched
therest of thefamily.

Antonio rubbed his forehead. " Perhaps. Let's go and ask Old Niccolo. Come on, Paolo.”

Paolo followed histhin, brisk father through the patterns of sunlight in the galery and into the blue
coolness of the Scriptorium. Here his other two sisters, Rinaldo and five other cousins, and two of his
uncles, were dl standing at tall desks copying spells out of big leather-bound books. Each book had a
brasslock on it so that the family secrets could not be stolen. Antonio and Paolo tiptoed through. Rinado
smiled at them without pausing in his copying. Where other pens scratched and paused, Rinado's raced.

In the room beyond the Scriptorium, Uncle Lorenzo and Cousin Domenico were slamping winged horses
on leaf-green envelopes. Uncle Lorenzo looked keenly at their faces asthey passed and decided that the
trouble was not too much for Old Niccolo aone. He winked at Paolo and threstened to stamp awinged
horse on him.

Old Niccolo wasin the warm mildewy library beyond, consulting over abook on a stand with Aunt
Francesca. Shewas Old Niccolo's Sster, and therefore really a great-aunt. She was abarrel of alady,
twice asfat as Aunt Annaand even more passionate than Aunt Gina. She was saying passionately, "But
the spells of the Casa Montana always have acertain eegance. Thisisgraceless! Thisis—"

Both round old faces turned towards Antonio and Paolo. Old Niccolo'sface, and hiseyesin it, were
round and wondering as the latest baby's. Aunt Francescas face was too smdl for her huge body, and
her eyeswere small and shrewd. "1 wasjust coming,” said Old Niccolo. "I thought it was Tonino in
trouble, but you bring me Paolo."

"Paolo'snot in trouble," said Aunt Francesca.
Old Niccolo'sround eyes blinked at Paolo. "Paolo," he said, "what your brother feelsisnot your fault.”
"No," said Paolo. "I think it's school redly.”

"We thought that perhaps Elizabeth could explain to Tonino that he can't avoid learning spellsin this
Casa" Antonio suggested.

"But Tonino has ambition!" cried Aunt Francesca.
"] don't think he does," said Paolo.

"No, but heisunhappy,” said hisgrandfather. "And we must think how best to comfort him. I know.” His
baby face beamed. "Benvenuto.”

Though OId Niccolo did not say thisloudly, someonein the gdlery immediatdly shouted, "Old Niccolo
wants Benvenuto!" There was running and calling down in the yard. Somebody best on awaterbutt with
adtick. "Benvenuto! Where'sthat cat got to? Benvenuto!™

Naturally, Benvenuto took histime coming. He was boss cat at the CasaMontana. It was five minutes
before Paolo heard hisfirm pads trotting along the tiles of the gallery roof. Thiswasfollowed by aheavy
thump as Benvenuto made the difficult legp down, acrossthe gdlery railing onto the floor of the gdlery.
Shortly, he appeared on the library windowsil .



"So thereyou are," said Old Niccolo. "l wasjust going to get impatient.”

Benvenuto at once shot forward a shaggy black hind leg and settled down to wash it, asif that was what
he had come there to do.

"Ah no, please," said Old Niccolo. "I need your help."

Benvenuto's wide yellow eyes turned to Old Niccolo. He was not a handsome cat. His head was
unusualy wide and blunt, with gray gnarled patches on it left over from many, many fights. Thosefights
had pulled his ears down over his eyes, so that Benvenuto always looked asif he were wearing aragged
brown cap. A hundred bites had | eft those ears notched like holly leaves. Just over hisnose, giving his
face aleering, lopsided ook, were three white patches. Those had nothing to do with Benvenuto's
position as boss cat in aspell-house. They were the result of his partidity for steak. He had got under
Aunt Ginas feet when she was cooking, and Aunt Gina had spilled hot fat on his head. For this reason,
Benvenuto and Aunt Gina dways pointedly ignored one another.

"Tonino isunhappy,” said Old Niccolo.

Benvenuto seemed to fed thisworthy of hisattention. He withdrew his projecting leg, dropped to the
library floor and arrived on top of the bookstand, al in one movement, without seeming to flex amuscle.
There he stood, politely waving the one beautiful thing about him—hisbushy black tail. Therest of his
coat had worn to aragged brown. Apart from thetail, the only thing which showed Benvenuto had once
been amagnificent black Persan wasthe fluffy fur on hishind legs. And, as every other cat in Caprona
knew to its cost, those fluffy breeches concealed muscleslike abulldog's.

Paolo stared at his grandfather talking face to face with Benvenuto. He had aways trested Benvenuto
with respect himself, of course. It waswell known that Benvenuto would not sit on your knee, and
scratched you if you tried to pick him up. He knew dl cats hel ped spells on wonderfully. But he had not
redlized before that cats understood so much. And he was sure Benvenuto was answering Old Niccolo,
from the listening sort of pauses his grandfather made. Paolo looked at hisfather to seeif thiswastrue.
Antoniowasvery ill a ease. And Paolo understood from his father's worried face that it was very
important to be able to understand what cats said, and that Antonio never could. | shal haveto start
learning to understand Benvenuto, Paolo thought, very troubled.

"Which of you would you suggest?' asked Old Niccolo. Benvenuto raised hisright front paw and gave it
acasud lick. Old Niccolo'sface curved into his beaming baby's smile. "Look at that!" he said. "Hell doiit
himsdf!" Benvenuto flicked thetip of histall Sdeways. Then he was gone, legping back to the window so
fluidly and quickly that he might have been a paintbrush painting adark linein the air. Heleft Aunt
Francescaand Old Niccolo beaming, and Antonio still looking unhappy. "Tonino istaken care of," Old
Niccolo announced. "We shdl not worry again unless heworriesus.”

2

TONINO WASALREADY FEELING soothed by the bustle in the golden streets of Caprona. In the
narrower streets, he walked down the crack of sunlight in the middle, with washing flapping overhead,
playing that it was sudden death to tread on the shadows. In fact, he died a number of times before he
got asfar asthe Corso. A crowd of tourists pushed him off the sun once. So did two cartsand a
carriage. And once, along, gleaming car came dowly growling aong, hooting hard to clear the way.

When hewas near the Corso, Tonino heard atourist say in English, "Ohlook! Punch and Judy!" Very
smug at being able to understand, Tonino dived and pushed and tunneled until hewas at the front of the
crowd and able to watch Punch beat Judy to desth at the top of hislittle painted sentry-box. He clapped



and cheered, and when someone puffed and panted into the crowd too, and pushed him aside, Tonino
was as indignant as the rest. He had quite forgotten he was miserable. "Don't shovel" he shouted.

"Have aheart!" protested the man. "l must see Mr. Punch cheat the Hangman."

"Then be quiet!" roared everyone, Tonino included.

"l only said—" began the man. He was alarge damp-faced person, with an odd excitable manner.
"Shut up!™ shouted everyone.

The man panted and grinned and watched with his mouth open Punch attack the policeman. He might
have been the smallest boy there. Tonino looked irritably sideways a him and decided the man was
probably an amiable lunatic. He let out such bellows of laughter at the smallest jokes, and he was so
oddly dressed. He was wearing ashiny red silk suit with flashing gold buttons and glittering medals.
Instead of the usud tie, he had white cloth folded at his neck, held in place by a brooch which winked
like ateardrop. There were glistening buckles on his shoes, and golden rosettes at his knees. What with
his sweaty face and hiswhite shiny teeth showing as he laughed, the man glistened al over.

Mr. Punch noticed him too. "Oh what a clever fellow!" he crowed, bouncing about on hislittle wooden
shelf. "l see gold buttons. Can it be the Pope?

"Ohnoitisnt!" bellowed Mr. Gligter, highly delighted.
"Canit bethe Duke?' cawed Mr. Punch.
"Ohnoitisnt!" roared Mr. Glister, and everyone else.
"Ohyesitis," crowed Mr. Punch.

While everyonewas howling "Oh no it isn't!" two worried-looking men pushed their way through the
peopleto Mr. Gligter.

"Your Grace," said one, "the Bishop reached the Cathedral half an hour ago.”

"Oh bother!" said Mr. Gligter. "Why are you lot aways bullying me? Can't | just—until thisends?1 love
Punch and Judy."

The two men looked at him reproachfully.

"Oh—very wdl," said Mr. Gligter. "Y ou two pay the showman. Give everyone here something." He
turned and went bounding away into the Corso, puffing and panting.

For amoment, Tonino wondered if Mr. Glister was actudly the Duke of Caprona. But the two men
made no attempt to pay the showman, or anyone else. They smply went trotting demurely after Mr.
Gliger, asif they were afraid of losing him. From this, Tonino gathered that Mr. Glister wasindeed a
lunatic—arich one—and they were humoring him.

"Mean thingd" crowed Mr. Punch, and set about tricking the Hangman into being hanged instead of him.
Tonino watched until Mr. Punch bowed and retired in triumph into the little painted villa at the back of his
stage. Then he turned away, remembering his unhappiness.

Hedid not fed like going back to the CasaMontana. He did not fed like doing anything particularly. He
wandered on, the way he had been going, until he found himself in the PiazzaNuova, up on the hill at the
western end of the city. Here he sat gloomily on the parapet, gazing acrossthe River Voltavaat therich



villas and the Ducal Paace, and at the long arches of the New Bridge, and wondering if he was going to
gpend therest of hislifein afog of stupidity.

The Piazza Nuova had been made at the same time as the New Bridge, about seventy years ago, to give
everyone the grand view of Caprona Tonino was looking at now. It was breathtaking. But the trouble
was, everything Tonino looked a had something to do with the Casa Montana.

Takethe Duca Paace, whose golden-stone towers cut clear linesinto the clean blue of the sky opposite.
Each golden tower swept outwards at the top, so that the soldiers on the battlements, benesth the
snapping red and gold flags, could not be reached by anyone climbing up from below. Tonino could see
the shields built into the battlements, two aside, one cherry, one leaf-green, showing that the Montanas
and the Petrocchis had added a spell to defend each tower. And the great white marble front below was
inlaid with other marbles, al colors of the rainbow. And among those colors were cherry-red and
leaf-green.

Thelong golden villas on the hillside bel ow the Palace each had aleaf-green or cherry-red disc on their
walls. Some were haf hidden by the dark spires of the elegant little trees planted in front of them, but
Tonino knew they were there. And the stone and meta arches of the New Bridge, sweeping away from
him towards the villas and the Palace, each bore an enamel plague, green and red aternately. The New
Bridge had been sustained by the strongest spells the Casa M ontana and the Casa Petrocchi could
produce. At the moment, when the river wasjust ashingly trickle, they did not seem necessary. But in
winter, when therain fell in the Apennines, the V oltava became afurious torrent. The arches of the New
Bridge barely cleared it. The Old Bridge—which Tonino could see by craning out and Sdeways—was
often under water, and the funny little houses along it could not be used. Only Montana and Petrocchi
spells deep in its foundations stopped the Old Bridge being swept away.

Tonino had heard Old Niccolo say that the New Bridge spells had taken the entire efforts of the entire
Montanafamily. Old Niccolo had helped make them when he was the same age as Tonino. Tonino could
not have done. Miserable, he looked down at the golden walls and red pan-tiles of Capronabelow. He
was quite certain that every single one hid at least aleaf-green scrip. And the most Tonino had ever done
was help stamp the winged horse on the outside. He was fairly sure that was al he ever would do.

He had afedling somebody was caling him. Tonino looked round at the Piazza Nuova. Nobody. Despite
the view, the Plazzawas too far for the tourists to come. All Tonino could see were the mighty iron
griffinswhich reared up at intervas dl around the parapet, reaching iron pawsto the sky. More griffins
tangled into afighting heap in the center of the square to make afountain. And even here, Tonino could
not get away from hisfamily. A little metd plate was set into the stone beneeth the huge iron claws of the
nearest griffin. It was leaf-green. Tonino found he had burst into tears.

Among histears, he thought for amoment that one of the more distant griffins had left its stone perch and
come trotting round the parapet towards him. It had left its wings behind, or else had them tightly folded.

Hewastold, alittle smugly, that cats do not need wings. Benvenuto sat down on the parapet beside him,
daring accusngly.

Tonino had aways been thoroughly in awe of Benvenuto. He stretched out ahand to him timidly. "Hallo,
Benvenuto."

Benvenuto ignored the hand. It was covered with water from Tonino's eyes, he said, and it made acat
wonder why Tonino wasbeing so slly.

"There are our spellseverywhere,” Tonino explained. "And I'll never be able—Do you think it's because
I'm half English?



Benvenuto was not sure quite what difference that made. All it meant, asfar as he could see, was that
Paolo had blue eyes like a S amese and Rosa had white fur—

"Fair hair," said Tonino.

—and Tonino himsdlf had tabby hair, like the pale stripesin atabby, Benvenuto continued, unperturbed.
And those were dl cats, weren't they?

"But I'm s0 stupid—" Tonino began.

Benvenuto interrupted that he had heard Tonino chattering with those kittens yesterday, and he had
thought Tonino was agood deal cleverer than they were. And before Tonino went and objected that
those were only kittens, wasn't Tonino only akitten himsdlf?

At this, Tonino laughed and dried his hand on histrousers. When he held the hand out to Benvenuto
again, Benvenuto rose up, very high on dl four paws, and advanced to it, purring. Tonino ventured to
stroke him. Benvenuto walked around and around, arched and purring, like the smalest and friendliest
kitten in the Casa. Tonino found himself grinning with pride and pleasure. He could tell from the waving of
Benvenuto's brush of atall, in mgestic, angry twitches, that Benvenuto did not altogether like being
stroked—uwhich made it al the more of an honor.

That was better, Benvenuto said. He minced up to Tonino's bare legs and installed himself acrossthem,
like abrown muscular mat. Tonino went on stroking him. Prickles came out of one end of the mat and
treadled painfully at Tonino'sthighs. Benvenuto continued to purr. Would Tonino look at it thisway, he
wondered, that they were both, boy and cat, a part of the most famous Casain Caprona, which in turn
was part of the most specid of dl the Italian States?

"I know that," said Tonino. "It'sbecause | think it'swonderful too that I—Are we really so specia?’

Of course, purred Benvenuto. And if Tonino were to lean out and look across at the Cathedra, he would
seewhy.

Obediently, Tonino leaned and |ooked. The huge marble bubbles of the Cathedra domes legped up from
among the houses at the end of the Corso. He knew there never was such abuilding as that. It floated,
high and white and gold and green. And on the top of the highest dome the sun flashed on the great
golden figure of the Angel, poised there with spread wings, holding in one hand agolden scrall. 1t seemed
to blessall Caprona

That Angdl, Benvenuto informed him, was there as asign that Capronawould be safe aslong as
everyone sang the tune of the Angel of Caprona. The Angel had brought that song in ascroll straight from
Heaven to the First Duke of Caprona, and its power had banished the White Devil and made Caprona
great. The White Devil had been prowling around Caprona ever since, trying to get back into the city, but
aslong asthe Angd's song was sung, it would never succeed.

"I know that," said Tonino. "We sing the Angel every day at school.” That brought back the main part of
hismisery. "They keep making melearn the sory—and | sorts of things—and | can't, because | know
them dready, so | can't learn properly.”

Benvenuto stopped purring. He quivered, because Tonino's fingers had caught in one of the many lumps
of matted fur in his coat. Still quivering, he demanded rather sourly why it hadn't occurred to Tonino to
tell them at school that he knew these things.

"Sorry!" Tonino hurriedly moved hisfingers. "But," he explained, "they keep saying you haveto do them



thisway, or you'l never learn properly.”

WEell, it was up to Tonino of course, Benvenuto said, still irritable, but there seemed no point in learning
thingstwice. A cat wouldn't stand for it. And it was about time they were getting back to the Casa.

Tonino sighed. "l suppose so. They'll beworried." He gathered Benvenuto into hisarms and stood up.

Benvenuto liked that. He purred. And it had nothing to do with the Montanas being worried. The aunts
would be cooking lunch, and Tonino would find it easier than Benvenuto to nick anice piece of ved.

That made Tonino laugh. As he started down the steps to the New Bridge, he said, ™Y ou know,
Benvenuto, you'd be alot more comfortableif you let me get those lumps out of your coat and comb you
abit."

Benvenuto stated that anyone trying to comb him would get raked with every claw he possessed.
"A brushthen?'
Benvenuto said he would consider that.

It was here that L ucia encountered them. She had |ooked for Tonino al over Capronaby then and she
was prepared to be extremely angry. But the sight of Benvenuto's evil |opsided countenance staring at her
out of Tonino'sarms|eft her with amost nothing to say. "WEell belate for lunch," she said.

"Nowewon't," said Tonino. "WEell beintime for you to stand guard while | steal Benvenuto some ved.."

"Trust Benvenuto to haveit dl worked out,” said Lucia "What isthis? The start of aprofitable
relaionship?'

Y ou could put it that way, Benvenuto told Tonino. ™Y ou could put it that way," Tonino said to Lucia

At dl events, Luciawas sufficiently impressed to engage Aunt Ginaiin conversation while Tonino got
Benvenuto hisveal. And everyone was too pleased to see Tonino safely back to mind too much. Corinna
and Rosaminded, however, that afternoon, when Corinnalost her scissors and Rosa her hairbrush. Both
of them stormed out onto the gdlery. Paolo was there, watching Tonino gently and carefully snip the mats
out of Benvenuto's coat. The hairbrush lay beside Tonino, full of brown fur.

"And you can redly understand everything he says?' Paolo was saying.
"l can understand dl the cats,” said Tonino. "Don't move, Benvenuto. Thisoné'sright on your skin.”

It says volumesfor Benvenuto's status—and therefore for Tonino's—that neither Rosanor Corinna
dared say aword to him. They turned on Paolo instead. "What do you mean, Paolo, standing there
letting him mess that brush up? Why couldn't you make him use the kitchen scissors?"

Paolo did not mind. He wastoo relieved that he was not going to have to learn to understand cats
himsdf. He would not have known how to begin.

From that time forward, Benvenuto regarded himsdlf as Tonino's specid cat. It made a difference to both
of them. Benvenuto, what with constant brushing—for Rosa bought Tonino aspecia hairbrush for
him—and dmost as constant supplies filched from under Aunt Gina's nose, soon began to look younger
and deeker. Tonino forgot he had ever been unhappy. He was now a proud and specia person. When
Old Niccolo needed Benvenuto, he had to ask Tonino first. Benvenuto flatly refused to do anything for
anyone without Tonino's permission. Paolo was very amused a how angry Old Niccolo got.



"That cat hasjust taken advantage of me!” he stormed. "'l ask him to do me akindnessand what do |
oet? Ingratitude!™

In the end, Tonino had to tell Benvenuto that he wasto consider himself at Old Niccolo's service while
Tonino was at school. Otherwise Benvenuto smply disappeared for the day. But he dways, unfailingly,
reappeared around half past three, and sat on the waterbutt nearest the gate, waiting for Tonino. And as
soon as Tonino came through the gate, Benvenuto would jump into hisarms.

Thiswastrue even at the times when Benvenuto was not available to anyone. That was mostly at full
moon, when the lady cats wauled enticingly from the roofs of Caprona.

Tonino went to school on Monday, having considered Benvenuto's advice. And, when the time came
when they gave him apicture of acat and said the shapes under it went: Ker-a-ter, Tonino gathered up
his courage and whispered, "Yes. ItsaCandan A andaT. | know how to read.”

Histeacher, who was new to Caprona, did not know what to make of him, and called the Headmi stress.
"Oh," shewastold. "It's another Montana. | should have warned you. They al know how to read. Most
of them know L atin too—they useit alot in their spells—and some of them know English aswell. Youll

find they're about average with sums, though.”

So Tonino was given aproper book while the other children learned their Ietters. It wastoo easy for him.
Hefinished it in ten minutes and had to be given another. And that was how he discovered about books.
To Tonino, reading a book soon became an enchantment above any spell. He could never get enough of
it. He ransacked the Casa M ontana and the Public Library, and he spent al his pocket money on books.
It soon became well known that the best present you could give Tonino was a book—and the best book
would be about the unimaginable situation where there were no spells. For Tonino preferred fantasy. In
his favorite books, people had wild adventures with no magic to help or hinder them.

Benvenuto thoroughly approved. While Tonino read, he kept till, and acat could be comfortable Sitting
on him. Paolo teased Tonino alittle about being such abookworm, but he did not really mind. He knew
he could dways persuade Tonino to leave hisbook if he redly wanted him. Antonio wasworried. He
worried about everything. He was afraid Tonino was not getting enough exercise. But everyonedsein
the Casa said thiswas nonsense. They were proud of Tonino. He was as studious as Corinna, they said,
and, no doubt, both of them would end up at Caprona University, like Great-Uncle Umberto. The
Montanas dwalys had someone at the University. It meant they were not selfishly keeping the Theory of
Magic to thefamily, and it was aso very useful to have accessto the spdlsin the University Library.

Despite these hopes for him, Tonino continued to be dow at learning spells and not particularly quick at
school. Paolo was twice as quick at both. But as the years went by, both of them accepted it. It did not
worry them. What worried them far more wastheir gradua discovery that things were not atogether well
in the CasaMontana, nor in Caprona either.

3

IT WAS Benvenuto who first worried Tonino. Despite dl the care Tonino gave him, he became steadily
thinner and more ragged again. Now Benvenuto was roughly the same age as Tonino. Tonino knew that
wasold for acat, and at first he assumed that Benvenuto was just fegling his years. Then he noticed that
Old Niccolo had taken to looking almost as worried as Antonio, and that Uncle Umberto called on him
from the University dmost every day. Each time he did, Old Niccolo or Aunt Francescawould ask for
Benvenuto and Benvenuto would come back tired out. So he asked Benvenuto what was wrong.

Benvenuto's reply was that they might let acat have some peace, even if the Duke was abooby. And he



was not going to be pestered by Tonino into the bargain.

Tonino consulted Paolo, and found Paolo worried too. Paolo had been noticing hismother. Her fair hair
had lately become severd shades pder with dl the whitein it, and she looked nervous dl thetime. When
Paol o asked Elizabeth what was the matter, she said, "Oh nothing, Paolo—only al thismakesit so
difficult to find ahusband for Rosa"

Rosawas now eighteen. The entire Casawas busy discussing ahusband for her, and there did, now
Paolo noticed, seem much more fuss and anxiety about the matter than there had been over Cousin
Claudia, three years before. M ontanas had to be careful who they married. It stood to reason. They had
to marry someone who had sometalent at least for spells or music; and it had to be someone the rest of
the family liked; and, above dl, it had to be someone with no kind of connection with the Petrocchis. But
Cousin Claudia had found and married Arturo without al the discussion and worry that was going on
over Rosa. Paolo could only suppose the reason was "dl this," whatever Elizabeth had meant by that.

Whatever the reason, argument raged. Anxious Antonio talked of going to England and consulting
someone called Chrestomanci about it. "We want aredly strong spell-maker for her,” he said. To which
Elizabeth replied that Rosawas Itdian and should marry an Italian. The rest of the family agreed, except
that they said the Italian must be from Caprona. So the question was who.

Paolo, Luciaand Tonino had no doubt. They wanted Rosato marry their cousin Rinaldo. It seemed to
them entirdly fitting. Rosawas lovely, Rinaldo handsome, and none of the usua objections could possibly
be made. There were two snags, however. Thefirst was that Rinaldo showed no interest in Rosa. He
was at present desperately in love with area English girl—her name was Jane Smith, and Rinaldo had
some difficulty pronouncing it—and she had come to copy some of the picturesin the Art Gallery down
on the Corso. She was aromantic girl. To please her, Rinado had taken to wearing black, with ared
scarf a hisneck, like abandit. He was said to be considering growing a bandit moustache too. All of
which left him with no timefor acousin he had known dl hislife.

The other snag was Rosa herself. She had never cared for Rinaldo. And she seemed to bethe only
person in the Casawho was entirely unconcerned about who she would marry. When the argument
raged loudest, she would shake the blond hair on her shouldersand smile. "To lisgento you dl," she sad,
"anyonewould think | have no say in the maiter & dl. It'sredly funny.”

All that autumn, the worry in the Casa Montanagrew. Paolo and Tonino asked Aunt Mariawhat it was
al about. Aunt Mariaat firgt said that they were too young to understand. Then, since she had moments
when she was as passionate as Aunt Gina or even Aunt Francesca, she told them suddenly and fervently
that Capronawas going to the dogs. "Everything's going wrong for us," she said. "Money's short, tourists
don't come here, and we get weaker every year. Here are Florence, Pisaand Sienadl gathering round
like vultures, and each year one of them gets afew more square miles of Caprona. If thisgoesonwe
shan't be a State any more. And on top of it al, the harvest failed thisyear. It's all the fault of those
degenerate Petrocchis, | tell you! Their spells don't work any more. We Montanas can't hold Caprona
up on our own! And the Petrocchis don't even try! They just keep turning things out in the same old way,
and going from bad to worse. Y ou can seethey are, or that child wouldn't have been able to turn her
fether green!”

Thiswas disturbing enough. And it seemed to be plain fact. All the years Paolo and Tonino had been a
school, they had grown used to hearing that there had been this concession to Forence; that Pisahad
demanded that agreement over fishing rights; or that Siena had raised taxes on imports to Caprona. They
had grown too used to it to notice. But now it al seemed ominous. And worse shortly followed. News
came that the Old Bridge had been serioudy cracked by the winter floods.



This news caused the Casa Montanared dismay. For that bridge should have held. If it gave, it meant
that the Montana charms in the foundations had given too. Aunt Francescaran shrieking into the yard.
"Those degenerate Petrocchis! They can't even sustain an old spell now! We've been betrayed!”

Though no one ese put it quite that way, Aunt Francesca probably spoke for the whole family.

Asif that was not enough, Rinaldo set off that evening to visit his English girl, and wasled back to the
Casa streaming with blood, supported by his cousins Carlo and Giovanni. Rinaldo, using curse words
Paolo and Tonino had never heard before, was understood to say he had met some Petrocchis. He had
caled them degenerate. And it was Aunt Marias turn to rush shrieking through the yard, shouting dire
things about the Petrocchis. Rinaldo was the apple of Aunt Mariaseye.

Rinaldo had been bandaged and put to bed, when Antonio and Uncle Lorenzo came back from viewing
the damage to the OId Bridge. Both looked very serious. Old Guido Petrocchi himsalf had been there,
with the Duke's contractor, Mr. Andretti. Some very deep charms had given. It was going to take the
whole of both families, working in shifts, &t least three weeks to mend them.

"We could have used Rinddo's help,” Antonio said.

Rinado swore that he was well enough to get out of bed and help the next day, but Aunt Mariawould
not hear of it. Nor would the doctor. So therest of the family was divided into shifts, and work went on
day and night. Paolo, Luciaand Corinnawent to the bridge straight from school every day. Tonino did
not. He was dtill too dow to be much use. But from what Paolo told him, he did not think he was missing
much. Paolo smply could not keep up with the furious pace of the spells. He was put to running errands,
like poor Cousin Domenico. Tonino felt very sympathetic towards Domenico. He was the opposite of his
dashing brother Rinaldo in every way, and he could not keep up with the pace of things either.

Work had been going on, often in pouring rain, for nearly aweek, when the Duke of Caprona summoned
Old Niccolo to spesk to him.

Old Niccolo stood in the yard and tore what was | eft of hishair. Tonino laid down hisbook (it was
cdled Machines of Death and quite fascinating) and went to seeif he could help.

"Ah, Tonino," said Old Niccolo, looking at him with the face of agrieving baby, "I have gigantic
problems. Everyoneis needed on the Old Bridge, and that assRinaldo islying in bed, and | haveto go
before the Duke with some of my family. The Petrocchis have been summoned too. We cannot appear
lessthan they are, after dl. Oh why did Rinddo choose such atime to shout stupid insults?”

Tonino had no ideawhat to say, so hesaid, "Shall | get Benvenuto?”'

"No, no," said Old Niccolo, more upset than ever. "The Duchess cannot abide cats. Benvenuto is no use
here. | shal have to take those who are no use on the bridge. Y ou shall go, Tonino, and Paolo and
Domenico, and | shdl take your Uncle Umberto to look wise and weighty. Perhaps that way we shan't
look so very thin."

Thiswas perhaps not the most flattering of invitations, but Tonino and Paolo were delighted nevertheless,
They were delighted even though it rained hard the next day, the drilling white rain of winter. The dawn
shift camein from the Old Bridge under shiny umbrellas, damp and disgruntled. Instead of resting, they
had to turn to and get the party ready for the Palace.

The Montana family coach was dragged from the coach-house to a spot under the gdlery, where it was
carefully dusted. It was agreat black thing with glass windows and monster black wheels. The Montana
winged horse was emblazoned in agreen shield on its heavy doors. The rain continued to pour down.



Paolo, who hated rain as much asthe cats did, was glad the coach was real. The horses were not. They
were four white cardboard cutouts of horses, which were kept leaning againgt the wall of the
coach-house. They were an economical ideaof Old Niccolo'sfather's. As he said, real horses ate and
needed exercise and took up space the family could live in. The coachman was another cardboard
cut-out—for much the same reasons—but he was kept inside the coach.

The boyswere longing to watch the cardboard figures being brought to life, but they were snatched
indoors by their mother. Elizabeth's hair was soaking from her shift on the bridge and she was yawning
until her jaw creaked, but this did not prevent her doing avery thorough scrubbing, combing and dressing
job on Paolo and Tonino. By the time they came down into the yard again, each with his hair scraped
wet to his head and wearing uncomfortable broad white collars above their stiff Eton jackets, the spell
was done. The spell-streamers had been carefully wound into the harness, and the coachman clothed in a
paper coat covered with spells on theinsde. Four glossy white horses were stamping asthey were
backed into their traces. The coachman was sitting on the box adjusting hisleaf-green hat.

"Splendid!" said Old Niccolo, bustling out. He looked approvingly from the boysto the coach. "Get in,
boys. Get in, Domenico. We have to pick up Umberto from the University.”

Tonino said good-bye to Benvenuto and climbed into the coach. It smelt of mold, in spite of the dusting.
Hewas glad his grandfather was so cheerful. In fact everyone seemed to be. The family cheered asthe
coach rumbled to the gateway, and Old Niccolo smiled and waved back. Perhaps, Tonino thought,
something good was going to come from thisvisit to the Duke, and no one would be so worried after
this

Thejourney in the coach was splendid. Tonino had never felt so grand before. The coach rumbled and
swayed. The hooves of the horses clattered over the cobblesjust asif they were real, and people hurried
respectfully out of their way. The coachman was as good as spells could make him. Though puddles
dimpled along every street, the coach was hardly splashed when they drew up a the University, with
loud shouts of "Whoathere!"

Uncle Umberto climbed in, wearing his red and gold Master's gown, as cheerful as Old Niccolo.
"Morning, Tonino," he said to Paolo. "How's your cat? Morning," he said to Domenico. "I hear the
Petrocchis beat you up." Domenico, who would have died sooner than insult even a Petrocchi, went
redder than Uncle Umberto's gown and swallowed noisily. But Uncle Umberto never could remember
which younger Montanawas which. He was too learned. He looked at Tonino asif he was wondering
who hewas, and turned to OId Niccolo. "The Petrocchis are sure to help,” he said. "I had word from
Chrestomanci.”

"Sodid1," said Old Niccolo, but he sounded dubious.

The coach rumbled down the rainswept Corso and turned out across the New Bridge, where it rumbled
even moreloudly. Paolo and Tonino stared out of the rainy windows, too excited to speak. Beyond the
swollenriver, they clopped uphill, where cypresses bent and lashed in front of rich villas, and then among
blurred old wals. Findly they rumbled under a great archway and made a crisp turn around the gigantic
forecourt of the Palace. In front of their own coach, another coach, looking like atoy under the huge
marble front of the Palace, was just drawing up by the enormous marble porch. This carriage was black
too, with crimson shields on its doors, in which ramped black |eopards. They weretoo late to seethe
people getting out of it, but they gazed with irritated envy at the coach itsdlf and the horses. The horses
were black, beautiful dender creatures with arched necks.

"I think they're real horses," Paolo whispered to Tonino.



Tonino had no time to answer, because two footmen and a soldier sprang to open the carriage door and
usher them down, and Paolo jumped down first. But after him, Old Niccolo and Uncle Umberto were
rather dow getting down. Tonino had timeto look out of the further window at the Petrocchi carriage
moving away. Asit turned, he distinctly saw the small crimson flutter of a spell-streamer under the
harness of the nearest black horse. So there! Tonino thought triumphantly. But he rather thought the
Petrocchi coachman was red. He was a pal e young man with reddish hair which did not match his
cherry-colored livery, and he had an intent, concentrating look, asif it was not easy driving those unred
horses. That ook was too human for a cardboard man.

When Tonino findly climbed down on Domenico's nervous hedls, he glanced up at their own coachman
for comparison. He was efficient and jaunty. He touched a stiff hand to his green hat and stared straight
ahead. No, the Petrocchi coachman wasred dl right, Tonino thought envioudy.

Tonino forgot both coachmen as he and Paolo followed the othersinto the Palace. It was so grand, and
s0 huge. They were taken through vast halswith shiny floors and gilded ceilings, which seemed to go on
for miles. On either side of the long walls there were statues, or soldiers, or footmen, adding to the
magnificencein rows. They felt so battered by dl the grandeur that it was quite ardief when they were
shown into aroom only about the size of the CasaMontanayard. True, the floor was shiny and the
caling painted to look like asky full of wrestling angds, but the walls were hung with quite comfortable
red cloth and there was arow of dmost plain gilt chairs aong each side.

Anather party of people was shown into the room &t the same time. Domenico took onelook at them
and turned his eyesingantly on the painted angels of the ceiling. Old Niccolo and Uncle Umberto
behaved asif the people were not there at al. Paolo and Tonino tried to do the same, but they found it
impossible.

So these were the Petrocchis, they thought, sneaking glances. There were only four of them, to their five.
One up to the Montanas. And two of those were children. Clearly the Petrocchis had been as
hard-pressed as the Montanas to come before the Duke with a decent party, and they had, in Paolo and
Tonino's opinion, made abad mistake in leaving one of their family outside with the coach. They were not
impressve. Their University representative was afrall old man, far older than Uncle Umberto, who
seemed dmost lost in hisred and gold gown. The most impressive one was the leader of the party, who
must be Old Guido himself. But he was not particularly old, like Old Niccolo, and though he wore the
same sort of black frock-coat as Old Niccolo and carried the same sort of shiny hat, it looked odd on
Old Guido because he had a bright red beard. His hair was rather long, crinkly and black. And though he
stared ahead in ablesk, important way, it was hard to forget that his daughter had once accidentally
turned him green. Paolo and Tonino both sneaked fascinated glances, wondering what that red beard
would look like as bright green.

The two children were both girls. Both had reddish hair. Both had prim, pointed faces. Both wore bright
white stockings and severe black dresses and were clearly odious. The main difference between them
was that the younger—who seemed about Tonino's age—had alarge bulging forehead, which made her
face even primmer than her sster's. It was possible that one of them was the famous Angelica, who had
turned Old Guido green. The boys stared at them, trying to decide which it might be, until they
encountered the prim, derisive stare of the elder girl. It was clear she thought they looked ridiculous. But
Paolo and Tonino knew they till looked smart—they felt so uncomfortable—so they took no notice.

After they had waited awhile, both parties began to talk quietly among themsalves, asif the otherswere
not there. Tonino murmured to Paolo, "Which oneis Angelica?"

"I don't know," Paolo whispered.



"Didn't you see them at the Old Bridge then?"
"| didn't see any of them. They were dl down the other—"

Part of the red hanging swung aside and alady hurried in. "I'm so sorry," she said. "My husband has been
ddayed.”

Everyonein the room bent their heads and murmured "Y our Grace" because this was the Duchess. But
Paolo and Tonino kept their eyes on her while they bent their heads, wanting to know what she was like.
She had a diff grayish dress on, which put them in mind of a statue of asaint, and her face might amost
have been part of the same Statue. It was a statue-pal e face, dmost waxy, asif the Duchess were carved
out of dightly sogpy marble. But Tonino was not sure the Duchesswasredly like asaint. Her eyebrows
were st in astrong sarcastic arch, and her mouth was tight with what looked like impatience. For a
second, Tonino thought he felt that impatience—and anumber of other unsaintly fedings—pouring into
the room from behind the Duchessswaxy mask like a strong rank smell.

The Duchess smiled at Old Niccolo. "Signor Niccolo Montana?' There was no scrap of impatience, only
gtateliness. Tonino thought to himself, I've been reading too many books. Rather ashamed, he watched
Old Niccolo bow and introduce them al. The Duchess nodded gracioudly and turned to the Petrocchis.
"Signor Guido Petrocchi ?"

The red-bearded man bowed in arough, brusque way. He was nothing like as courtly as Old Niccolo.
"Y our Grace. With me are my great-uncle Dr. Luigi Petrocchi, my elder daughter, Renata, and my
younger daughter, Angdica”

Paolo and Tonino stared at the younger girl, from her bulge of forehead to her thin whitelegs. So this
was Angelica. Shedid not ook capable of doing anything wrong, or interesting.

The Duchesssaid, "I believe you understand why—"

The red curtains were once more swept aside. A bulky excited-looking man raced in with his head
down, and took the Duchess by one arm. "L ucrezia, you must come! The scenery looks atreat!"

The Duchess turned as a statue might turn, all one piece. Her eyebrows were very high and her mouth
pinched. "My lord Duke!" she said freezingly.

Tonino stared at the bulky man. He was now wearing dightly shabby green velvet with big brass buttons.
Otherwise, he was exactly the same asthe big damp Mr. Glister who had interrupted the Punch and Judy
show that time. So he had been the Duke of Caprona after al! And he was not in the least put off by the
Duchesssfrigid look. ™Y ou must come and look!" he said, tugging at her arm, as excited asever. He
turned to the Montanas and the Petrocchis asif he expected them to help him pull the Duchess out of the
room—and then seemed to redlize that they were not courtiers. "Who are you?"

"These," said the Duchess—her eyebrows were still higher and her voice was strong with patience—
"these are the Petrocchis and the Montanas awaiting your pleasure, my lord."

The Duke dapped alarge, damp-looking hand to his shiny forehead. "Wl I'm blessed! The people who
make spdlls! | was thinking of sending for you. Have you come about this enchanter-fellow who's got his
knife into Caprona?’ he asked Old Niccolo.

"My lord!" said the Duchess, her facerigid.

But the Duke broke away from her, beaming and gleaming, and dived on the Petrocchis. He shook Old
Guido's hand hugdly, and then the girl Renata's. After that, he dived around and did the sameto Old



Niccolo and Paolo. Paolo had to rub his hand secretly on histrousers after he let go. Hewaswet. "And
they say the young ones are as clever asthe old ones, " the Duke said happily. "Amazing families! Just the
people | need for my play—my pantomime, you know. We're putting it on here for Chrismasand |

could do with some specid effects.”

The Duchess gave asigh. Paolo looked at her rigid face and thought that it must be hard, dedling with
someone like the Duke.

The Duke dived on Domenico. "Can you arrange for aflight of cupids blowing trumpets?' he asked him
eagerly. Domenico swalowed and managed to whisper theword "illusion.” "Oh good!" said the Duke,
and dived at Angelica Petrocchi. "And you'll love my collection of Punch and Judys," he said. "I've got
hundredd!”

"How nice," Angelicaanswered primly.
"My lord," said the Duchess, "these good people did not come here to discuss the theeter."

"Maybe, maybe," the Duke said, with an impatient, eager wave of hislarge hand. "But while they're here,
| might aswell ask them about that too. Mightn't 17" he said, diving at Old Niccolo.

Old Niccolo showed gresat presence of mind. He smiled. "Of course, Y our Grace. No trouble at all.
After weve discussed the State business we came for, we shall be happy to take ordersfor any
sage-effects you want."

"Sowill we," said Guido Petrocchi, with asour glance at the air over Old Niccolo.

The Duchess smiled gracioudly at Old Niccolo for backing her up, which made Old Guido look sourer
than ever, and fixed the Duke with ameaning look.

It seemed to get through to the Duke at last. "Y es, yes," he said. "Better get down to business. It'slike
this, you see—" *

The Duchessinterrupted, with agentlefixed smile. "Refreshmentsare laid out in the small Conference
Room. If you and the adults like to hold your discussion there, | will arrange something for the children
here"

Guido Petrocchi saw achance to get even with Old Niccolo. "Your Grace," he barked stiffly, "my
daughters are asloya to Capronaasthe rest of my house. | have no secrets from them.”

The Dukeflashed him aglistening smile. "Quite right! But they won't be haf asbored if they Stay here,
will they?'

Quite suddenly, everyone except Paolo and Tonino and the two Petrocchi girls was crowding away
through another door behind the red hangings. The Duke leaned back, beaming. "I tell you what, " he
sad. "You must cometo my pantomime, dl of you. Youll loveit! I'll send you tickets. Coming,
Lucrezia"

Thefour children wereleft sanding under the celling full of wrestling angels.

After amoment, the Petrocchi girlswalked to the chairs againgt the wall and sat down. Paolo and Tonino
looked at one another. They marched to the chairs on the opposite side of the room and sat down there.
It seemed a safe distance. From there, the Petrocchi girls were dark blurs with thin white legs and foxy
blobsfor heads.



"I wish I'd brought my book," said Tonino.

They sat with their hels hooked into the rungs of their chairs, trying to fed patient. "I think the Duchess
must beasaint," said Paolo, "to be so patient with the Duke.”

Tonino was surprised Paolo should think that. He knew the Duke did not behave much like aduke
should, while the Duchess was every inch aduchess. But hewas not sureit wasright, the way she let
them know how patient she was being. "Mother dashes about like that," he said, "and Father doesn't
mind. It ops him looking worried."

"Father's not a Duchess," said Paolo.

Tonino did not argue because, at that moment, two footmen appeared, pushing amost interesting trolley.
Tonino's mouth fell open. He had never seen so many cakestogether in hislife before. Acrossthe room,
there were black gapsin the faces of the Petrocchi girls. Evidently they had never seen so many cakes
ether. Tonino shut his mouth quickly and tried to look asif he saw such sights every day.

The footmen served the Petrocchi girlsfirst. They were very cool and seemed to take hours choosing.
When thetrolley wasfinally whedled across to Paolo and Tonino, they found it hard to seem as
composed. There were twenty different kinds of cake. They took ten each, with greedy speed, so that
they had one of every kind between them and could swap if necessary. When the trolley was wheeled
away, Tonino just managed to spare a glance from his plate to see how the Petrocchis were doing. Each
girl had her white knees hooked up to carry aplate big enough to hold ten cakes.

They wererich cakes. By the time Paolo reached the tenth, he was going dowly, wondering if heredly
cared for meringue as much as he had thought, and Tonino was only on his sixth. By the time Paolo had
put his plate nestly under his chair and cleaned himsdlf with his handkerchief, Tonino, sticky with jam,
smeared with chocolate and cream and infested with crumbs, was gill doggedly ploughing through his
eghth. And this was the moment the Duchess chose to sit smiling down beside Paolo.

"I won't interrupt your brother,” she said, laughing. "Tell me about yourself, Paolo." Paolo did not know
what to answer. All he could think of was the mess Tonino looked. "For instance,”" the Duchess asked
helpfully, "does spdll-making come easily to you? Do you find it hard to learn?!

"Ohno, Your Grace," Paolo said proudly. "I learn very easily." Then he was afraid this might upset
Tonino. Helooked quickly at Tonino's pastry-plastered face and found Tonino staring gravely at the
Duchess. Paolo felt ashamed and responsible. He wanted the Duchess to know that Tonino was not just
amessy staring little boy. "Tonino learnsdowly," he said, "but hereads al thetime. He'sread dl the
booksin the Library. Hes dmost aslearned as Uncle Umberto.”

"How remarkable" smiled the Duchess.

Therewasjust atrace of disbelief in the arch of her eyebrows. Tonino was so embarrassed that he took
abig biteout of hisninth cake. It was a great pasiry puff. Theinstant his mouth closed round it, Tonino
knew that, if he opened his mouth again, even to breathe, pastry would blow out of it like ahailstorm, all
over Paolo and the Duchess. He clamped hislipstogether and chewed vaiantly. And, to Paolo's
embarrassment, he went on staring at the Duchess. He was wishing Benvenuto was there to tell him
about the Duchess. She muddied him. As she bent smiling over Paolo, she did not ook like the haughty,
rigid lady who had been so patient with the Duke. And yet, perhaps because she was not being patient,
Tonino felt the rank strength of the unsaintly thoughts behind her waxy smile, stronger than ever.

Paolo willed Tonino to stop chewing and goggling. But Tonino went on, and the disbdlief in the Duchesss
eyebrows was so obvious, that he blurted out, "And Tonino's the only one who can talk to Benvenuto.



He's our boss cat, Y our—" He remembered the Duchess did not like cats. "Er—you don't like cats,
Your Grace. "

The Duchess laughed. "But | don't mind hearing about them. What about Benvenuto?'

To Paolo'srelief, Tonino turned his goggle eyes from the Duchessto him. So Paolo talked on. "Y ou see,
Y our Grace, pdllswork much better and stronger if acat's around, and particularly if Benvenutois.
Besides Benvenuto knows al sorts of things—"

Hewasinterrupted by athick noise from Tonino. Tonino was trying to spesk without opening his mouth.
It was clear there was going to be a pastry-storm any second. Paolo snatched out hisjammy, creamy
handkerchief and held it ready.

The Duchess stood up, rather hastily. "I think 1'd better see how my other guests are getting on,” she said,
and went swiftly gliding acrossto the Petrocchi girls.

The Petrocchi girls, Paolo noticed resentfully, were ready to receive her. Their handkerchiefs had been
busy while the Duchess talked to Paolo, and now their plates were neatly pushed under their chairstoo.
Each had |eft at |east three cakes. This much encouraged Tonino. He was fedling rather unwell. He put
the rest of the ninth cake back beside the tenth and laid the plate carefully on the next chair. By thistime,
he had managed to swallow his mouthful.

"Y ou shouldn't have told her about Benvenuto, " he said, hauling out his handkerchief. "He'safamily
Secret.”

"Then you should have said something yourself instead of staring like adummy,” Peolo retorted. To his
mortification both Petrocchi girls were talking merrily to the Duchess. The bulge-headed Angelicawas
laughing. It so annoyed Paolo that he said, "L ook at the way those girls are sucking up to the Duchess!™

"I didn't do that,” Tonino pointed out.

As Paolo wanted to say he wished Tonino had, he found himsdf unable to say anything at dl. He sat
sourly watching the Duchess talking to the girls across the room, until she got up and went gliding away.
She remembered to smile and wave at Paolo and Tonino as she went. Paolo thought that was good of
her, consdering the asses they had made of themsdlves.

Very soon after thet, the curtains swung aside and Old Niccolo came back, walking dowly beside Guido
Petrocchi. After them came the two gowned great-uncles, and Domenico came after that. It waslikea
procession. Everyonelooked straight ahead, and it was plain they had alot on their minds. All four
children stood up, brushed crumbs off, and followed the procession. Paolo found he was waking beside
the elder girl, but he was careful not to look at her. In utter silence, they marched to the great Palace
door, where the carriages were moving along to receive them.

The Petrocchi carriage came firgt, with its black horses patched and beaded with rain. Tonino took
another ook at its coachman, rather hoping he had made amistake. It was till raining and the man's
clothes were soaked. Hisred Petrocchi hair was brown with wet under hiswet hat. He was shivering as
he leaned down, and there was a questioning look on his paleface, asif he was anxiousto be told what
the Duke had said. No, hewasred dl right. The Montana coachman behind stared into space, ignoring
therain and his passengers equally. Tonino felt that the Petrocchis had definitely come out best.

4

When the coach was moving, Old Niccolo leaned back and said, "Well, the Dukeis very good-natured,



I'll say that. Perhaps he's not such afool as he seems.”

Uncle Umberto answered, with deepest gloom, "When my father was aboy, his father went to the
Palace once aweek. Hewasreceived as afriend.”

Domenico sad timidly, "At least we sold some stage-effects.”
"That," said Uncle Umberto crushingly, "isjust what I'm complaining of."
Tonino and Paolo looked from one to the other, wondering what had depressed them so.

Old Niccolo noticed them looking. "Guido Petrocchi wished those disgusting daughters of histo be
present while we conferred with the Duke," he said. "' shal not—"

"Oh good Lord!" muttered Uncle Umberto. "One doesn't listen to a Petrocchi.”

"No, but onetrusts one's grandsons,” said Old Niccolo. "Boys, old Capronasin abad way, it seems.
The States of Florence, Pisaand Siena have now united againgt her. The Duke suspectsthey are paying
an enchanter to—"

"Huh!" said Uncle Umberto. "Paying the Petrocchis.

Domenico, who had been rendered surprisingly bold by something, said, "Uncle, | could see the
Petrocchis were no more traitors than we are!™

Both old men turned to look at him. He crumpled.

"Thefactis," Old Niccolo continued, "Capronais not the great State she once was. There are many
reasons, no doubt. But we know, and the Duke knows—even Domenico knows—that each year we set
the usual charms for the defense of Caprona, and each year we set them stronger, and each year they
have less effect. Something—or someone—is definitely sapping our strength. So the Duke asks what else
we can do. And—"

Domenico interrupted with asquawk of laughter. "And we said wed find the words to the Angel of
Caprona!"

Paolo and Tonino expected Domenico to be crushed again, but the two old men smply looked gloomy.
Their heads nodded mournfully. "But | don't understand,” said Tonino. "The Angel of Caprona'’s got
words. We sing them at schoal.”

"Hasn't your mother taught you—7?" OId Niccolo began angrily. "Ah, no. | forgot. Y our mother is

Englih”
"One morereason for careful marriages,” Uncle Umberto said dismally.

By thistime, what with the rain ceasdlesdy pattering down aswell, both boys were thoroughly depressed
and darmed. Domenico seemed to find them funny. He gave another squawk of laughter.

"Bequiet," said Old Niccolo. "Thisisthelast time | take you where brandy is served. No, boys, the
Angel has not got the right words. The words you sing are amakeshift. Some people say that the
glorious Angd took the words back to Heaven after the White Devil was vanquished, leaving only the
tune. Or the words have been lost since. But everyone knows that Caprona cannot be truly great until the
words are found.”

"In other words,” Uncle Umberto said irritably, "the Angel of Caprona isaspell like any other spell.



And without the proper words, any spdll isonly at half force, evenif itisof divineorigin." He gathered up
his gown as the coach jerked to a stop outside the University. "And we—like idiots—have pledged
ourselvesto complete what God left unfinished,” he said. "The presumption of man!" He climbed out of
the coach, cdling to Old Niccolo, "I'll look in every manuscript | can think of. There must be aclue
somewhere. Oh this confounded rain!™

The door dammed and the coach jerked on again.
Paolo asked, "Have the Petrocchis said they'll find the words too?"

Old Niccolo's mouth bunched angrily. "They have. And | should die of shameif they did it before we did.
|—" He stopped as the coach lurched around the corner into the Corso. It lurched again, and jerked.
Sprays of water flew past the windows.

Domenico leaned forward. "Not driving so well, ishe?!

"Quiet!" said Old Niccolo, and Paolo bit histongue in awhole successon of jerks. Something was
wrong. The coach was not making the right noise.

"| can't hear the horses hooves," Tonino said, puzzled.

"I thought that wasit!" Old Niccolo snapped. "It'stherain.” He let down the window with abang,
bringing in agust of watery wind, and, regardless of faces staring up at him from under wet umbrdllas, he
leaned out and bellowed the words of aspell. "And drive quickly, coachman! There," he said, ashe
pulled the window up again, "that should get us home before the horses turn to pulp. What ablessing this
didn't happen before Umberto got out!”

The noise of the horses hooves sounded again, clopping over the cobbles of the Corso. It seemed that
the new spell wasworking. But, asthey turned into the Via Cardinde, the noise changed to a spongy
thump-thump, and when they came to the Via Magicathe hooves made hardly a sound. And the
lurching and jerking began again, worse than ever. Asthey turned to enter the gate of the Casa Montana,
there came the most brutdl jerk of al. The coach tipped forward, and there was a crash as the pole hit
the cobbles. Paolo got hiswindow open in timeto see the limp paper figure of the coachman flop off the
box into apuddle. Beyond him, two wet cardboard horses were draped over their traces.

"That spell," said Old Niccolo, "lasted for daysin my grandfather'stime.”
"Do you mean it'sthat enchanter?’ Paolo asked. "Ishe spoiling dl our spdls?’

Old Niccolo stared a him, full-eyed, like ababy about to burst into tears. "No, lad. | fancy not. Thetruth
is, the CasaMontanaisin as bad away as Caprona. The old virtueisfading. It has faded generation by
generation, and now it isamogt gone. | am ashamed that you should learn it like this. Let's get out, boys,
and sart dragging.”

It was awretched humiliation. Since therest of thefamily were al elther adeep or at work on the Old
Bridge, there was no one to help them pull the coach through the gate. And Domenico was no use. He
confessed afterwards that he could not remember getting home. They left him adeep in the coach and
dragged it in, just the three of them. Even Benvenuto dashing through the rain did not cheer Tonino much.

"One consolation,” panted their grandfather. "The rain. Thereis no one about to see Old Niccolo
dragging hisown coach.”

Paolo and Tonino did not find much consolation in that. Now they understood the growing unesse in the
Casa, and it was not pleasant. They understood why everyone was so anxious about the Old Bridge, and



so delighted when, just before Christmas, it was mended at last. They understood, too, the worry about a
husband for Rosa. As soon asthe bridge was repaired, everyone went back to discussing that. And
Paolo and Tonino knew why everyone agreed that the young man Rosamust choose, must have, if he
had nothing else, astrong talent for spells.

"To improve the breed, you mean?' said Rosa. She was very sarcastic and independent about it. "Very
well, dear Uncle Lorenzo, | shdl only fdl inlove with men who can make paper horses waterproof.”

Uncle Lorenzo blushed angrily. The whole family felt humiliated by those horses. But Elizabeth wastrying
not to laugh. Elizabeth certainly encouraged Rosain her independent attitude. Benvenuto informed
Tonino it wasthe English way. Catsliked English people, he added.

"Haveweredly lost our virtue?' Tonino asked Benvenuto anxioudy. He thought it was probably the
explandtion for hissowness,

Benvenuto said that he did not know what it waslike in the old days, but he knew there was enough
magic about now to make his coat spark. It seemed like alot. But he sometimeswondered if it was being

applied properly.

Around thistime, twice as many newspapers found their way into the Casa. There were journasfrom
Rome and magazines from Genoa and Milan, as well as the usual Caprona papers. Everyone read them
easgerly and talked in mutters about the attitude of Florence, movementsin Pisaand opinion hardeningin
Siena. Out of the worried murmurs, the word War began to sound, more and more frequently. And,
instead of the usua Christmas songs, the only tune heard in the Casa M ontana, night and day, wasthe
Angel of Caprona.

The tune was sung, in bass, tenor and soprano. It was played dowly on flutes, picked out on guitars and
lilted on violins. Every one of the Montanas lived in hope that he or she would be the person to find the
true words. Rinaldo had anew idea. He procured a drum and sat on the edge of his bed beating out the
rhythm, until Aunt Francescaimplored him to stop. And even that did not help. Not one of the Montanas
could begin to set the right words to the tune. Antonio looked so worried that Paolo could scarcely bear
tolook at him.

With so much worry about, it was hardly surprising that Paolo and Tonino looked forward daily to being
invited to the Duke's pantomime. It was the one bright spot. But Antonio and Rinaldo went to the
Pdace—on foot—to ddliver the specid effects, and came back without aword of invitation. Christmas
came. The entire Montana family went to church, in the beautiful marble-fronted Church of Sant' Angelo,
and behaved with great devotion. Usudly it was only Aunt Annaand Aunt Mariawho were notably
religious, but now everyone felt they had something to pray for. It was only when thetime cameto sing
the Angel of Caprona that the Montana devotion dackened. An absent-minded look came over their
faces, from Old Niccolo to the smallest cousin. They sang:

"Merrily hismusic ringing,

See an Angel cometh singing,

Words of peace and comfort bringing
To Caprona's city fair.

"Victory that faileth never,
Friendship that no strife can sever,
Lasting strength and peace for ever,
For Caprona's city fair.

"See the Devil flee astounded!



In Caprona now is founded
Virtue strong and peace unbounded—
In Caprona's city fair."

Every one of them was wondering what the real words were.

They came homefor the family celebrations, and there was till no word from the Duke. Then Christmas
was over. New Y ear drew on and passed too, and the boys were forced to realize that there would be
no invitation after al. Each told himself he had known the Duke was like that. They did not spesk of it to
one another. But they were both bitterly disappointed.

They were roused from their gloom by Luciaracing along the galery, screaming, “"Come and look at
Rosals young man!™

"What?' said Antonio, raising hisworried face from abook about the Angedl of Caprona. "What?
Nothing's decided yet."

Lucialeaped from foot to foot. She was pink with excitement. "Rosa's decided for hersdlf! | knew she
would. Come and see!"

Led by Lucia, Antonio, Paolo, Tonino and Benvenuto raced along the gallery and down the stone tairs
at the end. People and cats were streaming through the courtyard from all directions, hurrying to the
room called the Sadloon, beyond the dining room.

Rosawas standing near the windows, |ooking happy but defiant, with both hands clasped around thearm
of an embarrassed-looking young man with ginger hair. A bright ring winked on Rosas finger. Elizabeth
was with them, looking as happy as Rosa and dmost as defiant. When the young man saw the family
streaming through the door and crowding towards him, his face became bright pink and his hand went up
to loosen hissmart tie. But, in spite of that, it was plain to everyone that, undernesth, the young man was
as happy as Rosa. And Rosawas so happy that she seemed to shine, like the Angel over the gate. This
made everyone stare, marveling. Which, of course, made the young man more embarrassed than ever.

Old Niccolo cleared histhroat. "Now look here" he said. Then he stopped. Thiswas Antonio's business.
Helooked a Antonio.

Paolo and Tonino noticed that their father looked at their mother first. Elizabeth's happy ook seemed to
reassure him alittle. "Now, just who are you?" he said to the young man. "How did you meet my Rosa?"

"He was one of the contractors on the Old Bridge, Father," said Rosa.
"And he has enormous naturd taent, Antonio, " said Elizabeth, "and abeautiful Snging voice."
"All right, dl right,” said Antonio. "L et the boy speak for himsdf, women.”

The young man swallowed, and helped the swallow down with a shake of histie. Hisface was now very
pae. "My nameisMarco Andretti," he said in apleasant, if husky, voice. "I—I think you met my brother
at the bridge, sr. | was on the other shift. That's how | came to meet Rosa." The way he smiled down at
Rosa left everybody hoping that he would befit to become a Montana.

"It'll bregk their heartsif Father saysno,” Luciawhispered to Paolo. Paolo nodded. He could see that.

Antonio was pulling hislip, which was athing he did when hisface could hold no moreworry thanit did
dready. "Yes" hesad. "I've met Mario Andretti, of course. A very respectable family.” He made that
sound not atogether agood thing. "But I'm sure you're aware, Signor Andretti, that oursisa specid



family. We have to be careful who we marry. Firgt, what do you think of the Petrocchis?’

Marco's pale face went fiery red. He answered with a violence which surprised the Montanas, "1 hate
their guts, Signor Montanal" He seemed s0 upset that Rosa pulled his arm down and patted it soothingly.

"Marco has persond family reasons, Father," she said.
"Which I'd prefer not to go into,” Marco said.

"We—well, I'll not pressyou for them,” Antonio said, and continued to pull hislip. "But, you see, our
family must marry someone with at least some talent for magic. Have you any ability there, Signor
Andretti?'

Marco Andretti seemed to relax at this. He smiled, and gently took Rosa's hands off hisdeeve. Then he
sang. Elizabeth had been right about hisvoice. It was a golden tenor. Uncle Lorenzo was heard to rumble
that he could not think what avoice like that was doing outside the Milan Opera.

"A golden tree there grows, a tree
Whose golden branches bud with green...."

sang Marco. As he sang, the tree came into being, rooted in the carpet between Rosaand Antonio, first
asafaint gold shadow, then asarattling metal shape, dazzling gold in the shafts of sunlight from the
windows. The Montanas nodded their appreciation. The trunk and each branch, even the smallest twig,
was indeed pure gold. But Marco sang on, and as he sang, the gold twigs put out buds, pale and
fist-shaped at first, then bright and pointed. Ingtants later, the tree wasin legf. It was moving and rattling
congtantly to Marco'ssinging. It put out pink and white flowersin clusters, which budded, expanded and
dropped, as quickly asflamesin afirework. The room wasfull of scent, then of petalsfluttering like
confetti. Marco still sang, and the tree still moved. Before the last petal had falen, pointed green fruit was
swelling where the flowers had been. The fruit grew brownish and swelled, and swelled and turned
bulging and yelow, until the tree drooped under the weight of aheavy crop of big yelow pears.

"... With golden fruit for everyone, "

Marco concluded. He put up ahand, picked one of the pears and held it, rather diffidently, out to
Antonio.

There were murmurs of gppreciation from the rest of the family. Antonio took the pear and sniffedit. And
he smiled, to Marco's evident rdlief. "Good fruit," he said. "That was very eegantly done, Signor
Andretti. But thereis one more thing | must ask you. Would you agree to change your nameto
Montana? That is our custom, you see.”

"Yes, Rosatold me" said Marco. "And—and thisisadifficulty. My brother needs mein hisfirm, and he
too wants to keep hisfamily name. Would it bedl right if I'm known as Montanawhen I'm here, and
as—as Andretti when I'm & home with my brother?

"Y ou mean you and Rosawouldn' live here?' Antonio asked, astonished.

"Not al thetime. No," said Marco. From theway he said it, it was clear he was not going to change his
mind.

Thiswas serious. Antonio looked a Old Niccolo. And there were grave faces all round at the thought of
the family being broken up.



"l don't seewhy they shouldn't,” said Elizabeth.

"Well—my great-uncledid it,” Old Niccolo said. "Buit it was not asuccess. Hiswife ran off to Sicily with
agressy littlewarlock.”

"That doesn't mean I'm going to!" Rosasaid.

Thefamily wavered, with the tree gently rattling in their midst. Everyone loved Rosa. Marco was clearly
nice. Nobody wanted to break their hearts. But thisidea of living away from the Casa—!

Aunt Francesca heaved herself forward, saying, "I side with Elizabeth. Our Rosa hasfound hersdf anice
boy with more talent and a better voice than I've seen outside our family for years. Let them get married.”

Antonio looked dreadfully worried at this, but he did not pull hislip. He seemed to be relaxing, ready to
agree, when Rinaldo set the treerattling furioudy by pushing hisway underneathiit.

"Just amoment. Arent weal being abit trustful? Who isthisfelow, after dl?Why haven't we come
across him and histalents before?"

Paolo hung his head and watched Rinaddo under hishair. Thiswas Rinddo in the mood he least admired.
Rinado loud and aggressive, with an unpleasant twist to hismouth. Rinddo was dill alittle paefrom the
cut on his head, but thiswent rather well with the black clothes and the red brigand's scarf. Rinaldo knew
it did. He flung up his head with an air, and contemptuoudy brushed off apeta that had fallen on his
black deeve. And helooked at Marco, challenging him to answer.

The way Marco looked back showed that he was quite ready to stand up to Rinaldo. "I've been at
collegein Rome until recently,” he said. "If that's what you mean.”

Rinado swung round to face the family. "So he says," he said. "He's done a pretty trick for us, and said
al theright things—but so would anyonein his place.” He swung round on Marco. It was o dramétic
that Tonino winced and even Paolo fdt alittle unhappy. "1 don't trust you," said Rinaldo. "1've seen your
face before somewhere.”

"At the Old Bridge," said Marco.
"No, not there. It was somewheredse," said Rinaldo.

And this must be true, Tonino redlized. Marco did have afamiliar look. And Tonino could not have seen
him at the Old Bridge, because Tonino had never been there.

"Do you want me to fetch my brother, or my priest, to vouch for me?' asked Marco.
"No," said Rinddo rudely. "1 want the truth.”

Marco took adeep breath. "I don't want to be unfriendly,” he said. The arm Rosawas not holding bent,
and so did thefist onthe end of it. Rinddo gave it alook asif he welcomed it, and swaggered astep
nearer.

"Plesssl” Rosasaid usdlessly.

Benvenuto moved in Tonino's arms. Into Tonino's head came apicture of alarge stripy tomcat
swaggering on the Casa roof—Benvenuto's roof. Tonino nearly laughed. Benvenuto's muscular back legs
pushed him backwardsinto Paolo as Benvenuto took off. Benvenuto landed between Rinaldo and
Marco. Therewasagentle"Ah!" from the rest of the family. They knew Benvenuto would settle it.



Benvenuto deliberately ignored Rinaldo. Arching himsdlf tdl, with histal straight up like acypresstree,

he minced to Marco's legs and rubbed himsalf around them. Marco undoubled hisfist and bent to hold

his hand out to Benvenuto. "Halo," he said. "What's your name?' He paused, for Benvenuto to tell him.
"I'm pleased to meet you, Benvenuto,” he said.

The"Ah!" from the family was|oud and long thistime. It wasfollowed by criesof, " Get out of it, Rinado!
Don't make afool of yoursdf! Leave Marco alonel”

Though Rinado was nothing like as easily crushed as Domenico, even he could not stand up to the whole
family. When helooked a Old Niccolo and saw Old Niccolo waving him angrily aside, he gave up and
shoved hisway out of the room.

"Rosaand Marco," said Antonio, "I give my provisiond consent to your marriage. ™

Upon that, everyone hugged everyone else, shook hands with Marco and kissed Rosa. Very flushed and
happy, Marco plucked pear after pear from the golden tree and gave them to everyone, even the newest
baby. They were ddicious pears, ripeto perfection. They melted in mouths and dribbled down chins.

"I don't want to be a spoilsport,” Aunt Mariasaid, durping juicein Paolo's ear, "but atree in the Saloon
isgoing to be anuisance.”

But Marco had thought of that. As soon asthe last pear was picked, the tree began to fade. Soon it was
aclattering golden glitter, a vanishing shadow-tree, and then it was not there at al. Everyone applauded.
Aunt Ginaand Aunt Annafetched bottles of wine and glasses, and the Casa drank to the hedlth of Rosa
and Marco.

"Thank goodness" Tonino heard Elizabeth say. "'l was o nervous for her!"

On the other sde of Elizabeth, Old Niccolo wastdling Uncle Lorenzo that Marco was ared acquistion,
because he could understand cats. Tonino felt alittle wistful at this. He went outside into the chilly yard.
As he had expected, Benvenuto was now curled up in the sunny patch on the gallery steps. He undulated
histall in annoyance a Tonino. He had just settled down for adeep.

But Marco could not understand cats, Benvenuto said irritably. He knew Benvenuto's name, because
Rosahad told him, but he had no ideawhat Benvenuto had actudly said to him. Benvenuto had told him
that he and Rinaldo would get thoroughly scratched if they started afight in the Casa—neither of them
was boss cat here. Now, if Tonino would go away, acat could get some deep.

Thiswas agreet relief to Tonino. He now felt free to like Marco as much as Paolo did. Marco wasfun.
Hewas never in the Casafor very long, because he and his brother were building a villaout beyond the
New Bridge, but he was one of the few people Tonino laid down hisbook to talk to. And that, Lucia
told Rosa, was acompliment indeed.

Rosaand Marco were to be married in the spring. They laughed about it constantly asthey swept in and
out of the Casatogether. Antonio and Uncle L orenzo walked out to the villawhere Mario Andretti lived,
and arranged it al. Mario Andretti came to the Casa to settle the details. He was alarge fat man—who
drove a shrewd bargain, Aunt Francesca said—and quite different from Marco. The most notable thing
about him was the long white motor car he camein.

Old Niccolo looked at that car reflectively. "It smdlls," he said. "But it looks morereliable than a
cardboard horse" He sighed. He dill felt deeply humiliated. All the same, after Mario Andretti had driven
away, Tonino was very interested to be sent out to the post with two letters. One was addressed to
Ferrari, the other to Rolls-Royce in England.



In the normal way, the talk in the Casawould have been al about that car and those two |etters. But they
passed unnoticed in the anxious murmurs about Florence, Sienaand Pisa. The only topic able to drown
out thetalk of war was Rosa's wedding dress. Should it be long or short? With atrain, or not? And what
kind of vell? Rosawas quite as independent about that as she had been over Marco.

"l suppose| haveno say initat dl,” shesaid. "l shdl haveit knee-length one side and atrain ten feet long
ontheother, I think. And no veil. Just ablack mask."

Thisthoroughly offended Aunt Mariaand Aunt Gina, who were the chief arguers. What with the noise
they made, and the twanging the other side of the room, where Antonio had roped Marco in to help find
the words to the Angel, Tonino was unable to concentrate on hisbook. Hetook it dong the gdlery to
the library, hoping for peace there.

But Rinddo was leaning on the gdlery rail outsde the library, looking remarkably sinister, and he sopped
Tonino. "That Marco,” hesaid. "I wish | could remember where | saw him. I've seen himin the Art
Gallery with Rosa, but it wasn't there. | know it was somewhere much more damaging than that.”

Tonino had no doubt that Rinaldo knew al sorts of damaging places. He took his book into the library,
hoping that Rinaldo would not remember the place, and settled down in the chilly mustinessto reed.

The next moment, Benvenuto landed on his book with a thump.
"Oh get off!" said Tonino. "I start school tomorrow, and | want to finish thisfirst."

No, said Benvenuto. Tonino wasto go to Old Niccolo at once. A flurry of scrips, spells, yellow
parchment rolls and then arow of huge red books passed behind Tonino's eyes. It wasfollowed by a
storm of enormous images. Giants were running, banging, smoking and burning, and they al wore red
and gold. But not yet. They were preparing to fight, marching in great huge boots. Benvenuto was so
urgent that it took all Tonino's skill to sort out what he meant.

"All right,” said Tonino. "I'll tell him." He got up and pelted round the gdlery, past Rinddo, who said,
"What's the hurry?' to Old Niccolo's quarters. Old Niccolo was just coming ouit.

"Please," said Tonino, "Benvenuto saysto get out the war-spells. The Dukeis caling up the Reserves.”

Old Niccolo stood so very quiet and wide-eyed that Tonino thought he did not believeit. Old Niccolo
was feding for the door-frame. He seemed to think it was missing.

"You did hear me, did you?" Tonino asked.

"Yes," said Old Niccolo. "Yes, | heard. It'sjust so soon—so sudden. | wish the Duke had warned us.
So war iscoming. Pray God our strength isstill enough.”

5

BENVENUTO's NEWS caused a stampede in the CasaMontana. The older cousins raced to the
Scriptorium and began packing away dl the usua spdlls, inks and pens. The aunts fetched out the specia
inksfor use in war-gpells. The uncles staggered under reams of fresh paper and parchment. Antonio, Old
Niccolo and Rinado went to the library and fetched the giant red volumes, with WAR stamped on their
spines, while Elizabeth raced to the music room with al the children to put away the ordinary music and
set out the tunes and instruments of war.

Meanwhile, Rosa, Marco and Domenico raced out into the ViaMagicaand came back with



newspapers. Everyone at once left what they were doing and crowded into the dining room to see what
the papers said.

They made apile of people, dl craning over the table. Rinddo was standing on achair, leaning over three
aunts. Marco was underneath, craning anxioudy sideways, head to head with Old Niccolo, as Rosa
flipped over the pages. There were so many other people packed in and leaning over that Lucia, Paolo
and Tonino were forced to squat with their chins on thetable, in order to see at dll.

"No, nothing," Rosa said, flipping over the second paper.
"Wait," said Marco. "Look at the Stop Press.”

Everyone swayed towardsit, pushing Marco further sdeways. Then Tonino amost knew where he had
seen Marco before.

"Thereitis" said Antonio.

All the bodies came upright, with their faces very serious.

"Reserve mohilized, right enough,” said Rosa. "Oh, Marco!™

"What's the matter?' Rinaldo asked jeeringly from hischair. "IsMarco aResarvist?"
"No," said Marco. "My—my brother got me out of it."

Rinado laughed. "What apatriot!"

Marco looked up a him. "I'm aFina Resarvidt,” he said, "and | hope you aretoo. If you aren't, it will be
apleasure to take you around to the Army Officein the Arsend this moment.”

Thetwo glared at one another. Once again there were shouts to Rinaldo to stop making afool of himsdlf.
Sulkily, Rinddo climbed down and stalked out.

"RinaldoisaFind Resarvigt," Paolo assured Marco.

"| thought he must be," Marco said. "Look, | must go. I—I must tell my brother. Rosa, I'll seeyou
tomorrow if | can.”

When Tonino fell adeep that night, the room next door to him wasfull of peopletaking of war and the
Angel of Caprona, with occasiona digressions about Rosa's wedding dress. Tonino's head was so full
of these things that he was quite surprised, when he went to school, not to hear them talked of there. But
no one seemed to have noticed there might be awar. True, some of the teachers looked grave, but that
might have been just their naturd fedings a the sart of anew term.

Consequently, Tonino came home that afternoon thinking that maybe things were not so bad after dl. As
usual, Benvenuto legped off the water-butt and sprang into hisarms. Tonino was rubbing hisface against
Benvenuto's nearest ragged ear, when he heard a carriage draw up behind him. Benvenuto promptly
squirmed out of Tonino'sarms. Tonino, very surprised, looked around to find him trotting, gently and
politely, with histail well up, towardsatal man who wasjust coming in through the Casa gate.

Benvenuto stood, hisbrush of tail waving dightly at thetip, hishind legs canted dightly apart under his
fluffy drawers, staring gravely at thetall man. Tonino thought peevishly that, from behind, Benvenuto
often looked pretty slly. The man looked almost as bad. He was wearing an exceedingly expensive coat
with afur collar and atweed traveling cap with daft earflgps. And he bowed to Benvenuto.



"Good afternoon, Benvenuto,” he said, as grave as Benvenuto himsdif. "I'm glad to seeyou sowell. Yes,
I'm very well thank you."

Benvenuto advanced to rub himsdlf around the stranger's legs.
"No," said theman. "l beg you. Y our hairs come off.
And Benvenuto stopped, without abating an ounce of his uncommon politeness.

By thistime, Tonino was extremely resentful. Thiswasthefirgt timefor years that Benvenuto had
behaved asif anyone mattered more than Tonino. Heraised his eyes accusingly to the stranger's. He met
eyes even darker than his own, which seemed to spill brilliance over the rest of the man's smooth dark
face. They gave Tonino ajolt, worse than the time the horses turned back to cardboard. He knew,
beyond a shadow of doubt, that he was looking at a powerful enchanter.

"How do you do?" said the man. "No, despite your accusing glare, young man, | have never been ableto
understand cats—or not more than in the most general way. | wonder if you would be kind enough to
trandate for me what Benvenuto is saying.”

Tonino listened to Benvenuto. "He says he's very pleased to see you again and welcometo the Casa
Montana, Sir." The sir was from Benvenuto, not Tonino. Tonino was not sure he cared for strange
enchanterswho walked into the Casa and took up Benvenuto's attention.

"Thank you, Benvenuto," said the enchanter. "I'm very pleased to be back. Though, frankly, I've sddom
had such adifficult journey. Did you know your borders with Florence and Pisawere closed?' he asked
Tonino. "I had to comein by seafrom Genoain theend.”

"Did you?' Tonino said, wondering if the man thought it was hisfault. "Where did you come from then?'
"Oh, England,” said the man.

Tonino warmed to that. This then could not be the enchanter the Duke had talked about. Or could he?
Tonino was not sure how far away enchanters could work from.

"Makesyou fed better?' asked the man.
"Mother's English," Tonino admitted, feding he was giving atogether too much away.

"Ah!" said the enchanter. "Now | know who you are. Y ou're Antonio the Y ounger, aren't you? Y ou
were ababy when | saw you lagt, Tonino."

Sincethereisno reply to that kind of remark, Tonino was glad to see Old Niccolo hastening across the
yard, followed by Aunt Francescaand Uncle Lorenzo, with Antonio and severa more of the family
hurrying behind them. They closed round the enchanter, leaving Tonino and Benvenuto beyond, by the
gate.

"Yes, I'vejust come from the Casa Petrocchi, " Tonino heard the stranger say. To hissurprise, everyone
accepted it, asif it were the most naturd thing for the stranger to have done—as natural asthe way he
took off hisridiculous English hat to Aunt Francesca

"But you'l stay the night with us" said Aunt Francesca.
"If it's not too much trouble," the stranger said.

In the distance, asif they aready knew—asthey unquestionably did in aplace likethe Casa



Montana—Aunt Mariaand Aunt Annawent clambering up the gallery stepsto prepare the guestroom
above. Aunt Ginaemerged from the kitchen, held her hands up to Heaven, and dashed indoors again.
Thoughtfully, Tonino gathered up Benvenuto and asked exactly who this stranger was.

Chrestomanci, of course, he wastold. The most powerful enchanter in the world.
"Is he the one who's spailing our spells?" Tonino asked suspicioudy.

Chrestomanci, he was told—impatiently, because Benvenuto evidently thought Tonino was being very
stupid—is awayson our Sde.

Tonino looked at the stranger again—or rather, at his smooth dark head sticking out from among the
shorter Montanas—and understood that Chrestomanci's coming meant there was a crisis indeed.

The stranger must have said something about him. Tonino found them al looking at him, hisfamily smiling
lovingly. He amiled back shyly.

"Oh, he'sagood boy," said Aunt Francesca.

Thenthey dl surged, talking, acrosstheyard. "What makesit particularly difficult,” Tonino heard
Chrestomanci saying, "isthat | am, first and foremogt, an employee of the British Government. And
Britainiskeegping out of Itaian affairs. But luckily | have afarly wide brief."

Almost at once, Aunt Gina shot out of the kitchen again. She had canceled the ordinary supper and
started on anew onein honor of Chrestomanci. Six people were sent out at once for cakes and fruit, and
two more for lettuce and cheese. Paolo, Corinnaand Luciawere caught asthey came in chatting from
school and told to go a once to the butcher's. But, at this point, Rinaldo erupted furioudy from the
Scriptorium.

"What do you mean, sending al the kids off likethisl" he bawled from the gdlery. "Were up to our ears
inwar-spells here. | need copiers!”

Aunt Ginaput her hands on her hips and bawled back at him. "And | need steak! Don't you stand up
there cheeking me, Rinaldo Montanal English people aways eat steak, so steak | must have!™

"Then cut pieces off the catsl" screamed Rinaldo. "I need Corinnaand Luciaup herel™
"I tdl you they are going to run after me for once!” yelled Aunt Gina.

"Dear me," said Chrestomanci, wandering into the yard. "What avery Itdian scene! Can | hdpinany
way?' He nodded and smiled from Aunt Ginato Rinaldo. Both of them smiled back, Rinado at. his most
charming.

"Y ou would agree | need copiers, sir, wouldn't you?' he said.

"Bah!" said Aunt Gina. "Rinado turns on the charm and | get left to struggle donel Asusud! All right.
Becauseit'swar-spells, Paolo and Tonino can go for the steak. But wait while | write you anote, or
you'll come back with something no one can chew.”

"So glad to be of service," Chrestomanci murmured, and turned away to greet Elizabeth, who came
racing down from the gdlery waving asheaf of music and fdl into hisarms. The heads of thefivelittle
cousins Elizabeth had been teaching stared wonderingly over the gdlery rail. "Elizabeth!” said
Chrestomanci. "'Looking younger than ever!" Tonino stared aswonderingly as his cousins. His mother
was laughing and crying a once. He could not follow the torrent of English speech. "Virtue," he heard,



and "war" and, beforelong, theinevitable " Angel of Caprona.” Hewasdill staring when Aunt Gina
stuck her noteinto his hand and told him to make haste.

Asthey hurried to the butcher's, Tonino said to Paolo, "1 didn't know Mother knew anyonelike
Chrestomanci.”

"Neither did 1," Paolo confessed. Hewas only ayear older than Tonino, after dl, and it seemed that
Chrestomanci had last been in Capronaavery long time ago. "Perhaps he's come to find the words to
the Angel," Paolo suggested. "I hope so. | don't want Rinaldo to have to go away and fight."

"Or Marco," Tonino agreed. "Or Carlo or Luigi or even Domenico.”

Because of Aunt Gina's note, the butcher treated them with great respect, "Tell her thisisthe last good
steak shelll see, if war isdeclared,” he said, and he passed them each aheavy, squashy pink armload.

They arrived back with their armfulsjust as acab set down Uncle Umberto, puffing and panting, outside
the Casagate. "I am right, Chrestomanci is here? Eh, Paolo?' Uncle Umberto asked Tonino.

Both boys nodded. It seemed easier than explaining that Paolo was Tonino.

"Good, good!" exclaimed Uncle Umberto and surged into the Casa, where he found Chrestomanci just
crossing theyard. "The Angel of Caprona,” Uncle Umberto said to him eagerly. "Could you—?"

"My dear Umberto,” said Chrestomanci, shaking his hand warmly, "everyone hereis asking me that. For
that matter, so was everyone in the Casa Petrocchi too. And I'm afraid | know no more than you do. But
| shall think about it, don't worry. "

"If you could find just aline, to get us started,” Uncle Umberto said pleadingly.

"I will do my best—" Chrestomanci was saying, when, with agresat clattering of hedls, Rosa shot past.
From thelook on her face, she had seen Marco arriving. "I promise you that,” Chrestomanci said, ashis
head turned to see what Rosawas running for.

Marco came through the gate and stopped so dead, staring at Chrestomanci, that Rosa charged into him
and nearly knocked him over. Marco staggered a bit, put hisarms round Rosa, and went on staring at
Chrestomanci. Tonino found himself holding his breeth. Rinaldo was right. There was something about
Marco. Chrestomanci knew it, and Marco knew he knew. From the look on Marco's face, he expected
Chrestomanci to say what it was.

Chrestomanci indeed opened his mouth to say something, but he shut it again and pursed hislipsin asort
of whistleinstead. Marco looked a him uncertainly.

"Oh," said Uncle Umberto, "may | introduce—" He stopped and thought. Rosa he usudly remembered,
because of her fair hair, but he could not place Marco. "Corinnas fiance," he suggested.

"I'mRosa," said Rosa. "Thisis Marco Andretti."

"How do you do?" Chrestomanci said politely. Marco seemed to relax. Chrestomanci's eyes turned to
Paolo and Tonino, standing staring. "Good heavend™ he said. "Everyone here seemsto live such exciting
lives. What have you boyskilled?"

Paolo and Tonino looked down in consternation, to find that the steak was leaking on to their shoes.
Two or three cats were gpproaching meaningly.



Aunt Gina appeared in the kitchen doorway. "Where's my steak?"

Paolo and Tonino sped towards her, leaving a pattering trail. "What was al that about?' Paolo panted to
Tonino.

"] don't know," said Tonino, because he didn't, and because he liked Marco.

Aunt Gina shortly became very sharp and passionate about the steak. The leaking trail attracted every cat
inthe Casa. They were underfoot in the kitchen al evening, mewing pitifully. Benvenuto was aso present,
at awary distance from Aunt Gina, and he made good use of histime. Aunt Gina erupted into theyard

again, trumpeting.
"Tonino! Ton-in-ooh!"
Tonino laid down his book and hurried outside. "Y es, Aunt Gina?"

"That cat of yours has stolen awhole pound of steak!" Aunt Ginatrumpeted, flinging adramatic arm
skyward.

Tonino looked, and there, sure enough, Benvenuto was, crouched on the pan-tiles of the roof, with one
paw holding down quite alarge lump of mest. "Oh dear,” he said. "I don't think | can make him giveit
back, Aunt Gina."

"I don't want it back. Look whereit'sbeen!" screamed Aunt Gina. "Tell him from methat | shal wring his
evil neck if he comes near me again'”

"My goodness, you do seem to be at the center of everything,” Chrestomanci remarked, appearing
besde Tonino intheyard. "Are you dwaysin such demand?”

"l shdl have hysterics," declared Aunt Gina. "And no onewill get any supper.” Elizabeth and Aunt Maria
and Cousins Claudiaand Teresaimmediately came to her assistance and' led her tenderly back indoors.

"Thank the Lord!" said Chrestomanci. "I'm not sure | could stand hysterics and starvation at once. How
did you know | was an enchanter, Tonino? From Benvenuto?'

"No. | just knew when | looked at you," said Tonino.

"l see," said Chrestomanci. "Thisisinteresting. Most people find it impossibleto tell. It makes me wonder
if Old Niccoloisright, when hetalks of the virtue leaving your house. Would you be ableto tell another
enchanter when you looked a him, do you think?"

Tonino screwed up hisface and wondered. "1 might. It's the eyes. Y ou mean, would | know the
enchanter who's spoiling our spells?’

"| think | mean that," said Chrestomanci. "1'm beginning to believe thereis someone. I'm sure, at leadt,
that the pells on the OId Bridge were deliberately broken. Would it interfere with your planstoo much, if
| asked your grandfather to take you with him whenever he has to meset strangers?’

"I haven't got any plans,”" said Tonino. Then he thought, and he laughed. "I think you make jokesdl the
time"

"l amto please," Chrestomanci said.

However, when Tonino next saw Chrestomanc, it was at supper—which was magnificent, despite
Benvenuto and the hysterics—and Chrestomanci was very seriousindeed. "My dear Niccolo," he said,



"my misson has to concern the misuse of magic, not the balance of power in Italy. There would be no
end of troubleif | was caught trying to stop awar."

Old Niccolo had hislook of ababy about to cry. Aunt Francesca said, "We're not asking this
persondly—"

"But, my dear,” said Chrestomanci, "don't you seethat | can only do something like this as a persona
matter? Please ask me persondly. | shan't et the Strict terms of my mission interfere with what | owe my
friends." He smiled then, and his eyes siwept around everyone gathered at the greet table, very
affectionately. He did not seem to exclude Marco. "So, " he said, "1 think my best plan for the moment is
to go onto Rome. | know certain quartersthere, where | can get impartia information, which should
enable meto pin down this enchanter. At the moment, all we know isthat he exigts. If I'm lucky, | can
prove whether Florence, or Siena, or Pisais paying him—in which case, they and he can beindicted at
the Court of Europe. And if, whileI'm at it, | can get Rome, or Naples, to move on Capronas behalf, be
very surel shdl doit.”

"Thank you," said Old Niccolo.

For the rest of supper, they discussed how Chrestomanci could best get to Rome. He would haveto go
by sea. It seemed that the last stretch of border, between Capronaand Siena, was now closed.

Much later that night, when Paolo and Tonino were on their way to bed, they saw lightsin the
Scriptorium. They tiptoed adong to investigate. Chrestomanci was there with Antonio, Rinaldo and Aunt
Francesca, going through spellsin the big red books. Everyone was speaking in mutters, but they heard
Chrestomanci say, "Thisisasound combination, but itll need new words." And on another page, "Get
Elizabeth to put thisin English, asa surprisefactor.” And again, "Ignorethe tune. The only tunewhichis
going to be any useto you at the moment isthe Angel. He can't block that."

"Why just those three?" Tonino whispered.

"They're best at making new spells,” Paolo whispered back. "We need new war-spells. It sounds asif the
other enchanter knows the old ones.”

They crept to bed with an excited, urgent feding, and neither of them found it easy to deep.

Chrestomanci |eft the next morning before the children went to school. Benvenuto and Old Niccolo
escorted him to the gate, one on either side, and the entire Casa gathered to wave. him off. Thingsfelt
both flat and worrying once he was gone. That day, there was agreat ded of talk of war at school. The
teachers whispered together. Two had left, to join the Reserves. Rumors went around the classes.
Someone told Tonino that war would be declared next Sunday, so that it would be aHoly War.
Someone el se told Paolo that al the Reserves had been issued with two left boots, so that they would not
be ableto fight. There was no truth in these things. It was just that everyone now knew that war was
coming.

The boys hurried home, anxious for somerea news. Asusua, Benvenuto legped off hiswaterbutt. While
Tonino was enjoying Benvenuto's undivided atention again, Elizabeth called from the gdlery, "Tonino!
Someone's sent you aparcel. "

Tonino and Benvenuto sprang for the gallery stairs, highly excited. Tonino had never had aparce before.
But before he got anywhere near it, he was seized on by Aunt Maria, Rosaand Uncle Lorenzo. They
seized on dl the children who could write and hurried them to the dining room. This had been set up as
another Scriptorium. By each chair was a specia pen, a bottle of red war-ink and apile of strips of
paper. There the children were kept busy fully two hours, copying the same war-charm, again and again.



Tonino had never been so frustrated in hislife. He did not even know what shape his parcel was. Hewas
not the only oneto fed frustrated.

"Oh, why?' complained L ucia, Paolo and young Cousin Lena.
"l know," said Aunt Maria "Like school again. Start writing."

"It'sexploiting children, that'swhat we're doing,” Rosasaid cheerfully. "There are probably laws against
it, so do complain.”

"Dontworry, | will,"” said Lucia. "l am doing."

"Aslong asyou write while you grumble," said Rosa

"It'sanew spdl-scrip for the Army," Uncle Lorenzo explained. "It's very urgent.”

"It'shard. It'sdl new words," Paolo grumbled.

"Y our father madeit last night,” said Aunt Maria. "Get writing. Well be watching for mistakes.”

When findly, stiff-necked and with red splodges on their fingers, they were let out into the yard, Tonino
discovered that he had barely time to unwrap the parcel before supper. Supper was early that night, so
that the elder Montanas could put in another shift on the army-spells before bedtime.

"It'sworse than working on the Old Bridge," said Lucia "What's that, Tonino? Who sent it?'

The parcel was promisingly book-shaped. It bore the stamp and the arms of the University of Caprona
Thiswas the only indication Tonino had that Uncle Umberto had sent it, for, when he wrenched off the
thick brown paper, there was no letter, not even acard. There was only anew shiny book. Tonino'sface
beamed. At least Uncle Umberto knew this much about him. He turned the book lovingly over. It was
cdled The Boy Who Saved His Country, and the cover was the same shiny, pimpled red leather asthe
great volumes of war-spells.

"Is Uncle Umberto trying to give you ahint, or something?"' Paolo asked, amused. Heand Luciaand
Corinnaleaned over Tonino while he flipped through the pages. There were pictures, to Tonino's ddlight.
Soldiers rode horses, soldiers rode machines, aboy hung from arope and scrambled up the frowning
wall of afortress; and, most exciting of dl, aboy stood on arock with aflag, confronting awhole troop
of ferocious-looking dragoons. Sighing with anticipation, Tonino turned to Chapter One: How Giorgio
uncovered an Enemy Plot.

"Supper!" howled Aunt Ginafrom theyard. "Oh | shall go mad! Nobody attendsto me!™

Tonino was forced to shut the lovely book again and hurry down to the dining room. He watched Aunt
Ginaanxioudy as she doled out minestrone. She looked so hectic that he was convinced Benvenuto must
have been a work in the kitchen again.

"It'sdl right," Rosasaid. "It'sjust she thought she'd got alinefrom the Angel of Caprona. Then the soup
boiled over and sheforgot it again.”

Aunt Ginawas digtinctly tearful. "With so much to do, my memory islikeasieve," she kept saying. "Now
I'velet you al down."

"Of course you haven't, Ginamy dear,” said Old Niccolo. "Thisis nothing to worry about. It will come
back to you."



"But | can't even remember what languageit wasin!™ wailed Aunt Gina.

Everyonetried to console her. They sprinkled grated cheese on their soup and durped it with specid
relish, to show Aunt Ginahow much they appreciated her, but Aunt Gina continued to sniff and accuse
hersdf. Then Rinado thought of pointing out that she had got further than anyone dsein the Casa
Montana. "None of therest of ushasany of the Angel of Caprona toforget,” he sad, giving Aunt Gina
hisbest amile.

"Bah!" said Aunt Gina. "Turning on the charm, Rinaldo Montanal" But she seemed agood ded more
chearful after that.

Tonino was glad Benvenuto had nothing to do with it thistime. He looked around for Benvenuto.
Benvenuto usudly took up agood position for stealing scraps, near the serving table. But tonight he was
nowhere to be seen. Nor, for that matter, was Marco.

"Where's Marco?' Paolo asked Rosa

Rosasmiled. She seemed quite cheerful about it. "He hasto help his brother,” she said, "with
fortifications"

That brought home to Paolo and Tonino the fact that there was going to be awar. They looked & one
another nervoudy. Neither of them was quite sure whether you behaved in the usua way in wartime, or
not. Tonino's mind shot to his beautiful new book. The Boy Who Saved His Country. Hedurped the
title through hismind, just as he was durping his soup. Had Uncle Umberto meant to say to him, find the
wordsto the Angel of Caprona, and save your country, Tonino? It would indeed be the most marvelous
thing if he, Tonino Montana, could find the words and save his country. He could hardly wait to see how
the boy in the book had doneit.

A S00N as supper was over, he sprang up, ready to dash off and start reading. And once again he was
prevented. Thistimeit was because the children were told to wash up supper. Tonino groaned. And,
again, hewas not the only one,

"Itisnt fair!" Corinnasad passonately. "We dave dl afternoon at spells, and we dave dl evening a
washing-up! | know theres going to be awar, but | fill have to do my exams. How am | ever going to
do my homework?' The way she flung out an impassioned arm made Paolo and Tonino think that Aunt
Gina's manner must be catching.

Rather unexpectedly, Lucia sympathized with Corinna. "I think you're too old to be one of us children,”
shesad. "Why don't you go away and do your homework and let me organize the kids?'

Corinnalooked at her uncertainly. "What about your homework?"

"I've not got much. I'm not aming for the University likeyou," Luciasaid kindly. "Run dong." And she
pushed Corinna out of the dining room. As soon as the door was shut, she turned briskly to the other
children. "Come on. What are you lot standing gooping for? Everyone take apile of platesto the kitchen.
Quick march, Tonino. Move, Lenaand Bernardo. Paolo, you take the big bowls.”

With Lucia standing over them like a sergeant mgjor, Tonino had no chanceto dip away. Hetrudged to
the kitchen with everyone else, where, to his surprise, Lucia ordered everyoneto lay the plates and
cutlery out in rows on the floor. Then she made them stand in arow themsalves, facing the rows of
greasy dishes.

Luciawas very pleased with hersdlf. "Now," she said, "thisis something I've dwayswanted to try. Thisis



washing-up-made-easy, by LuciaMontanas patent method. I'll tell you the words. They go to the Angel
of Caprona. Andyoureadl to sng after me—"

"Areyou sure we should?' asked Lena, who was avery law-abiding cousn.

Luciagave her alook of scalding contempt. "If some people,” she remarked to the whitewashed beams
of the celling, "don't know true intelligence when they seeit, they are quite at liberty to go and live with
the Petrocchis.”

"I only asked," Lenasaid, crushed.
"Well, dont," said Lucia. "Thisisthe spdl...."
Shortly, they wered! snging ludtily:

"Angel, clean our knives and dishes,
Clean our spoons and salad bowls,
Wash our saucepans, hear our wishes,
Angel, make our forks quite clean.”

At firgt, nothing much seemed to happen. Then it became clear that the orange grease was certainly
dowly clearing from the plates. Then the lengths of spaghetti stuck to the bottom of the largest saucepan
garted unwinding and wriggling like worms. Up over the edge of the saucepan they wriggled, and over
the stone floor, to ooze themsalves into the waste-cans. The orange grease and the salad-oil traveled
after them, inrivulets. And the singing faltered alittle, as people broke off to laugh.

"Sng, sng!" shouted Lucia. So they sang.

Unfortunately for Lucia, the noise penetrated to the Scriptorium. The plates were till pale pink and rather
greasy, and thelast of the spaghetti was still wriggling across the floor, when Elizabeth and Aunt Maria
burgt into the kitchen. "Lucia" said Elizabeth. "You irreligious bratd” said Aunt Maria. "'l don't seewhat's
sowrong,” said Lucia. " She doesn't see—Elizabeth, wordsfail!" said Aunt Maria. "How can | have
taught her so little and so badly? Lucia, aspell isnot instead of athing. Itisonly to help that thing. And
on top of that, you go and use the Angel of Caprona, asif it was any old tune, and not the most
powerful songinal Itay! I—I could box your ears, Lucial™

"So could |," said Elizabeth. "Don't you understand we need al our virtue—the whole combined strength
of the Casa Montana—to put into the war-charms? And here you go frittering it away in the kitchen!"

"Put those platesin the sink, Paolo," ordered Aunt Maria. "Tonino, pick up those saucepans. Therest of
you pick up the cutlery. And now you'll wash them properly.”

Very chastened, everyone obeyed. Luciawas angry aswell as chastened. When Lenawhispered, "I told
you s0!" Luciabroke a plate and jumped on the pieces.

"Lucial" snapped Aunt Maria, glaring at her. It wasthefirst time any of the children had seen her look
likely to dap someone.

"Wdl, how was| to know?" Luciastormed. "Nobody ever explained—nobody told me spellswerelike
thet!"

"Y es, but you knew perfectly well you were doing something you shouldnt,” Elizabeth told her, "even if
you didn't know why. The rest of you, stop sniggering. Lena, you can learn from thistoo.”



All through doing the washing-up properly— which took nearly an hour—Tonino was saying to himsdlf,
"And then | can read my book at last." When it wasfinally done, he sped out into the yard. And there
was Old Niccolo hurrying down the steps to meet him in the dark.

"Tonino, may | have Benvenuto for awhile, please?"

But Benvenuto was still not to be found. Tonino began to think hewould die of book-frugtration. All the
children joined in hunting and calling, but there was till no Benvenuto. Soon, most of the grownups were
looking for him too, and still Benvenuto did not appear. Antonio was so exasperated that he seized
Tonino'sarm and shook him.

"It'stoo bad, Tonino! Y ou must have known wed need Benvenuto. Why did you let him go?"
"I didnt! Y ou know what Benvenuto'slikel" Tonino protested, equally exasperated.

"Now, now, now," said Old Niccolo, taking each of them by ashoulder. "It isquite plain by now that
Benvenuto is on the other side of town, making vile noises on aroof somewhere. All we can do ishope
someone empties ajug of water on him soon. It's not Tonino's fault, Antonio.”

Antonio let go Tonino's arm and rubbed both hands on hisface. He looked very tired. "I'm sorry,
Tonino, " he said. "Forgive me. Let us know as soon as Benvenuto comes back, won't you?"

He and Old Niccolo hurried back to the Scriptorium. Asthey passed under the light, their faces were tiff
with worry.

"I don't think | likewar, Tonino," Paolo said. "Let'sgo and play table-tennisin the dining room."

"I'm going to read my book," Tonino sad firmly. He thought hewould get like Aunt Ginaif anything ese
happened to stop him.

6

Tonino read haf the night. With dl the grown-ups hard at work in the Scriptorium, there was no oneto
tell him to go to bed. Corinnatried, when she had finished her homework, but Tonino wastoo degpin
the book even to hear her. And Corinna went respectfully away, thinking that, as the book had come
from Uncle Umberto, it was probably very learned.

It was not in the least learned. It was the most gripping story Tonino had ever read. It started with the
boy, Giorgio, going long a mysterious aleyway near the docks on hisway home from school. Therewas
apeding blue house at the end of the dley and, just as Giorgio passed it, ascrap of paper fluttered from
one of itswindows. It contained amysterious message, which led Giorgio a onceinto aset of adventures
with the enemies of his country. Each one was more exciting than the last.

Wl after midnight, when Giorgio was holding a pass single-handed againgt the enemy, Tonino happened
to hear hisfather and mother coming to bed. He wasforced to leave Giorgio lying wounded and dive into
bed himsdf. All night he dreamed of notes fluttering from the windows of pedling blue houses, of
Giorgio—who was sometimes Tonino himsalf and sometimes Paolo—and of villainous enemies—most
of whom seemed to have red beards and black hair, like Guido Petrocchi—and, as the sun rose, he was
too excited to stay adeep. He woke up and went on reading.

When the rest of the Casa Montana began to stir, Tonino had finished the book. Giorgio had saved his
country. Tonino was quivering with excitement and exhaustion. He wished the book wastwice aslong. If
it had not been time to get up, he would have gone straight back to the beginning and started reading the



book again.

And the beauty of it, he thought, eating breakfast without noticing, wasthat Giorgio had saved his
country, not only single-handed, but without aspell coming into it anywhere. If Tonino was going to save
Caprona, that was the way he would liketo do it.

Around Tonino, everyone else was complaining and Luciawas sulking. The washing-up spell was il
about in the kitchen. Every cup and plate was covered with athin layer of orange spaghetti grease, and
the butter tasted of soap.

"What did she use, in Heaven's name?"' groaned Uncle Lorenzo. "This coffee tastes of tomato.”

"Her own wordsto the Angel of Caprona,” Aunt Mariasaid, and shuddered as she picked up her
gressy cup.

"Lucia, you fool!" sad Rinado. "That's the strongest tune there is.”
"All right, dl right. Stop going on a me. I'm sorry!" Luciasaid angrily.
"So aretherest of us, unfortunately,” sighed Uncle Lorenzo.

If only | could be like Giorgio, Tonino thought, as he got up from the table. | suppose what | should have
to doisto find the words to the Angel. He went to school without seeing anything on the way, wondering
how he could manage to do that, when the rest of hisfamily had failed. He was redistic enough to know
that he was smply not good enough at pellsto make up the wordsin the ordinary way. It made him sigh
heavily.

"Cheer up," said Paolo, asthey went into schoal.

"I'mdl right,” Tonino said. He was surprised Paolo should think he was miserable. He was not miserable
at al. Hewaswrapped in ddightful dreams. Maybe| can do it by accident, he thought.

He sat in class composing strings of gibberish to the tune of the Angel, in hopesthat some of it might be
right. But that did not seem satisfactory, somehow. Then, in alesson that was probably History— for he
did not hear aword of it—it struck him, like ablinding light, what he had to do. He had to find the
words, of course. The First Duke must have had them written down somewhere and lost the paper.
Tonino was the boy whose mission it wasto discover that lost paper. No nonsense about making up
words, just straight detective work. And Tonino was positive that the book had been aclue. He must
find a pedling blue house, and the paper with the words on would be somewhere near.

"Tonino," asked the teacher, for the fourth time, "where did Marco Polo journey to?"

Tonino did not hear the question, but he redlized he was being asked something. " The Angel of
Caprona,” hesad.

Nobody at school got much sense out of Tonino that day. He was full of the wonder of his discovery. It
did not occur to him that Uncle Umberto had looked in every piece of writing in the University Library,
and not found the words to the Angel. Tonino knew.

After school, he avoided Paolo and his cousins. As soon asthey were safely headed for the Casa
Montana, Tonino set off in the opposite direction, towards the docks and quays by the New Bridge.

An hour later, Rosa said to Paolo, "What's the matter with Benvenuto? Look at him."



Paolo leaned over the gdlery rail beside her. Benvenuto, looking surprisingly small and piteous, was
running backwards and forwards just inside the gate, mewing frantically. Every so often, asif hewastoo
distracted to know what he was doing, he sat down, shot out ahind leg, and licked it madly. Then he
legped up and ran about again.

Paolo had never seen Benvenuto behave like this. He called out, " Benvenuto, what's the matter?'

Benvenuto swung around, crouching low on the ground, and stared urgently up at him. Hiseyeswerelike
two yellow beacons of distress. He gave a string of mews, so penetrating and so demanding that Paolo
fdt hisstomach turn uneesily.

"What isit, Benvenuto?' caled Rosa

Benvenuto'stail flapped in exasperation. He gave agreat leap and vanished somewhere out of sight.
Rosaand Paolo hung by their midriffs over therail and craned after him. Benvenuto was now standing on
the waterbutt, with histail dashing. Assoon as he knew they could see him, he stared fixedly at them
again and uttered atruly appaling noise.

Wong wong wong wong-wong-wongt

Paolo and Rosa, without more ado, swung towards the stairs and clattered down them. Benvenuto's
walls had aready attracted al the other catsin the Casa. They were running across the yard and
dropping from roofs before Paolo and Rosawere hafway down the stairs. They were forced to step
carefully to the waterbutt among smooth furry bodies and staring, anxious green or yellow eyes.

"Mee-ow-ow!" Benvenuto said peremptorily, when they reached him.

Hewas thinner and browner than Paolo had ever seen him. There was anew rent in hisleft ear, and his
coat was in ragged spikes. He looked truly wretched. "Mee-ow-ow!" he reiterated, from awide pink
mouith.

"Something'swrong,” Paolo said uneasily. "He's trying to say something.” Guiltily, he wished he had kept
his resolution to learn to understand Benvenuto. But when Tonino could do it so easily, it had never been
worth the bother. Now here was Benvenuto with an urgent message—perhaps word from
Chrestomanci—and he could not understand it. "We'd better get Tonino,” he said.

Benvenuto'stail dashed again. "Mee-ow-ow!" he said, with tremendous force and meaning. Around
Paolo and Rosa, the pink mouths of al the other cats opened too. "MEE-OW-OW!" |t was deafening.
Peolo stared helplesdly.

It was Rosawho tumbled to their meaning. "Tonino!™ she exclaimed. "They're saying Tonino! Paolo,
whereés Tonino?'

With ajolt of worry, Paolo realized he had not seen Tonino since breakfast. And as soon as he realized
that, Rosaknew it too. And, such was the nature of the Casa Montana, that the alarm was given then and
there. Aunt Ginashot out of the kitchen, holding apair of kitchen tongsin one hand and aladlein the
other. Domenico and Aunt Mariacame out of the Saloon, and Elizabeth appeared in the galery outside
the Music Room with the five little cousins. The door of the Scriptorium opened, filled with anxious faces.

Benvenuto gave awhisk of histail and legped for the gdlery steps. He bounded up them, followed by the
other cats; and Paolo and Rosa hurried up too, in asort of shod of leaping black and white bodies.
Everyone converged on Antonio's rooms. People poured out of the Scriptorium, Elizabeth raced around
the gdlery, and Aunt Mariaand Aunt Gina clambered up the steps by the kitchen quicker than either had



ever climbed in her life. The Casafilled with the sound of hollow running feet.

The whole family jammed themsdves after Rosa and Paolo into the room where Tonino was usudly to
be found reading. There was no Tonino, only the red book lying on the windowsll. It was no longer
shiny. The pages were thick at the edges and the red cover was curling upwards, asif the book was wet.

Benvenuto, with his jagged brown coat up in aridge dong hisback and histail fluffed like afox's brush,
landed on the sill beside the book and rashly put his nose forward to sniff at it. He legped back again,
shaking his head, crouching, and growling like adog. Smoke poured up from the book. People coughed
and cats sneezed. The book curled and writhed on the sill, amid clouds of smoke, exactly asif it wereon
fire. But instead of turning black, it turned pae gray-blue whereit smoked, and looked dimy. Theroom
filled with asmel of rotting.

"Ugh!" ssid everybody.

Old Niccolo barged members of hisfamily right and |ft to get near it. He stood over it and sang, ina
strong tenor voice amost as good as Marco's, three strange words. He sang them twice before he had to
bresk off coughing. "Sing!" he croaked, with tears pouring down hisface. "All of you."

All the Montanas obediently broke into song, three long notesin unison. And again. And again. After
that, quite a number of them had to cough, though the smoke was distinctly less. Old Niccolo recovered
and waved hisarms, like the conductor of achair. All who could, sang once more. It took ten repetitions
to halt the decay of the book. By that time, it was ashriveled triangle, about haf the size it had been.
Gingerly, Antonio leaned over and opened the window beyond it, to let out the last of the smoke.

"What wasit?' he asked Old Niccolo. "Someone trying to suffocate usal ?*
"| thought it came from Umberto," Elizabeth faltered. "I never would have—"

Old Niccolo shook hishead. "Thisthing never came from Umberto. And | don't think it was meant to
kill. Let'sseewhat kind of spell itis." He snapped hisfingers and held out a hand, rather like asurgeon
performing an operation. Without needing to be told, Aunt Gina put her kitchen tongsinto his hand.
Carefully, gently, Old Niccolo used the tongs to open the cover of the book.

"A good pair of tongsruined,” Aunt Ginasaid.

"Seh!" said Old Niccolo. The shriveled pages of the book had stuck into agummy block. He snapped his
fingersand held out hishand again. Thistime, Rinaldo put the pen hewas carryinginiit.

"And agood pen," he said, with agrimace at Aunt Gina

With the pen aswell asthe tongs, Old Niccolo was able to pry the pages of the book apart without
touching them and pedl them over, one by one. Chins rested on both Paol0's shoulders as everyone
craned to see, and there were chins on the shoulders of those with the chins. There was no sound but the
sound of bresthing.

On nearly every page, the printing had melted away, leaving adimy, leathery surface quite unlike paper,
with only amark or so left in the middle. Old Niccolo looked closdly at each mark and grunted. He
grunted again at thefirst picture, which had faded like the print, but left aclearer mark. After that, though
there was no print on any of the pages, the remaining mark was steadily clearer, up to the center of the
book, when it began to become more faded again, until the mark was barely visible on the back page.

Old Niccolo laid down the pen and the tongsin terrible silence. "Right through,” he said &t length. People
shifted and someone coughed, but nobody said anything. "I do not know," said Old Niccolo, "the



substance this object is made of, but | know a caling-charm when | see one. Tonino must have been like
one hypnotized, if he had read dl this"

"Hewas abit strange at breakfast,” Paolo whispered.

"I am surehewas,”" sad hisgrandfather. He looked reflectively at the shriveled stump of the book and
then around &t the crowded faces of hisfamily. "Now who," he asked softly, "would want to set a strong
caling-charm on Tonino Montana? Who would be mean enough to pick on a child? Who would—?' He
turned suddenly on Benvenuto, crouched beside the book, and Benvenuto cowered right down,
quivering, with hisragged earsflat againg hisflat head. "Where were you last night, Benvenuto?' he
asked, more softly ill.

No one understood the reply Benvenuto gave as he cowered, but everyone knew the answer. It wasin
Antonio and Elizabeth's harrowed faces, in the set of Rinaldo's chin, in Aunt Francesca's narrowed eyes,
narrowed almost out of existence, and in theway Aunt Marialooked at Uncle Lorenzo; but most of al, it
wasin theway Benvenuto threw himsalf down on his sde, with his back to the room, the picture of acat
indepair.

Old Niccolo looked up. "Now isn't that odd?" he said gently. "Benvenuto spent last night chasing awhite

she-cat—over the roofs of the Casa Petrocchi.” He paused to let that sink in. "So Benvenuto," he said,
"who knows a bad spell when he sees one, was not around to warn Tonino."

"But why?' Elizabeth asked despairingly.

Old Niccolo went, if possible, quieter till. "1 can only conclude, my dear, that the Petrocchis are being
paid by Florence, Sena, or Pisa."

There was another silence, thick and meaningful. Antonio brokeit. "Wel," he said, in such asubdued,
grim way that Peolo stared a him. "Well? Arewe going?"

"Of course," said Old Niccolo. "Domenico, fetch me my smal black spell-book.™

Everyone |eft the room, so suddenly, quietly and purposefully that Paolo wasleft behind, not clear what
was going on. He turned uncertainly to go to the door, and redlized that Rosa had been left behind too.
She was sitting on Tonino's bed, with one hand to her head, white as Tonino's sheets.

"Paolo," shesaid, "tell Claudial’ll have the baby, if shewantsto go. I'll have dl thelittle ones.”

Shelooked up. a Paolo as she said it, and she looked so strange that Paolo was suddenly frightened. He
ran gladly out into the gallery. The family was gathering, still quiet and grim, in the yard. Paolo ran down
there and gave his message. Protesting little ones were pushed up the stepsto Rosa, but Paolo did not
help. He found Elizabeth and Luciaand pushed close to them. Elizabeth put an arm around him and an
amaround Lucia

"Keep closeto me, loves," she said. "I'll keep you safe.” Paolo looked across her at Luciaand saw that
Luciawas not frightened at all. She was excited. She winked at him. Paolo winked back and felt better.

A minute later, Old Niccolo took his place at the head of the family and they al hurried to the gate. Paolo
had just forced hisway through, jostling his mother on one side and Domenico on the other, when a
carriage drew up in the road, and Uncle Umberto scrambled out of it. He came up to Old Niccolo in that
grim, quiet way everyone seemed to be moving.

"Who is kidnapped? Bernardo? Domenico?"



"Tonino," replied Old Niccolo. "A book, with the University arms on the wrapping.”
Uncle Umberto answered, "L uigi Petrocchi isaso amember of the University.”
"| bear that in mind,” said Old Niccolo.

"| shdl come with you to the Casa Petrocchi, " said Uncle Umberto. He waved at the cab-driver to tell
him to go. The man was only too ready to. He nearly pulled his horses over on their Sdes, trying to turn
them too quickly. The sight of the entire Casa Montana grimly streaming into the street seemed altogether
too much for him.

That pleased Paolo. Helooked back and forth as they swung down the ViaMagica, and pride grew in
him. There were such alot of them. And they were so single-minded. The same intent look wasin every
face. And though children pattered and young men strode, though the ladies clattered on the cobblesin
elegant shoes, though Old Niccolo's steps were short and bustling, and Antonio, because he could not
wait to come at the Petrocchis, walked with long lunging steps, the common purpose gave the whole
family acommon rhythm. Paolo could amost believe they were marching in step.

The concourse crowded down the Via Sant' Angelo and swept around the corner into the Corso, with
the Cathedra at their backs. People out shopping hastily gave them room. But Old Niccolo wastoo
angry to use the pavement like amere pedestrian. He led the family into the middle of the road and they
marched there like avengeful army, forcing cars and carriagesto draw in to the curbs, with Old Niccolo
stepping proudly at their head. It was hard to believe that afat old man with a baby's face could look so
warlike.

The Corso bends dightly beyond the Archbishop's Palace. Then it runs straight again by the shops, past
the columns of the Art Gallery on one side and the great gilded doors of the Arsenal on the other. They
swung around that bend. There, gpproaching from the opposite direction, was another smilar crowd,
aso walking in the road. The Petrocchis were on the march too.

"Extraordinary!" muttered Uncle Umberto.
"Perfect!" spat Old Niccolo.

The two families advanced on one another. There was utter silence now, except for the cloppering of
feet. Every ordinary citizen, as soon asthey saw the entire Casa Montana advancing on the entire Casa
Petrocchi, made haste to get off the street. People knocked on the doors of perfect strangers and were
let in without question. The manager of Gross's, the biggest shop in Caprona, threw open his plateglass
doors and sent his assistants out to fetch in everyone nearby. After which he clapped the doors shut and
locked asted grille down in front of them. From between the bars, white faces stared out at the
oncoming spdll-makers. And atroop of Reservigts, newly caled up and doppily marching in crumpled
new uniforms, were horrified to find themsalves caught between the two parties. They broke and ran, as
one crumpled Reservigt, and sought frantic shelter in the Arsenal. The greet gilt doors clanged shut on
them just as Old Niccolo hated, face-to-face with Guido Petrocchi.

"We|?' said Old Niccolo, hisbaby eyesglaring.
"Well?' retorted Guido, hisred beard jutting.
"Wasit," asked Old Niccolo, "Florence or Pisathat paid you to kidnap my grandson Tonino?"

Guido Petrocchi gave abark of contemptuous laughter. ™Y ou mean,” he said, "wasit Pisaor Senawho
paid you to kidnap my daughter Angdica?'



"Doyouimagine," said Old Niccolo, "that saying that makesit any less obviousthat you area
baby-snatcher 7

"Doyou," asked Guido, "accuse me of lying?"
"Yes!" roared the Casa Montana. "Liar!"

"And the same to you!" howled the Casa Petrocchi, crowding up behind Guido, lean and ferocious,
many of them red-haired. "Filthy liars!"

The fighting began while they were dtill shouting. There was no knowing who started it. Theroarson
ether sde were mixed with Snging and muttering. Scrips fluttered in many hands. And the air was
suddenly full of flying eggs. Paolo received one, avery greasy fried egg, right across the mouth, and it
made him so0 angry that he began to shout egg-spellstoo, at the top of his voice. Eggs splattered down,
fried eggs, poached eggs, scrambled eggs, new-laid eggs, and eggs so horribly bad that they were like
bombs when they burst. Everyone dithered on the eggy cobbles. Egg streamed off the ends of people's
hair and spattered everyone's clothes.

Then somebody varied it with abad tomato or so. Immediatdly, al manner of unpleasant thingswere
flying about the Corso: cold spaghetti and cowpats—though these may have been Rinddo'sideain the
firgt place, they were very quickly coming from both sides—and cabbages, squirts of oil and showers of
ice; dead rats and chicken livers. It was no wonder that the ordinary people kept out of the way. Egg and
tomato ran down the grilles over Grossi's windows and splashed the white columns of the Art Gallery.
There were loud clangs as rotten cabbages hit the brass doors of the Arsendl.

Thiswasthefirg, disorganized phase of the battle, with everyone venting hisfury separately. But, by the
time everyone wasfilthy and sticky, their fury took shape alittle. Both sides began on amore organized
chant. It grew, and became two strong rhythmic choruses.

The result was that the objects flying about the Corso rose up into the air and began to rain down as
much more harmful things. Paolo looked up to see acloud of transparent, glittering, frozen-looking pieces
tumbling out of the sky a him. He thought it was snow at first, until apiece hit hisarm and cut it.

"Vicious beastsl" Luciascreamed beside him. "It's broken glass”

Before the main body of the glass came down, Old Niccolo's penetrating tenor voi ce soared above the
ydlsand the chanting. "Testudo!"

Antonio'sfull bass backed him up: "Testudo!" and so did Uncle Lorenzo's baritone. Feet tramped. Paolo
knew this one. He bowed over, tramping regularly, and kept up the charm with them. The whole family
didit. Tramp, tramp, tramp. "Testudo, testudo, testudo!" Over their bent heads, the glass splinters
bounced and showered harmlesdy off aninvisible barrier. "Testudo." From the middle of the bowed
backs, Elizabeth's voice rang up swestly in yet another spell. She wasjoined by Aunt Anna, Aunt Maria
and Corinna. It was like a soprano descant over arhythmic tramping chorus.

Paolo knew without being told that he must keep up the shield-charm while Elizabeth worked her spell.
So did everyone ese. It was extraordinary, exciting, amazing, he thought. Each Montana picked up the
dightest hint and acted on it asif it were orders. He risked glancing up and saw that the descant spell was
working. Every glass splinter, asit hit the unseen shield Paolo was hel ping to make, turned into an angry
hornet and buzzed back at the Petrocchis. But the Petrocchis Ssmply turned them into glass splintersagain
and hurled them back. At the sametime, Paolo could tell from the rhythm of their Singing that some of
them were working to destroy the shield charm. Paolo sang and tramped harder than ever.



Meanwhile, Rinaldo's voice and hisfather'swere singing gently, deeply, at work on something yet again.
More of the ladiesjoined in the hornet-song so that the Petrocchis would not guess. And al the while,
the tramp, tramp of the shield charm was kept up by everyone ese. It could have been the grandest
chorusin the grandest opera ever, except that it al had a different purpose. The purpose came with a
perfect roar of voices. The Petrocchis threw up their arms and staggered. The cobbles beneath them
heaved and the solid Corso began to give way into apit. Their instant reply was another huge sung
chord, with discordsinnumerable. And the M ontanas suddenly found themselvesinsde awall of flame.

There wastotal confusion. Paolo staggered for safety, with hishair singed, over cobbles that quaked and
heaved under hisshoes. "Voltaval" he sang franticaly. "Voltaval" Behind him, the flames hissed. Clouds
of steam blotted out even thetal Art Galery asthe river answered the charm and came swirling up the
Corso. Water was knee-deep around Paolo, up to hiswaist, and still rising. There was too much water.
Someone had sung out of tune, and Paolo rather thought it was him. He saw his cousin Lenaamost up to
her chinin water and grabbed her. Towing Lena, he staggered through the current, over the heaving

road, trying to make for the Arsenal steps.

Someone must have had the sense to work a cancel-spell. Everything suddenly cleared, steam, water and
smoke together. Paolo found himsalf on the steps of the Art Gallery, not by the Arsend at al. Behind
him, the Corso was amass of loose cobbles, shiny with mud and littered with cowpats, tomatoes and
fried eggs. There could hardly have been more messif Capronahad been invaded by the armies of
Florence, Pisaand Siena.

Paolo felt he had had enough. Lenawas crying. She wastoo young. She should have been left with
Rosa He could see hismother picking Luciaout of the mud, and Rinaldo helping Aunt Gina.up.

"Let'sgo home, Paolo,” whimpered Lena

But the battle was not redlly finished. Montanas and Petrocchis were up and down the Corsoin little
angry, muddy groups, shouting abuse at one another.

"I'll give you broken glass!”

"Y ou started it!"

"You lying Petrocchi swine! Kidnapper!"
"Swineyourself! Spdl-bungler! Traitor!”

Aunt Ginaand Rinaldo dithered over to what looked like amuddy boulder in the street and heaved at it.
The vast bulk of Aunt Francesca arose, covered with mud and angrier than Paolo had ever seen her.

"Y ou filthy Petrocchis! | demand single combat!" she screamed. Her voice scraped like agreat
saw-blade and filled the Corso.

v

Aunt Francesca's challenge seemed to raly both sides. A femae Petrocchi voice screamed, "We agree!”
and dl the muddy groups hastened towards the middie of the Corso again.

Paolo reached hisfamily to hear Old Niccolo saying, "Don't be afool, Francescal" Helooked more like
amuddy goblin than the head of afamous family. He was amost too breathless to spesk.

"They haveinsulted us and fought us!" said Aunt Francesca. "They deserveto be disgraced and



drummed out of Caprona. And | shdl doit! I'm more than amatch for a Petrocchi!” Shelooked it, vast
and muddy as she was, with her huge black dressin tatters and her gray hair half undone and streaming
over one shoulder.

But the other Montanas knew Aunt Francescawas an old woman. There was achorus of protest. Uncle
Lorenzo and Rinaldo both offered to take on the Petrocchi champion in her place.

"No," said Old Niccolo. "Rinaldo, you were wounded—"
Hewasinterrupted by catcdls from the Petrocchis. "Cowards! We want single combat!”

Old Niccolo's muddy face screwed up with anger. "Very well, they shdl have their single combat,” he
said. "Antonio, | appoint you. Step forward.”

Paolo felt agush of pride. So hisfather was, as he had aways thought, the best spell-maker in the Casa
Montana. But the pride became mixed with darm, when Paolo saw the way his mother clutched
Antonio's arm, and the worried, reluctant ook on hisfather's mud-streaked face.

"Goon!" Old Niccolo said crosdy.

Sowly, Antonio advanced into the space between the two families, sumbling alittle anong the loose
cobbles. "I'm ready," he cdled to the Petrocchis. "Whao's your champion?’

It was clear that there was some indecision among the Petrocchis. A dismayed voice sad, "It's Antonio!”
Thiswasfollowed by ababble of talk. From the turning of heads and the uncertain heaving about, Paolo
thought they were looking for a Petrocchi who was unaccountably missing. But the fuss died away, and
Guido Petrocchi himself stepped forward. Paolo could see severa Petrocchislooking as alarmed as
Elizabeth.

"I'm ready too," said Guido, baring histeeth angrily. Since hisface was plastered with mud, it made him
look quite savage. He was d so large and sturdy. He made Antonio look small, gentle and fragile. "And |
demand an unlimited contest!" snarled Guido. He seemed even angrier than Old Niccolo.

"Very well," Antonio said. There could have been the least shake in hisvoice. "Y ou're avare that means
afight to thefinish, areyou?"

"Suits me perfectly,” said Guido. Hewaslike a giant saying "Fee-fi-fo-fum.” Paolo was suddenly very
frightened.

It was at this moment that the Ducal Police arrived. They had comein, quietly and cunningly, riding
bicycles aong the pavements. No one noticed them until the Chief of Police and hislieutenant were
standing beside the two champions.

"Guido Petrocchi and Antonio Montana," said the lieutenant, "I arrest you—"

Both champions jumped, and turned to find blue braided uniforms on either sde of them.
"Oh go away," said Old Niccolo, hastening forward. "What do you haveto interferefor?
"Yes, goaway," said Guido. "We're busy."

Thelieutenant flinched at Guido's face, but the Chief of Police was abold and dashing man with a
handsome moustache, and he had his reputation to keep up as abold and dashing man. He bowed to
Old Niccolo. "Thesetwo are under arrest,” he said. "Therest of you | order to sink your differences and



remember thereis about to beawar.”

"Wereat war dready,” said Old Niccolo. "Go away."

"l regret,” said the Chief of Police, "that that isimpossible.”
"Then don't say you weren't warned," said Guido.

Therewas a short burst of song from the adults of both families. Paolo wished he knew that spell. It
sounded useful. As soon asit was over, Rinaldo and a swarthy young Petrocchi came over to the two
policemen and towed them away backwards. They were as fiff asthetailor's dummiesin the barred
windows of Grossi's. Rinaddo and the other young man laid them against the steps of the Art Gallery and
returned each to hisfamily, without looking a one another. Asfor the rest of the Ducd Police, they
seemed to have vanished, bicyclesand dll.

"Ready now?" said Guido.
"Ready," said Antonio.
And the single combat commenced.

Looking back on it afterwards, Paolo redlized that it could not have lasted more than three minutes,
though it seemed endless at the time. For, in that time, the strength, skill and speed of both champions
wastried to the utmost. Thefirst, and probably the longest, part was when the two were testing one
another for an opening, and comparatively little seemed to happen. Both stood, leaning dightly forward,
muttering, humming, occasiondly flicking ahand. Paolo stared at hisfather's strained face and wondered
just what was going on. Then, momentarily, Guido was a man-shaped red-and-white check duster.
Someone gasped. But Antonio dmost smultaneousy became a cardboard man covered with green
triangles. Then both flicked back to themsdves again.

The speed of it astounded Paolo. A spell had not only been cast on both sides, but also a counter-spell,
and aspdll counter to that, al in thetimeit took someone to gasp. Both combatants were panting and
looking warily at each other. It was clear they were very evenly matched.

Again there was a space when nothing seemed to happen, except asort of flickering on both sides. Then
suddenly Antonio struck, and struck so hard that it was plain he had al the time been building astrong
spell, beneath the flicker of trivia spells designed to keep Guido occupied. Guido gave a shout and
dissolved into dust, which swept away backwardsin aspira. But, somehow, as he dissolved, he threw
his strong spell a Antonio. Antonio broke into athousand little pieces, like aspilled jigsaw puzzle.

For an agelesstime, the swirl of dust and the pile of broken Antonio hung in midair. Both were struggling
to stay together and not to patter down on the uprooted cobbles of the Corso. In fact, they were il
struggling to make spellstoo. When, at last, Antonio staggered forward in one piece, holding some kind
of red fruit in hisright hand, he had barely time to dodge. Guido was aleopard in mid-spring.

Elizabeth screamed.

Antonio threw himself to one Sde, heaved abreath and sang. "Oliphans!" Hisusudly slky voicewas
rough and ragged, but he hit the right notes. A gigantic eephant, with tuskslonger than Paolo wastall, cut
off the low sun and shook the Corso as it advanced, ears spread, to trample the attacking leopard. It was
hard to believe the great beast was indeed worried, thin Antonio Montana

For a shadow of a second, the leopard was Guido Petrocchi, very whitein the face and luridly red in the
beard, gabbling afrantic song. "Hickory-dickory-muggery mus!” And he must have hit the right notes



too. He seemed to vanish.

The Montanas were raising a cheer a Guido's cowardice, when the el ephant panicked. Paolo had the
merest glimpse of alittle tiny mouse scampering aggressively at the greet front feet of the ephant, before
hewas running for hislife. The shrill trumpeting of Antonio seemed to tear his ears apart. Behind him,
Paolo knew that the eephant was stark, staring mad, trampling this way and that among terrified
Montanas. Luciaran past him, carrying Lena clutched backwards againgt her front. Paolo grabbed little
Bernardo by one arm and ran with him, wincing at the horrible brazen, braying squea from hisfather.

Elephants are afraid of mice, horribly afraid. And there are very few people who can shift shape without
taking the nature of the shape they shift to. It seemed that Guido Petrocchi had not only won, but got
most of the Montanas trampled to degth into the bargain.

But when Peaolo next |ooked, Elizabeth was standing in the e ephant's path, staring up at itswild little
eyes. "Antoniol" she shouted. " Antonio, control yourself!" Shelooked so tiny and the e ephant was
coming o fast that Paolo shut hiseyes.

He opened them in time to see the e ephant in the act of swinging his mother up onto its back. Tears of
relief so clouded Paolo's eyes that he almost failed to see Guido's next attack. He was Ssmply aware of a
shattering noise, ahorrible smell, and a sort of moving tower. He saw the elephant swing around, and
Elizabeth crouch down on its back. It was now being confronted by avast iron machine, even larger than
itsdlf, throbbing with mechanica power and filling the Corso with nasty blue smoke. Thisthing ground
dowly towards Antonio on huge moving tracks. Asit came, agun initsfront swung down to aim
between the el ephant's eyes.

On the spur of the moment, Antonio became another machine. He wasin such ahurry, and he knew so
little about machines, that it was a very bizarre machine indeed. It was pale duck-egg blue, with
enormous rubber whedls. In fact, it was probably made of rubber al through, because the bullet from
Guido's machine bounced off it and crashed into the steps of the Arsena. Most people threw themselves
fla.

"Mother's inside that thing!" Luciascreamed to Paolo, abovethe noise.

Peolo redlized she must be. Antonio had had no time to put Elizabeth down. And now he was barging
recklessy at Guido, bang-bounce, bang-bounce. 1t must have been horrible for Elizabeth. Luckily, it
only lasted a second. Elizabeth and Antonio suddenly appeared in their own shapes, dmost under the
mighty tracks of the Guido-machine. Elizabeth ran—FPaolo had not known she could run so fast— like
thewind towardsthe Arsend. And it may have been Petrocchi viciousness, or perhaps smple confusion,
but the great Guido-tank swung its gun down to point &t Elizabeth.

Antonio called Guido avery bad name, and threw the tomato he still had in hishand. Thered fruit hit,
and splashed, and ran down the iron side. Paolo was just wondering what use that was, when the tank
was not there any more. Nor was Guido. In his place was a giant tomato. It was about the Size of a
pumpkin. And it smply sat in the road and did not move.

That was the winning stroke. Paolo could tell it was from the look on Antonio's face as he walked up to
the tomato. Disgusted and weary, Antonio bent down to pick up the tomato. There were scattered
groans from the Petrocchis, and cheers, not quite certain and even more scattered, from the Montanas.

Then somebody cast yet another spell.

Thistime, it was athick wet fog. No doubt, at the beginning, it would not have seemed so terrible, but,
after dl the rest, just when the fight was over, Paolo fdt it wasthe last straw. All he could see, in front of



his eyes, was thick whiteness. After he had taken a breath or so, he was coughing. He could hear
coughing al around, and far off into the distance, which was the only thing which showed him he was not
entirdly aone. He turned his head from trying to see who el se was coughing, and found he could not see
Lucia. Nor could he find Bernardo, and he knew he had been holding Bernardo's arm a second before.
As soon as heredlized that, he found he had lost his sense of direction too. He was al adone, coughing
and shivering, in cold white emptiness.

"l am not going to lose my head,” Paolo told himsdlf gernly. "My father didn't, and so | shan't. | shdl find
somewhereto shelter until this beastly spell isover. Then | shal go home. | don't careif Tonino isill
missing—" He stopped then, because athought came to him, like an astonishing discovery. "Were never
going to find Tonino thisway, anyway," he said. And he knew it wastrue.

With hishands stretched out in front of him and his eyes soread very wide in hopes of seeing
something—which was unlikely, since they were streaming from the fog, and so was his nose— Paolo
coughed and sniffed and shuffled hisway forward until histoes came up against stone. Paolo looked
down, but he could not see what it was. Hetried lifting one foot, with histoes scraping against the
obgtruction. And, after afew inches, the obstruction stopped and his foot shot forward. It was aledge,
then. Probably the curb. He had been near the edge of the road when he ran away from the elephant. He
got both feet on the curb and shuffled forward six inches—then he fell upstairs over what seemed to bea

body.

It gave Paolo such a shock that he dared not move at first. But he soon realized that the body beneath
him was shivering, as he was, and trying to cough and muitter at the sametime. "Holy Mary—" Paolo
heard, in ahoarse blurred voice. Very puzzled, Paolo put out acareful hand and felt the body. Hisfingers
met cold metal buttons, uniform braid, and, alittle above that, awarm face—which gave acroak as
Paolo's cold hand met its mouth—and alarge furry moustache benegth the nose.

Angd of Capronal Paolo thought. It'sthe Chief of Police!

Paolo got himself to his knees on what must be the steps of the Art Gdllery. There was no one around he
could ask, but it did not seem fair to leave someone lying helplessin the fog. It was bad enough if you
could move. So hoping he was doing the right thing, Paolo kndlt and sang, very softly, the most generd
cancel-spdll he could think of . 1t had no effect on the fog—that was evidently very strong magic—but he
heard the Chief of Policeroll over on his side and groan. Boots scraped as he tested hislegs. "Mamma
mia!" Paolo heard him moan.

He sounded asif he wanted to be alone. Paolo |eft him and crawled hisway up the Gallery steps. He had
no idea he had reached the top, until he hit hiselbow on apillar and drove his head into Lucia's somach
a the same moment. Both of them said some extremely unpleasant things.

"When you've quite finished swearing," Luciasaid at length, "you can get between these pillarswith me
and keep mewarm." She coughed and shivered. "lsn't thisawful ?Who did it?" She coughed again. The
fog had made her hoarse.

"It wasn't us," said Paolo. "Wed have known. Ow, my ebow!" Hetook hold of her for aguide and
wedged himself down beside her. Hefelt better like that.

"Thepigs,” sad Lucia. "I cdl thisamean trick. It's funny—you spend your life being told what pigsthey
are, and thinking they can't be, redlly. Then you meet them, and they're worse than you were told. Wasiit
you Snging just now?"

"| fell over the Chief of Police on the steps, " said Paolo.



Lucialaughed. "1 fell over the other one. | sang acancd-spell too. Hewaslying on dl the corners of the
garsand it must have bruised him dl over when | fdl on him."

"It's bad enough when you can move," Paolo agreed. "Like being blind."

"Horrible" said Lucia "That blind beggar in the Via Sant' Angelo—I shdl give him some money
tomorrow."

"The one with white eyes?' said Paolo. "Yes, so shdl I. And | never want to see another spell.”

"Totel youthetruth,” said Lucia, "I waswishing | dared burn the Library and the Scriptorium down. It
cameto melike ablinding flash—just before | fell over that policeman—that no amount of spellsare
going to work on those beastly kidnappers.”

"That'sjust what | thought!" exclaimed Paolo. "I know the only way to find Tonino—"
"Hang on," said Lucia. "l think the fog's getting thinner."

She wasright. When Paolo leaned forward, he could see two dark lumps below, where the Chief of
Police and his lieutenant were Sitting on the steps with their headsin their hands. He could see quite a
stretch of the Corso beyond them—cobbles which were dark and wet-looking, but, to his surprise,
neither muddy nor out of place.

"Someonesput it al back!" said Lucia

Thefog thinned further. They could see the glimmering doors of the Arsend now, and the entire foggy
width of the Corso, with every cobblestone back where it should be. Somewhere about the middle of it,
Antonio and Guido Petrocchi were standing facing one another.

"Oh, they're not going to begin again, are they?' wailed Paolo.
But, amost at once, Antonio and Guido swung round and walked away from one another.
"Thank goodness!" said Lucia She and Paolo turned to one another, smiling with relief.

Except that it was not Lucia. Paolo found himself staring into awhite pointed face, and eyes darker,
larger and shrewder than Lucias. Surrounding the face were draggled dark red curls. The smile died
from the face and horror replaced it as Paolo stared. He felt his own face behaving the same way. He
had been huddling up against a Petrocchi! He knew which one, too. It was the elder of the two who had
been at the Paace. Renata, that was her name. And she knew him too.

"Y ou're that blue-eyed Montanaboy!" she exclamed. She made it sound quite disgusting.

Both of them got up. Renata backed into the pillars, asif she wastrying to get insde the stone, and Paolo
backed away aong the steps.

"| thought you were my sster Lucia," he said.
"| thought you were my cousin Claudio," Renata retorted.
Somehow, they both made it sound asif it was the other one's fauilt.

"It wasn't my fault!" Paolo said angrily. "Blame the person who made the fog, not me. There's an enemy
enchanter.”



"l know. Chrestomanci said," said Renata.

Paolo felt he hated Chrestomanci. He had no business to go and say the same thingsto the Petrocchis as
he said to the Montanas. But he hated the enemy enchanter even more. He had been responsible for the
most embarrassing thing which had ever happened to Paolo. Muttering with shame, Paolo turned to run

away.

"No, stop! Wait!" Renatasaid. She said it so commandingly that Paolo stopped without thinking, and
gave Renatatime to snatch hold of hisarm. Instead of pulling away, Paolo stood quite till and attempted
to behave with the dignity becoming to aMontana. He looked at hisarm, and at Renata's hand holding it,
asif both had become one composite dimy toad. But Renata hung on. "L ook dl you like, " shesaid. "I
don't care. I'm not letting go until you tell me what your family has donewith Angdlica.”

"Nothing," Paolo said contemptuoudy. "We wouldn't touch one of you with a barge-pole. What have you
lot donewith Tonino?"

An odd little frown wrinkled Renata's white forehead. "'Isthat your brother? Isheredly missing?’
"He was sent abook with acaling-spdl init," said Paolo.

"A book," said Renatadowly, "got Angelicatoo. We only redized when it shriveled away."
Shelet go of Paolo'sarm. They stared at one another in the blowing remains of the fog.

"It must be the enemy enchanter,” said Paolo.

"Trying to take our minds off thewar," said Renata. "Tell your family, won't you?"

"If you tdll yours," said Paolo.

"Of course | will. What do you take me for?' said Renata.

In spite of everything, Paolo found himself laughing. "'l think you're a Petrocchi!" he said.

But when Renata began to laugh too, Paolo redlized it was too much. He turned to run away, and found
himsdlf facing the Chief of Police. The Chief of Police had evidently recovered his dignity. "Now then,
you children. Moveaong," he said.

Renata fled, without more ado, red in the face with the shame of being caught talking to aMontana.
Paolo hung on. It seemed to him that he ought to report that Tonino was missing.

"l said move along!" repeated the Chief of Police, and he pulled down hisjacket with amost threatening
jerk.

Paolo's nerve broke. After dl, an ordinary policeman was not going to be much help againgt an
enchanter. Heran.

Heran all the way to the Casa Montana. The fog and the wetness did not extend beyond the Corso. As
soon as heturned into a side road, Paolo found himself in the blesk shadows and low red sun of awinter
evening. It waslike being shot back into another world—aworld where things happened as they should,
where one'sfather did not turn into amad elephant, where, above al, one's sster did not turn out to be a
Petrocchi. Paolo's face fired with shame as he ran. Of all the awful things to happen!

The CasaMontana came in sght, with the familiar Angel safely over the gate. Paolo shot in under it, and
ran into hisfather. Antonio was standing under the archway, panting asif hetoo had run dl theway



home.
"Who—? Oh, Paolo," said Antonio. "Stay whereyou are."

"Why?" asked Paolo. He wanted to get in, where it was safe, and perhaps eat alarge lump of bread and
honey. He was surprised hisfather did not fedl the same. Antonio looked tired out, and his clotheswere
torn and muddy rags. The arm he stretched out to keep Paolo in the gateway was half bare and covered
with scratches. Paolo was going to protest, when he saw that something was indeed wrong. Most of the
catswerein the gateway too, crouching around with their earsflattened. Benvenuto was patrolling the
entrance to the yard, like alean brown ferret. Paolo could hear him growling.

Antonio's scratched hand took Paolo by the shoulder and pulled him forward so that he could seeinto
theyard. "Look."

Paolo found himsdlf blinking at foot-high letters, which seemed to hang in the air in the middle of the yard.
Inthe fading light, they were glowing an unpleasant, Sck yellow.

STOP ALL SPELLS
ORYOUR CHILD SUFFERS
CASA PETROCCHI

The name wasin sicker and brighter |etters. They were meant to make no mistake about who had sent
the message.

After what Renata had said, Paolo knew it waswrong. "It wasn't the Petrocchis,” he said. "It's that
enchanter Chrestomanci told us about.”

"Yes, to besure" said Antonio.

Paolo looked up a him and saw that hisfather did not believe him—probably had not even attended to
him. "But it'struel” he said. "He wants usto stop making war-spells.”

Antonio sighed, and drew himself together to explain to Paolo. "Paolo," he said, "nobody but
Chrestomanci bdlievesin this enchanter. In magic, asin everything else, the smplest explanation isaways
best. In other words, why invent an unknown enchanter, when you have aknown enemy with known
reasons for hating you? Why shouldn' it be the Petrocchis?!

Paolo wanted to protest, but he was still too embarrassed about Renatato say that Angelica Petrocchi
was missing too. He was struggling to find something that he could say, which might convince hisfather,
when asquare of light sprang up in the gallery as a door there opened.

"Rosal" shouted Antonio. Hisvoice cracked with anxiety.

The shape of Rosagppeared in the light, carrying Cousin Claudias baby. Thelight itself was so orange
and so right, beside the sick glow of thelettersfloating in the yard, that Paolo was flooded with relief.
Behind Rosa, there was Marco, carrying another little one.

"Praised bel" said Antonio. He shouted, "Are you al right, Rosa? How did those words come here?”

"We don't know," Rosa caled back. "They just appeared. We've been trying to get rid of them, but we
can't.”

Marco leaned over therailsand called, "It's not true, Antonio. The Petrocchiswouldn't do athing like



this"

Antonio called back, "Don't go around saying that, Marco." He said it so forbiddingly that Paolo knew
nothing he said was going to be bdieved. If he had had a chance of convincing Antonio, he had now lost
it.

8

When Tonino came TO his senses—at, incidentally, the precise moment when the enchanted book began
to shrivel away—he had, at first, anightmare fegling that he was shut in acardboard box. Herolled his
head sdeways on hisarms. He seemed to be lying on hisface on ahard but faintly furry floor. Inthe far
distance, he could blurrily see someone ese, leaning up against awall like adoll, but hefelt too queer to
be very interested in that. He rolled his head around the other way and saw the panels of awall quite
near. That told him hewasin afairly long room. Herolled his head to stare down at the furry floor. It
was patterned, in a pattern too big for his eyesto grasp, and he supposed it was a carpet of some kind.
He shut hisblurry eyes and tried to think what had happened.

He remembered going down near the New Bridge. He had been full of excitement. He had read a book
which he thought was telling him how to save Caprona. He knew he had to find an dleyway with a
peding blue house at the end of it. It seemed a bit silly now. Tonino knew things never happened the way
they did in books. Even then, he had been rather amazed to find that there was an dleyway with, redly
and truly, apedling blue house a the end of it. And, to his huge excitement, there was a scrap of paper
fluttering down at hisfeet. The book was coming true. Tonino had bent down and picked up the paper.

And, after that, he had known nothing till this moment.

That wasredly true. Tonino took himself through what had happened severa times, but each time his
memories stopped in exactly the same place—with himsalf picking up the scrap of paper. After that, it
wasal avague sense of nightmare. By thistime, he wasfairly sure he had been the victim of aspell. He
began to fed ashamed of himsdlf. So he sat up.

He saw at once why he had seemed to dream he was shut up in a cardboard box. The room hewasin
was long and low, almost exactly the shape of a shoebox. The walls and ceiling were painted
cream-color—a sort of whitish cardboard-color, in fact— but they seemed to be wood, because there
were carvings picked out in gold paint on them. Therewasacrysta chanddlier hanging from the celling,
athough the light came from four long windowsin one of the longer walls; arich carpet on the floor, and
avery eegant dining table and chairs by the wadl opposite the windows. There were two siver
candlesticks on the table. Altogether the place was extremedy elegant—and wrong, somehow.

Tonino sat trying to puzzle out just what was wrong. The room was awfully bare. But that was not quite
it. There was something strange about the daylight coming through the four long windows, asif the sun
was somehow further away than it should be. But that was not quiteit either. Tonino's eyes went to the
four bands of too-faded sunlight falling through the windows onto the carpet, and then traveled dong the
carpet. At the end, he came to the person leaning up againgt the wall. It was Angelica Petrocchi, who had
been at the Palace. Her eyes were closed beneath her bulge of forehead, and she looked ill. So she had
been caught too.

Tonino looked back at the carpet. That was an odd thing. It was not really a carpet. It had been painted
on the dightly furry substance of the floor. Tonino could see the brush strokes in the sprawling pattern.
And the reason he had thought the pattern was too big was because it was too big. It was the wrong size
for the rest of the room.



More puzzled than ever, Tonino struggled to hisfeet. Hefdt alittle wobbly, so he put ahand on the
gilded pands of the wall to steady himsdlf. That fdlt furry too, except where it was gold. The gold was
flat, but not quite hard, like—Tonino thought, but no other likeness came to him—like paint. Heran his
hand over the apparently carved panel. It was atota chedt. It was not even wood, and the carving was
painted on, in lines of brown, blue and gold. Whoever had caught him was trying to seem richer than they
were, but doing it very badly.

There were movements at the other end of the room. Angelica Petrocchi was wavering to her feet, and
she too was running her hand over the painted carving. Very anxioudy and cautioudy, she turned and
looked at Tonino.

"Will you let me go now, please?’ shesad.

There was alittle wobble in her voice that showed Tonino she was very frightened. So was he, now he
cametothink of it. "I can't let you go,” he said. "I didn't catch you. Neither of us can go. Thereisnt a
door."

That was the wrong thing he had been trying not to notice. And as soon as he said it, he wished he had
kept his mouth shut. Angelica screamed. And the sound sent Tonino into a panic too. There was no
door! He was shut into a cardboard box with a Petrocchi child!

Tonino may have screamed as well—he was not sure. When he caught up with himself, he had one of the
elegant chairsin his hands and was battering at the nearest window with it. That was more frightening
than ever. The glassdid not break. It was made of some dightly rubbery stuff, and the chair bounced off.
Beyond him, the Petrocchi girl was banging away a another window with one of the Silver candlesticks,
screaming dl the time. Outside the window, Tonino could clearly seethe smug spire-shape of alittle
cypresstree, lit by afternoon sun. So they were in one of those rich villas near the Palace, were they? Just
let him get out! Helifted the chair and smashed it againgt the window with al his strength.

He made no impression on the window, but the chair cameto pieces. Two ill-glued legsfdl off it, and the
rest crumpled to splintery matchwood. Tonino thought it was disgustingly badly made. He threw it to the
painted carpet and fetched another chair. Thistime, for variety, he attacked the wall beside the window.
Pieces of that chair came away and flew about, and Tonino was | eft with its painted seat—painted to
look like embroidery, just asthe floor was painted to look like carpet. He droveit into thewall, again
and again. It made large brown dents. Better till, thewall shook and legped about, sounding muffled and
hollow, asif it were made of something very cheap. Tonino best at it and yeled. Angdlicabeat at the wall
and the window impartidly with her candlestick, and went on screaming.

They were stopped by aterrible hammering. Someone seemed to be dealing hundreds of thunderous
blows on the ceiling. The room was like the inside of adrum. It wastoo loud to bear. The Petrocchi girl
dropped her candlestick and rolled on the floor. Tonino found himsalf crouching down, with his handsto
his ears, looking up &t the chandelier jiggling overhead. He thought his head would burst.

The pounding stopped. There was no sound except awhimper, which Tonino rather thought came from
him.

A great huge voice spoke through the ceiling. "That's better. Now be quiet, or you won't get any food.
And if you try any moretricks, you'l be punished. Understand?’

Tonino and Angdlicaboth sat up. "Let us out!" they screamed.

There was no answer, only adistant shuffling. The owner of the huge voi ce seemed to be going away.



"A mean trick with an amplifying spell,” Angelicasaid. She picked up the candlestick and looked at it
with disgust. The branched part was bent at right angles to the base. "What is this place?' she said.
"Everything's so shoddy."

They got up and went to the windows again, in hopes of aclue. Severd little spire-shaped trees were
clearly to be seen, just outside, and a sort of terrace beyond that. But, peer asthey might, al they could
make out further off was queer blue distance, with one or two square-shaped mountains catching the sun
on aglossy corner or 0. There seemed to be no sky.

"Itsaspel,” sad Angdlica Her voice suggested she might be going to panic again. "A spell to stop us
knowing wherewe are."

Tonino supposed it must be. There was no other way of accounting for the strange absence of view. "But
I'msure | know," he said, "by those trees. We're in one of those rich villas by the Palace.”

"You'reright," agreed Angelica. The panic had left her voice. "l shal never envy those people again.
Their livesared| show."

They turned from the windows and discovered that the vast banging had didodged one of the wall pandls
behind the dining table. It hung open like adoor. They shoved one another out of the way to reach it firs.
But there was only a cupboard-sized bathroom, without a window.

"Good," said Angelica. "'l waswondering what we'd do. And at least well have water." She reached out
to one of the taps over the small washbasin. It came away in her hand. Under it was ablob of glue on
white china. It was clear the tap had never been meant to be used. Angdlicastared at it with such a
ridiculouslook of bewilderment that Tonino laughed. She drew hersdf up at that. "Don't you laugh a me,
you beastly Montanal" She stalked out into the main room and threw the usel ess tap on to the table with
aclump. Then she sat in one of the two remaining chairs and rested her elbows gloomily on the table.

After awhile, Tonino did the same. The chair cresked under him. So did the table. Though its surface
was painted to look like smooth mahogany, closeto, it was al blobs of varnish and huge splinters.
"There's nothing that's not shoddy," he said.

"Including you, Whatyoumecal Montanal" Angdicasaid. Shewastill angry.
"My namés Tonino," Tonino said.

"It'sthe last twist of the knife, being shut up with aMontanal" Angdicasad. "Whatever your nameis. |
shdl haveto put up with dl your filthy habits."

"Well, I've got to put up with yours,” Tonino said irritably. It suddenly struck him that he was dl done, far
from the friendly bustle of the Casa Montana. Even when he was hidden in acorner of the Casawith a
book, he knew the rest of the family was dl around him. And Benvenuto would be purring and pricking
him, to remind him he was not alone. Dear old Benvenuto. Tonino was afraid he was going to cry—in
front of a Petrocchi too. "How did they catch you?' he said, to take hismind off it.

"With abook." A dight, woeful smile appeared on Angdlicastight whiteface. "It was called The Girl
Who Saved Her Country, and | thought it was from Great-Uncle Luigi. | sill think it wasagood story.”
Shelooked defiantly at Tonino.

Tonino was annoyed. It was not pleasant to think he had been caught by the same spell as a Petrocchi.
"Metoo," he said gruffly.

"And | haven't got any filthy habits" snapped Angelica.



"Yesyou have. All the Petrocchishave," said Tonino. "But | expect you don't realize because they're
normd to you."

"I likethat!" Angelicapicked up, the broken tap, asif she had hdf amind to throw it.

"| don't care about your habits," said Tonino. Nor did he. All he wanted to do was find some way out of
this nightmare room and go home. "How shal we get out of here?"

"Throughthe caling,” Angdicasad sarcadticaly.

Tonino looked upwards. There wasthat chanddlier. If they could giveit apull, it might well rip aholein
the shoddy ceiling.

"Don't be stupid,” said Angdlica "If theré'saspell out in front, there's bound to be one up there to stop
usgetting out."

Tonino feared shewas right, but it was worth atry. He climbed from his chair onto the table. He thought
he could reach the chandelier from thereif he stood up. There was aviolent creaking. Before Tonino
could begin to stand up, the table swayed away sideways, asif dl four of itslegswere loose.

"Get down!" said Angdlica

Tonino got down. It was clear the table would fall to piecesif he stayed on it. Gloomily he pushed the
crooked legs straight again. " So that's no good,” he said.

"Unless" said Angelica, suddenly bright and pert, "we steady it with aspell.”

Tonino transferred his miserable ook from the table legsto her sharp little face. He sighed. The subject
had been bound to come up. "Y ou'll haveto do the spdll," he said. Angelicastared a him. He could fed
hisface heating up. "I hardly know any spdlls,” hesaid. "1—I'm dow."

He had expected Angelicato laugh, and she did. But he thought she need not have laughed in such a
mean, exultant way, nor keep saying, "Oh that's good!" like that.

"What's so funny?' he said. ™Y ou can laugh! | know al about you turning your father green. Y ou're no
better than me!"

"Want to bet?' said Angdlica, till laughing.
"No," sad Tonino. "Just make the spell.”

"l can't," said Angelica. It was Tonino'sturn to stare, and Angelicas turn to blush. A thin bright pink
spread right up the bulge of her forehead, and she put her chin up defiantly. "I'm hopeless a spells,” she
sad. "I'venever got agpdl rightin my life." Seeing Tonino till staring, she said, "It'sapity you didn't bet.
I'm much worse than you are.

Tonino could not credit it. "How?" he said. "Why? Can't you learn spells elther, then?!

"Oh, I can learn them all right." Angelicatook up the broken tap again and scribbled angrily with it, great
ydlow scratchesin the varnished top of thetable. "I know hundreds of spells, " she said, "but | dways
get them wrong. For agtart, I'm tone-desef. | can't Sng atuneright to save my life. Like now." Carefully,
asif shewas acraftaman doing afine carving, she peded up along yelow curl of varnish from the table,
using thetap asagouge. "But it'snot only that,” she said angrily, following her work intently. "1 get words
wrong too—everything wrong. And my spells dwayswork, that'sthe worst of it. I've turned al my family



al colorsof therainbow. I've turned the baby's bath into wine, and the wine into gravy. | turned my own
head back to front once. I'm much worse than you. | daren't do spells. About al I'm good for is
understanding cats. And | even turned my cat purpletoo.”

Tonino watched her working away with the tap, with rather mixed fedlings. If you looked at it practically,
thiswas the worst possible news. Neither of them had a hope against the powerful spell-maker who had
caught them. On the other hand, he had never met anyone who wasworse a spellsthan hewas. He
thought, alittle smugly, that at least he had never made amistake in aspell, and that made him fedl good.
He wondered how the Casa Montanawould fed if he kept turning them al colors of the rainbow. He
imagined the stern Petrocchis must hateit. "Doesn't your family mind?' he asked.

"Not much," Angelicasaid, surprisngly. "They don't mind it haf asmuch as| do. Everyone hasagood
laugh every time | make anew mistake—but they don't let anyone talk about it outside the Casa. Papa
says I'm notorious enough for turning him green, and he doesn't like me to be even seen anywhere until
I've grown out of it."

"But you went to the Palace," said Tonino. He thought Angelicamust be exaggerating.

"Only because Cousin Monicawas having her baby and everyone was so busy on the Old Bridge, " said
Angelica. "He had to take Renata off her shift and get my brother out of bed to drive the coach, in order
to have enough of us"

"Therewerefive of us,” Tonino sad, smugly.

"Our horses collapsed in therain." Angdicaturned from her gouging and looked at Tonino keenly. "So
my brother said yours were bound to have collapsed too, because you only had a cardboard coachman.”

Uncomfortably, Tonino knew Angelica had scored apoint. " Our coachman collapsed too," he admitted.

"| thought s0," said Angedlica, "from the look on your face." She went back to scraping the table,
conscious of victory.

"It wasn't our fault!" Tonino protested. " Chrestomanci says there's an enemy enchanter.”

Angelicatook such adice out of the varnish that the table swooped sideways and Tonino had to push it
sraight. "And he'sgot us now," she said. "And he's taken care to get the two who are no good at spells.
So how do we get out of here and spite him, Tonino Montana? Any ideas?"

Tonino sat with his chinin his hands and thought. He had read enough books, for goodness sake. People
were aways being kidnapped in books. And in his favorite books—this was like a bad joke—they
escaped without using magic of any kind. But there was no door. That was what made it seem
impossible. Wait amoment! The vast voice had promised them food. "If they think werre behaving," he
said, "they'll bring us supper probably. And they've got to bring the food in somehow. If we watch where
it comesin, we ought to be able to get out the same way."

"There's bound to be aspdll on the entrance, " Angdlicasaid gloomily.
"Do stop bleating away about spdllsl” said Tonino. "Don't you Petrocchis ever talk about anything €l se?"

Angdicadid not reply, but smply scraped away with her tap. Tonino sat wanly in his creaking chair
thinking over the few spells he redly knew. The most useful seemed to be asimple cancd-spdll.

"A cancd-gpell,” Angdicasad irritatingly, scratching carefully with the tap. The floor around her feet was
heaped with yellow curls of varnish. "That might hold the entrance open. Or isn't acancel-spell one of the



onesyou know?"
"I know acance-spdll," said Tonino.
"So does my baby brother,” said Angelica. "Hed probably be more use.”

Their supper arrived. It appeared, without warning, on atray, floating towards them from the windows. It
took Tonino completely by surprise.

"Spell!" Angdicasguawked a him. "Don't just Sarel”

Tonino sang the spell. Hurried and surprised though he was, he was sure he got it right. But it wasthe
tray the spell worked on. Thetray, and the food on it, began to grow. Within seconds, it was bigger than
the tabletop. And it till floated towards the table, growing asit came. Tonino found himsalf backing
away from two steaming bath-sized bowls of soup and two great orange thickets of spaghetti, dl of
which were getting steadily vaster the nearer they came. By now, there was not much room around the
edges of thetray. Tonino backed against the end wall, wondering if Angelica's trouble with spellswas
catching. Angelica hersalf was squashed against the bathroom door. Both of them were in danger of
being cut intwo.

"Get down on thefloor!" Tonino shouted.

They dithered hurriedly down thewal, undernegth the tray, which hung over them like atoo low celling.
The huge odor of spaghetti was quite oppressive.

"What have you done?" Angdlicasaid, coming towards Tonino on hands and knees. "Y ou didn't get it
right."

"Yes, but if it gets much bigger, it might break the room open,” said Tonino.

Angedasank back on her knees and looked at him with what was nearly respect. "That's dmost agood
idea"

But it was only dmost. Thetray certainly met dl four walls. They heard it thump againgt them. Therewas
aded of swaying, cresking and squeezing, from the tray and from thewalls, but the walls did not give.
After amoment it was clear that the tray was not being alowed to get any bigger.

"Thereis aspell onthisroom," Angdlicasaid. It was not meant to be I-told-you-so. She was miserable.

Tonino gave up and sang the cancel-spdll, carefully and correctly. The tray shrank at once. They were
left kneeling on the floor looking at a reasonable-sized supper laid negtly in the center of thetable. "We
might aswell et it," hesaid.

Angdicaannoyed him thoroughly again by saying, as she picked up her spoon, "Well, I'm glad to know
I'm not the only person who gets my spellswrong.”

"l know | got it right,” Tonino muttered into his spoon, but Angelica chose not to hear.

After awhile, he was even more annoyed to find, every time helooked up, that Angelicawas staring a
him curioudy. "What's the matter now?' he said at last, quite exasperated.

" waswaiting to see your filthy eating habits" she said. "But | think you must be on your best behavior."

"I dwaysedt likethis" Tonino saw that he had wound far too much spaghetti on hisfork. He hurriedly
unwound it.



The bulge of Angdlica's forehead was wavy with frown lines. "No you don't. Montanas alway's et
disgustingly because of the way Old Ricardo Petrocchi made them eat their words.”

"Don't talk nonsense," said Tonino. "Anyway, it was Old Francesco Montana who made the Petrocchis
et their words.”

"Itwasnot!" Angelicasaid heatedly. "It wasthefirst story | ever learned. The Petrocchis made the
Montanas ezt their spells disguised as spaghetti.”

"No they didn'. It was the other way around!” said Tonino. "It wasthefirst story | ever learned too."

Somehow, neither of them fdlt like finishing their spaghetti. They laid their forks down and went on
arguing.

"And because of eating those spells,” said Angedlica, "the M ontanas went quite disgusting and started
egting their uncles and aunts when they died.”

"Wedo not!" said Tonino. "Y ou eat babies."

"How dareyou!" said Angelica. "Y ou eat cow-patsfor pizzas, and you can smell the Casa Montanaright
on the Corso."

"The Casa Petrocchi smédllsal down the ViaSant' Angdlo,” said Tonino, "and you can hear theflies
buzzing from the New Bridge. Y ou have babieslike kittens and—"

"That'saliel" shrieked Angdlica. "Y ou just put that about because you don't want people to know that
the Montanas never get married properly!™

"Yeswedo!" bawled Tonino. "It'syou who don't!"

"l likethat!" yelled Angdlica. "I'll have you know, my brother got married, in church, just after Christmas.
So therel"

"| don't believeyou,” said Tonino. "And my Sster'sgoing to get married in Spring, so—"
"l wasa bridesmaid!" screamed Angelica.

Whilethey argued, thetray quietly floated off the table and vanished somewhere near the windows.
Tonino and Angdicalooked irritably around for it, extremely annoyed that they had once again missed
noticing how it got in and out.

"Now look what you've donel” said Angdlica

"It'syour fault for tdling liesabout my family," said Tonino.

9

"If youre not CAREFUL," said Angdlica, glowering under the bulge of her forehead, "1 shdl sing thefirst
spell that comesinto my head. And | hopeit turnsyou into adug.”

That was athreat indeed. Tonino quailed alittle. But the honor of the Montanas was a stake. "Take
back what you said about my family," hesaid.

"Only if you take back what you said about mine," said Angelica. " Swear by the Angdl of Capronathat
none of those dreadful liesaretrue. Look. I've got the Angel here. Come and swear.”" Her pink finger



jabbed down at the tabletop. She reminded Tonino of his school teacher on abad day.

Heleft his creaking chair and leaned over to see what she was pointing at. Angelicafussily dusted avay a
shower of yellow varnish to show him that sheindeed had the Angdl, scratched with the usdlesstap into
the top of the table. It was quite agood drawing, considering that the tap was not a good gouge and had
shown atendency to dip about. But Tonino was not prepared to admireit. "Y ou've forgotten the scrall,”
hesad.

Angdicajumped up, and her flimsy chair crashed over backwards. "That doesit! Y ou've asked for it!"
She marched over to the empty space by the windows and took up a position of power. From there,
with her handsraised, shelooked a Tonino to seeif hewas going to relent. Tonino would have liked to
relent. He did not want to be adug. He sought about in hismind for some way of giving in which did not
look like smple cowardice. But, as with everything, he was too dow. Angelicaflounced around, so that
her armswere no longer at quite theright angle.

"Right," shesaid. "l shall makeit acance-spell, to cancel you out.” And she began to sing.

Angelicasvoice was horrible, sharp and flat by turns, and wandering from key to key. Tonino would
have liked to interrupt her, or at least distract her by making noises, but he did not quite dare. That might
only make thingsworse. He waited while Angelica squawked out a couple of verses of aspell which
seemed to center around the words turn the spell around, break the spell off. Since he wasaboy and
not aspell, Tonino rather hoped it would not do anything to him.

Angdicarased her amshigher for the third verse and changed key for the Sixth time; "Turn the spell off,
break the spell around—"

"That'swrong," said Tonino.

"Don't you dare put me off!" sngpped Angelica, and turned around to say it, which sent the angle of her
arms more thoroughly wrong than ever. One hand was now pointing at awindow. "1 command the
unbinding of that which was bound,” she sang, crossand ghrill.

Tonino looked quickly down at himself, but he seemed to be till there, and the usud color. Hetold
himsdlf that he had known al dong that such abungled spell could not possibly work.

There came agresat creaking from the ceiling, just above the windows. The whole room swayed. Then, to
Tonino's amazement, the entire front wal of the room, windows and al, split away from the sdewalls
and the ceiling, and fell outwards with asoft clatter—a curioudy soft sound for the whole side of ahouse.
A draught of musty-smdlling air blew in through the open space.

Angdlicawas quite as astonished as Tonino. But that did not prevent her turning to him with asmug and
triumphant smile. "See? My spellsadwayswork."

"Let'sget out,” said Tonino. "Quick. Before somebody comes.”

They ran out across the painted panel s between the windows, across the marks Tonino had made with
the chair. They stepped down off the surprisingly clean, straight edge, where the wall had joined the
celling, onto the terrace in front of the house. It gppeared to be made of wood, not of stone as Tonino
had expected. And beyond that—

They stopped, just intime, at the edge of ahuge dliff. Both of them swayed forward, and caught at one
another. The cliff went down sheer, into murky darkness. They could not see the bottom. Nor could they
see much more when they looked straight ahead. There was ablaze of red-gold sunlight there, dazzling



them.
"Therés gill aspdl ontheview," said Tonino.

"Inthat case," said Angelica, "let'sjust keep walking. There must be aroad or a garden that we can't
e

There certainly should have been something of the kind, but it neither felt nor looked like that. Tonino
was sure he could sense vast hollow spaces below the cliff. There were no city sounds, and only a

drangdy musty smell.
"Coward!" said Angelica
"Yougo," sad Tonino.

"Only if you gotoo,” shesad.

They hovered, glaring at one another. And, asthey hovered, the blaze of sunlight was cut off by an
immense black shape. "Naughty!" said avagt voice. "Bad children shal be punished.”

A force dmost too strong to fed swept them away onto the fallen wal. The falen wall rose briskly back
into its place, sweeping Angdlicaand Tonino with it, helplesdy diding and rolling, until they thumped onto
the painted carpet. By that time, Tonino was so breathless and dizzy that he hardly heard the wall snap
back into place with aclick.

After that, the dizziness grew worse. Tonino knew hewasin the grip of another spell. He struggled
againg it furioudy, but whoever was cagting it was immensely strong. He felt surging and bumping. The
light from the windows changed, and changed again. Almost he could have sworn, the room was being
carried. It sopped with ajolt. He heard Angelicas voice gabbling aprayer to Our Lady, and he did not
blame her. Then there was amystifying gap in what Tonino knew.

He cameto himsdf because whoever was casting the spell wanted him to. Tonino was quite sure of that.
The punishment would not be so much fun, unless Tonino knew about it.

Hewasin aconfusion of light and noise—there was a huge blur of it to one sde—and he was racing up
and down anarrow wooden platform, dragging (of dl thingsl) astring of sausages. Hewaswearing a
bright red nightgown and there was a heaviness on the front of hisface. Each time he reached one end of
the wooden platform, he found awhite cardboard dog there, with afrill around its neck. The dog's
cardboard mouth opened and shut. It was making feeble cardboard attempts to get the sausages.

The noise wasterrific. Tonino seemed to be making some of it himsdf. "What aclever fdlow! What a
clever fdlow!" he heard himsdf squawking, in avoice quite unlike hisown. It waslike the noise you
make singing into paper over acomb. Therest of the noise was coming from the lighted space to one
dde Vast voiceswere roaring and laughing, mixed with tinny music.

"Thisisadream!” Tonino told himself. But he knew it was not. He had afair ideawhat was happening,
though his head gtill felt muzzy and his eyeswere blurred. As he raced back down the little platform, he
turned his bleary eyesinwards, towards the heaviness on hisface. Sure enough, blurred and doubled, he
could see agreat red and pink nose there. He was Mr. Punch.

Naturdly, then, hetried to dig in hishedls and stop racing up and down, and to lift his hand and wrench
off the huge pink nose. He could not do either. More than that, whoever was making him be Mr. Punch
promptly took mean pleasure in making him run faster and whirl the sausages about harder.



"Oh, very good!" yelled someone from the lighted space.

Tonino thought he knew that voice. He sped towards the cardboard Dog Toby again, whirled the
sausages away from its cardboard jaws and waited for his head and eyesto stop fedling so fuzzy. He
was sure they would. The mean person wanted him conscious. "What aclever fellow!" he squawked. As
he raced down the stage the other way, he snatched alook across his huge nose towards the lighted
space, but it was ablur. So he snatched alook towards the other side.

He saw thewall of agolden villathere, with four long windows. Beside each window stood alittle dark
cypresstree. Now he knew why the strange room had seemed so shoddy. It was only meant as scenery.
The door on the outside wall was painted on. Between the villaand the stage was ahole. The person
who was working the puppets ought to have been down there, but Tonino could only see empty
blackness. It was dl being done by magic.

Just then he was distracted by a cardboard person diving upwards from the hole, squawking that Mr.
Punch had stolen his sausages. Tonino was forced to stand still and squawk back. Hewas glad of arest
by then. Meanwhile, the cardboard dog seized the sausages and dived out of sight with them. The
audience clapped and shouted, "L ook at Dog Toby!" The cardboard person sped past Tonino
squawking that he would fetch the police.

Onceagain, Tonino tried to look out at the audience. Thistime, he could dimly see abrightly lit room and
black bulky shapes sitting in chairs, but it was like trying to see something againgt the sun. Hiseyes
watered. A tear ran down the pink besk on hisface. And Tonino could fed that the mean person was
delighted to see that. He thought Tonino was crying. Tonino was annoyed, but also rather pleased; it
looked asif the person could be fooled by his own mean thoughts. He stared out, in spite of the dazzle,
trying to see the mean person, but al he could clearly see was acarving up near theroof of the lighted
room. It wasthe Angel of Caprona, one hand held out in blessing, the other holding the scroll.

Then he was jumped around to face Judy. On the other side of him, the wall had gone from the front of
thevilla The scene was the room he knew only too well, with the chanddlier artigticaly aight.

Judy was coming aong the stage holding the white rolled-up shape of the baby. Judy wore ablue
nightdress and a blue cap. Her face was mauve, with anosein the middle of it nearly aslargeand red as
Tonino's. But the eyes on ether Side of it were Angdlicas, dternately blinking and wide with terror. She
blinked beseechingly at Tonino as she squawked, "1 have to go out, Mr. Punch. Mind you mind the

baby!"
"Don't want to mind the baby!" he squawked.

All through thelong silly conversation, he could see Angelicals eyes blinking at him, imploring him to think
of agpell to stop this. But of course Tonino could not. He did not think Rinaldo, or even Antonio, could
stop anything as powerful asthis. Angdl of Capronal he thought. Help usl That made him fed better,
athough nothing stopped the spell. Angdica planted the baby in hisarms and dived out of Sght.

The baby started to cry. Tonino first squawked abuse @t it, then took it by the end of itslong white dress
and beat its brains out on the platform. The baby was much more redistic than Dog Toby. It may have
been only cardboard, but it wriggled and waved itsarms and cried most horribly. Tonino could dmost
have believed it was Cousin Claudias baby. It so horrified him that he found he was repesting the words
of the Angel of Caprona as he swung the baby up and down. And those might not have been the right
words, but he could fed they were doing something. When hefindly flung the white bundle over the front
of the stage, he could see the shiny floor the baby fell on, awvay below. And when he looked up at the
clapping spectators, he could see them too, equally clearly.



Thefirst person he saw was the Duke of Caprona. He was Sitting on agilded chair, in aglitter of buttons,
laughing gigantically. Tonino wondered how he could laugh like that a something so horrible, until he
remembered that he had stood himsdlf, a score of times, and laughed himsdlf sick, at just the same thing.
But those had been only puppets. Then it dawned on Tonino that the Duke thought they were puppets.
Hewas laughing at the skill of the showman.

"What aclever fellow!" squawked Tonino, and was made to dance about gleefully, without wantingtoin
the least. But as he danced, he looked sharply at the rest of the audience, to see who it was who knew
he was not a puppet.

To histerror, agood haf of them knew. Tonino met aknowing look on the faces of the three grave men
surrounding the Duke, and the same on the e egantly made-up faces of the two ladies with the Duchess.
And the Duchess—as soon as Tonino saw the amused arch of the Duchess's eyebrows and the little,
secret smile on her mouth, he knew she was the one doing it. He looked her in the eyes. Yes, shewasan
enchantress. That was what had so troubled him about her when he saw her before. And the Duchess
saw him look, and smiled less secretly, because Tonino could do nothing about it.

That redly frightened Tonino. But Angelica came swooping upwards again, with alarge stick clutched in
her arms, and he had no timeto think.

"What have you done with the baby?" squawked Angelica. And she belabored Tonino with the stick. It
redly hurt. It knocked him to his knees and went on bashing a him. Tonino could see Angelicaslips
moving. Though her silly squeaky voice kept saying, "I'll teach you to kill the baby!" her mouth was
forming the words of the Angel of Caprona. That was because she knew what came next.

Tonino said the words of the Angel too and tried to stay crouched on the floor. But it was no good. He
was made to spring up, wrest the stick from Judy and beat Angdlicawith it. He could see the Duke
laughing, and the courtiers smiling. The Duchess's smile was very broad now, because, of course, Tonino
was going to have to beat Angdlicato death.

Tonino tried to hold the stick so that it would only hit Angdicalightly. She might be a Petrocchi and a
thoroughly irritating girl, but she had not deserved this. But the stick legped up and down of itsown
accord, and Tonino'sarms went with it. Angelicafel on her knees and then on her face. Her squawks
redoubled, as Tonino smote away at her back, and then her voice stopped. She lay with her head
hanging down from the front of the platform, looking just like a puppet. Tonino found himsalf having to
kick her down the empty space between the false villaand the stage. He heard the distant flop asshefdll.
And then hewas forced to skip and cackle with glee, while the Duchess threw back her head and
laughed as heartily asthe Duke.

Tonino hated her. He was so angry and so miserable that he did not mind at al when a cardboard
policeman gppeared and he chased him with the stick too. He laid into the policeman asif he wasthe
Duchess and not a cardboard doll at all.

"Areyou dl right, Lucrezia?' he heard the Duke say.

Tonino looked sideways as he dealt another mighty swipe at the policeman's cardboard helmet. He saw
the Duchess wince as the stick landed. He was not surprised when the policeman wasimmediately
whisked away and he himself forced into a violent capering and even louder squawking. Helet himself do
it. Hefdt truly gleeful as he squawked, "What aclever fellow!" for what felt like the thousandth time. For
he understood what had happened. The Duchess was the policeman, in asort of way. She was putting
some of hersdlf into al the puppets to make them work. But he must not |et her know he knew. Tonino
capered and chortled, doing his best to seem terrified, and kept his eyes on that carving of the Angdl,



high up over the door of the room.

And now the hooded Hangman-puppet appeared, dragging alittle wooden gibbet with a string noose
dangling from it. Tonino capered cautioudy. Thiswas where the Duchess did for him unlesshewas very
careful. On the other hand, if this Punch and Judy show went asit should, he might just do for the
Duchess.

The silly scene began. Tonino had never worked so hard at anything in hislife. He kept repesting the
words of the Angdl in his head, both asakind of prayer and as a smoke screen, so that the Duchess
would not understand what he wastrying to do. At the same time, he thought, fiercely and vengefully, that
the Hangman was not just a puppet—it was the Duchess hersdlf. And, aso at the same time, he attended
to Mr. Punch's conversation with al hismight. This had to go right.

"Come aong, Mr. Punch," croaked the Hangman. "Just put your head in thisnoose. ™
"How do | do that?" asked Mr. Punch and Tonino, both pretending hard to be stupid.
"You put your head in here," croaked the Hangman, putting one hand through the noose.

Mr. Punch and Tonino, both of them quivering with cunning, put his head first one sde of the noose, then
the other. "Isthisright? Isthis?' Then, pretending even harder to be stupid, "I can't seehow to do it.
Y oull haveto show me."

Either the Duchess was wanting to play with Tonino'sfedlings, or she wastrying the same cunning. They
went through this several times. Each time, the Hangman put his hand through the noose to show Mr.
Punch what to do. Tonino did not dare look at the Duchess. He looked at the Hangman and kept
thinking, That's the Duchess, and reciting the Angel for dl he wasworth. At lagt, to hisrdlief, the Duke
becameregtive.

"Come on, Mr. Punch!" he shouted.

"You'll haveto put your head in and show me, " Mr. Punch and Tonino said, as persuasively as he knew
how.

"Ohwadll," croaked the Hangman. " Since you're so supid.” And he put his cardboard head through the
Noose.

Mr. Punch and Tonino promptly pulled the rope and hanged him. But Tonino thought, Thisisthe
Duchess! and went as limp and heavy as he could. For just asecond, hisfull puppet's weight swung on
the end of the rope.

It only lasted that second. Tonino had aglimpse of the Duchess on her feet with her handsto her throat.
Hefdt red triumph. Then he was thrown, flat on hisface, acrossthe stage, unableto move at al. There
he wasforced to lie. His head hung down from the front of the stage, so that he could see very little. But
he gathered that the Duchess was being led tenderly away, with the Duke fussing around her.

| think | fedl as pleased as Punch, he thought.
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PAOLO NEVER WANTED to remember that night afterwards. He was till staring at the sick yellow
message in the yard, when the rest of the family arrived. He was crowded aside to let Old Niccolo and
Aunt Francescathrough, but Benvenuto spat at them like hot fat hitting fire and would not Iet them pass.



"Let be, old boy," Old Niccolo said. "Y ou've done your best." He turned to Aunt Francesca. "'l shdll
never forgive the Petrocchis," he said. "Never." Paolo was once again struck by how wretched and
goblinlike his grandfather looked. He had thought Old Niccolo was helping vadt, panting, muddy

Aunt Francescaaong, but he now wondered if it

was not the other way around. "Well. Let's get rid of this horrible message,” Old Niccolo said irritably to
the rest of them.

Heraised hisarmsto start the family on the spell and collgpsed. His hands went to his chest. He did to
his knees, and his face was astrange color. Paolo thought he was dead until he saw him breething, in
uneven jerks. Elizabeth, Uncle Lorenzo and Aunt Mariarushed to him.

"Heart atack," Uncle Lorenzo said, nodding over a Antonio. "Get that spell going. Weve got to get him
indoors.”

"Paolo, run for the doctor,” said Elizabeth. As Paolo ran, he heard the burst of singing behind him. When
he came back with the doctor, the message had vanished and Old Niccolo had been carried up to bed.
Aunt Francesca, gtill muddy, with her hair hanging down one side, was roving up and down the yard like
amoving mountain, crying and wringing her hands.

"Spellsareforbidden,” she called out to Paolo. "I've stopped everything.”

"And agood thing too!" the doctor said sourly. "A man of Niccolo Montanas age has no businessto be
brawling in the streets. And make your great-aunt lie down,” he said to Paolo. "Shelll bein bed next.”

Aunt Francescawould only go to the Saloon, where she refused even to sit down. She raged up and
down, wailing about Old Niccolo, weeping about Tonino, declaring that the virtue had gone from the
CasaMontanafor good, and uttering terrible threats against the Petrocchis. Nobody e se was much
better. The children cried with tiredness. Elizabeth and the aunts worried about Old Niccolo, and then
about Aunt Francesca. In the Scriptorium, among al the abandoned spells, Antonio and the uncles sat
rigid with worry, and the rest of the Casawas full of older cousins wandering about and cursing the
Petrocchis.

Paolo found Rinado leaning moodily on the galery rail, in spite of it being dark now and redly quite cold.
"Curse those Petrocchis," he said gloomily to Paolo. "We can't even earn aliving now, let done help if
thereésawar."

Paolo, in spite of hismisery, was very flattered that Rinado seemed to think him old enough to talk family
businessto. Hesaid, "Yes, it'sawful,” and tried to lean on therail in the same elegant attitude as Rinaldo.
It was not easy, sSince Paolo was not nearly tall enough, but he leaned and prepared the arguments he
would use to persuade Rinaldo that Tonino wasin the hands of an enemy enchanter. That was not easy
ether. Paolo knew that Rinaldo would not listen to him if he dropped the least smdl hint that he had
talked to a Petrocchi—and besides, he would have died rather than told his cousin. But he knew that, if
he persuaded Rinado, Rinaldo would rescue Tonino in five dashing minutes. Rinddo was atrue
Montana.

While he thought, Rinaldo said angrily, "What possessed that stupid brat Tonino to read that blessed
book? 1 shdl give him something to think about when we get him back!™

Paolo shivered in the cold. "Tonino aways reads books." Then he shifted a bit—the elegant attitude was
not at al comfortable—and asked timidly, "How shal we get him back?' Thiswasnot at al what he had
planned to say. He was annoyed with himself.



"What'sthe use?' Rinado said. "We know where he is—in the Casa Petrocchi. And if he's
uncomfortable there, it'shis own fault!"

"But he'snot!" Paolo protested. Asfar as he could seein the light from the yard lamp, Rinaldo turned and
looked at him jeeringly. The discussion seemed to be getting further from the way he had planned it every
second. "An enemy enchanter'sgot him," he said. " The one Chrestomanci talked about.”

Rinado laughed. "Load of old crab-apples, Paolo. Our friend had been talking to the Petrocchis. He
invented his convenient enchanter because he wanted us al working for Caprona. Most of us saw
throughit a once.”

"Then who made that mist on the Corso?' Paolo said. "It wasn't us, and it wasn't them.”
But Rinddo only said, "Who said it wasn't them?"

As Paolo could not say it was Renata Petrocchi, he could not answer. Instead, he said rather
desperatdly, "Come with me to the Casa Petrocchi. If you used afinding-spell, you could prove Tonino
int there”

"What?' Rinaldo seemed astounded. "What kind of fool do you take me for, Paolo? I'm not going to
take on awhole family of spell-makers single-handed. And if | go there and use aspell, and they do
something to Tonino, everyone's going to blame me, aren't they? For something we know anyway. It's
not worth it, Paolo. But | tel you what—"

Hewasinterrupted by Aunt Ginatrumpeting below in the yard. "Notti'sis the only chemist open by now.
Tdl himit'sfor Niccolo Montanal™

With somerelief, Paolo dropped the elegant attitude entirely and leaned over therail to watch Luciaand
Corinna hurry through the yard with the doctor's prescription. The sight gave his ssomach awrench of
worry. "Do you think Old Niccolo'sgoing to die, Rinddo?"

Rinado shrugged. "Could be. He's pretty old. It's about timethe old idiot gave up anyway. | shall be one
step closer to being head of the Casa Montanathen.”

A peculiar thing happened insgde Paol o's head then. He had never given much thought to who might
follow Antonio—for it was clear hisfather would follow Old Niccolo—as head of the Casa Montana
But he had never, for some reason, thought it might be Rinaldo. Now hetried to imagine Rinaldo doing
the things Old Niccolo did. And as soon as he did, he saw Rinado was quite unsuitable. Rinaldo was
vain, and selfish—and cowardly, provided he could be a coward and still keep up agood appearance. It
was asif Rinado had said a powerful spell to clear Paolo's eyes.

It never occurred to Rinddo, expert spell-maker though he was, that afew ordinary words could make
such adifference. He bent towards Paolo and dropped his voice to amel odious murmur. "'l was going to
tell you, Paolo. I'm going around enlisting al the young ones. We're going to swear to work a secret
revenge on the Petrocchis. Well do something worse than make them eat their words. Are you with me?
Will you sweer to join the plan?'

Maybe he wasin earnest. It would suit Rinaldo to work in secret, with lots of willing helpers. But Paolo
was sure that this plan was astep in Rinado's plans to be head of the Casa. Paolo sidied away dong the
rall.

"Areyou game?' Rinado whispered, laughing alittle.
Paolo sidled beyond grabbing-distance. "Tdl you later." He turned and scudded away. Rinado laughed



and did not try to catch him. He thought Paolo was scared.

Paolo went down into the yard, fedling more lonely than he had fdlt in hislife. Tonino was not there.
Tonino was not vain, or selfish, or cowardly. And nobody would help him find Tonino. Paolo had not
noticed until now how much he depended on Tonino. They did everything important together. Even if
Paolo was busy on his own, he knew Tonino was there somewhere, sitting reading, ready to put his book
down if Paolo needed him. Now there seemed to be nothing for Paolo to do. And the whole Casa
reeked of worry.

He went to the kitchen, where there seemed, at |ast, to be something happening. All hissmall cousins
were there. Rosa and Marco were trying to make soup for them.

"Comein and help, Paolo,” Rosasaid. "We're going to put them to bed after soup, but we're having a bit
of trouble.”

Both she and Marco were looking tired and flustered. Most of the little ones were grizzling, including the
baby. The trouble was Lucias spell. Paolo understood this because Marco dumped the baby in hisarms.
Its wrapper was covered with orange grease. "Y uk!" said Paolo.

"I know," said Rosa. "Well, Marco, better try again. Clean saucepan. Clean water. The very last packet
of soup powder—don't make that face, Paolo. We've got through dl the vegetables. They just sail away
to the waste-bins, and they're moldy before they get there.”

Paolo looked nervoudy at the door, wondering if the enemy enchanter was powerful enough to overhear
him. "Try acancel-spdll," he whispered.

"Aunt Ginawent through them dl this afternoon,” said Rosa. "No good. Little Luciaused the Angel of
Caprona, you see. Were trying Marco'sway now. Ready, Marco?"

Rosa opened the packet of soup and held it over the saucepan. Asthe dry pink powder poured into the
water, Marco leaned over the saucepan and sang furioudy. Paolo watched them nervoudy. Thiswasjust
what the message told them not to do, he was sure. When all the powder wasin the water, Rosa and
Marco peered anxioudly into the saucepan. "Have we doneit?" asked Marco.

"l think—" Rosa began, and ended in ayell of exasperation. "Oh no!" Thelittle pastashellsin the powder
had turned into red sea-shells little gray ones. "With creatures in!" Rosasaid despairingly, dipping a
spoonful out. "WhereisLucia?' shesaid. "Bring her here. Tell her —No, don't. Just fetch her, Paolo.”

"She's goneto the chemist," said Paolo.

There was shouting in the yard. Paolo passed the greasy baby to the nearest cousin and shot outside,
dreading another sick yellow message about Tonino. Or there was just a chance the noise was Lucia.

It was neither. It was Rinddo. The uncles must have left the Scriptorium, for Rinaldo was making a
bonfire of spellsin themiddle of the yard. Domenico, Carlo and Luigi were busily carrying armfuls of
scrips, envel opes and scrolls down from the gallery. Paolo recognized, aready curling among the flames,
the army-charms he and the other children had spent such atime copying. It was a shocking waste of
work.

"Thisiswhat the Petrocchis have forced usto!™ shouted Rinaldo, striking an attitude beside the flames. It
was evidently part of his plan to enlist the young ones.

Paolo was glad to see Antonio and Uncle Lorenzo hurry out of the Saloon.



"Rinaldo!" shouted Antonio. "Rinado, we're worried about Umberto. We want you to go to the
University and enquire.”

"Send Domenico," said Rinaldo, and turned back to the flames.

"No," said Antonio. "You go." There was something about the way he said it that caused Rinaldo to back
away fromhim.

"Il go," said Rinddo. He held up one hand, laughing. "I was only joking, Uncle Antonio.”

Heleft at once: "Take those spellsback,” Uncle Lorenzo said to the other three cousins. "I hate to see
good work wasted. " Domenico, Carlo and Luigi obeyed without aword. Antonio and Uncle Lorenzo
went to the bonfire and tried to stamp out the flames, but they were burning too strongly. Paolo saw them
look at one another, rather guiltily, and then lean forward and whisper aspell over thefire. It flicked out
asif it had been turned off with aswitch. Paolo sighed worriedly. It was plain that no onein the Casa
Montana could drop the habit of using spells. He wondered how long it would be before the enemy
enchanter noticed.

"Fetch alight!" Antonio shouted to Domenico. "And sort out the onesthat aren't burned.”
Paolo went back to the kitchen before they asked him to help. The bonfire had given him an idea.
"Thereisquiteabit of mince," Rosawas saying. "Dare wetry with that?

"Why don't you," said Paolo, "take the food to the dining room? I'll light afire there, and you can cook it
onthat."

"Theboy'sageniud" said Marco.

They did that. Rosa cooked by relays and Marco made cocoa. The children were fed first, Paolo
included. Paolo sat on one of the long benches, thinking it was amost enjoyable—except if he thought of
Tonino, or Old Niccolo in bed upstairs. He was very pleased and surprised when asudden bundle of
claw and warm-iron muscle landed on his knee. Benvenuto was missing Tonino too. He rubbed against
Paolo with akind of desperation, but he would not purr.

Rosaand Marco were getting up to put the young ones to bed, when there was a sudden great clanging,
outsdeinthenight.

"Good Heavens!" said Rosa, and opened the yard door.

The noise flooded in, an uneven meta sound, hasty and huge. The nearest—clang-clang-clang— was
s0 near that it could only be the bell of Sant' Angelo's. Behind it, the bell of the Cathedra tolled. And
beyond that, now near, now faint and tinny, every bell in every church in Caprona beat and boomed and
clashed and chimed. Corinnaand Luciacameracing in, their faces bright with cold and excitement.

"We're at war! The Duke's declared war!"
Marco said he thought he had better go. "Oh no, don't!" Rosa cried out. "Not yet. By the way, Lucia—"

Luciatook aquick look at the cooking in the hearth. "I'll go and take Aunt Ginathe prescription,” she
said, and prudently ran away.

Marco and Rosalooked at one another. "Three States against us and no spellsto fight with," said Marco.
"We're not likely to have along and happy marriage, are we?"



"Mr. Notti saysthe Final Reserveisbeing caled up tomorrow," Corinna said encouragingly. She caught
Rosas eye. "Comeon, you kids," she said to four cousins at random. "Bed time."

While the young oneswere being put to bed, Paolo sat nuraing Benvenuto, feeling more dismal than ever.
Hewondered if there would be soldiers from Florence and Pisaand Sienaiin Caprona by tomorrow.
Would gunsfirein the streets? He thought of big marble chips shot off the Cathedra, the New Bridge
broken, despite al the spdllsinit, and swarthy enemy soldiers dragging Rosa off screaming. And he saw
that al this could redly have happened by the end of the week.

Here, he became quite certain that Benvenuto wastrying to tell him something. He could tell from the
accusing stare of Benvenuto's yellow eyes. But he smply could not understand.

"Il try," hesaid to Benvenuto. "l redly will try."

He had, flestingly, the feding that Benvenuto was glad. Encouraged by this, Paolo bent his head and
stared at Benvenuto's urgent face. But it did no good. All that Paolo could get out of it wasapicturein
his mind—a picture of somewhere with a colored marble front, very large and beautiful.

"The Church of Sant' Angelo?" he said doubtfully.

While Benvenuto'stail was still [ashing with annoyance, Rosaand Marco came back. "Oh dear!” Rosa
said to Marco. "There's Paolo taking dl the troubles of the Casa on his shoulders again!™

Paolo looked up in surprise.
Marco said, "Y ou look just like Antonio sometimes.”
"I can't understand Benvenuto,” Paolo said despairingly.

Marco sat on the table beside him. "Then he'll haveto find some other way of teling uswhat he wants"
he said. "He'saclever cat—the cleverest I've ever known. Hell doit." He put out a hand and Benvenuto
let him stroke hishead. "Y our ears,” said Marco, "Sir Cat, are like sea-holly without the prickles.”

Rosa perched on the table too, on the other side of Paolo. "What isit, Paolo? Tonino?"

Paolo nodded. "Nobody will believe me that the enemy enchanter'sgot him."

"Wedo," said Marco.

Rosasad, "Paolo, it'sjust aswell he'sgot Tonino and not you. Tonino'l take it much more calmly.”
Paolo was alittle bewildered. "Why do you two believe in the enchanter and no one €l se does?!
"What makesyou think he exists?' Marco countered.

Even to Rosaand Marco, Paolo could not bring himsdlf to tell of his embarrassing encounter with a
Petrocchi. "Therewas ahorrible fog a the end of the fight," he said.

Rosaand Marco jumped around delightedly. Their hands met with a smack over Paolo's head. "It
worked! It worked!" And Marco added, ""We were hoping someone would mention a certain fog! Did
there seem to have been alarge-sca e cancd-spell with it, by any chance?!

"Yes" said Paolo.

"We madethat fog," Rosasaid. "Marco and me. We were hoping to stop the fighting, but it took us ages



to makeit, because dl the magic in Capronawas going into the fight."

Paolo digested this. That took care of the one piece of proof that did not depend on the word of a
Petrocchi. Perhaps the enchanter did not exist after dl. Perhaps Tonino redlly was at the Casa Petrocchi.
He remembered that Renata had not said Angelicawas missing until the fog cleared and she knew who
hewas. "Look," he said. "Will you two come to the Casa Petrocchi with me and seeif Tonino's there?!

He was aware that Rosa and Marco were exchanging some kind of ook above hishead. "Why?' said
Rosa

"Because," said Paolo. "Because." The need to persuade them cleared hiswits at last. "Because Guido
Petrocchi said Angdlica Petrocchi was missing too."

"I'm afraid we can't," Marco said, with what sounded like redl regret. Y ou'd understand, if you knew
how pressing our reasons are, believe me!™

Peolo did not understand. He knew that, with these two, it was not cowardice, or pride, or anything like
that. That only made it more maddening. "Oh, nobody will hep!" he cried ouit.

Rosaput her arm around him. "Paolo! Y ou're just like Father. Y ou think you have to do everything
yoursdlf. Thereis one thing we can do."

"Cdl Chrestomanci?' said Marco.
Peolo felt Rosanod. "But he'sin Rome," he objected.

"It doesn't matter,” said Marco. "He'sthat kind of enchanter. If he's near enough and you need him
enough, he comeswhen you cal."

"I must cook!" said Rosg, jumping off thetable.

Just before the second supper was ready, Rinaldo came back, in great good spirits. Uncle Umberto and
old Luigi Petrocchi had had another fight, in the dining-hall of the University. That waswhy Uncle
Umberto had not turned up to see how Old Niccolo was. He and Luigi were both in bed, prostrated with
exhaugtion. Rinaldo had been drinking wine with some studentswho told him al about the fight. The
students supper had been ruined. Cutlets and pasta had flown about, followed by chairs, tables and
benches. Umberto had tried to drown Luigi in asoup tureen, and Luigi had replied by hurling the whole
of the Doctors supper at Umberto. The students were going on strike. They did not mind the fight, but
Luigi had shown them that the Doctors food was better than theirs.

Paolo listened without truly attending. He was thinking about Tonino and wondering if he dared depend
on theword of a Petrocchi.
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After awhile, someone came and picked Tonino up. That was unpleasant. Hislegs and arms dragged
and dangled in dl directions, and he could not do anything about it. He was plunged somewhere much
darker. Then hewasleft to lieamid agreat deal of bumping and scraping, asif he werein abox which
was being pushed across afloor. When it stopped, he found he could move. He sat up, trembling al
over.

Hewas in the same room as before, but it seemed to be much smaller. He could tell that, if he stood up,
his head would brush the little lighted chanddier in the celling. So he was larger now; where he had been



threeinchestdl before, he must now be more like nine. The puppets must be too big for their scenery,
and the fase villameant to look asif it was some distance away. And, with the Duchess suddenly taken
ill, none of her helpers had bothered what size Tonino was. They had smply made sure he was shut up

agan.
"Tonino," whispered Angdlica

Tonino whirled around. Haf the room wasfull of apile of lax puppet bodies. He scanned the cardboard
head of the policeman, then his enemy the Hangman, and the white sausage of the baby, and came upon
Angelicasface hafway up the pile. It was her own face, though swollen and tearstained. Tonino clapped
his hand to hisnose. To hisrelief, the red beak was gone, though he still seemed to be wearing Mr.
Punch's scarlet nightgown.

"I'm sorry,” he said. Histeeth seemed to be chattering. "I tried not to hurt you. Are your bones broken?*
"No—o," said Angelica. She did not sound too sure. "Tonino, what happened?!

"I hanged the Duchess," Tonino said, and he felt somevicioustriumph ashe saidiit. "1 didn't kill her
though,”" he added regretfully.

Angdlicalaughed. Shelaughed until the heap of puppets was shaking and diding about. But Tonino could
not find it funny. He burst into tears, even though he was crying in front of a Petrocchi.

"Oh dear,” saidd Angelica. "Tonino, sop it! Tonino—please!" She struggled out from among the puppets
and hobbled looming through the room. Her head banged the chandelier and sent it tinkling and casting
mad shadows over them as she knelt down beside Tonino. "Tonino, please stop. Shell be furious as
soon as she fed's better.” Angelicawas wearing Judy's blue cap and Judy's blue dress till. She took of f
the blue cap and held it out to Tonino. "Here. Blow on that. | used the baby's dress. It made me fedl
better.” Shetried to smile at him, but the smile went hopelessly crooked in her swollen face. Angdlicas
large forehead must have hit the floor first. It was now enlarged by a huge red bump. Under it, the grin
looked grotesque.

Tonino understood it was meant for asmile and smiled back, aswell as he could for his chattering teeth.

"Here." Angelicaloomed back through the room to the pile of puppets and heaved at the Hangman. She
returned with his black felt cape. "'Put thison.”

Tonino wrapped himsdlf in the cape and blew his nose on the blue cap and felt better.

Angelica heaved more puppets about. "I'm going to wear the policeman'sjacket,” she said.
"Tonino—have you thought?"

"Not redly," said Tonino. "l sort of know."

He had known from the moment he looked at the Duchess. She was the enchanter who was sapping the
strength of Capronaand spoiling the spells of the Casa Montana. Tonino was not sure about the
Duke—probably he was too stupid to count. But in spite of the Duchess's enchantments, the spells of the
Casa Montana—and the Casa Petrocchi—must still be strong enough to be anuisanceto her. So heand
Angdlica had been kidnapped to blackmail both houses into stopping making spells. And if they stopped,
Capronawould be defeated. The frightening part was that Tonino and Angelicawere the only two
people who knew, and the Duchess did not care that they knew. It was not only that even someone as
clever asPaolo would never think of looking in the Palace, insde a Punch and Judy show: it must mean
that the two of them would be dead before anyone found them.



"We absolutely haveto get away,” said Angelica. "Before she's better from being hanged.”
"Shelll have thought of that," said Tonino.

"I'm not sure,” said Angelica. "'l could tell everyone was startled to desth. They let me see you being put
through thefloor, and | think we could get out that way. It will be easier now were bigger.”

Tonino fastened the cape around him and struggled to his feet, though he felt dmost too tired and bruised
to bother. His head hit the chanddlier too. Huge flickering shadows fled around the room and made the
heap of puppetslook asif they were squirming about. "Where did they put me through?' he said.

"Just whereyou're standing,” said Angdlica

Tonino backed against the windows and |ooked at the place. He would not have known there was any
opening. But, now Angelica had told him, he could see, disguised by the painted swirls of the carpet and
confused by the swinging light, the faintest black line. The outline made an oblong about the size of the
shoddy dining table. The tray of supper must have come through that way too.

"Sing an opening spdll,” Angdlicacommanded him.
"] don't know one," Tonino was forced to confess.

He could tell by the tiff way Angdicastood that she wastrying not to say anumber of nasty things.
"Wdl | don't dare," she said. "Y ou saw what happened last time. If | do anything, they'll catch usagain
and punish us by making us be puppets. And | couldn't bear another time."

Tonino was not sure he could bear it either, even though, now he thought about it, he was not sureit had
been a punishment. The Duchess had probably intended to make them perform anyway. Shewas quite
mean enough. On the other hand, he was not sure he could stand another of Angelicas botched spdlls,
ether. "Wdll, it'sonly atrapdoor,” he said. "It must be held up by one of thoselittle hooks. Let'stry
bashing at it with the candlesticks."

"Andif therésagpel onit?' said Angelica. "Oh, comeon. Let'stry."

They seized acandlestick each and knelt beside the windows, knocking diligently at the scarcely-seen
black line. The cardboard was tough and pulpy. The candlesticks shortly looked like metal weeping
willow trees. But they succeeded in making acrumbly hollow in the middle of one edge of the hidden
door. Tonino thought he could see aglimmer of metal showing. Heraised his bent candlestick highto
deliver amighty blow.

"Sop!" hissed Angdica

There were large shuffling footsteps somewhere. Tonino lowered the candlestick by gentle fractionsand
scarcely dared breathe. A distant voice grumbled.... "Micethen”... "Nothing here.... " It was suddenly
very much darker. Someone had switched off alight, leaving them only with the bluish glimmer of thelittle
chanddlier. The footsteps shuffled. A door bumped, and there was silence.

Angdicalad her candlestick down and began trying to tear at the cardboard with her fingers. Tonino got
up and wandered away. It was no good. Someone was going to hear them, whatever they did. The
Pdace wasfull of footmen and soldiers. Tonino would have given up then and waited for the Duchessto
do her worgt. Only now he was standing up, the cardboard room seemed so small. Half of it wasfilled
with the puppets. There was hardly room to move. Tonino wanted to hurl himsdf at thewalsand
scream. He did make a movement, and knocked the table. Because he was so much bigger and heavier
now, the table swayed and creaked.



"l know!" he said. "Finish drawing the Angd."
The bump on Angelicas forehead turned up to him. "I'm not in the mood for doodling."

"Not adoodle, aspdll,” Tonino explained. *And then pull the table over uswhile we make aholeinthe
trapdoor.”

Angdicadid not need telling that the Angel was the most potent spell in Caprona. She threw the
candlestick aside and scrambled up. "That might just work," she said. ™Y ou know, for aMontana, you
have very good idess." Her head hit the chanddlier again. In the confusion of swinging shadows, they
could not find the tap Angdlica had been drawing with. Tonino had to jam hishead and arm into the tiny
bathroom and pull off the other usdlesstap.

Even when the shadows stopped swinging, the Angel scratched on the table was hard to see. It now
looked faint and smdll.

"He needshisscroll,” said Angelica. "And I'd better put in ahalo to make sure hes holy.”

Angelicawas now so much bigger and stronger that she kept dropping the tap. The hao, when she had
scratched it in, was too big, and the scroll would not go right. The table swayed thisway and thet, the tap
ploughed and skidded, and there was a danger the Angel would end up acomplete mess.

"It'ssofiddly!" said Angdlica "Will that do?'
"No," said Tonino. "It needs the scroll more unrolled. Some of the words show on our Angel.”

Because he was quite right, Angdlicalost her temper. "All right! Do it yoursdlf, if you're so clever, you
horrible Montanal"

She held the tap out to Tonino and he snatched it from her, quite asangry. "Here," he said, ploughing up
along curl of varnish. "Herée's the hanging bit. And the words go sideways. Y ou can see Carmen pa,
Venit ang, Cap and alot more, but there won't be room for it."

"Our Angd," said Angdlica, "says cis saeculare, elus cantare and virtus data near theend.” Tonino
scratched away and took no natice. It was hard enough shaping tiny letters with athing like atap, without
listening to Angdlicaarguing. "Wdll it doed" said Angelica. "I've often wondered why it's not the words

wesng—"

The same idea came to both of them. They stared at one another, nose to nose across the scratched
varnish.

"Finding the words means |ooking for them," said Tonino.

"And they were over our gatesal thetime! Oh how stupid!" exclaimed Angdlica. "Come on. We must
get out now!"

Tonino left the scroll with Carmen scraped on it. There was redlly no room for any more. They dragged
the creaking, swaying table across the hole they had made in the floor and set to work undernegthiit,
hacking lumps out of the painted floor. Shortly, they could see abar of slvery meta stretching from the
trap door to the floor underneath them. Tonino forced the end of his candlestick down between the
battered cardboard edges and heaved sideways at the metal.

"Therédsaspdl onit,” hesad.



"Angel of Caprona,” Angdicasad a the same moment.

And the bar dipped sideways. A big oblong-piece of the floor dropped away from in front of their knees
and swung, leaving avery deep dark hole.

"Let'sget the Hangman'srope,”" said Angelica

They edged dong to the pile of puppets and disentangled the string from thelittle gibbet. Tonino tied it to
thetableleg.

"It'salong way down," he said dubioudly.

"It'sonly afew feet really" Angdicasad. "And were not heavy enough to hurt. | went al floppy when
you kicked me off the stage and—wel|—I didn't bresk anything anyway."

Tonino let Angelicago firgt, swinging down into the dark space like an energetic blue monkey. Crunch
went the shoddy table. Creeeak. And it swayed towards the leg where the rope wastied.

"Angel of Cgprona" Tonino whispered.

Thetable plunged, one corner first, down into the space. The cardboard room rattled. And, with a
rending and cresking of wood, the table stuck, mostly in the hole, but with one corner out and wedged
againg the sdes. There was athump from below. Tonino wasfairly sure he was stuck in the room for
good now.

"I'm down," Angelicawhispered up. ™Y ou can pull the rope up. It nearly reachesthe floor.”

Tonino leaned over and fumbled the string up from the table leg. He was sure there had been amiracle,
That leg ought to have broken off, or the table ought to have gone down the hole. He whispered " Angel
of Caprona" again as he did down under the table into the dark.

Thetable creaked hideoudy, but it held together. The string burned Tonino's hands as he did, and then it
was suddenly not there. Hisfeet hit the floor dmost a once. "Oof!" he went. Hisfeet fdt asif they had
been knocked up through hislegs.

Down there, they were standing on the shiny floor of a Palace room. The towering walls of the Punch and
Judy show were on three sides of them. Instead of aback wall, there was a curtain, intended to hide the
puppet-master, and very dim light was coming in around its edges. They pulled one end of the curtain
asde. It felt coarse and heavy, like asack. Behind it wasthewall of the room. The puppet show had
evidently been smply pushed away to one side. There was just space for Angelicaand Tonino to
Sueeze past the ends of the show, into alarge room lit by moonlight faling in strong silver blocks across
itsshiny floor.

It was the same room where the court had watched the Punch and Judy show. The puppet show had not
been put away. Tonino thought of the time he and Angelica had tottered on the edge of the stage, looking
into nothingness. They could have been killed. That seemed another miracle. Then, they must have been
in somekind of storeroom. But, when the Duchess was so mysterioudy taken ill, no one had bothered to
put them back there.

The moonlight glittered on the polished face of the Angdl, high up on the other sde of the room, leaning
out over some big double doors. There were other doors, but Tonino and Angelica set out, without
hesitation, towards the Angd. Both of them took it for aguide.

"Oh bother!" said Angelica, before they reached the first block of moonlight. "We're till smdll. | thought



we'd be theright size as soon aswe got out, didn't you?"

Tonino'soneideawasto get out, whatever hissize. "Itll be easier to hidelikethis" he said. "Someonein
your Casacan eadly turn you back." He pulled the Hangman's cloak around him and shivered. It was
colder out in the big room. He could see the moon through the big windows, riding high and coldin a
wintry dark blue sky. It was not going to be fun running through the streetsin ared nightgown.

"But | hate being thissmal!" Angelicacomplained. "Well never be ableto get downdtairs.”

She wasright to complain, as Tonino soon discovered. It seemed amile across the polished floor. When
they reached the double doors, they were tired out. High above them, the carved Angel dangled a scroll
they could not possibly read, and no longer looked so friendly. But the doors were open acrack. They
managed to push the crack wider by leaning their backs against the edge of both doors. It was
maddening to think they could have opened them with one hand if only they had been the proper size.

Beyond was an even bigger room. Thisonewasfull of chairsand small tables. The only advantage of
being doll-sized wasthat they could wak under every piece of furniturein agtraight lineto the
far-too-distant door. It was like trudging through agolden moonlit forest, where every tree had an elegant
swan-bend to itstrunk. The floor seemed to be marble.

Before they reached the door, they were quarrelling again from sheer tiredness.
"It'sgoing to take dl night to get out of herel” Angdlicagrumbled.

"Oh shut up!" said Tonino. Y ou make more fuss about things than my Aunt Ginal"
"Isyour Aunt Ginabruised al over because you hit her?' Angelica demanded.

When they came to the half-open door at last, there was only another room, dightly smdler. This one had
acarpet. Gilded sofas stood about like Dutch barns, and large frilly armchairs. Angdlicagave awail of

despair.

Tonino stood on tiptoe. There seemed to be cushions on some of the seats. " Suppose we hid under a
cushion for the night?" he suggested, trying to make peace.

Angelicaturned on him furioudy. "Stupid! No wonder youre dow at spellsl We may be smal, but they!ll
find us because of that. We must stink of magic. Even my baby brother could find us, and he may bea
baby but he's cleverer than you!"

Tonino wastoo angry to answer. He Smply marched away into the carpet. At first it was ardief to his
sore feet, but it soon became another trid. It waslike waking through long, tufty grass—and anyone who
has done that for amile or so will know how tiring that can be. On top of that, they had to keep going
around puffy armchairs that seemed as big as houses, frilly footstools and screens as big as hoardings.
Some of these things would have made good hiding places, but they were both too angry and frightened
to suggest it.

Then, when they reached the door at lagt, it was shut. They threw themselves againgt the hard wood. It
did not even shake.

"Now what?' said Tonino, leaning his back against it. The moon was going down by now. The carpet
was in darkness. The bars of moonlight from the far-off windows only touched the tops of armchairs, or
picked out the gold on the sofabacks, or the glitter from a shelf of colored glass vases. It would be quite
dark soon.



"Therédsan Angd over there,” Angdlicasaid wesrily.

Shewasright. Tonino could just seeit, as colored flickers on wood, lit by moonlight reflected off the
shelf of glass vases. There was another door under the Angel, or rather adark space, because that door
was wide open. Too tired even to speak, Tonino set off again, across another mile of tufty carpet, past
beetling dliffs of furniture, to the other sde of the room.

By the time they reached that open door, they were so tired that nothing seemed real anymore.
There were four steps down beyond the door. Very

well. They went down them somehow. At the bottom was an even more brutdly tufted carpet. And the
window here was the other side from the moon. It was quite dark.

Angelicasniffed the darkness. "Cigars.”

It could have been scillasfor dl Tonino cared. All he wanted was the next door. He st off, feding
around thewadlsfor it, with Angdicastumbling after. They bumped into one huge piece of furniture, felt
their way around it, and banged into another, which stuck even farther into the room. And so they went,
stumbling and banging, climbing across two rounded metd bars, wading in carpet, until they arrived at the
four steps again. It was quite asmall room—for the Place—and it had only one door. Tonino felt for the
first step, as high as hishead, and did not think he had the strength to get up them again. The Angel had
not been aguide after dl.

"That part that stuck out,” said Angdlica. "l don't know what it was, but it was hollow, like abox. Shal
werisk hiding init?"

"Let'sfindit," said Tonino.

They found it, or something likeit, by waking into it. It was a steep-sided box which came up to their
armpits. Therewas alarge piece of metd, like avery wide door knocker, hung on the front of it. When
they felt insde, they felt sheets of iff leather, and crisper Stuff that was possibly paper.

"I think it's an open drawer," said Tonino.

Angelicadid not answer. She smply climbed in. Tonino heard her flapping and crackling among the
paper—if it was paper. Well! he thought. And it was Angelicawho said they smelled of magic. But he
was S0 tired that he climbed in too, and fdll into awarm crumply nest where Angelicawas already adeep.
Tonino was dmost too tired by now to careif they were found or not. But he had the senseto drag a
piece of parchment over them both before he went to deep too.

12

TONINO WOKE up fedling chilly and puzzled. The light was pale and yellow because his sheet seemed
to be over hisface. Tonino gazed up at it, thinking it was asurprisingly flat, stiff sheet. It had large black
letterson it too. Hiseyestraveled dong the letters. DECLARATION OF WAR (Duplicate Copy), he
read.

Then he knew, with ajump, that he was nine inches high and lying in adrawer in the Palace. And it was
light! Someone would find them. In fact, someone nearly had. That was what had woken him. He could
hear someone moving about the room, making obscure thumps and shuffles, and occasiondly whigtling a
snatch of the Angel of Caprona. Whoever it was had reached the drawer now. Tonino could hear the
floor creak under him and adressrustling, loud and near. He moved his head, gently and siffly, and



found Angdicasfrightened face resting on crumpled paper an inch or so away. The rustling dress proved
the person was awoman. It must be the Duchess looking for them.

"That Duke!" said the person, in avoice no Duchesswould use. "There never was such an untidy man!™
Her bresthing came suddenly nearer. Before either Tonino or Angelica could think what to do, the
drawer moved. Helplesdly, they were shunted inwards, feet firt, into darkness, and the drawer shut with
abang behind their heads.

"Help!" whispered Angdica
ll%!ll

Themaid was il in theroom. They could hear her move something, and then atinkle of notesas she
dusted a piano. Then abump. And findly nothing. When they were quite sure she was gone, Angelica
whispered, "What do we do now?"

Therewasroom to St up in the drawer, but not much ese. Abovetheir headswas adit of light wherethe
drawer met the desk, or whatever it was, and no way of opening it. But they could see quite well. Light
was coming in at the back, beyond their feet. They tried bracing their hands against the wood overhead
and heaving, but the drawer was made of solid, spicy-smelling wood and they could not budge it.

"We keep being shut in places without doord™ Angdicacried out. And she went floundering through the
papersto the back of the drawer, where the light came in. Tonino crawled after her.

As soon asthey got there, they redlized thiswas the way out. The end of the drawer was lower than the
front, and it did not reach the back of the wooden desk it was part of. There was quite abig gap there.
When they put their headsinto the space, they could see the ends of the other drawers above theirs going
up like aladder, and adlit of daylight at the top.

They squeezed through into the gap and climbed, side by side. It was as easy as climbing aladder. They
were one drawer away from the dit of daylight—which was going to be atight squeeze— when they
heard someone el sein the room.

"They came down here, madam,” said alady's voice.
"Then we've caught them,” replied the Duchess. "L ook very carefully.”

Tonino and Angdlica hung from the back of the drawers by their fingers and toes, not daring to move.
Silk dresses rustled as the Duchess and her lady moved around the room.

"Therésnothing thisend at dl, madam, "
"And | swear thiswindow hasn't been opened,” said the Duchess. "Open dl the drawersin the desk.”

There was a sharp rumble above Tonino's head. Dusty white light flooded down from the open top
drawer. Paperswere loudly tossed over. "Nothing,” said the lady. The top drawer dammed in again.
Tonino and Angelica had been hanging on to the second drawer. They climbed down to the next asfast
and quietly asthey could. The second drawer rumbled open, and dammed shut, nearly deafening them.
The drawer they were on jerked. Luckily, it was stiff. The lady tugged and rattled at it, and that gave
Tonino and Angelicajust timeto climb frantically up to the second drawer again and cling there. And
there they hung, in the dark narrow space, while the lady opened the third drawer, dammed it shut, and
pulled out the bottom drawer. They craned over their arms and watched the white light flood in from
below.



"Look at thid" cried thelady. "They've been here! It's like amouse nest!”

Silksrustled asthe Duchess hurried over. "Curseit!" she said. "Not long ago too! | can smell them even
through the cigars. Quick! They can't befar away. They must have got out before the room was
cleaned.”

The drawer rumbled in, bringing dusty darknesswith it. Therewas aflurry of silks asthe two women
hurried away up the steps to the room with the armchairs, and the quiet, firm clap of the door closing.

"Doyouthink it'satrgp?' Angelicawhispered.

"No," said Tonino. He was sure the Duchess had not guessed where they were. But they were shut in this
room now, by the sound, and he had no idea how they would get the door open.

All the same, even a shut room was great open spaces compared with the narrow dit at the back of the
drawers. Angdlica and Tonino pushed and squeezed and forced themsd ves through the narrow daylight
dit, and finaly crawled out on the top of awriting desk. Before their eyes had got used to the light,
Tonino stubbed histoe on avast pen like atelegraph pole and then tripped over a paper knifelikean
ivory plank. Angelica bumped into a china ornament standing at the back of the desk. It swayed. She
swayed. She flung her arms around it. When her eyes stopped watering, she found shewas hugging a
chinaMr. Punch, nosg, red nightgown and all, about the same height as she was. There was a china Judy
standing at the other end of the desk.

"We can't get away from these things!” she said.

The desk was covered in smooth red |eather, very easy on the feet, and held a huge white blotter, which
was even more comfortable to walk on. A chair with amatching red seat stood in front of the desk.
Tonino saw they could easily jump down onto it. Even more essily, they could climb down the handles of
the drawers. On the other hand, the piano the maid had dusted stood right beside the desk, and the
window was around the corner from the piano. To reach the window was only along stride from the
piano. Though the window was shut, it had quite an easy-looking catch, if only they could reachit.

"Look!" ssid Angdlica, pointing disgustedly.

A whole row of Punch and Judys stood along the top of the piano. Two were puppets on stands, very
old and vauable by the ook of them; two more were actualy made of gold; and two others were rather
arty clay modds, which made Punch look like aleering ordinary man and Judy uncomfortably likethe
Duchess. And the music which was open on the piano was headed Arnolfini—Punch and Judy Suite.

"| think thisisthe Duke's study,” said Angdica. And both of them got the giggles.

Stll giggling, Tonino stepped onto the piano and started to walk to the window. Do—ti—so—fa, went
the piano.

"Come back!" Angelicalaughed.
Tonino came back—fa—so—ti—do—nearly in hygerics.

The door of the room opened and someone hurried down the steps. Angelicaand Tonino could think of
nothing better to do than stand stiffly where they were, hoping to be taken for more Punch and Judys.
And, luckily, the man who came in was busy and worried. He dapped a pile of papers on the desk,
without so much as glancing at the two new puppets, and hurried out again, gently closing the door
behind him.



"Phew!" said Angdlica
They walked around to the front of the papers and looked at them curioudly. The top one said:

Report of Campaign at 08. 00 hours. Summary: Troops advancing on all frontsto repel invasion.
Heavy Artillery and Reservists moving up in support. Pisan front reports heavy losses. Fleet
sighted—Pisan?—steaming for mouth of Voltava.

"Werea war!" said Tonino. "Why?" "Because the Duchess has got us, of course,” said Angelica. "And
our families daren't make war-spells. Tonino, we must get out. We must tell them where the wordsto
the Angel arel"

"But why does the Duchess want Caprona beaten?" Tonino said.

"l don't know," said Angelica. "There's something wrong about her, | know that. Aunt Bellasaid there
was an awful fusswhen the Duke decided to marry her. Nobody likes her."

"Let'sseeif we can open thewindow," said Tonino. He set off aong the piano again. DO-ti-so-fa-me-re

"Quiet!" said Angdlica

Tonino discovered that, if he put each foot down very dowly, the notes did not sound. He was hafway
along the keyboard, and Angelica had one foot stretched out to follow, when they heard someone
opening the door again. There was no time to be careful. Angelicafled back to the desk. Tonino, with a
terrible discord, scrambled across the black notes and squeezed behind the music on the stand.

Hewas only just in time. When he looked—he was standing with hisfeet and head sdeways, like an
Ancient Egyptian—the Duke of Caprona himsdf was standing in front of the desk. Tonino thought the
Duke seemed both puzzled and sad. He was tapping the Report of Campaign againgt histeeth and did
not seem to notice Angelica standing between the Punch and the Judy on his desk, athough Angelica's
eyeswere blinking againg the glitter from the Duke's buttons.

"But | didn't declare war!" the Duke said to himsdlf. "1 was watching that puppet show. How could I—?"
He sghed and bit the Report worriedly between two rows of big shiny teeth. "Ismy mind going?' he
asked. He seemed to be talking to Angelica. She had the sense not to answer. "I must go and ask
Lucrezia," the Duke said. Heflung the Report down at Angelicasfeet and hurried out of the study.

Tonino did cautioudy down the piano lid onto the keys again—ker-pling. Angelicawas now standing at
the end of the piano, pointing at the window. She was speechless with horror.

Tonino looked—and for amoment he was as frightened as Angelica. There was abrown monster glaring
at him through the glass, wide-faced, wide-eyed and shaggy. Thething had eyeslike yellow lamps.

Faintly, through the glass, came adightly irritable request to pull himsalf together and open the window.
"Benvenuto!" shouted Tonino.
"Oh—it'sonly acat,” Angdlicaquavered. "How terrible it must fed to beamouse!™

"Just acat!" Tonino said scornfully. "That's Benvenuto." Hetried to explain to Benvenuto that it was not
easy to open windows when you were nineinches high.

Benvenuto'simpatient answer wasto shove Tonino's latest magic exercise book in front of Tonino's



mind's eye, open at dmost the first page.

"Oh, thanks," Tonino said, rather ashamed. There were three opening-spells on that page, and none of
them had stuck in his head. He chose the easiest, shut his eyes so that he could read the imaginary page
more clearly, and sang the spell.

Gently and easily, the window swung open, letting in agust of cold wind. And Benvenuto came in with
the wind, dmogt aslightly. As Benvenuto trod gently up the scale towards him, Tonino had another
moment when he knew how mice felt. Then heforgot it in the gladness of seeing Benvenuto. He stretched
hisarmswide to rub behind Benvenuto's horny ears. Benvenuto put his sticky black noseto Tonino's
face, and they both stood, delighted, holding down along humming discord on the piano.

Benvenuto said that Paolo was not quick enough; he could not make him understand where Tonino was.
Tonino must send Paolo amessage. Could Tonino write thissze?

"Theresapen on the desk here," Angdlicacaled. And Tonino remembered her saying she could
understand cats.

Rather anxioudy, Benvenuto wanted to know if Tonino minded him talking to a Petrocchi.

The question astonished Tonino for amoment. He had clean forgotten that he and Angelicawere
supposed to hate one another. 1t seemed awaste of time, when they were both in such trouble. "Not at
dl," hesad.

"Do get off that piano, both of you," said Angdica. "The humming's horrible."

Benvenuto obliged, with one greet flowing legp. Tonino struggled after him with his ebows hooked over
the piano lid, pushing himself dong againgt the black notes. By the time he reached the desk, Benvenuto
and Angdica had exchanged formd introductions, and Benvenuto was advising them not to try getting out
of thewindow. The room was three floors up. The stonework was crumbling, and even acat had some
trouble keeping hisfeet. If they would wait, Benvenuto would fetch help.

"But the Duchess—" said Tonino.
"And the Duke," said Angdlica. "Thisisthe Dukes study."

Benvenuto considered the Duke harmless on his own. He thought they werein the safest placein the
Palace. They wereto stay hidden and write him anote small enough to carry in his mouth.

"Wouldn't it be better if wetied it around your neck?' Angelicaasked.

Benvenuto had never submitted to anything around his neck, and he was not going to Start now. Anyway,
someone in the Palace might see the message.

So Tonino put one foot on the Report of Campaign and succeeded, by heaving with both hands, in
tearing off acorner of it. Angelica passed him the huge pen, which he had to hold in both hands, with the
end resting on his shoulder. Then she stood on the paper to keep it steady while Tonino wielded the pen.
It was such hard work, that he kept the message as short as possible. In Dune's Palace. Duchess
enchantress. T. M. & A. P.

"Tell them about the wordsto the Angel," said Angdica "Justin case”

Tonino turned the paper over and wrote Wordsto Angd on Angel over gate. T & A. Then, exhausted
with heaving the pen up and down, he folded the piece of paper with that message insde and the first one



outsde, and trod it flat. Benvenuto opened his mouth. Angelicawinced at that pink cavern with its arched
wrinkly roof and itsrow of white fangs, and let Tonino place the message across Benvenuto's prickly
tongue. Benvenuto gave Tonino aloving glare and sprang away. He struck one ringing chord from the
piano, around middle C, made the dightest thump on the windowslll, and vanished.

Tonino and Angdlicawere staring after him and did not notice, until it wastoo late, that the Duke had
come back.

"Funny," said the Duke. "There'sanew Punch now, aswell asanew Judy."

Tonino and Angelicastood gtiff as posts, one on each end of the blotter, in agonizingly uncomfortable
attitudes.

Fortunately, the Duke noticed the open window. "Blessed maids and their fresh air!™ he grumbled, and
went over to shut it. Tonino seized the opportunity to stand on both feet, Angelicato uncrick her neck.
Then they both jumped. An unmistakable gunshot cracked out, from somewhere below. And another.
The Duke bent out of the window and seemed to be watching something. "Poor pussy,” he said. He
sounded sad and resigned. "Why couldn't you keep away, puss? She hates cats. And they make such a
din, too, shooting them." Another shot cracked out, and then severad more. The Duke stood up, shaking
his head sadly. "Ahwell," he said, as he shut the window. "1 suppose they do eat birds."

He came back across the study. Tonino and Angelica could not have moved if they tried. They were
both too stricken.

The Duke'sface folded into shiny wrinkles. He had noticed the corner torn from the Report. "I've been
eating paper now!" he said. His sad, puzzled face turned towards Tonino and Angelica. "I think | do
forget things" hesaid. "l talk to mysalf. That'sabad sign. But | really don't remember you two at al. At
leadt, | remember the new Judy, but, " he said to Tonino, "I don't remember you at al. How did you get
here?'

Tonino was far too upset about Benvenuto to think. After dl, the Duke redlly was speaking to him.
"Pleasg, ar," hesad, "I'll explan—"

"Shut up!" sngpped Angdica. "I'll say aspdI!™
"—only pleasetdl meif they shot my cat," said Tonino.

"l think s0," said the Duke. "It looked asif they got it." Here he took a deep breath and turned his eyes
carefully to the ceiling, before helooked a Tonino and Angelicaagain. Neither of them moved. Angdlica
was glaring a Tonino, promising him spells unimaginable if he said another word. And Tonino knew he
had been an utter idiot anyway. Benvenuto was dead and there was no point in moving—no point in

anything.

The Duke, meanwhile, dowly pulled alarge handkerchief out of hispocket. A dightly crumpled cigar
came out with it and flopped on the desk. The Duke picked it up and put it absent-mindedly between his
glistening teeth. And then he had to take it out again to wipe his shiny face. "Both of you spoke," he said,
putting the handkerchief away and fetching out agold lighter. ™Y ou know that?" he said, putting the cigar
back into his mouth. He gave afurtive look around, clicked the lighter, and lit the cigar. "You are
looking," he said, "at apoor dotty Duke." Smoke rolled out with hiswords, as much smoke asif the
Duke had been adragon.

Angelicasneezed. Tonino thought he was going to sneeze. He drew adeep breath to stop himsdlf and
burst out coughing.



"Ahah!" cried the Duke. "Got you!" Hislarge wet hands pounced, and seized each of them around the
legs. Holding them like that, firmly pinned to the blotter, he sat down in the chair and bent his triumphant
shiny face until it was level with theirs. The cigar, cocked out of one side of his mouth, continued to roll
smoke over them. They flailed their arms for balance and coughed and coughed. "Now what are you?"
sad the Duke. "Another of her fiendish devices for making methink I'm potty? En?"

"No werenot!" coughed Tonino, and Angelica coughed, "Oh, please stop that smoke!™

The Duke laughed. "The old Chinese cigar-torture," he said gleefully, "guaranteed to bring satuesto life."
But hisright hand moved Tonino, sumbling and swaying, acrossthe blotter to Angdlica, where hisleft
hand gathered him in. Hisright hand took the cigar out of his mouth and laid it on the edge of the desk.
"Now," hesaid. "Let'shave alook at you."

They scrubbed their streaming eyes and looked fearfully up at hisgreat grinning face. It wasimpossbleto
look at al of it at once. Angdlica settled for hisleft eye, Tonino for hisright eye. Both eyesbulged at
them, round and innocent, like Old Niccolo's.

"Blessmel" said the Duke. "Y ou're the spell-makers children who were supposed to come to my
pantomime! Why didn't you come?"

"We never got an invitation, Your Grace," Angdicasaid. "Did you?' she asked Tonino.
"No," Tonino said mournfully.

The Duke'sface sagged. " So that'swhy it was. | wrote them mysdlf too. That's my lifein anutshell. None
of the orders| give ever get carried out, and an awful ot of things get done that | never ordered at al.”
He opened his hand dowly. The big warm fingers peded damply off their legs. Y ou fed funny wriggling
about inmy hand," hesaid. "There, if | let you go, will you tell me how you got here?'

They told him, with one or two forced pauses when he took a puff at his cigar and set them coughing
again. Helistened wonderingly. It was not like explaining things to a huge grown-up Duke. Tonino felt as
if he wastelling amade-up story to hissmdl cousins. From the way the Duke's eyes popped, and the
way he kept saying "Go on!" Tonino was sure the Duke was believing it no more than the little Montanas
believed the sory of Giovanni the Giant Killer.

Y et, when they had finished, the Duke said, "That Punch and Judy show started at eight-thirty and went
ontill nine-fifteen. | know, because there was a clock just over you. They say | declared war at nine
oclock last night. Did ether of you notice me declaring war?'

"No," they said. "Though," Angdlicaadded sourly, "I was being beaten to desth at thetime and | might
not have noticed.”

"My apologies,” said the Duke. "But did ether of you hear gunfire? No. But firing started around eleven
and went on dl night. It'still going on. Y ou can seeit, but not hear it, from the tower over this study.
Which means another damn spell, | suppose. And | think I'm supposed to Sit here and not notice
Capronabeing blown to pieces around me." He put his chin in his hands and stared at them miserably. |
know I'mafooal, " hesaid, "but just because | love plays and puppet theaters, I'm not anidiot. The
question is, how do we get you two out of here without Lucreziaknowing?'

Tonino and Angelicawere amost too surprised and grateful to speak. And whilethey were il trying to
say thank you, the Duke jumped upright, staring pop-eyed.

"Shel'scoming! I've got an ingtinct. Quick! Get in my pocketd™



He turned around sideways to the desk and held one pocket of his coat stretched againgt it, between two
fingers. Angelica hadtily lifted the pocket flap and did down between the two layers of cloth. The Duke
stubbed out his cigar on the edge of the desk and popped it in after her. Then he turned around and held
the other pocket open for Tonino. As Tonino crouched down in fuzzy darkness, he heard the door open
and the voice of the Duchess.

"My lord, you've been smoking cigarsin here again.”

13

Paolo WOKE up that morning knowing that he was going to have to look for Tonino himself. If his
father, and Rinado, and then Rosaand Marco, all refused to try, then there was no use asking anyone
dse

He sat up and realized that the Casawas full of unusua noises. Below in the yard, the gate was open. He
could hear the voices of Elizabeth, Aunt Anna, Aunt Mariaand Cousin Claudia, who were bringing the
day's bread.

"Just look at the Angdl!™ he heard his mother say. "Now what did that?'
"It's because we've stopped our spells,” said Cousin Claudia.

Following that came asingle note of song from Aunt Anna, cut off short with asquesk. Aunt Mariasaid
angrily, "No spdls, Annal Think of Tonino!™

Thiswasintriguing, but whét really interested Paolo were the noises behind the voices: marching fest,
orders being shouted, a drum beating, horses hooves, heavy rumbling and some cursing. Paolo shot out
of bed. It must bethe army.

"Hundreds of them," he heard Aunt Anna say.

"Mogt of them younger than my Domenico,” said Aunt Maria. "Claudia, take this basket while | shut the
gate. All going to face three armies without awar-scrip between them. | could cry!™

Paolo shot dong the gdlery, pulling on hisjacket, and hurried down the steps into the cold yellow
sunlight. He wastoo late. The gate was barred and the war noises shut out. The ladies were crossing the
yard with their baskets.

"Where do you think you're going?" Elizabeth cdled to him. "No one's going out today. Therés going to
befighting. The schoolsaredl closed.”

They put down their baskets to open the kitchen door. Paolo saw them recoil, with cries of dismay.
"Good Lord!" said Elizabeth.

"Don't anyonetd| Gina" said Aunt Maria

At the same moment, someone knocked heavily at the Casa gate.

"Seewho that is, Paolo," caled Aunt Anna

Paolo went under the archway and undid the flap of the peephole. He was pleased to have this chance to
see the army, and pleased that the school s were shut. He had not intended to go to school today anyway.



Therewas aman in uniform outside, who shouted, "Open and receive this, in the name of the Duke!™
Behind him, Paolo caught glimpses of shiny marching boots and more uniforms. He unbarred the gate.

Meanwhile, it became plain that Aunt Ginawas not to be kept away from the kitchen. Her feet clattered
on the airs. There was a stunned pause. Then the whole Casafilled with her voice.

"Oh my God! Mother of God! Insects!" It even drowned the noise of the military band that was
marching past as Paolo opened the gate.

The man outside thrust a sheet of paper at Paolo and darted off to hammer on the next door. Paolo
looked at it. He had amad ideathat he had just been handed the words to the Angel. After that, he went
on staring, oblivious alike of Aunt Gina— who was now screaming what she was going to do to
Lucia—and of the great gun that went rumbling past, pulled by four straining horses.

Sate of Caprona, Paolo read, Form FR3 Call Up of Final Reservists. The following to report to
the Arsenal for immediate duty at 03. 00 hrs, January 14th, 1979: Antonio Montana, Lorenzo
Montana, Piero Montana, Ricardo Montana, Arturo Montana (ne Notti), Carlo Montana, Luigi
Montana, Angelo Montana, Luca Montana, Giovanni Montana, Piero lacopo Montana, Rinaldo
Montana, Domenico Montana, Francesco Montana. That was everyone! Paolo had not redized that
even hisfather wasaFind Resarvig.

"Shut the gate, Paolo!" shrieked Aunt Maria. Paolo was about to obey, when he remembered that he had
not yet looked a the Angdl. He dodged outside and stared up, while haf aregiment of infantry marched
past behind him. It looked asif, in the night, every pigeon in Caprona had chosen to Sit on that one
golden carving. It was plastered with bird droppings. They were particularly thick, not unnaturaly, on the
outstretched arm holding the scroll, and the scroll was a crusty white mass. Paolo shuddered. It seemed
like an omen. He did not notice one of the marching soldiers detach himself from the column and come
up behind him.

"l should closethe gate, if | wereyou," said Chrestomanci.

Paolo looked up at him and wondered why people looked so different in uniform. He pulled himself
together and dragged the two halves of the gate shut. Chrestomanci helped him dot the big iron barsin to
lock it. Ashedid, hesaid, "l was at the Casa Petrocchi around dawn, so there's no great need for
explanations. But | would like to know what's the métter in the kitchen thistime.”

Paolo looked. Eight baskets piled high with round tan-colored loaves stood outside the kitchen. There
were agitated noises from ingdeit, and a curious long droning sound. "1 think it's Lucias spdll again,” he
sad.

He and Chrestomanci set off acrossthe yard. Before they had gone three steps, the aunts burst out of the
kitchen and rushed towards him. Antonio and the uncles hurried down from the gdllery, and cousins
arrived from everywhere else. Aunt Francesca surged out of the Saloon. She had spent the night there,
and looked asif she had. Chresto-manci was soon in the middle of acrowd and holding severd
conversations at once.

"Y ou were quite right to call me," he said to Rosa, and to Aunt Francesca, "Old Niccolo isgood for
yearsyet, but you should rest." To Elizabeth and Antonio, he said, "I know about Tonino," and to
Rinado, "Thisismy fourth uniform today. There's heavy fighting inthe hillsand | had to get through
somehow. What possessed the Duke,” he asked the uncles, "to declare war so soon? | could have got
help from Romeif hed waited." None of them knew, and they dl told him so at once. "I know," said
Chrestomanci. "1 know. No war-spdlls. | think our enemy enchanter has made a mistake over Tonino
and Angelica If it does nothing dsg, it dlows me afree hand." Then, asthe clamor showed no sign of



abating, he said, "By theway, the Fina Reserve has been called up," and nodded to Paolo to give the
paper to Antonio.

In the sober hush that this produced, Chrestomanci pushed hisway to the kitchen and put his head inside.
"My goodnessme!" Paolo heard him murmur.

Paolo ducked under al the people crowding round Antonio and |ooked into the kitchen under
Chrestomanci's elbow. He looked into awall of insects. The place was black with them, and glittering,
and crawling, and dense with different humming. Fliesof al kinds, mosguitoes, wasps and midgesfilled
the airspace. Beetles, ants, moths and a hundred other crawling things occupied the floor and shelves and
sink. Peering through the buzzing clouds, Paolo was aimost sure he saw a swarm of locusts on the
cooking stove. It was even worse than he had imagined the Petrocchi kitchen when he waslittle.

Chrestomanci drew a deep breath. Paolo suspected he was trying not to laugh. They both looked around
for Lucia, who was standing on one leg among the breadbaskets, wondering whether to run away. "'l am
sure," Chrestomanci said to her— he was trying not to laugh; he had to start again. "'l am sure people
have talked to you about misusing spells. But—just out of interest—what did you use?'

" She used her own wordsto the Angel of Capronal™ Aunt Mariasaid, bursting angrily out of the crowd.
"Ginds nearly out of her mind!"

"All the children didit," Luciasaid defiantly. "It wasn't only me."

Chrestomanci looked at Paolo, and Paolo nodded. "A considerable tribute to the powers of the younger
Montanas," said Chrestomanci. He turned and snapped hisfingersinto the buzzing, crawling kitchen. Not
much happened. The air cleared enough for Paolo to see that it was indeed locusts on the cooker, but
that was dl. Chrestomanci's eyebrows went up alittle. Hetried again. Thistime nothing happened at al.
He retreated from the buzzing, looking thoughtful.

"With dl due respect,”" he said to Paolo and Lucia, "to the Angel of Caprona, it should not bethis
powerful onitsown. I'm afraid this spdll will just have to wear itsdlf out.” And he said to Aunt Maria, "No
wonder the enemy enchanter is so much afraid of the Casa Montana. Does this mean there won't be any
breskfast?'

"No, no. Well makeit in the dining room," Aunt Mariasaid, looking very flustered.
"Good," said Chrestomanci. "There's something | have to say to everyone, when they're dl there.”

And when everyone was gathered around the tables to eat plain rolls and drink black coffee made over
the dining room fire, Chrestomanci stood in front of the fire, holding a coffee cup, and said, "'l know few
of you believe Tonino is not in the Casa Petrocchi, but | swear to you heis not, and that Angelica
Petrocchi isalso missing. | think you are quite right to stop making spells until they are found, but | want
to say this eveniif | found Tonino and Angdicathisminute, al the spells of the CasaMontanaand the
Casa Petrocchi are not going to save Capronanow. There are three armies, and the fleet of Pisa, closing
inon her. The only thing which isgoing to help you isthe true words to the Angel of Caprona. Have
you dl understood?'

They dl had. Everyone was slent. Nobody spoke for some time. Then Uncle Lorenzo began grumbling.
Moths had got into his Reservist uniform. " Someone took the spdll out,” he complained. "I shan't befit to
be seen.”

"Doesit matter?' asked Rinaldo. Hisface was very white and he was not having anything but coffee.
"You'l only be seen dead anyway."



"But that'sjugt it!" said Uncle Lorenzo. "I don't want to be seen dead iniit!"

"Oh be quiet! Domenico snapped a him. Uncle Lorenzo was so surprised that he stopped talking.
Bregkfadt finished in gloomy murmurs.,

Paolo got up and did behind the bench where Chrestomanci was sitting. "Excuse me, Sir. Do you know
where Toninois?'

"l wish | did," said Chrestomanci. "This enchanter isgood. So far, | have only two clues. Last night, when
| was coming up through Siena, somebody worked two very strange spells somewhere ahead of me."

"Tonino?' Paolo said eagerly.

Chrestomanci shook hishead. "Thefirst one was definitely Angelica. She haswhat you might call an
individud style. But the other one baffled me. Do you think your brother is capable of working anything
strong enough to get through an enchanter's spells? Angelicadid it through sheer weirdness. Could
Tonino, do you think?'

"I shouldn't think so," said Paolo. "He doesn't know many spdlls, but he dways gets them right and they
work—"

"Then it remainsamysery,” said Chrestomanci. He sighed. Paolo thought he looked tired.

"Thanks," he said, and dipped off, carefully thinking carel ess thoughts about what would he do now
school was closed. He did not want anyone to notice what he meant to do.

He dipped through the coach house, past the crumpled horses and coachman, past the coach, and
opened thelittle door in thewall at the back. He was half through it, when Rosa said doubtfully, at the
front of the coach house, "Paolo? Areyou in there?"

No, I'm not, Paolo thought, and shut the little door after him as gently as he knew how. Then heran.

By thistime, there were hardly any soldiersin the streets, and hardly anyone else either. Paolo ran past
ydlow houses, heavily shuttered, in aquiet broken by the uneasy ringing of bells. From timetotime, he
thought he could hear adull, distant noise—asort of booming, with aclatter inits midst. Wherever the
houses opened out and Paolo could see the hills, he saw soldiers—not as soldiers, but as crawling,
twinkling lines, winding upwards—and some puffs of smoke. He knew Chrestomanci wasright. The
fighting was very near.

He was the only person about in the Via Cantello. The Casa Petrocchi was as shuttered and barred as
the CasaMontana. And their Angel was covered with birdlime too. Like the Montanas, they had
stopped making spells. Which showed, thought Paolo, that Chrestomanci was right about Angelicatoo.
He was much encouraged by that as he hammered on the rough old gate.

There was no sound from inside, but, after a second or so, awhite cat jumped to the top of the gate, and
crouched in the gap under the archway, looking down with eyes even bluer than Paolo's.

Those eyes reminded Paolo that his own eyeswere likely to give him away. He did not think he dared
disguise them with aspell, in case the Petrocchis noticed. So he swallowed, told himsdlf that he had to
find the one person who was likely to help him look for Tonino, and said to the cat, "Renata. Could |
speak to Renata?’

The white cat sared. Maybe it made some remark. Then it jumped down insde the Casa, leaving Paolo
with an uncomfortable feding that it knew who he was. But he waited. Before he had quite decided to go



away again, the peegphole was unlatched. To hisrelief, it was Renata's pointed face that looked through
thebarsa him.

"Whoops!" shesad. "'l seewhy Vittoriafetched me. What ardief you came!™
"Come and help find Tonino and Angdica," said Paolo. "Nobody will listen."

"Ung." Renata pulled agtrip of her red hair into her mouth and bit it. "We're forbidden to go out. Think of
an excuse."

"Y our teacher'sill and scared of the war and wants usto sit with her," said Paolo.

"That might do," said Renata. "Comeinwhilel ask." Paolo heard the gate being unbarred. "Her name's
Mrs. Grimadi," Renatawhispered, holding the gate open for him. "Shelivesin the Via Sant' Angelo and
she'sever so ugly, in casethey ask. Comein.”

Condgderably to his amazement, Paolo entered the Casa Petrocchi, and was even more amazed not to be
particularly frightened. Hefdt asif he was about to do an exam, keyed up, and knowing hewasin for it,
but that wasall.

Hesaw ayard and agdlery so like his own that he could almost have believed he had been magicaly
whisked back home. There were differences, of course. The gdllery railings were fancy wrought-iron,
with iron leopardsin them at intervas. The catsthat sat sunning themsel ves on the waterbutts were mostly
ginger or tabby—whereasin the Casa Montana, Benvenuto had left his mark, and the cats were either
black or black and white. And there was a gush of smell from the kitchen—frying onions— thelike of
which Paolo had not smelled since Luciacast her unlucky spell.

"Mother!" shouted Renata.

But the first person who appeared was Marco. Marco was galloping down the steps from the g lery
with apair of long shiny bootsin one hand, and acrumpled red uniform over hisarm. "Mother!" Marco
bellowed, in the free and easy way people dways below for their mothers. "Mother! Theré's moth in my
uniform! Who took the spdll out of it?"

"Stupid!" Renatasaid to him. "We put every single spell away last night.” And she said to Paolo, "That's
my brother Marco."

Marco turned indignantly to Renata. "But moths take months—!" And he saw Paolo. It was hard to tell
which of them was more dismayed.

At that moment, ared-haired, worried-looking lady came across the yard, carrying alittle boy. The baby
had black hair and the same bulging forehead as Angdlica. "I don't know, Marco," she said. "Get Rosato
mend it. What isit, Renata?'

Marco interrupted. "Rosa," he said, looking fixedly a Paolo, "iswith her sister. Who'syour friend,
Renata?'

Peolo could not resist. "I'm Paolo Andretti," he said wickedly. Marco rewarded him with alook which
dared him to say another word.

Renatawas relieved, because she now knew what to cal Paolo. "Paolo wants me to come and help look
after Mrs. Grimadi. She'sill in bed, Mother."

Paolo could see by the way Marco's eyes went first wide and then amost to dits, that Marco was



extremely alarmed by this and determined to stop Renata. But Paolo could not see how Marco could do
anything. He could not give away that he knew who Paolo was without giving avay himsdf and Rosa
too. It made him want to laugh.

"Oh poor Mrs. Grimaldi!" said Mrs. Petrocchi. "But, Renata, | don't think—"
"Doesn't Mrs. Grimadi redize therésawar on?" Marco said. "Did Paolo tdl you shewasill?!

"Yes," Paolo sad glibly. "My mother's great friends with Mrs. Grimaldi. She's sorry for her because she's
ougly.”

"And of course she knows about thewar," Renatasaid. "'l kept telling you, Marco, how she dives under
her desk if she hears abang. She's scared Hiff of guns.”
"Andit'sall been too much for her, Mother says," Paolo added artistically.

Marco tried another tack. "But why does Mrs. Grimadi want you, Renata? Since when have you been
teacher's pet?"

Renata, who was obvioudy as quick as Paolo, said, "Oh, I'm not. Shejust wants me to amuse her with
some spdlls—"

At this, Mrs. Petrocchi and Marco both said, Y ou're not to use spells! Angdlica—"

"—but of course | won't," Renata continued smoothly. "I'll just Sng songs. She likesmeto sing. And
Peaolo's going to read to her out of the Bible. Do say we can go, Mother. She'slying in bed al on her
own."

"Wedl—" said Mrs. Petrocchi.
"The strests aren't safe," said Marco.

"Therewasno one about at dl," Paolo said, giving Marco alook to make him watch it. Two could play
at that.

"Mother," said Renata, "you are going to mend Marco's uniform, aren't you?"
"Yes, yes, of course," said Mrs. Petrocchi.

Renata at once took this as permission to go with Paolo. “"Come on, Paolo,” she said, and raced under
Marco's nose to what was obvioudy the coach house. Paolo whizzed after her.

Marco, however, was not defeated. Before Renata's hand was on the latch of the big door, an obvious
uncle wasleaning over the galery. "Renatal Be agood girl and find me my tobacco.” An obvious aunt
shot out of the kitchen. She looked like Aunt Ginawith red hair, and she hooted in the same way.
"Renatal Have you taken my good knife?' Two young cousins shot out of another door. "Renata, you
said you'd play dressing up!" and Mrs. Petrocchi, looking anxious and undecided, was holding the baby
boy out, saying, "Renata, you'll have to mind Roberto while I'm sewing.”

"l can't top now!" Renata shouted back. "Poor Mrs. Grimadi!" She wrenched open the big door and
pushed Paolo inside. "What's going on?" she whispered.

It was obvious to Paolo what was going on. It was so like the Casa Montana. Marco had
broadcast—not an alarm, because he dared not—a sort of general uneasiness about Renata. "Marco's
tryingto stop us," he said.



"l know that," Renatasaid, hurrying him past the deek Petrocchi coach and—to Paolo's interest— past
four black cardboard horses as crumpled and muddy as the Casa Montana ones. "Why ishe? How
does he know?"

Behind them was a perfect clamor of Petrocchi voices, all wanting Renata. "He just does,” Paolo said.
"Bequick!"

The small door to the street had abig stiff key. Renatatook it in both hands and struggled to turniit.
"Does he know you?' she said sharply.

Like an answer, Marco's voice sounded from behind the coach. "Renatal” Then, much more softly,
"Paolo—Paolo Montana, come herel”

The door came open. "Run, if you're coming!" Paolo said. They shot out into the street, both running
hard. Marco came to the door and shouted something, but he did not seem to be following.
Neverthel ess, Paolo kept on running, which forced Renata to run too. He did not want to talk. He
wanted to absorb the shock of Marco. Marco Andretti was really Marco Petrocchi—he must be
Guido's eldest son! Rosa Montanaand Marco Petrocchi. How did they do it? How ever did they
manage it? he kept wondering. And aso—more soberly—How ever will they get away with it?

"All right. That will do," Renata panted. By thistime they had crossed the Corso and were down beside
theriver, trotting a ong empty quaysi des towards the New Bridge. Renata dowed down, and Paolo did
too, quite breathless. "Now," she said, "tell me how Marco knew you, or | won't come astep farther.”

Paolo looked at her warily. He had dready discovered that Renatawas, as Aunt Ginawould say, sharp
enough to cut hersdlf, and he did not like the way she waslooking at him. "He saw me at the Palace of
course,” Paolo said.

"No hedidnt,” said Renata. "He drove the coach. He knows your name and he knowswhy you came,
doesn't he? How?"

"I think he must have been standing behind us on the Art Gdlery steps, and we didn't see himin thefog,”
said Paolo.

Renata's shrewd eyes continued the look Paolo did not like. "Good try," she said. Paolo tried to break
off thelook by turning and sauntering on aong the quays. Renatafollowed him, saying, "And | was meant
to get al embarrassed and not ask any more. Y ou're sharp enough to cut yoursdlf, Mr. Montana. But
what apity. Marco wasn't in the fight. They wanted him for the single combat, that's how | know, and he
wasn't there, so Papahad to do it. And | can tell that you don't want me to know how Marco knows
you. And | cantell Marco doesn't, or held have stopped me going by saying who you were. So—"

"Y ou're the one who's going to cut yourself,” Paolo said over his shoulder, "by being too clever. | don't
know how Marco knew me, but he was being kind not say—" He stopped. He sniffed. Hewasleve
with an aleyway, where a peding blue house bulged out onto the jetty. Paolo felt the air around that alley
with a sense he hardly knew he had, inborn over generations of spell-making. A spell had been set
here—a strong spell, not long ago.

Renata came up behind. ™Y ou're not going to wriggle out—" She stopped too. " Someone made a spell
herel"

"Wasit Angdlica? Can you tdll?* Paolo asked.
"Why?' said Renata.



Paolo told her what Chrestomanci had said. Her face went red, and she prodded with her toe at a
mooring chain in the path. "Individua style!" she said. "Him and hisjokes! It'snot Angelicasfault. She
was born that way. And it's not everyone who can get aspdll to work by doing everything wrong. | think
she'sasort of back-to-front genius, and | told the Duchess of Caprona so when she laughed, too!™

"But isthe spdll hers?' asked Paolo. He could hear gunfire, from somewhere down theriver, mixed with
the dull booming from the hills. It was ablunt, bonking clomp, clomp, like agiant chopping wood. His
head went up to listen ashe said, "I know it's not Tonino. Hisfed careful.”

"No," said Renata, and her head was up too. "It'sabit stale, isn't it? And it doesn't fedl very nice. The
war sounds awfully close. | think we ought to get off the quays.”

She was probably right. Paolo hesitated. He was sure they were hot on thetrail. The stale spell had a
dight sick fedling to it, which reminded him of the messagein theyard last night.

And while he hesitated, the war seemed suddenly right on top of them. It was deafening, brazen, horrible.
Paolo thought of someone holding one end of an acre of sheet metd and flapping it, or of gigantic darm
clocks. But that did not do justice to the noise. Nor did it account for some huge metallic screeches. He
and Renata ducked and put their handsto their ears, and enormous things whirled above them. They
went on, whatever they were, out above the river. Paolo and Renata crouched on the quay, staring at
them.

They flapped acrossin agroup—there were at least eight of them—gonging and screeching. Paolo
thought firgt of flying machines and then of the Montanawinged horse. There seemed to be legs dangling
benegth the great black bodies, and their metal wings were whirling furioudy. Some of them were not
flying so wdll. Onelost height, despite madly clanging with itswings, and dropped into theriver with a
gplash that threw water al over the New Bridge and spattered Renata and Paolo. Another onelost height
and whirleditsiron tail for balance. Paolo recognized it as one of theiron griffinsfrom the Piazza Nuova,
asit, too, fell into aspout of water.

Renata began to laugh. "Now that is Angdical” shesaid. "I'd know her spdlls anywhere.”

They leaped up and raced for the long flight of stairs up to the Plazza Nuova. The din from the griffins
was gtill drowning al but the nearest gunfire. Renataand Paolo ran up the steps, turning round at every
landing to see what was happening to the rest of the griffins. Two more came down in theriver. A further
two plunged into the gardens of rich villas. But the last two were going well. When Paolo next |ooked,
they seemed to be struggling to gain dtitude in order to get over the hills beyond the Palace. The distant
clanging wasfast and furious, and the metal wingsabilur.

Paolo and Renataturned and climbed again. "What isit? A call for help?' panted Paolo.
"Must be," gasped Renata. " Angelicas spells— always—mad kind of reasonableness. "

An echoing clang brought them whirling around. Another griffin was down, but they did not see where.
Fascinated, they watched the efforts of the last one. It had now reached the marble front of the Duke's
Pdace, and it was not high enough to clear it. The griffin seemed to know. It put out its claws and
seemed to be clutching at the zig-zag marble battlements. But that did no good. They saw it, adistant
black blot, go diding down the colored marble facade—they could even hear the grinding—down and
down, until it crashed onto the roof of the marble gateway, whereit drooped and lay till. Aboveit, even
from here, they could see two long lines of scratches, dl down the front of the Palace.

"Wow!" said Paolo.



He and Renata climbed up into the strangely bare Piazza Nuova. It was now nothing but a big paved
platform surrounded by alow wall. At intervals around the wall were the snapped-off stumps of the
griffins pedestass, each with a broken green or crimson plague lying besideit. In the middle, what had
been atangled griffin fountain was now a jet of water from abroken pipe.

"Just look at dl these spells she's broken!™ exclaimed Renata. "I didn't think she could do anything this
srong!"

Paolo looked across at the scratched Palace, rather envioudy. There were spellsin the marble to stop
that kind of thing. Angelicamust have broken them al. The odd thing was that he could not fedl the spell.
The Piazza Nuova ought to have reeked of magic, but it just felt empty. He stared around, puzzled. And
there, trotting dowly and wearily dong the low wall, was afamiliar brown shape with atrailing bush of a
tal.

"Benvenuto!" hesaid.

For amoment, it looked asif Benvenuto was going to walk straight past Paolo, as he so often did. But
that must have been because he wastired. He stopped. He glared urgently at Paolo. Then he carefully
opened his mouth and spat out asmall folded scrap of paper. After that, helay down and lost interest in
the world. Paolo could see his brown sides heaving when he picked up the paper.

Renatalooked over Paolo's shoulder as Paolo— rather disgustedly, because it was wet—unfolded the
paper. The writing was definitely Tonino's, though it wasfar too smal. And, though Paolo did not know
it, not much of Tonino's message had survived. He and Renataread:

ordsto Angel on Angel over

It was small wonder that Paolo and Renata misunderstood. From the Piazza Nuova, now the griffins
were gone, an Angel was clearly visible. It stood, golden and serene, guarding a Capronawhich was
aready surrounded in the smoke from gunfire, on top of the great dome of the Cathedrd.

"Do you think we can get up there?' said Paolo.
Renata's face was white. "We'd better try. But | warn you, I'm no good at heights.”

They hurried down among the red roofs and golden walls, leaving Benvenuto adeep on thewall. After a
while, Benvenuto picked himself up and trotted away, restored. It took more than afew ill-aimed riflesto
finish Benvenuto.

When Paolo and Renata reached the cobbled square in front of the Cathedral, the great bell in the bell
tower beside it wastolling. People were gathering into the church to pray for Caprona, and the
Archbishop of Caprona himsdf was standing by the door blessing everyone who entered. Renataand
Paolo joined the line. It seemed the easiest way to get in. They had nearly reached the door, when
Marco dashed into the square towing Rosa. Rosa saw Renata’s hair and pointed. She was too blown to
peak. Marco grinned. ™Y our spell wins" he said.

14

THE warm POCKET holding Tonino swayed and swooped as the Duke stood up. "Of course | smoked
acigar,” hesad to the Duchess, injured. "Anyone would smoke acigar if they found they'd declared war
without knowing they had and knew they were bound to be beaten." Hisvoice came rumbling to
Tonino's ears through his body, more than from outside.



"I'vetold you it's bad for your hedth,” said the Duchess. "Where are you going?'

"Me? Oh," said the Duke. The pockets swooped, then swooped again, as he climbed the stepsto the
door. "Off to the kitchens. | fed peckish.”

"Y ou could send for food," said the Duchess, but she did not sound displeased. Tonino knew she had
guessed they had been in the study all dong and wanted the Duke out of it while she found them.

He heard the door shut. The pocket swung rhythmically asthe Duke walked. It was not too bad once
Tonino was used to it. It was alarge pocket. There was dmost room in it for Tonino, and the Duke's
lighter, and his handkerchief, and another cigar, and some string, and some money, and arosary, and
some dice. Tonino made himsalf comfortable with the handkerchief as a cushion and wished the Duke
would not keep patting at him to seeif he wasthere.

"Areyou dl right in there?' the Duke rumbled at |ast. "Nobody about. Y ou can stick your heads out. |
thought of the kitchens because you didn't seem to have had any breskfast."

"You arekind,"” Angdicasvoice came faintly. Tonino worked himsdlf to hisfeet and put his head out
under the flap of the pocket. He till could not see Angelica—the Duke's generous middie wasin the
way—but he heard her say, "Y ou keep rather alot of thingsin your pockets, don't you? Do you happen
to know what I've got stuck to my foot?"

"Er—toffee, | suspect,” said the Duke. "Please oblige me by edting it."
"Thanks" Angelicasaid doubtfully.

"l say," said Tonino. "Why didn't the Duchess know we were in your pockets? She could smell us
before.”

The Duke's loud laugh rumbled through him. The gilded wall Tonino could see began to jolt upward, and
upward, and upward. The Duke was waking downgtairs. "Cigars, lad!" the Duke said. "Why do you
think I smoke them? She can't smell anything through them, and she hates that. Shetried setting aspell on
me to make me stop once, but | got so bad-tempered she had to take it off."

"Excuseme, Sr," came Angdicas voice from the other sde of the Duke. "Won't someone noticeif you
wak downgairstaking to yoursdf?'

The Duke laughed again. "Not asoul! | talk to mysdf dl the time—and laugh, too, if something amuses
me. They all think I'm potty anyway. Now, have you two thought of away to get you out of here? The
safest way would be to fetch your families here. Then | could hand you over in secret, and she'dd be none
thewiser.”

"Can't you just send for them?' Tonino suggested. " Say you need them to help inthewar.”

"Sheld smdll arat," said the Duke. " She says your war-charms are al washed up anyway. Think of
something that's nothing to do with thewar.”

"Specid effectsfor another pantomime,” Tonino suggested, rather hopelesdy. But he could see that even
the Duke was not likely to produce a play while Capronawas being invaded.

"I know," said Angdlica. "l shall cast aspell.”
"No!" said Tonino. "Anything might happen!”



"That doesn't matter,” said Angelica. "My family would know it's me, and they'd come here like ashot.”
"But you might turn the Duke green!” said Tonino.
"I redly wouldnt mind," the Duke put in mildly.

He cameto the bottom of the stairs and went with long, charging strides through rooms and corridors of
the Palace. Angelicaand Tonino each held on to an edge of their pockets and shouted arguments around
him.

"But you could help me," said Angdlica, "and your part would go right. Suppose we madeit a

cdling-charm to fetch al the rats and mice in Capronato the Pdace. If you did the calling, we'd fetch
something.”

"Y es, but what would it be?' said Tonino.
"We could makeit in honor of Benvenuto,” shouted Angelica, hoping to please him.

But Tonino thought of Benvenuto lying somewhere on a Palace roof and became more obstinate than
ever. He shouted that he was not going to do anything so disrespectful.

"Areyou teling me you can't do acaling-spd1?' shrieked Angdica "Even my baby brother—"

They were shouting so loudly that the Duke had to tell them to shush twice. The military man hurrying up
to the Duke stared dightly. "No need to stare, Mgor," the Duke said to him. "'l said Shush and | meant
Shush. Y our boots squeak. What isit?

"I'm afraid the forces of Capronaarein retreat in the south, Your Grace," said the soldier. "And our
coadtd batteries have fallen to the Pisan fleet.”

Both pockets drooped as the Duke's shoulders dumped. "Thank you," he said. "Report to me persondly
next time you have news." The Mgor saluted and went, glancing at the Duke once or twice over his
shoulder. The Duke sighed. "There goes another one who thinks I'm mad. Didn't you two say you were
the only oneswho knew where to find the words to the Angel ?"

Tonino and Angdlica put their heads out of hispocketsagain. "Yes," they said.

"Then," said the Duke, "will you please agree on aspdll. Y ou redly must get out and get those words
while thereés still some of Capronaleft.”

"All right,” said Tonino. "Let'scal mice." He had not seen it was so urgent.

So the Duke stood in awide window bay and lit the cigar stub from under Angelicawith the lighter from
under Tonino, to cover up the spell. Tonino leaned out of his pocket and sang, dowly and carefully, the
only caling-spell he knew. Angdicastood in the other pocket with her arms uprai sed and spoke, quickly,
confidently and— quite certainly—wrong. Afterwards, she sworeit was because she nearly laughed.

Another man approached. Tonino thought it was one of the courtiers who had watched the puppet show,
but he was never sure, because the Duke flipped his pocket flaps down over their heads and began
snging himsdf.

"Merrily hismusic ringing,

See an Angel cometh singing..."



roared the Duke. Even Angelicadid not Sing so much out of tune. Tonino had the greastest difficulty in
keeping up hisown song. And it was certainly around then that the spell seemed to go wrong. Tonino
hed the sudden fedling that hiswords were pulling agrest weight.

The Duke broke off his abominable snging to say, "Ah, Pallio, theré's nothing like agood song while
Capronaburns! Nero did it, and now me."

"Yes, Your Grace," the man said feebly. They heard him scuttle away.
"And hel's sure I'm mad," said the Duke. "Finished?'

Just then, Tonino's words came loose, with asort of jerk, and he knew the spell had worked in some
way or another. "Yes," hesad.

But nothing seemed to happen. The Duke said philosophicaly that it would take amouse quite awhile to
run from the Corso to the Palace, and strode on to the kitchens. They thought he was mad there, too,
Tonino could tell. The Duke asked for two bread rolls and two pats of butter and solemnly put one into
each pocket. No doubt they thought he was madder still when he remarked to no one: "Thereésacigar
cutter in my right pocket that spreads butter quite well.”

"Indeed, Y our Grace?" they heard someone say dubioudly.

Just then, someone rushed in screaming about the griffins from the Piazza Nuova. They wereflying across
theriver, straight for the Palace. There was agenera panic. Everyone screamed and yammered and said
it was an omen of defeat. Then someone dse rushed in ydling that one griffin had actualy reached the
Palace and was diding down the marble front. There was more outcry. The next thing, everyone said, the
great gold Angel from the Cathedra would fly away too.

Tonino was taking advantage of the confusion to bash apiece off hisroll with the Dukes lighter, when the
Duke bellowed, "Nonsense!" There was sudden quiet. Tonino dared not move, because everyone was
certainly looking at the Duke.

"Don't you see?' said the Duke. "It'sjust an enemy trick. But we in Capronadon't frighten that easily, do
we? Here—you—go and fetch the Montanas. And you go and get the Petrocchis. Tell them it's urgent.
Tel asmany of them to come as possible. | shdl bein the North gallery.” And he went Striding off there,
while Angdicaand Tonino jigged against bread and tried not to tread in the butter.

When he got to the gdlery, the Duke sat down on awindow seat. Angelicaand Tonino stood half out of
his pockets and managed to et their bread and butter. The Duke amiably handed the cigar cutter from
oneto the other and, in between whiles, seemed lost in thought, staring at the white puffs of shells
burgting on the hills behind Caprona.

Angdicawasinclined to be smug. "1 told you, " she said to Tonino, "my spells awayswork."
"Iron griffins™ said Tonino, "aren't mice."

"No, but I've never done anything as big asthat before,” said Angelica. "I'm glad it didn't knock the
Pdace down."

The Duke said gloomily, "The guns of Pisaare going to do that soon. | can see gunboats on theriver, and
I'm surethey aren't ours. | wish your familieswould be quick.”

But it was haf an hour before a polite footman came up to the Duke, causing him to flip his pocket flaps
down and scatter buttery crumbsin al directions. "Y our Grace, members of the Montana and Petrocchi



familiesare awaiting you in the Large Reception Saloon.”

"Good!" said the Duke. He legped up and ran so fast that Tonino and Angelica had to brace their feet on
the seams of his pockets and hang on hard to the edges. They lost their footing severd times, even though
the Duke tried to help them by holding his pockets as heran. They felt him clatter to astop. "Blast!" he

sad. "Thisisadways hgppening!”
"What?" asked Tonino breathlesdy. Hefdt jerked out of shape.

"They've told me the wrong room!" said the Duke and set off again on another swaying, jolting run. They
felt him dive forward through a doorway. His pockets swung. Then they swung the other way ashedid
and stopped. "L ucrezia, thisistoo bad! Isthiswhy you dwaystel me the wrong room?"

"My lord," came the coldest voice of the Duchess from some way off, "I can't answer for the dackness of
the footmen. What is the matter?"

"This," said the Duke. "These—" They felt him shaking. "Those were the Montanas and the Petrocchis,
weren't they? Don't fob me off, Lucrezia. | sent for them. | know."

"And what if they were?' said the Duchess, rather nearer. Do you wish to join them, my lord?"

They felt the Duke backing avay. "No. No indeed! My dear, your will isaways my pleasure. |—I just
want to know why. They only came about some griffins.”

The Duchess's voice moved away again as she answered. "Because, if you must know, Antonio Montana
recognized me."

"But—but—" said the Duke, laughing uneasily, "everyone knows you, my dear. Y ou're the Duchess of

Caprona.”

"1 mean, he recognized mefor what | am," said the Duchess from the distance. The sound of adoor
shutting followed.

"Look!" said the Duke in ashaky whisper. "Just look!" While he was il saying it, Angdlicaand Tonino
were bracing their feet on the seams of his pockets and pushing their heads out from under the flaps.

They saw the same polished room where they had once waited and eaten cakes, the same gilded chairs
and angelic celling. But thistime the polished floor was littered with puppets. Puppetslay dl over it, limp
grotesque things, scattered thisway and that as people might lieif they had suddenly falen. They werein
two groups. Otherwise there was no way of telling which puppet was who. There were Punches, Judys,
Hangmen, Sausage-men, Policemen, and an odd Devil or so, over and over again. From the numbers, it
looked asif both families had redlized that Tonino and Angdicawere behind the mysterious griffinsand
had sent nearly every grown-up in the Casas.

Tonino could not speak. Angdlicasaid, "That hateful woman! Her mind seemsto run on puppets.”

"' She sees people that way," the Duke said miserably. "I'm sorry, both of you. She's been too many for
us. Terriblefemalel | can't think why | married her—but | suppose that was a spell too.”

"Do you think she suspects you've got us?' Tonino asked. "She must be wondering where we are.”

"Maybe, maybe," said the Duke. He marched up and down the room, while they leaned out of his
pockets and looked down at the crowd of strewn floppy puppets. " She doesn't care now, of course,” he
said. "She'sdone for both familiesanyway. Oh, | am afool!”



"It'snot your fault,” said Angdlica

"Oh, butitis" said the Duke. "I never show the dightest resolution. | dways take the easiest way—
What isit?' Darkness descended as he flipped his pocket flgps down.

"Your Grace," said the Mg or whose boots squeaked, "the Pisan fleet islanding men down beyond the
New Quays. And our troops to the south are being rolled back into the suburbs.”

They felt the Duke droop. "Almost done, in fact,” he said. "Thanks— No, wait, Mgor! Could you bea
good fellow and go to the stables and order out my coach? The lackeys have dl run away, you know.
Ask for it at the door in five minutes.”

"But, Your Grace—" said the Mgor.

"l intend to go down into the city and speak with the people,” said the Duke. " Give them what's-it-called.
Mord support.”

"A very fineam, gr," said the Mgor, with agreat ded more warmth. "In five minutes, sir." His boots
went squeaking swiftly off.

"Did you hear that?' said the Duke. "He called me 'sir'! Poor fellow. | told him a set of whoppersand he
couldn't take his eyes off dl those puppets, but he caled me'sir, ' and helll get that coach and he won't
tell her. Cardboard box!"

The hangings whipped by as the Duke charged through a doorway into another room. Thisone had a
long table down the middle. "Ah!" said the Duke, and charged towards a stack of boxes by thewall. The
boxes proved to have wine glasses in them, which the Duke proceeded feverishly to unload on to the
table.

"| don't understand,” Tonino said.

"Box," said the Duke. "We can't leave your families behind, for her to revenge hersdlf on. I'm going to be
resolute for once. I'm going to get in the coach and go, and dare her to stop me." So saying, he stormed
back to the reception room with the empty box and knelt down to collect the puppets. Angelicawas
bounced on the floor as his coat swung. "Sorry," said the Duke.

"Pick them up gently,” said Tonino. "It hurtsif you don't."

Tenderly and hastily, using both hands for each puppet, the Duke packed the puppetsin layersin the
cardboard box. In the process, Montanas got very thoroughly mixed with Petrocchis, but there was no
way of preventing that. All three of them were expecting the Duchess to come in any moment. The Duke
kept looking nervoudy around and then muttering to himsdlf, "Resolutel” He was still muttering it when he
st off, awkwardly carrying the cardboard box in hisarms. "Funny to think," he remarked, "that I'm
carrying dmost every spel-maker in Cgprona at the moment.”

Boots squeaked towards them. ™Y our coach iswaiting, dir,” said the voice of the Mgor.

"Resolute," said the Duke. "I mean, thank you. | shall think of you in heaven, Mgor, snce I'm surethat's
where most of us are going soon. Meanwhile, can you do two more things for me?”

"Sir?' saidthe Mgor dertly.
"Firgt, when you think of the Angel of Caprona, what do you think of 7"



"The song or thefigure, Sr?' the Mgor asked, more wary now than aert.
"Thefigure"

"Why—" The Mg or was becoming sure that the Duke was mad again. "'|—I think of the golden Angel
on the Cathedrd, Y our Grace."

"Good man!" the Duke cried out. "So do I! The other thing is, can you take thisbox and stow it in my
coach for me?' Neither Tonino nor Angelica could resist peeping out to see how the Mgor took this
request. Unfortunately, his face was hidden behind the box asthe Dukethrust it a him. They felt they had
missed arare Sght. "'If anyone asks," the Duke said, "it's giftsfor the war-weary people.”

"Yes, Your Grace." The Mgor sounded amused and indulgent, humoring the Duke in his madness, but
they heard his boots squeaking briskly off.

"Thank thelord!" said the Duke. "I'm not going to be caught with them. | can fed her coming.”

Thanksto the Duke's charging run, it was some minutes before the Duchess caught up with them. Tonino,
squinting out under the flap, could see the great marble entrance hall when the Duke skidded to a stop.
He dropped the flap hastily when he heard the cold voice of the Duchess. She sounded out of breath but

triumphant.
"The enemy isby the New Bridge, my lord. You'l bekilled if you go out now."

"And I'll bekilled if | stay heretoo,” said the Duke. He waited for the Duchessto deny this, but she said
nothing. They heard the Duke swalow. But hisresolution held. "I'm going,” he said, amite squeskily, "to
drive down among my people and comfort their remaining hours.”

"Sentimental fool," said the Duchess. She was not angry. It was what she thought the Duke was.

This made the Duke blugter. "1 may not be agood ruler,” he said, "but thisis what agood ruler should
do. | shal—I shal pat the heads of children and join in the Singing of the choir.”

The Duchesslaughed. "And much good may it do you, particularly if you sng,” shesad. "Very well. You
can get killed down there instead of up here. Run along and pat heads.”

"Thank you, my dear," the Duke said humbly. He surged forward again, thump, thump, thump, down
marble steps. They heard the sound of hooves on gravel and felt the Duke shaking. "Let'sgo, Carlo," he
sad. "What isit? What are you pointing—? Oh yes. So it isagriffin. How remarkable. Drive on, can't
you." He surged upwards. Coach-springs creaked and adoor clapped shut. The Duke surged down.
They heard him say "Oh good!" as he sat, and the rather-too-familiar sound of cardboard being hit, ashe
patted the box on the seat beside him. Then the coach started, with ashrilling of whedlson gravel and a
battering of hooves. They fdt the Duke sigh with relief. It made them bounce. "Y ou can come out now,”
said the Duke.

They climbed cautioudly out onto hiswide knees. The Duke kindly moved over to the window so that
they could see out. And thefirgt thing that met their eyeswas an iron griffin, very crumpled and bent, lying
inquite alarge crater in the Pdace yard.

"You know," said the Duke, "if my Palace wasn't going to be broken up anyway by Pisans, or Senese,
or FHorentines, I'd get damages off you two. The other griffin has scraped two greeat ditches all down my
facade." Helaughed and patted at his glossy face with his handkerchief. He was ill very nervous.

Asthe coach rolled out of the yard onto the road, they heard gunfire. Some of it sounded near, arattle of



shots from below by theriver. Most of it wasfar and huge, along grumble from the hills. The bangs were
50 close together that the sound was nearly continuous, but every so often, out of the grumble, came a
very much nearer clap-clap-clap. It madedl three of them jump each time.

"We are taking apounding,” the Duke said unhappily.

The coach dowed down. They could hear the prim voice of the coachman among the other noise. "1 fear
the New Bridge is under fire, Y our Grace. Where exactly are we bound?’

The Duke pushed down the window. The noise doubled. "The Cathedra. Go upriver and seeif we can
cross by the Old Bridge. " He pushed the window shut. "Phew! | don't envy Carlo up there on the box!"

"Why are we going to the Cathedra ?' Angdicaasked anxioudy. "Wewant to look at the Angels on our
Casas."

"No," said the Duke. " Shelll have thought of those. That'swhy | asked the Mgjor. It seemsto methat the
one place where those words are dways safe and aways invisble must be on the Cathedra Angel. You
think of it at once, but it's up there and far away, so you forget it."

"Butit's miles up!" said Angdlica.

"It'sgot ascroll, though," said Tonino. "And the scroll 1ooks to be more unrolled than the ones on our

Angds”
"I'm afraid it's bound to be about the only place she might have forgotten,” said the Duke.

They rattled dong briskly, except for one place, where there was ashell crater in the road. Somehow,
Carlo got them around it.

"Good man, Carlo," said the Duke. "About the one good man she hasn't got rid of. "

The noise diminished alittle as the coach went down to the river and the Plazza Martia—at least,
Angelicaand Tonino guessed that was where it was; they found they were too smal to see any great
distance. They could tell they were on the Old Bridge, by the rumble under the whedlsand thelittle
shuttered houses on either sde. The Duke severd times craned around, whistled and shook his heed, but
they could not see why. They recognized the Cathedral, when the coach whedled towards it acrossthe
cobbles, because it was so huge and snowy white. Itsgreat bell was il tolling. A large crowd, mostly of
women and children, was dowly moving towardsits door. Asthe coach drew up, it was near enough for
Tonino and Angelicato see the Archbishop of Capronain his spreading robes, standing &t the door,
sprinkling each person with holy water and murmuring ablessng.

"Now theré's abrave man,” said the Duke. "1 wish | could do aswell. Look, I'll pop you two out of this
door and then get out of the other one and keep everyone busy while you get up on the dome. Will that
do?' He had the door nearest the Cathedral open as he spoke.

Tonino and Angdlicafdt lost and helpless. "But what shdl we do?'

"Climb up there and read out those words," said the Duke. He leaned down, encircled them with his
warm wet hands, and planted them out on the cold cobbles. They stood shivering under the vast hoop of
the coach whedl. "Be sengble,”" he whispered down to them. "If | ask the Archbishop to put up ladders,
shelll guess.™ That of course was quite true. They heard him surge to the other door and that door crash

open.
"He aways does everything so hugely" Angdicasad.



"People of Caprona” shouted the Duke. "1've come here to be with you in your hour of sorrow. -Believe
me, | didn't choose what has happened today—"

There was amutter from the crowd, even ascatter of cheering. "He'sdoing it quite well," said Angdlica.

"Wed better do our bit," said Tonino. "Theres only usleft now."

15

Tonino and Angelica pattered over to the vast marble cliff of the Cathedra and doubtfully approached a
long, doping buttress. That was the only thing they could see which gave them some chance of climbing
up. Oncethey were closetoit, they saw it was not difficult at al. The marble looked smooth, but, to
people as smal asthey were, it was rough enough to give agrip to their hands and feet.

They went up like monkeys, with the cold air reviving them. The truth was that, though they had had an
eventful morning, it had also been arestful and stuffy one. They were full of energy and they weighed no
more than afew ounces. They were scarcely panting as they scampered up the long cold dope of the
lowest dome. But there the rest of the Cathedral rose before them, a complicated glacier of white and
rose and green marble. They could not seethe Angel at dl.

Neither of them knew which way to climb next. They hung on to agolden cross and stared up. And
there, brown-black hair and white fur hurtled up to them. Gold eyes glared and blue eyes gazed. A black
nose and a pink nose dabbed at them.

"Benvenuto!" shouted Tonino. "Did you—7?"
"Vittorial" cried Angelica, and threw her arms round the neck of the white cat.

But the cats were hasty and very worried. Things tumbled into their heads, muddled, troubled things
about Paolo and Renata, Marco and Rosa. Would Tonino and Angelica please come on, and hurry!

They began an upward scamper which they would never have believed possible. With the catsto guide
them, they raced up long lead groins, and over rainbow buttresses, like dizzy bridges, to higher domes.
Alwaysthe catsimplored them to hurry, and dwaysthey were thereif the footing was difficult. With his
hand on Benvenuto'swiry back, Tonino went gaily up marble glacis and through tiny drain-holes hanging
over huge drops, and raced up high curving surfaces, where the green marble ribs of adome seemed as
tall asawal besde him. Even when they began thelong toil up the dope of the great dome itself, neither
of them wastroubled. Once, Angdicastumbled and saved hersalf by caiching hold of Vittoriassilky tail;
and once Benvenuto took Tonino's red nightgown in histeeth and heaved him aside from adeep drain.
But up hereit was rounded and remote. Tonino felt asif he was on the surface of the moon, in spite of
the pale winter sky overhead and the wind singing. The rumble of gunswas dmaost beyond the scope of
hissmdl| ears

At last, they scrambled between fat marble pillars onto the platform at the very top of the dome. And
there was the golden Angel above them. The Angd's tremendous feet rested on agolden pedestal rather
higher than Tonino's normal height. There was a design around the pedesta, which Tonino absently took
in, of golden leopards entwined with winged horses. But he was looking up beyond, to the Angd's
flowing robes, the enormous wings outspread to awidth of twenty feet or more, the huge hand high
above his head, raised in blessing, and the other hand flung out againgt the sky, further away ill, holding
the great unrolled scroll. Far above that again, shone the Angdl's vast and tranquil face, unheedingly
beaming its blessng over Caprona.



"He'senormous!™ Angelicasaid. "Well never get up to that scrall, if wetried dl day!™

The cats, however, were nudging and hustling at them, to come to a place farther around the platform.
Wondering, they trotted around, dmost under the Angd's scroll. And there was Paolo's head above the
balustrade, with his hair blown back in atuft and his face exceedingly pale. He had one arm clutched
over the marblerailing. The other stretched away downward. Tonino peered between the marble pillars
to see why. And there was the miserable humped huddle of Renata hanging on to Paolo.

"But she'sterrified of heightd" said Angdica "How did she get thishigh?'
Vittoriatold Angelicashe wasto get Renata up at once.

Angelicastuck her upper haf out between the pillars. Being small certainly had its advantages. Distances
which were mercilesdy huge to Renata and Paolo were too far away to worry Angelica. The domewas
likeawhole smdl world to her.

Paolo said, carefully patient, "1 can't hold on much longer. Do you think you can have another try?* The
answer from Renatawas a sobbing shudder.

"Renatal" shouted Angelica.

Renata's scared face turned dowly up. " Something's happened to my eyes now! Y ou look tiny."
"l amtiny!" yelled Angdlica

"Both of them arel" Paolo said, staring at Tonino's head.

"Pull me up quick," said Renata. The size of Angelicaand Tonino so worried Renata and Paolo that both
of them forgot they were hundreds of feet in the air. Paolo heaved on Renata and Renata shoved a
Paolo, and they scrambled over the marblerail in asecond. But there, Renatalooked up at theimmense
golden Angd and had an ingtant relapse. "Oh—oh!" shewailed and sank down in ahegp againgt the
golden pedestd.

Tonino and Angelica huddled behind her. The warmth of climbing had worn off. They were feding the
wind keenly through their scanty nightshirts.

Benvenuto legped across Renata to them. Something el se had to be done, and done quickly.

Tonino went again and |ooked through the marble pillars, where the dome curved away and down like an
icefidd with ribs of green and gold. There, coming into view over the curve, was a bright red uniform,
making Marco's carroty hair look faded and sdlow againgt it. The uniform went with Marco's hair even
lesswdll than the crimson he had worn as a coachman. Tonino knew who Marco wasin that instant. But
that bothered him less than seeing Marco flattened to the surface and |ooking backwards, which Tonino
was sure was a mistake. Beyond Marco's boots, fair hair waswildly blowing. Rosa's flushed face came
into Sight.

"I'madll right. Look after yoursdf,” Rosasaid.
Benvenuto was beside Tonino. They were to come up quicker than that. It was important.

"Get Rosaand Marco up here quickly!" Tonino shrieked to Paolo. He did not know if he had caught the
feeling from the cats or not, but he was sure Rosaand Marco werein danger.

Paolo went unwillingly to therailing and flinched at the height. " They've been following us and shouting the



wholeway, " he said. "Get up here quickly!" he shouted.

"Thank you very much!™ Marco shouted back. "Whose fault isit were up here anyway?"
"IsRenatadl right?' Rosaydled.

Angdicaand Tonino pushed themsalves between the pillars. "Hurry up!" they screamed.

The sight of them worked on Rosa and Marco asit had done on Renata and Paolo. They stared at the
two tiny figures, and got to their feet asthey stared. Then, stooping over, with their hands hanging, they
cameracing up the last of the curve for acloser look. Marco tumbled over therail and said, ashewas
pulling Rosaover, "I couldn't believe my eyes at first! Wed better do agrowing-spell before—"

"Get down!" said Paolo. Benvenuto's message was so urgent that he had caught it too. Both cats were
crouching, stiff and low, and even Benvenuto'sflat ears were flattened. Rosa stooped down. Marco
grudgingly went on one knee.

"Look here, Paolo—" he began.

A savage gale hit the dome. Freezing wind shrieked across the platform, howled in the spaces between
the marble pillars, and scoured across the curve of the dome below. The Angd's wings thrummed withiit.
It brought stabs of rain and needles of ice, hurling so hard that Tonino wasthrown flat on hisface. He
could hear icerattling on the Angel and spitting on the dome. Paolo snatched him into shelter behind
himsdlf. Renatafeebly scrabbled about until she found Angedlicaand dragged her into shelter by onearm.
Marco and Rosa bowed over. It was quite clear that anyone climbing the dome would have been blown
off.

Thewind passed, wailing like awolf. They raised their headsinto the sun.

The Duchess was standing on the platform in front of them. She had melting ice winking and trickling
from her hair and from every fold of her marble-gray dress. The smile on her waxy face was not pleasant.

"Ohno," shesad. "The Angel isnot going to help anyonethistime. Did you think I'd forgotten?”

Marco and Rosalooked up at the Angdl's golden arm holding the great scroll above them. If they had not
understood before, they knew now. From their suddenly thoughtful faces, Tonino knew they were finding
spellsto use on the Duchess.

"Don't!" squeaked Angedlica. " She's an enchantress”

The Duchesss|ips pursed in another unpleasant little smile. "More than that,” she said. She pointed up at
the Angel. "L et the words be removed from the scroll,” she said.

Therewas aclick from the huge golden statue, followed by a grating sound, asif a spring had been
released. The arm holding the scroll began to move, gently and steadily downwards, making the dightest
grinding noise asit moved. They could hear it eadly, in spite of asudden clatter of gunfire from the
houses beyond the river. Downwards and inwards, traveled the Angd's arm, until it stopped with asmall
clunk. The scrall now hung, flashing in the sun, between them and the Duchess. Therewerelargeraised
lettersonit. Angelas, they saw. Capronens populo. It wasasif the Angel were holding it out for them
to read.

"Exactly," said the Duchess, though Tonino thought, from the surprised arch of her eyebrows, that this
was not a al what she expected. She pointed again at the scrall, with along white finger like awhite wax
pencil. "Erase," shesaid. "Word by word."



Their heads dl tipped anxioudy asthey looked at the lines of writing. Thefirst word read Carmen. And,
sure enough, the golden capitd C was sinking dowly away into the metal background. Paolo moved. He
had to do something. The Duchess glanced at him, a contemptuous flick of the eyebrows. Paolo found he
was twisted to the spot, with jabbing cramp in both legs.

But he could till speak, and he remembered what Marco and Rosa had said last night. Without daring to
draw breath, he screamed asloud as he could. " Chrestomanci!”

There was more wind. Thiswas one keen blaring gust. And Chrestomanci was there, beyond Renata and
the cats. There was so little room on the platform that Chrestomanci rocked, and quickly took hold of the
marble baustrade. He was till in uniform, but it was muddy and he looked extreméy tired.

The Duchesswhirled around and pointed her long finger at him. Y ou! | mided you!"

"Ohyou did," Chrestomanci said. If the Duchess had hoped to catch him off balance, shewastoo late.
Chrestomanci was steady now. "Y ou led me a proper wild-goose chase," he said, and put out one hand,
pam forward, towards her pointing finger. Thelong finger bent and began dripping white, asif it were
wax indeed. The Duchess stared t it, and then looked up at Chrestomanci dmost imploringly. "No,"
Chrestomanci said, sounding very tired. "1 think you've done enough harm. Take your true form, please.”
He beckoned at her, like someone sick of waiting.

Instantly, the Duchess's body was seething out of shape. Her arms gathered inwards. Her face
lengthened, and yet ill remained the same waxy, sardonic face. Whiskers sprang from her upper lip, and
her eyeslit red, like bulging lamps. Her marble skirts turned white, billowed and gathered soapily to her
ankles, revedling her feet aslong pink claws. And all the time, she was shrinking. Two teeth appeared at
the end of her lengthened white face. A naked pink tail, marked in rings like an earthworm, snaked from
behind the sogpy bundle of her skirts and lashed the marble floor angrily. She shrank again.

Findly, ahuge white rat with eyeslike red marbles, legped to the marble railing and crouched, chittering
and glaring with its humped back twitching.

"The White Devil," said Chrestomanci, "which the Angel was sent to expel from Caprona. Right,
Benvenuto and Vittoria. She'sal yours. Make sure she never comes back."”

Benvenuto and Vittoriawere aready creeping forward. Their tails swept about and their eyes stared.
They sprang. The rat sprang too, off the parapet with a squeal, and went racing away down the dome.
Benvenuto raced with it, long and low, keeping just beside the pink whip of itstall. Vittoriaraced the
other sde, asnowy diver making the greet rat look yelow, running & the rat's shoulder. They saw therat
turn and try to bite her. And then, suddenly, the three were joined by adozen smaller rats, al running and
squeding. They only saw them for an instant, before the whole group ran over the dope of the dome and

disappeared.
"Her helpers from the Palace," said Chrestomanci.
"Will Vittoriabe safe?' said Angdlica.

"She'sthe best ratter in Caprong, isn't she?"' said Chrestomanci. "Apart from Benvenuto, that is. And by
the time the Devil and her friends get to the ground, they'll have every cat in Caprona after them. Now—"

Tonino found he was the right size again. He clung to Rosa's hand. Beyond Rosa, he could see Angelica,
asotheright size, shivering and pulling her flimsy blue dress down over her knees, before she grabbed
for Marco's hand. The wind was far worse on alarger body. But what made Tonino grab at Rosawas
not that. The dome was not world-sized any more. It was awhite hummock whedling in agray-brown



landscape. The hillsaround Capronawere pitilesdy clear. He could see flashes of flame and running
figures which seemed to be amost beside him, or just above him, asif the tiny white dome had reded
over onitsside. Y et the houses of Capronawere immeasurably deep below, and the river seemed to
stand up out of them. The New Bridge appeared dmost overhead, suffused in clouds of smoke. Smoke
rolled in the hillsand swirled giddily out of the downs de-ups de houses beyond the Old Bridge, and,
worgt of al, the boom and clap, the rattle and yammer of guns was now nearly deafening. Tonino no
longer wondered what had scared Renata and Paolo so. Hefdlt asif he was spinning to his death.

He clung to Rosa's hand and |ooked desperately up at the Angdl. That at least was ill huge. The scrall,
which it still held patiently towards them, was dmost as big asthe sde of ahouse.

"—Now," said Chrestomanci, "the best thing you can do, al of you, isto sng thosewords, quickly."”
"What?Metoo?' said Angdlica
"Yes, dl of you," said Chrestomanci.

They gathered, the six of them, againgt the marble parapet, facing the golden scroll, with the New Bridge
behind them, and began, somewhat uncertainly, to fit those words to the tune of the Angel of Caprona.
They matched like aglove. As soon asthey redized this, everyone sang ludtily. Angdlicaand Renata
stopped shivering. Tonino let go of Rosa's hand, and Rosa put her arm over his shouldersinstead. And
they sang asif they had aways known those words. It was only aversion of the usua wordsin Latin, but
it was what the tune had aways asked for.

"Carmen pads saeculare
Venit Angelas cantare,
Et deorsum pacemdare
Capronens populo.

"Dabit pacem eternalem,
Sne morbo immortalem,
Sne pugna triumphalem,
Capronens populo.

"En diabola albata

De Caprona expuhata,
Missa pax et virtus data
Capronensi populo.”

When they had finished, there was sillence. There was not a sound from the hills, or the New Bridge, or
the streets below. Every noise had stopped. So they were dl the more startled at the tinny dithering with
which the Angel dowly rolled up the scroll. The shining outstretched wings bent and settled against the
Angd's golden shoulders, where the Angel gave them a shake to order the feathers. And that noise was
not the sound of metal, but the softer rattling of rea pinions. It brought with it ascent of such sweetness
that there was amoment when they were not aware of anything ese.

In that moment, the Angel wasin flight. Asthe huge golden wings passed over them, the scent came
again and, with it, the sound of singing. It seemed like hundreds of voices, singing tune, harmony and
descant to the Angel of Caprona. They had noideaif it wasthe Angel aone, or something else. They
looked up and watched the golden figure whed and soar and whed, until it was only agolden glint in the
sky. And there was till utter silence, except for the singing.

Rosasighed. "I suppose wed better climb down.” Renata began to shiver again at the thought.



Chrestomanci sighed too. "Don't worry about that.”

They were suddenly down again, on solid cobbles, in the Cathedra forecourt. The Cathedra was once
more agreat white building, the houses were high, the hillswere away beyond, and the people
surrounding them were anything but quiet. Everyone was running to where they could see the Angd,
flashing in the sun as he soared. The Archbishop wasin tears, and so was the Duke. They were wringing
one another's hands beside the Duke's coach.

And Chrestomanci had brought them to earth in time to see another miracle. The coach began to work
and bounce on its springs. Both doors burst open. Aunt Francesca squeezed out of one, and Guido
Petrocchi fell out after her. From the other door tumbled Rinaldo and the red-haired Petrocchi aunt.
After them came mingled Montanas and Petrocchis, more and more and more, until anyone could see
that the coach could not possibly have held that number. People stopped crowding to see the Angel and
crowded to look at the Duke's coach instead.

Rosa and Marco looked at one another and began to back away among the spectators. But
Chrestomanci took them each by ashoulder. "It1l bedl right,” hesaid. "Andif itisnt, I'll setyouupina
spdl-housein Venice. "

Antonio disentangled himsalf from a Petrocchi uncle and hurried with Guido towards Tonino and
Angelica. "Areyou dl right?' both of them said. "Wasit you who fetched the griffins—?" They broke off
to stare coldly at one another.

"Yes" sad Tonino. "I'm sorry you were turned into puppets.”

"Shewastoo clever for us," said Angdlica "But be thankful you got your proper clothes back
afterwards. Look at us. We—"

They were pulled gpart then by aunts and cousins, fearing they were contaminating one another, and
hurriedly given coats and swesaters by uncles. Paolo was sept away from Renata too, by Aunt Maria.
"Don't go near her, my lovel”

"Ohwadl," said Renata, as she was pulled avay too. "Thanksfor helping me up the dome, anyway."

"Just amoment!" Chrestomanci said loudly. Everyone turned to him, respectful but irritable. "If each
spdl-house" he said, "ingsts on regarding the other as monsters, | can promise you that Capronawill
shortly fal again." They stared a him, Montanas and Petrocchis, equaly indignant. The Archbishop
looked at the Duke, and both of them began to edge towards the shelter of the Cathedra porch.

"What are you talking about?' Rinaldo said aggressively. Hisdignity was damaged by being a puppet
anyway. Thelook in his eye seemed to promise cowpats for everyone—with the largest sharefor
Chrestomanci.

"I'm talking about the Angdl of Caprona,”" said Chrestomanci. "When the Angdl dighted on the Cathedrd,
inthetime of the First Duke of Caprona, bearing the safety of Capronawith him, history clearly states
that the Duke appointed two men—Antonio Petrocchi and Piero Montana— to be keepers of the words
of the Angel and therefore keepers of the safety of Caprona. In memory of this, each Casahas an Angel
over itsgate, and the great Angel stands on a pedestal showing the Petrocchi leopard entwined with the
Montanawinged horse." Chrestomanci pointed upwards. "If you don't believe me, ask for ladders and
go and see. Antonio Petrocchi and Piero Montana were fast friends, and so were their families after
them. There were frequent marriages between the two Casas. And Caprona became agreet city and a
strong State. Its decline dates from that ridiculous quarrel between Ricardo and Francesco.”



There were murmurs from Montanas and Petrocchis dike, here, that the quarrel was not ridiculous.

"Of courseit was," said Chrestomanci. "Y ou've al been deceived from your cradles up. You've let
Ricardo and Francesco fool you for two centuries. What they really quarreled about we shal never
know, but I know they both told their familiesthe same lies. And you have al gone on bdlieving therr lies
and getting deeper and deeper divided, until the White Devil was actually able to enter Cagpronaagain.”

Again there were murmurs. Antonio said, " The Duchess was the White Devil, but—"

"Yes," sad Chrestomanci. "And she has gone for the moment, because the words were found and the
Angd awakened by members of both families. | suspect it could only have been done by Montanas and
Petrocchis united. The rest of you could have sung the right words separately, until you were dl bluein
the face, and nothing would have happened. The Angel respects only friendship. The young ones of both
familiesare luckily less bigoted than the rest of you. Marco and Rosa have even had the couragetofal in
love and get married—"

Up till then, both families had listened— restively, it wastrue, because it was not pleasant to be lectured
infront of acrowd of fellow citizens, not to speak of the Duke and the Archbishop— but they had
listened. But at this, pandemonium broke ouit.

"Married!" screamed the Montanas. "She'sa Montana] " screamed the Petrocchis. Insultswereydled
at Rosaand at Marco. Anyone who wished to count would have found no less than ten auntsin tears at
once, and all cursing asthey wept. Rosa and Marco were both white. It needed only Rinaldo to step up
to Marco, glowering, and he did. "Thisscum,” he said to Rosa, "knocked me down and cut my head
open. And you marry it!"

Chrestomanci made haste to get between Marco and Rinado. "I'd hoped someone would see reason,”
he said to Rosa. He seemed very tired. "It had better be Venice."

"Get out of my way!" said Rinddo. "Y ou double-deding sorcerer!”
"Please move, Sir," said Marco. "l don't need to be shielded from an idiot like him."

"Marco," said Chrestomanci, "have you thought what two families of powerful magicians could do to you
and Rosa?'

"Of coursewe havel" Marco said angrily, trying to push Chrestomanci aside.

But agtrange sllence fdll again, the silence of the Angel. The Archbishop knelt down. Awed people
crowded to one side or another of the Cathedrd yard. The Angel was returning. He came from far off
down the Corso, on foot now, with hiswing tips brushing the cobbles and the chorus of voices swelling
as he gpproached. As he passed through the Cathedra court, it was seen that in every placewhere a
feather had touched the stones there grew a cluster of small golden flowers. Scent gushed over everyone
asthe Angel drew near and halted by the Cathedra porch, towering and golden.

There he turned his remote smiling face to everyone present. His voice was like one voice singing above
many. "Capronais at peace. Keegp our covenant." At that he spread hiswings, making them dl dizzy with
the scent. And he was next seen moving upwards, over lesser domes and greater, to take his place once
more on the great dome, guarding Capronain the yearsto come.

Thisisredly the end of the story, except for one or two explanations.

Marco and Rosahad to tell their story many times, at least as often as Tonino and Angelicatold theirs.
Among the first people they told it to was Old Niccolo, who was lying restlesdy in bed and only kept



there because Elizabeth sat besde him dl thetime. "But I'm quite well!" he kept saying.

S0, in order to keep him there, Elizabeth had first Tonino and then Rosaand Marco come and tell him
their sories.

Rosaand Marco had met when they were both working on the Old Bridge. Falling in love and deciding
to marry had been die easiest part, over in minutes. The difficulty was that they had to provide themselves
with afamily each which had nothing to do with either Casa. Rosa contrived afamily first. She pretended
to be English. She became very friendly with the English girl & the Art Gallery— the same Jane Smith
that Rinaldo fancied so much. Jane Smith thought it was agreat joke to pretend to be Rosas sister. She
wrote long lettersin English to Guido Petrocchi, supposed to be from Rosa's English father, and visted
the Casa Petrocchi herself the day Rosawas introduced there.

Rosaand Marco planned the introductions carefully. They used the pear-tree spell—which they worked
together—in both Casas, to Jane's amusement. But the Petrocchis, though they liked the pear-tree, were
not kind to Rosa at first. In fact, some of Marco's aunts were so unpleasant that Marco was quite
disgusted with them. That waswhy Marco was ableto tell Antonio so vehemently that he hated the
Petrocchis. But the aunts became used to Rosain time. Renata and Angelica became very fond of her.
And the wedding was held just after Christmas.

All thistime, Marco had been unable to find anyone to act asafamily for him. Hewasin despair. Then,
only afew days before the wedding, hisfather sent him with a message to the house of Mario Andretti,
the builder. And Marco discovered that the Andrettis had a blind daughter. When Marco asked, Mario
Andretti said hewould do anything for anyone who cured his daughter.

"Even then, we hardly dared hope,” said Marco. "We didn't know if we could cure her."
"And apart from that," said Rosa, "the only time we dared both go there was the night after the wedding."

So the wedding was held in the Casa Petrocchi. Jane Smith helped Rosa make her dressand wasa
bridesmaid for her, together with Renata, Angelicaand one of Marco's cousins. Jane thoroughly enjoyed
the wedding and seemed, Rosa said dryly, to find Marco's cousin Alberto at least as attractive as
Rinado, whereas Rosaand Marco could think of amost nothing but little Maria Andretti. They hurried to
the Andrettis house as soon as the cel ebrations were over.

"And I've never known anything so difficult,” said Rosa. "Wewereat it dl night—"
Elizabeth was unable to contain hersdlf here. "And | never even knew you were out!" she said.

"Wetook good care you didn't," said Rosa. "Anyway, we hadn't done anything like that before, so we
had to look up spellsin the University. We tried seventeen and none of them worked. In the end we had
to make up one of our own. And all thetime, | was thinking: suppose this doesn't work on the poor child
ether, and we've played with the Andrettis hopes.”

"Not to speak of our own," said Marco. "Then our spell worked. Mariayelled out that the room was al
colors and there were things like trees in it— she thought people looked like trees—and we dl jumped
about in the dawn, hugging one another. And Andretti was as good as hisword, and did his brother act
so well herethat | told him he ought to be on the stage.”

"Hetook me in," Old Niccolo said, wonder-ingly.
"But someone was bound to find out in theend, " said Elizabeth. "What did you mean to do then?’

"Just hoped,” said Marco. "We thought perhaps people might get used to it—"



"In other words, you behaved like a couple of young idiots,” said Old Niccolo. "What isthat terrible
stench?' And he legped up and raced out onto the gdlery to investigate, with Elizabeth, Rosaand Marco
racing after him to stlop him.

The sméll, of course, was the kitchen-spell again. The insects had vanished and asmell of drains had
taken their place. All day long, the kitchen bel ched out stinks, which grew stronger towards evening. It
was particularly unfortunate, because the whole of Capronawas preparing to feast and celebrate.
Capronawastruly at peace. The troops from Florence, and Pisaand Siena, had dl returned
home—somewhat bewildered and wondering how they had been beaten—and the people of Caprona
were dancing in the streets.

"And we can't even cook, let done caebratel" wailed Aunt Gina

Then an invitation arrived from the Casa Petrocchi. Would the Casa Montana be pleased to join in the
celebrations at the Casa Petrocchi? It was atrifle tiff, but the Casa Montana did please. What could be
more fortunate? Tonino and Paolo sugpected that it was Chrestomanci's doing. The only difficulty wasto
stop Old Niccolo getting out of bed and going with the rest of them. Everyone said Elizabeth had done
enough. Everyone, even Aunt Francesca, wanted to go. Then, more fortunately still, Uncle Umberto
turned up, and old Luigi Petrocchi with him. They said they would st with Old Niccolo—and on himiif
necessary. They were too old for dancing.

So everyone el se went to the Casa Petrocchi, and it proved a celebration to remember. The Duke was
there, because Angdicahad inssted on it. The Duke was so grateful to be invited that he had brought
with him as much wine and as many cakes as his coach would hold, and six footmen in a second coach
to serveit.

"The Pdaceisawful," hesad. "No onein it but Punch and Judys. Somehow | don't fancy them likel
used to.”

What with the wine, the cakes, and the good food baked in the Casa Petrocchi kitchen, the evening
became very merry. Somebody found abarrel organ and everyone danced to it in the yard. And, if the
gx footmen forgot to serve cakes and danced with the rest, who was to blame them? After dl, the Duke
was dancing with Aunt Francesca—artruly formidable sight.

Tonino sat with Paolo and Renata beside a charcod brazier, watching the dancing. And while they sat,
Benvenuto suddenly emerged from the shadows and sat down by the brazier, where he proceeded to
give himsdlf afierce and thorough wash.

They had done afine, enjoyable job on that whiterat, heinformed Tonino, as he stuck oneleg high
above his gnarled head and subjected it to punishing tongue work. She'd not be back again.

"Butis Vittoriadl right?' Renatawanted to know.

Fine, was Benvenuto's answer. She was resting. She was going to have kittens. They would be
particularly good kittens because Benvenuto was the father. Tonino was to make sure to get one for the
CasaMontana

Tonino asked Renata for akitten then and there, and Renata promised to ask Angelica. Whereupon,
Benvenuto, having worked over both hind legs, wafted himsdlf onto Tonino's knees, where he made
himsdf into atight brown mat and dept for an hour.

"I wish | could understand him," said Paolo. "Hetried to tell me where you were, but dl | did wasseea
picture of the front of the Pdace.”



"But that's how he dwaystelsthings!” said Tonino. He was surprised Paolo had not known. ™Y ou just
have to read his pictures.”

"What's he saying now?"' Renata asked Paolo.
"Nothing," said Paolo. "Snore, snore.” And they dl laughed.

Sometime later, when Benvenuto had woken up and drifted off to try hisluck in the kitchen, Tonino
wandered into aroom nearby, without quite knowing why he did. As soon as he got inside, though, he
knew it was no accident. Chrestomanci was there, with Angelicaand Guido Petrocchi, and so was
Antonio. Antonio waslooking so worried that Tonino braced himsalf for trouble.

"We were discussing you, Tonino,” said Chrestomanci. ™Y ou helped Angelicafetch the griffins, didn't
you?"

"Yes," said Tonino. He remembered the damage they had done and felt dlarmed.

"And you helped in the kitchen-spel 17" asked Chrestomanci.

Tonino said "Yes' again. Now he was sure there was trouble.

"And when you hanged the Duchess," Chrestomanci said, to Tonino's confusion, "how did you do that?"

Tonino wondered how he could be in trouble over that too, but he answered, "By doing what the puppet
show made me do. | couldn't get out of it, so | had to go dong with it, you see.”

"l do," said Chrestomanci, and he turned to Antonio rather triumphantly. "Y ou see? And that was the
White Devil! What interests meisthat it was someone ese's pell each time." Then before Tonino could
be too puzzled, he turned back to him. "Tonino," he said, "it seemsto me that you have anew and rather
useful talent. Y ou may not be able to work many spells on your own, but you seem to be ableto turn
other people's magic to your own use. | think if they had let you help on the Old Bridge, for instance, it
would have been mended in half aday. I've been asking your father if he'd let you come back to England
with me, so that we could find out just what you can do."

Tonino looked at hisfather'sworried face. He hardly knew whét to think. "Not for good?' he said.
Antonio smiled. "Only for afew weeks" he said. "If Chrestomanci'sright, well need you here badly.”
Tonino smiled too. "Then | dont mind," he said.

"But," said Angelica, "it was mewho fetched the griffinsredly.”

"What were you redly fetching?' asked Guido.

Angdicahung her head. "Mice." Shelooked resigned when her father roared with laughter.

"I wanted to talk about you too," said Chresto-manci. He said to Guido, "Her spells awayswork, don't
they? It occursto me you might learn from Angdlica. ™

Guido scratched hisbeard. "How to turn things green and get griffins, you mean?”

Chrestomanci picked up hisglass of wine. "There arerisks, of course, to Angelica's methods. But |
meant she can show you that athing need not be done in the same old way in order to work. | think, in
time, shewill make you awhole new set of spells. Both houses can learn from her." Heraised hiswine
glass. "Y our hedth, Angelica. Tonino. The Duchess thought she was getting the weskest members of



both Casas, and it turned out quite the opposite.”

Antonio and Guido raised their glassestoo. "I'll say this," said Guido. "Buit for you two, we wouldn't be
cdebrating tonight."

Angelicaand Tonino looked at each other and made faces. They felt very shy and very, very pleased.

Witch Week

EDITOR'SNOTE

Late one night in 1605, a soldier named Guy Fawkes was caught with some two tons of gunpowder that
he had smuggled into a cellar beneath the Houses of Parliament in London. Fawkeswas arrested, tried,
and executed for his part in the Gunpowder Plot—afailed conspiracy to blow up King James| and most
of his government the very next day, November 5. Centurieslater, English people still set off fireworks,
light bonfires, and burn "Guys' in effigy to celebrate November 5 as Guy Fawkes Day.
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Thenote said: SOMEONE IN THISCLASSISA WITCH. It waswritten in capitd lettersin ordinary
blue balpoint, and it had appeared between two of the geography books Mr. Crosdey was marking.
Anyone could have written it. Mr. Crosdey rubbed his ginger moustache unhappily. He looked out over
the bowed heads of Class 6B and wondered what to do about it.

He decided not to take the note to the headmistress. It was possibly just ajoke, and Miss Cadwal lader
had no sense of humor to speak of. The person to take it to was the deputy head, Mr. Wentworth. But
the difficulty there wasthat Mr. Wentworth's son was amember of 6B—the small boy near the back
who looked younger than the rest was Brian Wentworth. No. Mr. Crossey decided to ask the writer of
the note to own up. Hewould explain just what a serious accusation it was and leave the rest to the
person’s conscience.

Mr. Crosdey cleared histhroat to speak. Some of 6B looked up hopefully but Mr. Crosdey had
changed hismind then. It wasjourna time, and journd time was only to be interrupted for aserious
emergency. Larwood House was very gtrict about that rule. Larwood House was very gtrict about alot
of things, because it was aboarding school run by the government for witch-orphans and children with
other problems. Thejournals were to hel p the children with their problems. They were supposed to be
grictly private. Every day, for haf an hour, every pupil had to confide hisor her private thoughtsto their
journals, and nothing else was done until everyone had. Mr. Crossley admired the idea heartily.

But the red reason that Mr. Crosdey changed his mind was the awful thought that the note might be true.
Someonein 6B could easily be awitch. Only Miss Cadwallader knew who exactly in 6B wasa
witch-orphan, but Mr. Crosdey suspected that alot of them were. Other classes had given Mr. Crosdey
fedings of pride and pleasurein being a schoolmaster; 6B never did. Only two of them gave him any
pride at dl: TheresaMullett and Simon Silverson. They were both modd pupils. Therest of the girls
talled dismdly off until you cameto empty chaitererslike Estelle Green, or that dumpy girl, Nan Rilgrim,
who was definitely the odd one out. The boys were divided into groups. Some had the senseto follow
Simon Silverson's example, but quite as many clustered around that bad boy Dan Smith, and othersagain
admired that tall Indian boy Nirupam Singh. Or they were lonerslike Brian Wentworth and that
unpleasant boy Charles Morgan.

Here Mr. Crosdey looked at Charles Morgan and Charles Morgan |ooked back, with one of the blank,



nasty looks he was famous for. Charles wore glasses, which enlarged the nasty look and trained it on Mr.
Crosdey like adouble laser beam. Mr. Crosdey looked away hagtily and went back to worrying about
the note. Everyonein 6B gave up hoping for anything interesting to happen and went back to their
journds.

28 October 1981, TheresaMullett wrotein round, angdlic writing. Mr. Crossley has found a note in
our geography books. | thought it might be from Miss Hodge at first, because we all know Teddy
isdying for love of her, but he looks so worried that | think it must be from some silly girl like
Estelle Green. Nan Pilgrim couldn't get over the vaulting horse again today. She jumped and
stuck halfway. It made us all laugh.

Smon Silversonwrote: 28. 10. 81. | would like to know who put that note in the geography books.
It fell out when | was collecting themand | put it back in. If it was found lying about we could all
be blamed. Thisis strictly off the record of course.

| do not know, Nirupam Singh wrote musingly, how anyone manages to write much in their journal,
since everyone knows Miss Cadwallader reads them all during the holidays. | do not write my
secret thoughts. | will now describe the Indian rope trick which | saw in India before my father
cameto live in England...

Two desks away from Nirupam, Dan Smith chewed his pen agreet deal and findly wrote, Well | mean
it's not much good if you've got to write your secret fealings, what | mean isit takes all the joy out
of it and you don't know what to write. It means they aren't secret if you see what | mean.

| do not think, Estelle Green wrote, that | have any secret feelings today, but | would like to know
what isin the note from Miss Hodge that Teddy has just found. | thought she scorned him utterly.

At the back of the room, Brian Wentworth wrote, sghing, Timetables just ran away with me, that is
my problem. During geography | planned a bus journey from London to Baghdad via Paris. Next
lesson | shall plan the same journey via Berlin.

Nan Rilgrim meanwhile was scrawling, Thisis a message to the person who reads our journals. Are
you Miss Cadwallader, or does Miss Cadwallader make Mr. Wentworth do it? She stared at what
she had written, rather taken aback at her own daring. Thiskind of thing happened to her sometimes.
Still, she thought, there were hundreds of journals and hundreds of daily entries. The chances of Miss
Caowallader reading this one had to be very small—particularly if she went on and madeit redlly boring.

| shall now be boring, shewrote. Teddy Crossley'sreal name is Harold, but he got called Teddy out
of the hymn that goes "Gladly my cross I'd bear." But of course everyone sings " Crossley my
glad-eyed bear. " Mr. Crossley is glad-eyed. He thinks everyone should be upright and honorable
and interested in geography. | am sorry for him.

But the one who was best at making hisjourna boring was Charles Morgan. Hisentry read, | got up. |
felt hot at breakfast. | do not like porridge. Second lesson was woodwork but not for long. | think
we have games next.

Looking at this, you might think Charleswas either very stupid or very muddled, or both. Anyonein 6B
would havetold you that it had been a chilly morning and there had been cornflakesfor bregkfast.
Second lesson had been PE, during which Nan Filgrim had so much amused TheresaMullett by failing to
jump the horse, and the lesson to come was music, not games. But Charles was not writing about the
day'swork. Hereally was writing about his secret fedlings, but he was doing it in his own private code so
that no one could know.

He started every entry with | got up. It meant, | hate this school. When he wrote | do not like



porridge, that was actualy true, but porridge was his code word for Simon Silverson. Simon was
porridge at breakfast, potatoes at lunch, and bread at tea. All the other people he hated had code words
too. Dan Smith was cornflakes, cabbage, and butter. Theresa Mullett was milk.

But when Charleswrote | felt hot, hewas not talking about school at al. He meant he was remembering
the witch being burned. It was athing that would keep coming into his head whenever he was not
thinking of anything else, much as hetried to forget it. He had been so young that he had beenina
groller. Hisbig Sster Bernadine had been pushing him while hismother carried the shopping, and they
had been crossing aroad where there was a view down into the Market Square. There were crowds of
people down there, and a sort of flickering. Bernadine had stopped the stroller in the middle of the street
in order to stare. She and Charles had just time to glimpse the bonfire Sarting to burn, and they had seen
that the witch was alarge fat man. Then their mother came rushing back and scolded Bernadine on
acrosstheroad. "Y ou musin't look at witches!" she said. "Only awful people do that!" So Charles had
only seen the witch for an instant. He never spoke about it, but he never forgot it. It always astonished
him that Bernadine seemed to forget about it completely. What Charleswasredly saying in hisjournd
was that the witch cameinto his head during breskfast, until Smon Silverson made him forget again by
egting al that toadt.

When he wrote woodwor k second lesson, he meant that he had gone on to think about the second
witch—which was athing he did not think about so often. Woodwork was anything Charlesliked. They
Only had woodwork once aweek, and Charles had chosen that for his code on the very reasonable
grounds that he was not likely to enjoy anything at Larwood House any oftener than that. Charles had
liked the second witch. She had been quite young and rather pretty, in spite of her torn skirt and untidy
hair. She had come scrambling across the wall at the end of the garden and stumbled down the rockery
to the lawn, carrying her smart shoes in one hand. Charles had been nine years old then, and he was
minding hislittle brother on the lawn. Luckily for the witch, his parents were out.

Charles knew she was awitch. She was out of breath and obvioudy frightened. He could hear the yells
and police whistlesin the house behind. Besides, who e se but awitch would run away from the policein
the middle of the afternoon in atight skirt? But he made quite sure. He said, "Why are you running away
inour garden?'

Thewitch rather desperately hopped on one foot. She had alarge blister on the other foot, and both her
stockings were laddered. "I'm awitch,” she panted. "Please help me, little boy!"

"Why can't you magic yoursdf safe?' Charles asked.

"Because | can't when I'm thisfrightened!" gasped the witch. "I tried, but it just went wrong! Please, little
boy—sneak me out through your house and don't say aword, and I'll give you luck for the rest of your
life. | promise. "

Charleslooked at her inthat intent way of hiswhich most people found "blank and nasty. He saw she
was speaking the truth. He saw, too, that she understood the ook as very few people seemed to. "Come
in through the kitchen," he said. And heled the witch, hobbling on her blister in her laddered stockings,
through the kitchen and down the hdl to the front door.

"Thanks," shesaid. "Yourealove." Shesmiled a him while she put her hair right in the hal mirror, and
after she had done something to her skirt that may have been witchcraft to make it seem untorn again, she
bent down and kissed Charles. "If | get away, I'll bring you luck," she said. Then she put her smart shoes
on again and went away down the front garden, trying hard not to limp. At the front gate, she waved and
gmiled a Charles.



That wasthe end of the part Charlesliked. That was why he wrote but not for long next. He never saw
the witch again, or heard what had happened to her. He ordered hislittle brother never to say aword
about her—and Graham obeyed, because he aways did everything Charles said— and then he watched
and waited for any sign of the witch or any sign of luck. None came. It was next to impossiblefor
Charlesto find out what might have happened to the witch, because there had been new lavs since he
glimpsed thefirst witch burning. There were no more public burnings. The bonfireswerelit ingde the
wallsof jailsingtead, and the radio would smply announce: " Two witches were burned this morning
insde Holloway Jal." Every time Charles heard thiskind of announcement he thought it was his witch. It
gave him ablunt, hurtful feding ingde. He thought of the way she had kissed him, and he wasfairly sureit
made you wicked too, to be kissed by awitch. He gave up expecting to be lucky. In fact, to judge from
the amount of bad luck he had had, he thought the witch must have been caught almost straightaway. For
the blunt, hurtful fegling he had when the radio announced a burning made him refuse to do anything his
parentstold him to do. Hejust gave them his steady stare instead. And each time he stared, he knew
they thought he was being nasty. They did not understand it the way the witch did. And, since Graham
imitated everything Charles did, Charless parents very soon decided Charles was a problem child and
leading Graham astray. They arranged for him to be sent to Larwood House, because it was quite near.

When Charleswrote games, he meant bad luck. Like everyone elsein 6B, he had seen Mr. Crossley
had found a note. He did not know what was in the note, but when he looked up and caught Mr.
Crosdey'seye, he knew it meant bad luck coming.

Mr. Crosdey till could not decide what to do about the note. If what it said was true, that meant
inquisitors coming to the school. And that was athoroughly frightening thought. Mr. Crosdey sighed and
put the note in his pocket. "Right, everyone," he said. "Put away your journals and get into line for music.”

As soon as 6B had shuffled away to the school hdl, Mr. Crosdey sped to the staff room, hoping to find
someone he could consult about the note.

He was lucky enough to find Miss Hodge there. As Theresa Mullett and Estelle Green had observed,
Mr. Crosdey wasin love with Miss Hodge. But of course he never let it show. Probably the one person
in the school who did not seem to know was Miss Hodge hersalf. Miss Hodge was asmall neat person
who wore neat gray skirts and blouses and her hair was even neater and smoother than Theresa
Mullett's. She was busy making neat stacks of books on the staff room table, and she went on making
them dl thetime Mr. Crosdey wasteling her excitedly about the note. She spared the note one glance.

"No, | can't tdl whowroteit ether,” shesaid.

"But what shal | do about it?' Mr. Crosdey pleaded. "Evenif it'strue, it's such aspiteful thing to write!
And supposeit is true. Suppose one of them is—" Hewasin a pitiable state. He wanted so badly to
attract Miss Hodge's attention, but he knew that words like witch were not the kind of words one used
infront of alady. "I dont liketo say it in front of you. "

"I was brought up to be sorry for witches," Miss Hodge remarked calmly.
"Oh, sowas|! Weadl are," Mr. Crosdey said hastily. "I just wondered how | should handle it—"

Miss Hodge lined up another stack of books. "I think it'sjust asilly joke," shesaid. "Ignoreit. Aren't you
supposed to be teaching 4C?

"Yes, yes. | supposel am,” Mr. Crossey agreed miserably. And he was forced to hurry away without
Miss Hodge's having looked at him once.

Miss Hodge thoughtfully squared off another stack of books, until shewas sure Mr. Crossley had gone.



Then she smoothed her smooth hair and hurried away upstairsto find Mr. Wentworth.

Mr. Wentworth, as deputy head, had a study where he wrestled with the schedules and various other
problems Miss Cadwal lader gave him. When Miss Hodge tapped on the door, he was wrestling with a
particularly fierce one. There were saventy peoplein the school orchestra. Fifty of thesewereadsointhe
school choir and twenty of thosefifty werein the school play. Thirty boysin the orchestrawere in various
football teams, and twenty of the girls played hockey for the school. At least athird played basketbal | as
well. Thevalleybal team were dl in the school play. Problem: How do you arrange rehearsds and
practices without asking most people to bein three places a once? Mr. Wentworth rubbed the thin

paich at the back of hishair despairingly. "Comein,” he said. He saw the bright, smiling, anxious face of
Miss Hodge, but his mind was not on her at al.

"So spiteful of someone, and so awful if it'strue!™ he heard Miss Hodge saying. And then, merrily, "Bt |
think | have a scheme to discover who wrote the note—it must be someonein 6B. Can we put our heads
together and work it out, Mr. Wentworth?' She put her own head on one side, invitingly.

Mr. Wentworth had no ideawhat she was talking about. He scratched the place where his hair was
going and stared at her. Whatever it was, it had al the marks of a scheme that ought to be squashed.
"People only write anonymous notes to make themsdves fed important,” he said experimentaly. "Y ou
mustn't take them serioudy.”

"But it'sthe perfect scheme!" Miss Hodge protested. "If | can explain—"

Not squashed yet, whatever it is, thought Mr. Wentworth. "No. Just tell me the exact words of this note,"
hesad.

Miss Hodge instantly became crushed and shocked. "But it'sawful!” Her voicefell to adramatic whisper.
"It says someonein 6B isawitch!"

Mr. Wentworth redlized that hisingtinct had been right. "What did | tell you?' he said heartily. "That's the
sort of stuff you can only ignore, MissHodge."

"But someonein 6B hasavery sck mind!" Miss Hodge whispered.

Mr. Wentworth considered 6B, including hisown son, Brian. "They dl have," he said. "Either they'll grow
out of it, or well seethem dl riding around on broomsticksin the sixth grade.” Miss Hodge started back.
She was genuinely shocked at this coarse language. But she hastily made hersdf laugh. She could seeit
wasajoke. "Takeno notice" said Mr. Wentworth. "Ignoreit, Miss Hodge." And he went back to his
problem with somerdlief.

Miss Hodge went back to her stacks of books, not as crushed as Mr. Wentworth supposed she was.
Mr. Wentworth had made ajoke to her. He had never done that before. She must be getting
somewhere. For—and thiswas afact not known to Theresa Mullett or Estelle Green—Miss Hodge
intended to marry Mr. Wentworth. He was awidower. When Miss Cadwallader retired, Miss Hodge
was sure Mr. Wentworth would be head of Larwood House. This suited Miss Hodge, who had her old
father to consider. For this, she was quite willing to put up with Mr. Wentworth's bald patch and his
tense and harrowed look. The only drawback was that putting up with Mr. Wentworth aso meant
putting up with Brian. A little frown wrinkled Miss Hodge's smooth forehead at the thought of Brian
Wentworth. Now there was a boy who quite deserved the way the rest of 6B were dways on to him.
Never mind. He could be sent away to another school.

Meanwhile, in music, Mr. Brubeck was asking Brian to sihg on hisown. 6B had trailed their way through
"Here We Sit like Birdsin the Wilderness." They had made it sound like alament. "I'd prefer a



wildernessto thisplace," Estelle Green whispered to her friend Karen Grigg. Then they sang
"Cuckaburra Sitsin the Old Gum Tree." That sounded like afunerd dirge. "What's a cuckaburra?"
Karen whispered to Egtelle.

"Anather kind of bird," Estelle whispered back. "Ausraian.”

"No, no, no!" shouted Mr. Brubeck. "Brian isthe only one of you who doesn't sound like a cockerdl
with asore throat! "

"Mr. Brubeck must have birdson the brain!" Estelle giggled. And Smon Silverson, who believed,
strongly and sincerely, that nobody was worthy of praise except himsdlf, gave Brian ascathingly jeering
look.

But Mr. Brubeck was far too addicted to music to take any notice of what the rest of 6B thought. " The
Cuckoo IsaPretty Bird, ™ he announced. "1 want Brian to sing thisto you on hisown."

Estelle giggled, because it was birds again. Theresa giggled too, because anyone who stood out for any
reason struck her as exceedingly funny. Brian stood up with the song book in his hands. He was never
embarrassed. But instead of singing, he read the words out in an incredulous voice.

"'"The cuckoo isa pretty bird, she singeth as sheflies. She bringeth us good tidings, shetdleth usno lies.”
Sir, why are dl these songs about birds?* he asked innocently. Charles thought that was a shrewd move
of Brian's, after theway Simon Silverson had looked at him.

But it did Brian no good. He was too unpopular. Mogt of the girlssaid, "Brian!™ in shocked voices.
Smonsadit jeeringly.

"Quiet!" shouted Mr. Brubeck. "Brian, get on and sing!" He struck notes on the piano.

Brian stood with the book in his hands, obvioudy wondering what to do. It was clear that he would bein
trouble with Mr. Brubeck if he did not sing, and that he would be hit afterward if he did. And while Brian
hesitated, the witch in 6B took a hand. One of thelong windows of the hall flew open with aclap and let
inastream of birds. Most of them were ordinary birds. sparrows, starlings, pigeons, blackbirds, and
thrushes, swooping around the hal in vast numbers and shedding feethers and droppings asthey
swooped. But among the beating wings were two curious furry creatures with large pouches, which kept
uttering violent laughing sounds, and the red and yelow thing swooping among acloud of sparrows and
shouting "Cuckoo!" was clearly a parrot.

Luckily, Mr. Brubeck thought it was smply the wind which had | et the birdsin. Therest of thelesson had
to be spent in chasing the birds out again. By that time, the laughing birds with pouches had vanished.
Evidently the witch had decided they were amistake. But everyonein 6B had clearly seen them. Smon
sad importantly, "I this happens again, we al ought to get together and—"

At this, Nirupam Singh turned around, towering among the beating wings. "Have you any proof that this
isnot perfectly naturd?' he said.

Simon had not, so he said no more.

By the end of the lesson, dl the birds had been sent out of the window again, except the parrot. The
parrot escaped to ahigh curtain rail, where no one could reach it, and sat there shouting " Cuckoo!” Mr.
Brubeck sent 6B away and called the caretaker to get rid of it. Charles trudged away with the rest,
thinking that this must be the end of the games he had predicted in hisjournal. But he was quite wrong. It
was only the beginning.



And when the caretaker came grumbling aong with hissmall white dog trailing at hishedls, to get rid of
the parrot, the parrot had vanished.

2

THE NEXT DAY wasthe day Miss Hodge tried to find out who had written the note. It was also the
worst day either Nan Pilgrim or Charles Morgan had ever spent at Larwood House. It did not begin too
badly for Charles, but Nan was late for breakfast.

She had broken her shoelace. Shewastold off by Mr. Towersfor being late, and then by amonitor. By
thistime, the only table with a place was one where al the others were boys. Nan did into the place,
horribly embarrassed. They had eaten dl the toast dready, except one dice. Simon Silverson took that
diceasNan arrived. "Bad luck, fatso.” From further down the table, Nan saw Charles Morgan looking
at her. It was meant to be alook of sympathy, but, like al Charlesslooks, it came out like a blank
double-barreled glare. Nan pretended not to seeit and did her best to eat wet, pale scrambled egg on its
own.

At lessons, she discovered that Theresa and her friends had started anew craze. That was abad sign.
They were dways more than usualy pleased with themselves at the Sart of a craze—even though this
one had probably started so that they need not think of witches or birds. The craze was white knitting,
white and clean and fluffy, which you kept wrapped in atowe so that it would stay clean. The classroom
filled with mutters of, "Two purl, one plain, twist two... "

But the day redlly got into its evil stridein the middle of the morning, during PE. Larwood House had that
every day, likethe journds. 6B joined with 6C and 6D, and the boys went running in thefield, whilethe
girlswent together to the gym. The climbing ropes were let down there.

Theresaand Estelle and the rest gave glad cries and went shinnying up the ropes with easy swinging pulls.
Nan tried to lurk out of sight against the wall bars. Her heart fell with aflop into her gym shoes. Thiswas
worse even than the vaulting horse. Nan smply could not climb ropes. She had been born without the
proper muscles or something.

And, sinceit wasthat kind of day, Miss Phillips spotted Nan amost at once. "Nan, you haven't had a
turn yet. Theresa, Delia, Estelle, come on down and let Nan have her turn on the ropes.” Theresaand the
rest came down readily. They knew they were about to see some fun.

Nan saw their faces and ground her teeth. Thistime, she vowed, shewould do it. Shewould climb right
up to the celling and wipe that grin off Theresa's face. Neverthe ess, the distance to the ropes seemed
severa hundred shiny yards. Nan'slegs, in the floppy divided skirts they wore for gym, had gone mauve
and wide, and her armsfelt like weak pink puddings. When she reached the rope, the knot on the end of
it seemed to hang rather higher than her head. And she was supposed to stand on that knot somehow.

She gripped the rope in her fat, weak hands and jumped. All that happened was that the knot hit her
heavily in the chest and her feet dropped sharply to the floor again. A murmur of amusement began
among Theresaand her friends. Nan could hardly believeit. Thiswas ridiculous—worse than usud! She
could not even get off the floor now. Shetook anew grip on the rope and jumped again. And again. And
again. And she legped and leaped, bounding like afloppy kangaroo, and till the knot kept hitting her in
the chest and her feet kept hitting the floor. The murmurs of the rest grew into giggles and then to outright
laughter. Until at last, when Nan was amost ready to give up, her feet somehow found the knot, groped,
gripped, and hung on. And there she clung, upside down like adoth, breathless and sweeting, from arms
which did not seem to work anymore. Thiswasterrible. And she still had to climb up the rope. She
wondered whether to fall off on her back and die.



Miss Phillips was beside her. "Come on, Nan. Stand up on the knot.”

Somehow, fedling it was superhuman of her, Nan managed to lever hersef upright. She stood there,
wobbling gently around in little circles, while Miss Phillips, her face level with Nan'strembling knees,
kindly and petiently explained for the hundredth time exactly how to climb arope.

Nan clenched her teeth. She would doit. Everyone ese did. It must be possible. She shut her eyesto
shut out the other girls grinning faces and did as Miss Phillipstold her. She took a strong and careful grip
on the rope above her head. Carefully, she put the rope between the top of one foot and the bottom of
the other. She kept her eyes shut. Firmly, she pulled with her arms. Crisply, she pulled her feet up behind.
Gripped again. Reached up again, with fearful concentration. Y es, thiswasit! Shewasdoing it a last!
The secret must be to keep your eyes shut. She gripped and pulled. She could fed her body easily
swinging upward toward the celling, just asthe othersdidiit.

But, around her, the giggles grew to laughter, and the laughter grew into screams, then shouts, and
became a perfect storm of hilarity. Puzzled, Nan opened her eyes. All around her, a kneelevel, she saw
laughing red faces, tears running out of eyes, and people doubled over ydling with mirth. Even Miss
Phillipswas biting her lip and snorting alittle. And small wonder. Nan looked down to find her gym shoes
gl resting on the knot at the bottom of the rope. After dl that climbing, she was till standing on the knot.

Nan tried to laugh too. Shewas sure it had been very funny. But it was hard to be amused. Her only
consolation was that, after that, none of the other girls could climb the ropes either. They were too weak

with laughing.

The boys, meanwhile, were running around and around the field. They were stripped to little pae blue
running shorts and splashing through the dew in big spiked shoes. It was againgt therulesto runin
anything but spikes. They were divided into little groups of laboring legs. The quick group of legsin front,
with muscles, belonged to Simon Silverson and hisfriends, and to Brian Wentworth. Brian was agood
runner in spite of his short legs. Brian was prudently trying to keep to the rear of Simon, but every so
often the sheer joy of running overcame him and he went ahead. Then hewould get bumped and jostled
by Simon'sfriends, for everyone knew it was Simon'sright to bein front.

The group of legs behind these were paer and moved without enthusiasm. These belonged to Dan Smith
and hisfriends. All of them could haverun at least asfast as Smon Silverson, but they were saving
themsalvesfor better things. They loped along easly, chatting among themsalves. Today, they kept
burdting into laughter.

Behind these again |abored an assorted group of legs. mauve legs, fat legs, bright white legs, legswith no
musclesat dl, and the great brown legs of Nirupam Singh, which seemed too heavy for the rest of
Nirupam's skinny body to lift. Everyonein the group wastoo breathlessto talk. Their faces wore
assorted expressions of woe.

Thelast pair of legs, far in the rear, belonged to Charles Morgan. There was nothing particularly wrong
with Charlesslegs, except that hisfeet were in ordinary school shoes and soaked through. He was
aways behind. He chose to be. Thiswas one of the few timesin the day when he could be doneto
think. He had discovered that, aslong as he was thinking of something else, he could keep up hissow
trot for hours. And think. The only interruptions he had to fear were when the other groups came
pounding past him and he was tangled up in their efforts for afew seconds. Or when Mr. Towers,
encased in his nice warm tracksuit, came loping up aongside and called ill-advised encouragements to
Charles.

So Charlestrotted dowly on, thinking. He gave himself over to hating Larwood House. He hated the



field under hisfeet, the shivering autumn trees that dripped on him, the white goaposts, and the neet line
of pinetreesin front of the spiked wall that kept everyonein. Then, when he swung around the corner
and had aview of the school buildings, he hated them more. They were built of apurplish sort of brick.
Charlesthought it was the color aperson's face would go if he was choking. He thought of the long
corridorsinside, painted caterpillar green, the thick radiators which were never warm, the brown
classrooms, the frosty white dormitories, and the smell of school food, and he was amost in an ecstasy of
hate. Then helooked at the groups of legs straggling around the field ahead, and he hated al the people
in the school most horribly of dl.

Upon that, he found he was remembering the witch being burned. It swept into his head unbidden, asit
awaysdid. Only today, it seemed worse than usud. Charles found he was remembering things he had

not noticed at the time: the exact shape of the flames, just legping from smdll to large, and the way the fat
man who was awitch had bent sideways away from them. He could see the man's exact face, the rather
blobby nose with awart on it, the swest on it, and the flames shining off the man's eyes and the swest.
Above dl, he could see the man's expression. It was astounded. The fat man had not believed he was
going to die until the moment Charles saw him. He must have thought hiswitchcraft could save him. Now
he knew it could not. And he was horrified. Charles was horrified too. He trotted dong in asort of trance
of horror.

But here was the smart red tracksuit of Mr. Towersloping aong beside him. " Charles, what are you
doing running in walking shoes?'

The fat witch vanished. Charles should have been glad, but he was not. His thinking had been interrupted,
and he was not private anymore.

"l saild why aren't you wearing your spikes?' Mr. Towers said.

Charles dowed down alittle while he wondered what to reply. Mr. Towerstrotted springily beside him,
waiting for an answer. Because he was not thinking anymore, Charles found hislegs aching and his chest
sore. That annoyed him. He was even more annoyed about his spikes. He knew Dan Smith had hidden
them. That was why that group was laughing. Charles could seetheir faces craning over their shoulders
asthey ran, to see what he wastelling Mr. Towers. That annoyed him even more. Charles did not usualy
have thiskind of trouble, the way Brian Wentworth did. His double-barreled nasty look had kept him
safe up to now, if londly. But he foresaw he was going to have to think of something more than just
looking in future. Hefelt very hitter.

"I couldn't find my spikes, gr."
"How hard did you look 7'

"Everywhere,” Charles said bitterly. Why don't | say it was them? he wondered. And knew the answer.
Lifewould not be worth living for the rest of the term.

"Inmy experience," said Mr. Towers, running and talking aseasily asif hewere sitting dill, "when alazy
boy like you says everywhere, it means nowhere. Report to mein the locker room after school and find
those spikes. Y ou stay there until you find them. Right?"

"Yes," said Charles. Bitterly, he watched Mr. Towers surge away from him and run up beside the next
group to pester Nirupam Singh.

He hunted for his spikes again during bresk. But it was hopeless. Dan had hidden them somewhere redly
cunning. At least, after break, Dan Smith had something else to laugh about besides Charles. Nan Pilgrim
soon found out what. As Nan came into the classroom for lessons, she was greeted by Nirupam. "Hello,"



said Nirupam. "Will you do your ropetrick for metoo?"

Nan gave him aglare that was mostly astonishment and pushed past him without replying. How did he
know about the ropes? she thought. The girlsjust never talked to the boys! How did he know?

But next moment, Simon Silverson came up to Nan, bardly able to stop laughing. "My dear Dulcineal” he
sad. "What acharming name you have! Were you called after the Archwitch?' After that, he doubled up
with laughter, and so did most of the people nearby.

"Her nameredly isDulcinea, you know," Nirupam said to Charles.

Thiswastrue. Nan'sfacefelt to her like abaloon on fire. Nothing el se, she was sure, could be so large
and so hot. Dulcinea Wilkes had been the most famous witch of al time. No one was supposed to know
Nan's name was Dulcinea. She could not think how it had lesked out. Shetried to stalk loftily away to
her desk, but she was caught by person after person, al laughingly caling out, "Hey, Dulcined" Shedid
not manage to sit down until Mr. Wentworth was aready in the room.

6B usualy paid attention during Mr. Went-worth's lessons. He was known to be absolutely merciless.
Besides, he had aknack of being interesting, which made hislessons seem shorter than other teachers.
But today, no one could keep their mind on Mr. Wentworth. Nan was trying not to cry. When, ayear
ago, Nan's aunts had brought her to Larwood House, even softer, plumper, and more timid than she was
now, Miss Cadwallader had promised that no one should know her name was Dulcinea. Miss
Cadwallader had promised! So how had someone found out? The rest of 6B kept breaking into laughter
and excited whigpers. Could Nan Pilgrim be awitch? Fancy anyone being called Dulcinea! It was as bad
asbeing caled Guy Fawkes! Halfway through the lesson, Theresa Mullett was so overcome by the
thought of Nan's name that she was forced to bury her facein her knitting to laugh.

Mr. Wentworth promptly took the knitting away. He dumped the clean white bundle on the desk in front
of him and ingpected it dubioudy. "What isit about this that seems so funny?' He unrolled the towel—at
which Theresagave afaint yell of dismay—and held up avery smdl fluffy thing with holesinit. "Just what
isthis?"

Everyonelaughed.
"It'sabootee!" Theresasaid angrily.
"Who for?' retorted Mr. Wentworth.

Everyone laughed again. But the laughter was short and guilty, because everyone knew Theresawas not
to be laughed at.

Mr. Wentworth seemed unaware that he had performed amiracle and made everyone laugh at Theresa,
instead of the other way around. He cut the laughter even shorter by telling Dan Smith to come out to the
blackboard and show him two triangles that were dike. The lesson went on. Theresa kept muttering, “It's
not funny! It'sjust not funny!" Every time she said it, her friends nodded sympatheticdly, while the rest of
the class kept looking at Nan and burgting into muffled laughter.

At the end of the lesson, Mr. Wentworth uttered afew unpleasant remarks about mass punishments if
people behaved like this again. Then, as he turned to leave, he said, "And by the way, if Charles Morgan,
Nan Pilgrim, and Nirupam Singh haven't already looked at the main notice board, they should do so at
once. They will find they are down for lunch on high table.”

Both Nan and Charles knew then that thiswas not just a bad day—it wasthe worst day ever. Miss



Cadwallader sat at high table with any important visitors to the schoal. It was her custom to choose three
pupils from the school every day to St there with her. Thiswas so that everyone should learn proper
table manners, and so that Miss Cadwallader should get to know her pupils. It was rightly considered a
terrible ordedl. Neither Nan nor Charles had ever been chosen before. Scarcely ableto believeit, they
went to check with the notice board. Sure enough it read: Charles Morgan 6B, Dulcinea Pilgrim 6B,
Nirupam Sngh 6B.

Nan stared at it. So that was how everyone knew her name! Miss Cadwallader had forgotten. She had
forgotten who Nan was and everything she had promised, and when she cameto stick apininthe
register—or whatever she did to choose people for high table—she had smply written down the names
that came under her pin.

Nirupam was looking at the notice too. He had been chosen before, but he was no less gloomy than
Charlesor Nan. "Y ou have to comb your hair and get your blazer clean,” he said. "And it redly istrue
you have to eat with the same kind of knife or fork that Miss Cadwallader does. Y ou have to watch and
seewhat sheusesdl thetime.”

Nan stood there, |etting other people looking at the notices push her about. She was terrified. She
suddenly knew she was going to behave very badly on high table. She was going to drop her dinner, or
scream, or maybe take al her clothes off and dance among the plates. And she was terrified, because
she knew she was not going to be able to stop hersdlf.

Shewas il terrified when she arrived at high table with Charles and Nirupam. They had al combed
their heads sore and tried to clean from the fronts of their blazers the dirt which aways mysterioudy
arrives on the fronts of blazers, but they dl fet grubby and small beside the stately company at high table.
There were anumber of teachers, and the bursar, and an important-looking man called Lord
Something-or-other, and tall, stringy Miss Cadwallader hersalf. Miss Cadwallader smiled at them
gracioudy and pointed to three empty charsat her left sde. All of them ingtantly dived for the chair
furthest away from Miss Cadwallader. Nan, much to her surprise, won it, and Charleswon the chair in
the middle, leaving Nirupam to sit beside Miss Cadwal lader.

"Now we know that won't do, don't we?' said Miss Cadwallader. "We always sit with agentleman on
ether side of alady, don't we? Dulcimer must it in the middle, and I'll have the gentleman | haven't yet
met nearest me. Clive Morgan, isn't it? That'sright."

Suddenly, Charles, Nan, and Nirupam changed places. They stood there, while Miss Cadwallader was
saying grace, looking out over the heads of the rest of the school, not very far below, but far enough to
make alot of difference. Perhgps|'m going to faint, Nan thought hopefully. She still knew she was going
to behave badly, but she felt very odd as well—and fainting was afairly respectable way of behaving
bedly.

Shewas till conscious at the end of grace. She sat down with the rest, between the glowering Charles
and Nirupam. Nirupam had gone pale yelow with dread. To their relief, Miss Cadwa lader at once
turned to the important lord and began making gracious conversation with him. The ladiesfrom the
kitchen brought around atray of little bowls and handed everybody one.

What wasthis? It was certainly not ausua part of school dinner. They looked suspicioudy at the bowls.
They werefull of ydlow stuff, not quite covering little pink things.

"I believeit may be prawns" Nirupam said dubioudy. "For agtarter.”

Here Miss Cadwallader reached forth agracious hand. Their heads at once craned around to see what
implement she was going to eat out of the bowl with. Her hand picked up afork. They picked up forks



too. Nan poked hers cautioudy into her bowl. Instantly she began to behave badly. She could not stop
hersdf. "I think it'scustard,” she said loudly. "Do prawns mix with custard?' She put one of the pink
thingsinto her mouth. It felt rubbery. "Chewing gum?* she asked. "No, | think they're jointed worms.
Wormsin custard.”

"Shut up!" hissed Nirupam.

"But it's not custard,” Nan continued. She could hear her voice saying it, but there seemed no way to
sopit. "The tongue-test proves that the yellow stuff has a strong taste of sour armpits, combined
with—yes—just atouch of old drains. It comes from the bottom of adustbin.”

Charles glared at her. He fdt sick. If he had dared, he would have stopped egting at once. But Miss
Cadwallader continued gracefully forking up prawns—unlessthey redly were jointed worms— and
Charlesdid not dare do differently. He wondered how he was going to put thisin hisjournal. He had
never hated Nan Pilgrim particularly before, so he had no code word for her. Prawn? Could he call her
prawn? He choked down another worm—prawn, that was—and he wished he could push the whole
bowlful in Nan'sface.

"A clean yellow dusthin,” Nan announced. "The kind they keep the dead fish for biology in."
"Prawns are eaten curried in India," Nirupam said loudly.

Nan knew he wastrying to shut her up. With agreet effort, by cramming severd forkfuls of
worms—prawns, that was—into her mouth at once, she managed to stop herself from talking. She could
hardly bring hersaf to swallow the mouthful, but at least it kept her quiet. Most fervently, she hoped that
the next course would be something ordinary, which she would not have any urge to describe, and so did
Nirupam and Charles.

But dasl What came before them in platefuls next was one of the school kitchen's more peculiar dishes.
They produced it about once a month and its officia name was hot-pot. With it came tinned peasand
tinned tomatoes. Charles's head and Nirupam's craned toward Miss Cadwallader again to see what they
were supposed to eat thiswith. Miss Cadwallader picked up afork. They picked up forks too, and then
craned a second time, to make sure that Miss Cadwallader was not going to pick up aknife aswell and
0 makeit easier for everyone. Shewas not. Her fork dove gracefully under apile of tinned peas. They
sighed, and found both their heads turning towards Nan then in a sort of horrified expectation.

They were not disgppointed. As Nan levered loose thefirst greasy ring of potato, the urge to describe
came upon her again. It was asif she was possessed. "Now the aim of thisdish,” she said, "isto use up
Ieftovers. Y ou take old potatoes and soak them in washing-up water that has been used at least twice.
The water must be thoroughly scummy.” It's like the gift of tongues! shethought. Only inmy caseit'sthe
gift of foul-mouth. "Then you take adirty old tin and rub it around with socks that have been worn for a
fortnight. You fill thistin with dternate layers of scummy potatoes and catfood, mixed with anything else
you happen to have. Old doughnuts and deed flies have been used in this case—"

Could his code word for Nan be hot-pot? Charles wondered. It suited her. No, because they only had
hot-pot once a month—fortunately—and, at thisrate, he would need to hate Nan practically every day.
Why didn't someone stop her? Couldn't Miss Cadwallader hear?

"Now these things," Nan continued, stabbing her fork into atinned tomato, "are small cresturesthat have
been killed and cleverly skinned. Notice, when you taste them, the dight, sweet savor of their blood—"

Nirupam uttered a small moan and went yellower than ever.



The sound made Nan look up. Hitherto, she had been staring at the table where her plate was, in adaze
of terror. Now she saw Mr. Wentworth sitting opposite her across the table. He could hear her perfectly.
She could tell from the expression on hisface. Why doesn't he stop me? she thought. Why do they let me
go on? Why doesn't somebody do something, like athunderbolt strike me, or eterna detention? Why
don't | get under the table and crawl awvay? And, al thetime, she could hear hersdf talking. "Thesedidin
fact sart life as peas. But they have since undergone along and deadly process. They liefor Sx monthsin
asewer, absorbing fluids and rich tastes, which iswhy they are called processed peas. Then—"

Here, Miss Cadwallader turned gracefully to them. Nan, to her utter relief, stopped in mid-sentence.
"Y ou have al been long enough in the school by now," Miss Cadwallader said, "to know the town quite
well. Do you know that lovely old housein High Street?”

They dl three stared at her. Charles gulped down aring of potato. "L ovely old house?!

"It's called the Old Gate House," said Miss Cadwallader. "It used to be part of the gate in the old town
wall. A very lovely old brick building.”

"Y ou mean the one with atower on top and windows like a church?' Charles asked, though he could not
think why Miss Cadwallader should talk of thisand not processed pess.

"That'sthe one," said Miss Cadwallader. "And it's such a shame. It's going to be pulled down to make
way for asupermarket. Y ou know it has aking-pin roof, don't you?"'

"Oh," said Charles. "Hasit?"
"And aqueen-pin,” said Miss Cadwallader.

Charles seemed to have got saddled with the conversation. Nirupam was happy enough not to talk, and
Nan dared do no more than nod intelligently, in case she sarted describing the food again. AsMiss
Cadwallader talked, and Charles was forced to answer while trying to est tinned tomatoes—no, they
were not skinned micel—using just afork, Charles began to fed he was undergoing a particularly refined
form of torture. He redized he needed a hate-word for Miss Cadwal lader too. Hot-pot would do for
her. Surely nothing as awful asthis could happen to him more than once a month? But that meant he had
gtill not got a code word for Nan.

They took the hot-pot away. Charles had not eaten much. Miss Cadwallader continued to talk to him
about housesin the town, then about stately homesin the country, until the pudding arrived. It was st
before Charles, white and bleak and svimming, with little white grainsiniit like the corpses of

ants—L ord, he was getting as bad as Nan Pilgrim! Then heredlized it wastheided word for Nan.

"Rice pudding!" he exclamed.

"It is agreeable" Miss Cadwalader said, smiling. "And so nourishing.” Then, incredibly, she reached to
the top of her plate and picked up afork. Charles stared. He waited. Surely Miss Cadwallader was not
going to eat runny rice pudding with just afork? But she was. She dipped the fork in and brought it up,
raining week white milk.

Slowly, Charles picked up afork too and turned to meet Nan's and Nirupam's incredulous faces. It was
just not possible.

Nirupam looked wretchedly down at his brimming plate. "Thereisastory in the Arabian Nights, " he
said, "about awoman who ate rice with apin, grain by grain." Charles shot aterrified look at Miss
Cadwallader, but she wastaking to the lord again. " She turned out to be aghoul,” Nirupam said. "She



ate her fill of corpses every night.”
Charlessterrified look shot to Nan instead. " Shut up, you fool! Y ou'll set her off again!™

But the possession seemed to have left Nan by then. She was able to whisper, with her head bent over
her plate so that only the boys could hear, "Mr. Wentworth's using his spoon. Look."

"Do you think we dare?" said Nirupam.
"I'mgoing to," said Charles. "I'm hungry.”

So they dl used their spoons. When the meal was at last over, they were al dismayed to find Mr.
Wentworth beckoning. But it was only Nan he was beckoning. When she came reluctantly over, he said,
"Seemeat four in my study.” Which was, Nan felt, dl she needed. And the day was till only half over.

3

THAT AFTERNOON, Nan came into the classroom to find a broom laid across her desk. It wasan old
tatty broom, with only the bare minimum of twigs|eft in the brush end, which the groundsman sometimes
used to sweep the paths. Someone had brought it in from the groundsman's shed. Someone had tied a
labd to the handle: Dulcinea's Pony. Nan recognized the round, angelic writing as Theresas.

Amid sniggers and titters, she looked around the assembled faces. Theresawould not have thought of
gtealing abroom on her own. Estelle? No. Neither Estelle nor Karen Grigg wasthere. No, it was Dan
Smith, by thelook on hisface. Then shelooked at Simon. Silverson and was not so sure. It could not
have been both of them because they never, ever did anything together.

Simon said to her, in his suavest manner, grinning al over hisface, "Why don't you hop on and have a
ride, Dulcinea?"

"Yes, goon. Rideit, Dulcinea," said Dan.

Next moment, everyone else was laughing and yelling at her to ride the broom. And Brian Wentworth,
who was only too ready to torment other people when hewas not being avictim himsdlf, was leaping up
and down in the gangway between the desks, screaming, "Ride, Dulcineal Ride!”

Slowly, Nan picked up the broom. She was amild and peaceable person who seldom lost her
temper—perhaps that was her trouble—but when she did loseit, there was no knowing what she would
do. As she picked up the broom, she thought she just meant to stand it haughtily against thewall. But, as
her hands closed around its knobby handle, her temper Ieft her completely. She turned around on the
jeering, hooting crowd, filled with roaring rage. She lifted the broom high above her head and bared her
teeth. Everyone thought that was funnier than ever.

Nan meant to smash the broom through Simon Silverson's laughing face. She meant to bash in Dan
Smith's head. But, since Brian Wentworth was dancing and shrieking and making facesjugt in front of
her, it was Brian she went for. Luckily for him, he saw the broom coming down and leaped clear. After
that, he was forced to back away up the gangway and then into the space by the door, with hisarms
over hishead, screaming for mercy, while Nan followed him, bashing like a madwoman. "Help! Stop
her!" Brian screamed, and backed into the door just as Miss Hodge came through it carrying alarge pile
of English books. Brian backed into her and sat down at her feet in a shower of books. "Ow!" he yelled.

"What isgoing on?' asked Miss Hodge.



The uproar in the room was cut off asif with aswitch. "Get up, Brian," Simon Silverson said righteoudy.
"It was your own fault for teesng Nan Filgrim.”

"Redly! Nan!" said Theresa. She was genuindy shocked. "Temper, temper!™

At that, Nan nearly went for Theresawith the broom. Theresawas only saved by the fortunate arrival of
Egdle Green and Karen Grigg. They came scurrying in with their heads guiltily lowered and their arms
wrapped around bulky bags of knitting wool. "Sorry we're late, MissHodge," Estelle panted. "We had
permission to go shopping.”

Nan's attention was distracted. The woal in the bags was fluffy and white, just like Theresa's. Why on
earth, Nan wondered scornfully, did everyone have to imitate Theresa?

Miss Hodge took the broom out of Nan's unresisting hands and propped it neatly behind the door. " Sit
down, dl of you," she said. She was very put out. She had intended to come quietly into anice quiet
classroom and gavanize 6B by confronting them with her scheme. And here they were galvanized
dready, and with awitch's broom. There was clearly no chance of catching the writer of the note or the
witch by surprise. Still, she did not like to let a good scheme go to waste.

"| thought we would have a change today," she said, when everyone was settled. "Our poetry book
doesn't seem to be going down very well, doesit?' Shelooked brightly round the class; 6B looked back
cautioudy. Some of them felt anything would be better than being asked to find poems beautiful. Some of
them felt it depended on what Miss Hodge intended to do instead. Of the rest, Nan was trying not to cry,
Brian waslicking a scratch on hisarm, and Charles was glowering. Charlesliked poetry because the lines
were so short. Y ou could think your own thoughts in the spaces around the print.

"Today," said MissHodge, "I want you al to do something yoursalves.”
Everyone recoiled. Estelle put her hand up. "Please, MissHodge. | don't know how to write poems. ™,

"Oh, | don't want you to do that," said Miss Hodge. Everyone relaxed. "1 want you to act out somelittle
playsfor me." Everyone recoiled again. Miss Hodge took no notice and explained that she was going to
cal them out to the front in pairs, aboy and agirl in each, and every pair was going to act out the same
short scene. "That way," she said, "we shal have fifteen different pocket dramas." By thistime, most of
6B were staring at her in wordless despair. Miss Hodge smiled around them and prepared to galvanize
them. Really, she thought, her scheme might go quite well after dl. "Now, we must choose a subject for
our playlets. It hasto be something strong and striking, with passionate possibilities. Supposewe act a
pair of lovers saying good-bye?' Somebody groaned, as Miss Hodge had known somebody would.
"Very wel. Who has asuggestion?’

Theresas hand was up, and Dan Smith's.

"A televison star and her admirer,” said Theresa.

"A murderer and a policeman making him confess" said Dan. "Are we alowed to torture?”
"No, wearenot," said MissHodge, a which Dan lost interest. "Anyone ese?"

Nirupam raised along thinarm. " A salesman decelving alady over acar.”

Wil, Miss Hodge thought, she had not redlly expected anyone to make a suggestion that would give
them away. She pretended to consider. "We-ell, so far the most dramatic suggestion is Dan's. But | had
in mind something redlly tense, which we dl know about quite well."



"Weadl know about murder,” Dan protested.

"Yes," said MissHodge. She was watching everyone like a hawk now. "But we know even more about
seding, say, or lying, or witchcraft, or—" Shelet herself notice the broomstick again, with agtart of
surprise. It camein handy after dl. "I know! Let us suppose that one of the peoplein our little play is
suspected of being awitch, and the other is an inquisitor. How about that?"

Nothing. Not asoul in 6B reacted, except Dan. "That'sthe same asmy idea," he grumbled. "And it'sno
fun without torture.”

Miss Hodge made Dan into suspect number one at once. "Then you begin, Dan," she said, "with Theresa
Which are you, Theresa—witch or inquisitor?’

"Inquisitor, MissHodge," Theresasaid promptly.
"It'snot fairl" said Dan. "I don't know what witches do!"

Nor did he, it was clear. And it was equally clear that Theresa had no more ideawhat inquisitors did.
They stood woodenly by the blackboard. Dan stared at the celling, while Theresa stated, "You area
witch. " Whereupon Dan told the ceiling, "No | am not." And they went on doing this until Miss Hodge
told them to stop. Regretfully, she demoted Dan from first suspect to last, and put Theresadown there
with him, and called up the next pair.

Nobody behaved suspicioudy. Most people'sideawas to get the acting over as quickly as possible.
Some argued alittle, for the look of the thing. Otherstried running about to make things seem dramatic.
Andfirg prizefor brevity certainly went to Smon Silverson and Karen Grigg. Smon said, "'l know you're
awitch, so don't argue.”

And Karenreplied, "Yes, | am. | givein. Let's stop now."

By thetime it came to Nirupam, Miss Hodge'slist of suspectswas all bottom and no top. Then Nirupam
put on aterrifying performance asinquisitor. His eyes blazed. His voice dternately roared and fell to a
snister whisper. He pointed fiercely at Estell€sface. "L ook at your evil eyes!” he bellowed. Then he
whispered, "l seeyou, | fed you, | know you—you are awitch!" Estelle was so frightened that she gave
ared performance of terrified innocence. But Brian Wentworth's performance as awitch outshone even
Nirupam. Brian wept, he cringed, he made obvioudy fase excuses, and he ended knedling at Ddlia
Martin's feet, sobbing for mercy and crying red tears.

Everyone was astonished, including Miss Hodge. She would dearly have liked to put Brian at the top of
her list of suspects, as either the witch or the one who wrote the note. But how bothersome for her plans
if she had to go to Mr. Wentworth and say it was Brian. No, she decided. There was no genuine fegling
in Brian's performance, and the same went for Nirupam. They were both just good actors.

Then it wasthe turn of Charles and Nan. Charles had seen it coming for some time now, that he would
be paired with Nan. He was very annoyed. He seemed to be haunted by her today. But he did not intend
to let that stop his performance from being atriumph of comic acting. He was depressed by the lack of
invention everyone except Nirupam had shown. Nobody had thought of making theinquisitor funny. "I'll
beinquistor,” hesaid quickly.

But Nan was still smarting from the broomstick. She thought Charleswas getting at her and glared at him.
Charles, on principle, never let anyone glare a him without giving his nagtiest double-barrdled sarein
return. So they shuffled to the front of the classlooking daggers at one another.



There Charles begt a hisforehead. "Emergency!™ he exclaimed. "There are no witches for the autumn
bonfires. | shall haveto find an ordinary person instead.” He pointed at Nan. "Y ou'll do," he said.
"Sarting from now, you're awitch."

Nan had not redlized that the acting had begun. Besides, she was too hurt and angry to care. "Oh, no, I'm
not!" she snapped. “Why shouldn't you be the witch?!

"Because | can proveyou're awitch," Charles said, trying to stick to his part. "Being an inquisitor, | can
prove anything."

"Inthat case," said Nan, angrily ignoring the fine acting, "weéll both beinquisitors, and I'll proveyourea
witch too! Why not?'Y ou have four of the most evil eyes| ever saw. And your feet smell.”

All eyesturned to Charless feet. Since he had been forced to run around the field in the shoes he was
wearing now, they were gill rather wet. And, being warmed through, they were indeed exuding asmall
but definitesmell.

"Cheese," murmured Smon Silverson.

Charleslooked angrily down at his shoes. Nan had reminded him that he was in trouble over hismissing
running shoes. And she had spoiled his acting. He hated her. He wasin an ecstasy of hate again. "Worms
and custard and dead mice!l" he said. Everyone stared at him, mydtified. "Tinned peas soaked in
sewage!" Charles said, beside himsdlf with hatred. " Potatoes in scum. I'm not surprised your name's
Dulcinea. It suitsyou. Y ou're quite disgusting!”

"And s0 are you!" Nan shouted back at him. "I bet it was you who did those birdsin music yesterday!"
This caused shocked gasps from the rest of 6B.

MissHodge listened, fascinated. Thiswasred feding dl right. And what had Charles said? It was clear
to her now why therest of 6B had clustered so depressingly at the bottom of her list of suspects. Nan
and Charleswere at the top of it. It was obvious. They were dways the odd ones out in 6B. Nan must
have written the note, and Charles must be the witch in question. And now let Mr. Wentworth pour
scorn on her scheme!

"Please, MissHodge, the bell'srung,” caled anumber of voices.

The door opened and Mr. Crosdey came in. When he saw Miss Hodge, which he had come early in
order to do, hisface became a deep red, most interesting to Estelle and Theresa. "Am | interrupting a
lesson, MissHodge 7'

"Not a all,” said Miss Hodge. "We had just finished. Nan and Charles, go back to your places.” And she
sweypt out of the room, without appearing to notice that Mr. Crosdey had legped to hold the door open
for her.

Miss Hodge hurried straight upstairs to Mr. Wentworth's study. She knew this news was going to make
an impression on him. But there, to her annoyance, was Mr. Wentworth dashing downstairs with a box
of chak, very late for alesson with 3A.

"Oh, Mr. Wentworth," panted Miss Hodge. "Can you spare a moment?”
"Not a second. Write me amemo if it'surgent,” said Mr. Wentworth, dashing on down.

Miss Hodge reached out and seized hisarm. "But you must! Y ou know 6B and my scheme about the
anonymous note—"



Mr. Wentworth sivung around on the end of her clutching hands and looked up at her irritably. "What
about what anonymous note?"

"My schemeworked!" Miss Hodge said. "Nan Rilgrim wroteit, I'm sure. Y ou must see her—"

"I'm seeing her at four o'clock,” said Mr. Wentworth. "If you think | need to know, write me amemo,
MissHodge."

"Eileen,” said MissHodge.

"Eileenwho?' said Mr. Wentworth, trying to pull hisarm away. ™Y ou mean two girlswrote this note?"
"My nameisEileen," said Miss Hodge, hanging on.

"MissHodge," said Mr. Wentworth, "3A will be breaking windows by now!"

"But theré's Charles Morgan too!" Miss Hodge cried out, fegling hisarm pulling out of her hands. "Mr.
Wentworth, | swear that boy recited a spdll! Worms and custard and scummy potatoes, he said. All
sorts of nasty things."

Mr. Wentworth succeeded in tearing his arm loose and set off downgtairs again. His voice came back to
Miss Hodge. "Sugs and snails and puppy-dogs tails. Writeit al down, MissHodge."

"Bother!" said MissHodge. "But | will writeit down. He is going to noticel” She went at once to the
gaff room, where she spent the rest of the lesson composing an account of her experiment, in writing
amost asround and angelic as Theresas.

Meanwhile, in the 6B classroom, Mr. Crosdey shut the door behind Miss Hodge with asigh. "Journals
out,” he said. He had come to a decision about the note, and he did not intend to let his fedlings about
Miss Hodge interfere with his duty. So, before anyone could start writing in ajourna and make it
impossible for him to interrupt, he made 6B along and serious speech. He told them how malicious and
sneaky and unkind it was to write anonymous accusations. He asked them to consider how they would
fed if someone had written anote about them. Then he told them that someonein 6B had written just
such anote.

"I'm not going to tell you what wasinit," hesaid. "1 shdl only say it accused someone of avery serious
crime. | want you al to think about it while you write your journds, and after you've finished, | want the
person who wrote the note to write me another note confessing who they are and why they wroteit.
That'sdl. | shan't punish the person. | just want them to see what a serious thing they have done."

Having said this, Mr. Crosdey sat back to do some marking, feding he had settled the matter in amost
understanding way. In front of him, 6B picked up their pens. Thanksto Miss Hodge, everyone thought
they knew exactly what Mr. Crosdey meant.

29 October, wrote Theresa. Thereisa witch in our class. Mr. Crossey just said so. He wants the
witch to confess. Mr. Wentworth confiscated my knitting this morning and made jokes about it. |
did not get it back till lunchtime. Estetle Green has started knitting now. What a copycat that girl
is. Nan Pilgrim couldn't climb the ropes this morning and her name is Dulcinea. That made us
laugh alot.

29. 10. 81. Mr. Crossley hasjust talked to us very seriously, Smon Silverson wrote, very serioudly,
about a guilty personin our class. | shall do my best to bring that person to justice. If we don't
catch themwe might all be accused. Thisis off the record of course.



Nan Pilgrimisawitch, Dan Smith wrote. Thisis not a private thought because Mr. Crossley just
told us. | think she is a witch too. Sheis even called after the famous witch, but | can't spell it. |
hope they burn her where we can see.

Mr. Crossley has been talking about serious accusations, Estelle wrote. And Miss Hodge has been
making us all accuse one another. It was quite frightening. | hope none of it istrue. Poor Teddy
went awfully red when he saw Miss Hodge but she scorned him again.

While everyone else was writing the same sort of things, there were four peoplein the classwho were
writing something quite different.

Nirupam wrote, Today, no comment. | shall not even think about high table.

Brian Wentworth, obliviousto everything, scribbled down how he would get from Timbuktu to Uttar
Pradesh by bus, dlowing time for roadworks on Sundays.

Nan sat for aconsiderable while wondering what to write. She wanted desperately to get some of today
off her chest, but she could not at first think how to do it without saying something personal. At last she
wrote, in burning indignation, |1 do not know if 6B is average or not, but thisis how they are. They
aredivided into girls and boys with an invisible line down the middle of the room and people only
cross that line when teachers make them. Girls are divided into real girls (Theresa Mullett) and
imitations (Estelle Green). And me. Boys are divided into real boys (Smon Slverson), brutes
(Daniel Smith), and unreal boys (Nirupam Sngh). And Charles Morgan. And Brian Wentworth.
What makes you areal girl or boy isthat no one laughs at you. If you are imitation or unreal, the
rules give you a right to exist provided you do what the real ones or brutes say. What makes you
into me or Charles Morgan isthat the rules allow all the girlsto be better than me and all the
boys better than Charles Morgan. They are allowed to cross the invisible line to prove this.
Everyoneis allowed to crossthe invisible line to be nasty to Brian Wentworth.

Nan paused here. Up to then she had been writing dmost asif she was possessed the way she had been
at lunch. Now she had to think about Brian Wentworth. What wasit about Brian that put him below even
her? Some of Brian'strouble, shewrote, isthat Mr. Wentworth is his father, and he is small and
perky and irritating with it. Another part isthat Brian isreally good at things and comestop in
most things, and he ought to be the real boy, not Smon. But SSis so certain heisthe real boy that
he has managed to convince Brian too. That, Nan thought, was till not quiteit, but it was as near as
she could get. The rest of her description of 6B struck her as masterly. She was so pleased with it that
she amost forgot she was miserable.

Charleswrote, | got up, | got up, | GOT UP. That madeit look asif he had sprung eagerly out of bed,
which was certainly not the case, but he had so hated today that he had to work it off somehow. My
running shoes got buried in cornflakes. | felt very hot running around the field and on top of that |
had lunch on high table. I do not like rice pudding. We have had games with Miss Hodge and rice
pudding and there are still about a hundred years of today to go. And that, hethought, about
summed it up.

When the bell rang, Mr. Crosdey hurried to pick up the books he had been marking in order to get to
the staff room before Miss Hodge left it. And stared. There was another note under the pile of books. It
was written in the same capitals and the same blue balpoint asthe first note. It said: HA HA.
THOUGHT | WASGOING TO TELL YOU. DIDN'T YOU?

Now what do | do? wondered Mr. Crossley.
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At the end of |essons, there was the usual stampede to be elsewhere. Theresaand her friends, Ddlia,
Heather, Deborah, Julia, and the rest, raced to the lower schoal girls playroom to grab the radiators
there, so that they could Sit on them and knit. Estelle and Karen hurried to get the chillier radiatorsin the
corridor, and sat on them to cast on their stitches. Simon led his friends to the labs, where they added to
Simon's collection of honor marks by heping tidy up. Dan Smith left hisfriendsto play football without
him, because he had businessin the shrubbery, watching the senior boys meseting their senior girl friends
there. Charles crawled reluctantly to the locker room to look for his running shoes again. Nan went,
equally reluctantly, up to Mr. Wentworth's study.

There was someone e se in with Mr. Wentworth when she got there. She could hear voices and see two
misty shapes through the wobbly glassin the door. Nan did not mind. The longer the interview was put
off the better. So she hung about in the passage for nearly twenty minutes, until apassing monitor asked
her what she was doing there.

"Waiting to see Mr. Wentworth,” Nan said. Then, of course, in order to proveit to the monitor, shewas
forced to knock at the door.

"Comein!" bawled Mr. Wentworth.

The monitor, placated, passed on down the passage. Nan put out her hand to open the door, but, before
she could, it was pulled open by Mr. Wentworth himsalf and Mr. Crosdey came out, rather red and

laughing shegpishly.
"I still swear it wasn't there when | put the books down," he said.

"Ah, but you know you didn't look, Harold," Mr. Wentworth said. "Our practical joker relied on your
not looking. Forget it, Harold. So there you are, Nan. Did you lose your way here? Comeonin. Mr.
Crosdey'sjust going."

He went back to his desk and sat down. Mr. Crosdey hovered for amoment, still rather red, and then
hurried away downgtairs, leaving Nan to shut the door. As she did so, she noticed that Mr. Wentworth
was staring at three pieces of paper on hisdesk asif he thought they might bite him. She saw that one
wasin Miss Hodge's writing and that the other two were scraps of paper with blue capital |etters on
them, but she was much too worried on her own account to bother about pieces of writing.

"Explain your behavior a high table," Mr. Wentworth said to her.

Since there redlly was no explanation that Nan could see, she said, in amiserable whisper, "I cant, ar,”
and looked down at the parquet floor.

"Can't?' said Mr. Wentworth. ™Y ou put Lord Mulke off hislunch for no reason at dl! Tell me another.
Explain yoursdf."

Miserably, Nan fitted one of her feet exactly into one of the parquet oblongsin the floor. "I don't know,
gr. | just sadit.”

"Y ou don't know, you just said it," said Mr. Wentworth. "Do you mean by that that you found yourself
speaking without knowing you were?*

This was meant to be sarcasm, Nan knew. But it seemed to be true aswell. Carefully, shefitted her other
shoe into the parquet block which danted towards her firgt foot, and stood unsteadily, toe to toe, while



she wondered how to explain. "I didn't know what | was going to say next, Sir."
"Why not?' demanded Mr. Wentworth.
"l don't know," Nan said. "It was like—like being possessed.”

"Possessed!" shouted Mr. Wentworth. It was the way he shouted just before he suddenly threw chalk at
people. Nan went backward to avoid the chalk which came next. But she forgot that her feet were
pointing inward and sat down heavily on the floor. From there, she could see Mr. Wentworth's surprised
face, peering a her over the top of hisdesk. "What did that?' he said.

"Please don't throw chalk at me!" Nan said.

At that moment, there was aknock at the door and Brian Wentworth put his head around it into the
room. "Areyou free yet, Dad?'

"No," said Mr. Wentworth.
Both of them looked a Nan sitting on the floor. "What's she doing?' Brian asked.

"She says she's possessed. Go away and come back in ten minutes,” Mr. Wentworth said. " Get up,
Nan."

Brian obediently shut the door and went away. Nan struggled to her feet. It was dmost as difficult as
climbing arope. She wondered alittle how it felt to be Brian, with your father one of the teachers, but
mostly she wondered what Mr. Wentworth was going to do to her. He had on his most harrowed,
worried look, and he was staring again at the three papers on his desk.

"So you think you're possessed?’ he said.

"Ohno," Nansaid. "All | meant wasit was like it. | knew | was going to do something awful before |
darted, but | didn't know what until | started describing thefood. Then | tried to stop and | couldn't
somehow.”

"Do you often get taken that way?' Mr. Wentworth asked.

Nan was about to answer indignantly No, when she redlized that she had gone for Brian with the witch's
broom in exactly the same way draight after lunch. And many and many atime, she had impulsvely
written thingsin her journa. Shefitted her shoeinto a parquet block again, and hastily took it away.
"Sometimes," she sad, inalow, guilty mutter. "1 do sometimes—when I'm angry with people—I write
what | think in my journd."

"And do you write notes to teacherstoo?" asked Mr. Wentworth.
"Of course not,” said Nan. "What would be the point?’

"But someonein 6B haswritten Mr. Crosdey anote," said Mr. Wentworth. "It accused someonein the
classof being awitch.”

The serious, worried way he said it made Nan understand at last. So that waswhy Mr. Crossley had
talked like that and then been to see Mr. Wentworth. And they thought Nan had written the note. "The
unfairness!” she burgt out. "How can they think | wrote the note and call me awitch too! Just because
my namesDulcined”

"Y ou could be diverting suspicion from yoursdlf,” Mr. Wentworth pointed out. "If | asked you straight



aJt—' 1

"l am not awitch!" said Nan. "And | didn't write that note. | bet that was Theresa Mullett or Simon
Silverson. They're both born accusers! Or Daniel Smith,” she added.

"Now, | wouldn't have picked on Dan," Mr. Wentworth said. "l wasn't aware he could write."

The sarcastic way he said that showed Nan that she ought not to have mentioned Theresaor Smon. Like
everyone dse, Mr. Wentworth thought of them asthered girl and the real boy. " Someone accused me, ™
shesad hitterly.

"Well, I'll take your word for it that you didn't write the note,” Mr. Wentworth said. "And next time you
fedl a possession coming on, take a deep breath and count up to ten, or you may bein serious trouble.
Y ou have avery unfortunate name, you see. Y oull haveto be very careful in future. How did you come
to be called Dulcinea? Were you called after the Archwitch?!

"Yes," Nan admitted. "1'm descended from her."

Mr. Wentworth whistled. "And you're awitch-orphan too, aren't you? | shouldn't let anyone el se know
that, if | wereyou. | happen to admire Dulcinea Wilkes for trying to stop witches being persecuted, but
very few other people do. Keep your mouth shut, Nan—and don't ever describe food in front of Lord
Mulke again ether. Off you go now."

Nan fumbled her way out of the study and plunged down the airs. Her eyes were so fuzzy with
indignation that she could hardly see where she was going. "What does he take me for?' she muttered to
hersdf as she went. "'I'd rather admit to being descended from—from Attilathe Hun or— or Guy
Fawkes. Or anyone."

It was around that time that Mr. Towers, who had sood over Charles while Charles hunted unavailingly
for hisrunning shoesin the boys locker room, finally smothered along yawn and left Charlesto go on
looking by himsdlf. "Bring them to mein the saff room when you've found them, " he said.

Charles sat down on abench, alone among gray lockers and green walls. He glowered at the dimy gray
floor and the three odd football boots that dways lay in one corner. He looked at nameless garments
withering on pegs. He sniffed the smell of sweat and old socks. "I hate everything,” he said. He had
searched everywhere. Dan Smith had found aredly cunning place for those shoes. The only way Charles
was going to find them was by Dan tdling him where they were.

Charles ground histeeth and stood up. "All right. Then I'll ask him," he said. Like everyone ése, he knew
Dan was in the shrubbery spying on seniors. Dan made no secret of it. He had got hisuncleto send hima
pair of binoculars so that he could get aredly close view. And the shrubbery was only around the corner
from the locker room. Charles thought he could risk going there, even if Mr. Towers suddenly came
back. Thered risk was from the seniorsin the shrubbery. There was an invisbleline around the
shrubbery, just like the one Nan had described between the boys and the girlsin 6B. Anyone younger
than a senior who got found in the shrubbery could be most thoroughly beaten up by the senior who
found them. Still, Charles thought, as he set off, Dan was not asenior elther. That should help.

The shrubbery was a messy tangle of huge evergreen bushes, with wet grassin between. Charless
amogt-dry shoes were soaked again before he found Dan. He found him quite quickly. Sinceit wasa
cold evening and the grass was so wet, there were only two pairs of seniorsthere, and they weredl in
the mogt trodden part, on either side of amighty laurel bush. Ah! thought Charles. He crept to the laurel
bush and pushed his face in among the wet and shiny leaves. Dan was there, among the dry branches
ingde



"Dan!" whispered Charles.

Dan took hisbinocularsfrom his eyes with ajerk and whirled around. When he saw Charlessface
leaning in among the leaves a him, beaming its nastiest double-barreled glare, he seemed dmost relieved.
"Pig off!" hewhigpered. "Magic out of herel™

"What have you done with my spikes?' said Charles.

"Whisper, can't you?' Dan whispered. He peered nervoudy through the leaves at the nearest pair of
seniors. Charles could see them too. They were atdl, thin boy and avery fat girl—much fatter than Nan
Pilgrim—and they did not seem to have heard anything. Charles could see the thin boy's fingers digging
into the girl'sfat where his arm was around her. He wondered how anyone could enjoy grabbing, or
watching, such fatness.

"Where have you hidden my spikes?' he whispered.

But Dan did not care, aslong as the seniors had not heard. "I've forgotten,” he whispered. Beyond the
bush, the thin boy leaned his head againgt the fat girl's head. Dan grinned. " See that? Mixing the breed.”
He put hishinocularsto hiseyes again.

Charles spoke alittle louder. "Tell me where you've put my spikes, or I'll shout that you're here."
"Then they'll know you're here too, won't they?' Dan whispered. "I told you, magic off!"
"Not till you tell me" said Charles

Charles saw that he had no option but to raise ayel and fetch the seniorsinto the bush. While he was
wondering whether he dared, the second pair of seniors came hurrying around the laurel bush. "Hey!"
sad the boy. "There's some juniorsin that bush. Sue heard them whispering.”

"Right!" said the thin boy and thefat girl. And al four seniorsdived at the bush.

Charleslet out asquawk of terror and ran. Behind him, he heard cracking branches, leaves swishing,
grunts, crunchings, and most unladylike threats from the senior girls. He hoped Dan had been caught. But
even while he was hoping, he knew Dan had gotten away. Charleswasin the open. The seniors had seen
him and it was Charlesthey were after. He burst out of the shrubbery with al four of them after him. With
afinger across hisnose to hold his glasses on, he pelted for hislife around the corner of the schoal.

Therewas nothing in front of him but along wall and open space. The lower school door was ahundred
yards away. The only possible place that was any nearer was the open door of the boys locker room.
Charles balted through it without thinking. And skidded to a stop, redizing what afool he had been. The
seniors feet were hammering around the corner, and the only way out of the locker room was the open
door he had comein by. All Charles could think of was to dodge behind that door and stand there flat
againg thewadll, hoping. There he stood, flattened and desperate, breathing in old sock and mildew and
trying not to pant, while four pairs of feet did to astop outside the door.

"Heshiding inthere," said thefat girl'svoice.
"Wecantgoin. It'sboys," said the other girl. Y ou two go and bring him out."

There were breathless grunts from the two boys, and two pairs of heavy feet tramped in through the
doorway. The thin boy, by the sound, tramped into the middle of the room. His voice rumbled around the
concrete space.



"Wher€'s he gotten to?"

"Must be behind the door,” rumbled the other. The door was pulled aside. Charles stood petrified at the
sight of the senior it revedled. This one was huge. He towered over Charles. He even had a sort of
moustache. Charles shook with terror.

But the little angry eyes, high up above the moustache, stared down through Charles, seemingly at the
floor and thewall. The bulky face twitched in annoyance. "Nope," said the senior. "Nothing here."

"He must have madeit to the lower school door," said the thin boy.
"Magicking littlewitch!" said the other.

And, to Charless utter amazement, the two of them tramped out of the locker room. There was some
annoyed exclaming from the two girls outside, and then al four of them seemed to be going away.
Charles stood where he was, shaking, for quite awhile after they seemed to have gone. Hewas sure it
was atrick. But, five minutes later, they had <till not come back. It was amiracle of some kind!

Charlestottered out into the middle of the room, wondering just what kind of miracle it wasthat could
make a huge senior ook straight through you. Now he knew it had happened, Charles was sure the
senior had not been pretending. He redlly had not seen Charles standing there.

"Sowhat did it?" Charles asked the namd ess hanging clothes. "Magic?'

He meant it to be ascornful question, the kind of thing you say when you give the whole thing up. But,
somehow, it was not. Ashe said it, ahuge, terrible suspicion which had been gathering, amost unnoticed,
at the back of Charless head, like a headache coming on, now swung to the front of hismind, likea
headache dready there. Charles began shaking again.

"No," hesad. "It wasn't that. It was something else!™

But the suspicion, now it was there, demanded to be sent away at once, now, completely. "All right,”
Charlessad. "I'll proveit. | know how. | hate Dan Smith anyway."

He marched up to Dan's locker and opened it. He looked at the jumble of clothes and shoesinside. He
had searched hislocker twice now. He had searched al of them twice. He was sick of looking in
lockers. He took up Dan's spiked running shoes, one in each hand, and backed away with them to the
middle of the room.

"Now," he said to the shoes, "you vanish." He tapped them together, sole to spiked sole, to make it clear
to them. "Vanish," he said. "Abracadabra And, when nothing happened, he threw both shoesinto the
air, to givethem every chance. "Hey presto,” he said.

Both shoeswere gone, in midair, before they reached the dimy floor.

Charles stared at the spot where he had last seen them. "I didn't meanit,”" he said hopelesdy. "Come
back."

Nothing happened. No shoes appeared.
"Ohwell," said Charles. "Perhaps| did mean it."

Then, very gently, dmost reverently, he went over and shut Dan'slocker. The suspicion was gone. But
the certainty which hung over Charlesin its place was 0 heavy and so hideous that it made him want to



crouch on thefloor. He was awitch. He would be hunted like the witch he had hel ped and burned like
thefat one. It would hurt. It would be horrible. He was very, very scared—so scared it waslike being
dead already, cold, heavy, and dmost unable to bresthe.

Trying to pull himself together, he took his glasses off to clean them. That made him notice that he was,
actually, crouching on the floor beside Dan'slocker. He dragged himsdlf upright. What should he do?
Might not the best thing be to get it over now, and go straight to Miss Cadwallader and confess?

That seemed an awful waste, but Charles could not seem to think of anything elseto do. He shuffled to
the door and out into the chilly evening. He had always known he was wicked, he thought. Now it was
proved. The witch had kissed him because she had known he was evil too. Now he had grown so evil
that he needed to be stamped out. He wouldn't give theinquisitors any trouble, not like some witches did.
Witcheraft must show al over him anyway. Someone had dready noticed and written that note about it.
Nan Pilgrim had accused him of conjuring up al those birdsin music yesterday. Charles thought he must
have done that without knowing he had, just as he had made himsdlf invisible to the seniorsjust now. He
wondered how strong a witch he was. Were you more wicked, the stronger you were? Probably. But
weak or powerful, you were burned just the same. And hewasin nice timefor the autumn bonfires. It
was nearly Halloween now. By thetimethey had legaly proved him awitch, it would be November 5,
and that would be the end of it.

Hedid not know it was possible to fedl so scared and hopeless.

Thinking and thinking, in a haze of horror, Charles shuffled hisway to Miss Cadwallader'sroom. He
stood outside the door and waited, without even the heart to knock. Minutes passed. The door opened.
Seeing the misty oblong of bright light, Charles braced himself.

"So you didn't find them?' said Mr. Towers.
Charles jumped. Though he could not see what Mr. Towerswas doing here, he said, "No, gr.”
"I'm not surprised, if you took your glasses off to look," said Mr. Towers.

Tremuloudy, Charles hooked his glasses over hisears. They wereice cold. He must have had themin his
hand ever since he took them off to clean. Now that he could see, he saw he was standing outside the
gaff room, not Miss Cadwallader'sroom at al. Why wasthat? Still he could just as easly confessto Mr.
Towers. "Please, | deserveto be punished, sir. [—"

"Take ablack mark for that,” Mr. Towerssaid coldly. "I don't like boyswho crawl. Now, either you can
pay for anew pair of shoes, or you can write five hundred lines every night until the end of the term.
Come to me tomorrow morning and tell me which you decide to do. Now get out of here.”

He dammed the door of the staff room in Charless face. Charles stood and looked at it. That was a
fierce choice Mr. Towers had given him. And ablack mark. But it had jolted his horror off sdeways
somehow. Hefelt hisface going red. What afool hewas! Nobody knew he was awitch. Instinct had
told him this, and taken hisfeet to the staff room instead of to Miss Cadwallader. But only luck had
saved him confessing to Mr. Towers. He had better not be that stupid again. Aslong as he kept his
mouth shut and worked no more magic, he would be perfectly safe. He dmost smiled as he trudged off

to supper.

But he could not stop thinking about it. Around and around and around, al through supper. How wicked
was he? Could he do anything about it? Was it enough just not to do any magic? Could you go
somewhere and be de-magicked, like clothes were dry-cleaned? If not, and he was found out, was it any
use running away? Where did witches run to, after they had run through peopl€'s backyards? Was there



any certain way of being safe?

"Oh magic!" someone exclaimed, just besde him. "1 left my book in the playroom!™ Charles jumped and
hummed, like the school gong when it was hit, a the mere word.

"Don't swear," said the monitor in charge.

Then TheresaMullett, from the end of the table, called out in away that was not quite jeering, "Nan,
won't you do something interesting and miraculous for us? We know you can.” Charlesjumped and
hummed again.

"No, | can't,” said Nan.

But Theresa, and Ddlia Martin too, kept on asking. "Nan, high table's got some lovely bananas. Won't
you say aspell and fetch them over?!

"Nan, | fed like someice cream. Conjure some up.”
"Nan, do you redly worship the devil ?'

Each timethey said any of these things, Charles jumped and hummed. Though he knew it was entirely to
his advantage to have everyone think Nan Pilgrim was the witch, he wanted to scream at the girlsto stop.
Hewasvery rdieved, hafway through supper, when Nan jumped up and stormed out of the dining
room.

Nan went straight to the deserted library. Very well, she thought. If everyone was so sure she was guilty,
she could at least take advantage of it and do something she had always wanted to do and never dared
to do before. She took down the encyclopedia and looked up Dulcinea Wilkes. Curioudy enough, the fat
book fell open at that page. It seemed asif alot of people a Larwood House had taken an interest in the
Archwitch. If so, they had al been as disgppointed as Nan. The laws against witchcraft were so severe
that most information about Nan's famous ancestress was banned. The entry was quite short.

WILKES, DULCINEA. 1760-1790. Notorious witch, known as the Archwitch. Born in Steeple
Bumpstead, Essex, she moved to London in 1781, where she soon became well known for her
nightly broomstick flights around S. Paul's and the Houses of Parliament. Brooms are still
sometimes call "Dulcinea’s Ponies." Dulcinea took a leading part in the Witches Uprising of
1789. She was arrested and burned, along with the other leaders. While she was burning, it is said
that the lead on the roof of . Paul's melted and ran off the dome. She continued to be burned in
effigy every bonfire day until 1845, when the practice was discontinued owing to the high price of
lead.

Nan sighed and put the encyclopediaback. When the bell rang, she went dowly to the classroom to do
the work that had been set during the day. It was called devvy at Larwood House; no one knew why.
Everyone else was there when Nan arrived. The room was full of the dap of exercise books around
Brian Wentworth's head and Brian squedling. But the noise stopped as Nan came in, showing that Mr.
Crosdey had comein behind her.

"CharlesMorgan,” said Mr. Crosdey. "Mr. Wentworth wantsto seeyou.”

Charles dragged his mind with ajolt from imaginary flameswhirling around him. He got up and trudged
off, like aboy in adream, dong corridors and through swinging doors to the part of the school where
teacherswho lived in the school had their private rooms. He had only been to Mr. Wentworth's room
once before. He had to tear his mind away from thoughts of burning and look at the names on the doors.



He supposed Mr. Wentworth wanted him because of his beastly shoes. Blast and magic Dan Smith! He
knocked on the door.

"Comein!" sad Mr. Wentworth.

Hewas Sitting in an armchair smoking a pipe. The room wasfull of strong smoke. Charleswas surprised
to see how shabby Mr. Wentworth's room was. The armchair was worn out. There were holesin the
soles of Mr. Wentworth's dippers, and holesin the hearthrug the dippers rested on. But the gasfire was
churring away comfortably and the room was beautifully warm compared with the rest of school.

"Ah, Charles.” Mr. Wentworth laid his pipein an ashtray that looked like Brian'sfirst attempt at pottery.
"Charles, | wastold this afternoon that you might beawitch.”

5

CHARLESHAD THOUGHT, in the locker room, that he had been as frightened as a person could
possibly be. Now he discovered thiswas not so. Mr. Wentworth's words seemed to hit him heavy
separate blows. Under the blows, Charlesfdt asif he were dissolving and faling away somewherefar,
far below. Hethought &t first he was fadling somewhere so sickeningly deep that the whole of hismind
had become one long horrible scream. Then hefelt he was rising up as he screamed. The shabby room
was blurred and swaying, but Charles could have sworn he was now looking down on it from
somewhere near the celling. He seemed to be hanging there, screaming, looking down on thetop of his
own head, and the dightly bad top of Mr. Wentworth's head, and the smoke writhing from the pipein
the ashtray. And that terrified him too. He must have divided into two parts. Mr. Wentworth was bound
to notice.

To hissurprise, the part of himsdlf |eft standing on the worn carpet answered Mr. Wentworth quite
normaly. He heard his own voice, with just the right amount of amazement and innocence, saying, "Who,
me?1'm not awitch, sir.”

"| didn't say you were, Charles" Mr. Went-worth replied. "l just said someone said you were. From the
account | was given, you had a public row with Nan Rilgrim, in the course of which you spoke of worms
and dead mice, and anumber of other unplessant things."

The part of Charles|eft ganding on the carpet answered indignantly, "Well | did. But | was only saying
some of thethings she said at lunch. Y ou were there, Sir. Didn't you hear her, Sr?* Meanwhile, the part
of Charles hovering near the ceiling was thanking whatever lucky starslooked after witchesthat Mr.
Wentworth had chanced to Sit opposite Nan Pilgrim at high table.

"l did," said Mr. Wentworth. "I recognized your reference a once. But my informant thought you were
reciting aspel.”

"But | wasnt, Sir," protested the part of Charles on the carpet.

"But you sounded asif you were," Mr. Wentworth said. "Y ou can't be too careful, Charles, in these
troubled times. It sounds asif 1'd better explain the position to you."

He picked up his pipeto hep himin the explanation. In the way of pipes, it had gone out by then. Mr.
Wentworth struck matches and puffed, and struck more matches and puffed. Smoke does not seem to
mean fire where pipes are concerned. Mr. Wentworth used ten matches before the pipe was dight. As
Charles watched, it dawned on him that Mr. Wentworth did not think he was awitch. Nor did Mr.
Wentworth seem to have noticed the odd way he had split into two. Perhaps the part of him hovering



near the calling wasimaginary, and smply dueto panic. As Charles thought this, he found the part of him
near the calling dowly descending into the part of him standing normally on the carpet. By thetime Mr.
Wentworth risked putting his pipe out again by pressing the matchbox down on it, Charles found himself
inone piece. Hewas Hill fizzing dl over with terror, it istrue, but he was feding nothing like so peculiar.

"Now, Charles" said Mr. Wentworth. ™Y ou know witchcraft has dways beenillegd. But | think

it'strueto say that the laws againgt it have never been as dtrict asthey are now. Y ou've heard of the
Witches Uprising of course, in 1789, under the Archwitch DulcineaWilkes?'

Charles nodded. Everyone knew about Dulcinea. It was like being asked if you knew about Guy
Fawkes.

"Now that," said Mr. Wentworth, "was a respectable sort of uprising initsway. The witches were
protesting against being persecuted and burned. Dulcinea said, reasonably enough, that they couldn't help
being born the way they were, and they didn't want to be killed for something they couldn't help. She
kept promising that witches would use their powers only for good, if people would stop burning them.
Dulcineawasn't a al the awful creature everyone says, you know. She was young and pretty and
clever—but she had aterribly hot temper. When people wouldn't agree not to burn witches, she lost her
temper and worked anumber of huge and violent spdlls. That was a mistake. 1t made people absolutely
terrified of witcheraft, and when the uprising was put down, there were an awful lot of bonfires and some
redly gtrict laws. But you'll know dl that.”

Charles nodded again. Apart from the fact that he had been taught that Dulcineawas an evil old hag, and
astupid one, thiswas what everyone knew.

"But," said Mr. Wentworth, pointing his pipe at Charles, "what you may not know isthat there was
another, much more unpleasant uprising, just

before you were born. Surprised? Y es, | thought you were. It was hushed up rather. The witchesleading
it were dl unplessant people, and their aim was to take over the country. The main conspiratorswere dl
civil servants and army generds, and the leader was a cabinet minister. Y ou can imagine how scared and
shocked everyone was at that.”

"Yes, gr," said Charles. He had amost stopped being frightened by now. He found himsdlf trying to
imagine the prime minister asawitch. It was an interesting idea.

Mr. Wentworth put his pipe in his mouth and puffed out smoke expressively. "The minister was burned in
Trafagar Square,” he said. "And Parliament passed the Witcheraft Emergency Act in an effort to stamp
out witchesfor good. That act, Charles, istill in force today. It gives the inquisitors enormous powers.
They can arrest someone on the mere suspicion of witchcraft—even if they're only your age, Charles.”

"My age?' Charlessaid hoarsdly.

"Y es. Witches keep on being born," said Mr. Wentworth. "And it was discovered that the minister's
family had known he was awitch since he was eleven yearsold. A lot of research has been done since
on witches. There are a hundred different kinds of witch-detectors. But most of the research has been
towards discovering when witches first come into their powers, and it seems that most witches start at
around your age, Charles. So, these days, the inquisitors keep a specia eye on all schools. And a school
likethisone, where at least haf the pupils are witch-orphans anyway, is going to attract their notice at
once. Understand?”’

"No, gr," said Charles. "Why areyou tdling me?'



"Someone thought you recited aspdl,” Mr. Wentworth said. "Think, boy! If | hadn't happened to know
what you were redly saying, you'd be under arrest by now. So now you'll have to be extraspecialy
careful. Now do you see?'

"Yes, gr," said Charles. He was dmost frightened again.

"Then off you go, back to devvy," said Mr. Wentworth. Charles turned around and trudged over the
threadbare carpet to the door. "And Charles," caled Mr. Wentworth. Charles turned around. "Take a
black mark to remind you to be careful," said Mr. Wentworth.

Charles opened the door. Two black marksin one evening! If you got three black marksin aweek, you
went to Miss Cadwallader and werein redl trouble. Two black marks! Both for things which were not
hisfault! Charlesturned around while he was closing the door and directed the full force of his nastiest
double-barreled glare a Mr. Wentworth. He was seething.

He trudged up the corridor to the swinging door, still seething. The swinging door swung as he reeched it,
and, to his surprise, Miss Hodge came through it. Miss Hodge did not live in school. As Estelle had
speedily found out and told everyone, she lived with her old father in town. Shewas not usudly herein
theeveningsat all.

"Charles" said MissHodge. "How convenient! Have you been seeing Mr. Wentworth?”

It did not occur to Charlesto wonder how Miss Hodge knew that. In his experience, teachers dways
knew far too much anyway. "Yes" hesad.

"Then you can tell mewhich hisroomis," said MissHodge.

Charles pointed out the room and applied his shoulder to the swinging door. He had just forced hisway
out into the corridor beyond, when it swung again and again let Miss Hodge through.

"Charles, are you sure Mr. Wentworth was there? He didn't answer when | knocked. "
"Hewasdgtting by hisfire," Charlessaid.

"Then perhaps | knocked at the wrong door,” Miss Hodge said. "Can you come and show me? Would
you mind very much?"

Y es, | would mind, Charles thought. He sighed and went back through the swinging door with Miss
Hodge. Miss Hodge seemed pleased to have his company, which surprised him alittle.

Miss Hodge was thinking how fortunate it was she had met Charles. Since the afternoon, she had been
thinking carefully. And she saw that her next and most certain move towards marrying Mr. Wentworth
wasto go to him and impulsively take back her accusation againgt Charles. It was unpleasant to think of
anyone being burned, even if Charles did have the most evil glare of any boy she knew. Shewould look
s0 generous. And here shewas, actudly with Charles, to prove she bore him no malice.

Charleslooked at Mr. Wentworth's name on the door and wondered how Miss Hodge could have
gotten the wrong room.

"Oh," said MissHodge. "It wastheright door. That's hisname."

She knocked, and knocked again, with golden visons of her romance with Mr. Wentworth growing as,
together, they tried to protect Charlesfrom



the clutches of the inquisitors. But there was no answer from the room. She turned to Charlesin
perplexity.

"Maybe hesgoneto deep,” Charlessad. "It waswarm in there."

" Suppose we open the door and take apeep?' Miss Hodge said, fluttering alittle.
"Youdoit," said Charles,

"No, you," said MissHodge. "I'll take dl respongbility.”

Charles sighed, and opened Mr. Wentworth's door for the second time that evening. A gust of cold,
smoky air blew in their faces. The room was dark, except for afaint glow from the cooling gasfire. Even
that vanished when Miss Hodge imperioudy switched on thelight and stood fanning the smoke away
from her.

"Dear, dear," she said, looking around. "That man needs awoman's hand here. Are you sure hewas
here, Charles?

"Just thisminute," Charles said doggedly, but horror was beginning to descend on him. It wasamogt asif
Mr. Wentworth had never been. He walked over to the bald patch of carpet in front of the fire and felt
thefire. It was quite hot. Mr. Wentworth's pipe was lying in the pottery ash-tray till, and that waswarm
too, but cooling in theicy air from the open window. Perhaps, Charles thought hopefully, Mr. Wentworth
had just felt tired and gone to bed. There was adoor in the opposite wall, beyond the blowing curtains of
the window, which was probably the door to his bedroom.

But Miss Hodge boldly walked over and opened that door. It was a cupboard, stuffed with
schoolbooks. "He didn't go thisway, " she said. "Has he a bedroom aong the corridor, do you know?"

"He must have," said Charles. But he knew Mr. Wentworth had not gone down the corridor. He could
not have come out of thisroom without Charles seeing him as he went to the swinging door, or Miss
Hodge seeing him as she pushed past Charles the other way. There was only one other possibility.
Charles had looked daggers at Mr. Wentworth. He had given him hisvery nagtiest glare. And that glare
had caused Mr. Wentworth to disappear, just as Dan's running shoes had disappeared. It was what they
cdledthe Evil Eye.

"I don't think theré's any point in waiting," Miss Hodge said discontentedly. "Oh well. | can speak to him
tomorrow."

Charles was only too glad to go. Hewas only too glad to accompany Miss Hodge down to the door
where she had |eft her bicycle. He talked to her most politely al theway. It kept his mind off what he had
done. And he thought that if he talked hard enough and made himsdlf truly charming, Miss Hodge might
not realize that Charles had been the last person to set eyes on Mr. Wentworth.

They talked of poems, football, bicycles, the caretaker's dog, and Mr. Hodge's garden. The result was
that Miss Hodge mounted her bicycle and rode off, thinking that Charles Morgan was a very nice child
once you got to know him. It madeit al the better that she intended to withdraw her accusation against
him. A teacher, shetold herself, should dwaystry to get to know her pupils.

Charles puffed out abig sigh of relief and trudged off again, weighted with new guilt. By thetime he
reached the classroom, nearly dl the others had finished their work and were trooping off to choir
practice. Charles had the room to himself, gpart from Nan Filgrim, who aso seemed to be behindhand.
They did not speak to one another, of course, but it was doubtful that either did much work. Nan was



thinking miserably thet if only she was awitch like DulcineaWilkes, she would not mind whet anyone
said. Charles was thinking about Mr. Wentworth.

Firg the birdsin music, now Mr. Wentworth. Being invisible to the senior didn't count, because no one
knew about that. Wheat terrified Charles was that he would seem to keep using witchcraft by accident,
whereit showed. If only he could stop himself doing that, then he still might have a chance. MissHodge
might give him an dibi over Mr. Wentworth, if he went on being niceto her. But how did you stop
yoursdlf working magic?

"This has been an awful day," Nan said, as she packed up to leave. "I'm so glad it's nearly over.”

Charles stared at her, wondering how she knew. Then he packed up and left too. He was very much
afraid that today was not over for him yet, by along way. He had heard the inquisitors usudly came for
you in the night. So they would come for him, as soon as someone discovered Mr. Wentworth was
missing. Charles thought about Mr. Wentworth al the time he was washing. He had rather liked Mr.
Wentworth on the whole. Hefdt very bad about him. Perhaps the way to stop himself doing it again, to
Mr. Crosdey or someone, wasto think hard about how it felt to be burned. It would hurt.

It hurts to be burned, he repeated to himself as he undressed. It hurts to be burned. Hewas shivering
as he climbed into bed, and not only from the cold air in the long Spartan dormitory.

Brian Wentworth was being beaten up again afew beds aong from him. Brian was crouching on
his bed with hisarms over hishead, while Smon

Siverson and hisfriends hit him with their pillows. They werelaughing, but they meant it too. " Show off!"
they were saying. "Boatlicker! Show off!"

Up till then, Charles had dways been dmost glad he wasin this dormitory, and not in the one next door
like Nirupam, where Dan Smith ruled with hisfriends from 6C and 6D. Now he wondered whether to
sneak off and deep in the lower school boys playroom. Brian's yells—for Brian could never be hit
quietly—kept cutting through Charless miserable meditations and reminding him what he had doneto
Brian'sfather. It grew so bothersome that Charles nearly got out of bed and joined in hitting Brian too,
just to relieve hisfedings. But by thistime he had gathered the reason for the pillows. Mr. Brubeck had
asked Brian to sing asolo at the school concert, and Brian had unwisdly agreed. Everyone else knew that
it was Simon'sright to sing solo.

This meant that hitting Brian would be sucking up to Simon. That Charles would not do. He went back to
his desperate wonderings. There was no way of keeping Mr. Wentworth's disappearance secret that he
could see. But there was quite a chance that no one would realize Charles had doneit. So, if only he
could think of some surefire way of stopping himsalf working magic by accident—that wasit! Surefire. It
hurts to be burned.

Charles got out of bed. He unhooked his glasses from his bedrail, hooked them on his ears, and thumped
acrossto theflurry of pillows.

"Can | borrow the emergency candlefor five minutes?' he said loudly to Simon.

Simon of course was dormitory monitor. He paused in belaboring Brian and became officid. "The
candli€s only for emergencies. What do you warnt it for?"

"Youll seeif you giveittome” sad Charles.

Simon hesitated, torn between curiosity and hisusua desire never to give anyone anything. ™Y ou'll have



to tell mewhat you want it for first. | can't let you haveit for no reason.”
"I'm not going to tell you,” said Charles. "Jugt giveitto me."

Simon considered. Long experience of Charles Morgan had shown him that when Charles said he was
not going to tell, nothing would make him tell, not pillows or even wild horses. His curiosity, as Charles
had hoped, was thoroughly aroused. "I | giveit to you," he said righteoudy, "I shall be bregking the rules.
Y ou owe me compensation for risking getting into trouble, you know."

Thiswas only to be expected. "What do you want?' said Charles.

Simon smiled gracioudy, wondering how great Charless need was. "Y our pocket money every week for
therest of term,” he said. "How about that?"

"Too much,” said Charles. Simon turned away and picked up his pillow again. "Takeit or leaveit,” he
sad. "That'smy find offer.”

"I'll takeit," said Charles, hating Simon. Simon turned back to him in astonishment. He had expected
Charles either to protest or give up asking. Hisfriends stared at Charles, equally astonished. In fact, by
thistime, nobody was hitting Brian anymore. Here was something redlly odd going on. Even Brian was
garing at Charles. How could anyone want acandle that much?"Very well,” Simon said. "I'll accept your
offer, Charles. But remember you promised in front of witnesses. Y ou'd better pay up.”

"I'll pay up," said Charles. "Every week when Mr. Crosdey gives us our money. Now give methe
cande”

Simon, with busy efficiency, fetched hiskey ring from his blazer and unlocked the cupboard on the wall
wherethefirg-aid kit and the candle were kept. If amiracle happened, Charles thought, and the
inquigitors did not come for him after dl, he had put himsdlf in atrue mess now. No pocket money until
Christmas. That meant he could not pay for new running shoes. He would have to write five hundred lines
every day for Mr. Towers. But he did not redlly believe he would be around to do that very long.
Everyone said the inquisitors found witches whatever they did.

Simon put the candlein his hands. It was unlit, in awhite ename candle holder. Charleslooked at it. He
looked up to see Simon and al the other boys,

even Brian, grinning.
"Y ou forgot to ask for matches,” Simon pointed ot.

Charleslooked at him. He glared. He did more than glare. It was the nastiest [ook he had ever given
anyone. He hoped it would shrivel Simon on the spot.

All that happened was that Simon stepped backward from him. Even so, he looked as superior as ever.
"But I'll give you the matchesfree," hesaid. "It'sal part of the service." He tossed abox of matches
toward Charles.

Charles put the candlestick down on the floor. With everyone staring at him, he struck amatch and lit the
candle. He knelt down besideit. It hurts to be burned, hethought. It hurts to be burned. He put out
hisfinger and held it inthe smdl yellow flame.

"Why on earth are you doing that?' asked Ronald West.

Charlesdid not answer. For asecond, he thought the flame was not going to burn him. It just felt warm



and wet. Then, quite suddenly, it was hot and it hurt very much indeed. It hurt, as Charles had expected,
in quite adifferent way from cutting yoursdf or stubbing your toe. Thiswas amuch nagtier pain, sharp
and dull together, which brought Charles's back out in goose pimples and jangled the nerves all the way
up hisarm. Imaginethisal over you, hethought. It hurtsto be burned. Hetook hold of hiswrist with his
other hand and held it hard to stop himsdlf snatching hisfinger out of the pain. It hurtsto be burned. It
did hurt too. It was making swest prickle out just beneath his eyes.

"It must befor adare or abet,” he heard Smon saying. "Whichisit? Tell, or I'll put the candle away

agan."

"A bet," Charles answered at random. It hurts to be burned. It hurts to be burned. Hethought this
over and over, intent on branding it into his brain—or into whatever part of him it wasthat did magic. It
hurts to be—Oh, it hurts—hurts to be burned.

"Some people,” Simon remarked, "make awfully stupid bets."

Charlesignored him and tried to keep hisjerking finger steedly. It wastrying to jump out of the flame of
its own accord. The finger was now red, with awhite band across the red. He could hear afunny noise,
asort of tiny frizzling, asif his skin were frying. Then, suddenly, he could bear no more. Hefound himself
snatching hisfinger away and blowing out the candle. The boyswatching him dl let out asigh, asif they
had been holding their bresth.

"l suppose,” Simon said discontentedly, as Charles handed him the candle back, "you make more money
on this bet than you owe me now."

"No, | don't,” Charles said quickly. He was afraid Simon would be after that money too. Simon was
quite capable of telling Mr. Crosdey about the candle if Charlesdid not pay. "I don't get anything. The
bet wasto burn my finger right off."

The monitor on duty gppeared in the doorway, shouting, "Lights out! No more talking!"

Charles got into bed, sucking his burned finger hoping and praying that he had now taught himself not to
work magic by accident. Histongue could fed abig pulpy blister rising between the first and second joint
of hisfinger. It hurt morethan ever.

Simon said, out of the darkness, "'l dways knew Charles Morgan was mad. What abrainless thing to
do!"

Ronald West said, "Y ou don't expect brainsinan animad.”
"Animas have more sense” said Geoffrey Baines.
"CharlesMorgan," saidd Simon, “isalower lifeform.”

These kinds of comments went on for sometime. It was perfectly safe to talk because there was aways
such anoise from the next dormitory. Charleslay and waited for them to stop. He knew he was not
going to deep. Nor did he. Long after Smon and hisfriends had fallen slent, long after two monitorsand
the master in charge had come along and shut up the boys next door, Charleslay siff asalog of wood,
garing up into the shadows.

He was frightened—terrified. But the terror was now adreary long-distance kind of terror, which hewas
sure hewas going to fed al thetime, for the rest of hislife now. Suppose by some miracle, no inquisitors
camefor him; then he was going to be afraid that they would, every minute of every day, for years and
years. He wondered if you learned to get used to it. He hoped so, because at this moment hefelt like



Springing out of bed and confessing, just to get it over. What would Smon say if Charlesjumped up
shouting, "I'm awitch!" Probably he would think Charleswas mad. It was funny that Simon had not
disappeared too. Charles sucked hisfinger and puzzled over that. He certainly hated Simon enough. He
had not hated Mr. Wentworth at al really—or only in the way you hate any master who givesyou a
black mark you do not deserve. Perhaps witchcraft had to be sort of clinical to work properly.

Then Charles thought of his other troubles. Two black marksin one day. No running shoes. No money.
Five hundred linesaday. And none of it was hisfault! It was not hisfault he had been born awitch,
ether, for that matter. It was al so unfair! He wished he did not have to fed so guilty about Mr.
Wentworth ontop of it al. It hurtsto be burned.

Charlessthoughts dowly grew less connected after this point. He redlized afterward that he must have
been adeep. But if it was deep, it was only alight horrified doze, in which histhoughts kept on clanking
about in his head, asif he were a piece of machinery with the switch jammed to ON. But he did not
know he had been adeep. It seemed to him at the time that he sat up in bed after thinking thingsoutina
perfectly orderly way. It was dl quite obvious. He was awitch. He dared not be found out. Therefore he
had to use some more witchcraft in order not to be found out. In other words, he had better go
somewhere private like the toilets downstairs and conjure up first Mr. Wentworth and then hisrunning
shoes.

6

Charles GOT UP. He remembered to put on his glasses. He even thought of arranging his bedclothesin
heapsto makeit look asif hewere ill in bed. He could see to do that by the dim light shining in from the
corridor. By that light, he could see to creep past the degping humps of al the other boys. He crept out
into the corridor, which seemed light as day by comparison.

Therewasalot of noise coming from the next dormitory. There was rustling, and some heavy thumps,
followed by some giggles hurriedly choked off. Charles stopped. It sounded asif they were having one of
their midnight feastsin there. The thumps would be the floorboards coming up o that they could get at
their hidden food. It was abad time to wander about. If the master in charge heard the noise, Charles
would be caught too.

But the corridor remained empty. After awhile, Charles dared to go on. He went along the corridor and
down the dark pit of the concrete stairs at the end. It was cold. The heating, which was never warm
anyway, was turned down for the night. The chill striking up through Charless bare feet and in through his
pajameas served to wake him up alittle. He wondered if it wasthe pain in hisfinger which had awakened
himinthefirg place. It wasthrobbing steadily. Charles held it againgt the cold wall to soothe it and, while
hisfeet felt their way from stair to cold stair, he tried to plan what he would do. Mr. Wentworth was
obvioudy the most important one to get back—if he could. But he did need those running shoes too.

"I'll practice on the shoes," Charles muttered. "If | get those, I'll try for Mr. Wentworth."

He stumbled off the end of the stairs and turned | eft towards the toilets. They were in across-passage
down at the end. Charles was halfway to the corner, when the cross-passage became full of dull moving
light. A haf-lit figure loomed there, swinging agiant torch. The moving light caught the smal white
creature trundling at the figure's hedls. The caretaker and his dog were on their way to ingpect the toilets
for vandds.

Charlesturned and tiptoed the other way. The passage promptly filled with ashrill yap, like one very
small clap of thunder. The dog had heard him. Charles ran. Behind him, he heard the caretaker shout,
"Who'sthere?' and come clattering aong the passage.



Charlesran. Heran past the end of the stairs, hoping the caretaker would think he had gone up them
again, and went on, with hisarms out in front of him, until he met the swinging door beyond. Gently, he
pushed the door open asmall way. Softly, he did around it, holding the edge of the door so that it would
not thump shut and give him away. Then he stood there hoping.

If was no good. The caretaker was not fooled. A muzz of light grew in the glass of the door. The
shadow of the gair rails swung acrossit and fell away, and the light went on growing brighter asthe
caretaker advanced.

Charles|et the door go and ran again, thumping aong dark corridors until he had no ideawhere he was
and could hardly breathe. He shook off the caretaker, but he lost himself. Then heran around a corner
and blinked in the orange light from afar-off sireetlight shining through awindow. Beyond the window
was the unmistakable door of the lower school boys playroom. Even-in that dim light, Charlesknew the
kick marks at the bottom of the door, and the cracked glass in the upper panel where Nirupam Singh
had tried to hit Dan Smith and missed. It seemed like home just then. There were worse placesto
practice magic in, Charles thought. He opened the door and crept in.

In the faint light, someone e se jJumped around to face him.

Charles jumped back against the door. He squeaked. The other person squeaked. "Who are you?' they
both said at once. Then Charlesfound the light switch. He moved it down and then back up in one swift
waggle, dazzling both of them. What he saw made him lean againgt the door, confounded, blinking green
darkness. The other person was Brian Wentworth. That was odd enough. But the oddest thing, in that
dazzling moment of light, was that Charles had clearly seen that Brian wasin tears. Charles was amazed.
Brian, aswaswel known, never cried. He shrieked and yowled and yelled for mercy when he was hit,
but he had never, ever been known to shed tears. Charles went very quickly from amazement to horror.
For it clearly took something out of the ordinary to make Brian cry—and that thing must be that Brian
had discovered hisfather was mysterioudy missing.

"I came down to makeit dl right again," Charlessaid guiltily.

"What can you do?" said Brian's voice out of the dark, thick and throaty with crying. "The only reason
you're better off than me is because you glare a people and they leave you done. | wish | had adirty
look like yours. Then | could stop them getting at me and hitting me al thetime!”

He began crying again, loud jerky sobs. Charles could hear the crying move off into the middle of the
playroom, but he could not see Brian at first for the green dazzle. Heredlly could not believe Brian
minded being hit that much. It happened so often that Brian must be thoroughly used to it. By thistime, he
could see that Brian was crouching in the center of the concrete floor. Charles went over and crouched
down facing him.

"Isthat the only thing that's the matter?' heinquired cautioudly.

"Only! said Brian. "Only thing! What € se do you want them to do? Tear me gpart limb from limb or
something! Sometimes | wish they would. I'd be dead then. | wouldn't have to put up with them getting at
me then, hour after hour, day after day! | hate this school!"

"Yes," Charlessaid fedingly. "SodoI." It gave him wonderful pleasureto say it, but it did not help bring
the subject around to the disappearance of Mr. Wentworth. He took a deep breath to encourage himsaif.
"Er—have you seen your father—7?"

Brian brokein, amost with ascream. "Of course I've been to my magicking father! | go to him nearly
every day and ask him to let me leave this place. | went to him this afternoon and asked him. | said why



couldn't I go to Forest Road Schooal, like Stephen Towers does, and you know what he said? He said
Forest Road was a private school and he couldn't afford it. Couldn't afford it!" Brian said bitterly. "1 ask
you! Why can't he afford it, if Mr. Towers can? He must get paid twice as much as Mr. Towers! | bet he
earns almost as much as Miss Cadwal lader. And he says he can't afford it!"

Charles wondered. He remembered the threadbare hearthrug and the holesin Mr. Wentworth's dippers.
That looked like poverty to him. But he supposed it could be meanness. And that brought him back to
hisguilt. With Mr. Wentworth gone, Brian would have to stay at Larwood House forever. "But have you
seen your father sncethen?' he asked.

"No," said Brian. "Hetold me not to kegp coming whining to him." And he began to cry again.

So Brian had not found out yet. Charlesfelt huge rdlief. There was till time to get Mr. Wentworth back.
But that meant that it redlly was only being got a which was making Brian so unhappy. Despitethe
evidence, that surprised Charles. Brian dways seemed so perky and unconcerned.

Brian wastaking again, through his sobs. "Whatever | do," he said, "they get a me. | can't hep my father
being ateacher herel | can't help being good at things! | didn't ask Mr. Brubeck to give me asolo to
sng. Hejust did. But of course magicking Simon Silverson thinks he ought to sing it. That'sthething |
hate most," Brian said vehemently. "The way everyone doeswhat Simon Silverson sayd™

"l hate him too," said Charles. "Badly."

"Oh it doesn't matter how we fedl," Brian said. "Simon'sword is law. It'slike that game—you know,
Smon Says—where you haveto do thingsif they say Smon Says first. And what ishe anyway? A stuck

up—
"Prat," said Charles, "who sucks up to teachers—"
"With golden hair and a saintly expresson. Don't forget the smug look," said Brian.

"Who could?’ said Charles. "He kicks you in the pants, and then looks asif it's your fault hisfoot came
up.”

Hewas enjoying this. But he stopped enjoying it when Brian said, " Thanks for stopping them from hitting
methis evening. What gave you the idea of burning your finger like that? And trust Smon Siversonto rip
you off al your money just for acandle!" Brian hesitated a second and then added, "' suppose I'd better
pay you haf of it."

Charles managed to stop himsalf backing away. That would be really unkind. But what was heto do
now? Brian clearly thought Charles had come downgtairsin order to comfort him. Probably he would
expect Charlesto be hisfriend in the future. Well, Charles supposed, he had deserved it. Thiswas what
you got for putting the Evil Eye on people'sfathers. But quite gpart from Mr. Wentworth, quite apart
from the fact that Brian waslowest of thelow in 6B, even quite apart from the fact that Charles did not
like Brian, Charles knew he could not be friends with anyone now. He was awitch. He could get anyone
who was friends with him arrested too.

"Y ou musin't pay me anything,” he said. "Y ou don't owe me athing.”

Brian seemed didtinctly relieved. "Then I'll tell you something instead,” he said. "1've had enough of this
place. If my father won't take me away, I'm going to run away."

"Whereto?' said Charles. He had thought about running away himself, awhile back, but he had had to
give up the idea because there was nowhere to run away to.



"Noidesa," said Brian. "l shdl just go."

"Don't beafool," said Charles. Thiswas one friendly thing he could say at least. "Y ou haveto plan it
properly. If you just go, they'll call in tracker dogs and bring you straight back. Then you'll be punished.”

"But I'll gomadif | stay herel” Brian said hysterically. Then he gppeared to stop and consider, with his
teeth chattering. "'l think | seeaway," hesaid.

By thistime, both of them were shivering. It was cold in the playroom. Charles wondered how he could
make Brian go back to bed without going himsalf. He could not think of away. So they both went on
crouching face to face in the middle of the concrete floor, until there was a sudden little pattering outside
the cracked door. Both of them jumped.

"Caretaker's dog," whispered Charles.

Brian giggled. "Stupid cregture. It looksjust like Theresa Mullett's knitting. "
Charles, before he could stop himsdlf, gave ashriek of laughter. "It does! 1t does!”
"Shut up!™ hissed Brian. "The caretaker's coming!"

Sure enough, the cracked glass of the door was showing misty torchlight. The dog began yapping
furioudy on the other side of it. It knew they were there.

Brian and Charles sprang up and fled, through the playroom and out its other door. Asit thumped shut
behind them, the cracked door thumped open and the hollow playroom echoed with the dog'slittle
thunderclgps. Without aword, Charles ran one way and Brian ran another. Where Brian went, Charles
never knew. He heard the second door thump open as he ran, and the patter of tiny feet behind him.
Charles held his glasses on and ran desperately. It was just like the seniorsin the shrubbery. What made
everyone chase him? Did hesmell of witch, or something?

Hefound an outside door, but it was locked. He pelted on. Behind him, in the distance, he could hear the
caretaker bawling to his dog to come back. That made the dog hesitate. Charles, quite terrified by now,
put on aspurt and hurled himsdlf through the next door he cameto.

There was afeding of large cold space insde this door. Charleswent forward afew cautious steps and
hit hisfoot with aclang on arow of steel chairs. He stood frozen, waiting to be discovered. He could
hardly hear for the blood banging in hisears at first. Then he found he could hear the dog yapping again,
somewhere quite far off. It seemed to havelost him. At the sametime, he found he could see the faint
shapes of huge windows, high up, beyond the chairs. He wasin the school hall.

It cameto Charlesthat he was not going to get a better opportunity than this. Better summon up his
shoes at once. No—forget the shoes. Mr. Wentworth was far more urgent. Get Mr. Wentworth, and
when Mr. Wentworth appeared, perhaps Charles could put in aword about Brian.

It was at this point that Charlesredized that he dared not fetch Mr. Wentworth back. If Mr. Wentworth
did not know who had made him vanish, he would know as soon as he arrived back and found Charles.

"Haming witched" Charles moaned. "Why didn't | think?"

The dog, not too distant, gave another yap. Hunted and undecided, Charles shuffled forward and fell
across more chairs. He wasin a perfect maze of chairs. He stood where he was and tried to think.

He could still get the shoes, he thought. He could say he was degpwalking with worry about them when



the caretaker found him. Uncertainly, he held up both arms. That dog was definitely coming nearer again.

"Shoes," Charles said hurriedly, and his voice cracked with fear and cold and lack of breathe. " Shoes.
Cometo me. Hey presto. Abracadabra. Shoes, | say!" The dog sounded amost outside the hall door
now. Charles made dragging movements with his hands and then crossed them over his chest. " Shoes!”

A thing that, by the sound, could have been a shoe, fell on the chair next to him. Despite the yapping dog,
Charles grinned with pleasure. The second shoe fell on the other side of him. Charles put out groping
hands to find them. And two more fell on hishead. Several more flopped down near hisfeet. Now he
could hear shoes dropping down al around him. He seemed to be in the center of arain of shoes. And
the dog was scrabbling at the door now asit yapped. A Wellington boot, by thefed, hit Charles on the
shoulder as he turned and groped aong the chairs, sscumbling over gym shoes, football boots, and
lace-ups, with more and more dropping around him as he groped.

The caretaker was nearly at the door now. Charles could see the torchlight advancing through the glass.
It helped him find hisway. For he knew there was no question of any nonsense about degpwalking now.
He had to get out, and fast. He floundered among the pattering, flopping shoes, between the rows of
chairsto the sde of the hall, where he bolted for the door that the teachers camein by. Pitch dark
descended on the other side of that door. Charles supposed he wasin the staff room, but he never knew
for sure. Stumbling, with his hands held out in front of him, dreamlike with panic, hefdl over agtool. As
he picked himsdlf up, he remembered his second witch, the one who came through the garden. He should
have thought about her earlier, he realized, as he knocked into a pile of books. She had said you couldn't
work magic when you were frightened. She was right. Something had gone very wrong out there in the
hall. Obvioudy, Charles thought, having a mad tangle with a coat of some kind, you needed to be cool
and collected to be sure of getting it right. Oh thank Heaven! Here was a door.

Charles plunged out of the door and found himsdlf not far from the main stairs. He fled up them. Ashe
went, histhumb found the fat painful blister on hisfinger and he rubbed it as he ran upward. What a
waste! What an utter waste of money! Burning hisfinger seemed to have taught him nothing & al. And
here was the beautiful, welcoming green night light of the dormitory corridors. Not far now.

Charles did not remember getting into bed. Hislast clear thought was to wonder whether Brian had come
back or whether he had run away on the spot. When the clanging bell dragged him awake in the morning,
he had a sort of fedling that he had gone to deep on the dormitory floor near the end of Brian's bed. But
no. Hewasin his own bed. His glasses were hooked on the bedrail. He began to hope he had dreamed
last night. But, long before he was awake enough to Sit up and yawn, the room filled with indignant

VOICes.

"l can't find my shoes!"
"I say, what's happened to dl our shoes?'
"My dippersaren't here either!"

As Charles managed to St up, Simon said, "Are you a shoe thief now, Brian?' and smacked Brian's head
inajolly, cardessway, to show hedid not think Brian was cagpable of being anything so enterprising.
Brian was knedling up in bed, looking as deepy as Charlesfdt. He did not answer Simon or ook at
Charles.

In the next dormitory, they had no shoes either. And a senior could be heard coming down the
corridor, shouting, "Hey! Have you lot pinched our shoes?!

Everyone was annoyed. Everyone thought there was apractical joke going on. Charles just hoped they



would go on thinking that. Everyone was forced to go without shoes and dither around in socks.
Charles's shoes were missing too—he was glad he seemed to have been that thorough, and he was just
dragging on a second pair of socks, when rumor spread along the corridor. In the way of rumors, it was
quite mysterious. Nobody knew who Started it.

"We'reto go down to the hall. All the shoes arethere.”

Charlesjoined the dithering rush for the hall. That rush was joined in the downgtairs passage by dl the
girls, dso in socks, aso making for the hal. The seniors naturaly occupied the door of the hall. Everyone
from the lower school streamed outside into the quadrangle to look through the hall windows. There,
everyone'sfirg reaction was Smple awe.

A school with six hundred pupils owns an awful lot of shoes. There would be twelve hundred even if
everyone smply had one pair. But at Larwood House, everyone had to have specia shoesfor dmost
everything they did. So you had to add to that number dl the gym shoes, running shoes, tennis shoes,
trainers, dancing shoes, spare shoes, best shoes, sandals, football boots, hockey boots, Wellington

boots, and galoshes. The number of shoesis swiftly in thousands. Add to those al the shoes owned by
the staff, too: Miss Cadwallader's characteristic footgear with heelslike cottonred s, the cook's
extra-widefitting; the groundsman's hobnails, Mr. Crossey's handmade suede; Mr. Brubeck's brogues;
the matron's Sixteen pairs of gtiletto hedl's, someone's purple fur boots, and even the odd pair of riding
boots; not to speak of many more. And you have truly formidable numbers. Thecharsinthe hdl were
buried under amonstrous mountain of shoes.

Amid the general marveling, Theresal's voice was heard. "If thisis someone'sideaof ajoke, | don't think
it'sfunny. My bedsocks are dl muddy!" She was wearing blue fluffy bedsocks over her school socks.

After this, there was something of afree-for-al. People scrambled in through doors and windows and
dithered on the pile of shoes, digging for shoesthey thought were theirs—or, failing that, smply apair
that would fit.

Until avoice began bellowing, "OUT! GET OUT ALL OF YOU! LEAVE ALL THE SHOES THERE!"

Charles was pushed backwards by the rather dower rush to leave the hall, and had to crane to see who
was shouting. It was Mr. Wentworth. Charles was so amazed that he stopped moving and was | eft by a
sort of eddy inside the hdll, just by the door. From there, he could clearly see Mr. Wentworth walking
down the edge of the pile of shoes. He waswearing hisusua shabby suit, but hisfeet were completely
bare. Otherwise there was nothing wrong with him at al. After him came Mr. Crosdey in bright yellow
socksand Mr. Brubeck with alarge holein the hed of hisleft sock. After them came the caretaker.
After him of course trundled the caretaker's dog, which was manifestly wishing to raise aleg against the
pile of shoes.

"I don't know who doneit!" the caretaker was protesting. "But | know there was people sneaking around
my building half the night. The dog nearly caught one, right in thisvery hall."

"Did you comein hereand investigate?' Mr. Wentworth said.
"Door was shut," said the caretaker. "Thought it waslocked.”

Mr. Wentworth turned from him in disgust. " Someone was pretty busy in heredl last night,” he said to
Mr. Crosdey, "and he didn't even look!"

"Thought it was locked," repeated the caretaker.



"Oh shut up!™ snapped Mr. Wentworth. "And stop your dog peeing on that shoe. It's Miss
Cadwallader's.”

Charles dipped out into the corridor, trying to keep the grin on his face down to decent proportions. Mr.
Wentworth was dl right. He must have dipped off to bed after al last night, while Miss Hodge was
asking Charlestheway. And, better dtill, everyone thought the shoes had arrived in the hal quite
naturaly. Charles could have danced and sung.

But here was Dan Smith beside him. That sobered Charles somewhat. "Hey," said Dan. "Did those
seniors catch you last night?”

"No, | ran away," Charlesreplied airily. "Y ou must have run pretty fast!" said Dan. It was grudging, but it
was praise, coming from Dan. "Know anything about who did these shoes?' Dan asked, jerking his head
toward the hall.

Charleswould dearly have loved to say it was him and watch the respect grow on Dan'sface. But he
was not that much of afool. "No," he said.

"] do," said Dan. "It wasthewitch in our class, | bet."

Mr. Wentworth appeared in the doorway of the hall. There were loud shushings up and down the
packed corridor. "Breskfast isgoing to be late," Mr. Wentworth shouted. He looked very harrowed.

"Y ou can't expect the kitchen staff to work without shoes. Y ou are dl to go to your classrooms and wait
there. Meanwhile, teachers and sixth graders are going to be working hard laying al the shoes out in the
main quadrangle. When you are caled—when you are called, understand?—you are to come by classes
and pick out the shoes which are yours. Off you dl go. Sixth grade stay behind.”

Everyonemilled off in arductant crowd. Charleswas so pleased with himself that he risked grinning at
Brian. But Brian was staring dreamily at thewall and did not notice. He did not move or even yell when
Simon dapped him absentmindedly around the head. "Wheres Nan Pilgrim?' Simon asked, laughing.
"Turned hersdf invishle?'

Nan was keeping out of the way, lurking in the top corridor by the girls bathrooms. From there, she had
an excdlent view of the quadrangle being covered with row upon row of shoes, and the kitchen ladies
tiptoeing about the rowsin stockingslooking for their workshoes. It did not amuse her. Theresa'sfriend
DeiaMartin and Egtellesfriend Karen Grigg had dready made it quite plain that they thought it was
Nan's doing. The fact that these two normally did not spesk to one another, or to Nan either, only
seemed to make it worse.

v

Breakfast was ready before 6B had been called to find their shoes. Theresawas forced to walk through
the corridorsin her blue bedsocks. They were, by thistime, quite black underneath, which upset her
considerably. Breakfast was s0 late that assembly was cancelled. Instead, Miss Cadwallader stood up in
front of high table, with her face al stringy with displeasure and one foot noticeably damp, and made a

short speech.

"A sngularly silly trick has been played on the school,” she said. "The people who played it no doubt
think it very funny, but they must be able to see by now what a stupid and dishonorable thing they have
done. | want them to be honorable now. | want them to come to me and confess. And | want anyone
else who knows or suspects who did it to be equally honorable and come and tell me what they know. |
shdl beinmy study dl morning. That isdl."



"What is honorable," Nirupam said loudly, as everyone stood up, "about going and telling tales?"

By saying that, he did Nan a service, whether he meant to or not. No onein 6B wanted anamefor telling
tales. Nobody went to Miss Cadwal lader. Instead, they al went out into the quadrangle, where alittle
freezing drizzle of rain was now faling, and waked up and down the rows of damp footgesar, finding their
shoes. Nan was forced to go too.

"Oh look! Here comes Arch witch Dulcinea,” said Simon.

"Why did you do it to your own shoes too, Dulcinea? Thought it would look more innocent, did you?"
And Theresasad, "Redly, Nan! My bedsocks are ruined! It isn't funny!”

"Do something redlly funny now, Nan," Karen Grigg suggested.

"Hurry up!" Mr. Crosdey shouted from the shelter of the porch. Everyone a once became very busy
turning over shoes. The only one who did not was Brian. He smply wandered about, Staring into space.
In the end, Nirupam found his shoes for him and bundled them into Brian's[ax arms.

"Areyou al right?' Nirupam asked him. "Who? Me? Oh yes," Brian said. "Are you sure? One of your
eyesissort of set Sdeways,” Nirupam said.

"Isit?" Brian asked vaguely, and wandered off. Nirupam turned severely to Smon. "I think you hit him on
the head once too often.”

Simon laughed, alittle uneasily. Nirupam was ahead taler than hewas. "Nonsense! Therésnothingin his
head to get hurt.”

"Well, you watch it,” said Nirupam, and might have said more, except that they were interrupted by an
annoyed outcry from Dan Smith.

"I'll get someonefor this" Dan was shouting. He was very pale and cross after last night's midnight feest,
and helooked quite savage. "I'll get them even if they're amagicking senior. Someone's gone off with my
running shoed | can't find them anywhere.”

"Look again, carefully! Mr. Crosdey bawled from the porch.

Thiswas a queer fact. Dan searched up and down the rows, and so did Charles, until their socks were
soaked and their hair was trickling rain, but neither Dan's spikes nor Charless were there. By thistime,
7A, 7B, and 7C had been alowed out to collect their shoestoo before they all got too wet, and amost
the only footgear left was the three odd football boots, the riding boots, and a pair of luminous green
trainersthat nobody seemed to want. Dan uttered such threats that Charles was glad that it did not seem
to occur to Dan that this had anything to do with Charles Morgan.

But it meant that Charles had to go to Mr. Towers next and confess that his running shoes had till not
turned up. He was fed up as he stood and trickled rain outside the staff room. After dl histrouble!

"] did look, sir," he assured Mr. Towers.

Mr. Towers glanced at Charless soaking hair and rain-dewed glasses. "Anyone can stand intherain," he
sad. "Areyou paying for new onesor writing lines?

"Doing lines" Charles said resentfully. "In detention every evening until Chrigmasthen,” Mr. Towers said.
The idea seemed to please him. "Wait." He dodged back into the staff room and came out again with a



fat old book. "Here," he said, handing the book to Charles. "Copy five hundred lines of this out every
evening. It will show you what ared schoolboy should be like. When you've copied it dl, I'll give you the

sequel.”

Charles stood in front of the staff room and looked at the book. It was called The Pluckiest Boy in
School. It smelled of mildew. Inside, the pages were furry and brownish, and the first line of the story
went: "What ripping fun!" exclaimed Watts Minor. "1'm down for scrum half this afternoon!"”

Charles |ooked from thisto the fat, transparent, and usdless blister on hisfinger and felt rather ill.
"Magicking hdll," hesaid.

"Good morning, Charles," said Miss Hodge, tripping toward the aff room, al fresh and unaware. " That
lookslike anice old book. I'm glad to see you doing some serious reading at last.”

She was most disconcerted to recelve one of Charles's heaviest double-barreled glares. What a moody
boy he wasto be sure! she thought as she neetly stripped off her raincoat. She was equally surprised to
find the gtaff room in some kind of uproar, with apile of boots and shoesin the middle. Still, there was
Mr. Wentworth at last, flying past on hisway somewhere else. Miss Hodge stood in hisway.

"Oh, Mr. Wentworth, | want to gpologize for making that accusation against CharlesMorgan.” That was
pretty generous of her, she thought, after the way Charles had just looked at her. She smiled generoudy
at Mr. Wentworth.

To her annoyance, Mr. Wentworth smply said, "I'm glad to hear it," and brushed past her quite rudely.
But he did have alot on his mind, Miss Hodge redlized, when Mr. Crosdey told her excitedly al about
the shoes. She did not hold it against Mr. Wentworth. She collected books—they had gotten spilled al
over the floor somehow—and went off to give 6B another English lesson.

She arrived to find Simon Silverson holding doft The Pluckiest Boy in School . “Ligten to thid" hewas
saying. " Swelling with pride, Watts Minor gazed into the eyes of his one true friend. Herewas a
boy above all, straight alike in body and mind—"

Theresaand Ddliawere screaming with laughter, with their faces buried in their knitting. Charleswas
glaring blue murder.

"Redly, Smon!" said MissHodge. "That was unworthy of you." Simon looked at her in astonishment. He
knew he never did anything unworthy. "But, Charles,” said MissHodge, "I do think you made rather an
unfortunate choice of book." For the second time that day, Charles turned his glare on her. Miss Hodge
flinched. Redlly, if she had not known now that Charles was anice boy undernegth, that glare of his
would make her think serioudy of the Evil Eye.

Nirupam held up hislong arm. " Are we going to do acting again?' he asked hopefully.
"No, we are not,” Miss Hodge said, with great firmness. "Get out your poetry books."

The lesson, and the rest of the morning, dragged past. Theresafinished her second bootee and cast on
gitchesfor a swester. Estelle knitted quite alot of ababy's bonnet. Brian gave up staring at thewall and
instead seemed to be attacked by violent industry. Whenever anyone looked at him, he was scribbling
furioudy in adifferent exercise book.

Charles sat and brooded, rather surprised at the things going on in hismind. He was not frightened &t all
now. He seemed to be accepting the fact he was awitch quite camly after al. No one had noticed. They
al thought the witch was Nan Pilgrim, because of her name, which suited Charlesvery well. But the redlly



strange thing was the way he had stopped being worried by the witch he had seen being burned. Hetried
remembering him, cautioudy at firgt, then boldly, when he found it did not bother him. Then hewent onto
the second witch, who came over the wall. Neither troubled him now. They werein the past: they were
gone. It was like having atoothache that suddenly stops. In the peace that came with this, Charles saw
that hismind must have been trying to tell him he was going to grow up awitch. And now that he knew, it
stopped nagging him. Then, to seeif this made him frightened, he thought of inquisitors. It hurtsto be
burned, he thought, and looked at hisfat blister. It had taught him something after al. And that was. Don't
get found out.

Good, thought Charles. And turned his mind to what he was going to do to Smon Silverson. Dan Smith
next, but Simon definitely first. What could he do to Simon that would be worth nearly awhole term's
pocket money? It was difficult. It had to be something bad enough, and yet with no connection with
Charles. Charles was quite stumped at first. He wanted it to be artistic. He wanted Simon to suffer. He
wanted everyone else to know about it, but not to know it was Charleswho did it. What could he do?

The last lesson before lunch was the daily PE. Today, it wasthe boys turn in the gym. They wereto
climb ropestoo. Charles sat by the wallbars and pretended to tie his gym shoe. Unlike Nan, he could get
up aropeif hewanted, but he did not want to. He wanted to sit and think what to do to Simon. Simon,
of course, was one of thefirgt to the ceiling. He saw Charles and shouted something down. The result
was that someone from 6C came and dug Charlesin the back.

"Simon saysyou're to sop lazing about.”

"Simon says that, doeshe?' said Charles. He stood up. He was inspired. It was something Brian had said
last night. That game, Smon Says. Supposeit was not just agame. Suppose everything Smon said really
cametrue. At the very worst it ought to be pretty funny. At best, people might even think Smonwasa
witch.

Charleswent up arope. He dragged himsdf up it, nice and dow and gentle, so that he could go on
thinking. He was obvioudy not going to be able to stand anywhere near Simon to put the spell on him.
Someone would notice. But ingtinct told Charles that thiswas not the kind of magic you could work at a
distance. It wastoo strong and persond. What he needed, in order to do it safely, was something which
was not Simon himself, but something which belonged to Simon so personally that any witchcraft worked
on it would work on Simon at the same time—a detachabl e piece of Simon, redlly. What removable
parts had Smon? Teeth, toenails, fingernails, hair? He could hardly go up to Simon and pull any of those
off him. Wait aminute! Hair. Simon combed his hair this morning. With any luck, there might be some
hair stuck in Simon's comb.

Charlesdid jubilantly down the rope—so fast that he was reminded again that it hurts to be burned. He
had to blow on hishandsto cool them. After lunch wastie time. He could sneak up to the dormitory
then.

After lunch proved to beimportant for Nan too. At lunch, she managed to escape Karen Grigg and Delia
Martin by gtting at atable full of much older girlswho did not seem to know Nan wasthere. They
towered over her, talking of their own things. The food was amost as bad as yesterday, but Nan felt no
urge to describe it. She rather wished she was dead. Then it occurred to her that if any of 6B went and
told ateacher she was awitch, she would be dead, quite soon after that. She redlized at once that she
did not wish she was dead. That made her fed better. No one had gone to ateacher yet, after dl. "It's
only their usud dlliness" shetold hersdlf. "They'll forget about it by Christmas. I'll just have to keep out of
their way till they do."

Accordingly, after lunch, Nan snesked upgtairsto lurk in the passage outside the girls bathrooms again.



But Karen Grigg had been keeping tabs on her. She and Theresa appeared in the passagein front of
Nan. When Nan turned around to make off, she found Ddliaand the other girls coming adong the passage
from the other end.

"Let'sgoin this bathroom,” Theresa suggested. "We want to ask you something, Nan."

Nan could tell there was an ordeal coming. For amoment, she wondered whether to charge Theresaand
Karen like abull and burst past them. But they would only catch her tonight in the dormitory. Best get it
over. "Okay," she said, and sauntered into the bathroom asif she did not care.

Almost at the same moment, Charles hastened furtively into the boys dormitory. White and clean and
cold, the beds stood like rows of deserted icebergs, each with itslittle white locker at its side. Charles
hurried to Smon's. It waslocked. Simon was an inveterate locker of things. Even hiswatch had alittle
key tolock it on hiswrist. But Charles did not let that bother him. He held out his hand imperioudy in
front of the locked door. "Comb," he said. "Abracadabra.”

Simon's comb came gliding out through the white wooden surface, like afish swimming out of milk, and
darted fishlike into Charless hand. It was beautiful. Better till, there were three of Smon's curly golden
hairs clinging to the teeth of the comb. Charles carefully pulled them off. He held the hairsin the finger
and thumb of hisleft hand and carefully ran hisright finger and thumb down the length of them. And down
again. Over and over, hedidit. "Simon Says," he whispered to them. "Simon Says, Simon Says.
Whatever Simon saysistrue.”

After about aminute, when he had done it often enough to give him the feding that the spell was going to
take, Charles carefully threaded the hairs back into the comb again. He did not intend to leave any
evidence againg himsdf. He had just finished, when Brian said, from behind him, "I want abit of help
from you, Charles™

Charles jumped asif Brian had shot him. He bent over, in white horror, to hide the comb in his hand and,
with terrible guilty haste, gave it apush toward the locker. It went in, to his surprise, not quite like afish
thistime—more like acomb being pushed through a door—but at least it went. "What do you want?"
Charles said ungracioudy to Brian.

"Take me down to the matron in the sick bay,” Brian said.

It was aschool rulethat a person who felt ill had to find another person to take them to the matron. It
had been made because, before that, the sick bay had been crowded with hedthy people trying to get an
afternoon off. The ideawas that you could not deceive your friends. It did not work very well. Estelle
Green, for instance, got Karen to take her to the matron at least twice aweek. Asfar as Charles could
see, Brian looked hisusud pink and perky sdif, just like Estelle.

"You don't look ill to me" he said. He wanted to find Simon and seeif the spell was working.

"How about thisthen?' said Brian. To Charless surprise, he suddenly turned pale. He stared vaguely at
the wdll, with one eye pointing inward dightly. "Thisisit,” Brian said. "Don't | look rather asif I'd been
hypnotized?'

"Youlook asif you've been hit on the head," Charles said rudely. " Get Nirupam to take you."

"He looked after methismorning,” said Brian. "'l want as many witnesses as possible. | helped you last
night. Y ou help me now."

"Youdidn't help melast night,” said Charles.



"Yes, | did,” said Brian. "Y ou came in and you went to deep on the floor, just at the end of my bed. | got
you in your bed. | even hooked your glasses on your bedrail for you." And helooked at Charles, very
meaningfully.

Charles stared back. Brian was so thin and smdll that it was hard to believe he could lift anyone into bed.
But, whether it was true or not, Charles redlized that Brian had gotten him over abarrel. He knew
Charles had been up last night. He had caught him with Smon's comb in his hands just now. Charles
could not see why Brian wanted to go to the matron, but that was his own affair. "All right,” he said. "Il
takeyou."

Inside the bathroom, on the other Sde of the quadrangle, the girls crowded in around Nan. "Where's
Egtdle?’ asked Theresa

"Outside, keeping watch,” said Karen. "That'sal shewould do.”
"What's this about?' Nan asked aggressively.

"Wewant you to do some proper witchcraft,” said Theresa. "Here, where we can see you. Weve none
of us seen any before. And we know you can. Come on. Wewon't give you away."

The other girlsjoined in. "Come on, Nan. Wewont tell."

The bathroom was avery public one. There were six bathsinit, inarow. Asthegirlsal crowded
forward, Nan backed away, down the space between two of the baths. Thiswas evidently just what they
had wanted. Ddliasaid, "That'sit." Heather said, "Fetch it out." And Karen bent and pulled the
groundsman's old broom out from under the | eft-hand bath. Julia and Deborah seized it and propped it
across the two bathsin front of Nan, penning her in. Nan looked from it to them.

"Wewant you to get on it and fly about," Theresaexplained.
"Everyone knows that's what witches do,” said Karen.
"Were asking you very nicdy," said Theresa.

Typica Theresadouble-think, Nan thought angrily. She was not asking her nicely. It wasasmiling jeer.
But if anyone asked Theresa afterward, she would say, with honest innocence, that she had been
perfectly kind.

"We can prove you're awitch anyway, if youwont," Theresasaid kindly.

"Y es, everyone knows that witches don't drown, " said Delia. "Y ou can put them right under water and
they day dive"

At this cue, Karen leaned over and put the plug in the nearest bath. Heather turned on the cold tap, just a
little trickle, to show Nan they meant business.

"Y ou know perfectly well,” Nan said, "that I'm not awitch, and | can't fly on this broomstick. It'sjust an
excuse to be nasty!”

"Nasty?' said Theresa. "Who's being nasty? We're asking you quite politely to ride the broomstick."
Behind her, thetap trickled steadily into the bath.

"Y ou can fetch dl the shoeshereagain if you like," Ddiasad. "We don't mind which."

"But you've got to do something,” said Karen. "Or how would you like anice deep cold bath with all



your clotheson?!

Nan was annoyed enough by that to put one leg over the broomstick in order to climb out and get at
Karen. Seeing it, Theresagave addighted jump and agiggle. "Oh, she'sgoing to ride!”

Therest of them joined in. "She'sgoing torideit! Rideit, Nan!"

Very red in the face, Nan stood astride the broom and explained, "1 am not going to ride. | do not know
how to ride. Y ou know | can't. | know | can't. Look. Look a me. | am sitting on the broomstick. "
Unwisdly, she sat. It was extremey uncomfortable and she was forced to bounce upright again. This
amused everyone highly. Angrier than ever, Nan shouted, "How can | ride abroomstick?| can't even
cdimbarope”

They knew that. They were faling about laughing, when Estdlle burst in, screaming with excitement.
"Come and look, come and look! Look at what Smon Silverson'sdoing!"

This caused a stampede to the door, to look out of the windows in the corridor. Nan heard cries of
"Good heavens! Just look at that!" Thiswasfollowed by afurther sampede as everyone raced off down
to the quadrangle.

Nan was |eft astride an old broom propped on two baths.

"Thank goodness!" was the first thing she said. She had been precious near crying. "Stupid hussies!” she
sad next. "Asif | could ride thisthing. Look at it!" She jogged the broom. "Just an old broom!™ Then she
noticed the water still trickling into the bath behind her. Sheleaned sideways and back and turned off the

tap.
That was the moment the old broom chose to rise sharply to the celling.

Nan shrieked. She was suddenly dangling head-down over abath of cold water. The broom staggered a
bit under her weight, but it went on climbing, swinging Nan right over the water. Nan bent her leg as hard
as she could over its knobby stick, and managed to clench one hand in its sparse brushwood end. The
broom reached the ceiling and leveled out. It did not leave room for Nan to climb on top of it, evenif she
had possessed the muscles. Blood thudded in her head from hanging upside down, but she did not dare
let go.

"Stop it!" she squeded at the broom. "Please!”

It took no notice. It smply went on asolemn, lopsided, bumping flight al around the bathroom, with Nan
dangling desperately undernesth it and getting this-way-and-that glimpses of hard white baths
frighteningly far below.

"I'm glad this didn't happen while the others were here," she gasped. "1 must look aright idiot!" She
began to laugh. She must look so silly. "Do go down," she said to the broom. " Suppose someone else
comesin here”

The broom seemed struck by this. It gave alittle start and danted steeply down towards the floor. As
soon asthe floor was near enough, Nan clutched the handle in both hands and tried to unhook her leg. A
mistake. The broom went steeply up again and hovered whereit wasjust too high for Nan to dareto fall
off. But her aramswere getting tired and she had to do something. Wriggling and squirming, she managed
to kick hersdf over, until shewas more or lesslying dong the knobby handle, looking down at the row of
baths. She hooked her feet on the brush and stayed there, panting.

Now what was she to do? This broom seemed determined to be ridden. There was a sad fedling about



it. Once, long ago, it had been ridden, and it missed itswitch.

"But that'sdl very well," Nan said toit. "I redly daren't ride you now. Don't you understand? It'sillegd.
Suppose | promiseto ride you tonight. Would you let me down then ?*

There was ahestating sort of hover to the broom.

"l swear to," said Nan. "Listen, | tell you what. Y ou fly me down the passage to our dormitory. That will
make abit of aflight at least. Then you can hide yoursdlf on top of the cupboard, right at the back. No
onewill seeyou there. And I'll promiseto take you out tonight. What do you say?"

Though the broom could not spegk, it evidently meant Y es! It turned and swept through the bathroom
doorway in aglad swoop that made Nan seasick. It sped down the passage. She had to shut her eyesin
order not to see the wallswhirling by. It made ahair-raising turn into the dormitory. And it stopped there
with such ajerk that Nan nearly fell around underneath it again.

"| seel shdl havetotrain you," she gasped.

The broom gave an indignant buck and a bounce.

"I mean you'll haveto train me," Nan said quickly. "Go down now. | haveto get off you."
The broom hovered, questioning.

"l promised,” Nan said.

At that, the broom came sweetly to the ground, and Nan was able to get off, very wobbly inthelegs. As
soon as she was off, the broom fell to the floor, lifeless. "Y ou poor thing!" Nan said. "1 see. You need a
rider to moveat al. All right. Let'sget you on top of the cupboard.”

Inthisway, she missed the first manifestation of the Smon Says spell. Charles missed it too. Neither of
them discovered how Simon first found out that everything he said cametrue. Charlesleft Brianwith a
thermometer in his mouth, staring cross-eyed at the wall, and trudged back to the quadrangle to find an
excited group around Simon. At first, Charles thought that the brightnessflaring at Smon'sfeet was
amply the sun shining off apuddie. But it was not. It was a heap of gold coins. People were passng him
pennies and stones and dead |eaves.

To each thing ashetook it, Simon said, "Thisisagold coin. Thisisanother gold coin." When that got
boring he said, "Thisisarare gold coin. These are pieces of eight. Thisisadoubloon..."

Charles shoved hisway to the front of the crowd and watched, utterly disgusted. Trust Smon to turn
thingsto his own advantage! Gold chinked down on the hegp. Simon must have been amillionaire by this
time.

With agreat clatter of running feet, the girls arrived. Theresa, with her knitting bag hanging on her arm,

pushed her way to the front, beside Charles. She was so astonished at the size of the pile of gold that she
crossed theinvisible line and spoke to Simon.

"How areyou doing it, Smon?'

Simon laughed. He was like adrunk person by thistime. "I've got the Golden Touch!" he said. Of course
thisimmediately becamethetruth. "Just like that king in the story. Look." He reached for Theresas
knitting. Theresaindignantly snatched the knitting away and gave Smon a push a the sametime. The
result was that Simon touched her hand.



Theknitting fell on the ground. Theresa screamed, and stood holding her hand out, and then screamed
again because her hand was too heavy to hold up. It dropped down againgt her skirt, abright golden
metal hand, on the end of an ordinary human arm.

Out of the shocked silence which followed, Nirupam said, "Be very careful what you say, Smon."
"Why?' said Smon.
"Because everything you say becomestrue,” Nirupam said.

Evidently, Smon had not quite seen the extent of hispowers. "Y ou mean,” hesaid, "I haven't got the
Golden Touch." Ingtantly, he hadn't. "Let'stest this," he said. He bent down and picked up Theresa's
knitting. It was il knitting, in adightly muddy bag.

"Put it down!" Theresasaid faintly. "I shal go to Miss Cadwallader.”

"No, you wont," said Simon, and that was true too. He looked at the knitting and considered. "This
knitting," he announced, "isredly two little caretaker's dogs.”

The bag began to writhe about in his hands. Simon hurriedly dropped it with asharp chink, onto the hesp
of gold. The bag heaved. Little shrill yappings came from ingdeit, and furious scrabbling. One little white

bootee-dog burst out of it, shortly followed by a second. They ran on little minute legs, down the heap of
gold and in among people'slegs. Everyone got rather quickly out of their way. Everyone turned and
watched as the two tiny white dogs went running and running into the distance across the quadrangle.

Theresa started to cry. "That was my knitting, you beast!"
"S0?' Smon sad, laughing.

Theresalifted up her golden hand with her ordinary one and hit him with it. It was stupid of her, because
sherisked breaking her arm, but it was certainly effective. It nearly knocked Simon out. He sat down
heavily on hishegp of gold. "Ow!" said Theresa. "And | hope that hurt!"

"It didn't," said Simon, and got up smiling and, of course, unhurt.
Theresawent for him again, double-handed.

Simon skipped aside. "Y ou haven't got one golden hand,” he said.

There was suddenly space where Theresas heavy golden hand had been. Her arm ended in around pink

wrigt. Theresagtared at it. "How shall | knit?' she said.
"I mean," Simon said carefully, "that you have two ordinary hands.”

Theresalooked at her two perfectly ordinary human hands and burst into strange, artificial-sounding
laughter. "Somebody kill him for me!" she said.

"Quickly!”

Nobody offered to. Everybody was too shattered. Deliatook Theresa's arm and led her tenderly away.
The bdl rang for afternoon lessons asthey went.

"Thisismarveousfun!" Smon sad. "From now on, I'm dl infavor of witchcraft."

Charlestrudged off to lessons, wondering how he could cancel the spell.
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Simon arrived late for lessons. He had been making sure his hegp of gold was safe. "I'm sorry, sSir," he
said to Mr. Crosdey. And sorry he was. Tears cameinto his eyes, he was so sorry.

"That'sdl right, Smon," Mr. Crosdey said kindly, and everyone e se felt compeled to look at Simon
with deep sympathy.

Y ou can't win with peoplelike Smon, Charles thought bitterly. Anyone el se would have been in bad
trouble by now. And it was exasperating the way nobody so much as dreamed of accusing Simon of
witcheraft. They kept looking at Nan Pilgrim instead.

Nan felt much the same about Theresa. Theresa arrived ten minutes after Simon, very white and sniffing
rather. Shewasled in tenderly by Delia, and received amost as much sympathy as Simon. " Just gave her
an aspirin and sent her away!" Nan heard Deliawhisper indignantly to Karen. "1 do think she ought to
have been allowed to lie down, after dl she's been through!”

What about dl 1've been through? Nan thought. No, it was Theresas right to be in the right, as much asit
was Smon's.

Nan had been given the full story by Estelle. Estelle was dwaysready to talk in class, and she was
particularly ready now that Karen seemed to have joined Theresa's friends. She knitted away under her
desk at her baby's bonnet, and whispered and whispered. Nor was she the only one. Mr. Crosdey kept
cdling for quiet, but the whispers and rustling hardly abated at all. Notes kept arriving on Nan's desk.
Thefirg to arrive was from Dan Smith.

Make me the same as Smon and I'll be your friend forever, it sad.

Most of the other notes said the same. All were very respectful. But one note was different. Thisone
said, Meet me around the back after lessons. | thinks you need help and | can advise you. It was
not signed. Nan wondered about it. She had seen the writing before, but she did not know whose it was.

She supposed she did need help. Sheredlly was awitch now. No one but awitch could fly a
broomstick. She knew shewasin danger and she knew she should be terrified. But she was not. She felt
happy and strong, with a happiness and strength that seemed to be welling up from deep inside her. She
kept remembering the way she had started to laugh when the broomstick went flying round the bathroom
with hersdlf dangling undernesth it, and the way she seemed to understand by ingtinct what the broom
wanted. Hair-raising asit had been, she had enjoyed it thoroughly. It was like coming into her birthright.

"Of course, Smon aways said you were awitch," Estelle whispered.

That reduced Nan'sjoy alittle. There was another witch in 6B, she did not doubt that. And that witch
had, for some mad reason, made everything Smon said come true. He must be one of Simon'sfriends.
And it was quite possible that Simon, while he was under the spell, had happened to say that Nanwasa
witch. So of course she would have become one.

Nan refused to believeit. She was awitch. She wanted to be one. She came from along line of witches,
gretching back beyond even DulcineaWilkes hersdlf. Shefelt she had aright to be awitch.

All thiswhile, Mr. Crosdey wastrying to give 6B a geography lesson. He had gotten to the point where
he was precious near giving up and giving everyone detention instead. He had one last try. He could see
that the unrest was centering on Simon, with a subcenter around Nan, so he tried to make use of it by
asking Simon questions.



"Now the geography of Finland is very much affected by the last Ice Age. Smon, what happensin an lce
Age?'

Simon dragged his mind away from dreams of gold and glory. "Everything isvery cold,” hesaid. A blast
of cold air swept through the room, making everyone's teeth chatter. "And goes on getting colder, |
suppose,” Simon added unwisdly. Theair in the room swiftly becameicy. 6B's breeth rolled out in steam.
The windows misted over and froze, dmost a once, into frosty patterns. Icicles began to grow under the
radiators. Frost whitened the desks.

There was a chorus of shiversand groans, and Nirupam hissed, "Watch it!"
"l mean everything getsvery hot,” Simon said hedtily.

Before Mr. Crosdey had time to wonder why he was shivering, the cold was replaced by tropical hest.
The frogt did away down the windows. Theiciclestinkled off the radiators. For an instant, the room
seemed fine and warm, until the frozen water evaporated. This produced athick, steamy fog. Inthe
murk, people were gasping. Some faces turned red, others white, and swesat ran on foreheads, adding to
thefog.

Mr. Crosdey put ahand to hisforehead, thinking he might be getting the flu. The room seemed so dim
suddenly. " Some theories do say that an |ce Age startswith extreme heet,” he said uncertainly.

"But | say everythingisnormd for thistime of year, " Simon said, desperatdly trying to adjust the
temperature.

Ingtantly it was. The classroom reverted to its usua way of being not quite warm enough, though still a
little damp. Mr. Crosdey found he felt better. " Stop talking nonsense, Simon!™ he said angrily.

Simon, with incredulity, redized that he might get into trouble. He tried to pass the whole thing off in his
usua lordly way. "Wdll, sir, nobody really knows athing about Ice Ages, do they?!

"WEell see about that,” Mr. Crosdey said grimly. And of course nobody did. When he cameto ask
Egelleto describe an Ice Age, Mr. Crosdey found himsalf wondering just why he was asking about
something which did not exist. No wonder Estelle looked so blank. He rounded back on Simon. "Isthis
ajoke of some kind? What are you thinking of ?*

"Me?1'm not thinking of anything!" Simon said defensively. With disastrous results.

Ah! Thisismorelikeit! Charlesthought, watching thelook of complete vacancy growing on Simon's
face.

Theresa saw Simon's eyes glaze and hisjaw drop and jumped to her feet with a scream. "Stop him!" she
screamed. "Kill him! Do something to him before he says another word!"

"Sit down, Theresa," said Mr. Crosdey.

Theresastayed standing up. ™Y ou wouldn't believe what he's done already!" she shouted. "And now look
a him. If hesaysaword in that state—"

Mr. Crosdey looked at Simon. The boy seemed to be pretending to be an idiot now. What wasthe
matter with everyone? " Take that look off your face, Smon,” he said. "Y ou're not that much of afoal."

Simon was now in agtate of perfect blankness. And in that Sate, people have away of picking up and
echoing anything that is said to them. "Not that much of afool," he said durrily. The vacancy of hisface



was joined by alook of degp cunning. Perhapsthat was just as well, Charles thought. Therewas no
doubt that Theresa had a point.

"Don't speak to him!" Theresa shouted. "Don't you understand? It's every word he says! And—" She
swung around and pointed at Nan. "It'sdl her fault!”

Before lunch, Nan would have quailed in front of Theresa's pointing finger and everyone's eyes turned on
her. But she had ridden a broomstick now, and things were different. She was able to look scornfully at
Theresa "What nonsense!” she said.

Mr. Crosdey wasforced to agree that Nan wasright. "Don't beridiculous, Theresa," he said. "1 told you
to st down." And herelieved hisfedings by giving both Theresaand Simon an hour in detention.

"Detention!" Theresa exclaimed, and sat down with abump. She was outraged.
Simon, however, uttered a cunning chuckle. Y ou think you've got me, don't you?' he said.
"Yes, | do," said Mr. Crosdey. "Makeit an hour and ahalf."

Simon opened his mouth to say something ese. But here Nirupam intervened. He leaned over and
whispered to Simon, "Y oure very clever. Clever

people keep their mouths shut.”

Simon nodded dowly, with immense, stupid wisdom. And, to Charles's disappointment, he seemed to
take Nirupam's advice.

"Get your journdsout,” Mr. Crossey said wearily. There should be some peace now at least, he thought.

People opened their journas. They spread today's page in front of them. They picked up pens. And, at
that point, even those who had not realized aready, saw that there was dmost nothing they dared write
down. It was most frudtrating. Here they were, with redl, interesting events going on for once, and plenty
of thingsto say, and amost none of it wasfit for Miss Cadwallader's eyes. People chewed pens, shifted,
scratched their heads, and stared at the ceiling. The most pitiable ones were those who were planning to
ask Nan to endow them with the Golden Touch, or instant fame, or some other good thing. If they
described any of the magic Nan was thought to have done, she would be arrested for witchcraft, and
they would have killed the goose that |aid the golden eggs.

Nan Pilgrimis not really a witch, Dan Smith wrote, after much hard thinking. He had rather a
stomachache after last night's midnight feast and it made hismind go dow. | never thought she was
really, it was just Mr. Crossley having a joke. There was a practical joke this morning, it must
have been hard work pinching everyone's shoes like that and then someone pinched my spikes and
got mereally mad.

The caretakers dog peed—And there Dan stopped, remembering Miss Cadwallader would read this
too. Got quite carried away there, he thought.

No comment again today, Nirupam wrote swiftly. Someoneisriding for a fall. Not that | blame
themfor this afternoon, but the shoes were silly. He put down his pen and went to deep. He had
been up half the night eating buns from under the floorboards.

My bedsocks were ruined, Theresacomplained in her angd-writing. My knitting was destroyed.
Today has been awful. | do not want to tell talesand | know Smon Slverson isnot in hisright
mind but someone should do something. Teddy Crossley is useless and unfair and Estelle Green



always thinks she knows best but she can't keep her knitting clean. The matron was unfair too.
She sent me away with an aspirin and she let Brian Wentworth lie down and | was redly ill. | shall
never speak to Nan Pilgrim again.

Most people, though they could not attain Theresa's e oquence, managed to write something in the end.
But three people till sat staring at blank paper. These were Simon, Charles, and Nan.

Simon was very cunning. He was clever. He was thoroughly suspicious of the whole thing. They were
trying to catch him out somehow. The safest and cleverest thing was not to commit anything to writing.
Hewas sure of that. On the other hand, it would not do to et everyone know how clever he had gone. It
would look peculiar. He ought to write just one thing. So, after more than half an hour of deep thought,
hewrote: Doggies. It took him five minutes. Then he sat back, confident that he had fooled everyone.

Charles was stumped because he smply had no code for most of the things which had happened. He
knew he had to write something, but the more he tried to think, the more difficult it seemed. At one point,
he dmost went to deep like Nirupam. He pulled himsalf together. Think! Well, he could not write | got
up for astart, because he had almost enjoyed today. Nor could he write | didn't get up because that
made no sense. But he had better mention the shoes, because everyone else would. And he could talk
about Simon under the code of potatoes. Mr. Towers could get a mention too.

It was nearly timefor the bell before Charles sorted dl this out. Hastily he scrawled: Our shoes all went
to play games. | thought about potatoes having hair hanging on a rope. | have games with a bad
book. AsMr. Crosdey told them to put away their journas, Charles thought of something else and
dashed it down. | shall never be hot again.

Nan wrote nothing at al. She sat smiling at her empty page, feding no need to describe anything. When
the bell went, as agesture, she wrote down the date: October 30. Then she shut her journal.

Theingtant Mr. Crossey left the room, Nan was surrounded. ™Y ou got my note?' People clamored at
her. "Can you make it that whenever | touch apenny it turnsto gold? Just pennies.”

"Can you make my hair go like Theresas?' "Can you give me three wishes every time | say Buttons?"

"I want big muscles like Dan Smith." "Can you get usice cream for supper?' "'l need good luck for the
rest of my life

Nan looked over at where Simon sat, hunched up with cunning and darting shrewd, stupid looks at
Nirupam, who was sitting watchfully over him. If it was Simon who was responsible, there was no
knowing when he would say something to cancel her witchcraft. Nan refused to believe it was Smon, but
it was dlly to make rash promises, whatever had made her awitch.

"Thereisn't timeto work magic now," shetold the clamoring crowd. And when that brought avolley of
appeals and groans, she shouted, "It takes hours, don't you understand? Y ou don't only have to mutter
spellsand brew potions. Y ou have got to go out and pick strange herbs, and say stranger incantations, at
dawn and full moon, before you can even begin. And when you've done dl that, it doesn't necessarily
work right away. Mogt of thetime, you have to fly around and around the smoking herbs al night,
chanting sounds of unutterable sweetness, before anything happens at al. Now do you see?" Utter
slence greeted this piece of invention. Much encouraged, Nan added, "Besides, what have any of you
doneto deserve me going to dl that trouble?’

"What indeed?' Mr. Wentworth asked, from behind her. "What exactly isgoing on here?'

Nan spun around. Mr. Wentworth was right in the middle of the room and had probably heard every



word. Around her, everyone was dinking back to their seats. "That was my speech for the school
concert, Sir," she said. "Do you think it's any good?”

"It has possihilities," said Mr. Wentworth. "But it will need alittle more working up to be quite good
enough. Math books out, please.”

Nan sank down into her seat, wesk with relief. For one awful moment, she had thought Mr. Wentworth
might have her arrested.

"I said math books out, Smon," Mr. Wentworth said. "Why are you giving me that awful cunning look?
Isit such apeculiar thing to ask?'

Simon considered this. Nirupam, and anumber of other people, doubled their legs under their chairs,
ready to spring up and gag Simon if necessary. Theresa once more jumped to her feet.

"Mr. Wentworth, if he says another word, I'm not staying!”
Unfortunately, this attracted Simon's attention. "Y ou," he said to Theresa, "stink."

"He seemsto have spoken,” said Mr. Wentworth. "Get out and stand in the corridor, Theresa, with a
black mark for bad behavior. Simon can have another, and the rest of uswill have alesson."

Theresa, redder in the face than anyone had ever seen her, raced for the door. She could not, however,
beat the truly awful smell which rolled off her and filled the room as sheran.

"Pooh!" said Dan Smith.

Somebody kicked him, and everybody |ooked nervoudy at Mr. Wentworth to seeif he could smdll it
too. But, as often happens to people who smoke a pipe, Mr. Wentworth had |ess than the average sense
of smell. It was not for five minutes, during which he had written numerous things on the board and said
many more, none of which 6B werein afit sate to attend to, that he said, "Estelle, put down that gray
bag you're knitting and open awindow, will you? There€srather asmell in here. Has someone let off a
gink bomb?"

Nobody answered. Nirupam resourcefully passed Simon anote, saying, Say thereisno smell in here.

Simon spelled it out. He considered it carefully, with his head on one side. He could see there was atrick
init somewhere. So he cunningly decided to say nothing.

Luckily, the open window, though it made the room amost as cold as Smon'slce Age, did dowly
disperse the smell. But nothing could disperse it from Theresa, who stood in the passage giving out scents
of dudge, kippers, and old dustbins until the end of afternoon school.

When the bell had rung and Mr. Wentworth swept from the room, everyone relaxed with agroan. No
one had known what Simon was going to say next. Even Charles had found it astrain. He had to admit
that the results of his spell had taken him thoroughly by surprise.

Meanwhile, Ddliaand Karen, with most of Theresals main friends, were determined to retrieve Theresals
honor. They surrounded Simon. "Take that smell off her at once," Deliasaid. "It's not funny. Y ou've been
on her dl afternoon, Smon Silverson!”

Simon considered them. Nirupam legped up so quickly that he knocked over his desk, and tried to put
his hand over Smon's mouth. But he got theretoo late. "Y ou girls" said Simon, "dl stink."



The result was dmost overpowering. So was the noise the girls made. The only girls who escaped were
the lucky few, like Nan, who had already |eft the room. It was clear something had to be done. Mogt
people were either smelling or choking. And Simon was dowly opening his mouth to say something else.

Nirupam left off trying to pick up his desk and seized hold of Simon by his shoulders. ™Y ou can break
thisspell,” he said to him. ™Y ou could have stopped it straight away if you had any brain at al. But you
would be greedy.”

Simon looked a Nirupam in dow, dawning annoyance. He was being accused of being stupid. Him! He
opened his mouth to spesk.

"Don't say anything!" everyone near him shouted.

Simon gazed around at them, wondering what trick they were up to now. Nirupam shook him. "Say this
after me" hesaid. And, when Simon'sdull, cunning eyes turned to him, Nirupam said, dowly and loudly,
"Nothing | said this afternoon cametrue. Go on. Say it."

"Say it!" everyoneydled.

Simon's dow mind was not proof againg dl thisyeling. It gavein. "Nothing | said this afternoon came
true," he said obediently.

The smdll ingtantly stopped. Presumably everything else was aso undone, becauise Smon &t once
became hisusual sdf again. He had dmaost no memory of the afternoon. But he could see Nirupam was
taking unheard-of liberties. Helooked at Nirupam's hands, one on each of his shoulders, in surpriseand
annoyance. "Get off!" he said. "Take your face away."

The spell was still working. Nirupam was forced to let go and stand back from Simon. But, as soon as he
had, he plunged back again and once more took hold of Simon's shoulders. He stared into Smon'sface
likeagreat dark hypnotist. "Now say,” he said, "'Nothing | say isgoing to come true in the future. ™

Simon protested &t this. He had greet plansfor the future. "Now, look herel” he said. And of course
Nirupam did. He looked at Simon with such intensity that Simon blinked as he went on with his protest.
"But I'll fail every exam | ever ta-a-a-ake—!" Hisvoice faded out into asort of hoot, as he redlized what
he had said. For Simon loved passing exams. He collected A's and ninety percents asfervently ashe
collected honor marks. And what he had just said had stopped dll that.

"Exactly,” said Nirupam. "Now you've got to say it. Nothing | say—"
"Oh, dl right. Nothing | say isgoing to cometruein thefuture,” Simon said peevishly.

Nirupam let go of him with asigh of relief and went back to pick up his desk. Everyone sighed. Charles
turned sadly away. Wdll, it had been good whileit lasted.

"What's the matter?' Nirupam asked, catching sight of Charless doleful face as he stood his desk on its
legsagain.

"Nothing," Charlessaid. "I—I've got detention.” Then, with agood deal more pleasure, he turned to
Simon. "So haveyou,” hesaid.

Simon was scandalized. "What? I've never had detention dl the time I've been at this school!™

It was explained to him that thiswas untrue. Quite anumber of people were surprisingly reedy to give
Simon details of how he had rendered himsalf mindless and gained an hour and ahdf of detention from



Mr. Crosdey. Simon took it in very bad part and stormed off muttering.

Charleswas about to trudge away after Simon, when Nirupam caught hisarm. "Sit on the back bench,”
he sad. "Theresastore of comicsin the middle, on the shelf underneath.”

"Thanks," said Charles. He was so unused to people being friendly that he said it with enormous surprise
and dmost forgot to take Mr. Towerss awful book with him.

He trudged towards the old |ab, where detention was held, and shortly found himself trudging behind
Theresa Mullett. Theresawas proceeding towards detention, looking wronged and tragic, supported by
acrowd of her friends, with Karen Grigg in addition.

"It'sonly for an hour,” Charles heard Karen say consolingly.

"A whole hour!" Theresaexclaimed. "I shall never forgive Teddy Crosdey for this! | hope Miss Hodge
kickshimin the teeth!"

In order not to go behind Theresa's procession the whole way, Charles turned off halfway through the
quadrangle and went by the way that was always called "around the back.” It was agrassy space which
had once been a second quadrangle. But the new labs and the lecture room and the library had been built
in the space, sticking out into the grass at odd angles, so that the space had been pared down to azigzag
of grassy passage, where, for some reason, there was dways a piercing wind blowing. It was a place
where people only went to keep out of the way. So Charleswas not particularly surprised to see Nan
Rilgrim loitering about there. He prepared to glare at her ashetrudged by. But Nan got infirst with a
very unfriendly look and moved off around the library corner.

I'm glad it wasn't Charles Morgan who wrote me that note, Nan thought, as Charles went on without
gpesking. | don't want any help from him.

Sheloitered out into the keen wind again, wondering if she needed help from anyone. She Hill felt a
strong, confident inner witchiness. It was marvelous. It was like laughter bubbling up through everything
she thought. She could not believe that it might be only Simon's doing. On the other hand, no one knew
better than Nan how quickly inner confidence could drain away. Particularly if someone like Theresa
laughed at you.

Another person was coming. Brian Wentworth thistime. But he scurried by on the other sde of the
passage, to Nan'srelief. She did not think Brian could help anyone. And—this place seemed unusually
popular this evening—here was Nirupam Singh now, wandering up from the other direction, looking
rather pleased with himsdlf.

"| took the spell off Simon Silverson,” he said to Nan. "I got him to say nothing he said wastrue.”

"Good," said Nan. She wandered away around the library corner again. Did this mean she was no longer
awitch then? She poked with one foot at the leaves and crisp packets the wind had blown into the
corner. She could test it by turning them into something, she supposed.

But Nirupam had followed her around the corner. "No, wait," he said. "It was me that sent you that
note."

Nan found this extremely embarrassing. She pretended to be very interested in the dead leaves. "I don't
need help," shesad gruffly.

Nirupam smiled and leaned againgt the library wall asif he were sunning himself. Nirupam had rather a
strong persondity, Nan realized. Though the sun was thin and yellow and the wind was whirling crisp



packets about, Nirupam gave out such astrong impression of basking that Nan amost felt warm.
"Everyonethinksyou're awitch,” he said.

"Wdl | am," Naninssted, because she wanted to be sure of it hersalf.

"Y ou shouldn't admit it," said Nirupam. "But it makes no difference. The point is, it's only amatter of time
before someone goes to Miss Cadwallader and accusesyou.”

"Areyou sure? They al want meto do things, " said Nan.

"Theresadoesn't,” said Nirupam. "Besides, you can't please everybody. Someone will get annoyed
beforelong. | know this, because my brother tried to please dl the servants. But one of them thought my
brother was giving more to the other servants and told the police. And my brother was burned in the
dreetsof Delhi.”

"I'm sorry—I didn't know," said Nan. She looked across a Nirupam. His profile was like a chubby
hawk, she thought. It looked desperately sad.

"My mother was burned too, for trying to save him," Nirupam said. "That was why my father cameto this
country, but things are just the same here. What | want to tell you isthis—I have heard of awitches
underground rescue service in England. They help accused witchesto escape, if you can get to one of
their branches before the inquisitors come. | don't know where they send you, or whom to ask, but
Estelle does. If you are accused, you must get Estelle to help.”

"Egtdle?' Nan said. She thought of Estelle's soft brown eyes and soft wriggly curls, and of Estelle's
irritating chatter, and of Estelle's even moreirritating way of imitating Theresa. She could not see Estelle

helping anyone.
"Egdleisrather nice" said Nirupam. "I come around here and talk to her quite often.”
"Y ou mean Egtelletaksto you," said Nan.

Nirupam grinned. "She doestak alot," he agreed. "But she will help. She told me shelikes you. She was
sad you didnt like her."

Nan gaped. Estelle? It was not possible. No one liked Nan. But, now she remembered, Estelle had
refused to come and threaten to drown her in the bathroom. "All right,” she said. "I'll ask her. Thanks.
But areyou sure I'll be accused?”

Nirupam nodded. "Thereisthis, you see. There are a |least two other witchesin 6B—"
"Two?" said Nan. "1 mean, | know there's one more. It's obvious. But why two?"

"| told you," said Nirupam, "I've had experience of witches. Each one hastheir own style. It'slikethe
way everyoneswriting isdifferent. And | tell you that it was not the same person who did the birdsin
music and the spell on Simon today. Those are two quite different outlooks on life. But both those people
must know they have been very slly to do anything at dl, and they will both be wanting to put the blame
onyou. It could well be one of them who accuses you. So you must be very careful. | will do my part
andwarnyouif | hear of any trouble coming. Then you must ask Estelle to help you. Do you see now?”

"Yes, and I'm awfully grateful," said Nan. Regretfully, she saw she did not dare try turning the dead
leavesinto anything. And, in spite of her promiseto the old broom, she had better not ride it again. She
was quite frightened. Y et she dtill felt the laughing confidence bubbling up insde, even though there might
not be anything now to be confident about. Watch it! shetold hersdlf. Y ou must be mad!



9

Theold lab was not used for anything much except detention. But there was still afaint smell of old
science clinging to it, from generations of experiments which had gone wrong. Charles did onto the
splintery back bench and propped Mr. Towerss awful book against the ssump of an old gas pipe. The
comics were there, stacked on the shelf undernesath, just below a place where someone had spent
indugtrious hours carving Cadwallader is a bag on the bench top. The rest of the peoplein the room
were dl at thefront. They were mostly from 5B or 5C, and probably did not know about the comics.

Simon camein. Charles gave him amedium-strength glare to discourage him from the back bench. Smon
went and sat haughtily in the very middle of the middle bench. Good. Then Mr. Wentworth camein. Not
s0 good. Mr. Wentworth was carefully carrying asteaming mug of coffee, which everyonein the room
looked at with mute envy. 1t would have to be Mr. Wentworth! Charles thought resentfully.

Mr. Wentworth set his cup of coffee carefully down on the teacher's bench and looked around to see
who was doing time. He seemed surprised to see Simon and not at al surprised to see Charles. "Anyone
need paper for lines?' he asked.

Charles did. He went up with most of 5B and was handed alump of someone's old exam. The exam had
used only one side of the paper, s0, Charles supposed, it made sense to use the other sidefor lines. But it
did, dl the same, seem like addiberate way of showing people how pointlessy they were wasting time
here. Wasting wastepaper. And Charles could tell, as Mr. Wentworth gave the paper out, that hewasin
his nastiest and most harrowed mood.

Not good at al, Charles thought, as he did back behind the back bench. For, though Charles had not
particularly thought about it, it was obviousto him that he was going to use witchcraft to copy out Mr.
Towerss awful book. What wasthe point of being awitch if you didn't make use of it? But he would

haveto go carefully with Mr. Wentworth in this mood.

The door opened. Theresa made an entry with her crowd of supporters.

Mr. Wentworth looked at them. "Comein," he said. " So glad you were ableto make it, dl of you. Sit
down, Delia. Find a seat, Karen. Heather, Deborah, Julia, Theresa, and the rest can no doubt al squeeze
inaround Smon."

"We haven't got detention, sir,” Deliasaid.

"Wejust cameto bring Theresa," Deborah explained.

"Why? Didn't she know theway?' said Mr. Wentworth. "Well, you al have detention now—"
"But, Sr! We only came—!"

"—unlessyou get out thissecond,” said Mr. Wentworth.

Theresas friends vanished. Theresalooked angrily at Smon, who was stting in the place shewould
otherwise have chosen, and carefully sdected aplace a the end of the bench just behind him. "Thisisall
your fault," she whispered to Simon.

"Drop dead!" said Smon.
It was, Charles thought, rather a pity that Nirupam had managed to break the Smon Says spdl.

Silence descended, the woeful, restless silence of people who wish they were dsewhere. Mr. Wentworth



opened a book and picked up his coffee. Charles waited until Mr. Wentworth seemed thoroughly into his
book, and then brought out his ballpoint pen. He ran hisfinger and thumb down it, just as he had done
with Simon's hair, down and down again. Write lines, he thought to it. Write five hundred lines out of this
book. Writelines. Then, very grudgingly, he wrote out the first sentence for it— "What ripping fun!™
exclaimed Watts Minor. "1'm down for scrum half this afternoon!" —to show it what to do. Then he
cautioudy let go of it. And the pen not only stood where he had left it but began to write industrioudly.
Charlesarranged Mr. Towers's book so that it would hide the scribbling pen. Then, with asigh of
satisfaction, he fetched out one of the comics and settled down as comfortably as Mr. Wentworth.

Five minutes|ater, he thought athunderbolt hit him.

The pen fell down and rolled on the floor. The comic was snatched away. Hisright ear wasin agony.
Charleslooked up—midtily, because his glasses were now hanging from his left ear—to find Mr.
Wentworth towering over him. The painin his ear was from the excruciatingly tight grip Mr. Wentworth
had on it.

"Get up,” Mr. Wentworth said, dragging at the ear.

Charles got up perforce. Mr. Wentworth led him, like that, by the ear, with his head painfully on one
Sde, to the front of the room. Halfway there, Charless glassesfdl off his other ear. He dmost didn't have
the heart to catch them. In fact, he only saved them by reflex. He wasfairly sure he would not be needing
them much longer.

At the front, he could see just well enough to watch Mr. Wentworth cram the comic one-handed into the
wastepaper basket. "L et that teach you to read comicsin detention!™ Mr. Wentworth said. "Now come
with me." Heled Charles, ill by the ear, to the door. There, he turned around and spoke to the othersin
the room. "'If anyone so much as gtirs," he said, "while I'm gone, he or she will be here for doubletime,
every night till Christmas. " Upon this, he towed Charles outside.

He towed Charles some distance up the covered way outside. Then he let go of Charless ear, took hold
of his shoulders, and commenced shaking him. Charles had never been shaken like that. He bit his
tongue. He thought his neck was bresking. He thought the whole of him was coming apart. He grabbed
hisleft hand in hisright oneto try and hold himsalf together—and felt his glasses sngp into two pieces.
That wasit, then. He could hardly bresthe when Mr. Wentworth at last let go of him.

"l warned you!" Mr. Wentworth said, furioudy angry. "I caled you to my room and purposday warned
you! Areyou acompletefool, boy? How much more frightened do you have to be? Do you need to be
infront of the inquigtors before you stop?’

"|—" gasped Charles. "I—" He had never known Mr. Wentworth could be thisangry.

Mr. Wentworth went on, in alifting undertone that was far more frightening than shouting, "Three
times—three timestoday to my knowledge—you've used witchcraft. And the Lord knows how many
times| don't know about. Are you trying to give yourself away? Have you the least ideawhat risk you
run? What kind of ashow-off areyou? All the shoesin the school thismorning—"

"That—that was amigtake, gir," Charles panted. "I—I wastrying to find my spikes."

"A stupid thing to waste witchcraft on!" said Mr. Wentworth. "And not content with apublic display like
that, you then go and cast pellson Smon Silverson!”

"How did you know that was me?"' said Charles.



"Onelook at your face, boy. And what's more, you were Sitting there letting the unfortunate Nan Pilgrim
taketheblame. | call that thoroughly sdlfish and despicablel And now thist Writing lines where anyone
could seeyou! You arelucky, let metdl you, boy, very lucky not to be down at the police station at this
moment, waiting for theinquisitor. Y ou deserve to be there. Don't you?' He shook Charles again. "Don't
you?"

"Yes, gr," said Charles.

"And youwill be," said Mr. Wentworth, "if you do one more thing. Y ou're to forget about witchcraft,
understand? Forget about magic. Try to be normd, if you know what that means. Because | promiseyou
that if youdoit again, you will be really introuble. Isthat clear?’

"Yes, gr," said Charles.

"Now get back in there and write properly!" Mr. Wentworth shoved Charlesin front with one hand, and
Charles could fed that hand shaking with anger. Frightening though that was, Charleswas glad of it. He
could barely see athing without his glasses. When Mr. Wentworth burst back with him into the old |ab,
the room wasjust alarge fuzzy blur. But he could tell everyone waslooking a him. The air wasthick
with peoplethinking, I'm glad it wasnt me!

"Get back to your seet," Mr. Wentworth said, and let go of Charleswith a sharp push.

Charlesfdt hisway through swimming colored blurs, down to the other end of the old |ab. Those
crooked white squares must be the book and the old exam paper. But his pen, he remembered, had
falen on thefloor. How was heto find it, in this Sate, let alone write with it?

"What are you standing there for?* Mr. Wentworth barked at him. "Put your glasses on and get back to
work!"

Charlesjumped with terror. He found himsdlf diving for his seat, and hooking his glasses on as he dived.
Theworld clicked into focus. He saw his pen lying dmost under hisfeet and bent to pick it up. But
surely, he thought, as he was haf under the bench, his glasses had been in two pieces? He had heard a
dreadfully final snapping noise. He thought he had felt them come apart. He put his hand up hurriedly and
felt his glasses—there was no point taking them off and looking, because then he would not be able to
see. They fet dl right. Entire and whole. Either he had made amistake, or the plastic had snapped and
not the metal insde. Much rdieved, Charles sat up with the penin hishand.

And stared a what it had written by itsdlf. | am Watts down scrum Minor ripping this fun afternoon.
| fun Minor am half this afternoon Watts... and so on, for two whole pages. It was no good. Mr.
Towerswas bound to notice. Charles sighed and began writing. Perhaps he should stop doing
witchceraft. Nothing seemed to go right.

Consequently, the rest of the evening was rather quiet. Charles sat in devvy running his thumb over the fat
cushion of blister on hisfinger, not wanting to give up witchcraft and knowing he dared not go on. He felt
such amixture of regret and terror that it quite bewildered him. Simon was subdued too. Brian
Wentworth was back, sitting scribbling industrioudy, with one eye ill turned dightly inward, but Smon
seemed to havelost hisdesire to hit Brian for the time being. And Simon's friends followed Simon's lead.

Nan kept quiet aso, because of what Nirupam had said, but, however hard she reasoned with herself,
she could not get rid of that bubbling inner confidence. It was dtill with her in the dormitory that night. It
stayed, in spite of Delia, Deborah, Hesther, and the rest, who began on her in their usua way.

"It was abit much, that spell on Smon!™



"Redlly, Nan, | know we asked you, but you should thinly firg."
"Look what he did to Theresa. And shelost her knitting over it."

And Nan, instead of submitting or gpologizing, as she usudly did, said, "What's put it into your pretty little
heads that that spell was mine?'

"Because we know you're awitch,” said Heather.

"Of course" said Nan. "But what gave you the idea | was the only one? Y ou think, Heather, instead of
just opening your little pink mouth and letting wordstrickle out. | told you, it takes time to make a spell. |
told you about picking herbs and flying around and chanting, didn't 1? And | left out the way you haveto
catch bats. That takes ages, even on afast modern broomstick, because bats are so good at dodging.
And you were with mein the bathroom, and with me dl thetimeal thislast week, and you know |
haven't had time to catch bats or pick herbs, and you've seen | haven't been muttering and incan-tating.
S0 you see? It wasn't me.”

She could tell they were convinced, because they al looked so disappointed. Heather muttered, "And
you said you couldn't fly that broomstick!" but she said nothing more. Nan was pleased. She seemed to
have shut them up without losing her reputation as awitch.

All except Karen. Karen was newly admitted to the number of Theresa's friends. That made her very
zedous. "Wel, | think you should work aspdll now," she said. "Theresaslost apair of bootees she spent
hours knitting, and | think the least you can do is get them back for her.”

"Notroubleat al,” Nan said airily. "But does Theresawant meto try?"

Theresafinished buttoning her pgjamas and turned away to brush her hair. "She's not going to try,
Karen," shesaid. "'l should be ashamed to get my knitting back that way!"

"Lightsout,” said amonitor at the door. " Do these belong to anyone? The caretaker found them in his
dog'shbasket." She hedd up two smal gray fluffy thingswith holesin them.

Thelook everyone gave Nan, as Theresawent to claim her bootees, made Nan wonder if she had been
wiseto tak likethat. And | don't even redly know if I'm ill awitch, she thought, as she got into bed. I'll
keep my mouth shut in the future. And that broomstick stays on top of the cupboard. | don't careif | did
promiseit.

Right in the middle of the night, she was awak-ened by something prodding at her. Nan, in her deep,
rolled out of the way, and rolled again, until she woke up in the act of falling out of bed. Therewasa
swift swishing noise. Something she only dimly saw in the near-dark dived over her and then dived under
her. Nan woke up completely to find herself six feet off the floor and doubled over the broomstick, with
her head hanging down one side and her feet the other. The knobby handle was a painful thing to be
draped over. Nevertheless, Nan began to laugh. | am awitch after dl! she thought joyfully.

"Put me down, you big fraud!" she whispered. "Y ou were just playing for sympathy, pretending you
needed arider, weren't you? Put me down and go and fly yoursdf!"

The broomstick's answer wasto rise up to the ceiling. Nan's bed looked like asmdl dim oblong from
there. She knew she would missit if shetried to jump off.

"You big bully!" shesaid. "I know | promised, but that was before—"

The broom drifted suggestively towards the window. Nan became adarmed. The window was open



because Theresabelieved in fresh air. She had visions of hersdf being carted over the countryside,
draped over the stick in nothing but pgjamas. She gavein.

"All right. I'll fly you. But let me go down and get some blanketsfirg. I'm not going to go like thigl™

The broom whirled around and swooped back to Nan's bed. Nan'slegs flew out and she landed on the
mattress with a bounce. The broom did not trust her in the least. It hovered over her while she dragged
the pink school blankets from her bed, and as soon as she had wrapped them around her, it made quite
sure of her by darting underneath her and siwooping up to the ceiling again. Nan was thrown backwards.
She nearly ended hanging underneath again.

"Go carefully!" shewhispered. "Let me get sttled.”

The broom hovered impatiently while Nan tried to balance hersdf and get comfortable. She did not dare
taketoo long over it. All the swooping and whispering were disturbing the other girls. Quite afew of
them were turning over and murmuring crossy. Nan tried to sit on the broom and toppled over Sdeways.
She got tangled in her blankets. In the end, she smply fell forward on her face and settled for lying dong
the handle again, in abundle of blanket, with her feet hooked up on the brush.

Before she had even gotten comfortable like that, the broomstick swooped to the window, nudged it
further open, and darted outside. There was pitch black night out there. It was cold, with adrizzle of rain
faling. Nan wrinkled her face againgt it and tried to get used to being high up. The broom flew with a
strange choppy movement, not atogether pleasant for aperson lying on her face.

Nan talked, to take her mind off it. "How isthis," she said, "for romantic dreams come true? | dways
thought of mysdlf flying abroomstick on awarm summer night, outlined againgt an enormous moon, with
anightingale or so singing its head off. And look at us" Undernesth her, the broomstick jerked. It was
obvioudy ashrug.

"Yes, | daresay it isthe best we can do,” Nan said. "But | don't fed very glamorouslikethis, and I'm
getting wet. | bet Dulcinea Wilkes used to sit on her broom, gracefully, sidesaddle probably, with her
long hair flowing out behind. And because it was London, she probably wore an elegant silk dress, with
lots of lacy petticoats showing from underneath. Did you know | was descended from Dulcinea Wilkes?!

The rippling underneath her might have been the broom'sway of nodding. But it could have been laughing
at the contrast.

Nan found she could seein the dark now. She looked down and blenched. The broomstick felt very
flimsy to bethishigh. It had soared and turned while she was talking, so that the square shapes of the
school were along way below and to one side. The pale spread of the playing field was directly
underneath, and beyond that Nan could see the entire town, filling the valley ahead. The houseswere al
dark, with orange chains of streetlightsin between. And in spite of the drifting drizzle, Nan could see as
far asthe blackness of Larwood Forest on the hill opposite.

"Let'sfly over theforest," she sad.

The broom swept off. Once you got used to it, it really would be anicefedling, Nan told hersdf firmly,
blinking againgt the drizzle. Secret, Slent flight. It wasin her blood. She held the end of the broom
handle in both hands and tried to point it a the town. But the broom had other idess. It wanted to go
around the edge of the town. The result was that they flew sdeways, jolting alittle.

"Fly over the houses," said Nan.



The broom gave a shake that nearly sent her tumbling off. No.

"l suppose someone might ook up and see us" Nan agreed. "All right. You win again. Bully." And it
occurred to her that her dreams of flying against ahuge full moon were redly the most arrant romantic
nonsense. No witch in her senses would do that, for fear the inquisitors might see her.

So they swooped over fields, and acrossthe main road in arush of rain. Therain at first came a Nan's
face in separate drops out of the orange haze made by the streetlights. Then it was just wetness out of
darkness, as they reached Larwood Forest, and the wetness brought a smell with it of autumn leaves and
mushroom. But even adark wood is not quite black at night. Nan could see paler trees, which il had
yelow leaves, and she could clearly see mist caused by the rain smoking out above the trees. Some of it
seemed to bereal smoke. Nan smélled firedigtinctly. A wet fire, burning smokily.

She suddenly felt rather quiet. "1 say, that can't be abonfire, can it?If it's after midnight, it is Halloween,
isntit?'

Theidea seemed to upset the broom. It stopped with ajerk. For a second, its front end tipped
downwards asif it were thinking of landing. Nan had to grip hard in order not to dide off head first. Then
it began actudly flying backwards, wagging its brush in agitated sweeps, so that Nan's feet were swirled
fromsdetosde.

"Stopit!" shesaid. "l shdl besck inaminute!”

They did, she knew, sometimes burn witch's brooms with the witch they belonged to. So she was not
surprised when the broom swung around, away from the smell of smoke, and began flying back towards
the school, in agtately sort of way, asif that was the way it had meant to go al aong.

"Y ou don't fool me," she said. "But you can go back if you want. I'm soaked.”

The broom continued on its wet and stately way, high above the fields and the main road, until the pale
flatness of the playing field appeared beneath them once more. Nan was just thinking that she would bein
bed any minute now, when anew notion seemed to strike the broom. It dived a sickening fifty feet and
put on speed. Nan found hersdlf hurtling over thefield, about twenty feet up, and oozing off backwards
with the speed. She hung on and shouted to it to stop. Nothing she said made any difference. The broom
continued to hurtle.

"Ohredly!" Nan gasped. "Y ou are the most willful thing I've ever known! Stop!™

Therain beat in her face, but she could see something ahead now, dl the same. It was something dark
againg the grass, and it was quiite big, too big for abroom, athough it was flying too, floating gently away
across thefield. The broom was racing towardsit. Asthey plunged on, Nan saw that the thing was flat
underneath, with the shape of a person on top of it. It got bigger and bigger. Nan decided it could only
beasmdl carpet with aman stting on it. She tugged and jerked at the broom handle, but there seemed
nothing she could do to stop the broom.

The broom plunged gladly up aongside the dark shape. It was aman on asmall carpet. The broom
swooped around it, wagging its end so hard that Nan bit her tongue. It nuzzled and nudged and jogged at
the carpet, jerking Nan thisway and that asit went. And the carpet seemed equally delighted to mest the
broom. It wasjiggling and flapping, and rippling so that the man on top of it wasrolled thisway and that.
Nan shrank down and clung to the broom, hoping that shejust looked like aroll of blankets to whoever
thiswitch on acarpet was.

But the man was becoming annoyed by the antics of the carpet and the broom. " Can't you control that



thing yet?' he snapped.

Nan shrank down even further. Her bitten tongue made it hard to speak anyway, and she was amost
glad of it. She knew that voice. It was Mr. Wentworth's.

"And | told you never to ride that thing in term time, Brian," Mr. Wentworth said. When Nan till did not
say anything, he added, "1 know, | know. But thiswretched hearthrug insists on going out every night.”

Thisisworse and worse! Nan thought. Mr. Wentworth thought she was Brian. So Brian must be—with
afierce effort, she managed to wrench the broom around, away from the hearthrug. With an even fiercer
effort, shegot it going again, towards the school. By kicking it hard with her bare toes, she kept it going.
When she was some way away, she risked turning around and whispering, "Sorry." She hoped Mr.
Wentworth would go on thinking she was Brian.

Mr. Wentworth called something after her asthe broomstick lumbered away, but Nan did not even try to
hear what it was. She did not want to know. She could still barely believe it. Besides, she needed dl her
attention to make the broom go. It was very reluctant. It flew acrossthefield in adismd, trudging way,
which reminded Nan irresistibly of Charles Morgan, but at least it went. Nan was pleased to discover
that she could control it after all, when she had to.

It made particularly heavy wesather of lifting Nan upwards to her dormitory window. She dmost believed
it groaned. Some of the difficulty may have been real. All Nan's pink school blankets were soaked
through by now and they must have weighed a great dedl. But Nan remembered what an act the broom
had put on in the afternoon and resolved to be pitiless. She drummed with her toes again. Up went the
broom through the dark rainy night, up and up the wall, until at last they were outside the haf-open
dormitory window. Nan helped the broom shoulder the window open wider, and then swooped to the
floor on her ssomach. What ardief! she thought.

Someone whispered, "I put dry blankets on your bed."

Nan nearly fainted. After apauseto recover, sherolled hersdlf off the broom and knelt up in her sopping
blankets. A dim figure in regulation school pgjamas was standing in front of her, bending down alittle, so
that Nan could see the hair was curly. Heather? No, don't be daft! Estelle. "Estelle?" she whispered.

"Hush!" whispered Estelle. "Come and help put these blanketsin the airing cupboard. We can talk there.”
"But the broom—7?" Nan whispered.
"Send it away."

A good idea, Nan thought, if only the broom would obey. She picked it up, shedding soaking blankets as
shewent, and carried it to the window. " Go to the groundsman's shed,” shetold it in a severe whisper,
and sent it off with afirm shove. Knowing the kind of broom it was, she would not have been surprised if
it had smply clattered to the ground. But it obeyed her, rather to her astonishment—or at least, it flew off
into therainy night.

Estelle was dready lugging the heap of blankets to the door. Nan tiptoed to help her. Together they
dragged the heap down the passage and into the fateful bathroom. There, Estelle shut the door and
daringly turned on thelight.

"It'l bedl right if we don't talk too loud, " she said. "I'm awfully sorry—Theresawoke up while | was
making your bed. | had to tell her you'd been sick. | said you werein the bathroom being sick again. Can
you remember that if she askstomorrow?"



"Thanks," said Nan. "That was kind of you. Did | wake you going out?"

"Yes, but it wastraining mostly,” Estelle said. She opened the big airing cupboard. "'If wefold these
blankets and put them right at the back, no one's going to find them for weeks. They might even bedry
by then, but with this school's hesting therés no relying on that."

It was not aquick job. They had to take out the piles of pale pink dry blankets stacked in the cupboard,
fold the heavy bright pink wet ones, put them in at the back, and then put all the dry ones back to hide
them.

"Why did you say training woke you up?' Nan asked Estelle asthey worked.

"Training with the witches underground escape route,” said Estelle. "My mum used to belong to it, and |
used to help her. It took me right back, when | heard you going out—though it was usualy people
coming in that used to wake me up. And | knew you'd be wet when you came back, and need help.
Mum brought me up to think of everything like that. We used to have witches coming in on broomsat all
hours of the night, poor things. Most of them were as wet as you—and much more frightened, of course.
Hold the blanket down with your chin. That's the best way to get it folded.”

"Why did your mum send you away to this school ?* Nan asked. "Y ou must have been such ahelp.”

Egelles bright face saddened. " She didn't. The inquisitors sent me. They had abig campaign and broke
up al our branch of the organization. My mum got caught. She'sin prison now, for helping witches.
But"—Estdlle's soft brown eyes|ooked earnestly into Nan's face—"please don't say. | couldn't bear
anyone eseto know. Yourethe only onel've ever told.”

10

The NEXT morning, Brian Wentworth did not get up. Simon threw apillow at him as helay there, but
Brian did not dtir.

"Wakey, wakey, Brian!" Simon said. "Get up, or I'll strip your bed off." When Brian till did not move,
Simon advanced on his bed.

"Let himaone" Charlessad. "Hewasill yesterday.”

"Anything you say, Charles" said Smon. "Y our word ismy command.” And he pulled al the covers off
Brian's bed.

Brianwasnot init. Ingtead, there was aline of three pillows, artfully overlapped to give the shape of a
body. Everyone gathered around and stared. Ronald West bent down and looked under the bed—asiif
he thought Brian might be there—and tame up holding a piece of paper.

"Here" he said. "This must have come off with the bedc othes. Take alook!"

Simon snatched the paper from him. Everyone else craned and pushed to seeit too. It waswrittenin
capitd letters, in ordinary blue balpoint, and it said: HA HA. | HAVE GOT BRIAN WENT-WORTH IN
MY POWER. SGNED, THE WITCH.

The dightly tenselook on Simon's face gave way to righteous concern. He had known at once that
Brian's disgppearance had nothing to do with him. "We're not going to panic," he said. "Someone get the
measter on duty.”

There was instant emergency. Voicesjabbered, rumors roared. Charlesfetched Mr. Crosdey, since



everyone e se seemed too astonished to think. After that, Mr. Crossey and monitors came and went,
asking everyone when they had last seen Brian. People from the other dormitories crowded in the
doorway, calling comments. Everyone was very eager to say something, but nothing very useful came
out. A lot of people had noticed Brian was pa e and cross-eyed the day before. Somebody said he had
been il and gone to the matron. A number of other people said he had come back later and seemed very
busy writing. Everyone swore Brian had gone to bed as usua the night before.

Long before Mr. Crosdey had sorted even this much out, Charles wastiptoeing hastily away downdairs.
Hefdt sck. Upto last night, he had supposed Brian wastrying to get himsdlf invaided out of schoal.
Now he knew better. Brian had run away, just as he had said he would. And he had taken the advice
Charles had given him in the middle of the night before and confused histrail. But what had given Brian
theideaof blaming the witch? Could it have been the shoes, and the sight of Charles muttering over some
hairsfrom Smon's comb? Charleswasfairly sureit was.

As Charles pushed through the boysin the corridor, he heard the words "witch" and "Nan Filgrim”
coming from al sides. Fine, aslong as they went on blaming Nan. But would they? Charlestook alook
at hisburned finger as he went down the stairs. The transparent juicy cushion of blister on it wasfatter
than ever. It hurts to be burned. Charleswent the rest of the way down at a crazy galop. Hetoo
remembered Brian scribbling and scribbling during devvy. Brian must have written pages. If there was
oneword about Charles Morgan in those pages, he was going to make sure no one el se saw them. He
pelted dong the corridors. He flung himself into the classroom, squawking for breeth.

Brian's desk was open. Nirupam was bending over it. He did not seem in the least surprised to see
Charles. "Brian has been very eoquent,” he said. "Come and see.”

Behind the raised lid of the desk, Nirupam had lined up six exercise books, each of them opento a
double page of hurried blue scrawl. Help, help, help, help, Charlesread in thefirst. The witch has the
Evil Eye on me. HELP. | am being dragged away | know not where. HELP. My mind isin thrall.
Namel ess deeds are being forced upon me. HELP. The world is turning gray. The spell isworking.
Help... And so on, for the whole two pages.

"Therésyards of it!" said Charles.

"I know," said Nirupam, opening Brian's French book. "Thisisfull of it too."
"Doesit give names?' Charles asked tensdly.

"Not sofar," said Nirupam.

Charles was not going to take Nirupam'sword for that. He picked up each book in turn and read the
scrawl through. Help. Wild chanting and horrible smellsfill my ears. HELP. | can FEEL MYSELF
GOING. Thewitch'swill is strong. | must obey. Gray humming and horrible words. HELP. My
spirit is being dragged from TIMBUKTU to UTTAR PRADESH. To utter destruction | mean. Help
... ltwent on like thisfor al sx books. Enough of it wasin capitasfor Charlesto be quite sure that Brian
had written the note under hisbed himsdlf.

After that, he read each of the rest of Brian's books as Nirupam finished with it. It was all the samekind
of thing. To Charlessrelief, Brian named no names. But there was dtill Brian'sjournd, at the bottom of
thepile.

"If hé'ssaid anything definite, it will beinthis," Nirupam said, picking up thejournd. Charles reached out
for it too. If necessary, he was going to force it out of Nirupam's hands by witchcraft. Or wasit better
just to make dl the pages blank? But did he dare do either? His hand hesitated.



As Charles hesitated, they heard Mr. Crosdey's voice out in the corridor. Charles and Nirupam
frantically crammed the books back into Brian's desk and shut it. They raced to their own desks, sat
down, got out books, and pretended to be busy finishing devvy from the night before.

"Y ou boys should be going adong to breskfast now,” Mr. Crosdey said, when he camein. "Go along.”

Both of them had to go, without a chance of looking at Brian'sjournal. Charles wondered why Nirupam
looked so frustrated. But he was too frightened on his own account to bother much about Nirupam's

fedings

In the corridor outside the dining hal, Mr. Wentworth rushed past them, looking even more harrowed
than usud. Insde the dining hdl, the rumor was going around that the police had just arrived.

"Youwait,” Simon said knowingly. "Theinquisitor will be here before dinner time. Y ou'll see.”

Nirupam did into a seat besde Nan. "Brian has written in al his school books about awitch putting a
gpdl on him," he murmured to her.

Nan hardly needed thisto show her the trouble shewasin. Karen and Ddliahad aready asked her
severa timeswhat she had doneto Brian. And Theresa had added, not looking at Nan, " Some people
can't leave people aone, can they?'

"But he didn't name any names," Nirupam muttered, also not looking at Nan.

Brian didn't need to name names, Nan thought desperately. Everyone else would do that for him. And, if
that was not enough, Estelle knew she had been out on the broomstick last night. She looked around for
Egtdle, but Estelle seemed to be avoiding her. She was a another table. At that, the last traces of witchy
inner confidence left Nan completely. For oncein her life, she had no appetite for breakfast. Charleswas
not much better. Whatever hetried to eet, the fat blister on hisfinger seemed to get in the way.

At the end of breakfast, another rumor went around: The police had sent for tracker dogs.

A short while after this, Miss Hodge arrived, to find the school in an uproar. It took her sometimeto find
out what had happened, since Mr. Crosdey was nowhere to be found. When Miss Phillipsfindly told
her, Miss Hodge was delighted. Brian Wentworth had vanished! That is, Miss Hodge thought hastily, it
was very sad and worrying of course, but it did give her ared excuseto attract Mr. Wentworth's
attention again. Y esterday had been most frustrating. After Mr. Wentworth had brushed aside her
generous apology over Charles Morgan, she had not been able to think of any other move towards
getting him to marry her. But thiswasided. She could go to Mr. Wentworth and be terribly sympathetic.
She could enter into his sorrow. The only difficulty was that Mr. Wentworth was not to be found, any,
more than Mr. Crossley. It seemed that they were both with the police in Miss Cadwallader's study.

As everyone went into the hall for assembly, they could see apolice van in the quadrangle. Severd
hedthy Alsatians were getting out of it, with their pink tongues draped over their large whitefangsina
way that suggested they could hardly wait to get on and hunt something. A number of faces turned pale.
Therewasalot of nervousgiggling.

"It doesn't matter if the dogs don't find anything,” Simon could be heard explaining. "Theinquisitor will
samply run hiswitch-detector over everyonein the class, and they'll find the witch that way."

To Nan'srdief, Estelle came pushing adong the line and stood next to her. "Estelle—!" Nan began
violently.

"Not now," Estelle whispered. "Wait for the singing.”



Neither Mr. Wentworth nor Miss Cadwallader came into assembly. Mr. Brubeck and Mr. Towers, who
sat inthemain chairsingtead, did not explain about that, and neither of them mentioned Brian. This
seemed to make it al much more serious. Mr. Towers chose hisfavorite hymn. It was, to Nan's misery,
"He Who Would Vdiant Be." Thishymn aways caused Theresato look a Nan and giggle, when it came
to"To beapilgrim." Nan had to wait for Theresato do that before she dared to speak to Estelle, and,
she thought, Theresas giggle was rather nagtier than usual.

"Estdle,” Nan whispered, as soon as everyone had started the second verse. "Estelle, you don't think |
went out—last night, theway | did— because of Brian, do you? | swear | didn't."

"I know you didn't," Estelle whispered back. "What would anyone want Brian or, anyway?"
"But everyonethinks | did! What shdl | do!" Nan whispered back.
"It's PE second lesson. I'll show you then,” said EStelle.

Charles was also whispering under cover of the singing, to Nirupam. "What are witch-detectors? Do they
work?"

"Machinesin black boxes," Nirupam said breathily a his hymn book. "And they dwaysfind awitch with
them.”

Mr. Wentworth had talked about witch-detectors too. So, Charles thought, if the rumor was right and
theinquisitor got here before lunch-time, today was the end of Charles. Charles hated Brian. Sdlfish
beast. Yes, dl right, he had been sdfish too, but Brian was even worse. There was only one thing to do
now, and that was to run away aswell. But those tracker dogs made that nearly impossible.

When they got to the classroom, Brian's desk had been taken away. Charleslooked at the empty space
in horror. Fingerprints! he thought. Nirupam had gone quite yellow.

"They took it to give the dogs the scent,” said Dan Smith. He added thoughtfully, "They'retrained to tear
people to pieces, those police dogs. | wonder if they'll tear Brian up, or just the witch.”

Charleslooked at the blister on hisfinger and redlized that burning was not the only thing that hurt. His
first thought had been to run away during break. Now he decided to go in PE, next lesson. He wished
there were not awhole lesson in between.

That lesson seemed to last about ayear. And for most of that |esson, policemen were continualy going
past the windows with dogs on leads. Back and forth they went. Wherever Brian had gone, they seemed
to befinding it hard to pick up his scent.

By thistime, Nan's hands were shaking so that she could hardly hold her pen. Thanksto last night, she
knew exactly why Brian had |eft no scent. It was that double-dealing broomstick. It must have flown
Brian out before it came and woke her up. Nan was sure of it. She could have taken the police to the
exact spot where Brian was. That was no bonfire she had smelled over Larwood Forest last night. 1t had
been Brian's campfire. The broomstick had brought her right over the spot and then redlized its mistake.
That was why it had gotten so agitated and tried to fly away backwards. She was so angry with Brian for
getting her blamed that she wished shereally could tell them where he was. But the moment she did thét,
she proved that she was awitch and incriminated Mr. Wentworth into the bargain. Oh, it wastoo bad of
Brian! Nan just hoped Estelle could think of some kind of rescue before someone accused her, and she
started accusing Brian and Mr. Wentworth.

Just before the end of that lesson, the dogs must have found some kind of scent. When the girlswalked



around the outside of the school on their way to the girls locker room, to change for PE, there was not a
policeman or adog in sight. Astheline of girlswent past the shrubbery, Estelle gently took hold of Nan's
arm and pulled her towards the bushes. Nan let hersdlf be pulled. She did not know if she was more
relieved or moreterrified. It was alittle early in the day to find seniorsin the shrubbery, but even o,
surely somebody would notice.

"We haveto gointo town," Estelle whispered, asthey pushed among the wet bushes. "To the Old Gate
House"

"Why?" Nan asked, thrusting her way after Estelle.

"Because," Egtelle whispered over her shoulder, "the lady there runsthe Larwood branch of the witches
escape route.”

They came out into the grass beside the huge laurel bush. Nan looked from Estell€'s scared face to
Egelestrim blazer and school skirt. Then she looked down at her own plump shape. Different asthey
were, they were both obvioudy in Larwood House school uniforms. "But if someone sees usin town,
they'll report usto Miss Cadwal lader.”

"l was hoping," Estelle whispered, "that you might be able to change usinto ordinary clothes.”

Nan redized that the only witchcraft she had ever done wasto fly that broom. She had not the least idea
how you changed clothes. But Estdlle was relying on her and it redlly was urgent. Fedling an awful fool,
Nan held out both shaking hands and said the first thing remotely like aspell that came into her head.

"Eeny, meeny, miney, mo,
Out of uniform we go!"

There was aswirling feeling around her. Etelle was suddenly in asmall snowstorm that seemed to be
made of little bits of rag. Navy blue rag, then dark rag. The rags settled like burned paper, clinging to
Estelle and hanging, and clinging to Nan too. And there they both were in seconds, dressed aswitches, in
long trailing black dresses, pointed black hatsand dl.

Egtelle clapped both hands to her mouth to stop agiggle. Nan snorted with laughter. "Thiswon't do! Try
agan,” giggled Egtele.

"What do you want to wear?' Nan asked.
Egedles eyes shone. "Riding clothes," she whispered ardently. "With ared jumper, please.”

Nan stretched out her hands again. Now she knew she could do it, she felt quite confident.

"Aggatagga, ragga, roast.
Wear the clothes you want the most.”

The rag-storm began again. In Estelle's casg, it Sarted black and swirled very promisingly into pale
brown and red. Around Nan, it seemed to be turning pink. When the storm stopped, there was Estelle,
looking very trim and pretty in jodhpurs, red sweeter, and hard hat, with her legsin shiny boots, pointing
at Nan with ariding crop and making helpless bursting noises.

Nan looked down at hersalf. It seemed that the sort of clothes she wanted most was the dress she had
imagined Dulcinea Wilkes wearing to ride her broomstick around London in. Shewasin ashiny pink silk
balldress. Thefull skirt swept the wet grass. Thetight pink bodice |eft her shoulders bare. It had blue
bows up the front and lace in the deeves. No wonder Estelle was laughing! Pink silk was definitely a



mistake for someone as plump as Nan. Why pink? she wondered. Probably she had gotten that idea
from the school blankets.

She had her hands stretched out to try again, when they heard Karen Grigg shouting outside the
shrubbery. "Edellel Estellel Where are you? Miss Philips wants to know where you've gotten to!™

Estelle and Nan turned and ran. Estell€'s clothes were ided for sprinting through bushes. Nan's were not.
She lumbered and puffed behind Estelle, and wet leaves kept showering her bare shoulders with water.
Her deevesgot in her way. Her skirt wrapped around her legs and kept catching on bushes. Just at the
edge of the shrubbery, the dress got stuck on atwig and tore with such aloud ripping noise that Estelle
whirled around in horror.

"Wait!" panted Nan. She wrenched the pink skirt loose and tore the whole bottom part of it off. She
wrapped the torn bit like ascarf around her wet shoulders. "That's better.”

After that, she could keep up with Estelle quite easily. They dipped through onto the school drive and
pelted down it and out through the iron gates. Nan meant to stop and change the pink dressinto
something esein the road outside, but there was a man sweeping the pavement just beyond the gates.
He stopped sweeping and stared at the two of them. A little further on, there were two ladies with
shopping bags, who stared even harder. Nan put her head down in acute embarrassment as they walked
past the ladies. She had strips of torn pink silk hanging down and clinging to the pale blue stockings she
seemed to have changed her socksinto. Below that, she seemed to have given hersdlf pink ballet shoes.

"Will you cdl for me at my balet class after you've had your riding lesson?' she said loudly and
desperately to Estelle.

"I might. But I'm scared of your ballet teacher,” Estelle said, playing up bravely.

They got past the ladies, but there were more people further down the road. The further they got into
town, the more people there were. By the time they came to the shops, Nan knew she was not going to
get achance to change the pink balldress.

"Y ou look awfully pretty. Redly," Edelle said consolingly.

No, 1 dont. It'slike abad dream,” said Nan. "In my bad dreams like that, | don't have any clothes on at
dl," sad Esdle.

At last they reached the strange red brick castle which was the Old Gate House. Estelle, looking white
and nervous, led Nan up the steps and under the pointed porch. Nan pulled the large bell pull hanging
besi de the pointed front door. Then they stood under the arch and waited, more nervous than ever.

For along time, they thought nobody was going to answer the door. Then, after nearly five minutes, it
opened, very dowly and cresking agreat ded. A very old lady stood there, leaning on astick, looking at
them in some surprise.

Egtelle was so nervous by then that she Suttered. "A—aw—way out in the n—name of D— Dulcines,”
shesaid.

"Oh dear!" said the old lady. "My dears, I'm so sorry. Theinquisitors broke up the organization here
severa yearsago. If it wasn't for my age, 1'd bein prison now. They come and check up on me every
week. | daren't do athing.”

They stood and stared at her in utter dismay. The old lady saw it. "If it'sared emergency,” shesaid, "'l
cangiveyouaspel. That'sdl | canthink of. Would you likethat?' They nodded, dismally.



"Then wait amoment, while | writeit down,” said the old lady. She left the front door open and hobbled
asideto atable at one side of the dark old hall. She opened adrawer in it and fumbled for some paper.
She searched for a pen. Then she looked across at them. "Y ou know, my dears, in order not to attract
attention, you redlly should look asif you were collecting for charity. | can pretend to be writing you a
check. Can ether of you manage collecting boxes?"

"I can," said Nan. She had dmost lost her voice with fright and dismay. She had to cough. She did not
darerisk saying spdlls, standing there on the steps of the old house, up above the busy street. She smply
waved a quivering hand and hoped.

I nstant weight bore her hand down. A mighty collecting tin dangled from her arm, and another dangled
from Estell€'s. Each was as big asatin of paint. Each had ahuge red cross on one side and chinked
loudly from their nervoustrembling.

"That's better," said the old lady, and started, very dowly, to write.

The outsze tins did indeed make Nan and Estelle fed easier while they waited. People passing certainly
looked up at them curioudy, but most of them smiled when they saw thetins. And they were standing
therefor quite along time, because, aswell aswriting very dowly, the old lady kept caling acrossto
them.

"Do either of you know the Portway Oaks?' she called. They shook their heads. "Pity. Y ou haveto go
thereto say this" said theold lady. "It'saring of treesjust below the forest. I'd better draw you amap
then." She drew, dowly. Then shecdled, "I don't know why they're caled the Oaks. Every singletree
thereisabeech tree” Later till, she caled, "Now I'm writing down the way you should pronounceit.”

Thegirlstill stood there. Nan was beginning to wonder if the old lady wasredlly in league with the
inquisitors and keeping them there on purpose, when the old lady at last folded up the paper and shuffled
back to the front door.

"Thereyou are, my dears. | wish | could do morefor you."

Nan took the paper. Estelle produced abright artificid smile. "Thanks awfully,” she said. "What doesit
do?'

"I'mnot sure,”" said the old ladly. "It's been handed down in my family for usein emergencies, but no one
has ever used it before. I'm told it's very powerful.”

Like many old people, the old lady spoke rather too loudly. Nan and Estelle looked nervoudy over their
shoulders at the street below, but nobody seemed to have heard. They thanked the old lady politely and,
when the front door shut, they went drearily back down the steps, lugging their huge collecting tins.

"l suppose wed better useit,” said Estelle. "We daren't go back now."

11

Charles JOGGED around the playing field towards the groundsman's hut. He hoped anyone who saw
him would think he was out running for PE. For this reason, he had changed into his small sky-blue
running shorts before he dipped away. When he had time, he supposed he could transform the shorts
into jeans or something. But the important thing at the moment was to get hold of that mangy old broom
people had been taunting Nan Filgrim with the other day. If he got to that before anyone noticed he was
missing, he could ride away on it and no dog on earth could pick up histrail.



He reached the hut, in its corner beside the kitchen gardens. He crept around it to its door. At the same
moment, Nirupam crept around it from the opposite Side, aso in sky-blue shorts, and stretched out his
long arm for the door too. The two of them stared at one another. All sorts of ideas for thingsto say
streamed through Charless mind, from explaining he wasjust dodging PE, to accusing Nirupam of
kidnapping Brian. In the end, he said none of these things. Nirupam had hold of the doorlatch by then.

"Bags| the broomstick," Charlessaid.

"Only if there aretwo of them," said Nirupam. Hisface was yellow with fear. He pulled open the door
and dodged into the hut. Charles dived in after him.

There was not even the one old broomstick. There were flowerpots, buckets, an old roller, anew roller,
four rakes, two spades, ahoe, and an old wet mop propped in one of the buckets. And that was dll.

"Who took it?' Charlessaid wildly.
"Nobody brought it back,” said Nirupam.
"Oh, magicit dl!" said Charles. "What shal we do?"

"Use something ese," said Nirupam. "Or walk. " He seized the nearest spade and stood astrideit,
bending and stretching hisgreat long legs. "Hy," hetold the spade. "Go on, fly, magic you!"

Nirupam had the right idea, Charles saw. A witch surely ought to be able to make anything fly. "I should
think arake would fly better,” he said, and quickly grabbed hold of the wet mop for himsalf. The mop
was so old that it had stuck to the bucket. Charles was forced to put one foot on the bucket and pull,
before it cameloose, and alot of the head got |eft behind in the bucket. The result wasastick endingina
scraggly gray stump. Charles seized it and stood astride it. He jumped up and down. "Fly!" hetold the
mop. "Quick!"

Nirupam threw the spade down and snatched up the hoe. Together they jumped desperately around the
hut. "Fy!" they panted. "Fy!"

Inan old, soggy, dispirited way, the mop obeyed. It wallowed up about three feet into the air and wove
towards the hut door. Nirupam was wailing in despair, when the hoe took off too, with abuck and a
rush, asif it did not want to be left behind. Nirupam shot past Charleswith hishugelegsflalling. "It
works" he panted triumphantly, and went off in another kangaroo bound towards the kitchen gardens.

They were forbidden to go in the kitchen gardens, but it seemed the most secret way out of schoal.
Charlesfollowed Nirupam through the gate and down the gravel path, both of them trying to control their
mounts. The mop wallowed and wove. It waslike an old, old person, feebly hobbling through the air.
The hoe ether went by kangaroo surges, or it danted and trailed its metd end aong the path. Nirupam
had to stick hisfeet out in front in order not to leave a scent on the ground. Hiseyesrolled in agony. He
kept overtaking Charles and dropping behind. When they got to the wall at the end of the garden, both
implements stopped. The mop wallowed about in the air. The hoejittered itsend on the gravel.

" They can't go high enough to get over, " said Charles. "Now what?"

That might have been the end of their journey, had not the caretaker's dog been sniffing about in the
kitchen gardens and suddenly caught their scent. It came racing down the long path towards them,
yapping. The hoe and the mop took off like startled cats. They soared over thewall, with Charles and
Nirupam hanging on anyhow, and went bucking off down the fields beyond. They raced towards the
main road, the mop surging, the hoe plunging and trailing, clearing hedges by awhisker and missing trees



by inches. They did not dow down until they had put three fields between them and the caretaker's dog.

"They must hate that dog as much aswe do,” Nirupam gasped. "Wasit you that did the Smon Says
sl ?'

"Yes" sad Charles. "Did you do the birdsin music?

"No," said Nirupam, much to Charless surprise. "1 did only onething, and that was secret, but | daren't
day if the inquisitors are going to bring awitch-detector. They dways get you with those."

"What did you do?' said Charles.

"Y ou know that night al our shoeswent into the hall,” said Nirupam. "Well, we had afeast that night.
Dan Smith made me get up the floorboards and get the food out. He says | have no right to be so large
and so weak," Nirupam said resentfully, "and | was hating him for it, when | took the _boards up and
found apair of running shoes, with spikes, hidden there with the food. | turned those shoesinto a
chocolate cake. | knew Dan was so greedy that hewould egt it al himsalf. And hedid eat it. Hedidn't let
anyone else have any. Y ou may have noticed that he wasn't quite himself the next day."

So much had happened to Charles that particular day, that he could not remember Dan seeming anything
at dl. Hedidn't have the heart to explain al the trouble Nirupam had caused him. "Those were my
spikes," he said sadly. He wobbled along on the mop rather awed at the thought of iron spikes passing
through Dan's somach. "He must have adigestion like an ostrich!™

"The spikes were turned into cherries,” said Nirupam. "The soles were the cream. The shoesasawhole
becamewhat is called a Black Forest gateau.”

Here they reached the main road and saw the tops of cars whipping past beyond the hedge. "Well have
towait for agap in that traffic,” Charlessad. "Stop!" he commanded the mop.

"Stop!" Nirupam cried to the hoe.

Neither implement took the dightest notice. Since Charles and Nirupam did not dare put their feet down
for fear of leaving a scent for the dogs, they could find no way of stopping at al. They were carried
helplesdy over the hedge. Luckily, the road was down in adight dip, and they had just enough height to
clear thewhizzing cars. Nirupam frantically bent his huge legs up. Charlestried not to let hislegsdangle.
Horns honked. He saw faces peering up at them, outraged and grinning. Charles suddenly saw how
ridiculousthey must look, both in their little blue shorts: himsdf with the disgraceful dirty old mop head
wagging behind him; Nirupam lunging through the air in bunny hops, with alook of anguish on hisface.

Hornswere still sounding asthey cleared the hedge on the other side of the road.
"Oh help!" gasped Nirupam. "Make for the woods, quick, before somebody gets the police!”

Larwood Forest was only ashort hillsde away and, luckily, their panic seemed to get through to the mop
and the hoe. Both put on speed. The wagging and dewing of the mop nearly threw Charles off. The hoe
helped itself dong by digging its metd end fiercely into the ground, so that Nirupam went upwardslike
someone on apogo stick, yeping a each legp. Horns were sill sounding from the road asfirst Nirupam,
then Charles reached the trees and plunged in among them. By thistime, Nirupam was so far ahead that
Charlesthought he had logt him. Probably just aswell, Charles thought. They might be safer going
Sseparate ways. But the mop had other ideas. After dithering abit, asif it had lost the scent, it set off again
at top wallow. Charles was wagged around tree trunks and swayed through prickly undergrowth. Finaly
he was dewed through abed of nettles. He yelled. Nirupam yelled too, just beyond the nettles. The hoe



tipped him off into a blackberry bush and darted gladly towards an old threadbare broomstick which was
leaning on the other side of the brambles. At the sight, the mop threw Charlesinto the nettles and went
bouncing flirtatioudy towards the broomstick too, looking just like agranny on an outing.

Charles and Nirupam picked themsel ves bad-temperedly up. They listened. The motorists on the road
seemed to have got tired of sounding their horns. They looked. Beyond the jumping hoe and the nuzzling
mop, there was awell-made campfire. Behind thefire, concealed by more brambles, was asmal orange
tent. Brian Wentworth was standing by the tent, glowering at them.

"| thought I'd got at least one of you arrested,” Brian said. "Get lost, can't you! Or are you trying to get
me caught?'

"No, wearenot!" Charlessaid angrily. "Were— Hey, ligen!"

Somewhere uphill, in the thick part of the wood, adog gave one whirring, excited bark, and stopped
suddenly. Birds were clapping up out of the trees. And Charless straining ears could also hear arhythmic
swishing, asof heavy feet marching through undergrowth.

"That'sthe police," he sad.

"Youfoold Y ou've brought them down on me!" Brian said in a screaming whisper. He grabbed the old
broom from between the mop and the hoe and, in one practiced jump, he was on the broom and gliding
away across the brambles.

"He did the birdsin music," Nirupam said, and snatched the hoe. Charles seized the mop and both of
them st off after Brian, wavering and hopping across the brambles and in among low trees. Charles kept
his head down, because branches were raking at his hair, and thought that Nirupam must be right. Those
birds had appeared promptly in time to save Brian's having to sing. And a parrot shouting "Cuckoo!" was
exactly Brian'skind of thing.

They were catching up with the broom, not because they wanted to, but because the mop and the hoe
were plainly determined to stay with the broom. They must have spent yearstogether in the groundsman's
hut and, Charles supposed irritably, they had got touchingly fond of one another. Nothing he or Nirupam
could do would make either implement go adifferent way. Shortly, Brian was gliding among the trees
only afew yards ahead of them.

Heturned and glared at them. "Leave me done! Y ou've spoiled my escape and made me lose my tent.
Go away!"

"It was the mop and the hoe," said Charles.
"The palice are looking for you, not us," Nirupam panted. "What did you expect? Y ou were missing.”

"l didn't expect two great idiots crashing about the forest and bringing the police after me," Brian snarled.
"Why couldn't you stay in school 7!

"If you didn't want us, you shouldn't have written al that rubbish about awitch putting aspell onyou,”
sad Charles. "Therésan inquistor coming today because of you."

"Wdl, you advised meto do it," Brian said.

Charles opened hismouth and shut it again, quite unable to spesk for indignation. They were coming to
the edge of the woods now. He could see green fiel ds through a mass of yellow hazel leaves, and hetried
to turn the mop aside yet again. If they came out of the woods, they would be seen at once. But the mop



obstinately followed the broom.

Asthey forced their way among whippy hazel boughs, Nirupam panted severely, Y ou ought to be glad
to have some friends with you, Brian."

Brian laughed hystericaly. "Friendd! | wouldn't be friendswith ether of you if you paid me! Everyonein
6B laughsat you!"

AsBrian said this, there was a sudden clamor of dog noises behind them in the wood. A voice shouted
something about atent. It was plain that the police had found Brian's camp. Brian and the broomstick put
on speed and surged out into the field beyond. Charles and Nirupam found themsalves being dragged
anyhow through the hazel boughs as the mop and the hoe tried to keep up.

Scratched and breathless, they were whirled out into the field on the side of the woods that faced the
town. Brian was some way ahead, flying low and fast downhill, towards aclump of treesin the middle of
the field. The mop and the hoe surged after him.

"I know Brianisnasty, but | had dwaysthought it was his Stuation before this," Nirupam remarked, in
jerks, as the hoe kangaroo-hopped down thefield.

Charles could not answer at once, because he was not sure that a person's character could be separated
from his Stuation in quite thisway. While he was wondering how you said thiskind of thing aboard a
Speeding, wallowing maop, when you were hanging on with one hand and holding your glasseswith the
other, Brian reached the clump of trees and disappeared among them. They heard hisvoice again, shrill
and annoyed, echoing out of the trees.

"IsBrian trying to bring the police after us?' Nirupam panted.

Both of them looked over their shoulders, expecting men and dogs to come charging out through the
edge of the woods. There was nothing. Next moment, they were swishing through low branches covered
with carroty beech leaves. The mop and the hoe jolted to a stop. Charles put his nettled legs down and
stood up in awindy rustling space surrounded by pewter-colored tree trunks. He stared at Estelle Green,
looking as if she had midaid ahorse. He stared a Nan Pilgrim in ragged pink silk, with the broomstick
hopping and sidling affectionately around her.

Brian was standing angrily beside them. "L ook at this" he said to Charlesand Nirupam. "The placeis
divewith you lot! Why can't you let aperson run away in peace?’

"Will one of you please shut Brian up?' Estdlle said, with great dignity. "We are just about to say aspell
that will rescue usdl.”

"Thesetrees are cdled the Portway Oaks," Nan explained, and bit the insgde of her cheek in order not to
laugh. Nirupam riding a hoe was one of the funniest things she had ever seen. And CharlesMorgan's
mop looked asif he had dain an old-age pensioner. But she knew she and Estelle looked equaly silly,
and the boys had not laughed at them.

Brian was il talking angrily. Nirupam let the hoe loose to jump ddightedly around the broom and
clapped onelong brown hand firmly over Brian's mouth. " Go ahead,” he said.

"And makeit quick," said Charles.

Nan and Estelle bent over their fluttering piece of paper again. The old lady had written just one Strange
word three times at the top of the paper. Under that, as she had told them, she had written, in shaky
capitals, how to say thisword: KREST-OH-MAN-SEE. After that she had put, Go to Portway Oaks



and say word three times. Therest of the paper wasfull of avery wobbly map.

Estelle and Nan pronounced the word together, three times. "' Chrestomanci, Chrestomanci,
Chrestomana.”

"Isthat al?' asked Nirupam. He took his hand from Brian'sface.
"Somebody swindled you!" Brian said. "That'sno spell!”

It seemed asif agreat gust of wind hit the clump of trees. The branches al around them lashed, and
cresked with the gtrain, so that the air wasfull of the rushing of leaves. The dead orange leavesfrom the
ground legped in the air and swirled around them dl, around and around, asif theinsde of the clump
were the center of awhirlwind. Thiswasfollowed by a sudden stillness. Leaves stayed where they were,
inthe air, surrounding everyone. No one could see anything but leaves, and there was not a sound to be
heard from anywhere. Then, very dowly, sound began again. There was agentle rusting as the
suspended leaves dropped back to the ground. Where they had been, there was a man standing.

He seemed utterly bewildered. Hisfirst act wasto put his hands up and smooth hishair, which wasa
thing that hardly needed doing, since the wind had not disturbed even the merest wisp of it. It was
smooth and black and shiny as new tar. Having smoothed his hair, this man rearranged his starched white
shirt cuffs and straightened his dready straight pale gray cravat. After that, he carefully pulled down his
dove-mauve waistcoat and, equaly carefully, brushed some imaginary dust off his beautiful dove-gray
auit. All the while he was doing this, he was looking from oneto the other of thefive of theminincreasing
perplexity. His eyebrows rose higher with everything he saw.

They wered| thoroughly embarrassed. Nirupam tried to hide behind Charles asthe man looked at his
little blue shorts. Charlestried to dither behind Brian. Brian tried to knock the mud off the knees of his
jeans without looking asif he was. The man's eyesturned to Nan. They were bright black eyes, which
did not seem quite as bewildered asthe rest of the man's face, and they made Nan fedl that she would
rather have had no clothes on at al than aragged pink balldress. The man looked on towards Estelle, as
if Nan weretoo painful asight. Nan looked at Estelle too. Estelle, as she set her hard hat straight, was
gazing adoringly up into the man's handsome face.

That was dl we needed! Nan thought. Evidently thiswasthe kind of man that Estdlefdll ingantly in love
with. So, not only had they somehow summoned up an over-elegant stranger, but they were no nearer
being safe and, to crown it al, there would probably be no sense to be had from Estelle from now on.

"Blessmy soul!" murmured the man. He was now staring at the mop, the hoe, and the broom, which
werejigging about in alittle group like an old folks reunion. "I think you'd definitely better go,” he said
to them. All three implements vanished, with afaint whistling sound. The man turned to Nan. "What are
wedl doing here?' hesad, alittle plaintively. "And where are we?!

12
A DOG BARKED EXCITEDLY up the hill. Everyone except the stranger jumped.

"l think we must go now, Sir," Nirupam said politely. "That was a police dog. They werelooking for
Brian, but | think they're looking for the rest of us now.”

"What do you expect them to do if they find you?" the man asked.

"Burn us," said Charles, and histhumb ran back and forth over thefat blister on hisfinger.



"We're dl witches, you see, except Estelle," Nan explained.
"Soif you don't mind usleaving you—" said Nirupam.

"How very barbarous," said the man. "I think it would be much better if the police and their dogs smply
didn't seethisclump of treeswherewe dl are, don't you?' He looked vaguely around to see what they
thought of thisidea. Everyonelooked dubious, and Brian downright scornful. "'l assureyou,” the man said
to Brian, "that if you go into thefield outside and ook, you will not see these trees any more than the
policewill. If theword of an enchanter isnot enough for you, go out and seefor yourself.”

"What enchanter?' Brian said rudely. But of course no one dared leave thetrees. They al waited, with
their backs prickling, while the voices of policemen came dowly nearer. Finaly, they seemed to be just
outsdethetrees.

"Nothing," they heard the policeman saying. "Everyone go back and concentrate on the woods. Hills and
Maclver, you two go down and see what those motorists by the hedge are waving about. The rest of you
get the dogs back to that tent and start again from there.”

After that, the voices all went away. Everyone relaxed alittle, and Nan even began to hope that the
stranger might be some help. But then he went al plaintive again. "Would one of you tell me wherewe
arenow?’ hesaid.

"Just outsde Larwood Forest," Nan said. "Hertfordshire."

"In England, the British Ides, theworld, the solar system, the Milky Way, the Universe" Brian said
soornfully.

"Ahyes" said the man. "But which one?’ Brian Sared. | mean," the man said patiently, "do you happen
to know which world, gaaxy, universe, et cetera? There happen to be infinite numbers of them, and
unless| know which thisoneis, | shdl not find it very easy to help you.”

This gave Charlesavery strange fedling. He thought of outer space and bug-eyed monsters and his
stomach turned over. His eyes ran over the man's degant jacket, fascinated, trying to make out if there
was room under it for an extrapair of arms. There was not. The man was obviousy ahuman being.

"Y ou're not redly from another world, are you?' he said.

"| am precisdy that," said the man. "Another world full of people just like you, running sde by sdewith
thisone. There are myriads of them. So which one is thisone?"

Asfar asmost of them knew, the world wasjust the world. Everyone looked blank, except Estelle.
Egdlesad shyly, "Thereis one other world. It's the one the witches rescue people send witchesinto to
be safe”

"Ah!I" The man turned to Etdlle, and Estelle blushed violently. "Tell me about this safe world.”
Egtelle shook her head. "I don't know any more,” she whispered, overwhelmed.

"Then let'sget a it another way," the man suggested. "Y ou tel me dl the eventsthat led up to you
summoning me here—"

"Is Chrestomanci your namethen?' Estelleinterrupted in an adoring whisper.

"I'musudly cdled that. Yes" said the man. "Wasit you who summoned me then?!



Estelle nodded. " Some spell!” Brian said jeer-ingly.

Brian was plainly determined not to help in any way. He stayed scornfully silent while the rest of them
explained the events which had led up to their being here. Nobody told Chrestomanci quite everything.
Brian's contemptuous ook madeit al fed like apack of lies anyway. Nan did not mention her meeting
with Mr. Wentworth on his hearthrug. She felt rather noble not saying anything about that, considering the
way Brian was behaving. She did not mention the way she had described the food, ether, though Charles
did. On the other hand, Charles did not fed the need to mention the Smon Says spell. Nirupam told
Chrestomanci about that, but he somehow forgot to say that Dan Smith had eaten Charles's shoes. And
when therest of them had finished, Chrestomanci looked at Brian.

"Y our narrative now, please," he said politely.

It was avery powerful politeness. Everyone had thought that Brian was not going to tell anything at all,
but, grudgingly, hedid. First he admitted to causing the birdsin music. Then he claimed that Charleshad
advised him in the night to run away from school and confuse histrail by blaming the witch. And, while
Charleswas il stuttering with anger over that, Brian coolly explained that he had discovered Charles
was awitch the next morning anyway and got Charlesto take him to the matron so that the matron could
seethe effects of the Evil Eyeat first hand. Finaly, more grudgingly still, he confessed that he had written
the anonymous note to Mr. Crosdey and started everything. Then, as an afterthought, he turned on Nan.

"And you kept steding my broomstick, didn't you?"
"It'snot yours. It belongsto the schoal," said Nan.

At the same time, Charleswas saying angrily to Chrestomanci, "It's not true | advised him to blame the
witch!"

Chrestomanci was staring vaguely up into the beech trees and did not seem to hear. "The Situation is quite
impossible," he remarked. "Let usdl go and see the old lady who used to run the witches rescue
svice"

This struck them all asan excellent idea. It was clear the old lady could rescue them if she wanted. They
agreed vigoroudy. Nirupam said, "But the police—"

"Invisbly, of course," said Chrestomanci. Hewas till obvioudy thinking of something el se. Heturned to
walk away between the tree trunks, and, as he did so, everyone flicked out of sight. All that could be
seen wasthe rustling circle of autumn beeches. "Come aong,” said Chrestomanci's voice.

Therefollowed aminute or so of dmost indescribable confusion. It started with Nan assuming she had no
body and walking into atree. She wasjust as solid as ever, and knocked herself quite silly for asecond.
"Oh, sorry!" she said to the tree. Therest of them somehow forced their way under the low branches and
found themselves out in the field. There, the first thing everybody saw was two cars parked dmost in the
hedge below, and a number of people from the cars leaning over the hedge to talk to two policemen.
From theway dl the people kept pointing up at the woods, it was clear they were describing how they
saw two witchesride across the road on amop and ahoe. That panicked everyone. They al set off the
other way, towards the town, in ahurry. But as soon asthey did, they saw that there was no one ahead
of them and waited for the rest to catch up. Then they heard someone speak some way ahead, and ran
to catch up. But of course they could not tell where the people they were running after were. Shortly,
nobody knew where anybody was or what to do about it.

"Perhaps," Chrestomanci'svoice said out of theair, "you could dl bring yourselvesto hold hands?| have
no ideawhere the Old Gate House is, you see.”



Thankfully, everyone grabbed for everyone else. Nan found herself holding Brian's hand and Charles
Morgan's. She had never thought the time would come when she would be glad to do that. Etelle had
managed to be the one holding Chrestomanci's hand. That became clear when the line of them began to
move briskly down to the path that led into town and Estell€'s voice could be heard in front, piping up in
answer to Chrestomanci's questions.

As s00n as there was no chance of anyone else hearing them, Chrestomanci began asking a great many
guestions. He asked who was prime minister, and which were the most important countries, and what
was the EEC, and how many world wars there had been. Then he asked about things from history.
Beforelong, everyone was giving him answers, and fedling alittle superior, becauseit wasredly
remarkable the number of things Chrestomanci seemed not to know. He had heard of Hitler, though he
asked Brian to refresh his memory about him, but he had only the haziest notion about Gandhi or
Eingtein, and he had never heard of Walt Disney or reggae. Nor had he heard of Dulcinea Wilkes. Nan
explained about Dulcinea, and found hersdf saying, with great pride, that she was descended from
Dulcinea

Why am | saying that? she thought, in sudden alarm. | don't redlly know it's safeto tell him! And yet, as
soon as she thought that, Nan began to see why she had said it. It was the way Chrestomanci was asking
those questions. It reminded Nan of the time she had kept coming out in arash, and her aunt had taken
her to avery important specidist. The speciaist had worn avery good suit, though it was nothing like as
beautiful as Chrestomanci's, and he had asked questionsin just the same way, trying to get at Nan's
symptoms. Remembering this specidist made Nan fed alot more hopeful. If you thought of
Chrestomanci, in spite of hisvagueness and his elegance, asa sort of pecidist trying to solve thelr
problems, then you could believe that he might just be able to help them. He was certainly astrong and
expert witch. Perhaps he could make the old lady send them somewhereredlly safe.

When the path led them into the busy streets of the town, Chrestomanci stopped asking questions, but it
was clear to Nan that he went on finding symptoms. He made everyone stop while he examined atruck
parked by the supermarket. It was just an ordinary truck with Leyland on the front of it and Heinz Meanz
Beanz on the sde, but Chrestomanci murmured "Good Lord!" asif he wasredlly astonished, before
dragging them over to look through the windows of the supermarket. Then he towed them up and down
in front of some cars. This part was redly frightening. The car windows, the hubcaps, and the glass of the
supermarket al showed faint, misty reflections of the six of them. They were quite sure some of the

people who were shopping would notice any second.

At last, Chrestomanci let Estelle drag him up the Street asfar asthe tatty draper's where nobody ever
seemed to buy anything. "How long have you had decima currency?' he asked. While they weretdling
him, the misty reflection in the draper's window showed histall shape bending to look at some packets of
tightsand adingy blue nylon nightdress. "What are these stockings made of ?*

"Nylon, of coursel" snapped Charles. He was wondering whether to let go of Nan's hand and run away.

Edtdle, feding much the same, heaved on Chrestomanci's hand and led them dl in arush to the doorway
of the Old Gate House. She dragged them up the steps and hurriedly rang the bell before Chrestomanci
could ask any more questions.

"There was no need to disturb her," Chrestomanci remarked. As he said it, the pointed porch dissolved
away around them. Instead, they werein an old-fashioned drawing room, full of little tables with bobbly
cloths on and ornaments on the cloth. The old lady was reaching for her stick and trying to lever hersdlf
out of her chair, muttering something about "An endless stream of calerstoday!”

Chrestomanci flicked into sight, tall and €l egant and somehow very much in place in that old-fashioned



room. Estelle, Nan, Charles, Nirupam, and Brian a o flicked into sight, and they looked as much out of
place as people could be. The old lady sank back in her chair and stared.

"Forgive theintruson, madam," Chrestomanci said.

The old lady beamed up at him. "What a splendid surprise!” she said. "No one's appeared like thisfor
years! Forgive meif | don't get up. My knees are very arthritic these days. Would you care for some
tea?'

"We won't trouble you, madam,” said Chrestomanci. "We came because | understand you are a keeper
of somekind of way through.”

"Yes, | am," said the old lady. She looked dubious. "If you al haveto useit, | suppose you haveto, but it
will take ushours. It'sdown in the cellar, you see, hidden from the inquisitors under seven tons of cod.”

"| assure you, we haven't come to ask you to heave cod, madam," said Chrestomanci. No, Charles
thought, looking a Chrestomanci's white shirt cuffs. It will be usthat doesthat. "Whét | redly need to
know," Chrestomanci went on, "isjust which world it is on the other side of the way through.”

"I haven't seeniit,” the old lady said regretfully. "But I've dways understood that it'saworld exactly like
ours, only with no witchcraft.”

"Thank you. | wonder—" said Chrestomanci. He seemed to have gone very vague again. "What do you
know of DulcineaWilkes? Was there much witchcraft here before her day?"

"The Arch witch? Good gracious, yed" said the old lady. "There were witches dl over the placelong
before Dulcinea. | think it was Oliver Cromwell who made the first laws against witches, but it may be
before that. Somebody did oncetell methat Elizabeth | was probably awitch. Because of the storm
which wrecked the Spanish Armada, you know."

Nan watched Chrestomanci nodding as he listened to this and redlized that he was collecting symptoms
again. She sighed, and wondered whether to offer to start shoveling the codl.

Chrestomanci sghed alittletoo. "Pity," he said. "I was hoping the Archwitch was the key to the problems
here. Perhaps Oliver Cromwell—?'

"I'm afraid I'm not ahistorian,” the old lady said firmly. "And you won't find many people who know
much more. Witch history isbanned. All those kinds of books were burned long ago.”

Charles, who was as impatient as Nan, butted in here. "Mr. Wentworth knows alot of witch history,
m_ll

"Yes!" Nan interrupted eagerly. "If you really want to know, you could summon Mr. Wentworth here.
Hesawitch too, so it wouldn't matter.” Here she redized that Brian was giving her aglare amost up to
Charles Morgan's standards, and that Charles himsdlf was staring at her wildly. "Yes, heis," she said.

"Y ou know heis, Brian. | met him out flying on his hearthrug last night, and he thought | was you on your
broomstick.”

That explained everything, Charles thought. The night Mr. Wentworth had vanished, he had gone out
flying. The window had been wide open and, now he understood, Charles could remember distinctly the
bald placein front of the gasfire where the ragged hearthrug had been. And it explained that timein
detention, too, when he had thought his glasses were broken. They were broken, and Mr. Wentworth
had restored them by witchcraft.



"Can't you keep your big mouth shut?' Brian said furioudy to Nan. He pointed to Chrestomanci. "How
do we know he's safe? For al we know, he could be the Devil that you summoned up!*

"Oh, you flatter me, Brian," Chrestomanci said.

The old lady looked shocked. "What an unpleasant thing to say,” she said to Brian. "Hasn't anyonetold
you that the Devil, however he appears, is never aperfect gentleman? Quite unlike thisMr. —er—Mr.
—7" Shelooked at Chrestomanci with her eyebrows politely raised.

"Chrestomanci, madam,”" he said. "Which reminds me. | wish you would tel me how you cameto give
Egtdle and Nan my name."

The old lady laughed. "Wasthat what the spdll was? | had no idea. It has been handed down in my family
from my great-grandmother'stime, with strict instructions that it's only to be used in an emergency. And
those two poor girlswere in such trouble—but | refuse to believe you can be that old, my dear sir."

Chrestomanci smiled. "No. Brian will be sorry to hear that the spell must have been meant to call one of
my predecessors. Now. Shall we go? We must go to your school and consult Mr. Wentworth,
evidently."

They stared at him, even the old lady. Then, asit dawned on them that Chrestomanci was not going to let
them go into the coa cellar to safety, everyone broke out into protest. Brian, Charles, and Nan said, "Oh
no! Pleasel" Theold lady said, "Aren't you taking rather arisk?" at the same moment as Nirupam said,
"But | told you there's an inquisitor coming to school!" And Estelle added, "Couldn't wejust dl stay here
quigtly while you go and see Mr. Wentworth?*

Chrestomanci |ooked from Estelle to Nirupam, to Nan, and then at Brian and Charles. He seemed
astounded, and not vague at al. The room seemed to go very quiet and sinister and unloving. "What's all
this?' he said. It was so gentle that they dl shivered. "I did understand you, didn't 1? The five of you,
between you, turn your school upside down. Y ou cause what | am sureisagreeat ded of troubleto a
great many teachers and policemen. Y ou summon me along way from some extremely important
business, in amanner which makesit very difficult for meto get back. And now you al proposejust to
walk out and leave the mess you've made. Isthat what you mean?”

"| didn't summon you," said Brian.
"It wasn't our fault," Charlessaid. "l didn't ask to be awitch."

Chrestomanci looked at him with faint, chilly surprise. "Didn't you?' Theway he said it made Charles
actually wonder, for amoment, if he had somehow chosen to be born awitch. "And so," said
Chrestomanci, "you think your troubles give you aright to get this lady into much worse trouble with the
inquigitors? Isthat what you al say?'

Nobody said anything.

"I think we shdl be going now," Chrestomanci said, "if you would dl hold one another's hands again,
please." Wordlesdy, they dl held out hands and took hold. Chrestomanci took hold of Brian's, but,
before he took hold of Estelle€'sin the other hand, he took the old lady's veined and knobby hand and
kissed it. The old lady was ddlighted. She winked excitedly at Nan over Chrestomanci's smooth head.
Nan did not even fed up to smiling back. "Lead theway, Estdlle," Chrestomanci said, straightening up
and taking Estelle's hand. They found themsdvesinvisible again. And, the same ingtant, they were outside
inthe strest.



Estelle set off toward Larwood House. If it had been anybody else but Estelle in the lead, Charles
thought, they might have thought of taking the line of them somewhere € se—anywhere d se—because
Chrestomanci would not know. But Estelle led them straight to school, and everyone el se shuffled after,
too crushed and nervous to do anything else. Brian was the only one who protested. Whenever there
were no people about, his voice could be heard saying that it wasn't fair. "What did you girlshaveto
fetch himfor?' he kept saying.

By thetime they were through the school gates and shuffling up the drive, Brian gave up protesting.
Edelle led them to the main door, the grand one, which was only used for parents or visitorslike Lord
Mulke. There were two police cars parked on the gravel beside it, but they were empty and there was
no one abouit.

Here, in asharp scuffling of gravel, Brian made a determined effort to run away. To judge by the sounds,
and by theway Egtelle came feding her way aong Nirupam and Nan, Chrestomanci was after Brian like
ashot. Three thumps, and a scatter of small stones, and Chrestomanci suddenly resppeared, beside the
nearest police car. He seemed to be on his own, but hisright arm was stiffly bent and jerking alittle, as
theinvisble Brian writhed on the end of it.

"l do adviseyou dl to keep quite closeto me," he said, asif nothing had happened. ™Y ou will only be
invisblewithin ten yards of me."

"I can make mysdlf invisble," Brian's voice said, from beside Chrestomanci's dove-gray elbow. "I'ma
witch too."

"Quite probably,” Chrestomanci agreed. "But | am not awitch, asit happens. | am an enchanter. And,
among other differences, an enchanter isten times as strong as awitch. Who is at the end of theline
now? Charles. Charles, will you be good enough to walk up the steps to the door and ring the bell?"

Charlestrudged forward, towing the others behind him, and rang the bell. There seemed nothing elseto
do.

The door was opened almost at once by the school secretary. Chrestomanci stood there, apparently
aone, with hisdove-gray suit quite unruffled and not ahair out of place, smiling pleasantly & the
secretary. It was hard to believe that he had Brian gripped in one hand and Estelle clinging to the other,
and three more people crowded uncomfortably around him. He bowed dightly.

"Name of Chant," he said. "'l believe you were expecting me. I'm theinquigitor. "

13

THE SCHOOL SECRETARY dissolved into dither. She gushed. It was just aswell. Otherwise she
might have heard five gasps out of the air around Chrestomanci.

"Oh, do comein, inquiditor,” the secretary gushed. "Miss Cadwallader is expecting you. And I'm awfully
sorry—we seem to have got your name wrong. We were told to expect aMr. Littleton.”

"Quiteright,” Chrestomanci said blandly. "Littleton isthe regiona inquisitor. But head office decided the
meatter was too grave to be merely regiond. I'm the divisond inquisitor.”

"Oh!" said the secretary, and seemed quite overawed. She ushered Chrestomanci in and through thetiled
hall. Chrestomanci stepped after her, dow and Satdly, in away that dlowed plenty of time for everyone
to squeeze around him into the hall and tiptoe beside him acrossthetiles. The secretary threw wide the
door to Miss Cadwallader's study. "Mr. Chant, Miss Cadwallader. The divisiona inquisitor.”



Chrestomanci went into the study even more dowly, lugging Brian and pulling Estelle. Nan and Nirupam
sgueezed after, and Charlesjust got in too by jamming himself against the doorpost as the secretary
backed reverently out. He did not want to be |eft outside the circle of invisibility.

Miss Cadwallader sprang forward in aquite unusud flutter and shook hands with Chresto-manci. The
rest of them heard Brian thump away sideways as Chrestomanci let go of him. "Oh, good morning,
inquistor!”

"Morning, morning," said Chrestomanci. He seemed to have gone vague again. He looked absently
around the room while he was shaking hands. "'Nice place you have here, Miss—er— Cudwollander.”

Thiswastrue. Perhgps on the grounds that she had to persuade government officials and parents that
Larwood House was aredly good school, Miss Cadwallader had surrounded herself in luxury. Her
carpet was like deep crimson grass. Her chairs were purple clouds of softness. She had marble statues
on her mantel piece and large gilt frames around her hundred or so pictures. She had acocktail cabinet
with alittle refrigerator built into it and a coffee-maker on top. Her hi-fi and tape deck took up most of
onewall, Charleslooked yearningly at her vast television with acrinoline doll on top. It seemed years
since he had watched any televison. Nan gazed at the wall of bright new books. Most of them seemed to
be mystery stories. She would have loved to have a closer ook at them, but she did not darelet go of
Nirupam or Charlesin case she never found them again.

"I'm s0 glad you approve, inquisitor,” fluttered Miss Cadwallader. "My room is entirely at your disposd,
if youwishto useit to interview childrenin. | tekeit that you will need to interview some of the childrenin
687"

"All the childrenin 6B," Chrestomanci said gravely, "and probably al their teacherstoo.” Miss
Cadwallader looked thoroughly dismayed by this. "I shal expect to interview everyone in the school
before I'm through,” Chrestomanci went on. "I shall stay here for aslong asit takes—weeks, if
necessary—to get to the bottom of this matter.”

By thistime, Miss Cadwallader was distinctly pale. She clasped her hands nervoudly. "Areyou sureit's
that serious, inquisitor? 1t is only aboy in 6B who disappeared in the night. His father happensto be one
of our teachers here, which isreally why we're so concerned. | know you were told that the boy Ieft a
large number of notes accusing awitch of abducting him, but the police have telephoned since to say they
have found acamp in the forest with the boy's scent on it. Don't you think the whole thing could be
cleared up quite easly and quickly?"

Chrestomanci gravely shook hishead. "I have been kept abreast of the factstoo, Miss—er— Kid welly.
The boy has till not turned up, has he? One can't be too careful in acaselikethis. | think someonein 6B
knows more abouit this than you think."

Up to now, everyone listening had been fedling more and more rdieved. If Miss Cadwalader had known
there were four other people missing besides Brian, she would surdly have said so. But their fedings
changed at what Miss Cadwallader said next.

"You must interview agirl caled TheresaMullett straightaway, inquisitor, and | think you will find that the
matter will be cleared up a once. Theresais one of our good girls. She cameto me during break and
told methat the witch isamost certainly achild caled Dulcinea Pilgrim. Dulcineais not one of our good
girls, inquisitor, I'm sorry to say. Some of her journal entries have been very free-spoken and disaffected.
She questions everything and makes jokes about serious matters. If you like, | can send for Dulcined's
journa and you can seefor yoursef."

"l shal read dl the journasin 6B," said Chrestomanci, "in good time. But isthisal you haveto go on,



Miss—er—Collander?| can't find agirl awitch smply on hearsay and afew jokes. It's not professional.
Have you no other suspects? Teachers, for instance—"

"Teachershere are dl above suspicion, inquigtor.” Miss Cadwallader said thisvery firmly, adthough her
voicewasalittle shrill. "But 6B asaclassare not. It isasad fact, inquisitor, in aschool likethis, that a
number of children come to us as witch-orphans, having had one or both parents burned. Thereare an
unusua number of thesein 6B. | would pick out, for your immediate attention, Nirupam Singh, who had
abrother burned, Estelle Green, whose mother isin prison for hel ping witches escape, and aboy cdled
CharlesMorgan, who isamost asundesirable asthe Rilgrim girl."

"Dear me! What a poisonous state of affaird” said Chrestomanci. "l seel must get down to work at
once."

"| shal leave you thisroom of mineto work in then, inquisitor,” Miss Cadwallader said gracioudy. She
seemed to have recovered from her flutter.

"Oh, | can't possibly trouble you," Chrestomanci said, quite asgracioudy. "Doesn't your deputy head
have astudy | could use?'

Intense relief shone through Miss Cadwallader's stately manner. "Y es, indeed he does, inquisitor. What
an excdlent ideal | shall take you to Mr. Wentworth mysdf, at once.”

Miss Cadwallader swept out of her room, amost too relieved to be stately. Chrestomanci located Brian
aseadly asif he could see him, took hisarm, and swept off after her. The other four wereforced to
tiptoe furioudy to keep up. None of them wanted to see Mr. Wentworth. In fact, after what Miss
Cadwallader had just said, the one thing they al longed to do was to sneak off and run away again. But
the instant they got more than ten yards away from Chrestomanci, there they would be, in riding clothes,
little blue shorts, and pink balldress, for Miss Cadwallader or anyone else they passed to see. That was
enough to keep them all tiptoeing hard, along the corridors and up the sairs.

Miss Cadwallader rapped on the glass of Mr. Wentworth's study. "Comein!" said Mr. Wentworth's
voice. Miss Cadwallader threw the door open and made ushering motions to Chresto-manci.
Chrestomanci nodded vaguely and once more made asow and imposing entry, with adight dragging
noise as he pulled the resi sting Brian through the doorway. That gave the other four plenty of timeto dip
ingde past Miss Cadwallader. "I'll leave you with Mr. Wentworth for now, inquisitor,” Miss Cadwallader
said, in the doorway. Mr. Wentworth, at that, looked up from his schedules. When he saw
Chrestomanci, hisface went pale, and he stood up dowly, looking thoroughly harrowed. "Mr.
Wentworth," said Miss Cadwallader, "thisis Mr. Chant, who isthe divisond inquistor. Cometo my
study for sherry before lunch, both of you, please." Then obvioudy feding she had done enough, Miss
Cadwal lader shut the door and went away.

"Good morning,” Chrestomanci said politely.

"G—good morning," said Mr. Wentworth. His hands were trembling and rustling the schedules. He
swallowed, loudly. "I—I didn't redlize there were divisond inquisitors. New pog, isit?'

"Oh, do you not have divisiona ones?' Chrestomanci said. "What ashame. | thought it sounded so
imposng.”

He nodded. Everybody was suddenly visible again. Nan, Charles, and Nirupam al tried to hide behind
one another. Brian was reveded tugging crossly to get hisarm loose from Chrestomanci, and Estelle was

hanging on to Chrestomanci's other hand again. She let go hurriedly and took her hard hat off. But it was
quite certain that Mr. Wentworth did not notice any of these things. He backed against the window,



gtaring from Chrestomanci to Brian, and he was more than harrowed now: he was terrified.
"What'sgoing on?' he said. "Brian, what have you lent yoursdf to?!

"Nothing," Brian sad irritably. "Heisn't an inquisitor. He's an enchanter or something. It's not my fault
he'shere.”

"What does hewant?' Mr. Wentworth said wildly. "I haven't anything | can give him!"
"My dear gr," said Chrestomanci, "please try and be cam. | only want your help.”
Mr. Wentworth pressed back against the window. "1 don't know what you mean!™

"Yes, you do," Chrestomanci said pleasantly. "But let me explain, | am Chrestomanci. Thisisthetitle that
goeswith my post, and my job is controlling witchcraft. My world is somewhat more happily placed than
yours, | believe, because witchcraft isnot illegdl there. Infact, thisvery morning | was chairing amesting
of the Wa purgis Committee, in the middle of making find arrangements for the Halloween celebrations,
when | was rather suddenly summoned away by these pupils of yours—"

"Isthat why you're wearing those beatiful clothes?' Estelle asked admiringly.

Everyone winced alittle, except for Chrestomanci, who seemed to think it was a perfectly reasonable
question. "Well, no, to be quite honest,” he said. "I like to be well dressed, because | am adwaysliableto
be called dsawhere, the way you caled me. But | haveto confessthat | have severd times been fetched
away in my dressing gown, in spite of dl my care” Helooked & Mr. Wentworth again, obvioudy
expecting him to have camed down by now. "There arered problemswith this particular cal,” he said.
"Your world isal wrong, in anumber of ways. That'swhy | would appreciate your help, Sir."

Unfortunately, Mr. Wentworth was by no means cam. "How dare you talk to melikethid" hesaid. "It's
pure blackmail! Y ou'll get no help from me!”

"Now that is unreasonable, sir,” Chrestomanci said. "These children arein acutetrouble. You arein the
sametrouble yoursdlf. Y our whole world isin even greater trouble. Please, try if you can, to forget that
you have been scared for years, both for yourself and Brian, and listen to the questions | am going to ask
you."

But Mr. Wentworth seemed unable to be reasonable. Nan looked at him sorrowfully. She had dways
thought he was such afirm person up till now. Shefet quite disillusoned. So did Charles. He
remembered Mr. Wentworth's hand on his shoulder, pushing him back into detention. He had thought
that hand had been shaking with anger, but he realized now that it had been terror.

"It'satrick!" Mr. Wentworth said. Y ou'retrying to get a confession out of me. Y ou're using Brian. You
are aninquidtor!”

Just as he said that, there was allittle tap at the door, and Miss Hodge came brightly in. She had just
given 6B an English lesson—the last one until next Tuesday, thank goodness! Naturaly, she had noticed
that four other people besides Brian were now missing. At firdt, she had assumed that they were all being
questioned by theinquisitor. They were the obvious ones. But then someone in the gaff room had
remarked that theinquisitor still hadn't come. Miss Hodge saw at once that this was the excuse she
needed to go to Mr. Wentworth and start sympathizing with him about Brian. She camein as soon as she
had knocked, to make quite sure that Mr. Wentworth did not get away again.

The room for an instant seemed quite full of people, and poor Mr. Wentworth was looking so upset and
shouting at what seemed to be the inquisitor after dl. Theinquisitor gave Miss Hodge avague look and



then waved hishand, just the smallest bit. After that, there did only seem to be the inquisitor and Mr.
Wentworth in the room besides Miss Hodge. But Miss Hodge knew what she had seen. She thought
about it while she said what she had cometo say.

"Oh, Mr. Wentworth, I'm afraid there are four more people missing from 6B now." And the four people
had al been herein the room, Miss Hodge knew. Wearing such peculiar thingstoo. And Brian had been
there aswell. That settled it. Mr. Wentworth might look upset, but he was not sorrowing about Brian.
That meant that she either had to think of some other way to get his attention, or use the advantage she
knew she had. The man who was supposed to be an inquisitor was politey putting forward a chair for
her to St in. A smooth villain. Miss Hodge ignored the chair. "'l think I'm interrupting awitches Sabbath,”
shesad brightly.

The man with the chair raised his eyebrows asif he thought shewas mad. A very smooth villain. Mr.
Wentworth said, in astrangled sort of way, "Thisisthe divisond inquisitor, MissHodge."

Miss Hodge laughed, triumphantly. "Mr. Wentworth! Y ou and | both know that thereé's no such thing asa
divisond inquisitor! Isthis man annoying you? If so, | shall go straight to Miss Cadwallader. | think she
hasaright to know that your study isfull of witches."

Chrestomanci sighed and wandered away to Mr. Wentworth's desk, where heidly picked up one of the
schedules. Mr. Wentworth's eyes followed him asif Chrestomanci was annoying him very much, but he
sad, in aresgned way, "Therée's absolutely no point in going to Miss Cadwa lader, Miss Hodge. Miss
Caowallader has known I'm awitch for years. She takes most of my sdary in return for not telling
anyone"

"I didn't know you—!" Miss Hodge began. She had not redlized Mr. Wentworth was awitch too. That
made quite a difference. She smiled more triumphantly than before. "In that case, let me offer you an
dliance againgt Miss Cadwallader, Mr. Wentworth. Y ou marry me, and welll both fight her.”

"Marry you?' Mr. Wentworth stared at Miss Hodge in obvious horror. "Oh no. Y ou can't. | cant—"
Brian'svoice said out of theair, "I'm not having her asamother!”

Chrestomanci looked up from the schedules. He shrugged. Brian appeared on the other side of the room,
looking as horrified as Mr. Wentworth. Miss Hodge smiled again. "So | wasright!" she said.

"MissHodge," Mr. Wentworth said, shakily trying to sound calm and reasonable, "I'm sorry to
disappoint you, but | can't marry anyone. My wifeis ill dive. Shewas arrested as awitch, but she
managed to get away through someone's backyard and get to the witches rescue service. So you see—"

"Wdll, you'd better pretend she was burned,” Miss Hodge said. She was very angry. Shefelt cheated.
She marched up to Mr. Wentworth's desk and took hold of the receiver of Mr. Wentworth's telephone.
"Y ou agree to marry me, or | ring the police about you. Now."

"No, please—!" said Mr. Wentworth.

"I meanit," said MissHodge. Shetried to pick the receiver up off the telephone. It seemed to be stuck.
MissHodgejiggled it angrily. It gave out alot of tinkling, but it would not seem to move. MissHodge
looked around to find Chrestotnanci looking at her in an interested way. "Y ou stop that!" she said to him.

"When you tdl me onething," Chrestomanci said. "Y ou don't seem & al alarmed to find yoursdlf ina
roomful of witches. Why not?'

"Of course I'm not," Miss Hodge retorted. "I pity witches. Now will you please dlow meto ring the



police about Mr. Wentworth? He's been deceiving everyone for years™

"But my dear young lady," said Chrestomanci, "'so have you. The only sort of person who would behave
asyou do must beawitch hersdlf.”

Miss Hodge stared at him haughtily. "'l have never used aspdl inmy life" shesaid.

"A dight exaggeration,” Chrestomanci said. "Y ou used one small spdll, to make sure no one knew you
wereawitch.”

Why didn't | think of that? Charles wondered, watching the look of fear and dismay grow in Miss
Hodge'sface. He was very shaken. He could not get used to the idea that his second witch had probably
been Brian's mother.

Miss Hodge once morejiggled the telephone. It was till stuck. "Very well," she said. "I'm not afraid of
you. Y ou can disable dl the phonesin the schodl if you like, but you won't stcop me going and telling
everyone | meet about you and Mr. Wentworth and Brian, and the other four, unless Mr. Wentworth
agreesto marry methisingant. | think | shal start with Harold Crosdey." She made asif to turn avay
and leave the room. It was clear she meant it.

Chrestomanci sighed and put one finger down on the schedule he was holding, very carefully and
precisely, in the middle of one of the rectangles marked Miss Hodge 6B. And Miss Hodge was not there
anymore. The telephone gave out asmal ting, and she was gone. At the same moment, Nan, Estelle,
Nirupam, and Charles dl found themselvesvisible again. It was clear to them that Miss Hodge was not
jugtinvisblein their place. The room fet empty of her, and asmall gust of wind ruffling the paperson Mr.
Wentworth's desk seemed to prove she was gone.

"Fancy her being awitch!" said Nirupam. "Whereis she?'

Chrestomanci examined the schedule. "Er— next Tuesday, | believe. That should give ustimeto sort out
thiswretched situation. Unlesswe are very unlucky, of course.” Helooked at Mr. Wentworth. " Perhaps
you would be ready to help us do that now, sir?

But Mr. Wentworth sank into the chair behind his desk and covered hisface with his hands.

"Y ou never told me Mum got away," Brian said to him accusingly. "And you never said aword about
Miss Cadwallader."

"Y ou never told me you intended to go and camp in the forest,” Mr. Wentworth said wearily. "Oh Lord!
Where shdl | get an extrateacher from? I've got to find someone to take Miss Hodge's lessons this
afternoon somehow."

Chrestomanci sat in the chair he had put out for Miss Hodge. "It never ceasesto amaze me," he said, "the
way people always manage to worry about the wrong things. My dear S, do you redlize that you, your
son, and four of your pupilsare dl likely to be burned unlesswe do something? And hereyou are
worrying about schedules.”

Mr. Wentworth lifted his harrowed face and stared past Chrestomanci. "How did she do it?' hesaid.
"How does she keep it up? How can Miss Hodge be ateacher and not use witchcraft at dl? | useit dl
thetime. How else can | have eyesin the back of my head?"

"One of the great mysteries of our time," Chrestomanci agreed. "Now pleaseligento me. You are
aware, | believe, that thereis at least one other world besides this one. It seemsto be your custom to
send escaped witchesthere. | presume your wifeisthere. What you may not redizeisthat these are only



two out of amultitude of worlds, dl very different from one another. | come from one of the other ones
mysdf."

To everyonésrdief, Mr. Wentworth listened to this. " Alternative worlds, you mean?' he said. "There's
been some specul ation about that. If-worlds, counterfactuals, and so on. Y ou mean they're red 7'

"Asred asyou are," Chrestomanci said.

Nirupam was very interested in this. He doubled himsdlf up on the floor beside Chrestomanci's beautifully
creased trousers and said, "They are made from the great eventsin history, | believe, r, whereit is
possible for thingsto go two ways. It is easiest to understand with battles. Both sides cannot win a battle,
s0 each war makes two possible worlds, with adifferent sde winning. Like the Battle of Waterloo. In
our world, Napoleon logt it, but another world a once split off from ours, in which Napoleon won the
baitle”

"Exactly," said Chrestomanci. "1 find that world arather trying one. Everyone speaks French there and
winces at my accent. The only place they speak English there, oddly enough, isin India, wherethey are
very British and et treacle pudding after their curry.”

"l should likethat,” Nirupam said.

"Everyoneto histaste," Chrestomanci said with adight shudder. "But, asyou will see, exactly who won
the Battle of Waterloo made agreat dedl of difference between those two worlds. And that istherule. A
surprisingly small change dways dters the new world amost out of recognition. Except in the case of this
world of yours, wherewe all now are." Helooked at Mr. Wentworth. "Thisiswhat | need your help
about, Sr. Thereis something badly wrong with thisworld. The fact that witches are extremely common,
and illegdl, should have made as much difference here asit doesin my own world, where witches are
equally common, but quite legdl. But it does not. Estelle, perhaps you can tell us about the world where
the witches rescue service sendswitches.”

Estelle beamed up at him adoringly from where she was Sitting cross-legged on the floor. "The old lady
sadit wasjust likethisone, only with no witcheraft,” she said.

"And that isjust thetrouble,” said Chresto-manci. "I know that world rather well, because | have ayoung
ward who used to belong init. And since | have been here, | have discovered that eventsin history here,
cars, advertisements, goods in shops, money—everything | can check—are al exactly the same asthose
inmy ward'sworld. And thisis quite wrong. No two worlds are ever thisdike. "

Mr. Wentworth was attending quite keenly now. He frowned. "What do you think has gone wrong?”'
And Nan thought, So he was finding out symptomd

Chrestomanci |ooked around them all, vaguely and dubioudly, before he said, "If you'l forgive me saying,
your world should not exist." They dl stared. "I meanit," Chrestomanci said, gpologeticaly. "1 have often
wondered why thereis so little witchcraft in my ward'sworld. | seenow that itisal inthisone.
Something—I don't know what—has caused your world to separate from the other one, taking al the
witcheraft with it. But instead of breaking off cleanly, it has somehow remained partly joined to the first
world, sothat it dmost is that world. | think there has been some kind of accident. Y ou shouldn't get a
civilized world where witches are burned. As| said, it ought not to exist. So, as| have been trying to
explainto you dl dong, Mr. Wentworth, | urgently need a short history of witchcraft, in order to discover
what kind of accident happened here. Was Elizabeth | awitch?’

Mr. Wentworth shook his head. "Nobody knows for sure. But witchcraft didn't seem to be that much of
aproblem in her reign. Witcheswere mostly just old women in villages then. No—modern witchcraft



redlly started soon after Elizabeth | died. There seemsto have been abig increase in about 1606, when
thefirg officid bonfires started. Thefirst Witchcraft Edict was passed in 1612. Oliver Cromwel | passed
more. There had been thirty-four Witcheraft Acts passed by 1760, the year Dulcinea Wilkes—"

But Chrestomanci held up one hand to stop him there. "Thank you. | know about the Archwitch. Y ou've
told me what | need to know. The present state of witchcraft began quite suddenly soon after 1600. That
means that the accident we're looking for must have happened around then. Have you any ideawhat it
might be?'

Mr. Wentworth shook hishead again, rather glumly. "I haven't anotion. But—suppose you did know,
what could you do about it?"

"One of two things," said Chrestomanci. "Either we could break thisworld avay completely from the
other one, which | don't consider agood idea, because then you would certainly al be burned—"
Everybody shuddered, and Charless thumb found itsalf running back and forth over the blister on his
finger. "Or," said Chrestomanci, "and thisis amuch better idea, we could put your world back into the
other one, whereit redlly belongs.”

"What would happen to usif you did?" asked Charles.

"Nothing much. Y ou would smply melt quietly into the people you redly arein that world," said
Chrestomanci.

Everyone considered thisin silence for amoment. "Can that redlly be done?' Mr. Wentworth asked
hopefully.

"Well," said Chrestomanci, "it can, aslong as we can find what caused the split in the first place. It will
take strong magic. But it is Halloween and there ought to be agreat dedl of magic loosein thisworld
particularly, and we can draw on that. Y es. I'm sure it can be done, though it may not be easy.”

"Thenlet'sdoit,” said Mr. Wentworth. The idea seemed to restore him to his usua sdlf. He stood up,
and hiseyesroved grimly acrosstheriding clothes, the sky-blue shorts and Brian's jeans, and rested
increduloudy upon the tattered pink ball-dress. "If you lot think you can appear in classlikethat,” he said.
He was back to being a schoolmaster again.

"Er, leave Brian, | think," Chrestomanci said quickly.

"Y ou will have plenty of timeto reconsider in detention,” Mr. Wentworth finished. Nan, Estelle, Charles,
and Nirupam dl scrambled hurriedly to their feet. And as soon asthey were standing up, they found they
were wearing school uniforms. They looked around for Brian, but he did not seem to be there.

"I'minvigbleagan!" Brian said disgustedly, out of theair.

Chrestomanci was smiling. "Not bad, sir," he said to Mr. Wentworth. Mr. Wentworth looked pleased,
and, as he shepherded the four of them to the door, he smiled back at Chrestomanci in quite afriendly

way.

"Why isBrian dlowed to Say invisble?' Esdle complained, as Mr. Wentworth marched them back
toward the classroom.

"Because he gives Chrestomanci an excuse to go on staying here asan inquigitor,” Nirupam whispered.
"Heis supposed to be finding what the witch has done with Brian."

"But don't tell Brian," Charles muttered, asthey arrived outsde the door of 6B. "Hed spail it. Heslike



that." The truth was, he was not so sure he would not spoil things himsdlf if he got the chance. Nothing
had been changed. He was till in as much trouble as ever.
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Mr. WENTWORTH OPENED the door and ushered the four of them into the classroom, into ablast of
stares and whispers. "I'm afraid | had to kidnap these four,” Mr. Wentworth said to Mr. Crosdey, who
happened to be teaching the rest. "We've been arranging my study for theinquisitor to use.”

Mr. Crossley seemed to believe thiswithout question. 6B, to judge from their faces, fdlt it was an awful
letdown. They had expected dl four of them to have been arrested. But they made the best of it.

"Mr. Towersislooking for you two," Simon whispered righteoudy to Nirupam and Charles. And
Theresasaid to Estdle, "Miss Phillipswants you." Nan was lucky. Miss Phillips never remembered Nan
if shecould hdpiit.

They had arrived back o late that there was only ashort piece of lesson left before lunchtime. When the
bell rang for lunch, Charles and Nirupam kept to the thickest crowds. Neither of them wanted Mr.
Towersto see them. But Charles had hisusua bad luck. Mr. Towers was on duty &t the door of the
dining hdl. Charleswas very rdieved when he dipped past without Mr. Towers showing any interest in
himat dl.

Nirupam nudged Charles asthey sat down after grace. Chrestomanci was sitting beside Miss
Cadwallader at high table, looking bland and vague. Everyone craned to look at him. Word went around
that thiswasthe divisond inquigitor.

"| don't fancy getting on thewrong side of him," Dan Smith observed. ™Y ou can see that deepy look's
just thereto fool you."

"Helooksfeeble™" said Simon. "I'm not going to let him scare me.”

Charles craned to look too. He knew what Simon meant, but he was quite sure by now that
Chrestomanci's vague look was as deceptive as Dan thought. Mr. Wentworth was up at high table too.
Charleswondered where Brian was and how Brian would get any lunch.

Charlesturned back to the table to hear Theresasaying, "Heis so super looking, he makes mefed quite
wesk!"

To everyone's surprise, Estelle jumped to her feet and leaned acrossthe table, glaring at Theresa.
"TheresaMullett!” she said. "Y ou just dare be in love with the inquisitor and see what you get! Hes mine.
| met him first and | love him! So you just dare!”

Nobody said aword for amoment. Theresa was too astonished even to giggle. Everyone was so unused
to seeing Egtelle so fierce that even the monitor in charge could not think what to say.

During the sllence, it became clear how Brian was going to get lunch. Charles and Nirupam felt
themsalves being pushed apart by an invisble body. Both of them were jabbed by invisible elbows asthe
body climbed onto the bench between them and sat. "Y ou'll haveto let me eat off your plates,”
whispered Brian'svoice. "l hopeit's not stew.”

Luckily, Simon broke the silence just as Brian spoke. He said, in ajeering, not-quite-beieving way, "And
what took you al so long to arrange for Mr. Feeble Inquisitor?!



From the way everyone |ooked then, Nan knew nobody had believed Mr. Wentworth's excuse for an
ingtant. She could see most of them suspected something like the truth. Help! thought Nan. "Well we had
to put alot of eectric wiring into the study,” sheinvented hadtily. "He hasto have a bright light arranged
to shine into peoplé€'s faces. It helps break them down.”

"Not for eectric shocksat dl?* Dan asked hopefully.

"Some of it may have been,” Nan admitted. "There were quite alot of bare wires, and a sort of helmet
thing with eectrodes sticking out of it. Charleswired that. Charlesis very good with ectricity.”

"And what else?' Dan asked breathlesdy. He was far too fascinated by now to notice hewastalking to a
girl.

"Thewallswere dl draped in black," invented Nan. "Estelleand | did that."

Lunch was served just then. It was potato pie. Thiswas fortunate for Brian, who dared not use aknife
and fork, but not so lucky for Charles and Nirupam. Both of them gave grunts of indignation asalarge
curved chunk vanished from their plates. Brian had taken a handful from each. They were more annoyed
gtill, when lumps of potato began to flop down between them.

"Don't wasteit!" snapped Nirupam.
"Can't you tell where your mouth is?* Charleswhispered angrily.

"Yes. But | don't know where my hands are,” Brian whispered back. "You try, if you think you're s
clever!”

While they whispered, Nan was being eagerly questioned by Dan, and forced to invent more and more
inquisitor's equipment for Mr. Wentworth's study. "Y es, there wer e thesethingswith little chromium
screws,” shewas saying. "'l think you're right—those must have been thumbscrews. But some of them
looked big enough to get anarm or alegin. | don't think he stops at thumbs.”

Nirupam dug Brian'sinvisble sdewith hiselbow. "Listen to thid" he whispered. "It dl hasto be thereif
hecdlsDanin."

"I'm not afoal," Brian's voice retorted with its mouth full.

"And of coursethere were alot of other things we had to hang on thewall. All sizes of handcuffs," Nan
went on. Shewasingpired now and her invention seemed boundless. She just could not seem to stop.
Charles began to wonder if one small study could possibly hold al the things she was describing—or
even only the haf of it that Brian managed to remember.

Fortunately, Estelle, who was far too busy watching Chrestomanci to est, caused a sudden diversion by
shouting out, "L ook, look! Miss Cadwallader's only using afork, and he's using aknife and afork! Oh,
ign't he brave!"

At that, Nirupam seized the opportunity to try and shut Nan up. He gave her asinister sare and said
loudly, "Y ou redlize that theinquisitor will probably be questioning every one of usvery search-ingly
indeed, after lunchisover."

Though Nirupam meant thissmply asawarning to Nan, it caused aworried silence. A surprising number
of people did not seem very keen on the treacle tart which followed the potato pie. Nirupam seized that
opportunity too. Hetook third and fourth hel pings and shared them with Brian.



Straight after lunch, Mr. Wentworth came and marshaled the whole of 6B into a phabetical order. The
worried silence became a scared one. From the looks they saw on faces of the rest of the schooal, the
scare was catching. Even seniors|ooked alarmed as 6B were marched away. They marched upstairs and
were lined up half in the passage and hdf on the Sairs, while Mr. Wentworth went into his study to tell
Chrestomanci they were ready. Those at the front of the line were able to see that the wavy glassin the
door was now black as night.

Then it turned out that Chrestomanci wanted to see them in reverse aphabetica order. They dl had to
march up and down and around again, so that Heather Y oung and Ronald West were at the front of the
lineingtead of Geoffrey Barnes and Deborah Clifton. They did it with none of the usua grumbling and
scuffling. Even Charles, who was quite certain that they were only marching to give Chrestomanci timeto
put dl Nan'sinventionsin, found himself alittle quiet and queasy, with histhumb rubbing at thet bligter.
Heather and Ronald looked quiteill with terror. Dan Smith— who was third now that Brian was
missing—asked Nirupam in an urgent whisper, "What's he going to do with us?'

Nirupam had no more ideathan Dan. He had not even known that Chrestomanci redlly was going to
question them. Hetried to look sinister. "Y ou'll see.” Dan's face went cream-colored.

Chrestomanci did not see people for the same length of time. Heather disappeared into the study for
what seemed an endless age, and she came out as frightened as she went in. Ronald was only in for a
minute, and he came out from behind the darkened door looking relieved. He leaned across Dan and
Nirupam to whisper to Simon, "No problem at al!"

"I knew therewouldn't be," Simon lied loftily.
"Quiet!" belowed Mr. Wentworth. "Next— Danie Smith."

Dan Smith was not gone long either, but he did not come out looking asif there were no problem. His
face was more like cheese than cream.

Nirupam was gone for much longer than either Nan or Charles had expected. When he came out, he was
frowning and uneasy. He was followed by Simon. There was another endlesswait. During it, the bell rang
for afternoon lessons, and was followed by the usual surge of hurrying feet. The silence of lessonswhich
came after that had gone on for so long before Simon came out that there was not asoul in 6B who did
not fedl like an outcast. Simon came out at last. He was an odd color. He would not spesk to any of the
friends who were leaning out of the line wanting to know what had happened. He just walked to the wall
like adeepwalker and leaned againgt it, Staring into space.

Thisdid not make anyone fed better. Nan wondered what Chrestomanci was doing to peoplein there.
By the time the three girls who came between her and Simon had al come out looking as bad as Heather
Y oung, Nan was so scared that she could hardly make her legswork. But it was her turn. She had to go.
She shuffled around the dark door somehow.

Inside, she stood and stared. Chrestomanci had indeed been very busy while 6B marched up and down
outside. Mr. Wentworth's study was entirely lined with black curtains. A black carpet Nan had forgotten
to invent covered the parquet floor. Hung on the walls and glimmering against the black background were
manacles, anoose, festoons of chains, severd kinds of scourge, and a cat-0'-nine-tails. Therewasa
large can in one corner labeled PETROL, DIV. INQ. OFFICE, FORUSE IN TORTURE ONLY.

Chrestomanci himsdlf was only dimly visible behind ahuge glittering lamp, which reminded Nan
uncomfortably of the light over an operating table. The light from it beamed onto Mr. Wentworth's desk,
draped in more black cloth, where there was a sort of jeweler's display of shiny thumbscrews and other
displeasing objects. The wired-up helmet was there. So was abouquet of bare wires, spitting blue



sparks. Behind those was a pile of fat black books.

"Can you see anything Brian forgot?' asked the dim shape of Chrestomanci.

Nan began to laugh. "1 didn't say the carpet or the petrol!"

"Brian suggested a carpet. And | thought that corner looked alittle bare," Chrestomanci admitted.
Nan pointed to the pile of black books. "What are those?"

"Disguised schedules,”" said Chrestomanci. "Oh—I see what you mean. Obvioudy they are Acts of
Parliament and Witchcraft Edicts, torture manu as, and The Observer's Guide to Witch-Spotting. No
inquisitor would be without them."

Nan could tdll from hisvoice that he waslaughing. "I accuse you of enjoying yoursdf," shesad, "while
everyone outside gibbers.”

"| confessto that." Chrestomanci came around the desk under the light. He pushed the spitting bunch of
wires casualy aside—it did not appear to give him any kind of shock—and sat on the black-draped
desk so that hisface was level with Nan's. She suddenly found it almost impossible to look away. "1
accuse you of enjoying yoursdf too," he said.

"Yes, | have!" Nan said defiantly. "For about thefirst time since | cameto this beastly school!™

Chrestomanci looked at her dmost anxioudy. "Y ou enjoy being awitch?' Nan nodded vigoroudy. "And
you've enjoyed making things up and describing them—thumbscrews and so on?' Nan nodded again.
"Which did you enjoy most?' Chrestomanci asked.

"Oh, being awitch," Nan declared. "It's made me fed—well—just so confident, | suppose.”
"Describe the things you've invented so far to do asawitch,” said Chrestomanci.

"|—" Nan looked at Chrestomandi, lit from one side by the strong light of the lamp and, from the other,
by theflickering wires, and was rather puzzled to find how little she had done asawitch. All she had
done, when you came down to it, was to ride a broomstick and to give hersalf and Estelle the wrong kind
of clothes and some decidedly odd collecting tins. "1 haven't had much time to do thingsyet,” she said.

"But Charles Morgan has had about the same amount of time, and according to the things people have
been telling me, he has been very inventive indeed,” Chrestomanci said. "Wouldn't you say that, now that
you've been awitch, and got your confidence, you might redly prefer describing thingseven to
witcheraft?!

Nan thought about it. "1 suppose | would,” she said, rather surprised. "If only we didn't havetodoitin
our journad™

"Good," said Chrestomanci. "I think | can promise you one redly good opportunity to describe things,
nothing to do with journals. | told you it would take strong magic to put this world back into the one
whereit belongs. When | find theway to doiit, | shall need everyone's help, in order to harness dl the
magic thereisin the world to make the change. When the time comes, can | rely on you to explain al
this?'

Nan nodded. Shefelt hugely flattered and responsible.
While she was feding thisway, Chrestomanci added, " Just aswell you prefer describing things. I'm afraid



you won't be awitch when the change comes." Nan stared at him. He was not joking. "I know you are
descended from the Archwitch," Chrestomanci said, "but talents don't ways descend in the same shape.
Y ours seem to have come to you in the form of making-up and describing. My adviceisto stick with
that, if you can. Now name me one character out of history."

Nan blinked at the change of subject. "Er— Christopher Columbus,” she said miserably.

Chrestomanci took out alittle gold notebook and undipped a gold pencil. "Would you mind explaining
who hewas?' hesaid, alittle helplesdy.

It was astonishing the way Chrestomanci seemed not to know the most obvious things, Nan thought. She
told him al about Christopher Columbus, as kindly as she could, and Chrestomanci wroteit down in his
gold notebook. "Admirable," he murmured as he wrote. "Clear and vivid." The result was that Nan went
out of the study one half delighted that Chrestomanci thought she was so good at describing things, and
the other half desperately sad at not being a witch before long. Dan Smith'sfriend Lance Osgood,
who was next onein, looked hard at Nan's face as she came out and did not know what to make of it.

Lance was not in the study long. Nor was Theresa Mullett, who came next. By thistime, Estelle had just
gotten up to the top of the stairs, near the end of the line. Estelle craned around the corner as Theresa
came out, searching for sgns of lovein Theresa, but Theresalooked peevish and puzzled. Everyone saw
that the inquisitor had not treated Theresawith proper respect. Deliawas whispering across to Heather
about it when Charleswent in.

Charleswas not in the least frightened by thistime. He was sure by now that Chrestomanci was treating
everybody exactly as he or she deserved. He grinned when he saw the study dl draped in black., and
pushed his glasses up hisnoseto look at the things hung on the walls.

Chrestomanci was adim shape behind the lamp and the spitting wires. "Y ou approve?’ he said. "It'snot
bad," said Charles. "Wheres Brian?'

"Over here" said Brian'svoice. Two pairs of handcuffs on the black-draped wall lifted and jingled. "How
long isthis going on? I'm magicking bored aready, and you've only gottento M.."

"Why have you got himin here?' Charles asked Chrestomanci. He kept hisfinger on hisglassesin order
to give Brian his best double-barreled glare.

"I have my reasons," Chrestomanci said quietly. Quiet though it was, it made Charlesfed asif something
very cold and rather deadly was crawling down his back. "I want to talk to you," Chrestomanci
continued, in the same quiet way, "about your Smon Says spell.”

The cold spread from Charles's spine right through the rest of him, and settled particularly in his ssomach.
Heknew that thisinterview was not going to be anything like the joke he had thought it would be. "What
about it?" he muttered.

"I can't understand,” Chrestomanci said, mild and puzzled and more deadly quiet than ever, "how you
forgot to mention that spell. How did it cometo dip your mind?"

It was like being embedded in ice. Charlestried to break out of theice by blustering. "There was no
point in telling you. It was only a spell—it wasn't important and Simon deserved it! And Nirupam took it

off himanyway!"
"l beg your pardon. | wasn't aware that you had adefense," Chrestomanci said.

Sarcaam like thisis hard enough to bear, and even worseif you know someone like Brianislistening in.



Charles mustered another glare. But hefound it hard to direct at Chrestomanci, hidden beyond the light,
and swung it around at Brian again ingtead. Or rather, at the handcuffs where Brian might be. "It wasn't
that important,” he said.

Chrestomanci seemed more puzzled than ever. "Not important? My dear boy, what iS S0 unimportant
about aspell that could break the world up? Y ou may know better, of course, but my impression isthat
Simon could easily have chanced to say something very silly, like—say—Two and two arefive. ' If be
bad, everything to do with numbers would havefdlen apart at once. And since everything can be
counted, everything would have come apart— the earth, the sun in the sky, the cellsin bodies, anything
else you can think of. No doubt you have amind above such things, but | can't help finding that quite

important mysdf.”

Charles glowered at the handcuffs to disguise how awful this made him fed. And Brian had heard every
word'. "l didn't realize—how could I? Simon had it coming to him, anyway. He deserved something. "
Hewasrather glad, as he said it, that no one knew he intended to do something to Dan Smith next.

"Simon deserved it?" wondered Chrestomanci. " Simon certainly has alarge opinion of himsdif,
but—-Brian, you tell us. Y ou have an ego at least as big as Simon's. Do you or Simon deserveto have
such power put in your hands?'

"No," Brian'svoice said sulkily. "Not to destroy the world."

Charleswas cold al through with horror at what he had dmost done. But he was not going to admit it.
"Nirupam took it off him," he said, "before Smon did anything redly."

"Brian seemsto belearning,” Chrestomanci remarked, "even if you are not, Charles. | grant you that,
because magic is forbidden here, nobody has ever taught you what it can do or how to useit. But you
could have worked it out. And you are still not thinking. Nirupam did not take that spell off Simon. He
samply turned it back to front. Nothing the poor boy says comestrue now. | have had to order him to
keep hismouth shut.”

"Poor boy!" Charles exclaimed. "Y ou can't be sorry for him!™"

"l am," said Brian'svoice. "And if | hadn't beenin the sick bay, I'd havetried to takeit off him mysdf. I'd
have managed better than Nirupam, too!"

"Now there, Charles,”" said Chrestomanci, "you have an excellent example quite apart from rights and
wrongs, of why it is such abad ideato do things to people. Everyoneis now sorry for Simon. Whichis
not what you want a dl, isit?"

"No." Charleslooked down at the shadowy black carpet and decided regretfully to think again about
Dan Smith. Thistime hewould get it right.

"Make him take the spell off Simon," Brian suggested.

"I doubt if he could,” said Chrestomanci. "It'safearsomely strong thing. Charles must have powers way
up in the enchanter classin order to have worked it at al." Charles kept hisface turned to the carpet,
hoping that would hide the huge smug grin he could fed spreading on hisface. "It will take anumber of
specid circumstancesto get that spell off Simon," Chrestomanci continued. "For a start, Charles must
want to take the spell off. And he doesn't. Do you, Charles?!

"No," sad Charles. Theideaof Smon having to hold histongue for therest of hislife gave him such
pleasure that he did not bother to listen to dl the names Brian began calling him. He held hisfinger out,



into the lamplight, and admired the way the strong light and the spitting wires made patternsin the yellow
cushion of blister. Wickedness was branded into him, he thought.

Chrestomanci waited for Brian to run out of namesto cal Charles. Then he said, "'I'm sorry you fed this
way, Charles. We are dl going to need your help when we try to put thisworld back whereit belongs.
Won't you reconsder?’

"Not after theway you went on at mein front of Brian," said Charles. And he went on admiring his
bligter.

Chrestomanci sighed. "Y ou and Brian are both as bad as one another," he said. "Peoplein Larwood
House are dways devel oping into witches, Mr. Wentworth tells me, but he tells me he has had no trouble
in stopping any of them giving themselves away, until it came to you and Brian. Brian was so anxiousto
be noticed that he didn't care if he was burned—"

"Hey!" Brian sad indignantly.

So Chrestomanci was trying to makeit fair by getting a Brian now, Charlesthought. It was abit late for
that. He was not going to help.

"So heisgoing to haveto help, or stay invisble for the rest of hislife," Chrestomanci went on. Heignored
indignant, miserable noises from Brian and turned to Charles. ™Y ou, Charles, seem to have bottled
yoursdlf up, hating everything, until your witchcraft came dong and blew the stopper off you. Now, either
you are going to have to bottle yoursalf up again or be burned, or you are going to haveto help us. Since
your talent for witchcraft is so strong, it seems certain that in your right world, you will have an equally
strong talent for something €l se, and you should find that easier. So which do you choose?!

Lose hiswitchcraft? Charles pressed one finger to his glasses and glared through the strong light at
Chrestomanci. He did not think he even hated Simon or Dan as much as he hated Chrestomanci. "I'm
going to go on being awitch! So there!”

The dim shape of Chrestomanci shrugged behind the light. "Warlock isthe usual term for people who
mess about the way you do. Very well. Now name me one historical personage, please.”

" Jck the Ripper,” snarled Charles.

The gold notebook flashed in the lamplight. "Thank you," said Chrestomanci. " Send the next personin as
you go out.”

As Charlesturned and trudged to the door, Brian began calling him names again.

"Brian," Chrestomanci said quietly, "1 told you | would take your voice away, and | shall if you spesk to
anyonedse"

Typicd! Charlesthought angrily. He tore open the door, wondering what he dared do to Nan and Estelle
for calling Chrestomanci here, and found himsdlf staring into DeliaMartin'sface. He must have looked
quite frightening. Deliawent white. She actualy spoketo him. "What's helike?"

"Magicking horrible!" Charles said loudly. He hoped Chrestomanci heard him.
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The REST of 6B shuffled dowly in and out of the study. Some came out white, some came out relieved.
Egtelle came out misty-eyed and beaming.



"Redly!" said Theresa. "Some people!”

Estelle shot her alook of utter scorn and went up to Nan. She put both hands around one of Nan's ears
and whispered wetly, "He says that where were going, my mum won't bein prison!™

"Oh good!" said Nan, and she thought, in sudden excitement, my mumwill ill bedive, then!

Chrestomanci himsalf came out of the study with Geoffrey Barnes, who waslast, and exchanged adeep
look with Mr. Wentworth. Nan could tell that he had not found out how to change the world. She saw
they were both worried,

"Right. In line and back to the classroom, "

snouted Mr. Wentworth. He was |ooking so harrowed, and hurried them down the stairs so fast, that
Nan knew Chrestomanci's luck was running out. Perhapsthe red inquisitor had arrived by now. The bell
for the end of the first lesson rang as 6B marched through the corridors, which increased the urgent
fedling. Other classes hurried past them, and gave them looks of pitying curiosity.

Simon'sfriends kept trying to talk to him as they went. Smon shook his head madly and pointed to his
mouth. "He knows who the witch is, but hislips are seded,” Rondd West said wisdly.

This caused Deliaand Karen to skip out of line and wak besde Smon. "Tel uswho thewitchis,
Simon," they whispered. "Wewon't say." The more Simon shook his head, the more they asked.

"Quiet!" barked Mr. Wentworth.

Everyonefiled into the classroom. There stcood Mr. Crosdey, expecting to st with 6B while they wrote
thar journds.

"You'd better treet thisas afree period, Harold," Mr. Wentworth said to him. Mr. Crossey nodded,
highly pleased, and went off to the staff room, hoping to catch Miss Hodge there.

"Poor Teddy," Estelle whispered to Nan. "He doesn't know she'sin next Tuesday. Mind you, | don't
think shed ever have him anyway."

Chrestomanci came into the classroom, looking suave and vague. No one could have guessed from the
look of him that time was running out and he was probably just as anxious as Mr. Wentworth. He
coughed for attention. He got instant silence, complete and attentive. Mr. Wentworth looked alittle
envious

"Thisisamisarable affair,” Chrestomanci said. "Wehave awitch in our midst. And thiswitch hascast a
gpell on Smon Silverson”

The room rustled with people turning to look a Simon. Charles glowered. Simon was looking amost
happy again. He wasin the limdight, where he belonged.

"Now, most unfortunately,” Chrestomanci went on, "'someone made awell-meant but misguided effort to
break the spell and turned it back to front.” Nirupam looked morbid. "Y ou can't blamethis person, " said
Chrestomanci, "but the result is most unhappy. It was avery strong spell. Everything Simon now says
does not only not happen, but it never has happened. | have had to warn Simon not to open his mouth
until we get to the bottom of the matter."

Ashesaid this, Chrestomanci's eyes turned, vaguely and absently, towards Charles. Charlesgave his
blankest and nastiest Iook in reply. If Chrestomanci thought he could make him take the spell off this



way, Chrestomanci could just think again. What Charles did not notice was that Chrestomanci's eyes
moved towards Nan after that. Nobody else noticed at al, because three people had put their hands up:
Ddlig, Karen, and Theresa. Delia spoke for al three.

"Mr. Inquisitor, Sir, wetold you who thewitch is. It'sNan Pilgrim.”

Estelle's desk went over with acrash. Books, journd, papers, and knitting skidded in al directions.
Egedle stood in the middle of them, red with anger. "It is not Nan Pilgrim!™ she shouted. ""Nan never
harmed anyonein her life! 1t'syou lot that do the harm, spreading tles al the time, you and Theresaand
Karen. And I'm ashamed | was ever friendswith Karen!"

Nan put her hot facein her hands. EStelle was a bit too loya for comfort.
"Pick that desk up, Estelle," said Mr. Wentworth.

Simon forgot himsaf and opened his mouth to make ajeering comment. Chrestomanci's eyes just
happened to glance a him. Simon's mouth shut with a snap and his eyes popped.

And that was dl the notice Chrestomanci took of the interruption. "'If you will dl attend,” he said.
Everyonedid, immediately. "Thank you. Before we namethe witch, | want you al to give the name of a
second historical personage. Y ou in the front, you begin—er—um—Theresa—er—Fish.”

Everyone had aready given one name. Everyone was convinced that the inquisitor would know the witch
by the namethey gave. It was obvioudy important not to name anybody wicked. So Theresa, athough
she was offended by the way the inquisitor got her name wrong, thought very carefully indeed. And, as
usudly happens, her mind wasingtantly filled with al the villainsin history. She sat there dumbly, running
through Burke and Hare, Crippen, Judas Iscariot, Nero, and Torquemada, and quite unable to think of

anybody good.
"Comedong—ea—Tatiana," said Chrestomandi.

"Theresa," said Theresa. And then, with inspiration, " Saint Theresa, | mean.”
Chrestomanci wrote that down in his gold notebook and pointed to Delia. "Saint George,” said Ddlia.
"Didn't exist inany world," said Chrestomanci. "Try again.”

Deliaracked her brains and eventually came up with Lady Godiva. Chrestomanci's pointing finger moved
on around the class, causing everyone the sametrouble. Villains poured through their minds—Attilathe
Hun, Richard 111, Lucrezia Borgia, Joseph Stalin—and when they did manage to think of anyoneless
villainous, it dways seemed to be people like Anne Boleyn or Galileo, who had been put to death. Most
people did not like to men-tion those ether, though Nirupam, because he

knew Chrestomanci was not redlly an inquisitor, took arisk and said Charles|. Chrestomanci turned to
Mr. Wentworth after most names were mentioned, and Mr. Wentworth told him who they were. Most of
6B could not think why the inquisitor needed to do that, unlessit wasto prove that Mr. Wentworth was
amastermind, but Nan thought, He's collecting symptoms again. Why? Somebody in history must be
very important, | think.

Charleswatched Chrestomanci's finger point toward him. He thought, Y ou don't get melike that! " Saint
Francis" he said. Chrestomanci'sfinger smply moved on to Dan Smith.

Dan was sstumped. "Please, Sir, I've got astomachache. | can't think.”



Thefinger went on pointing.
"Oh," said Dan. "Er—Dick Turpin."

Thisevoked agasp from 6B, and anear-groan of disappointment when Chrestomanci's finger moved on,
across the gangway, and pointed to Estelle.

Estelle had picked up her desk and most of her books by now, but her knitting wool had rolled under
severa desks and come unwound as it went. Estelle was on her kneesreding it in, grayer than ever, and
did not notice. Nan leaned down and poked her. Estelle jumped. "Isit me now? Sorry. Guy
Fawkes—has anyone had Guy Fawkes yet?' She went back to her woal.

"One moment,” said Chrestomanci. A curious hush seemed to grow in the room. "Can you tell me about
Guy Fawkes?'

Estellelooked up again. Everyone waslooking at her, wondering if she wasthe witch, but Estelle was
only thinking about her wool. "Guy Fawkes?' she said. "They put him on abonfire for blowing up the
Houses of Parliament.”

"Blowing them up?" said Chrestomanci. "But Guy Fawkes never managed to blow up Parliament in any
world | ever heard of!"

Simon opened his mouth to say Estelle was quite right, and shut it again hastily. Estelle nodded. A
number of people called out, "Yes, gr. Hedid, ar!”

Chrestomanci looked at Mr. Wentworth. Mr. Wentworth said, "1n 1605, Guy Fawkes was smuggled
into the Parliament cellars with some kegs of gunpowder, in order to blow up the government and the
king. But he seemsto have made a mistake. The gunpowder blew up in the night and destroyed both
Houses, without killing anyone. Guy Fawkes got out unhurt, but they caught him dmost a once."

It sounded like dl the other times Mr. Wentworth had told Chrestomanci a piece of history, but
somehow it was not. Chrestomanci's eyes had a specia gleam, very bright and black, and he looked
graight at Nan as he remarked, "A mistake, eh? That doesn't surprise me. That fellow Fawkes never
could get anything right. So thisisthe world where he got things wronger even than usud." He pointed at
Nan.

"Richard the Lionheart,” said Nan. And she thought, He's got it! Guy Fawkesisthe reason our world
went different. But why? Helll want me to describeit and | don't know why. She thought and thought,
while Chrestomanci was collecting names no one needed now from the rest of 6B. November 5, 1605.
All Nan could remember was something her mother had once said, long ago, before the inquisitor took
her away. Mum had said November 5 wasthe last day of Witch Week. Witch Week began on
Halloween, and today was Halloween. Did that help? It must do, though Nan could not see how. But she
knew shewasright, and that Chrestomanci had found the answer, because he had such asmooth,
pleased ook as he stood beside Mr. Wentworth.

"Now," hesad. "We shdl reved thewitch."

He had gone vague again. He was dowly fetching a dim golden case from adove-gray pocket and, if he
was looking at anyone, it was at Charles now. Good, thought Nan. He's giving me time to think. And
Charlesthought, All right. Reved me then. But I'm gtill not going to help.

Chrestomanci held the flat gold box out so that everyone could seeit. "This," hesaid, "isthe very latest
modern witch-finder. Look at it carefully.” Charles did. He was dmost certain that the witch-finder was a



gold cigarette case. "When | let go of thismachine," Chrestomanci said, "it will travel by itsdf through the
ar, andit will point to everyonein turn, except Simon. When it pointsto awitch, it is programmed to
make anoise. | want the witch it pointsto to come and stand beside me."

6B stared at the gold oblong, tense and excited. There were gasps. It had bobbled in Chrestomanci's
hand. Chrestomanci let go of it and it stayed in the air, bobbing about by itself. Charles glowered. He
understood. Brian. Brian wasgoing to carry it invisbly around. That did it! If Chrestomanci thought he
could get around Charles by giving Brian dl the fun, he was going to be redlly disappointed.

The bobbing case upended itsalf. Charles saw it split open afraction aong the top edge, as Brian took a
quick peep to seeif it wasindeed a cigarette case. It was. Charles glimpsed white cigarettesiniit.

"Off you go,” Chrestomanci saidtoit.

The gold box shut with aloud snap, making everybody jump, and then traveled swiftly to the first desk. It
stopped level with Ronald West's head. 1t gave out a shrill beeping sound. Everybody jumped again,
including Ronad and the gold box.

"Come out here," Chrestomanci sad.

Ronald, looking quite dumbfounded, got out of his desk and stumbled towards Chrestomanci. "'l
never—!" he protested.

"Yes, you are, you know," Chrestomanci said. And he said to the gold box, "Carry on."

A little uncertainly, the box traveled to Geoffrey Barnes. It begped again. Chrestomanci beckoned. Out
came Geoffrey, white-faced but not protesting.

"How did it know?"' he said drearily.
"Modern technology,” said Chrestomanci.

"Thistime the gold box went on without being told. It beeped, moved, and beeped again. Person after
person got miserably up and trailed out to the front. Charlesthought it was adirty trick. Chrestomanci
wasjust trying to break his nerve. The box was level with Lance Osgood now. Everyone waited for it to
beep. And waited. The box stayed beside Lance, pointing until Lance's eyes were crossed with looking
at it. But nothing happened.

"Goon," said Chrestomanci. "He's not awitch."

The box moved to Dan Smith. Here, it made the longest, loudest noise yet. Dan blenched. "I covered up
my trackd" he said.

"Out here," said Chrestomanci.
Dan got up dowly. "It'snot fair! My stomach aches.”

"No doubt you deserveit,” said Chrestomanci. "By the noise, you've used witcheraft quite recently. What
did you do?'

"Only hid apair of running shoes," Dan mumbled. He did not look at Charles as he douched up the
gangway. Charlesdid not look at Dan either. He was beginning to see that Chrestomanci was not
pretending that people were witches.

By now, the front of the class was quite crowded. The box went to Nirupam next. Nirupam was waiting



for it. It beegped even louder for him than it had for Dan. The moment it did, Nirupam got up and fled with
long strides to the front of the room, in order not to be asked what witchcraft he had done. Then the box
cameto Charles. The noise was deafening.

"All right, dl right!" Charles muttered. He too trudged to the front of the class. So Chrestomanci was
playing fair, but he was il obvioudy trying to teach Charles alesson by devauing witchcraft. Charles
looked around at the other people standing out in front. He knew his was the strongest magic of thelot.
And he wanted to keep it. There were still athousand things he could do with it. He did not want to
blend with another world, even if they did not burn witchesthere. Asto being burned— Charles |ooked
down at his blister—he found he rather enjoyed being frightened, once he got used to it. It madelife
interesting.

Meanwhile, the gold box followed Charles down the gangway and pointed to Delia. There was silence.
Deliadid not try to hide her smirk. But the smirk came off her face when the box moved to Theresa. It
gave one smdl clear beep.

Theresastood up, scanddized. "Who? Mel"
"Only avery smdll, third-grade sort of witch, " Chrestomanci told her comfortingly.

It did not comfort Theresain the least. If shewasto be awitch, shefelt she should at least be afirst-class
one. It was adisgrace either way. She was redlly angry when the box moved to Karen and did not beep
for Karen either. But she was equally annoyed when the box went on and beeped for Heather, Deborah,
and dl her other friends. She stood there with the most dreadful mixed fedings.

Then the box beeped for Estelle too. Theresatossed her head angrily. But Estelle sprang up beaming.
"Oh good! I'mawitch! I'm awitch!" She skipped out to the front, grinning al over her face.

"Some people!™ Theresasaid unconvincingly.

Egelledid not care. She laughed when the box beeped loudly for Nan and Nan came thoughtfully to join
her. "'l think most peoplein the world must be witches," Estelle whispered to her. Nan nodded. Shewas
sureit wastrue. Shewas sure thisfitted in with al the other things Chrestomanci had discovered, but she
gtill could not think how to explainiit.

This|eft four people scattered about the room. They were dl, even Smon, looking peevish and | eft out.
"Itsnot fair!" said Karen.
"At least we won't be burned,” said Ddlia

Chrestomanci beckoned to the box. It wandered up the gangway and put itself in his hand. Chrestomanci
put it back in his pocket while he looked around the crowd of witches. Heignored Charles. He had given
him up. He looked at Nan and then across at Mr. Wentworth, who had been crowded against the door
inthe crush. "Well, Wentworth," he said. " Thislooks quite promising, doesn't it? Weve got afair amount
of witchcraft to draw on here. | suggest we make our push now. If Nan isready to explainto
everyone—"

Nan was nothing like ready. She was about to say so, when the classroom door flew open. Mr.
Wentworth was barged aside. And Miss Cadwallader stood in his place, stiff and upright and stringy with
anger.

"What areyou dl doing, 6B?' she said. "Back to your seats with the utmost rapidity.”



Mr. Wentworth was behind the door, white and shaking. Everyone looked doubtfully a Chrestomanci.
He had gone very vague. So everybody did the prudent thing and scuttled back to their desks. Asthey
went, three more people came into the room behind Miss Cadwallader.

Miss Cadwallader faced Chrestomanci in angry triumph. "Mr. Chant,” she said, "you are an imposter.
Hereistherea inquisitor. Inquisitor Littleton." She stood aside and shut the door, so that everyone could
seetheinquidtor.

Inquisitor Littleton wasasmal man in ablue pin-striped suit. He had a huge man on ether sde of himin

the black uniform of the Inquisition. Each of these huge men had agun holster, atruncheon, and afolded
whipinhisbdt. At the sight of them, Charless burned finger doubled itsdf up and hid ingde hisfist likea
Quilty secret.

"Y ou move, and I'll order you shot!" Inquisitor Littleton snapped a Chrestomanci. His voice was harsh.
Hislittle watery eyes glared at Chrestomanci from alittle blunt face covered with bright red veins. His
blue suit did not fit him very well, asif Inquisitor Littleton had shrunk and hardened some time after the
suit was bought, into a new shape, dense with power.

"Good afternoon, inquisitor,” Chrestomanci said politely. "1'd been half expecting you." He looked across
his shoulder, to Simon. "Nod, if I'm right," he said. "Did you say an inquisitor would be here before
lunch?'

Simon nodded, looking shattered.

Inquisitor Littleton narrowed his watery eyes. "So it was witchcraft that made my car bresk down?" he
sad. "l knew it!" He undung a black box he was carrying on astrap over his shoulder. He pointed it at
Chrestomanci and turned aknob. Everyone saw the violent twitching of the dias on top. "Thought so,"
grated Inquigitor Littleton. "It'sawitch." He jerked hisblunt chin a Mr. Wentworth. "Now get me that
one”

One of the huge men reached out a huge hand and dragged Mr. Wentworth over from beside the door
aseadly asif Mr. Wentworth had been aguy stuffed with straw. Miss Cadwallader looked asif she
would like to protest about this, but she gave it up as usaless. Inquisitor Littleton trained hisblack box on
Mr. Wentworth.

Before he could turn the knob, the black box wastorn out of his hands. With its broken strap trailing, it
hurried from the inquisitor to Chrestomanci.

"] think that was amistake, Brian," said Chrestomanci.

Both huge men drew their guns. Inquisitor Littleton backed away and pointed & Chrestomanci. Hisface
was purple, and full of aqueer mixture of hate and horror and pleasure. "L ook at that!" he shouted out.
"It hasademon to wait onit! Oh, I've got you now!"

Chrestomanci looked amogt irritated. "My good man," he said, "that really isamost ignorant assumption.
Only ahedge wizard would stoop to using ademon.”

"I'm not ademon!™ shouted Brian's shrill voice. "I'm Brian Wentworth! "

Delia screamed. The huge man who was not holding Mr. Wentworth seemed to lose his nerve. Glaring
with. fear, he held hisgun out in both hands, and amed it at the black box.

"Throw it!" said Chrestomanci.



Brian obeyed. The black box sailed towards the window. The huge man was muddled into following it
around with his gun. Hefired. There was atremendous crash. Quite afew people screamed thistime.
The black box exploded into amuddle of wire and metal plates and haf of the window blew out. A gust
of rainblew in.

"Youfool!" sad Inquistor Littleton. "That was my very latest modd witch-finder!" He glared at
Chrestomanci. "Right. I've had enough of thisfoul thing. Get it for me."

The huge man put his gun back in its holster and marched towards Chrestomanci. Nirupam quickly stuck
up along arm. "Please. Just amoment. | think Miss Cadwallader may be awitch too.”" «

Everyone at once looked at Miss Cadwallader. She said, "How dare you, child!" but she was aswhite as
Mr. Wentworth.

And this, Nan redized, was where she came in. She was not sure how, but she surged to her feet al the
same, in such haste that she nearly knocked her desk over like Estelle. Everyone stared at her. Nan felt
terrible. For along, long ingtant, she went on standing there without athought in her head and without one
scrap of confidence to help her. But she knew she could not just Sit down again. She began to talk.

"Just amoment,” she said. "Before you do another thing, I've got to tell you about Guy Fawkes. Hes the
reason almost everybody in theworld isawitch, you know. The main thing about Guy Fawkesisthat he
wasthe kind of man who can never do anything right. He meant well, but he was afalure—"

"Makethat girl shut up!" Inquigitor Littleton said, in his harsh, bossy voice. Nan looked at him nervoudy,
and then at the two huge men. None of them moved. In fact, now that she looked, everyone seemed to
be stuck and frozen exactly where they were when shefirst stood up. She looked a Chrestomanci. He
was staring vaguely into the distance and did not seem to be doing anything either, but Nan was suddenly
sure that Chrestomanci was somehow holding everything in one placeto give her achanceto explain.
That made her fed much better.

She had gone on talking dl the time she was |ooking around, explaining about the Gunpowder Plot, and
what a mistake the conspirators made choosing Guy Fawkes to do the blowing up. Now she seemed to
be going on to explain about other worlds.

"There were an awful lot of Guy Fawkesesin an awful ot of worlds" she heard hersdlf saying. "And he
was afalurein every one. Some people are like that. There are millions of other worlds, you know. The
big differences get made a the big eventsin history, where a battle gets either won or lost. Both things
can't happen in oneworld, so anew one splits off and goes different after that. But there are all sorts of
smaller thingsthat can go two ways aswell, which don't make aworld split off. Y ou've probably al had
those kinds of dreamsthat are like your usud life, except that alot of things are not the same, and you
seem to know the future in them. Wdll, thisis because these other worlds where two things can happen
spread out from our own world like rainbows, and sort of flow into one another—"

Nan found herself rather admiring this description. She was ingpired now. She could have talked for
hours. But there was not much point unless she could persuade the rest of 6B to do something. Everyone
wasjust staring at her.

"Now our world should redlly just be arainbow-stripe in another proper world,” she said. "But it isn't.
And I'm going to tell you why, so that we can al do someting about it. | told you Guy Fawkeswas a
falure. Well, the trouble was, he knew he was. And that made him very nervous, because he wanted to
do at least thisone thing right and blow up Parliament properly. He kept going over in hismind dl the
things that could go wrong: He could be betrayed, or the gunpowder could be damp, or his candle could
go out, or hisfuse might not light— he thought of dl the possibilities, dl the things that make the



rainbow-stripes of not-quite-different worlds. And in the middle of the night, he got so nervousthat he
went and lit the fuse, just to make sure it would light. He wasn't thinking that November 5, the day he
was doing it, was the last day of Witch Week, when there is so much magic around in the world that all

sorts of peculiar things happen—"
"Will somebody slencethat girl!" said Inquisitor Littleton.

He made Charles jump. Charles had been sitting dl thistime trying to understand the way he wasfedling.
He seemed to have divided into two again, but insde himsalf, where it did not show. Half of him was
plainterrified. It felt asif it had been buried dive, in screaming, shut-in despair. The other half was angry,
angry with Chresto-manci, Miss Cadwallader, 6B, Inquisitor Littleton— everything. Now, when
Inquisitor Littleton suddenly spokein hisloud grating voice, Charleslooked at theinquisitor. Hewas a
smal man with astupid face, in ablue suit which did not fit, who enjoyed arresting witches.

Charlesfound himself remembering hisfirst witch again. Thefat man who had been so astonished at
being burned. And he suddenly understood the witch's amazement. It was because someone so ordinary,
so plain stupid, as Inquisitor Littleton had the power to burn him. And that was dl wrong.

"Oh comeon, dl of you!" said Nan. "Don't you see? When Guy Fawkes it that fuse, that made a new
gpread of rainbow possibilities. In our proper world, the world we ought to belong to, the fuse should
have gone straight out again, and the Houses of Parliament would have been perfectly safe. But oncethe
fusewas dight, the night watchman could have smdlled it, or Guy Fawkes could have put it out with
water, or the thing could have happened which made us the way we are: Guy Fawkes could have
stamped the fuse out, but |eft just onetiny spark dight, which went on burning and creeping towardsthe

kegs of gunpowder—"
"| told you to shut that girl up!" said Inquisitor Littleton.

Charles wasin one piece again now. Helooked from the inquisitor to Chrestomanci. Chrestomanci did
not ook so eegant just then. His suit was crumpled asif he had fallen away ingdeit, and hisface was
pae and hollow. Charles could see sweat on hisforehead. And he understood that Chrestomanci was
putting out a huge effort and somehow holding the whole world ill, to give Nan time to persuade 6B to
use their combined witchcraft to change it. But 6B were till sitting there like dumb things. That waswhy
Inquigtor Littleton had started talking again. He was obvioudy one of those people who were very hard
to keep quiet, and Chrestomanci had had to let go of him in order to have strength to hold everything
dse

"Will you bequigt, girl!" sad Inquigtor Littleton.

"BOOM!" said Nan. "And up went Parliament, but with no peopleinit. It wasn't very important, because
even Guy Fawkeswasn't killed. But remember it was Witch Week. That made it amuch worse
explosion than it should have been. In it, thiswhole stripe of the rainbow, where we are now, and al the
magic anywhere near, got blown out of the rest of theworld, like asort of long colored splinter. But it
wasn't blown quite free. It was till joined to the rest of the rainbow at both ends. And that'sthe way it
il is. And we could put it back if only we could make it so that the explosion never happened. And
because it's Halloween today, and there's even more magic about than usua—"

Charles saw that Chrestomanci was beginning to shake. Helooked tired out. At thisrate, Chrestomanci
was not going to have any strength Ieft to put their splinter of world back where it belonged. Charles
jumped up. He wanted to apologize. It was obvious that someone with power like Chrestomanci's could
eadly have just gone away the moment Inquisitor Littleton arrived. Instead, he had chosen to stay and
help them. But saying he was sorry would have to wait. Charles knew he had to do something. And



thanks to Nan, he knew just what to do.
"Sit down, boy!" ragped Inquisitor Littleton.

Charlestook no notice. He dived across the gangway and took hold of Simon Silverson by the front of
hisblazer. "Simon. Say what Guy Fawkes did. Quick!"

Simon gazed at Charles. He shook his head and pointed to his mouth.
"Go on! Say it, you fool!" said Charles, and he shook Simon.

Simon kept his mouth shut. He was afraid to say anything. It waslike abad dream. " Say what Guy
Fawkesdid!" Charlesydled a him. He gave up shaking Simon and poured witchcraft at him to make
him say it. And Simon just shook his head.

Nirupam saw the point. "Say it, Smon!" he said. And that made dl the rest of 6B understand what
Charles wastrying to do. Everyone stood up in their seats and shouted a Simon. "SAY 1T, SIMON!"
Mr. Wentworth shouted. Brian's voice joined in. Witchcraft was blasting at Smon from dl sides, and
even Karen and Deliawere shouting at him. Nan joined in the shouting. She was bubbling with pride and
dedight. She had donethis, just by describing what happened. It was as good as witcheraft any day.
Everyone had understood that they could make thisworld part of the other one again— part of the world
to which the witches rescue service sent witches—by making Simon say what had not happened in that
other world. "SAY IT, SIMON!" everyone screamed.

Simon opened hismouth. "1—oh, leave off 1" Hewasterrified of what might happen, but once he had
dtarted to spesk, al the witcheraft beating at him was too much for him. "He—he—Guy Fawkes blew up
the Houses of Parliament.”

Everything a once began to ripple.

It was asif theworld had turned into avast curtain, hanging in folds, with every fold init rippling in and
out. The ripples ran through desks, windows, walls, and people aike. Each person was rippled through.
They were tugged, and rippled again, until everyone felt they were coming to pieces. By then, theripples
were so strong and steep that everyone could see right down into the folds. For just amoment, on the
outside of each fold, was the classroom everyone knew, with the inquisitor and his huge men on the same
fold as Miss Cadwallader, and Chrestomanci on another fold beside them. The inner parts of the folds
were dl different places. Charlesrealized that if he were going to gpologize to Chrestomanci, he had
better do it a once. He turned around to say it. But the folds had aready rippled flat and nothing wasthe
same anymore.
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"I'm very sorry, Sir," said one of the boys. He sounded asif he meant it, for awonder.

Mr. Crosdey jumped, and wondered if he had been adeep. He seemed to have had that kind of shiver
that makes you say, " Someone walked over my grave." Helooked up from the books he was marking.

Thejanitor wasin the classroom. What was his name? He had arauicous voice and alot of stupid
opinions. Littleton, that wasit. Littleton seemed to be clearing up broken glass. Mr. Crosdey was
puzzled, because he did not remember awindow being broken. But when he looked over at the
windows, he saw one of them was newly mended, with alot of putty and many thumbprints.

"Thereyou are, Mr. Crosdey. All tidy now,” Mr. Littleton rasped.



"Thank you, Littleton,” Mr. Crosdey said coldly. If you let Littleton get talking, he stayed and tried to
teach the class. He watched the janitor collect histhings and back himsdlf through the door. Thank
goodness!

"Thank you, Charles," said someone.

Mr. Crossey jerked around and discovered atotal stranger in the room. This man wastal and
tired-looking and seemed, from his clothes, to be on hisway to awedding. Mr. Crosdey thought he must
be aschool governor and started to stand up politely.

"Oh, please don't get up,” Chrestomanci said. "I'm just on my way out.” He walked to the door. Before
he went out of it, he looked around 6B and said, "'If any of you want me again, amessageto the Old
Gate House should find me."

The door closed behind him. Mr. Crosdey sat down to his marking again. He stared. There was anote
on top of the topmost exercise book. He knew it had not been there before. It was written in ordinary
blue bdlpoint, in capita |etters, and it gave Mr. Crosdey the oddest fedling of having been in the same
stuation before. Why was that? He must have dozed off and had adream. Y es. Now Mr. Crossey
thought about it, he had had the strangest dream. He had dreamed he taught in adreadful boarding
school called Larwood House. He looked thankfully up at the bent, busy heads of 6B. Thiswas, ashe
well knew, Portway Oaks Comprehensive, and everyone went home every evening. Thank goodness!
Mr. Crosdey hated the idea of teaching in aboarding school. Y ou were always on the job.

He wondered who had written the note. And here, as his eyeswent over the class, he had amomentary
feding of shock. A lot of faces were missing from his dream. He remembered a batch of tiresome girls:
TheresaMullett, DeliaMartin, Heather Something, Karen Something Else. None of them wasthere. Nor
was Daniel Smith.

Ah but—Mr. Crosdey remembered now. Dan Smith should have been there. He wasin the hospita.
Two days ago, the stupid boy had eaten a handful of tin tacks for abet. No one had believed he had, at
first. But when Mr. Wentworth, die headmagter, had put Dan in his car and driven him to be X-rayed,
there hewas, full of tintacks. Idiots some boyswerel

And here was another mad thing. about Mr. Crosdey's dresm: He had dreamed that Miss Cadwallader
was head in place of Mr. Wentworth! Quite mad. Mr. Crosdey knew perfectly well that Miss
Cadwallader was the lady who ran The Gate House Schoal for Girls, where Eileen Hodge was a
teacher. Cometo diink of it, that must have been why he dreamed of TheresaMullett and her friends. He
had seen their faces staring out a him from the prim line of girlswalking behind Eileen Hodge.

And now Mr. Crosdey remembered something el se that almost made him forget his dream and the
mysterious note. Eileen Hodge had at |ast agreed to go out with him. Hewasto call for her on Tuesday,
because she was going away for half-term. He was getting somewhere there at last!

But even through his pleasure about Eileen, the dream and the note kept nagging a Mr. Crosdey. Why
should it bother him who had written the note? He looked at Brian Wentworth, sitting next to his great
friend Smon Silverson. The two of them were giggling about something. The note was quite probably
one of Brian'sjokes. But it could equally well be some degp scheme masterminded by Charles Morgan
and Nirupam Singh. Mr. Crossey looked at those two.

Charleslooked back at Mr. Crossley over his glasses and across the piece of paper he was supposed to
be writing on. How much did Mr. Crosdey know? Charlesswriting had gotten no further than thetitle:
Halloween Poem. Neither had Nirupam's. On the floor between them was a pair of spiked running
shoes and, filling them with wonder, was the name marked on the shoes: Daniel Smith. Both of them



knew that Dan did not own any running shoes. Of course, Smith was not exactly an uncommon name,
but—both of them were struggling with strange double memories.

Charleswondered particularly at the sense of relief and peace he had. Hefelt a easeinsgde. He also felt
rather hungry. One part of hismemory told him that this was because Brian Wentworth had invisibly
eaten half hislunch. The other half suggested that it was because chess club had taken up most of the
dinner hour. And here was an odd thing. Up till that moment, Charles had intended to be a chess grand
master. Now those double memories caused him to change his mind. Someone—whose name he could
not quite remember now—had suggested to him that he was going to have avery strong talent indeed for
something, and it was not for chess, Charles was sure now. Perhaps he would be an inventor instead.
Anyway, the chess club half of his memory, which seemed to be the important half, suggested that he
hurry home early so he could eat the last of the cornflakes before his Sster Bernadine hogged them.

"Guy Fawkes," Nirupam murmured.

Charlesdid not know if Nirupam was referring to witcheraft, or to Dan Smith'sidea of half-term. They
had been going to collect money for the guy, using Nirupam for aguy. Nirupam, in the Morgans old
groller, made abeautiful long, thin, floppy guy. Now they were both wondering if they would have the
nerveto do it on their own, without Dan to keep them up to it.

"Why did you haveto bet Dan he couldn't eat tintacks?' Charles whispered to Nirupam.

"Because | didn't think he would!" Nirupam answered grumpily. He had been in alot of trouble with Mr.
Wentworth about that bet. " Could we get Estelle and Nan to help push me?’

"They'regirls," Charles objected. But he consdered the ideawhile he underlined Halloween Poem in
red ink, with blood drops. Those two girls might just do it, at that. As heinked the last drop of blood, he
noticed ablister on hisfinger. It had reached the flat, white, empty stage by now. Carefully, Charles
inked it bright red. He was not sure he wanted to forget about things that soon.

Mr. Crosdey was gill consdering the note. It could be another flight of fancy from Nan Filgrim. Nan, as
usua, since she had arrived a the school from Essex at the beginning of term, was sitting next to Estelle
Green. They werethick asthieves, those two. A good thing, because Estelle had been rather lonely
before Nan arrived.

Nan glanced up a Mr. Crossey, and down again at her pen rushing across her paper. Fascinated, she
read: And in this part of the rainbow, Guy Fawkes stamped the fuse out, but a little, tiny
smoldering spark remained. The spark crept and ate its way to the kegs of gunpowder. BOOM!!!

"Egtelel Look &t thisl"

Estelle leaned over, looked, and goggled. "Do you know what | think?" she whispered. "When you grow
up to be an author and write books, you'll think you're making the books up, but they'll al redly betrue,
somewhere." She sighed. "My poem'’s going to be about a great enchanter.”

Mr. Crosdey suddenly wondered why he was worrying about the note. It was only ajoke, after all. He
cleared histhroat. Everyone looked up hopefully. " Somebody,” said Mr. Crosdey, "seemsto have sent
me a Halloween message." And he read out the note. "SOMEONE IN THISCLASSISAWITCH."

6B thought thiswas splendid news. Hands shot up all over the room like abed of beansprouts.
"It'sme, Mr. Crosdey!"
"Mr. Crosdey, I'm thewitch!"



"Can | bethewitch, Mr. Crosdey?'

"Me, Mr. Crosdey, me, me, me!™



