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Chapter 1
Leavi ng

It cane crackling over the hills, like an invisible fog. Mwvenent w thout a body tired it, and it
drifted very slowy. It wasn 't thinking now It had been nonths since it had |ast thought,
because the brain that was doing the thinking for it had died. They always died. So now it was
naked again, and frightened. It could hide in one of the bl obby white creatures that baa 'd
nervously as it crawl ed over the turf. But they had usel ess brains, capable of thinking only about
grass and naki ng ot her things that went baa. No. They would not do. It needed, needed sonething
better, a strong nmind, a mnd with power, a nmind that could keep it safe. It searched... The new
boots were all wong. They were stiff and shiny. Shiny boots! That was di sgraceful. O ean boots,
that was different. There was nothing wong with putting a bit of a polish on boots to keep the
wet out. But boots had to work for a living. They shouldn't shine. Tiffany Aching, standing on the
rug in her bedroom shook her head. She'd have to scuff the things as soon as possible. Then there
was the new straw hat, with a ribbon on it. She had sone doubts about that, too. She tried to | ook
at herself in the nmirror, which wasn't easy because the mirror was not much bigger than her hand,
and cracked and bl otchy. She had to nove it around to try and see as much of herself as possible
and remenber how the bits fitted together. But today... well, she didn't usually do this sort of
thing in the house, but it was inmportant to | ook smart today, and since no one was around... She
put the mrror down on the rickety table by the bed, stood in the mddle of the threadbare rug,
shut her eyes and said: 'See ne.' And away on the hills sonething, a thing with no body and no
mnd but a terrible hunger and a bottonml ess fear, felt the power. It would have sniffed the air

if it had a nose. It searched. It found. Such a strange mind, like a |lot of minds inside one

anot her, getting smaller and smaller! So strong! So close! It changed direction slightly, and went
alittle faster. As it noved, it nmade a noise like a swarmof flies. The sheep, nervous for a
nmonment about sonething they couldn 't see, hear or snell, baa 'd..... and went back to chew ng
grass. Tiffany opened her eyes. There she was, a few feet away from hersel f. She could see the
back of her own head. Carefully, she noved around the room not | ooking down at the 'her' that was
novi ng, because she found that if she did that then the trick was over. It was quite difficult,
moving like that, but at |last she was in front of herself and | ooking herself up and down. Brown
hair to match brown eyes... there was nothing she could do about that. At |east her hair was clean
and she'd washed her face. She had a new dress on, which inproved things a bit. It was so unusual
to buy new clothes in the Aching famly that, of course, it was bought big so that she'd 'grow
intoit'. But at least it was pale green, and it didn't actually touch the floor. Wth the shiny
new boots and the straw hat she | ooked... like a farner's daughter, quite respectable, going off
to her first job. It'd have to do. From here she could see the pointy hat on her head, but she had
to look hard for it. It was like a glint in the air, gone as soon as you saw it. That's why she'd
been worried about the new straw hat, but it had sinply gone through it as if the new hat wasn't
there. This was because, in a way, it wasn't. It was invisible, except in the rain. Sun and w nd
went straight through, but rain and snow sonmehow saw it, and treated it as if it were real. She'd
been given it by the greatest witch in the world, a real witch with a black dress and a bl ack hat
and eyes that could go through you like turpentine goes through a sick sheep. It had been a kind
of reward. Tiffany had done magic, serious magic. Before she had done it she hadn't known that she
coul d; when she had been doing it she hadn't known that she was; and after she had done it she
hadn't known how she had. Now she had to learn how. 'See me not,' she said. The vision of her..

or whatever it was, because she was not exactly sure about this trick... vanished. It had been a
shock, the first time she'd done this. But she'd always found it easy to see herself, at least in
her head. Al her nenories were like little pictures of herself doing things or watching things,
rather than the view fromthe two holes in the front of her head. There was a part of her that was
al ways wat ching her. Mss Tick- another witch, but one who was easier to talk to than the witch
who'd given Tiffany the hat- had said that a witch had to know how to 'stand apart', and that
she'd find out nore when her talent grew, so Tiffany supposed the 'see me' was part of this.
Sonetinmes Tiffany thought she ought to talk to Mss Tick about 'see ne'. It felt as if she was
steppi ng out of her body, but still had a sort of ghost body that could wal k around. It all worked
as long as her ghost eyes didn't | ook down and see that she was just a ghost body. If that
happened, sone part of her panicked and she found herself back in her solid body inmmediately.
Tiffany had, in the end, decided to keep this to herself. You didn't have to tell a teacher
everything. Anyway, it was a good trick for when you didn't have a mirror. Mss Tick was a sort of
witch-finder. That seened to be how witchcraft worked. Sone witches kept a nagical |ookout for
girls who showed prom se, and found theman older witch to help themalong. They didn't teach you
how to do it. They taught you how to know what you were doing. Wtches were a bit |ike cats. They
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didn't nuch |ike one another's conpany, but they did |like to know where all the other wi tches
were, just in case they needed them And what you m ght need themfor was to tell you, as a
friend, that you were beginning to cackle. Wtches didn't fear nmuch, Mss Tick had said, but what
the powerful ones were afraid of, even if they didn't talk about it, was what they called 'going
to the bad'. It was too easy to slip into careless little cruelties because you had power and
other people hadn't, too easy to think other people didn't natter nmuch, too easy to think that

i deas like right and wong didn't apply to you. At the end of that road was you dribbling and
cackling to yourself all alone in a gingerbread house, growi ng warts on your nose. Wtches needed
to know other witches were watching them And that, Tiffany thought, was why the hat was there.
She could touch it any time, provided she shut her eyes. It was a kind of rem nder... Tiffany!'
her mother shouted up the stairs. 'Mss Tick's here!' Yesterday, Tiffany had said goodbye to

G anny Aching... The iron wheels of the old shepherding hut were half buried in the turf, high up
on the hills. The potbellied stove, which still stood |opsided in the grass, was red with rust.
The chalk hills were taking them just like they'd taken the bones of G anny Aching. The rest of
the hut had been burned on the day she'd been buried. No shepherd woul d have dared to use it, |et
al one spend the night there. Granny Aching had been too big in people's nminds, too hard to

repl ace. Night and day, in all seasons, she was the Chal k country: its best shepherd, its wi sest
wonman, and its nenory. It was as if the green downl and had a soul that wal ked about in old boots
and a sacki ng apron and snoked a foul old pipe and dosed sheep with turpentine. The shepherds said
that Granny Aching had cussed the sky blue. They called the fluffy little white clouds of sunmer
"Granny Aching's little |anbs'. And alt hough they |aughed when they said these things, part of
them was not joking. No shepherd woul d have dared presunme to live in that hut, no shepherd at all
So they had cut the turf and buried Ganny Aching in the Chalk, watered the turf afterwards to

| eave no mark, then they burned her hut. Sheep's wool, Jolly Sailor tobacco and turpentine..

had been the snells of the shepherding hut, and the snmell of Ganny Aching. Such things have a
hol d on people that goes right to the heart. Tiffany only had to snell them now to be back there,
in the warnth and silence and safety of the hut. It was the place she had gone to when she was
upset, and the place she had gone to when she was happy. And G anny Aching would al ways smle and
make tea and say not hing. And nothing bad could happen in the shepherding hut. It was a fort

agai nst the world. Even now, after Granny had gone, Tiffany still liked to go up there. Tiffany
stood there, while the wind blew over the turf and sheep bells clonked in the distance. 'I've
got...' She cleared her throat. |I've got to go away. |... |I've got to |earn proper witching, and
there's no one here now to teach nme, you see. |'ve got to... to look after the hills like you did.
I can... do things but | don't know things, and Mss Tick says what you don't know can kill you. I
want to be as good as you were. | will come back! | will come back soon! | pronise | will cone

back, better than | went!' A blue butterfly, blown off course by a gust, settled on Tiffany's
shoul der, opened and shut its wings once or twice, then fluttered away. G anny Aching had never
been at hone with words. She collected silence |ike other people collected string. But she had a
way of saying nothing that said it all. Tiffany stayed for a while, until her tears had dried, and

then went off back down the hill, leaving the everlasting wind to curl around the wheel s and
whi stl e down the chimmey of the pot-bellied stove. Life went on. It wasn't unusual for girls as
young as Tiffany to go 'into service'. It neant working as a naid somewhere. Traditionally, you

started by helping an old | ady who lived by herself; she wouldn't be able to pay much, but since
this was your first job you probably weren't worth nmuch, either. In fact Tiffany practically ran
Home Farmis dairy by herself, if someone helped her lift the big milk churns, and her parents had
been surprised she had wanted to go into service at all. But as Tiffany said, it was sonething
everyone did. You got out into the world a little bit. You net new people. You never knew what it
could lead to. That, rather cunningly, got her nother on her side. Her nmother's rich aunt had gone
off to be a scullery maid, and then a parlour maid, and had worked her way up until she was a
housekeeper and narried to a butler and lived in a fine house. It wasn't her fine house, and she
only lived in a bit of it, but she was practically a lady. Tiffany didn't intend to be a | ady.
This was all a ruse, anyway. And Mss Tick was in on it. You weren't allowed to charge noney for
the witching, so all witches did sone other job as well. Mss Tick was basically a witch disguised
as a teacher. She travelled around with the other wandering teachers who went in bands from pl ace
to place teaching anything to anybody in exchange for food or old clothes. It was a good way to
get around, because people in the chalk country didn't trust w tches. They thought they danced
around on noonlit nights without their drawers on. (Tiffany had made enquiries about this, and had
been slightly relieved to find out that you didn't have to do this to be a witch. You could if you
wanted to, but only if you were certain where all the nettles, thistles and hedgehogs were.) But
if it came to it, people were a bit wary of the wandering teachers, too. They were said to pinch
chi ckens and steal away children (which was true, in a way) and they went fromvillage to village
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with their gaudy carts and wore long robes with | eather pads on the sleeves and strange flat hats
and tal ked anongst thensel ves using heathen |lingo no one could understand, like 'Aha jacta esf and
"Quid pro quo'. It was quite easy for Mss Tick to lurk anbngst them Her pointy hat was a stealth
version, which | ooked just like a black straw hat with paper flowers on it until you pressed the
secret spring. Over the last year or so Tiffany's nother had been quite surprised, and a little
worried, at Tiffany's sudden thirst for education, which people in the village thought was a good
thing in noderation but if taken unwi sely could lead to restlessness. Then a nonth ago, the
message had come: Be ready. Mss Tick, in her flowery hat, had visited the farm and had expl ai ned
to M and Ms Aching that an elderly lady up in the nountains had heard of Tiffany's excellent
prowess with cheese and was willing to offer her the post of maid at four dollars a nonth, one day
of f a week, her own bed and a week's holiday at Hogswatch. Tiffany knew her parents. Three dollars
a month was a bit low, and five dollars would be suspiciously high, but prowess with cheese was
worth the extra dollar. And a bed all to yourself was a very nice perk. Before nost of Tiffany's
sisters had |l eft home, sleeping two sisters to a bed had been normal. It was a good offer. Her
parents had been inpressed and slightly scared of Mss Tick, but they had been brought up to
bel i eve that people who knew nore than you and used | ong words were quite inportant, so they'd
agreed. Tiffany accidentally heard themdiscussing it after she had gone to bed that night. It's
quite easy to accidentally overhear people talking downstairs if you hold an upturned glass to the
fl oorboards and accidentally put your ear to it. She heard her father say that Tiffany didn't have
to go away at all. She heard her nother say that all girls wondered what was out there in the
world, so it was best to get it out of her system Besides, she was a very capable girl with a
good head on her shoul ders. Wiy, with hard work there was no reason why one day she couldn't be a
servant to soneone quite inportant, |like Aunt Hetty had been, and live in a house with an inside
privy. Her father said she'd find that scrubbing floors was the sanme everywhere. Her nother said,
well, in that case she'd get bored and come back home after the year was up and, by the way, what
did ' prowess' nean? 'Superior skill', thought Tiffany to herself. They did have an old dictionary
in the house, but her nother never opened it because the sight of all those words upset her
Tiffany had read it all the way through. And that was it, and suddenly here she was, a nonth

| ater, wapping her old boots, which'd been worn by all her sisters before her, in a piece of
clean rag and putting themin the second-hand suitcase her nother had bought her, which | ooked as
if it was nade of bad cardboard or pressed grape pips mxed with ear wax, and had to be held
together with string. There were goodbyes. She cried a bit, and her nmother cried a |lot, and her
little brother Wentworth cried as well just in case he could get a sweet for doing so. Tiffany's
father didn't cry but gave her a silver dollar and rather gruffly told her to be sure to wite
hone every week, which is a man's way of crying. She said goodbye to the cheeses in the dairy and
the sheep in the paddock and even to Ratbag the cat. Then everyone apart fromthe cheeses and the
cat stood at the gate and waved to her and Mss Tick -well, except for the sheep, too- unti

they'd gone nearly all the way down the chal ky-white lane to the village. And then there was

sil ence except for the sound of their boots on the flinty surface and the endl ess song of the

skyl arks overhead. It was |ate August, and very hot, and the new boots pinched. 'I should take
themoff, if I was you,' said Mss Tick after a while. Tiffany sat down by the side of the |ane
and got her old boots out of the case. She didn't bother to ask how M ss Tick knew about the tight
new boots. Wtches paid attention. The old boots, even though she had to wear several pairs of
socks with them were nuch nore confortable and really easy to walk in. They had been wal ki ng

since long before Tiffany was born, and knew how to do it. 'And are we going to see any... little
men today?' Mss Tick went on, once they were wal king again. 'l don't know, Mss Tick,' said
Tiffany. 'l told thema nonth ago | was | eaving. They're very busy at this time of year. But
there's always one or two of themwatching ne.' Mss Tick | ooked around quickly. 'l can't see
anyt hing,' she said. 'O hear anything.' 'No, that's how you can tell they' re there,' said
Tiffany. 'It's always a bit quieter if they' re watching me. But they won't show thensel ves while
you're with ne. They're a bit frightened of hags- that's their word for witches,' she added
quickly. "It's nothing personal.' Mss Tick sighed. "Wien | was a little girl |I'd have loved to
see the pictsies,' she said. 'l used to put out little saucers of mlk. O course, later on
realized that wasn't quite the thing to do.' 'No, you should have used strong licker,' said

Ti ffany. She glanced at the hedge and thought she saw, just for the snap of a second, a flash of
red hair. And she sniled, a little nervously. Tiffany had been, if only for a few days, the
nearest a human being can be to a queen of the fairies. Admttedly, she'd been called a kel da
rather than a queen, and the Nac Mac Feegle should only be called fairies to their face if you
were |l ooking for a fight. On the other hand the Nac Mac Feegle were always |ooking for a fight, in
a cheerful sort of way, and when they had no one to fight they fought one another, and if one was
all by hinmself he'd kick his own nose just to keep in practice. Technically, they had lived in
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Fai ryl and, but had been thrown out, probably for being drunk. And now, because if you'd ever been
their kelda they never forgot you . .. ... they were always there. There was al ways one sonmewhere
on the farm or circling on a buzzard high over the chal k downs. And they watched her, to help and
protect her, whether she wanted themto or not. Tiffany had been as polite as possible about this.
She' d hidden her diary right at the back of a drawer and bl ocked up the cracks in the privy with
wadded paper, and done her best with the gaps in her bedroom fl oorboards, too. They were little
men, after all. She was sure they tried to remain unseen so as not to disturb her, but she'd got
very good at spotting them They granted wi shes- not the magical fairytale three wi shes, the ones
that always go wong in the end, but ordinary, everyday ones. The Nac Mac Feegle were i mensely
strong and fearless and incredibly fast, but they weren't good at understanding that what people
said often wasn't what they nmeant. One day, in the dairy, Tiffany had said, | wish | had a sharper
knife to cut this cheese,' and her nother's sharpest knife was quivering in the table beside her
al nrost before she'd got the words out. 'l wish this rain would clear up' was probably OK, because
the Feegles couldn't do actual nmagic, but she had |l earned to be careful not to wi sh for anything
that m ght be achi evable by sone snall, determ ned, strong, fearless and fast nen who were al so
not above giving soneone a good kicking if they felt like it. Wshes needed thought. She was never
likely to say, out loud, 'l wish that | could marry a handsone prince,' but knowi ng that if you
did you' d probably open the door to find a stunned prince, a tied-up priest and a Nac Mac Feegl e
grinning cheerfully and ready to act as Best Man definitely made you watch what you said. But they
could be hel pful, in a haphazard way, and she'd taken to | eaving out for themthings that the
famly didn't need but night be useful to little people, like tiny nustard spoons, pins, a soup
bow that would nmake a nice bath for a Feegle and, in case they didn't get the nessage, sone soap
They didn't steal the soap. Her last visit to the ancient burial nmound high on the chal k down
where the pictsies lived had been to attend the weddi ng of Rob Anybody, the Big Man of the clan

to Jeannie of the Long Lake. She was going to be the new kel da and spend nost of the rest of her
life in the mound, having babies |ike a queen bee. Feegles fromother clans had all turned up for
the cel ebration, because if there's one thing a Feegle likes nore than a party, it's a bigger
party, and if there's anything better than a bigger party, it's a bigger party with soneone el se
paying for the drink. To be honest, Tiffany had felt a bit out of place, being ten tines as tal

as the next tallest person there, but she'd been treated very well and Rob Anybody had nmade a | ong
speech about her, calling her '"our fine big wee young hag' before falling face first into the
puddi ng. It had all been very hot, and very loud, but she'd joined in the cheer when Jeanni e had
carried Rob Anybody over a tiny broonstick that had been laid on the floor. Traditionally, both
the bride and the groom should junmp over the broonstick but, equally traditionally, no

sel frespecting Feegl e woul d be sober on his wedding day. She'd been warned that it would be a good
idea to | eave then, because of the traditional fight between the bride's clan and the groons
clan, which could take until Friday. Tiffany had bowed to Jeanni e, because that's what hags did,
and had a good | ook at her. She was snall and sweet and very pretty. She also had a glint in her
eye and a certain proud Iift to her chin. Nac Mac Feegle girls were very rare and they grew up
knowi ng they were going to be kel das one day, and Tiffany had a definite feeling that Rob Anybody
was going to find married life trickier than he thought. She was going to be sorry to | eave t hem
behi nd, but not terribly sorry. They were nice in a way but they could, after a while, get on your
nerves. Anyway, she was el even now, and had a feeling that after a certain age you shouldn't slide
down holes in the ground to talk to little men. Besides, the | ook that Jeannie had given her, just
for a noment, had been pure poison. Tiffany had read its meaning w thout having to try. Tiffany
had been the kelda of the clan, even if it was only for a short tinme. She had al so been engaged to
be married to Rob Anybody, even if that had only been a sort of political trick. Jeannie knew all
that. And the | ook had said: He is mine. This place is mine. | do not want you here! Keep out! A
pool of silence followed Tiffany and Mss Tick down the |ane, since the usual things that rustle
in hedges tended to keep very quiet when the Nac Mac Feegle were around. They reached the little
vill age green and sat down to wait for the carrier's cart that went just a bit faster than wal king
pace and woul d take five hours to get to the village of Twoshirts, where- Tiffany's parents

t hought- they'd get the big coach that ran all the way to the distant nountai ns and beyond.
Tiffany could actually see it com ng up the road when she heard the hoofbeats across the green

She turned, and her heart seened to |leap and sink at the same tine. It was Roland, the Baron's
son, on a fine black horse. He | eaped down before the horse had stopped, and then stood there

| ooki ng enbarrassed. 'Ah, | see a very fine and interesting exanple of a... a... a big stone over
there,' said Mss Tick in a sticky-sweet voice. I'll just go and have a | ook at it, shall 17
Tiffany could have pinched her for that. '"Er, you're going, then,' said Roland as M ss Tick
hurried away. 'Yes,' said Tiffany. Roland | ooked as though he was going to explode wth
nervousness. | got this for you,' he said. 'l had it nmade by a man, er, over in Yelp.' He held out
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a package wapped in soft paper. Tiffany took it and put it carefully in her pocket. Thank you,'
she said, and dropped a small curtsy. Strictly speaking that's what you had to do when you net a
nobl eman, but it just made Rol and bl ush and stutter. 'Oopen it later on,' said Roland. 'Er, |
hope you'll like it.'" 'Thank you,' said Tiffany sweetly. 'Here's the cart. Er... you don't want to
mss it." 'Thank you,' said Tiffany, and curtsied again, because of the effect it had. It was a
little bit cruel, but sonetinmes you had to be. Anyway, it would be very hard to nmiss the cart. If
you ran fast, you could easily overtake it. It was so slow that 'stop' never came as a surprise
There were no seats. The carrier went around the villages every other day, picking up packages
and, sonetines, people. You just found a place where you could get confortable anmong the boxes of
fruit and rolls of cloth. Tiffany sat on the back of the cart, her old boots dangling over the
edge, swayi ng backwards and forwards as the cart lurched away on the rough road. Mss Tick sat
besi de her, her black dress soon covered in chalk dust to the knees. Tiffany noticed that Roland
didn't get back on his horse until the cart was nearly out of sight. And she knew Mss Tick. By
now she woul d be just bursting to ask a question, because w tches hate not know ng things. And,
sure enough, when the village was |left behind, Mss Tick said, after a ot of shifting and
clearing her throat: 'Aren't you going to open it?" 'QOpen what?' said Tiffany, not |ooking at her

'He gave you a present,' said Mss Tick. 'l thought you were exanmi ning an interesting stone, Mss
Tick,' said Tiffany accusingly. "Well, it was only fairly interesting,' said Mss Tick, conpletely
unenbarrassed. 'So... are you?" 'I'Il wait until later,' said Tiffany. She didn't want a

di scussi on about Roland at this point or, really, at all. She didn't actually dislike him She'd

found himin the land of the Queen of the Fairies and had sort of rescued him although he had
been unconsci ous nost of the tine. A sudden nmeeting with the Nac Mac Feegle when they' re feeling
edgy can do that to a person. O course, w thout anyone actually |lying, everyone at hone had cone
to believe that he had rescued her. A nine-year-old girl armed with a frying pan couldn't possibly
have rescued a thirteen-year-old boy who'd got a sword. Tiffany hadn't ninded that. It stopped
peopl e asking too many questions she didn't want to answer or even know how to. But he'd taken
to... hanging around. She kept accidentally running into himon wal ks nore often than was really
possi bl e, and he always seened to be at the same village events she went to. He was al ways polite,
but she couldn't stand the way he kept |ooking |ike a spaniel that had been kicked. Admittedly-
and it took sonme adnitting- he was a lot less of a twit than he had been. On the other hand, there
had been such of lot of twit to begin with. And then she thought, Horse, and wondered why unti
she realized that her eyes had been watching the | andscape while her brain stared at the past..
"lI've never seen that before,' said Mss Tick. Tiffany welconed it as an old friend. The Chal k
rose out of the plains quite suddenly on this side of the hills. There was a little valley cupped
into the fall of the down, and there was a carving in the curve it nmade. Turf had been cut away in
long flowing lines so that the bare chal k nade the shape of an animal. 'It's the Wite Horse,'
said Tiffany. 'Wiy do they call it that? said Mss Tick. Tiffany | ooked at her. 'Because the
chalk is white?" she suggested, trying not to suggest that Mss Tick was being a bit dense. 'No, |
meant why do they call it a horse? It doesn't look like a horse. It's just... flowing lines...'
that ook as if they're noving, Tiffany thought. It had been cut out of the turf right back in
the ol d days, people said, by the folk who'd built the stone circles and buried their kind in big
earth mounds. And they'd cut out the Horse at one end of this little green valley, ten tines
bi gger than a real horse and, if you didn't ook at it with your mnd right, the wong shape, too.
Yet they nust have known horses, owned horses, seen themevery day, and they weren't stupid people
just because they lived a long time ago. Tiffany had once asked her father about the |ook of the
Horse, when they'd conme all the way over here for a sheep fair, and he told her what G anny Aching
had told him too, when he was a little boy. He passed on what she said word for word, and Tiffany
did the same now. "Taint what a horse looks like,' said Tiffany. It's what a horse be.' 'Ch,' said
M ss Tick. But because she was a teacher as well as a witch, and probably couldn't help herself,
she added, The funny thing is, of course, that officially there is no such thing as a white horse.
They're called grey.' [She had to say that, because she was a witch and a teacher and that's a
terrible combination. They want things to be right. They like things to be correct. If you want to
upset a witch you don't have to ness around with charns and spells, you just have to put her in a
roomwith a picture that's hung slightly crooked and watch her squirm] 'Yes, | know ' said
Tiffany. This one's white,' she added, flatly. That quietened Mss Tick down, for a while, but she
seened to have sonmething on her mind. 'l expect you're upset about |eaving the Chalk, aren't you?
she said as the cart rattled on. "No,' said Tiffany. It's OKto be,' said Mss Tick. Thank you,
but I'mnot really,' said Tiffany. 'If you want to have a bit of a cry, you don't have to pretend
you' ve got sone grit in your eye or anything-' I'mall right, actually,' said Tiffany. 'Honestly.
"You see, if you bottle that sort of thing up it can cause terrible damage later on.' 'I'm not
bottling, Mss Tick.' In fact, Tiffany was a bit surprised at not crying, but she wasn't going to
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tell Mss Tick that. She left a sort of space in her head to burst into tears in, but it wasn't

filling up. Perhaps it was because she'd wapped up all those feelings and doubts and left them up
on the hill by the pot-bellied stove. "And if of course you were feeling a bit downcast at the
monent, |'msure you could open the present he-' Mss Tick tried. 'Tell nme about Mss Level,'

Tiffany said quickly. The nane and address was all she knew about the |ady she was going to stay
with, but an address like 'Mss Level, Cottage in the Wods near the dead oak tree in Lost Man's
Lane, High Overhang, If Qut Leave Letters in AOd Boot by Door' sounded prom sing. 'Mss Level
yes,' said Mss Tick, defeated. 'Er, yes. She's not really very old but she says she'll be happy
to have a third pair of hands around the place.' You couldn't slip words past Tiffany, not even if
you were Mss Tick. 'So there's soneone el se there already? she said. '"Er... no. Not exactly,"
said Mss Tick. 'Then she's got four arms?' said Tiffany. Mss Tick had sounded |i ke soneone
trying to avoid a subject. Mss Tick sighed. It was difficult to talk to soneone who paid

attention all the tine. It put you off. '"It's best if you wait until you neet her,' she said.
"Anything I tell you will only give you the wong idea. |I'msure you'll get along with her. She's
very good with people, and in her spare tine she's a research witch. She keeps bees- and goats,
the mlk of which, |I believe, is very good i ndeed owi ng to honobgeni zed fats.' 'Wat does a

research witch do?' Tiffany asked. 'Oh, it's a very ancient craft. She tries to find new spells by
| earni ng how ol d ones were really done. You know all that stuff about "ear of bat and toe of
frog"? They never work, but Mss Level thinks it's because we don't know exactly what kind of

frog, or which toe-' '"I"'msorry, but I'mnot going to help anyone chop up innocent frogs and
bats,' said Tiffany firmy. 'Ch, no, she never kills any!' said Mss Tick hurriedly. 'She only
uses creatures that have died naturally or been run over or commtted suicide. Frogs can get quite
depressed at tines.' The cart rolled on, down the white, dusty road, until it was lost fromview
Not hi ng happened. Skyl arks sang, so high up they were invisible. Grass seeds filled the air. Sheep
baa' d, high up on the Chal k. And then sonmething came along the road. It noved like a little slow
whirlwind, so it could be seen only by the dust it stirred up. As it went past, it nade a noise
like a swarmof flies. Then it, too, disappeared down the hill... After a while a voice, |ow down
in the long grass, said: 'Ach, crivensl And it's on her trail, right enough!' A second voice said:
"Surely the old hag will spot it?" 'Wwut? The teachin' hag? She's nae a proper hag!' 'She's got
the pointy hat under all themflowers, Big Yan,' said the second voice, a bit reproachfully. "I

seen it. She presses a wee spring an' the point conmes up!' 'Oh, aye, Hamish, an' | daresay she
does the readin' and the witin' well enough, but she disnae ken aboot stuff that's no' in books.
An' 1'mno' showin' neself while she's aroond. She's the kind of a body that'd wite things doon

about a man! C non, let's go and find the kelda!" The Nac Mac Feegle of the Chalk hated witing
for all kinds of reasons, but the biggest one was this: witing stays. It fastens words down. A
man can speak his mnd and sone nasty wee scuggan will wite it down and who knows what he'll do
with those words? Ye night as weel nail a man's shadow tae the wall! But now they had a new kel da
and a new kel da brings new ideas. That's howit's supposed to work. It stopped a clan getting too
set in its ways. Kelda Jeannie was fromthe Long Lake clan, up in the nountains- and they did
wite things down. She didn't see why her husband shouldn't, either. And Rob Anybody was finding
out that Jeannie was definitely a kelda. Sweat was dripping off his forehead. He'd once fought a
wol f all by hinself, and he'd cheerfully do it again with his eyes shut and one hand tied behind
hi mrather than do what he was doing now. He had nastered the first two rules of witing, as he
understood them 1) Steal sonme paper. 2) Steal a pencil. Unfortunately there was nore to it than
that. Now he held the stunp of pencil in front of himin both hands, and | eaned backwards as two
of his brothers pushed himtowards the piece of paper pinned up on the chanber wall (it was an old
bill for sheep bells, stolen fromthe farn). The rest of the clan watched, in fascinated horror
fromthe galleries around the walls. 'Mebbe | could kind o' ease ny way inta it gently,' he
protested as his heels left little grooves in the packed-earth floor of the nound. 'Mebbe |I could
just do one o' they comreras or full stoppies-' 'You' re the Big Man, Rob Anybody, so it's fittin'

ye should be the first tae do the witin',' said Jeannie. '|I canna hae a husband who canna even
wite his ain nane. | showed you the letters, did | not? 'Aye, wunman, the nasty, |oopy, bendy
things!' growed Rob. 'l dinnae trust that Q that's a letter that has it in for a man. That's a
letter with a sting, that one!' 'You just hold the pencil on the paper and I'll tell ye what nmarks
to make,' said Jeannie, folding her arns. 'Aye, but '"tis a bushel of trouble, witin',' said Rob
"Awrd wit doon can hang a man!' 'Weest, now, stop that! 'Tis easy!' snapped Jeannie. 'Bigjob
babbies can do it, and you're a full growed Feegle!'" "An' witin' even goes on sayin' a man's
wurds after he's deid said Rob Anybody, waving the pencil as if trying to ward off evil spirits.
'Ye cannae tell ne that's right!' "Ch, so you're afeared o' the letters, is that it?" said

Jeannie, artfully. '"Ach, that's fine. Al big nen fear sonething. Take the pencil off'f him
Wil lie. Ye cannae ask a man to face his fears.' There was silence in the nound as Daft Willie
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nervously took the pencil stub fromhis brother. Every beady eye was turned to Rob Anybody. His
hands opened and shut. He started to breathe heavily, still glaring at the blank paper. He stuck
out his chin. '"Ach, ye're a harrrrd wumman, Jeannie Mac Feegle!' he said at last. He spat on his
hands and snatched back the pencil stub fromDaft Willie. "G mre that tool o' perdition! Them
letters won't know whut's hit them' 'There's ny brave lad!' said Jeannie as Rob squared up to the
paper. 'Right, then. The first letter is an R That's the one that |ooks |like a fat man wal ki ng,
renenber?' The assenbl ed pictsies watched as Rob Anybody, grunting fiercely and with his tongue
sticking out of the corner of his nouth, dragged the pencil through the curves and lines of the
letters. He | ooked at the kel da expectantly after each one. That's it,' she said, at last. 'A
bonny effort!' Rob Anybody stood back and | ooked critically at the paper. 'That's it?' he said.
"Aye,' said Jeannie. 'Ye've wit your ain nane, Rob Anybody!' Rob stared at the letters again.
"I'mgonna go to pris'n noo? he said. There was a polite cough from beside Jeannie. It had

bel onged to the Toad. He had no other nane, because toads don't go in for nanes. Despite sinister
forces that woul d have people think differently, no toad has ever been called Tomy the Toad, for
exanple. It's just not sonething that happens. This toad had once been a | awer (a human | awer

t oads nmanage w thout them) who'd been turned into a toad by a fairy godnother who'd intended to
turn himinto a frog but had been a bit hazy on the difference. Now he lived in the Feegle nmound,
where he ate wornms and hel ped themout with the difficult thinking. |1've told you, M Anybody,
that just having your name witten down is no problemat all,' he said. There's nothing illega
about the words "Rob Anybody". Unless, of course,' and the toad gave a little legal laugh, It's
meant as an instruction!' None of the Feegles | aughed. They liked their hunour to be a bit, well,
funni er. Rob Anybody stared at his very shaky witing. 'That's nmy nane, aye?' 'It certainly is, M
Anybody.' 'An' no thin' bad's happenin' at a',' Rob noted. He | ooked closer. 'How can you tel

it's my nane?' 'Ah, that'll be the readin' side o' things,' said Jeannie. 'That's where the
lettery things make a sound in yer heid? said Rob. 'That's the bunny,' said the toad. 'But we
thought you'd like to start with the nore physical aspect of the procedure.' 'Could |I no' nebbe

just learn the witin' and | eave the readin' to someone el se?" Rob asked, w thout nuch hope. ' No,
my man's got to do both,' said Jeannie, folding her arnms. Wien a fenal e Feegle does that, there's
no hope left. "Ach, it's a terrible thing for a man when his wunman gangs up on himw ' a toad,'
sai d Rob, shaking his head. But, when he turned to | ook at the grubby paper, there was just a hint
of pride in his face. 'Still, that's ny nane, right?' he said, grinning. Jeannie nodded. 'Just
there, all by itself and no' on a Wanted poster or anything. My nane, drawn by nme.' 'Yes, Rob,'
said the kelda. 'My nanme, under ny thunmb. No scunner can do anythin' aboot it? |I've got ny nane,
nice and safe?' Jeannie | ooked at the toad, who shrugged. It was generally held by those who knew
themthat nost of the brains in the Nac Mac Feegle clans ended up in the wonen. 'A nan's a nman o'
some standin' when he's got his own nanme where no one can touch it,' said Rob Anybody. 'That's

serious magic, that is-' 'The Ris the wong way roond and you left the A and a Y out of
"Anybody","' said Jeannie, because it is a wife's job to stop her husband actually exploding with
pride. 'Ach, wumman, | didna' ken which way the fat man wz wal king',' said Rob, airily waving a

hand. 'Ye canna trust the fat man. That's the kind of thing us nat'ral witin' folk knows about.
One day he might walk this way, next day he might walk that way.' He beaned at his name: ROB NybO
D'"And | reckon you got it wong wi' themY's,' he went on. 'I reckon it should be NE Bo D
That's Enn... eee... bor... dee, see? That's senseY He stuck the pencil into his hair, and gave
her a defiant |ook. Jeannie sighed. She'd grown up with seven hundred brothers and knew how t hey

t hought, which was often quite fast while being totally in the wong direction. And if they
couldn't bend their thinking around the world, they bent the world around their thinking. Usually,
her mother had told her, it was best not to argue. Actually, only half a dozen Feegles in the Long
Lake clan could read and wite very well. They were consi dered odd, strange hobbies. After all,
what -when you got out of bed in the norning- were they good for? You didn't need to know themto
westle a trout or mug a rabbit or get drunk. The wind couldn't be read and you couldn't wite on
water. But things witten down | asted. They were the voices of Feegles who'd died |ong ago, who'd
seen strange things, who' d nade strange discoveries. Wether you approved of that depended on how
creepy you thought it was. The Long Lake cl an approved. Jeannie wanted the best for her new clan
too. It wasn't easy, being a young kelda. You canme to a new clan, with only a few of your brothers
as a bodyguard, where you narried a husband and ended up with hundreds of brothers-inlaw. It could
be troubling if you let your nmind dwell on it. At |east back on the island in the Long Lake she'd
had her nother to talk to, but a kel da never went hone again. Except for her bodyguard brothers, a
kel da was all al one. Jeanni e was honesick and |lonely and frightened of the future, which is why

she was about to get things wong... 'Rob!' Ham sh and Big Yan cane tunbling through the fake
rabbit hole that was the entrance to the nound. Rob Anybody glared at them 'W wuz engaged in a
lit'"try enterprise,' he said. 'Yes, Rob, but we watched the big wee young hag safe awa', like you
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said, but there's a hiver after her!' Hamish blurted out. 'Are ye sure? said Rob, dropping his

pencil. 'l never heard o' one of themin this world!" 'Oh, aye,' said Big Yan. 'Its buzzin' fair

made ny teeths ache!' 'So did you no' tell her, ye daftie? said Rob. 'There's that other hag w'
her, Rob,' said Big Yan. The educatin' hag.' 'Mss Tick? said the toad. 'Aye, the one wi' a face
like a yard o' yoghurt,' said Big Yan. 'An' you said we wizna' to show oursel ves, Rob.' 'Aye,

weel, this is different-' Rob Anybody began, but stopped. He hadn't been a husband for very | ong,
but upon marriage nen get a whole |lot of extra senses bolted into their brain, and one is there to
tell a man that he's suddenly neck deep in real trouble. Jeannie was tapping her foot. Her arms
were still folded. She had the special snile wonmen | earn about when they marry, too, which seens
to say 'Yes, you're in big trouble but I"'mgoing to let you dig yourself in even nore deeply.'
"What's this about the big wee hag?' she said, her voice as snmall and neek as a nouse trai ned at
the Rodent Coll ege of Assassins. 'Ch, ah, ach, weel, aye...' Rob began, his face falling. 'Do ye
not bring her to mnd, dear? She was at oor weddi ng, aye. She was oor kelda for a day or two, ye
ken. The O d One nmade her swear to that just afore she went back to the Land o' the Livin',' he
added, in case nentioning the wi shes of the |ast kelda would defl ect whatever storm was corm ng
"It's as well tae keep an eye on her, ye ken, her being oor hag and a'...' Rob Anybody's voice
trailed away in the face of Jeannie's look. 'A true kelda has tae marry the Big Man,' said
Jeannie. 'Just like | married ye, Rob Anybody Feegle, and am| no' a good wife tae ye?' 'Ch, fine,
fine," Rob burbled. 'But-' 'And ye cannae be narried to two w ves, because that woul d be bi gany,
would it not?' said Jeannie, her voice dangerously sweet. 'Ach, it wasnae that big,' said Rob
Anybody, desperately | ooking around for a way of escape. 'And it wiz only tenmp'ry, an' she's but a
|l ass, an' she wuz good at thinkin' -' '"I'mgood at thinking, Rob Anybody, and I amthe kel da o
this clan, am| no'? There can only be one, is that not so? And I amthinking that there will be
no nore chasin' after this big wee girl. Shame on ye, anyway. She'll no' want the like o' Big Yan
agawpin' at her all the time, I'msure.' Rob Anybody hung his head. 'Aye... but...,' he said. 'But
what?' 'A hiver's chasin' the puir wee |lass.' There was a | ong pause before Jeannie said, 'Are ye
sure?' 'Aye, Kelda,' said Big Yan. 'Once you hear that buzzin' ye never forget it.' Jeannie bit
her lip. Then, looking a little pale, she said, 'Ye said she's got the nakin's o' a powerful hag,

Rob?' 'Aye, but nae one in his'try has survived a hiver! Ye cannae kill it, ye cannae stop it, ye
cannae-' 'But wuz ye no' tellin' nme howthe big wee girl even fought the Quin and won?' said
Jeannie. "Wanged her wi' a skillet, ye said. That neans she's good, aye? If she is a true hag,
she'll find a way hersel'. We all ha' to dree our weird. \Watever's out there, she's got to face
it. If she cannae, she's no true hag.' 'Aye, but a hiver's worse than-' Rob began. 'She's off to
|l earn hagglin' fromother hags,' said Jeannie. '"An' | nust learn keldarin' all by myself. Ye nust

hope she learns as fast as ne, Rob Anybody."
Chapter 2 Twoshirts and Two Noses

Twoshirts was just a bend in the road, with a nane. There was nothing there but an inn for the
coaches, a blacksmth's shop, and a snall store with the word SOUVENIRS witten optimstically on
a scrap of cardboard in the window. And that was it. Around the place, separated by fields and
scraps of woodl and, were the houses of people for whom Twoshirts was, presumably, the big city.
Every world is full of places |like Twoshirts. They are places for people to cone from not go to.
It sat and baked silently in the hot afternoon sunlight. Right in the mddle of the road an

el derly spaniel, nmottled brown and white, dozed in the dust. Twoshirts was bigger than the village
back home and Tiffany had never seen souvenirs before. She went into the store and spent half a
penny on a small wood carving of two shirts on a washing line, and two postcards entitled 'View of
Twoshirts' which showed the souvenir shop and what was quite probably the sanme dog sleeping in the
road. The little old | ady behind the counter called her 'young | ady' and said that Twoshirts was
very popular later in the year, when people cane fromup to a nile around for the Cabbage-
Macerating Festival. Wen Tiffany cane out she found Mss Tick standing next to the sleeping dog,
frowni ng back the way they'd cone. |Is there something the matter?' said Tiffany. 'Wat? said Mss
Tick, as if she'd forgotten that Tiffany existed. "Oh... no. | just... | thought I... |ook, shall
we go and have sonething to eat?" It took a while to find someone in the inn, but Mss Tick
wandered into the kitchens and found a woman who prom sed them sonme scones and a cup of tea. She
was actually quite surprised she'd pronised that, since she hadn't intended to, it strictly
speaki ng being her afternoon free until the coach came, but Mss Tick had a way of asking
guestions that got the answers she wanted. Mss Tick al so asked for a fresh egg, not cooked, in
its shell. Wtches were al so good at asking questions that weren't followed by the other person
saying 'Wiy?' They sat and ate in the sun, on the bench outside the inn. Then Tiffany took out her
diary. She had one in the dairy too, but that was for cheese and butter records. This one was
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personal . She'd bought it off a pedlar, cheap, because it was |last year's. But, as he said, it had
the sane nunber of days. It also had a lock, a little brass thing on a leather flap. It had its
own tiny key. It was the lock that had attracted Tiffany. At a certain age, you see the point of

| ocks. She wrote down ' Twoshirts', and spent some tine thinking before adding ya bend in the
road'. Mss Tick kept staring at the road. 'Is there sonmething wong, Mss Tick? Tiffany asked
again, looking up. 'I'"'m.. not sure. Is anyone watching us?" Tiffany |ooked around. Twoshirts
slept in the heat. There was no one watching. 'No, Mss Tick.' The teacher renoved her hat and
took frominside it a couple of pieces of wood and a reel of black thread. She rolled up her

sl eeves, | ooking around quickly in case Twoshirts had sprouted a popul ation, then broke off a

| ength of the thread and picked up the egg. Egg, thread and fingers blurred for a few seconds and
there was the egg, hanging fromMss Tick's fingers in a neat little black net. Tiffany was

i mpressed. But Mss Tick hadn't finished. She began to draw things from her pockets, and a wtch
generally has a lot of pockets. There were sone beads, a couple of feathers, a glass |ens and one
or two strips of coloured paper. These all got threaded into the tangle of wood and cotton. 'Wat

is that? said Tiffany. 'It's a shanble,' said Mss Tick, concentrating. 'Is it magic?" ' Not
exactly. It's trickery.' Mss Tick lifted her |eft hand. Feathers and beads and egg and pocket
junk spun in the web of threads. 'Hmm' she said. 'Now |l et nme see what | can see...' She pushed
the fingers of her right hand into the spiderwork of threads and pulled.. . Egg and gl ass and

beads and feathers danced through the tangle, and Tiffany was sure that at one point one thread
had passed straight through another. 'Ch,' she said. '"It's like Cat's Cradle!"' 'You've played
that, have you?' said Mss Tick vaguely, still concentrating. 'l can do all the comon shapes,"
said Tiffany. 'The Jewels and The Cradl e and The House and The Flock and The Three A d Ladies, One
Wth A Squint, Carrying The Bucket O Fish To Market \Wen They Meet The Donkey... although you
need two people for that one, and | only ever did it once, and Betsy Tupper scratched her nose at
the wong nmonent and | had to get sone scissors to cut her loose Mss Tick's fingers worked |ike a

loom 'Funny it should be a children's toy now,' she said. 'Aha...' She stared into the conplex
web she had created. 'Can you see anything? said Tiffany. If | nmay be allowed to concentrate,
child? Thank you...' Qut in the road the sleeping dog woke, yawned and pulled itself to its feet.
It anbled over to the bench the two of themwere sitting on, gave Tiffany a reproachful |ook and
then curled up by her feet. It snmelled of old danp carpets. There's... sonething...' said Mss

Tick, very quietly. Panic gripped Tiffany. Sunlight reflected off the white dust of the road and
the stone wall opposite. Bees humred between the little yellow flowers that grew on top of the
wall. By Tiffany's feet, the spaniel snorted and farted occasionally. But it was all wong. She
could feel the pressure bearing down on her, pushing at her, pushing at the |andscape, squeezing
it under the bright light of day. Mss Tick and her cradle of threads were notionl ess beside her
frozen in the nonment of bright horror. Only the threads noved, by thensel ves. The egg danced, the
glass glinted, the beads slid and junped fromstring to string- The egg burst. The coach rolled
in. It arrived dragging the world behind it, in a cloud of dust and noi se and hooves. It blotted
out the sun. Doors opened. Harness jingled. Horses steamed. The spaniel sat up and wagged its tai
hopefully. The pressure went- no, it fled. Beside Tiffany, Mss Tick pulled out a handkerchief and
started to wipe egg off her dress. The rest of the shanble had di sappeared into a pocket with
remar kabl e speed. She snmiled at Tiffany, and kept the snile as she spoke, naking herself | ook
slightly mad. 'Don't get up, don't do anything, just be as quiet as a little nouse,' she said.
Tiffany felt in no state to do anything but sit still; she felt like you feel when you wake up
after a nightmare. The richer passengers got out of the coach, and the poorer ones clinbed down
fromthe roof. Grunbling and stanping their feet, trailing road dust behind them they

di sappeared. 'Now,' said Mss Tick, when the inn door had swng shut, '"we're... we're going to go
for a- a stroll. See that little wood up there? That's where we're heading. And when M Crabber
the carter sees your father tonmorrow he'll say he- he dropped you off here just before the coach
arrived and- and- and everyone will be happy and no one will have lied. That's inportant.' 'M ss
Tick?' said Tiffany, picking up the suitcase. 'Yes? 'Wuat happened just now?" 'l don't know,'
said the witch. '"Do you feel all right?" "Er... yes. You' ve got some yolk on your hat.' And you're
very nervous, Tiffany thought. That was the nmost worrying part. 'I'msorry about your dress,' she
added. 'It's seen a lot worse,' said Mss Tick. 'Let's go.' '"Mss Tick? said Tiffany again as
they trudged away. 'Er, yes?' 'You are very nervous,' said Tiffany. 'If you told ne why, that
means there's two of us, which is only half the nervousness each.' Mss Tick sighed. 'It was
probably nothing,' she said. 'Mss Tick, the egg exploded!'" 'Yes. Un A shanble, you see, can be
used as a sinple magi c detector and anplifier. It's actually very crude, but it's always useful to

make one in tinmes of distress and confusion. | think |... probably didn't nake it right. And
sonmetimes you do get big discharges of random magic' 'You nade it because you were worried,' said
Tiffany. 'Worried? Certainly not. I amnever worried!' snapped Mss Tick. 'However, since you

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Ter...orld%2031%20-%20A%20Hat%20Full%200f%20Sky.txt (9 of 73) [10/18/2004 5:32:46 PM]



file://IG)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/lncoming/ T erry%20Pratchett%20-%20Discworl d%2031%20-%20A %20Hat%20Ful | %6200f%20Sky . txt

rai se the subject, | was concerned. Sonething was maki ng me uneasy. Something close, | think. It
was probably nothing. In fact | feel a lot better now we're |leaving.' But you don't look it,
Tiffany thought. And I was wong. Two people means twi ce as nuch nervousness each. But she was
sure there was not hi ng magi cal about Twoshirts. It was just a bend in the road. Twenty ninutes

| ater the passengers canme out to get into the coach. The coachman did notice that the horses were
sweati ng, and wondered why he could hear a swarmof flies when there were no flies to be seen. The
dog that had been lying in the road was found | ater cowering in one of the inn's stables,

whi nperi ng. The wood was about half an hour's wal k away, with Mss Tick and Tiffany taking turns
to carry the suitcase. It was nothing special, as woods go, being nostly full-grown beech

al t hough once you know that beech drips unpl easant poi sons on the ground beneath it to keep it
clear it's not quite the tinber you thought it was. They sat on a log and waited for sunset. Mss
Tick told Tiffany about shanbl es. They're not nmagical then?' said Tiffany. 'No. They're sonething

to be nmagical through.' 'You nean |ike spectacles help you see but don't see for you?' 'That's
right, well done! Is a telescope magical? Certainly not. It's just glass in a tube, but with one
you coul d count the dragons on the noon. And... well, have you ever used a bow? No, probably not.

But a shanble can act |ike a bow, too. A bow stores up nuscle power as the archer draws it, and
sends a heavy arrow nuch further than the archer could actually throwit. You can nmake one out of

anything, so long as it... looks right." 'And then you can tell if nagic is happening? °'Yes, if
that's what you're | ooking for. Wen you're good at it you can use it to help you do magic
yourself, to really focus on what you have to do. You can use it for protection, like a curse-net,
or to send a spell, or... well, it's |like those expensive penknives, you know? The ones with the

tiny saw and the scissors and the toothpick? Except that | don't think any witch has ever used a
shanbl e as a toothpick, ha ha. Al young witches should | earn how to nake a shanble. M ss Leve
will help you.' Tiffany |ooked around the wood. The shadows were grow ng | onger, but they didn't
worry her. Bits of Mss Tick's teachings floated through her head: Al ways face what you fear. Have
j ust enough noney, never too nmuch, and sone string. Even if it's not your fault it's your
responsibility. Wtches deal with things. Never stand between two mirrors. Never cackle. Do what
you nust do. Never lie, but you don't always have to be honest. Never wi sh. Especially don't w sh
upon a star, which is astronom cally stupid. Open your eyes, and then open your eyes again. 'Mss
Level has got long grey hair, has she?" she said. 'Oh, yes.' 'And she's quite a tall lady, just a
bit fat, and she wears quite a |lot of necklaces,' Tiffany went on. 'And gl asses on a chain. And
surprisingly high-heeled boots.' Mss Tick wasn't a fool. She | ooked around the clearing. 'Were
is she?" she said. 'Standing by the tree over there,' said Tiffany. Even so, Mss Tick had to
squint. What Tiffany had noticed was that witches filled space. In a way that was al nost

i mpossi ble to describe, they seened to be nore real than others around them They just showed up
nmore. But if they didn't want to be seen, they becane amazingly hard to notice. They didn't hide,
they didn't magically fade away, although it mght seemlike that, but if you had to describe the
room afterwards you'd swear there hadn't been a witch in it. They just seened to |let thenselves
get lost. '"Ah yes, well done,' said Mss Tick. 'I was wondering when you'd notice.' Ha! thought
Tiffany. Mss Level got realer as she wal ked towards them She was all in black, but clattered
slightly as she wal ked because of all the black jewellery she wore, and she did have gl asses, too,
whi ch struck Tiffany as odd for a witch. Mss Level rem nded Tiffany of a happy hen. And she had
two arns, the normal nunber. 'Ah, Mss Tick,' she said. 'And you nust be Tiffany Aching.' Tiffany
knew enough to bow, witches don't curtsy (unless they want to enbarrass Roland). 'I1'd just like to
have a word with Mss Level, Tiffany, if you don't mind," said Mss Tick, neaningfully. 'Senior

wi tch business.' Ha! thought Tiffany again, because she |iked the sound of it. "I'lIl just go and
have a look at a tree then, shall |1?" she said with what she hoped was wi thering sarcasm | should
use the bushes if | was you, dear,' Mss Level called after her. 'I don't |ike stopping once we're
airborne.' There were sonme holly bushes that nade a decent screen, but after being talked to as

t hough she were ten years old Tiffany would rather have allowed her bl adder to explode. | beat the
Queen of the Fairies! she thought as she wandered into the wood. All right, |I'mnot sure how,
because it's all like a dreamnow, but |I did do it! She was angry at being sent away |ike that. A
little respect wouldn't hurt, would it? That's what the old witch M stress Wat herwax had said,
wasn't it? 'l show you respect, as you in turn will respect ne.' Mstress Watherwax, the witch
who all the other witches secretly wanted to be |ike, had showed her respect, so you'd think the
others could make a bit of effort in that departnent. She said: 'See nme.' ... and stepped out of
hersel f and wal ked away towards M ss Tick and Mss Level, in her invisible ghost body. She didn't
dare | ook down, in case she saw her feet weren't there. \Wen she turned and | ooked back at her
solid body, she saw it standing denurely by the holly bushes, clearly too far away to be |istening
to anyone's conversation. As Tiffany stealthily drew nearer she heard Mss Tick say: '- but quite
frighteningly precocious.' 'GCh dear. |'ve never got on very well with clever people,' said Mss
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Level. 'Ch, she's a good child at heart,' said Mss Tick, which annoyed Tiffany rather nore than
"frighteningly precocious' had. 'O course, you know ny situation,' said Mss Level as the
invisible Tiffany inched closer. 'Yes, Mss Level, but your work does you great credit. That's why

M st ress Weat herwax suggested you.' 'But | amafraid |'mgetting a bit absent-m nded,' M ss Leve
worried. 'It was terrible flying down here, because like a big silly I left nmy |ong-di stance
spectacles on nmy other nose...' Her other nose? thought Tiffany. Both witches froze, at exactly
the sane time. |I'mw thout an egg!' said Mss Tick. 'I have a beetle in a matchbox agai nst just

such an energency!' squeaked M ss Level. Their hands flew to their pockets and pulled out string
and feathers and bits of coloured cloth- They know I'm here! thought Tiffany, and whi spered, ' See
me not!' She blinked and rocked on her heels as she arrived back in the patient little figure by
the holly bushes. In the distance, Mss Level was frantically making a shanble and M ss Tick was
staring around the wood. 'Tiffany, cone here at once!' she shouted. 'Yes, Mss Tick,' said
Tiffany, trotting forward like a good girl. They spotted me sonehow, she thought. Well, they are
witches, after all, even if in ny opinion they' re not very good ones- Then the pressure cane. It
seened to squash the wood flat and filled it with the horrible feeling that something is standing
right behind you. Tiffany sank to her knees with her hands over her ears and a pain |like the worst
earache squeezing her head. 'Finished!' shouted Mss Level. She held up a shanble. It was quite
different fromMss Tick's, and nade up of string and crow feathers and glittery bl ack beads and,
in the mddle, an ordinary matchbox. Tiffany yelled. The pain was |ike red-hot needl es and her
ears filled with the buzz of flies. The matchbox expl oded. And then there was silence, and

bi rdsong, and nothing to show that anythi ng had happened apart froma few pi eces of matchbox
spiralling down, along with an iridescent fragnment of wing case. 'Ch dear,' said Mss Level. 'He
was quite a good beetle, as beetles go...' "Tiffany, are you all right?' said Mss Tick. Tiffany
bl i nked. The pain had gone as fast as it had arrived, |eaving only a burning nenory. She scranbled
to her feet. 'I think so, Mss Tick!' Then a word, if you please!' said Mss Tick, marching over
to a tree and standing there | ooking stern. 'Yes, Mss Tick? said Tiffany. 'Did you... do
anyt hi ng?' said Mss Tick. 'You haven't been sumoning things, have you?' 'No! Anyway, | don't
know how to!' said Tiffany. '"It's not your little men then, is it?" said Mss Tick doubtfully.
"They're not mine, Mss Tick. And they don't do that sort of thing. They just shout "Crivens!" and
then start kicking people on the ankle. You definitely knowit's them' 'Well, whatever it was, it
seens to have gone,' said Mss Level. 'And we should go, too, otherwise we'll be flying al

ni ght.' She reached behind another tree and picked up a bundle of firewod. At least, it |ooked
exactly like that, because it was supposed to. 'My own invention,' she said, nodestly. 'One never
knows down here on the plains, does one? And the handl e shoots out by means of this button- Oh,
I'"'mso sorry, it sonetinmes does that. Did anyone see where it went?' The handle was | ocated in a
bush, and screwed back in. Tiffany, a girl who listened to what people said, watched M ss Leve
closely. She definitely had only one nose on her face, and it was sort of unconfortable to imagine
wher e anyone mi ght have another one and what they'd use it for. Then M ss Level pulled sone rope
out of her pocket and passed it to soneone who wasn't there. That's what she did, Tiffany was
sure. She didn't drop it, she didn't throwit, she just held it out and |let go, as though she'd

t hought she was hanging it on an invisible hook. It landed in a coil on the nbss. Mss Leve

| ooked down, then saw Tiffany staring at her and | aughed nervously. 'Silly nme,' she said. 'l

t hought | was over there! I'Il forget my own head next!' "Well... if it's the one on top of your
neck,' said Tiffany cautiously, still thinking about the other nose, 'you've still got it."' The
old suitcase was roped to the bristle end of the broonstick, which now floated calmy a few feet
above the ground. 'There, that'll make a nice confy seat,' said Mss Level, now the bag of nerves
that nost people turned into when they felt Tiffany staring at them 'If you'd just hang on behind
me. Er. That's what | normally do.' 'You normally hang on behind you?' said Tiffany. 'How can-?
"Tiffany, |'ve always encouraged your forthright way of asking questions,' said Mss Tick |oudly.
"And now, please, | would love to congratul ate you on your mastery of silence! Do clinb on behind
M ss Level, I'msure she'll want to | eave while you' ve still got some daylight.' The stick bobbed
alittle as Mss Level clinbed onto it. She patted it, invitingly. 'You' re not frightened of

hei ghts, are you, dear?' she said as Tiffany clinbed on. 'No,' said Tiffany. 'l shall drop in when
| come up for the Wtch Trials,' said Mss Tick as Tiffany felt the stick rise gently under her
"Take care!' It turned out that when Mss Level had asked Tiffany if she was scared of heights, it
had been the wrong question. Tiffany was not afraid of heights at all. She could wal k past tal
trees without batting an eyelid. Looking up at huge towering nountains didn't bother her a bit.
VWhat she was afraid of, although she hadn't realized it up until this point, was depths. She was
afraid of dropping such a |ong way out of the sky that she'd have time to run out of breath
scream ng before hitting the rocks so hard that she'd turn to a sort of jelly and all her bones
woul d break into dust. She was, in fact, afraid of the ground. Mss Level should have thought
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bef ore asking the question. Tiffany clung to Mss Level's belt and stared at the cloth of her
dress. 'Have you ever flown before, Tiffany?' asked the witch as they rose. 'Ghf!' squeaked
Tiffany. "If you like, | could take us round in a little circle,' said Mss Level. 'W should have
a fine view of your country fromup here.' The air was rushing past Tiffany now It was a | ot

col der. She kept her eyes fixed firmy on the cloth. '"Wuld you like that?' said Mss Level

rai sing her voice as the wind grew louder. "It won't take a nonment!' Tiffany didn't have time to
say no, and in any case was sure she'd be sick if she opened her nouth. The stick |urched under
her and the world went sideways. She didn't want to | ook, but renmenbered that a witch is al ways
inquisitive to the point of nosiness. To stay a witch, she had to | ook. She risked a gl ance and
saw the world under her. The red-gold light of sunset was flow ng across the |land, and down there
were the | ong shadows of Twoshirts and, further away, the woods and villages all the way back to
the long curved hill of the Chal k- - which glowed red, and the white carving of the chal k Horse
burned gold li ke sonme giant's pendant. Tiffany stared at it; in the fading light of the afternoon
with the shadows racing away fromthe sliding sun, it |ooked alive. At that nmonent she wanted to
jump off, fly back, get there by closing her eyes and clicking her heels together, do anything-
No! She 'd bundl ed those thoughts away, hadn 't she? She had to learn, and there was no one on the
hills to teach her! But the Chal k was her world. She wal ked on it every day. She could feel its
ancient life under her feet. The land was in her bones, just as Granny Aching had said. It was in
her name, too; in the old | anguage of the Nac Mac Feegl e her nane sounded |like 'Land Under \Wave',
and in the eye of her mind she 'd wal ked in those deep prehistoric seas when the Chal k had been
formed, in a mllion-year rain made of the shells of tiny creatures. She trod a | and nade of |ife,
and breathed it in, and listened to it, and thought its thoughts for it. To see it now, snall
alone, in a |andscape that stretched to the end of the world, was too nuch. She had to go back to

it- For a nonent the stick wobbled in the air. No! | know | nust go! It jerked back, and there was
a sickening feeling in her stomach as the stick curved away towards the nountains. "Alittle bit
of turbulence there, | think,' said Mss Level over her shoulder. 'By the way, did Mss Tick warn
you about the thick woolly pants, dear? Tiffany, still shocked, munbled sonethi ng whi ch nanaged

to sound like '"no'. Mss Tick had nentioned the pants, and how a sensible witch wore at | east
three pairs to stop ice formng, but she had forgotten about them 'Ch dear,' said Mss Level
"Then we'd better hedge-hop.' The stick dropped like a stone. Tiffany never forgot that ride,

t hough she often tried to. They flew just above the ground, which was the blur just bel ow her
feet. Every tine they cane to a fence or a hedge Mss Level would junmp it with a cry of 'Here we
go!' or 'Upsadaisy!' which was probably neant to make Tiffany feel better. It didn't. She threw up
twice. Mss Level flew with her head bent so far down as to be alnost level with the stick, thus
getting the maxi mum aer odynam ¢ advantage fromthe pointy hat. It was quite a stubby one, only
about nine inches high, rather like a clown hat w thout the bobbles; Tiffany found out |ater that
this was so that she didn't have to take it off when entering |owceilinged cottages. After a
while- an eternity fromTiffany's point of view they left the farnl ands behind and started to fly
through foothills. Before long they'd left trees behind, too, and the stick was flying above the
fast white waters of a wide river, studded with boul ders. Spray splashed over their boots. She
heard M ss Level yell above the roar of the river and the rush of the wind: 'Wuld you m nd

| eani ng back? This bit's a little tricky!' Tiffany risked peeking over the witch's shoul der, and
gasped. There was not nmuch water on the Chal k, except for the little streans that people called
bournes, which flowed down the valleys in late winter and dried up conpletely in the summer. Big
rivers flowed around it, of course, but they were slow and tame. The water ahead wasn't sl ow and
tane. It was vertical. The river ran up into the dark blue sky, soared up to the early stars. The
broomfollowed it. Tiffany | eaned back and screaned, and went on screamng as the broonstick

tilted in the air and clinbed up the waterfall. She'd known the word, certainly, but the word
hadn't been so big, so wet, and above all it hadn't been so |loud. The mist of it drenched her. The
noi se pounded on her ears. She held onto Mss Level's belt as they clinbed through spray and
thunder and felt that she'd slip at any mnute- - and then she was thrown forward, and the noise
of the fall died away behind her as the stick, now once again going 'along' rather than 'up', sped
across the surface of a river that, while still |eaping and foam ng, at |east had the decency to

do it on the ground. There was a bridge high above, and walls of cold rock hermed in the river on
either side, but the walls got lower and the river got slower and the air got warner again unti
the broomstick skimred across calmflat water that probably didn't know what was going to happen
toit. Silver fish zigzagged away as they passed over the surface. After a while Mss Tick sent
them curving up across new fields, smaller and greener than the ones at hone. There were trees
again, and little woods in deep valleys. But the |last of the sunlight was drai ning away and, soon
all there was bel ow was darkness. Tiffany nmust have dozed off, clinging onto Mss Level, because
she felt herself jerk awake as the broonstick stopped in md-air. The ground was sone way bel ow,
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but sonmeone had set out a ring of what turned out to be candle ends, burning in old jars.
Delicately, turning slowmy, the stick settled down until it stopped just above the grass. At this
point Tiffany's |l egs decided to untwi st, and she fell off. "Up we get!' said Mss Leve

cheerfully, picking her up. 'You did very well!' '"Sorry about scream ng and being sick...' Tiffany
munbl ed, tripping over one of the jars and knocking the candle out. She tried to nmake out anything
in the dark, but her head was spinning. "W lit candles, Mss Level? 'I did. Let's get inside,
it's getting chilly-' Mss Level began. 'Ch, by magic,' said Tiffany, still dizzy. 'Well, it can
be done by magic, yes,' said Mss Level. "But | prefer matches, which are of course a lot |ess
effort and quite nmagical in thenselves, when you cone to think about it.' She untied the suitcase
fromthe stick and said: 'Here we are, then! | do hope you'll like it here!' There was that
cheerful ness again. Even when she felt sick and dizzy, and quite interested in knowi ng where the
privy was as soon as possible, Tiffany still had ears that worked and a mind that, however nuch
she tried, wouldn't stop thinking. And it thought: That cheerful ness has got cracks around the
edges. Sonething isn't right here.

Chapter 3 Latry

There was a cottage, but Tiffany couldn't see much in the gloom Apple trees crowded in around it.
Sonet hi ng hangi ng froma branch brushed agai nst her as, wal king unsteadily, she followed M ss

Level . It swng away with a tinkling sound. There was the sound of rushing water, too, some way
away. M ss Level was opening a door. It led into a small, brightly lit and amazingly tidy kitchen
A fire was burning briskly in the iron stove. "Un... |I'm supposed to be the apprentice,' said
Tiffany, still groggy fromthe flight. "1'll nmake something to drink if you show ne where things
are-' '"No!'" Mss Level burst out, raising her hands. The shout seenmed to have shocked her, because
she was shaki ng when she lowered them 'No -1 -1 wouldn't dreamof it,' she said in a nore nornal
voice, trying to smle. 'You' ve had a long day. I'll show you to your room and where things are,
and I'lIl bring you up sonme stew, and you can be an apprentice tonorrow. No rush.' Tiffany | ooked

at the bubbling pot on the iron stove, and the |loaf on the table. It was fresh baked bread, she
could snell that. The trouble with Tiffany was her Third Thoughts.[First Thoughts are the everyday
t houghts. Everyone has those. Second Thoughts are the thoughts you think about the way you think.
Peopl e who enj oy thinking have those. Third Thoughts are thoughts that watch the world and think
all by thenselves. They're rare, and often troublesome. Listening to themis part of witchcraft.]
They thought: She lives by herself. Wwo lit the fire? A bubbling pot needs stirring fromtinme to
time. Who stirred it? And soneone lit the candles. Wio? 'Is there anyone el se staying here, Mss
Level ?' she said. Mss Level |ooked desperately at the pot and the | oaf and back to Tiffany. 'No,
there's only ne,' she said, and sonehow Tiffany knew she was telling the truth. Or a truth,

anyway. 'In the norning? said Mss Level, alnost pleading. She | ooked so forlorn that Tiffany
actually felt sorry for her. She smled. 'OF course, Mss Level,' she said. There was a brief tour
by candl elight. There was a privy not far fromthe cottage; it was a two-hol er, which Tiffany
thought was a bit odd but, of course, nmaybe other people had lived here once. There was al so a
roomjust for a bath, a terrible waste of space by the standards of Home Farm It had its own punp

and a big boiler for heating the water. This was definitely posh. Her bedroomwas a... nice room
Nice was a very good word. Everything had frills. Anything that could have a cover on it was
covered. Sone attenpt had been made to make the room.. jolly, as if being a bedroomwas a jolly

wonderful thing to be. Tiffany's room back on the farmhad a rag rug on the floor, a water jug and
basin on a stand, a big wooden box for clothes, an ancient dolls' house and some old calico
curtains and that was pretty nuch it. On the farm bedroons were for shutting your eyes in. This
room had a chest of drawers. The contents of Tiffany's suitcase filled one drawer easily. The bed
made no sound when Tiffany sat on it. Her old bed had a mattress so old that it had a confy hol |l ow
init, and the springs all nade different noises; if she couldn't sleep she could nobve various
parts of her body and play The Bells of St Ungulants on the springs- cling twing glong, gling ping
bl oyi nnng, dlink plang dyonnng, ding ploink. This roomsnelled different, too. It smelled of spare
roonms, and ot her people's soap. At the bottom of her suitcase was a small box that M Bl ock the
farm s carpenter had made for her. He did not go in for delicate work, and it was quite heavy. In
it, she kept... keepsakes. There was a piece of chalk with a fossil init, which was quite rare,
and her personal butter stanp (which showed a witch on a broonstick) in case she got a chance to
make butter here, and a dobby stone, which was supposed to be |ucky because it had a hole in it.
(She'd been told that when she was seven, and had picked it up. She couldn't quite see how the
hole nmade it lucky, but since it had spent a lot of tinme in her pocket, and then safe and sound in
the box, it probably was nore fortunate than nost stones, which got kicked around and run over by
carts and so on.) There was al so a bl ue-and-yel |l ow wrapper froman old packet of Jolly Sail or
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tobacco, and a buzzard feather, and an ancient flint arrowhead w apped up carefully in a piece of
sheep's wool. There were plenty of these on the Chal k. The Nac Mac Feegl e used them for spear
points. She lined these up neatly on the top of the chest of drawers, alongside her diary, but
they didn't nake the place | ook nore honely. They just |ooked Ionely. Tiffany picked up the old

wr apper and the sheep's wool and sniffed them They weren't quite the snell of the shepherding
hut, but they were close enough to it to bring tears to her eyes. She had never spent a night away
fromthe Chal k before. She knew the word ' honesi ckness' and wondered whether this cold, thin
feeling growing inside her was what it felt |ike- Someone knocked at the door. 'It's nme,' said a
muf fl ed voice. Tiffany junped off the bed and opened the door. Mss Level cane in with a tray that
held a bow of beef stew and sone bread. She put it down on the little table by the bed. '"If you

put it outside the door when you're finished, I'll take it down later,' she said. 'Thank you very
much,' said Tiffany. Mss Level paused at the door. 'It's going to be so nice having soneone to
talk to, apart frommnyself,' she said. 'I do hope you won't want to |leave, Tiffany.' Tiffany gave

her a happy little smile, then waited until the door had shut and she'd heard M ss Level's
footsteps go downstairs before tiptoeing to the wi ndow and checking there were no bars init.
There had been sonething scary about Mss Level's expression. It was sort of hungry and hopefu
and pl eading and frightened, all at once. Tiffany also checked that she could bolt the bedroom
door on the inside. The beef stew tasted, indeed, just |ike beef stew and not, just to take an
exanpl e conpletely and totally at random stew rmade out of the last poor girl who'd worked here.
To be a witch, you have to have a very good i magi nation. Just now, Tiffany was w shing that hers
wasn't quite so good. But M stress Watherwax and M ss Tick wouldn't have let her come here if it
was dangerous, would they? Well, would they? They m ght. They just mght. Wtches didn't believe
in maki ng things too easy. They assunmed you used your brains. If you didn't use your brains, you
had no business being a witch. The world doesn't nmake things easy, they'd say. Learn how to |learn
fast. But... they'd give her a chance, wouldn't they? O course they woul d. Probably. She'd nearly
fini shed the not-nade-of - peopl e-at-all-honestly stew when sonmething tried to take the bow out of
her hand. It was the gentlest of tugs, and when she automatically pulled it back, the tugging
stopped imediately. O K, she thought. Another strange thing. Well, this is a witch's cottage
Sonet hi ng pul |l ed at the spoon but, again, stopped as soon as she tugged back. Tiffany put the
enpty bow and spoon back on the tray. 'All right,' she said, hoping she sounded not scared at
all. 1'"ve finished.' The tray rose into the air and drifted gently towards the door where it

|l anded with a faint tinkle. Up on the door, the bolt slid back. The door opened. The tray rose up
and sailed through the doorway. The door shut. The bolt slid across. Tiffany heard the rattle of
the spoon as, sonewhere on the dark |anding, the tray noved on. It seened to Tiffany that it was
vitally inportant that she thought before doing anything. And so she thought: It would be stupid
to run around scream ng because your tray had been taken away. After all, whatever had done it had
even had the decency to bolt the door after itself, which neant that it respected her privacy,
even while it ignored it. She cleaned her teeth at the washstand, got into her night-gown and slid
into the bed. She blew out the candle. After a monent she got up, re-lit the candle and with sone
effort dragged the chest of drawers in front of the door. She wasn't quite certain why, but she
felt better for doing it. She lay back in the dark again. Tiffany was used to sl eeping while,

out side on the downl and, sheep baa'd and sheep bells occasionally went tonk. Up here, there were
no sheep to baa and no bells to tonk and, every tinme one didn't, she woke up thinking, What was
that? But she did get to sleep eventually, because she remenbered waking up in the mddle of the
night to hear the chest of drawers very slowy slide back to its original position. Tiffany woke

up, still alive and not chopped up, when the dawn was just turning grey. Unfam liar birds were
singing. There were no sounds in the cottage, and she thought: |I'mthe apprentice, aren't 1? |I'm
the one who should be cleaning up and getting the fire lit. | know how this is supposed to go. She

sat up and | ooked around the room Her old clothes had been neatly folded on top of the chest of
drawers. The fossil and the |ucky stone and the other things had gone, and it was only after a
frantic search that she found them back in the box in her suitcase. 'Now, |ook,' she said to the
roomin general. 'l ama hag, you know. If there are any Nac Mac Feegle here, step out this

m nute!' Nothing happened. She hadn't expected anything to happen. The Nac Mac Feegle weren't
particularly interested in tidying things up, anyway. As an experinment she took the candl estick
of f the bedside table, put it on the chest of drawers and stood back. Mre nothing happened. She
turned to | ook out of the wi ndow and, as she did so, there was a faint tint noise. Wen she spun
round, the candl estick was back on the table. Wll... today was going to be a day when she got
answers. Tiffany enjoyed the slightly angry feeling. It stopped her thinking about how nmuch she
wanted to go hone. She went to put her dress on and realized that there was sonething soft yet
crackly in a pocket. Ch, how could she have forgotten? But it had been a busy day, a very busy
day, and maybe she'd wanted to forget, anyway. She pulled out Roland' s present and opened the
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white tissue paper carefully. It was a necklace. It was the Horse. Tiffany stared at it. Not what

a horse | ooks like, but what a horse be... It had been carved in the turf back before history
began, by peopl e who had managed to convey in a few flowing |ines everything a horse was:
strength, grace, beauty and speed, straining to break free of the hill. And now soneone- soneone

clever and, therefore, probably al so someone expensive- had nmade it out of silver. It was flat,
just like it was on the hillside and, just |like the Horse on the hillside, sonme parts of it were
not joined to the rest of the body. The craftsman, though, had joined these carefully together
with tiny silver chain, so that when Tiffany held it up in astonishnent it was all there, noving-
whil e-standing-still in the norning light. She had to put it on. And... there was no mirror, not
even a tiny hand one. Oh, well... '"See ne,' said Tiffany. And far away, down on the plains,

sonet hing that had | ost the trail awoke. Nothing happened for a nonent, and then the nist on the
fields parted as sonething invisible started to nove, nmaking a noise like a swarmof flies..

Ti ffany shut her eyes, took a couple of small steps sideways, a few steps forward, turned round
and carefully opened her eyes again. There she stood, in front of her, as still as a picture. The
Horse | ooked very well on the new dress, silver against green. She wondered how nuch it nust have
cost Rol and. She wondered why. 'See ne not,' she said. Slowy she took the necklace off, wapped
it up again inits tissue paper and put it in the box with the other things fromhone. Then she

found one of the postcards from Twoshirts, and a pencil, and with care and attention, wote Rol and
a short thank-you note. After a flash of guilt she carefully used the other postcard to tell her
parents that she was conpletely still alive. Then, thoughtfully, she went downstairs. It had been

dark last night, so she hadn't noticed the posters stuck up all down the stairs. They were from
circuses, and were covered with clowns and animals and that ol d-fashi oned poster lettering where
no two lines of type are the sane. They said things like: Thrills Galore! Hurry! Hurry! Hurry!

Prof essor Monty Bl adder's Three-Ring Crcus Cabinet of Curiosities!! In H's Actual Muth!!! See
the Horse Wth His Head Where His Tail Should Be! See the Egress!!!!! CLOMS! CLOMS! CLOMS! The
Flying Pastrami Brothers will defy Gravity, The Greatest Force in the Universe without a net!* See
Cl arence The Tap-Dancing Mul el Wonder at the * The Astounding M nd Reading Act * Wonder at Topsy
and Tipsy And so it went on, right down to tiny print. They were strange, bright things to find in
alittle cottage in the woods. She found her way into the kitchen. It was cold and quiet, except
for the ticking of a clock on the wall. Both the hands had fallen off the clock face, and |lay at
the bottom of the glass cover, so while the clock was still measuring time it wasn't inclined to
tell anyone about it. As kitchens went, it was very tidy. In the cupboard drawer beside the sink,
forks, spoons and knives were all in neat sections, which was a bit worrying. Every kitchen drawer
Tiffany had ever seen m ght have been neant to be neat but over the years had been cranmed with
things that didn't quite fit, like big |adles and bent bottle-openers, which neant that they

al ways stuck unless you knew the trick of opening them Experinentally she took a spoon out of the
spoon section, dropped it ampongst the forks and shut the drawer. Then she turned her back. There
was a sliding noise and a tinkle exactly Iike the tinkle a spoon nmakes when it's put back anpbngst
t he ot her spoons, who have missed it and are anxious to hear its tales of |ife anmpbngst the
frighteningly pointy people. This tine she put a knife in with the forks, shut the drawer- and

| eaned on it. Nothing happened for a while, and then she heard the cutlery rattling. The noise got
| ouder. The drawer began to shake. The whol e sink began to trenmble- "All right,' said Tiffany,
junpi ng back. 'Have it your way!' The drawer burst open, the knife junped from section to section
like a fish and the drawer slanmed back. Silence. 'Who are you?' said Tiffany. No one replied. But
she didn't like the feeling in the air. Someone was upset with her now. It had been a silly trick
anyway. She went out into the garden, quickly. The rushing noi se she had heard | ast night had been
made by a waterfall not far fromthe cottage. Alittle water-wheel punped water into a big stone
cistern, and there was a pipe that led into the house. The garden was full of ornaments. They were
rat her sad, cheap ones- bunny rabbits with mad grins, pottery deer with big eyes, gnones wth
pointy red hats and expressions that suggested they were on bad nedi cation. Things hung fromthe
apple trees or were tied to posts all around the place. There were some dreancatchers and curse-
nets, which she sonetimes saw hangi ng up outside cottages at hone. Qther things | ooked |ike big
shanbl es, spinning and tinkling gently. Sone... well, one |looked Iike a bird nade out of old
brushes, but nopst |ooked like piles of junk. Odd junk, though. It seemed to Tiffany that sonme of
it nmoved slightly as she went past. Wen she went back into the cottage, Mss Level was sitting at
the kitchen table. So was M ss Level. There were, in fact, two of her. 'Sorry,' said the Mss
Level on the right. | thought it was best to get it over with right now.' The two women were
exactly alike. "Ch, | see,' said Tiffany. "You're twins.'" '"No,' said the Mss Level on the left,
I"'mnot. This nmight be alittle difficult for you to understand,' said the other Mss Level. 'Let
me see, now. You know how twins are sonetines said to be able to share thoughts and feelings?

said the first Mss Level. Tiffany nodded. 'Well,' said the second Mss Level, 'I'"'ma bit nore
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conplicated than that, | suppose, because |I'mone person with two bodies,' said the first Mss
Level, and now they spoke like players in a tennis match, slamming the words back and forth. 'I
wanted to break this to you gently, because sone people get upset by the idea and find it creepy
or just plain weird.' The two bodi es stopped. 'Sorry about that |ast sentence,' said the Mss
Level on the left. |I only do that when I'"mreally nervous.' 'Er, do you nean that you both-'

Ti ffany began, but the Mss Level on the right said quickly, There is no both. There's just me, do
you understand? | know it's hard. But | have a right right hand and a right left hand and a | eft
right hand and a left left hand. It's all me. | can go shopping and stay hone at the sane tine,
Tiffany. If it helps, think of me as one person with four arns and four | egs and four eyes.' Al
four of those eyes now watched Tiffany nervously. 'And two noses,' said Tiffany. 'That's right.
You've got it. My right body is slightly clunsier than nmy |left body, but | have better eyesight in

ny right pair of eyes. |'mhuman, just |ike you, except that there's nore of ne.' 'But one of you-
that is, one half of you- cane all the way to Twoshirts for nme,' said Tiffany. 'Ch yes, | can
split up like that,' said Mss Level. "I'mquite good at it. But if there's a gap of nore than
twenty mles or so, | get rather clunsy. And now a cup of tea would do us both good, | think.'

Before Tiffany could nove both the Mss Levels stood up and crossed the kitchen. Tiffany watched
one person nake a cup of tea using four arns. There are quite a few things that need to be done to
make a cup of tea and Mss Level did themall at once. The bodi es stood side by side, passing
things fromhand to hand to hand, noving kettle and cups and spoon in a sort of ballet. 'Wen

was child they thought | was twins,' she said over one of her shoulders. '"And then... they thought
I was evil,' she said over another shoulder. 'Are you?' said Tiffany. Both of Mss Level turned
round, | ooking shocked. 'What kind of question is that to ask anyone?' she said. '"Um.. the

obvi ous one?' said Tiffany. 'I nean, if they said "Yes | am Mwahahaha!", that would save a | ot of
trouble, wouldn't it?" Four eyes narrowed. 'M stress Watherwax was right,' said Mss Level. 'She
said you were a witch to your boots.' Inside, Tiffany beamed with pride. 'Well, the thing about
the obvious,' said Mss Level, 'is that it so oftenisn't... Did Mstress Watherwax really take
off her hat to you?' 'Yes.' 'One day perhaps you'll know how rmuch honour she did you,' said Mss
Level. "Anyway... no, I'mnot evil. But | nearly becane evil, | think. Mther died not |long after
I was born, ny father was at sea and never cane back-' 'Wrse things happen at sea,' said Tiffany.
It was sonething G anny Aching had told her. 'Yes, right, and probably they did, or possibly he
never wanted to cone back in any case,' said Mss Level dryly. "And | was put in a charity hone,
bad food, horrible teachers, blah, blah, and | fell into the worst conpany possible, which was ny
own. It's amazing the tricks you can get up to when you've got two bodies. Of course, everyone
thought I was twins. Inthe end | ran away to join the circus. Me! Can you inagi ne that?" Topsy

and Ti psy, The Astounding M nd-Reading Act?' said Tiffany. Mss Level stood stock still, her nouth
open. 'It was on the posters over the stairs,' Tiffany added. Now M ss Level relaxed. 'Ch, yes. O
course. Very... quick of you, Tiffany. Yes. You do notice things, don't you..."' 'I know | woul dn't
pay noney to see the egress,' said Tiffany. "It just nmeans "the way out".' [Knowi ng the dictionary

all the way through does have sone uses.] 'Clever!' said Mss Level. 'Mnty put that on a sign to
keep peopl e noving though the Believe-lt-or-Not tent. "This way to the Egress!”™ O course, people
thought it was a femal e eagle or sonething, so Monty had a big man with a dictionary outside to
show them t hey got exactly what they paid for! Have you ever been to a circus?" Once, Tiffany
admitted. It hadn't been rmuch fun. Things that try too hard to be funny often aren't. There had
been a noth-eaten lion with practically no teeth, a tightrope wal ker who was never nore than a few
feet above the ground, and a knifethrower who threw a |l ot of knives at an elderly woman in pink
tights on a big spinning woden di sc and conpletely failed to hit her every tine. The only rea
anusenent was afterwards, when a cart ran over the clown. "My circus was a |l ot bigger,' said Mss
Level when Tiffany mentioned this. 'Although as | recall our knife-thrower was also very bad at
aimng. We had el ephants and canels and a lion so fierce it bit a man's armnearly off.' Tiffany
had to adnmit that this sounded a |ot nore entertaining. 'And what did you do?" she said. 'Wll,
just bandaged himup while | shoo'd the lion off him"' 'Yes, Mss Level, but | neant in the
circus. Just reading your own mnd?" Mss Level beaned at Tiffany. 'That, yes, and nearly
everything else, too,' she said. "Wth different wigs on | was the Stupendous Bohunkus Sisters.
juggl ed plates, you know, and wore costunes covered in sequins. And | helped with the high wire
act. Not wal king the wire, of course, but generally smiling and glittering at the audience.
Everyone assuned | was twins, and circus people don't ask too many personal questions in any case.

And then what with one thing and another, this and that... | came up here and became a witch.'
Both of Mss Level watched Tiffany carefully. That was quite a | ong sentence, that |ast sentence,’
said Tiffany. 'Yes, it was, wasn't it,' said Mss Level. 'l can't tell you everything. Do you
still want to stay? The last three girls didn't. Sone people find ne slightly... odd.' 'Un..

"Il stay,' said Tiffany, slowy. The thing that noves things about is a bit strange, though.'
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M ss Level |ooked surprised, and then said, 'Oh, do you nean Gswal d?' There's an invisible nman
called Gswald who can get into ny bedroon?' said Tiffany, horrified. 'Ch, no. That's just a nane.
OGswald isn't a man, he's an ondagei st. Have you heard of poltergeists? 'Er... invisible spirits
that throw things around?' 'Good,' said Mss Level. "Wl I, an ondageist is the opposite. They're
obsessi ve about tidiness. He's quite handy around the house but he's absolutely dreadful if he's
in the kitchen when |'m cooki ng. He keeps putting things away. | think it nakes hi m happy. Sorry,

| shoul d have warned you, but he nornmally hides if anyone conmes to the cottage. He's shy.' 'And
he's a man? | mean, a male spirit? 'How would you tell? He's got no body and he doesn't speak.
just called himGswal d because | always picture himas a worried little man with a dustpan and
brush.' The left Mss Level giggled when the right Mss Level said this. The effect was odd and,

if you thought that way, also creepy. 'Wll, we are getting on well,' said the right Mss Leve
nervously. 'Is there anything nore you want to know, Tiffany?' 'Yes, please,' said Tiffany. 'What
do you want ne to do? What do you do?' And nostly, it turned out, what Mss Level did was chores.
Endl ess chores. You could look in vain for much broonstick tuition, spelling | essons or pointy-hat
managenent. They were, nostly, the kind of chores that are just... chores. There was a small flock
of goats, technically led by Stinky Sam who had a shed of his own and was kept on a chain, but
really led by Black Meg, the senior nanny, who patiently allowed Tiffany to milk her and then
carefully and deliberately, put a hoof in the mlk bucket. That's a goat's idea of getting to know
you. A goat is a worrying thing if you' re used to sheep, because a goat is a sheep with brains.

But Tiffany had net goats before, because a few people in the village kept themfor their mlKk,

whi ch was very nourishing. And she knew that with goats you had to use persykology.[Tiffany knew
what psychol ogy was, but it hadn't been a pronunciation dictionary.] If you got excited, and
shouted, and hit them (hurting your hand, because it's like slapping a sack full of coat hangers)
then they had Whn and sniggered at you in goat |anguage, which is alnost all sniggering anyway. By
day two, Tiffany learned that the thing to do was reach out and grab Black Meg's hind leg just as
she lifted it up to kick the bucket, and lift it up further. That made her unbal anced and nervous
and the other goats sniggered at her and Tiffany had Wn. Next there were the bees. Mss Leve

kept a dozen hives, for the wax as nmuch as the honey, in alittle clearing that was |oud with
buzzi ng. She nade Tiffany wear a veil and gl oves before she opened a hive. She wore sonme, too. 'OF
course,' she observed, 'if you are careful and sober and well centred in your life the bees won't
sting. Unfortunately, not all the bees have heard about this theory. Good norning, H ve Three,
this is Tiffany, she will be staying with us for a while Tiffany half expected the whole hive to
pi pe up, in some horrible high-pitched buzz, 'Good norning, Tiffany!' It didn't. 'Wiy did you tel
themthat?" she asked. 'Ch, you have to talk to your bees,' said Mss Level. It's very bad | uck
not to. | generally have a little chat with them nbst evenings. News and gossip, that sort of
thing. Every beekeeper knows about "Telling the Bees".' 'And who do the bees tell?' asked Tiffany.
Both of Mss Level snmiled at her. 'Qher bees, | suppose,' she said. 'So... if you knew how to
listen to the bees, you' d know everything that was going on, yes? Tiffany persisted. 'You know,
it's funny you should say that,' said Mss Level. 'There have been a few runours... But you'd have
to learn to think Iike a swarm of bees. One mind with thousands of little bodies. Mich too hard to
do, even for ne.' She exchanged a thoughtful glance with herself. 'Muybe not inpossible, though.'
Then there were the herbs. The cottage had a big herb garden, although it contained very little
that you'd stuff a turkey with, and at this tinme of year there was still a lot of work to be done
collecting and drying, especially the ones with inportant roots. Tiffany quite enjoyed that. M ss
Level was big on herbs. There is something called the Doctrine of Signhatures. It works like this:
when the Creator of the Universe made hel pful plants for the use of people, he (or in sone
versions, she) put little clues on themto give people hints. A plant useful for toothache would
look like teeth, one to cure earache would [ ook |ike an ear, one good for nose problems would drip
green goo and so on. Many people believed this. You had to use a certain anmount of inagination to
be good at it (but not nuch in the case of Nose Dropwort) and in Tiffany's world the Creator had
got alittle nore... creative. Some plants had witing on them if you knew where to | ook. It was
often hard to find and usually difficult to read, because plants can't spell. Mst people didn't
even know about it and just used the traditional nmethod of finding out whether plants were

poi sonous or useful by testing themon sone elderly aunt they didn't need, but Mss Level was

pi oneering new techni ques that she hoped woul d nean Iife would be better for everyone (and, in the
case of the aunts, often longer, too). This one is False Gentian,' she told Tiffany when they were
in the long, cool workroom behind the cottage. She was hol ding up a weed triunphantly. 'Everyone
thinks it's another toothache cure, but just |ook at the cut root by stored noonlight, using ny
blue nagnifying glass Tiffany tried it, and read: ' GoOD FoR Col ds May cors drowsniss Do nQ oprate
heavE mashinry' 'Terrible spelling, but not bad for a daisy,' said Mss Level. 'You nean plants
really tell you how to use then?' said Tiffany. 'Well, not all of them and you have to know where
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to look,' said Mss Level. 'Look at this, for exanple, on the conmmon wal nut. You have to use the
green magni fying glass by the light of a taper made fromred cotton, thus...' Tiffany squinted.
The letters were snall and hard to read. ' "May contain Nut"?' she ventured. 'But it's a nutshell
O course it'll contain a nut. Er... won't it?" 'Not necessarily,' said Mss Level. 'It may, for
exanpl e, contain an exquisite mniature scene wought fromgold and nany col oured preci ous stones
depicting a strange and interesting tenmple set in a far-off land. Well, it might,' she added,

catching Tiffany's expression. 'There's no actual |aw against it. As such. The world is full of
surprises.' That night Tiffany had a lot nore to put in her diary. She kept it on top of her chest
of drawers with a large stone on it. Oswald seened to get the nessage about this, but he had
started to polish the stone. And pull back, and rise above the cottage, and fly the eye across the
night-tine... Mles away, pass invisibly across sonmething that is itself invisible, but which
buzzes like a swarmof flies as it drags itself over the ground... Continue, the roads and towns
and trees rushing behind you with zip-zip noises, until you cone to the big city and, near the
centre of the city, the high old tower, and beneath the tower the ancient magi cal university, and
in the university the library, and in the library the bookshel ves, and... the journey has hardly
begun. Bookshel ves stream past. The books are on chains. Sone snap at you as you pass. And here is
the section of the nore dangerous books, the ones that are kept |ocked in cages or in vats of iced
wat er or sinply clanped between |ead plates. But here is a book, faintly transparent and gl owi ng
with thaum c radiation, under a glass dome. Young w zards about to engage in research are
encouraged to go and read it. The title is Hivers: A Dissertation Upon a Device of Anmazing Cunning
by Sensibility Bustle, DM Phil., B.El L., Patricius Professor of Magic. Mst of the hand-witten
book is about how to construct a | arge and powerful magical apparatus to capture a hiver w thout
harmto the user, but on the very |last page Dr Bustle wites, or wote: According to the ancient
and famous volune JR es Centum et Una Quas Magus Facere Totest [*' One Hundred and One Things a
Wzard Can Do'] hivers are a type of denon (indeed, Professor Pol edread classifies themas such in
Spy Dernons, and Cuvee gives them a section under 'wandering spirits' in LIBER | MVANI S MONSTRORUM

[ The Monster Book of Mnsters]. However, ancient texts discovered in the Cave of Jars by the ill-
fated First Expedition to the Loko Region give quite a different story, which bears out ny own not
i nconsi derabl e research. Hivers were forned in the first seconds of Creation. They are not alive
but they have, as it were, the shape of |life. They have no body, brain or thoughts of their own
and a naked hiver is a sluggish thing indeed, tunbling gently through the endl ess ni ght between
the worl ds. According to Pol edread, nost end up at the bottom of deep seas, or in the bellies of
vol canoes, or drifting through the hearts of stars. Poledread was a very inferior thinker conpared
to nyself, but in this case he is right. Yet a hiver does have the ability to fear and to crave.
We cannot guess what frightens a hiver, but they seemto take refuge in bodies that have power of
some sort- great strength, great intellect, great prowess with nmagic. In this sense they are |like
the common hernit el ephant of Howondal and, El ephantus SoUtarns, that will always seek the

strongest nmud hut as its shell. There is no doubt in nmy mind that hivers have advanced the cause
of life. Wiy did fish craw out of the sea? Wiy did humanity grasp such a dangerous thing as fire?
Hi vers, | believe, have been behind this, firing outstanding creatures of various species with the

flame of necessary anbition which drove them onwards and upwards! What is it that a hiver seeks?
What is it that drives themforward? What is it they want? This | shall find out! Ch, |esser

wi zards warn us that a hiver distorts the nind of its host, curdling it and inevitably causing an
early death through brain fever. | say, Poppycock! People have al ways been afraid of what they do
not understand! But | have understanding. This nmorning, at two o' clock, | captured a hiver with ny
device! And now it is locked inside ny head. | can sense its nenories, the nenories of every
creature it has inhabited. Yet, because of ny superior intellect, |I control the hiver. It does not
control me. | do not feel that it has changed ne in any way. My nmind is as extraordinarily
powerful as it always has been!! At this point the witing is snmudgy, apparently because Bustle
was beginning to dribble. Oh, how they have held nme back over the years, those wornms and cravens
that have through sheer |uck been allowed to call thenselves ny superiors! They |aughed at ne! BUT
THEY ARE NOT LAUGHI NG NOW!! Even those who called thenselves ny friends, OH YES, they did nothing
but hinder nme. What about the warnings? they said. Wiy did the jar you found the plans in have the
words ‘Do Not Open in Any Circunstances!' engraved in fifteen ancient |anguages on the |id? they
sai d. Cowards! Socalled 'chuns'! Creatures inhabited by a hiver becone paranoid and insane, they
sai d! Hivers cannot be controlled, they squeaked!! DO ANY OF US BELIEVE THI S FOR ONE M NUTE??? Oh,
what glories AWAIT!!! Now | have cleansed ny life of such worthlessness!!! And as for those even
now havi ng the DI SRESPECT YES DI SRESPECT to hammer on ny door because of what | did to the so-

call ed Archchancel lor and the Coll ege Council... HOWDARE THEY JUDGE ME!!!!! Like all insects they
have NO CONCEPT OF GREATNESS!!!!! | WLL SHONTHEM !!!! But... | insoleps... blit!!!!

hameringggg dfgujf blort... ... And there the witing ends. On a little card beside the book some
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wi zard of former tines has witten: Al that could be found of Professor Bustle was buried in a
jar in the old Rose Garden. W advise all research students to spend sone tinme there, and reflect
upon the manner of his death. The nopon was on the way to being full. A gibbous noon, it's called
It's one of the duller phases of the noon and sel domgets illustrated. The full npon and the
crescent noon get all the publicity. Rob Anybody sat alone on the nound, just outside the fake
rabbit hole, staring at the distant nountai ns where the snow on the peaks gleaned in the
nmoonl i ght. A hand touched himlightly on the shoulder. ' '"Tis not like ye to | et sonmeone creep up
on ye, Rob Anybody' said Jeannie, sitting down beside him Rob Anybody sighed. 'Daft Willie was
telling nme ye havenae been eatin' your neals,' said Jeannie, carefully. Rob Anybody sighed. 'And
Big Yan said when ye wuz out huntin' today ye let a fox go past wi'out gieing it a good kickin'?
Rob si ghed again. There was a faint pop followed by a gluggi ng noise. Jeannie held out a tiny
wooden cup. In her other hand was a small |eather bottle. Fumes fromthe cup wavered in the air
"This is the last o' the Special Sheep Lininent your big wee hag gave us at our wedding,' said
Jeannie. | put it safely by for emergencies.' 'She's no' mnmy big wee hag, Jeannie,' said Rob

wi thout | ooking at the cup. 'She's oor big wee hag. An' I'Ill tell ye, Jeannie, she has it in her
tae be the hag o' hags. There's power in her she doesnae dream of. But the hiver snells it.' 'Aye,
well, a drink's a drink whonsoever ye call her,' said Jeannie, soothingly. She waved the cup under
Rob' s nose. He sighed, and | ooked away. Jeannie stood up quickly. "Willie!l Big Yan! Cone quick!'
she yelled. "He willnae tak' a drink! | think he's deidY 'Ach, this is no' the tine for strong
licker,' said Rob Anybody. 'My heart is heavy, wunman.' 'Quickly now' Jeannie shouted down the

hole... "He's deid and still talkin'!' '"She's the hag o' these hills,' said Rob, ignoring her
"Just like her granny. She tells the hills what they are, every day. She has themin her bones.
She holds '"emin her heart. W'out her, | dinnae |like tae think o' the future.' The other Feegles
had conme scurrying out of the hole and were | ooking uncertainly at Jeannie. 'ls sonethin' wong?

said Daft Willie. 'Aye!' snapped the kelda. 'Rob willnae tak' a drink o' Special Sheep Lininment!'
Willie' s little face screwed up in instant grief. 'Ach, the Big Man's dei dY he sobbed. 'Ch waily
waily waily-' 'WII ye hush yer gob, ye big mudlin!" shouted Rob Anybody, standing up. 'l amno
deid! I'"'mtrying to have a nonent o' existential dreed here, right? Crivens, it's a puir | ookout

if a nan cannae feel the chilly winds o' Fate |ashing aroound his nethers wi 'out folks telling him
he's deid, eh?' 'Ach, and | see ye've been talking to the toad again, Rob,' said Big Yan. 'He's
the only one arroond here that used themlang words that tak' all day to walk the length of ...'

He turned to Jeannie. 'It's a bad case o' the thinkin' he's caught, mssus. Wien a nan starts
messin' wi' the readin' and the witin' then he'll come doon with a dose o' the thinkin' soon
enough. 1'Il fetch sone o' the lads and we'll hold his heid under water until he stops doin' it,
"tis the only cure. It can kill a man, the thinkin'." I'lIl wallop ye and ten like ye!' yelled Rob

Anybody in Big Yan's face, raising his fists. I'"'mthe Big Man in this clan and-' 'And | amthe
Kel da,' said their kelda, and one of the hiddlins of keldaring is to use your voice like that:
hard, cold, sharp, cutting the air |like a dagger of ice. "And | tell you nen to go back doon the

hol e and di nnae show you faces back up here until | say. Not you, Rob Anybody Feegle! You stay
here until | tell ye!" "Oh waily waily-' Daft Wil lie began, but Big Yan cl apped a hand over his
mout h and dragged hi m away qui ckly. Wen they were al one, and scraps of cloud were beginning to
mass around the noon, Rob Anybody hung his head. 'I wllnae go, Jeannie, if you say,' he said
"Ach, Rob, Rob,' said Jeannie, beginning to cry. 'Ye dinnae understand. | want no harmto cone to

the big wee girl, truly | don't. But | cannae face thinkin' o' you out there fightin' this nonster
that cannae be killed! It's you |'mworried aboot, can ye no' seel' Rob put his arm around her
"Aye, | see,' he said. 'I'myour wife, Rob, askin' ye not to go!' 'Aye, aye. I'll stay,' said Rob
Jeanni e | ooked up to him Tears shone in the noonlight. 'Ye nean it?" 'l never braked ny word
yet,' said Rob. 'Except to polis'nmen and other o' that kidney, ye ken, and they dinnae count.'
"Yell stay? Yell abide by ny word?' said Jeannie, sniffing. Rob sighed. "Aye. | will."' Jeannie was
quiet for a while, and then said, in the sharp cold voice of a kelda: 'Rob Anybody Feegle, |I'm
tellin' ye nowto go and save the big wee hag.' 'Wwt?' said Rob Anybody, anmzed. 'Jus' noo ye
said | was tae stay-' 'That was as your wife, Rob. Now Il'mtelling you as your kelda.' Jeannie
stood up, chin out and | ooking determned. 'If ye dinnae heed the word o' yer kelda, Rob Anybody
Feegl e, ye can be banished fra' the clan. Ye ken that. So you'll listen t' ne guid. Tak' what nen
you need afore it's too late, and go to the nountains, and see that the big wee girl cones tae nae
harm And conme back safe yoursel'. That is an order! Nay, 'tis nore'n an order. 'Tis a geas |'m

I ayi ng on ye! That cannae be brake!' 'But |-' Rob began, conpletely bew ldered. 'I'mthe kel da,
Rob,' said Jeannie. '|I cannae run a clan with the Big Man pinin'. And the hills of our children
need their hag. Everyone knows the | and needs soneone tae tell it whut it is.' There was sonething
about the way Jeannie had said 'children'. Rob Anybody was not the fastest of thinkers, but he

al ways got there in the end. 'Aye, Rob,' said Jeannie, seeing his expression. 'Soon I'lIl be
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birthing seven sons.' 'Oh,' said Rob Anybody. He didn't ask how she knew the nunber. Kel das just
knew. 'That's great!' he said. 'And one daughter, Rob.' Rob blinked. 'A daughter? This soon?
"Aye,' said Jeannie. 'That's wonderful good luck for a clan!' said Rob. 'Aye. So you've got
sonet hing to cone back safe to ne for, Rob Anybody. An' | beg ye to use your heid for sonethin'
other than nuttin' folk.' 'l thank ye, Kelda,' said Rob Anybody. 'I'lIl do as ye bid. I'lIl tak'
some | ads and find the big wee hag, for the good o' the hills. It cannae be a good life for the
puir wee big wee thing, all alone and far fra' home, anong strangers.' 'Aye,' said Jeannie,
turning her face away. 'l ken that, too.'

Chapter 4 PLAN

At dawn Rob Anybody, watched with awe by his many brothers, wote the word: PLN ... on a scrap of
paper bag. Then he held it up. 'Plan, ye ken,' he said to the assenbl ed Feegles. ' Now we have a
Plan, all we got tae do is work out what tae do. Yes, Willie? 'Wut was that about this geese
Jeannie hit ye with?' said Daft Willie, lowering his hand. 'Not geese, geas,' said Rob Anybody. He
sighed. 'l told yez. That neans it's serious. It nmeans | got tae bring back the big wee hag, an'
no excuses, otherw se ny soul gaes slambang intae the big cludgie in the sky. It's like a magica
order. 'Tis a heavy thing, tae be under a geas.' 'Wll, they' re big birds,' said Daft Willie.
"Willie,' said Rob, patiently, "ye ken | said | would tell ye when there wiz tines you shoul d' ve
kept your big gob shut?" 'Aye, Rob.' 'Wel, that wiz one o' themtines.' He raised his voice.
"Now, |ads, ye ken all aboot hivers. They cannae be killed! But '"tis oor duty to save the big wee
hag, so this is, like, a sooey-side nission and yell probably all end up back in the land o' the
living doin" a borin' wee job. So... I'maskin' for volunteers!' Every Feegle over the age of four
automatically put his hand up. 'Ch, cone on,' said Rob. 'You cannae all cone! Look, ['Il tak'..
Daft Willie, Big Yan and... you, AM'ly We Billy Bigchin. An' I'mtakin' no weans, so if yez
under three inches high ye're not comn'! Except for ye, o' course, Awf'ly Wee Billy. As for the
rest of youse, we'll settle this the traditional Feegle way. I'll tak' the last fifty nen stil
standi ng!' He beckoned the chosen three to a place in the corner of the nound while the rest of
the crowd squared up cheerfully. A Feegle liked to face enornous odds all by hinself, because it
meant you didn't have to | ook where you were hitting. 'She's nore'n a hundret niles awa',' said
Rob as the big fight started. 'W cannae run it, '"tis too far. Any of youse scunners got any

i deas?' 'Hami sh can get there on his buzzard,' said Big Yan, stepping aside as a cluster of
punchi ng, kicking Feegles rolled past. 'Aye, and he'll come wi' us, but he cannae tak' nobre'n one
passenger,' shouted Rob over the din. 'Can we swmit? said Daft Willie, ducking as a stunned
Feegle hurtled over his head. The others |ooked at him '"Swimit? How can we swmthere fra' here,
yer daftie? said Rob Anybody. 'It's just worth consid'ring, that's all,' said Willie, |ooking
hurt. "I wuz just tryin' to nake a contribution, ye ken? Just wanted to showw llin'.' 'The big
wee hag left in a cart,' said Big Yan. 'Aye, so what?' said Rob. 'Wel, nebbe we coul d?' ' Ach,
no!' said Rob. 'Showin' oursels tae hags is one thing, but not to other fol ks! You renenber what
happened a few years back when Daft Willie got spotted by that |ady who wuz painting the pretty

pi ctures doon in the valley? |I dinnae want to have them Fol kl ore Soci ety bi gj obs pokin' aroound
again!' 'l have an idea, Mster Rob. It's me, AWf'ly Wee Billy Bigchin Mac Feegle. W could

di sgui se oursels.' AwWf'ly We Billy Bigchin Mac Feegl e al ways announced hinself in full. He seened
to feel that if he didn't tell people who he was, they'd forget about himand he'd di sappear. Wen
you're half the size of nobst grown pictsies you're really short; much shorter and you'd be a hole
in the ground. He was the new gonnagle. A gonnagle is the clan's bard and battle poet, but they
don't spend all their lives in the sane clan. In fact, they're a sort of clan all by thensel ves.
Gonnagl es nove around anong the other clans, making sure the songs and stories get spread around
all the Feegles. AwWf'ly We Billy had come with Jeannie fromthe Long Lake clan, which often
happens. He was very young for a gonnagle, but as Jeannie had said, there was no age limt to
gonnagling. If the talent was in you, you gonnagled. And Awf'ly Wee Billy knew all the songs and
could play the npusepipes so sadly that outside it would start to rain. 'Aye, |lad?' said Rob
Anybody kindly. 'Speak up, then.' 'Can we get hold o' sone human clothes? said AWf'ly We Billy.
' Because there's an old story about the big feud between the Three Peaks clan and the Wndy River
clan and the Wndy Ri ver boys escaped by naking a tattie-bogle walk, and the nen o' Three Peaks
thought it was a bigjob and kept oot o' its way.' The others | ooked puzzled, and AWf'ly We Billy
renenbered that they were nmen of the Chal k and had probably never seen a tattie-bogle. 'A
scarecrow?' he said. '"lIt's like a bigjob nade o' sticks, wi' clothes on, for to frighten away the
birdies fra' the crops? Now, the song says the Wndy R ver's kelda used magic to make it wal k, but
I reckon it was done by cunnin' and strength.' He sang about it. They listened. He expl ai ned how
to make a human that would wal k. They | ooked at one another. It was a mad, desperate plan, which
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was very dangerous and risky and would require trenendous strength and bravery to make it work.
Put like that, they agreed to it instantly. Tiffany found that there was nore than chores and the
research, though. There was what M ss Level called 'filling what's enpty and enptying what's
full'. Usually only one of Mss Level's bodies went out at a tinme. People thought Mss Level was
twins, and she nmade sure they continued to do so, but she found it a little bit safer all round to
keep the bodies apart. Tiffany could see why. You only had to watch both of Mss Level when she
was eating. The bodi es would pass plates to one another w thout saying a word, sonetines they'd
eat off one another's forks, and it was rather strange to see one person burp and the other one
say 'Qops, pardon me'. 'Filling what's enpty and enptying what's full' neant wandering round the
| ocal villages and the isolated farns and, nostly, doing nedicine. There were al ways bandages to
change or expectant nothers to talk to. Wtches did a ot of midwi fery, which is a kind of

"enptying what's full', but Mss Level, wearing her pointy hat, had only to turn up at a cottage
for other people to suddenly cone visiting, by sheer accident. And there was an awful |ot of
gossip and tea-drinking. Mss Level noved in a twitching, living world of gossip, although Tiffany

noticed that she picked up a lot nore than she passed on. It seenmed to be a world rmade up entirely
of wonen, but occasionally, out in the lanes, a man would strike up a conversation about the

weat her and sonehow, by sonme sort of code, an ointnent or a potion would get handed over. Tiffany
couldn't quite work out how Mss Level got paid. Certainly the basket she carried filled up nore
than it enptied. They'd wal k past a cottage and a worman woul d cone scurrying out with a fresh-
baked | oaf or a jar of pickles, even though Mss Level hadn't stopped there. But they'd spend an
hour sonmewhere else, stitching up the leg of a farmer who'd been careless with an axe, and get a
cup of tea and a stale biscuit. It didn't seemfair. "Ch, it evens out,' said Mss Level, as they
wal ked on through the woods. 'You do what you can. People give what they can, when they can. Ad

Sl apwi ck there, with the leg, he's as nean as a cat, but there'll be a big cut of beef on ny
doorstep before the week's end, you can bet on it. Hs wife will see to it. And pretty soon people
will be killing their pigs for the winter, and I'lIl get nore brawn, ham bacon and sausages
turning up than a fanmly could eat in a year.' 'You do? Wat do you do with all that food?" 'Store
it," said Mss Level. "But you-' "I store it in other people. It's amazing what you can store in
other people.’ Mss Level |aughed at Tiffany's expression. '|I nean, | take what | don't need round
to those who don't have a pig, or who're going through a bad patch, or who don't have anyone to
remenber them' 'But that nmeans they' |l owe you a favour!' 'Right! And so it just keeps on going
round. It all works out.' 'l bet sone people are too nean to pay-' 'Not pay,' said Mss Level

severely. "A witch never expects paynent and never asks for it and just hopes she never needs to.
But, sadly, you are right.

And t hen what happens?' 'Wiat do you nean?' 'You stop hel ping them do you?' 'Ch, no,' said Mss
Level , genuinely shocked. 'You can't not help people just because they're stupid or forgetful or
unpl easant. Everyone's poor round here. If | don't help them who will? 'Ganny Aching... that

is, my grandnother said sonmeone has to speak up for them as has no voices,' Tiffany vol unteered
after a monent. 'WAs she a witch?' |I'mnot sure,' said Tiffany. 'I think so, but she didn't know
she was. She nostly lived by herself in an old shepherding hut up on the downs."' 'She wasn't a
cackl er, was she?' said Mss Level, and when she saw Tiffany's expression she said hurriedly,
"Sorry, sorry. But it can happen, when you're a witch who doesn't knowit. You're like a ship with
no rudder. But obviously she wasn't like that, | can tell.' 'She lived on the hills and talked to
them and she knew nore about sheep than anybody!' said Tiffany hotly. 'I'msure she did, |I'msure
she did-' 'She never cackled!' 'Good, good,' said Mss Level soothingly. 'Was she clever at
medi ci ne?" Tiffany hesitated. "Un... only with sheep,’ she said, cal mng dowmn. 'But she was very
good. Especially if it involved turpentine. Mostly if it involved turpentine, actually. But always
she... was... just... there. Even when she wasn't actually there 'Yes,' said Mss Level. 'You know
what | mean?' said Tiffany. 'Oh, yes,' said Mss Level. 'Your Ganny Aching |ived down on the

upl ands-' ' No, up on the downland,' Tiffany corrected her. 'Sorry, up on the downl and, with the
sheep, but people would | ook up sonetines, ook up at the hills, knowi ng she was there sonewhere,
and say to thenselves "Wiat woul d Granny Aching do?" or "Wat would G anny Aching say if she found
out?" or "Is this the sort of thing Granny Aching would be angry about?"' said Mss Level. 'Yes?
Ti ffany narrowed her eyes. It was true. She renenbered when Granny Aching had hit a pedlar who'd
over| oaded his donkey and was beating it. Granny usually used only words, and not nany of them
The man had been so frightened by her sudden rage that he'd stood there and taken it. It had
frightened Tiffany, too. G anny, who sel dom said anything w thout thinking about it for ten

m nut es beforehand, had struck the wetched man twi ce across the face in a brief blur of novenent.
And then news had got around, all along the Chalk. For a while, at |east, people were a little
nore gentle with their animals... For nonths after that nmonment with the pedlar, carters and
drovers and farners all across the downs woul d hesitate before raising a whip or a stick, and
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t hi nk: Suppose Granny Aching is watching? But- 'How did you know that?' she said. 'Ch, | guessed
She sounds like a witch to ne, whatever she thought she was. A good one, too.' Tiffany inflated
with inherited pride. 'Did she help people? Mss Level added. The pride deflated a bit. The

i nstant answer 'yes' junped onto her tongue, and yet... Ganny Aching hardly ever cane down off
the hills, except for Hogswatch and the early |anbing. You sel dom saw her in the village unless
the pedlar who sold Jolly Sail or tobacco was late on his rounds, in which case she'd be down in a
hurry and a flurry of greasy black skirts to cadge a pipeful off one of the old nen. But there
wasn't a person on the Chal k, fromthe Baron down, who didn't owe sonmething to Ganny. And what
they owed to her, she nade them pay to others. She al ways knew who was short of a favour or two.

' She nade them hel p one anot her' she said. 'She made them hel p thenselves.' In the silence that
followed, Tiffany heard the birds singing by the road. You got a lot of birds here, but she m ssed
the high scream of the buzzards. Mss Level sighed. 'Not many of us are that good,' she said. 'If

| was that good, we wouldn't be going to visit old M Wavall again.' Tiffany said ' Oh dear'

i nside. Most days included a visit to M Wavall. Tiffany dreaded them M Wavall's skin was
paper-thin and yell owi sh. He was always in the sane old arnthair, in atiny roomin a snall
cottage that snelled of old potatoes and was surrounded by a nore or |ess overgrown garden. He'd
be sitting bolt upright, his hands on two wal king sticks, wearing a suit that was shiny with age,
staring at the door. 'lI make sure he has sonething hot every day, although he eats like a bird,"
M ss Level had said. 'And old Wdow Tussy down the |lane does his laundry, such as it is. He's

ni nety-one, you know.' M Wavall had very bright eyes and chatted away to and at them as they
tidied up the room The first time Tiffany had met himhe' d called her Mary. Sonmetimes he stil
did. And he'd grabbed her wist with surprising force as she wal ked past... It had been a rea
shock, that claw of a hand suddenly gripping her. You could see blue veins under the skin. "I
shan't be a burden on anyone' he'd said urgently. 'I got noney put by for when | go. My boy Toby
won't have nothin' to worry about. | can pay ny way! | want the proper funeral show, right? Wth
the bl ack horses and the plunes and the mutes and a knife-and-fork tea for everyone afterwards.
I"'ve witten it all down, fair and square. Check in ny box to nmake sure, will you? That w tch
woman' s al ways hangi ng around here!' Tiffany had given Mss Level a despairing | ook. She'd nodded,
and pointed to an ol d wooden box tucked under M Weavall's chair. It had turned out to be full of
coins, nostly copper, but there were quite a few silver ones. It |ooked Iike a fortune, and for a
monent she'd wi shed she had as nmuch noney. There's a lot of coins in here, M Wavall,' she'd
said. M Weavall relaxed. 'Ah, that's right," he'd said. 'Then | won't be a burden.' Today M
Weaval | was asl eep when they called on him snoring with his nouth open and his yell owbrown teeth
showi ng. But he awoke in an instant, stared at themand then said, 'My boy Toby's comng to see
Sat'day.' 'That's nice, M Wavall,' said Mss Level, plunping up his cushions. "We'Il| get the
place nice and tidy.' 'He's done very well for hisself, you know,' said M Wavall, proudly. 'Cot
a job indoors with no heavy lifting. He said he'll see | all right in ny old age, but | told him
| told himl'd pay my way when | go- the whole thing, the salt and earth and tuppence for the
ferryman, too!' Today, Mss Level gave hima shave. H s hands shook too nuch for himto do it
himsel f. (Yesterday she'd cut his toenails, because he couldn't reach them it was not a safe
spectator sport, especially when one smashed a wi ndowpane.) 'It's all in a box under ny chair,' he
said as Tiffany nervously w ped the last bits of foamoff him 'Just check for me, will you,
Mary?' Oh, yes. That was the cerenony, every day. There was the box, and there was the noney. He
asked every time. There was al ways the sane anmpunt of noney. ' Tuppence for the ferryman?' said

Ti ffany, as they wal ked hone. 'M Wavall remenbers all the old funeral traditions,' said Mss

Level. ' Sone people believe that when you die you cross the River of Death and have to pay the
ferryman. People don't seemto worry about that these days. Perhaps there's a bridge now.' 'He's
al ways tal king about... his funeral.' "Well, it's inportant to him Sonetines old people are |ike
that. They'd hate people to think that they were too poor to pay for their own funeral. M
Weaval ' d die of shame if he couldn't pay for his own funeral.' It's very sad, himbeing all alone
like that. Sonething should be done for him' said Tiffany. 'Yes. We're doing it,' said Mss
Level. '"And Ms Tussy keeps a friendly eye on him"' 'Yes, but it shouldn't have to be us, should
it?" 'Wio should it have to be?' said Mss Level. 'Wll, what about this son he's always talking

about?' said Tiffany. 'Young Toby? He's been dead for fifteen years. And Mary was the old nman's
daughter, she died quite young. M Wavall is very short-sighted, but he sees better in the past.

Tiffany didn't know what to reply except: 'It shouldn't be like this.' "There isn't a way things
shoul d be. There's just what happens, and what we do.' 'Well, couldn't you help himby magic? °'I
see to it that he's in no pain, yes,' said Mss Level. "But that's just herbs.' '"It's still magic.
Knowi ng things is magical, if other people don't know them' 'Yes, but you know what | nean,' said
Tiffany, who felt she was losing this argunent. 'Ch, you nean nake hi myoung agai n?' said Mss
Level. "Fill his house with gold? That's not what w tches do.' 'W see to it that lonely old nen
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get a cooked dinner and cut their toenails? said Tiffany, just a little sarcastically. 'Wll,
yes,' said Mss Level. 'W do what can be done. M stress Watherwax said you've got to |learn that
witchcraft is nostly about doing quite ordinary things.' 'And you have do what she says?' said
Tiffany. 'l listen to her advice' said Mss Level, coldly. 'Mstress Watherwax is the head w tch
then, is she?" '"Ch no!' said Mss Level, |ooking shocked. 'Wtches are all equal. W don't have
things |ike head witches. That's quite against the spirit of witchcraft.' 'Ch, | see,' said
Tiffany. 'Besides,' Mss Level added, 'M stress Watherwax woul d never allow that sort of thing.
Suddenly, things were going missing fromthe househol ds around the Chal k. This wasn't the

occasi onal egg or chicken. Cothes were vanishing off washing lines. A pair of boots nysteriously
di sappeared fromunder the bed of Nosey Hinds, the oldest man in the village- 'And they was dam
good boots, they could wal k honme fromthe pub all by thenselves if | but pointed they in the right
direction,' he conplained to anyone who would listen. 'And they marched off wi' ny old hat, too.
And 1'd got he just as | wanted he, all soft and floppy!' A pair of trousers and a | ong coat

vani shed from a hook bel onging to Abiding Swindell, the ferret-keeper, and the coat still had
ferrets living in the inside pockets. And who, who clinbed through the bedroom w ndow of C em

Doi ns and shaved off his beard, which had been so long that he could tuck it into his belt? Not a
hair was left. He had to go around with a scarf over his face, in case the sight of his poor pink
chin frightened the ladies... It was probably witches, people agreed, and nade a few nore curse-
nets to hang in their wi ndows. However... On the far side of the Chalk, where the Iong green

sl opes cane down to the flat fields of the plain, there were big thickets of branble and haw horn
Usual ly, these were alive with birdsong, but this particular one, the one just here, was alive
with cussing. 'Ach, crivens! WIl ye no' mind where ye '"re puttin' yer foot, ye spavie!' 'l cannae
help it! It's nae easy, bein' a knee!' ' Ye think ye got troubles? Ye wannae be doon here in the
boots! That old nman Swi ndell coul dnae ha' washed his feet in years! It's fair reekin' doon here!'’
"Reekin', izzit? Well, you try bein' in this pocket! Themferrets ne '"er got oot to gae to the
lavie, if you get ny neanin'!' 'Crivens! WIIl ye dafties no' shut up? 'Oh, aye? Hark at him Just
‘cuzye're up in the held, you think you know everythin'? Fra' doon here ye're nothing but dead
wei ght, pal!' '"Aye, right! I'mw"' the el bows on this one! Were dyou be if it wuzn' tfor us
carryin' ye aroound? Wo's ye think ye are?" 'I'm Rob Anybody Feegle, as you ken well enough, an
I've had enough o' the lot o' yezf 'OK Rob, but it's real stuffy in here!' "Ach, an' I'mfed up
wi' the stomach conplainin', too!' 'Gentlenmen.' This was the voice of the toad; no one el se would
dream of calling the Nac Mac Feegle gentlenmen. 'Gentlenen, time is of the essence. The cart will
be here soon! You nust not nmiss it!'" 'W need nore tinme to practise, Toad! We're walkin' like a
feller wi' nae bones and a serious case 0' the trots!' said a voice a little higher up than the
rest. 'At least you are wal king. That's good enough. | w sh you luck, gentlenen.' There was a cry
fromfurther along the thickets, where a | ookout had been watching the road. 'The cart's comn'
doon the hill!" '"OK, lads!' shouted Rob Anybody. 'Toad, you | ook after Jeannie, y' hear? She'l
need a thinkin' laddie to rely on while I'mno' here! R ght, ye scunners! It's do or die! Ye ken
what to do! Ye lads on the ropes, pull us up noo!' The bushes shook. 'Right! Pelvis, are ye

ready?’ 'Aye, Rob!' 'Knees? Knees? | said, knees? 'Aye, Rob, but-' 'Feets? 'Aye, Rob!' The
bushes shook again. 'Right! Renenber: right, left, right, left! Pelvis, knee, foot on the groond!
Keep a spring in the step, feets! Are you ready? Altogether, boys... walk!' It was a big surprise

for M Crabber the carter. He'd been staring vaguely at nothing, thinking only of going home, when
sonet hi ng stepped out of the bushes and into the road. It |ooked human or, rather, |ooked slightly
more human than it | ooked like anything else. But it seemed to be having trouble with its knees,
and wal ked as though they'd been tied together. However, the carter didn't spend too nuch tinme

t hi nki ng about that because, clutched in one gloved hand that was waving vaguely in the air, was
sonething gold. This imediately identified the stranger, as far as the carter was concerned. He
was not, as first sight night suggest, some old tranmp to be left by the roadside, but an obvious
gentl eman down on his luck, and it was practically the carter's duty to help him He slowed the
horse to a standstill. The stranger didn't really have a face. There was nothing rmuch to see

bet ween the droopy hat brim and the turned-up collar of the coat except a |ot of beard. But from
somewhere within the beard a voice said: ' Shudupshudup. .. will ye all shudup while I'm
talkin'... Ahem Good day ta' ye, carter fellowny ol' fellow fellow If ye'll gie us- ne a lift
as far as ye are goin', we- I'll gie ye this fine shiny golden coin!" The figure lurched forward
and thrust its hand in front of M Crabber's face. It was quite a large coin. And it was certainly
gold. It had cone fromthe treasure of the old dead king who was buried in the main part of the
Feegl es’ mound. Qddly enough, the Feegles weren't hugely interested in gold once they'd stolen it,
because you couldn't drink it and it was difficult to eat. In the nound, they nostly used the old
coins and plates to reflect candlelight and give the place a nice glow. It was no hardship to give
some away. The carter stared at it. It was nore noney than he had ever seen in his life. "If...
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sir... would like to... hop on the back of the cart, sir,' he said, carefully taking it. 'Ach,
right you are, then,' said the bearded nystery man after a pause. 'Just a nonent, this needs a wee
bitty organizin' ... OK, youse hands, you just grab the side o' the cart, and' you leftie |leg, ye
gotta kinda sidle along... ach, crivens! Ye gotta bend! Bend! C non, get it right!' The hairy face
turned to the carter. 'Sorry aboot this,' it said. 'l talk to ny knees, but they dinnae listen to
me.' 'Is that right?' said the carter weakly. 'I have trouble with nmy knees in the wet weather
Goose grease works.' 'Ah, weel, these knees is gonna get nore'n a greasin' if | ha" to get doon

there an' sort themoot!' snarled the hairy man. The carter heard various bangs and grunts behind
himas the man haul ed hinself onto the tail of the cart. 'OK, let's gae,' said a voice. 'W
havenae got all day. And youse knees, you're sacked! Crivens, I'mwalkin' like |I got a big touch
of the stoppies! You gae up to the stomach and send doon a coupl e of good knee nen!' The carter
bit the coin thoughtfully as he urged the horse into a walk. It was such pure gold that he left
toot hmarks. That neant his passenger was very, very rich. That was beconing very inportant at this
point. 'Can ye no' go a wee bitty faster, my good man, ny good nan?' said the voice behind him
after they had gone a little way. 'Ah, well, sir,' said the carter, 'see them boxes and crates?
I've got a | oad of eggs, and those apples nustn't be bruised, sir, and then there's those jugs of-
' There were sone bangs and crashes behind him including the sploosh that a large crate of eggs
makes when it hits a road. 'Ye can gae faster noo, eh?' said the voice. 'Hey, that was ny-' M
Crabber began. '1've got another one o' they big wee gold coins for ye!' And a heavy and snelly
arm | anded on the carter's shoul der. Dangling fromthe glove on the end of it was, indeed, another
coin. It was ten tines what the |oad had been worth. "Ch, well...' said the carter, carefully
taking the coin. 'Accidents do happen, eh, sir? 'Aye, especially if | dinnae think I'mgoin' fast

enough,' said the voice behind him '"We- | nean I'min a big hurry tae get tae yon nountains, ye
ken!''" "But |'mnot a stagecoach, sir,' said the carter reproachfully as he urged his old horse
into a trot. 'Stagecoach, eh? Wat's one o' themthings? 'That's what you'll need to catch to
take you up into the mountains, sir. You can catch one in Twoshirts, sir. | never go any further
than Twoshirts, sir. But you won't be able to get the stage today, sir.' "Wiy not?'" 'I|'ve got to
meke stops at the other villages, sir, and it's a |long way, and on Wdnesdays it runs early, sir
and this cart can only go so fast, sir, and-' 'If we- | dinnae catch yon coach today I'lIl gi'e ye
the hidin" o yer life," growl ed the passenger. 'But if | do catch yon coach today, I'll gie ye
five o' themgold coins." M Crabber took a deep breath, and yelled: 'Hi! Hyah! G ddyup, Henry!

All inall, it seemed to Tiffany, nost of what witches did really was very simlar to work. Dul
work. M ss Level didn't even use her broonstick very nuch. That was a bit depressing. It was all a
bit... well, goody-goody. Obviously that was better than bei ng baddy-baddy, but a little nore..
excitement would be nice. Tiffany wouldn't |ike anyone to think she'd expected to be issued with a
magi ¢ wand on Day One but, well, the way M ss Level tal ked about nmagic, the whol e point of

witchcraft lay in not using any. Mnd you, Tiffany thought she woul d be depressingly good at not
using any. It was doing the sinplest magic that was hard. M ss Level patiently showed her how to
make a shanbl e, which could nore or |ess be made of anything that seemed a good idea at the time
provided it al so contained sonething alive, like a beetle or a fresh egg. Tiffany couldn't even
get the hang of it. That was... annoying. Didn't she have the virtual hat? Didn't she have First
Si ght and Second Thoughts? Mss Tick and M ss Level could throw a shanbl e together in seconds, but
Tiffany just got a tangle, dripping with egg. Over and over again. | know |I'mdoing it right but
it just twists up!' Tiffany conplained. 'Wat can | do?" 'W could nmake an onelette? said M ss
Level cheerfully. 'Oh, please, Mss Levell' Tiffany wailed. Mss Level patted her on the back
"I't'1l happen. Perhaps you're trying too hard. One day it'll cone. The power does comre, you know.
You just have to put yourself inits path-' 'Couldn't you make one that | could use for a while,
to get the hang of it?" 'I'mafraid | can't,' said Mss Level. 'A shanble is a very tricky thing
You can't even carry one around, except as an ornanment. You have to nake it for yourself, there
and then, right where and when you want to use it.' 'Wwy?' said Tiffany. 'To catch the nonent,"’
said the other part of Mss Level, conmng in. The way you tie the knots, the way the string runs
the freshness of the egg, perhaps, and the noisture in the air -' said the first Mss Level. '-
the tension of the twigs and the kind of things that you just happen to have in your pocket at
that nmonment even the way the wind is blowing,' the first Mss Level concluded. 'Al these things

make a kind of... of picture of the here-and-now when you nmove themright. And I can't even tel
you how to nove them because | don't know. ' 'But you do nove them' said Tiffany, getting |ost.
'l saw you-' 'l do it but I don't know how | do,' said Mss Level, picking up a couple of tw gs

and taking a length of thread. M ss Level sat down at the table opposite Mss Level, and all four
hands started to put a shanble together. 'This reminds ne of when | was in the circus,' she said.
I was wal king out for a while with Marco and Fal co, the Flying Pastram Brothers,' the other part
of Mss Level went on. 'They would do triple sonersaults fifty feet up with no safety net. What
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| ads they were! As alike as two peas, and Marco could catch Fal co blindfol ded. Wiy, for a nonment |
wondered if they were just like me -' She stopped, went a bit red on both faces and coughed.
"Anyway,' she went on, 'one day | asked them how they managed to stay on the high wire and Fal co
said, "Never ask the tight-rope wal ker how he keeps his balance. If he stops to think about it, he
falls off." Although actually he said it like this, "Nev-ah aska tightaroper wal kerer..." because
the | ads pretended they were from Brindisi, you see, because that sounds foreign and inpressive
and they thought no one would want to watch acrobats called The Flying Sidney and Frank
Cartwight. Good advice, though, wherever it came from' The hands worked. This was not a | one

M ss Level, a bit flustered, but the full Mss Level, all twenty fingers working together. 'O
course,' she said, 'it can be helpful to have the right sort of things in your pocket. | always
carry a few sequins for the happy nenories they bring back,' said Mss Level fromthe other side
of the table, blushing again. She held up the shanble. There were sequins, and a fresh egg in a
little bag made of thread, and a chicken bone and many ot her things hanging or spinning in the
threads. Each part of Mss Level put both its hands into the threads and pulled... The threads
took up a pattern. Did the sequins junp fromone thread to another? It looked like it. Did the

chi cken bone pass through the egg? So it seened. Mss Level peered into it. She said: 'Sonething' s
com ng The stagecoach left Twoshirts half full and was well out over the plains when one of the
passengers sitting on the rooftop tapped the driver on the shoulder. 'Excuse ne, did you know
there's sonething trying to catch us up?" he said. 'Bless you, sir,' said the driver, because he
hoped for a good tip at the end of the run, '"there's nothing that can catch us up.' Then he heard
the screanming in the distance, getting louder. '"Er, | think he means to,' said the passenger as
the carter's wagon overtook them 'Stop! Stop, for pity's sake stopY yelled the carter as he

sail ed past. But there was no stopping Henry. He'd spent years pulling the carrier's cart around
the villages, very slowy, and he'd always had this idea in his big horse head that he was cut out
for faster things. He'd plodded al ong, being overtaken by coaches and carts and three-|egged dogs,
and now he was having the time of his life. Besides, the cart was a lot lighter than usual, and
the road was slightly downhill here. All he was really having to do was gallop fast enough to stay
infront. And, finally, he'd actually overtaken the stagecoach. H m Henry! He only stopped
because the stagecoach driver stopped first. Besides, the blood was punping through Henry now, and
there were a couple of nares in the team of horses pulling the coach who he felt he'd really Iike
to get to know find out when was their day off, what kind of hay they liked, that kind of thing
The carter, white in the face, got down carefully and then lay on the ground and held on tight to
the dirt. H s one passenger, who | ooked to the coach driver |ike sone sort of scarecrow, clinbed

unsteadily down fromthe back and |urched towards the coach. '"I'msorry, we're full up,' the
driver lied. They weren't full, but there was certainly no roomfor a thing that |ooked |like that.
"Ach, and there wuz nme willin' to pay wi' gold,' said the creature. 'Gold such as this here,' it

added, waving a ragged glove in the air. Suddenly there was plenty of space for an eccentric
mllionaire. Wthin a few seconds he was seated inside and, to the annoyance of Henry, the coach
set off again. Qutside Mss Level's cottage, a broonstick was headi ng through the trees. A young
witch- or, at |east, someone dressed as a witch: it never paid to junp to conclusions- was sitting
on it side-saddle. She wasn't flying it very well. It jerked sonetines and it was clear the girl
was no good at making it turn corners because sonetinmes she stopped, junped off and pointed the
stick in a new direction by hand. Wen she reached the garden gate she got off again quickly and
tethered the stick to it with string. 'Ni cely done, Petulia!' said Mss Level, clapping with al
four hands. 'You're getting quite good!' 'Um thank you, Mss Level,' said the girl, bow ng. She

stayed bowed, and said, 'Um oh dear Half of M ss Level stepped forward. 'Ch, | can see the
problem' she said, peering down. 'Your anulet with the little owWws on it is tangled up with your
neckl ace of silver bats and they've both got caught around a button. Just hold still, will you?

"Um 1've conme to see if your new girl would like cone to the sabbat tonight,' said the bent
Petulia, her voice a bit nuffled. Tiffany couldn't help noticing that Petulia had jewellery
everywhere; later she found that it was hard to be around Petulia for any length of time wthout
havi ng to unhook a bangle from a necklace or, once, an earring froman ankle bracel et (nobody ever
found out how that one happened). Petulia couldn't resist occult jewellery. Mdst of the stuff was
to magically protect her fromthings, but she hadn't found anything to protect her fromlooking a
bit silly. She was short and plunp and permanently red-faced and slightly worried. 'Sabbat? Oh,
one of your neetings,' said Mss Level. 'That would be nice, wouldn't it, Tiffany? 'Yes? said
Tiffany, not quite sure yet. 'Some of the girls nmeet up in the woods in the evenings,' said Mss
Level. 'For sone reason the craft is getting popular again. That's very wel conme, of course.' She
said it as if she wasn't quite sure. Then she added: 'Petulia here works for AQd Mther Bl ackcap
over in Sidling Wthout. Specializes in aninals. Very good woman with pig diseases. | nean, with
pigs that've got diseases, | don't mean she has pig diseases. It'll be nice for you to have
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friends here. Wy don't you go? There, everything' s unhooked.' Petulia stood up and gave Tiffany a
worried smle. "Um Petulia Gistle,' she said, holding out a hand. 'Tiffany Aching,' said
Tiffany, shaking it gingerly in case the sound of all the bangles and bracel ets jangling together

deaf ened everyone. 'Um you can ride with ne on the broonstick, if you like,' said Petulia. 'I'd
rather not,' said Tiffany. Petulia | ooked relieved, but said: 'Un do you want to get dressed?’
Ti ffany | ooked down at her green dress. 'l am' 'Um don't you have any gems or beads or amulets

or anything? 'No, sorry,' said Tiffany. 'Um you nmust at |east have a shanble, surely? 'Um
can't get the hang of them' said Tiffany. She hadn't neant the 'um, but around Petulia it was

catching. "Un.. a black dress, perhaps? 'l don't really like black. | prefer blue or green,'
said Tiffany. "Un'Um Ch well, you're just starting,' said Petulia generously. 'I've been Crafty
for three years.' Tiffany | ooked desperately at the nearest half of Mss Level. 'In the craft,"
said Mss Level helpfully. 'Wtchcraft.' 'Oh.' Tiffany knew she was being very unfriendly, and

Petulia with her pink face was clearly a nice person, but she felt awkward in front of her and she
couldn't work out why. It was stupid, she knew. She could do with a friend. Mss Level was nice
enough, and she managed to get along with Oswald, but it would be good to have sonmeone around her
own age to talk to. "Well, 1'd love to cone,' she said. 'I know|'ve got a lot to learn.' The
passengers inside the stagecoach had pai d good noney to be inside on the soft seats and out of the
wi nd and the dust and, therefore, it was odd that so nany got out at the next stop and went and
sat on the roof. The few who didn't want to ride up there or couldn't nanage the clinb sat huddl ed
toget her on the seat opposite, watching the new traveller like a group of rabbits watching a fox
and trying not to breathe. The problemwasn't that he snmelled of ferrets. Well, that was a

probl em but conpared to the big problemit wasn't nuch of one. He talked to hinself. That is,
bits of himtalked to other bits of him Al the time. 'Ah, it's fair hoggin' doon here. Ah'm
tellin ye! Ah'rn sure it's my turn to be up inna heidl' 'Hah, at |east youse people are all cushy
in the stomach, it's us in the legs that has tae do all the work!' At which the right hand said:
'Legs? Youse di nnae know the neanin' of the word "work"! Ye ought tae try being stuck in a glove!
Ach, blow this forra gane o' sojers! Ah '"mgonna stretch ma legs!' In horrified silence the other
passengers watched one of the man's gl oved hands drop off and wal k around on the seat. 'Aye, weel,
it's nae picnic doon here inna troosers, neither. A mgonna |let some fresh air in right noo!’

"Daft Wil lie, don't you dare do that-' The passengers, squeezing even closer together, watched the
trousers with terrible fascination. There was sone novement, some swearing-under-the-breath in a
pl ace where nothing should be breathing, and then a couple of buttons popped and a very small red-
headed bl ue man stuck his head out, blinking in the light. He froze when he saw the people. He
stared. They stared. Then his face widened into a mad snmile. 'Youse folks all right? he said,
desperately. 'That's greaaat! Dinnae worry aboout ne, |I'mone o' they opper-tickle aloosyon's, ye
ken?' He di sappeared back into the trousers, and they heard himwhisper: 'I"'mthinkin" | fooled
"emeasily, no problenp!' A few mnutes later, the coach stopped to change horses. Wen it set off
again, it was minus the inside passengers. They got off, and asked for their |uggage to be taken
of f, too. No thank you, they did not want to continue their ride. They'd catch the coach tonorrow,

thank you. No, there was no problemin waiting here in this delightful little, er, town of
Danger ous Corner. Thank you. Goodbye. The coach set off again, sonewhat |ighter and faster. It
didn't stop that night. It should have done, and the rooftop passengers were still eating their

dinner in the last inn when they heard it set off without them The reason probably had sonething
to do with the big heap of coins nowin the driver's pocket.

Chapter 5

Ti ffany wal ked through the woods while Petulia flew unsteadily alongside in a series of straight
lines. Tiffany |earned that Petulia was nice, had three brothers, wanted to be a mdw fe for
humans as well as pigs when she grew up, and was afraid of pins. She also |earned that Petulia
hated to di sagree about anything. So parts of the conversation went like this: Tiffany said, 'l
live down on the Chalk.' And Petulia said, 'COh, where they keep all those sheep? | don't like
sheep much, they're so kind of... baggy.' Tiffany said, 'Actually, we're very proud of our sheep.
And then you could stand back as Petulia reversed her opinions |like sonmeone trying to turn a cart
round in a very narrow space: 'Oh, | didn't really nean | hate them | expect some sheep are al
right. W've got to have sheep, obviously. They're better than goats, and woollier. | nean,
actually like sheep, really. Sheep are nice.' Petulia spent a lot of time trying to find out what
ot her peopl e thought so that she could think the sane way. It would be inpossible to have an
argunent with her. Tiffany had to stop herself fromsaying ' The sky is green' just to see how | ong
it would take for Petulia to agree. But she liked her. You couldn't not |ike her. She was restfu
conpany. Besides, you couldn't help liking sonmeone who couldn't make a broonstick turn corners. It
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was a |ong wal k through the woods. Tiffany had al ways wanted to see a forest so big that you
couldn't see daylight through the other side, but now she'd lived in one for a couple of weeks it
got on her nerves. It was quite open woodl and here, at |east around the villages, and not hard to
wal k t hough. She'd had to | earn what mapl es and birches were, and she'd never before seen the
spruces and firs that grew higher up the slopes. But she wasn't happy in the conpany of trees. She
m ssed the horizons. She missed the sky. Everything was too close. Petulia chattered nervously.

A d Mot her Blackcap was a pi g-borer, cowshouter and all-round veterinary witch. Petulia liked

ani mal s, especially pigs because they had wobbly noses. Tiffany quite |liked animals too, but no

one except other animals |liked animals as nmuch as Petulia. 'So... what's this neeting about?' she
said, to change the subject. 'Un? Ch, it's just to keep in touch' said Petulia. 'Annagrama says
it's inmportant to nmake contacts.' 'Annagramma's the |eader, then, is she?" said Tiffany. 'Um no
Wtches don't have | eaders, Annagramma says.' 'Hmm' said Tiffany. They arrived at |last at a

clearing in the woods, just as the sun was setting. There were the remains of an old cottage
there, now covered nostly in branmbles. You might miss it conpletely if you didn't spot the ranpant
grow h of lilac and the gooseberry bushes, now a forest of thorns. Sonmeone had |ived here once,
and had a garden. Soneone else, now, had it a fire. Badly. And they had found that |ying down
flat to blow on a fire because you hadn't started it with enough paper and dry twi gs was not a
good i dea, because it would then cause your pointy hat, which you had forgotten to take off, to
fall into the snmoking nmess and then, because it was dry, catch fire. A young witch was now
flailing desperately at her burning hat, watched by several interested spectators. Another one,
sitting on a log, said: "Dimty Hubbub, that is literally the nost stupid thing anyone has ever
done anywhere in the whole world, ever.' It was a sharp, not very nice voice, the sort nost people
used for being sarcastic with. 'Sorry, Annagramm!' said Mss Hubbub, pulling off the hat and
stanmping on the point. 'l nean, just look at you, will you? You really are letting everyone down.
"Sorry, Annagrama!' 'Um' said Petulia. Everyone turned to |ook at the new arrivals. 'You're
late, Petulia Gistle!l' snapped Annagramma. 'And who's this?" 'Urn, you did ask me to call in at
Mss Level's to bring the new girl, Annagrammm,' said Petulia, as if she'd been caught doing
somet hi ng wong. Annagrama stood up. She was at |east a head taller than Tiffany and had a face
that seenmed to be built backwards from her nose, which she held slightly in the air. To be | ooked
at by Annagramma was to know that you'd already taken up too rmuch of her valuable tine. 'Is this
her?' 'Um yes, Annagramma.' 'Let's have a |look at you, newgirl.' Tiffany stepped forward. It was
amazi ng. She hadn't really nmeant to. But Annagramma had the kind of voice that you obeyed. 'What
is your nane?' 'Tiffany Aching? said Tiffany, and found herself saying her nane as if she was
asking permssion to have it. 'Tiffany? That's a funny nane,' said the tall girl. "My nane is
Annagramma Hawkin.' 'Um Annagramma works for-' Petulia began. '- works with,' said Annagramma
sharply, still looking Tiffany up and down. 'Urn, sorry, works with Ms Earwig,' said Petulia.

"But she-' | intend to | eave next year,' said Annagramma. 'Apparently, |'mdoing extrenely well.
So you're the girl who's joined Mss Level, are you? She's weird, you know. The last three girls
all left very quickly. They said it was just too strange trying to keep track of which one of her
was which.' "Wiich witch was which,' said one of the girls cheerfully. 'Anyone can do that pun
Lucy Warbeck,' said Annagramma wi thout |ooking round. 'It's not funny, and it's not clever.' She
turned her attention back to Tiffany, who felt that she was being exanined as critically and

t horoughly as G anny Aching woul d check a ewe she night be thinking of buying. She wondered if
Annagramma woul d actually try to open her nmouth and make sure she had all her teeth. 'They say you
can't breed good witches on chalk,' said Annagramma. All the other girls | ooked from Annagramma to
Ti ffany, who thought: Ha!, so witches don't have | eaders, do they? But she was in no nood to make
enem es. 'Perhaps they do,' she said quietly. This did not seemto be what Annagranma wanted to
hear. 'You haven't even dressed the part,' said Annagranma. 'Sorry,' said Tiffany. 'Un

Annagramma says that if you want people to treat you like a witch you should | ook |ike one,'’
Petulia said. '"Hmm' said Annagranma, staring at Tiffany as if she'd failed a sinple test. Then
she nodded her head. 'Well, we all had to start sonmewhere.' She stood back. 'Ladies, this is
Tiffany. Tiffany, you know Petulia. She crashes into trees. Dimty Hubbub is the one with the
snoke coming out of her hat, so that she | ooks like a chimey. That's Gertruder Tiring, that's the
hilariously funny Lucy Warbeck, that's Harrieta Bilk, who can't seemto do anything about the
squint, and then that's Lulu Darling, who can't seemto do anythi ng about the nanme. You can sit in

for this evening... Tiffany, wasn't it? I'msorry you' ve been taken on by Mss Level. She's rather
sad. Conplete amateur. Hasn't really got a clue. Just bustles about and hopes. Oh, well, it's too
| ate now. Gertruder, Sumon the World's Four Corners and Open the Circle, please.' "Er...' said

Gertruder, nervously. It was amazi ng how nmany peopl e around Annagramma becane nervous. 'Do | have
to do everything around here?' said Annagramma. 'Try to renenber, please! W nust have been
through this literally a million times!'" 'I've never heard of the world's four corners,' said
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Tiffany. 'Really? There's a surprise,' said Annagramma. 'Well, they're the directions of power,
Tiffany, and | woul d advise you to do somethi ng about that nane, too, please.' 'But the world's
round, like a plate,' said Tiffany. 'Un, you have to imgine them' Petulia whispered. Tiffany
wrinkl ed her forehead. 'Wiy?' she said. Annagrama rolled her eyes. 'Because that's the way to do
things properly.” '"Ch.' 'You have done sone kind of magic, haven't you?' Annagramma denanded.
Tiffany was a bit confused. She wasn't used to people |like Annagrama. 'Yes,' she said. Al the
other girls were staring at her, and Tiffany couldn't help thinking about sheep. Wen a dog
attacks a sheep, the other sheep run away to a safe distance and then turn and watch. They don't
gang up on the dog. They're just happy it's not them 'Wat are you best at then?" snapped
Annagramma. Tiffany, her mind still full of sheep, spoke w thout thinking. 'Soft Nellies,' she
said. 'It's a sheep cheese. It's quite hard to nmake...' She | ooked around at the circle of blank
faces and felt enbarrassment rise inside her like hot jelly. 'Un, Annagramua meant what magic can
you do best,' said Petulia kindly. 'Although Soft Nellies is good,' said Annagrama with a crue
little smile. One or two of the girls gave that little snort that nmeant they were trying not to

| augh out |oud but didn't mind showing that they were trying. Tiffany | ooked down at her boots

again. 'l don't know,' she nunbled, '"but | did throw the Queen of the Fairies out of ny country.
"Real | y?' said Annagramma. ' The Queen of the Fairies, eh? How did you do that?" 'I'm.. not sure
| just got angry with her.' And it was hard to remenber exactly what had happened that night.
Tiffany recalled the anger, terrible anger, and the world... changing. She'd seen it clearer than
a hawk sees, heard it better than a dog hears, felt its age beneath her feet, felt the hills stil
living. And she renenbered thinking that no one could do this for long and still be human. 'Well
you' ve got the right boots for stanping your foot,' said Annagranma. There were a few nore half-
conceal ed giggles. 'A Queen of the Fairies,' she added. 'I'msure you did. Wll, it helps to
dream' 'I don't tell lies,' nunbled Tiffany, but no one was listening. Sullen and upset, she

wat ched the girls OQpen the Corners and Sumon the Gircle, unless she'd got that the wong way
round. This went on for some tinme. It would have gone better if they'd all been sure what to do,
but it was probably hard to know what to do when Annagramma was around, since she kept correcting
everyone. She was standing with a big book open in her arns. ' now you, GCertruder, go

wi ddershins, no, that's the other way, | nust have told you literally a thousand tinmes, and Lul u-
where's Lulu? Well, you shouldn't have been there! Get the shriven chalice- not that one, no, the
one w thout handles... yes. Harrieta, hold the Wnd of the Air a bit higher, | nmean, it nmust be in

the air, d'you understand? And for goodness' sake, Petulia, please try to look alittle nore
stately, will you? | appreciate that it doesn't cone naturally to you, but you nmight at |east show
you're making an effort. By the way, |'ve been nmeaning to tell you, no invocation ever witten
starts with "um', unless |I'mvery nuch mistaken. Harrieta, is that the Caul dron of the Sea? Does
it even look like a Cauldron of the Sea? | don't think so, do you? Wiat was that noise? The girls

| ooked down. Then soneone munbled: 'Dinity trod on the Crclet of Infinity, Annagramma.' 'Not the
one with the genuine seed-pearls on it?" said Annagranma in a tight little voice. "Un yes,' said
Petulia. "But |I'msure she's very sorry. Umn.. shall | nake a cup of tea? The book slamed shut.
"What is the point? said Annagramma to the world in general. 'Wat. Is. The. Point? Do you want

to spend the rest of your lives as village witches, curing boils and warts for a cup of tea and a
biscuit? Well? Do you?' There was a shuffling anong the huddl ed witches, and a general nurnur of
"No, Annagramma.' 'You did all read Ms Earwi g's book, didn't you?' she denanded. 'Well, did you?
Petulia rai sed a hand nervously. 'Um' she began. 'Petulia, |'ve told you literally a million
times not to start. Every. Single. Sentence. Wth "Un- haven't 1?" "Um' said Petulia, trenbling
wi th nervousness. 'Just speak up, for goodness' sake! Don't hesitate all the tinme!' 'Um

"Petulia!" "Um' Really, you might nake an effort. Honestly, | don't know what's the natter with
all of you!'" | do, Tiffany thought. You're Iike a dog worrying sheep all the time. You don't give
themtinme to obey you and you don't |let them know when they've done things right. You just keep
barking. Petulia had | apsed into tongue-tied silence. Annagranma put the book down on the | og.
"Wll, we've conpletely lost the nonent,' she said. 'W may as well have that cup of tea, Petulia.
Do hurry up.' Petulia, relieved, grabbed the kettle. People relaxed a little. Tiffany | ooked at
the cover of the book. It read: The Hi gher Magi K by Letice Earwig, Wtch '"Magic with a K?' she
sai d al oud. ' Magi kkkk?' 'That's deliberate,' said Annagranma coldly. 'Ms Earwig says that if we
are to nake any progress at all we mnust distinguish the higher Magi K fromthe everyday sort.' 'The
everyday sort of magic? said Tiffany. 'Exactly. None of that munbling in hedgerows for us. Proper
sacred circles, spells witten down, A proper hierarchy, not everyone running around doi ng

what ever they feel like. Real wands, not bits of grubby stick. Professionalism wth respect.
Absolutely no warts. That's the only way forward.' '"Well, | think-' Tiffany began. 'l don't really
care what you think because you don't know enough yet,' said Annagramma sharply. She turned to the
group in general. 'Do we all at |east have something for the Trials this year?' she asked. There

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Ter...orld%2031%20-%20A%20Hat%20Full%200f%20Sky.txt (28 of 73) [10/18/2004 5:32:46 PM]



file://IG)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/lncoming/ T erry%20Pratchett%20-%20Discworl d%2031%20-%20A %20Hat%20Ful | %6200f%20Sky . txt

were general murmurs and nods in the thene of 'yes'. 'Wat about you, Petulia? said Annagrammu.
I"mgoing to do the pig trick, Annagramma,' said Petulia nmeekly. 'Good. You're nearly good at
that,' said Annagramma, and pointed around the circle, fromone girl to another, nodding at their
answers, until she cane to Tiffany. 'Soft Nellies? she said, to sniggering amusenent. 'Wat are
Wtch Trials? said Tiffany. 'Mss Tick mentioned them but | don't know what they are.

Annagr amma gave one of her noisy sighs. 'You tell her, Petulia,' she said. 'You brought her, after
all.' Hesitantly, with lots of 'urn's and gl ances at Annagranmma, Petulia explained about the Wtch
Trials. Um it was a tine when witches fromall over the mountains could neet up, and um see old
friends and um pick up the | atest news and gossip. Odinary people could cone along too, and there
was a fair and um sideshows. It was quite an umbig event. And in the afternoon all the witches
that umwanted to could show off a spell or um sonething they'd been working on, which was very um
popul ar. To Tiffany, they sounded |ike sheepdog trials, wi thout the dogs or the sheep. They were
in Sheercliff this year, which was quite close. "And is there a prize?" she asked. 'Um oh no,’
said Petulia. '"It's all done in spirit of fun and good fellow um good sistership.' 'Hah!' said
Annagramma. ''Not even she will believe that! It's all a fix, anyway. They'll all applaud M stress
Weat herwax. She al ways wi ns, whatever she does. She just nesses up people's nminds. She just fools
theminto thinking she's good. She wouldn't last five mnutes against a wi zard. They do rea

magi c. And she dresses like a scarecrow, too! It's ignorant old wonen |ike her who keep witchcraft
rooted in the past, as Ms Earwig points out in chapter one!' One or two girls | ooked uncertain
Petulia even | ooked over her shoulder. 'Un, people do say she's done amazing things, Annagramma,
she said. 'And, urn, they say she can spy on people nmles away-' 'Yes, they say that,' said
Annagramma. 'That's because they're all frightened of her! She's such a bully! That's all she
does, bully people and ness up their heads! That's old witchcraft, that is. Just one step away
fromcackling, in ny opinion. She's half cracked now, they say.' 'She didn't seem cracked to ne.'
"Who said that?' snapped Annagramma. Everyone | ooked at Tiffany, who w shed she hadn't spoken. But
now there was nothing for it but to go on. 'She was just a bit old and stern,' she said. 'But she
was quite... polite. She didn't cackle.' 'You' ve net her? 'Yes.' 'She spoke to you, did she?
snarl ed Annagranma. 'Was that before or after you kicked out the Fairy Queen?' 'Just after,' said
Tiffany, who was not used to this sort of thing. 'She turned up on a broonstick,' she added. 'I

am telling the truth.' 'OF course you are,' said Annagramm, smling grimy. 'And she
congratul ated you, | expect.' '"Not really,' said Tiffany. 'She seened pleased, but it was hard to
tell.'" And then Tiffany said sonething really, really stupid. Long afterwards, and |long after all

sorts of things had happened, she'd go 'la la lal' to blot out the nenory whenever something

rem nded her of that evening. She said: 'She did give ne this hat." And they said, all of them
with one voice: 'Wat hat?' Petulia took her back to the cottage. She did her best, and assured
Tiffany that she believed her, but Tiffany knew she was just being nice. Mss Level tried to talk
to her as she ran upstairs, but she bolted her door, kicked off her boots and lay down on the bed
with the pillow over her head to drown out the |aughter echoing inside. Downstairs, there was sone
muf f | ed conversati on between Petulia and Mss Level and then the sound of the door closing as
Petulia left. After a while there was a scraping noise as Tiffany's boots were dragged across the
floor and arranged neatly under the bed. Oswald was never off duty. After another while the

| aught er di ed down, although she was sure it'd never go conpletely. Tiffany could feel the hat. At
| east, she had been able to feel it. The virtual hat, on her real head. But no one could see it,
and Petulia had even waved a hand back and forth over Tiffany's head and encountered a conplete
absence of hat. The worst part- and it was hard to find the worst part, so humiliatingly bad had
it been- was hearing Annagranmma say, 'No, don't laugh at her. That's too cruel. She's just
foolish, that's all. | told you the old wonan nesses with people's heads!' Tiffany's First
Thoughts were running around in circles. Her Second Thoughts were caught up in the storm Only her
Third Thoughts, which were very weak, came up with: Even though your world is conpletely and
utterly ruined and can never be nade better, no matter what, and you 're conpletely inconsol abl e,
it would be nice if you heard soneone bringing sone soup upstairs... The Third Thoughts got
Tiffany off the bed and over to the door, where they guided her hand to slide the bolt back. Then
they let her fling herself on the bed again. A few mnutes later there was a creak of footsteps on
the landing. It's nice to be right. Mss Level knocked, then canme in after a decent pause. Tiffany
heard the tray go down on the table, then felt the bed nove as a body sat down on it. Tetulia is a
capable girl, |I've always thought,' said Mss Level, after a while. 'She'll nake sone village a
very serviceable witch one day.' Tiffany stayed silent. 'She told me all about it,' said Mss
Level. '"Mss Tick never nentioned the hat, but if |I was you | wouldn't have told her about it
anyway. |t sounds the sort of thing Mstress Watherwax would do. You know, sonetinmes it helps to
tal k about these things.' Mre silence fromTiffany... 'Actually, that's not true,' Mss Leve
added. 'But as a witch | amincredibly inquisitive and would | ove to know nore.' That had no
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effect either. Mss Level sighed and stood up. '"I'lIl leave the soup, but if you let it get too
cold Gswald will try to take it away.' She went downstairs. Nothing stirred in the roomfor about
five minutes, then there was faintest of tinkles as the soup began to nove. Tiffany's hand shot
out and gripped the tray firmy. That's the job of Third Thoughts: First and Second Thoughts m ght
under stand your current tragedy, but sonething has to renmenber that you haven't eaten since |unch
time. Afterwards, and after Oswald had speedily taken the empty bow away, Tiffany lay in the
dark, staring at nothing. The novelty of this new country had taken all her attention in the past
few days, but now that had drained away in the storm of |aughter, and honesickness rushed to fil
in the enpty spaces. She m ssed the sounds and the sheep and the silences of the Chal k. She m ssed
seeing the blackness of the hills fromher bedroom wi ndow, outlined against the stars. She

m ssed... part of herself... But they 'd |aughed at her. They 'd said, 'Wat hat?' and they'd

| aughed even nore when she'd raised her hand to touch the invisible brimand hadn't found it...
She' d touched it every day for eighteen nonths, and now it had gone. And she coul dn't neke a
shanmbl e. And she just had a green dress, while all the other girls wore bl ack ones. Annagramma had
a lot of jewellery, too, in black and silver. Al the other girls had shanbles, too, beautifu
ones. Who cared if they were just for show? Perhaps she wasn't a witch at all. Ch, she'd defeated
the Queen, with the help of the little nen and the nmenory of G anny Aching, but she hadn't used
magi c. She wasn't sure, now, what she had used. She'd felt something go down through the soles of
the boots, down through the hills and through the years, and conme back | oud and roaring in a rage

that shook the sky: ... how dare you invade ny world, my land, nmy life... But what had the virtua
hat done for her? Perhaps the old woman had tricked her, had just made her think there was a hat
there. Perhaps she was a bit cracked, |ike Annagranma had said, and had just got things wong.

Per haps Tiffany should go honme and nmake Soft Nellies for the rest of her life. Tiffany turned
round and crawl ed down the bed and opened her suitcase. She pulled out the rough box, opened it in
the dark and cl osed a hand around the | ucky stone. She'd hoped that there'd be sonme kind of spark
sonme kind of friendliness in it. There was none. There was just the roughness of the outside of
the stone, the snoothness on the face where it had split, and the sharpness between the tw. And
the piece of sheep's wool did nothing but nake her fingers snell of sheep, and this nade her |ong
for hone and feel even nore upset. The silver horse was cold. Only sonmeone quite close would have
heard the sob. It was quite faint, but it was carried on the dark red wings of msery. She wanted,
| onged for the hiss of wind in the turf and the feel of centuries under her feet. She wanted that
sense, which had never |eft her before, of being where Achings had lived for thousands of years.
She needed blue butterflies and the sounds of sheep and the big enpty skies. Back honme, when she'd
felt upset, she'd gone up to the remains of the old shepherding hut and sat there for a while.
That had al ways worked. It was a |l ong way away now. Too far. Now, she was full of a horrible,
heavy dead feeling, and there was nowhere to leave it. And it wasn't how things were supposed to
go. Were was the nagic? Oh, she understood that you had | earn about the basic, everyday craft,

but when did the "witch' part turn up? She'd been trying to | earn, she really had, and she was
turning into... well, a good worker, a handy girl with potions and a reliable person. Dependabl e,
like Mss Level. She'd expected- well, what? Well... to be doing serious witch stuff, you know,
broonsti cks, nmagic, guarding the world against evil forces in a noble yet nodest way, and then

al so doi ng good for poor people because she was a really nice person. And the people she'd seen in
the picture had rather | ess nessy ailnents and their children didn't have such runny noses. M W
avail's flying toenails weren't in it anywhere. Sone of them booneranged. She got sick on
broonsticks. Every tine. She couldn't even make a shanble. She was going to spend her days running
around after people who, to be honest, could sonetines be doing a bit nore for thenselves. No
magi ¢, no flying, no secrets... just toenails and bogeys. She belonged to the Chal k. Every day,
she'd told the hills what they were. Every day, they'd told her who she was. But now she coul dn't
hear them OQutside it began to rain, quite hard, and in the distance Tiffany heard the nutter of

t hunder. What would G anny Aching have done? But even folded in the wings of despair she knew the
answer to that. Ganny Aching never gave up. She'd search all night for a lost lanb... She |lay

| ooking at nothing for a while, and then |it the candle by the bed and sw velled her |egs onto the
floor. This couldn't wait until nmorning. Tiffany had a little trick for seeing the hat. |If you
nmoved your hand behind it quickly, there was a slight, brief blurriness to what you saw, as though

the Iight conming through the invisible hat took a little nore tine. It had to be there... Well,
the candl e shoul d give enough light to be sure. If the hat was there, everything would be fine and
it wouldn't matter what other people thought... She stood in the middle of the carpet, while

| i ght ni ng danced across the nmountai ns outside, and cl osed her eyes. Down in the garden the appl e-
tree branches flayed in the wind, the dreantatchers and cursenets clashing and jangling... 'See
me,' she said. The world went quiet, totally silent. It hadn't done that before. But Tiffany

ti ptoed around until she knew she was opposite hersel f, and opened her eyes again... And there she
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was, and so was the hat, as clear as it had ever been- And the inmage of Tiffany bel ow, a young
girl in a green dress, opened its eyes and snmiled at her and said: 'W see you. Now we are you.'
Tiffany tried to shout 'See ne not!' But there was no nouth to shout... Lightning struck somewhere
nearby. The wi ndow blew in. The candle flane flew out in a streaner of fire, and died. And then
there was only darkness, and the hiss of the rain.

Chapter 6

Hi ver Thunder rolled across the Chal k. Jeannie carefully opened the package that her nother had

gi ven her on the day she left the Long Lake nmound. It was a traditional gift, one that every young
kel da got when she went away, never to return. Keldas could never go hone. Kel das were hone. The
gift was this: nenory. Inside the bag was a triangle of tanned sheepskin, three wooden stakes, a

| ength of string twisted out of nettle fibres, a tiny |leather bottle and a hanmer. She knew what
to do, because she'd seen her nother do it many times. The hammer was used to bang in the stakes
around the snouldering fire. The string was used to tie the three corners of the |eather triangle
to the stakes so that it sagged in the centre, just enough to hold a snall bucket of water which
Jeanni e had drawn herself fromthe deep well. She knelt down and waited until the water very
slowy began to seep through the leather, then built up the fire. She was aware of all the eyes of
the Feegles in the shadowy galleries around and above her. None of them would conme near her while
she was boiling the cauldron. They'd rather chop their own leg off. This was pure hiddlins. And
this was what a cauldron really was, back in the days before humans had worked copper or poured
iron. It |ooked like magic. It was supposed to. But if you knew the trick, you could see how the
caul dron would boil dry before the | eather burned. Wen the water in the skin was steaning, she
danped down the fire and added to the water the contents of the little |eather bottle, which
contai ned sone of the water fromher nother's cauldron. That's how it had al ways gone, from nother
to daughter, since the very beginning. Jeannie waited until the cauldron had cool ed sone nore,
then took up a cup, filled it and drank. There was a sigh fromthe shadowy Feegles. She |ay back
and cl osed her eyes, waiting. Nothing happened except that the thunder rattled the land and the
lightning turned the world black and white. And then, so gently that it had al ready happened
before she realized that it was starting to happen, the past caught up with her. There, around
her, were all the old keldas, starting with her nother, her grandnothers, their nothers... back
until there was no one to remenber... one big nenory, carried for a while by nmany, worn and hazy
in parts but old as a mountain. But all the Feegles knew about that. Only the kel da knew about the
real hiddlin, which was this: the river of nenory wasn't a river, it was a sea. Keldas yet to be
born woul d renenber, one day. On nights yet to cone, they'd lie by their caul dron and becone, for
a few minutes, part of the eternal sea. By listening to unborn kel das renenbering their past, you

renmenber your future... You needed skill to find those faint voices, and Jeannie did not have all
of it yet, but sonmething was there. As lightning turned the world to black and white agai n she sat
bolt upright. It's found her,' she whispered... 'Oh, the puir wee thing!' Rain had soaked into the

rug when Tiffany woke up. Danp daylight spilled into the room She got up and cl osed the w ndow. A
few | eaves had blown in. OK It hadn't been a dream She was certain of that. Sonething..

strange had happened. The tips of her fingers were tingling. She felt... different. But not, now
she took stock, in a bad way. No. Last night she'd felt awful, but now, now she felt... full of
life. Actually, she felt happy. She was going to take charge. She was going to take control of her
life. Get-up-and-go had got up and conme. The green dress was runpled and really it needed a wash
She'd got her old blue one in the chest of drawers but, sonehow, it didn't seemright to wear it
now. She'd have to make do with the green until she could get another one. She went to put on her
boots, then stopped and stared at them They just wouldn't do, not now. She got the new shiny ones
out of her case and wore theminstead. She found both of Mss Level was out in the wet garden in
her nighties, sadly picking up bits of dreantatcher and fallen apples. Even sonme of the garden
ornanents had been smashed, although the madly grinning gnones had unfortunately escaped
destruction. Mss Level brushed her hair out of one pair of her eyes and said: 'Very, very
strange. Al the curse-nets seemto have expl oded. Even the boredom stones are di scharged! Did you
noti ce anything?" 'No, Mss Level,' said Tiffany neekly. 'And all the old shanbles in the workroom
are in pieces! | nean, | know they are really only ornanental and have next to no power left, but
sonet hing really strange nust have happened.' Both of her gave Tiffany a | ook that Mss Leve
probably thought was very sly and cunning, but it made her look slightly ill. The storm seened a
touch nagical to ne. | suppose you girls weren't doing anything... odd |ast night, were you

dear?' she said. 'No, Mss Level. | thought they were a bit silly.' 'Because, you see, GCswald
seens to have gone,' said Mss Level. "He's very sensitive to atnospheres It took Tiffany a nonment
to understand what she was tal king about. Then she said: 'But he's always here!' 'Yes, ever since
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I can renenber!' said Mss Level. 'Have you tried putting a spoon in the knife drawer?' 'Yes, of
course! Not so nuch as a rattle!" 'Dropped an apple core? He always-' 'That was the first thing
tried!'" 'How about the salt and sugar trick? Mss Level hesitated. 'Well, no...' She brightened

up. 'He does love that one, so he's bound to turn up, yes? Tiffany found the big bag of salt and
anot her of sugar, and poured both of theminto a bowl. Then she stirred up the fine white crystals
with her hand. She'd found this was the ideal away of keeping Gswal d occupied while they did the
cooking. Sorting the salt and sugar grains back into the right bags could take himan entire happy
afternoon. But now the m xture just lay there, Oswaldless. "Oh, well... I'Il search the house,’
said Mss Level, as if that was a good way of finding an invisible person. 'Go and see to the
goats, will you, dear? And then we'll have to try to renenber how to do the washing up!' Tiffany

| et the goats out of the shed. Usually, Black Meg i mediately went and stood on the mlKking

pl atform and gave her an expectant look as if to say: |'ve thought up a new trick. But not today.
When Tiffany | ooked inside the shed the goats were huddled in the dark at the far end. They

pani cked, nostrils flaring, and scanpered around as she went towards them but she managed to grab
Bl ack Meg by her collar. The goat tw sted and fought her as she dragged it out towards the mlking
stand. It clinbed up because it was either that or having its head pulled off, then stood there
snorting and bleating. Tiffany stared at the goat. Her bones felt as though they were itching. She

wanted to ... do things, clinb the highest nountain, leap into the sky, run around the world. And
she thought: This is silly, |I start every day with a battle of wits with an animal! Well, let's
show this creature who is in charge... She picked up the broomthat was used for sweeping out the

m | ki ng parlour. Black Meg's slot eyes w dened in fear, and whanml went the broom It hit the

m |l king stand. Tiffany hadn't intended to miss like that. She'd wanted to give Meg the wallop the
creature richly deserved but, sonehow, the stick had twisted in her hand. She raised it again, but
the I ook in her eye and the whack on the wood had achieved the right effect. Meg cowered. 'No nore
games!' hissed Tiffany, lowering the stick. The goat stood as still as a log. Tiffany nilked her
out, took the pail back into the dairy, weighed it, chalked up the anbunt on the slate by the
door, and tipped the nmlk into a big bowl. The rest of the goats were nearly as bad, but a herd

|l earns fast. Altogether they gave three gallons, which was pretty pitiful for ten goats. Tiffany
chal ked this up w thout enthusiasmand stood staring at it, fiddling with the chal k. Wat was the
poi nt of this? Yesterday she'd been full of plans for experinental cheeses, but now cheese was
dull. Way was she here, doing silly chores, hel ping people too stupid to hel p thensel ves? She
coul d be doing... anything! She | ooked down at the scrubbed wooden table. Soneone had witten on
the wood in chal k. And the piece of chalk was still in her hand- Tetulia's cone to see you, dear,
said Mss Level, behind her. Tiffany quickly shifted a m|king bucket over the words and turned
round guiltily. '"What?' she said. 'Wy?' 'Just to see if you're all right, | think,' said Mss
Level, watching Tiffany carefully. The dunpy girl stood very nervously on the doorstep, her pointy
hat in her hands. 'Um | just thought | ought to see how you, um are...' she muttered, |ooking
Tiffany squarely in the boots. "Um | don't think anyone really wanted to be unkind...' 'You're
not very clever and you're too fat,' said Tiffany. She stared at the round pink face for a nonent
and knew things. 'And you still have a teddy bear help ne and you believe in fairies.' She slamred
the door, went back to the dairy and stared at the bows of mlk and curds as if she were seeing
themfor the first time. Good with Cheese. That was one of the things everyone renenbered about
her: Tiffany Aching, brown hair, Good with Cheese. But now the dairy | ooked all wong and
unfanmiliar. She gritted her teeth. Good with Cheese. Was that really what she wanted to be? O al
the things people could be in the world, did she want to be known just as a dependabl e person to
have around rotted mlk? Did she really want to spend all day scrubbing sl abs and washing pails
and plates and... and... and that weird wire thing just there, that- ... cheese-cutter...- that
cheese-cutter? Did she want her whole life to- Hold on... '"Wo's there?" said Tiffany. 'Did
sonmeone just say "cheese-cutter"?' She peered around the room as if someone could be hiding

behi nd the bundl es of dried herbs. It couldn't have been OGswal d. He'd gone, and he never spoke in
any case. Tiffany grabbed the pail, spat on her hand and rubbed out the chal ked HELP ME- tried to
rub it out. But her hand gripped the edge of the table and held it firmy, no matter how nuch she
pul l ed. She flailed with her |left hand, managing to knock over a pail of mlk, which washed across

the letters... and her right hand | et go suddenly The door was pushed open. Both of M ss Level was
there. When she pulled herself together like that, standing side by side, it was because she felt
she had sonmething inportant to say. '|I have to say, Tiffany, that | think you were very nasty to

Petulia just now. She went off crying.' She stared at Tiffany's face. 'Are you all right, child?
Ti ffany shuddered. "Er... yes. Fine. Feel a bit odd. Heard a voice in ny head. Gone now.' M ss
Level | ooked at her with her heads on one side, right and left in different directions. 'If you're
sure, then. I'lIl get changed. We'd better |eave soon. There's a lot to do today." "Alot to do,'
said Tiffany weakly. '"Well, yes. There's Slapwick's leg, and |'ve got to see to the sick Ginmy
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baby, and it's been a week since |'ve visited Surleigh Bottom and, let's see, M Plover's got

Ghats again, and |I'd better just find a moment to have a word with Mstress Slopes... then there's
M Weavall's lunch to cook, | think I'll have to do that here and run down with it for him and of
course Ms Fanlight is near her tine and,' she sighed, 'so is Mss Hobblow, again... It's going to

be a full day. It's really hard to fit it all in, really it is.' Tiffany thought: You stupid
wonman, standing there | ooking worried because you just haven't got tinme to give people everything
they demand! Do you think you could ever give them enough hel p? G eedy, |azy, dunb people, always
wanting all the time! The Gimy baby? Ms Gimy's got el even children! Wo'd miss one? M
Weaval | 's dead al ready! He just won't go! You think they're grateful, but all they are doing is
maki ng sure you cone round again! That's not gratitude, that's just insurance! The thought
horrified part of her, but it had turned up and it flaned there in her head, just itching to
escape from her nmouth. 'Things need tidying up here,' she muttered. 'Ch, | can do that while we're
gone,' said Mss Level cheerfully. 'Conme on, let's have a snmilel There's lots to do!' There was

al ways lots to do, Tiffany grow ed in her head as she trailed after Mss Level to the first
village. Lots and lots. And it never made any difference. There was no end to the wanting. They
went from one grubby, snelly cottage to another, ministering to people too stupid to use soap,
drinking tea fromcracked cups, gossiping with old worren with fewer teeth than toes. It nmade her
feel ill. It was a bright day, but it seened dark as they wal ked on. The feeling was |ike a

t hunderstorminsi de her head. Then the daydreans began. She was hel ping to splint the armof sone
dull child who'd broken it when she gl anced up and saw her reflection in the glass of the cottage
wi ndow. She was a tiger, with huge fangs. She yel ped, and stood up. 'Ch, do be careful,' said Mss
Level, and then saw her face. 'Is there sonething wong?" she said. "I... |I... sonething bit nme!’
lied Tiffany. That was a safe bet in these places. The fleas bit the rats and the rats bit the
children. She managed to get out into the daylight, her head spinning. Mss Level cane out a few
nmnutes later and found her |eaning against the wall, shaking. 'You | ook dreadful,' she said.
"Ferns!' said Tiffany. 'Everywhere! Big ferns! And big things, |ike cows made out of |izards!' She
turned a wide, mrthless snmle onto Mss Level, who took a step back. 'You can eat theml' She

bl i nked. 'What's happeni ng?" she whispered. 'l don't know but |I'mcomng right down here this
mnute to fetch you,' said Mss Level. '"I'"mon the broonstick right now' 'They | aughed at ne when
| said | could trap one. Well, who's laughing now, tell me that, eh?" Mss Level's expression of
concern turned into sonething close to panic. 'That didn't sound |ike your voice. That sounded
like a man! Do you feel all right?" 'Feel... crowded,' murmured Tiffany. 'Crowded?' said M ss
Level. 'Strange... nenories... help ne...' Tiffany |ooked at her arm It had scales on. Now it had

hair on it. Now it was snmooth and brown, and hol ding- 'A scorpion sandwi ch?' she said. 'Can you
hear ne?' said Mss Tick, her voice a long way away. 'You're delirious. Are you sure you girls
haven't been playing with potions or anything |ike that?" The broonstick dropped out of the sky
and the other part of Mss Level nearly fell off. Wthout speaking, both of Mss Level got Tiffany
onto the stick and part of Mss Level got on behind her. It didn't take long to fly back to the
cottage. Tiffany spent the flight with her mind full of hot cotton-wol and wasn't at all certain
where she was, although her body did know and threw up again. Mss Level hel ped her off the stick
and sat her on the garden seat just outside the cottage door. 'Now just you wait there,' said Mss
Level, who dealt with emergencies by tal king incessantly and using the word 'just' too often

because it's a calmng word, '"and I'Il just get you a drink and then we'll just see what the
matter is...' There was a pause and then the stream of words canme out of the house again, dragging
M ss Level after themand I'Il just check o n... things. Just drink this, please!' Tiffany drank

the water and, out of the corner of her eye, saw M ss Level weaving string around an egg. She was
trying to make a shanble without Tiffany noticing. Strange inmages were floating around Tiffany's

m nd. There were scraps of voices, fragnments of menories... and one little voice that was her own,
smal | and defiant and getting fainter: You're not nme. You just think you are! Someone hel p ne!
"Now, then,' said Mss Level, '"let's just see what we can see-' The shanbl e expl oded, not just

into pieces but into fire and snoke. 'Ch, Tiffany,' said Mss Level, frantically waving snoke
away. 'Are you all right? Tiffany stood up slowy. It seemed to Mss Level that she was slightly

taller than she renmenbered. 'Yes, | think | am' said Tiffany. 'l think I've been all wong, but
now I'mall right. And |'ve been wasting ny tine, Mss Level.' 'Wat-?'" Mss Level began. Tiffany
pointed a finger at her. 'I know why you had to | eave the circus, Mss Level,' she said. 'It was
to do with the clown Floppo, the trick |adder and... some custard...' Mss Level went pale. 'How
could you possibly know that?' 'Just by |looking at you!' said Tiffany, pushing past her into the
dairy. "Watch this, Mss Level!' She pointed a finger. A wooden spoon rose an inch fromthe table.
Then it began to spin, faster and faster until, with a cracking sound, it broke into splinters.

They whirled away across the room 'And | can do this! Tiffany shouted. She grabbed a bow of
curds, tipped themout on the table and waved a hand at them They turned into a cheese. ' Now
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that's what cheesenaki ng shoul d be!' she said. To think that | spent stupid years |earning the
hard way! That's how a real witch does it! Wiy do we craw in the dirt, Mss Level ? Wy do we
anbl e around with herbs and bandage snelly old nen's | egs? Wy do we get paid with eggs and stal e
cakes? Annagrammma is as stupid as a hen but even she can see it's wong. Wy don't we use nagic?
Why are you so afraid? Mss Level tried to snile. "Tiffany, dear, we all go through this,' she
sai d, and her voi ce was shaki ng. Though not as... explosively as you, | have to say. And the
answer is... well, it's dangerous.' 'Yes, but that's what people always say to scare children,"’
said Tiffany. 'We get told stories to frighten us, to keep us scared! Don't go into the big bad
wood hel p ne because it's full of scary things, that's what we're told. But really, the big bad
wood shoul d be scared of us! I'mgoing out!" "I think that would be a good idea,' said Mss Leve
weakly. "Until you behave.' 'I don't have to do things your way,' snarled Tiffany, slammng the
door behind her. Mss Level's broomstick was | eaning against the wall a little way away. Tiffany
stopped and stared at it, her mind on fire. She'd tried to keep away fromit. Mss Level had
wheedl ed her into a trial flight with Tiffany clinging on tightly with arnms and | egs while both of
M ss Level ran alongside her, holding onto ropes and maki ng encouragi ng noi ses. They had st opped
when Tiffany threw up for the fourth tine. Well, that was then! She grabbed the stick, swung a |l eg
over it- and found that her other foot stuck to the ground as though nailed there. The broonstick
twisted around wildly as she tried to pull it up and, when the boot was finally tugged off the
ground, turned over so that Tiffany was upside down. This is not the best position in which to
make a grand exit. She said, quietly, 'Il amnot going to | earn you, you are going to learn me. O
the next lesson will involve an axe!' The broonstick turned upright, then gently rose. 'Right,"'
said Tiffany. There was no fear this tine. There was just inpatience. The ground droppi ng away
bel ow her didn't worry her at all. If it didn't have the sense to stay away fromher, she'd hit
it... As the stick drifted away, there was whispering in the |ong grass of the garden. 'Ach, we're
too late, Rob. That wuz the hiver, that wz.' 'Aye, but did ye see that foot? It's nae won yet-
oor hag's in there sonewhere! She's fighting it! It cannae win until it's taken the |last scrap o'
her! Willie, will ye stop tryin' to grab themapples!' '"It's sorry | amtae say this, Rob, but no
one can fight a hiver. "Tis like fightin' yoursel. The nore you fight, the nore it'lIl tak' o' ye.
And when it has all o' ye-' 'Wash ootyer mouth wi' hedgehog pee, Big Yan! That isnae gonna happen-
" '"Crivens! Here cones the big hag!' Half of Mss Level stepped out into the ruined garden. She
stared up at the departing broonstick, shaking her head. Daft Willie was stuck out in the open
where he'd been trying to snag a fallen apple. He turned to flee and woul d have got clean away if
he hadn't run straight into a pottery garden gnone. He bounced off, stunned, and staggered wildly,
trying to focus on the big, fat, chubby-cheeked figure in front of him He was far too angry to
hear the click of the garden gate and soft tread of approaching footsteps. Wien it cones to
choosi ng between running and fighting, a Feegle doesn't think twice. He doesn't think at all
"What're ye grinnin' at, pal? he demanded. 'COh aye, you reckon you're the big man, eh, jus
yez got a fishin' rod? He grabbed a pink pointy ear in each hand and ai ned his head at what
turned out be quite a hard pottery nose. It smashed anyway, as things tend to in these
circunstances, but it did slowthe little man down and cause himto stagger in circles. Too |ate,
he saw M ss Level bearing down on himfromthe doorway. He turned to flee, right into the hands of
al so Mss Level. Her fingers closed around him I'ma wtch, you know,' she said. "And if you
don't stop struggling this minute I will subject you to the nost dreadful torture. Do you know
what that is? Daft Willie shook his head in terror. Long years of juggling had given Mss Level a
grip like steel. Down in the long grass, the rest of the Feegles listened so hard it hurt. Mss
Level brought hima little closer to her mouth. "I"Il let you go right now w thout giving you a
taste of the twenty-year-old MacAbre single malt | have in ny cupboard,' she said. Rob Anybody

| eaped up. 'Ach, crivens, mistress, what a thing to taunt a body wi'! D ye no' have a drop of
mercy in you?' he shouted. 'Ye're a cruel hag indeed tae-' He stopped. Mss Level was sniling. Rob
Anybody | ooked around, flung his sword on the ground and said: 'Ach, crivens! The Nac Mac Feegl e
respected witches, even if they did call them hags. And this one had brought out a big loaf and a
whol e bottle of whisky on the table for the taking. You had to respect sonmeone like that. 'O
course, |I'd heard of you, and Mss Tick nentioned you,' she said, watching themeat, which is not
sonething to be done lightly. '"But | always thought you were just a nyth.' 'Aye, weel, we'll stay
that way if ye dinnae mind,' said Rob Anybody, and belched.' 'Tis bad enough wi' them arky-olly-
gee nen wantin' to dig up oour mounds wi 'oot themfolklore |adies wantin' to tak' pichoors o' us

cos

an' that.' 'And you watch over Tiffany's farm M Anybody?' 'Aye, we do that, an' we di nnae ask
for any reward,' said Rob Anybody stoutly. 'Aye, we just tak' a few wee eiggs an' fruits an' old
clothes and-' Daft Willie began. Rob gave hima look. "Er... wiz that one o' those tinmes when |

shoul dna' open ny big fat nouth?' said Willie. '"Aye. It wz,' said Rob. He turned back to both of
M ss Level. 'Mebbe we tak' the odd bitty thing Iyin' aboot in |ocked cupboards an' such-' added
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Daft Wil lie happily. '- but it's no' missed, an' we keeps an eye on the ships in paynment,' said
Rob, glaring at his brother. 'You can see the sea fromdown there?" said Mss Level, entering that
state of general bew | dernent that nost people fell into when talking to the Feegles. 'Rob Anybody
means the sheep,' said Awf'ly We Billy. Gonnagles know a bit nore about |anguage. 'Aye, | said
so, ships,' said Rob Anybody. 'Anywa'... aye, we watch her farm She's the hag o' oor hills, like
her granny.' He added proudly, 'It's through her the hills knows they are alive.' 'And a hiver
is... ?' Rob hesitated. 'Dunno the proper haggin' way o' talking aboot it,' he said. 'AM'ly We
Billy, you know themlang words.' Billy swallowed. 'There's old poens, mistress. It's like a- a
mnd wi'oot a body, except it disnae think. Some say it's nothing but a fear, and never dies. And
what it does...' Hs tiny face winkled. '"It's |like themthings you get on sheep,' he decided. The
Feegl es who weren't eating and drinking came to his aid. 'Horns?' 'Wols? 'Tails? 'Legs?
"Chairs? This was Daft Willie. 'Sheep ticks,' said Billy, thoughtfully. 'A parasite, you nean?
said Mss Level. 'Aye, that could be the word,' said Billy. "It creeps in, ye ken. It |ooks for
folks wi' power and strength. Kings, ye ken, nmgicians, |eaders. They say that way back in tinme,
afore there wuz people, it live in beasts. The strongest beasts, ye ken, the one wi' big, big
teeths. An' when it finds ye, it waits for a chance tae creep intae your head and it becones ye.'
The Feegles fell silent, watching Mss Level. 'Becones you?' she said. 'Aye. W' your nenories an
all. Only... it changes ye. It gives ye a lot o' power, but it takes ye over, nmakes ye its own.

An' the last wee bit of ye that still is ye... well, that'll fight and fight, mebbe, but it wll
dwi ndl e and dwindle until it's a gone an' ye're just a nenory The Feegl es watched both of M ss
Level . You never knew what a hag would do at a tinme |like this. 'Wzards used to sunmon denons, "'
she said. 'They may still do so, although | think that's considered so fifteen centuries ago these
days. But that takes a |lot of nmagic. And you could talk to denons, | believe. And there were
rules.' 'Never heard o' a hiver talkin' said Billy. 'O obeyin' rules.' 'But why would it want
Tiffany?' said Mss Level. 'She's not powerful!' 'She has the power o' the land in her,' said Rob
Anybody stoutly. ' 'Tis a power that cones at need, not for doin' wee conjurin' tricks. W seen
it, mstress!' 'But Tiffany doesn't do any magic,' said Mss Level, helplessly. "She's very bright
but she can't even nmake a shanble. You nust be wong about that.' 'Any o' youse | ads seen the hag
do any hagglin' lately? Rob Anybody demanded. There were a | ot of shaken heads, and a shower of
beads, beetles, feathers and m scell aneous head itens. 'Do you spy- | nmean, do you watch over her
all the time?' said Mss Level, slightly horrified. 'Ch, aye,' said Rob, airily. 'No' in the
privy, o'course. An' it's getting harder in her bedroom'cuz she's blocked up a ot o' the cracks,
for sone reason.’” 'l can't inmagine why,' said Mss Level carefully. 'No' us, neither,' said Ron.
"W reckon it was 'cuz o' the draughts.' 'Yes, | expect that's why it was,' said Mss Level. 'So
nostly we get in through a nousehole and hides out in her old dolly house until she guz tae
sleep,' said Rob. 'Dinnae look at me like that, nmistress, all the lads is perrrfect gentlenen an'
keeps their eyes tight shut when she's gettin' intae her nightie. Then there's one guarding her

wi ndow and another at the door.' 'Quarding her fromwhat?' 'Everything.' For a nmonent Mss Leve
had a picture in her mnd of a silent, nmoonlit bedroomw th a sleeping child. She saw, by the

wi ndow, |lit by the nmoon, one small figure on guard, and another in the shadows by the door. Wat
were they guarding her fron? Everything... But now sonething, this thing, has taken her over and
she's | ocked inside somewhere. But she never used to do magic! | could understand it if it was one
of the other girls, nessing around, but... Tiffany? One of the Feegles was slowy raising a hand
"Yes?' she said. 'It's me, nmistress, Big Yan. | dinnae know if it wuz proper hagglin', mstress,"'
he said nervously, 'but ne an' Nearly Big Angus saw her doin' sonething odd a fewtinmes, eh

Nearly Bi g Angus?' The Feegle next to himnodded and the speaker went on. 'It was when she got her
new dress and her new hat 'And verra bonny she | ooked, too,' said Nearly Big Angus. 'Aye, she did
that. But she'd put 'emon, and then standing in the niddle o' the floor and said- whut wuz it she
said, Nearly Big Angus?" ' "See ne",' Nearly Big Angus volunteered. Mss Tick | ooked blank. The
speaker, now |l ooking a bit sorry that he'd raised this, went on: 'Then after a wee while we'd hear
her voice say "See ne not" and then she'd adjust the hat, ye know, nmebbe to a nore fetchin'

angle.’ 'Oh, you nean she was | ooking at herself in what we call a mrror,' said Mss Level
"That's a kind of-' "W ken well what themthings are, mstress,' said Nearly Big Angus. 'She's
got a tiny one, all cracked and dirty. But it's nae good for a body as wants tae see herself
properly.' '"Verra good for the stealin', mirrors,' said Rob Anybody. 'W got oor Jeannie a silver
one wi' garnets in the frame.' 'And she'd say "See ne"?' said Mss Level. 'Aye, an' then "See ne
not",' said Big Yan. 'An' betweentines she'd stand verra still, like a stachoo.' 'Sounds like she
was trying to invent some kind of invisibility spell," Mss Level nused. 'They don't work |ike
that, of course.' 'W reckoned she was just tryin' to throw her voice,' said Nearly Big Angus. 'So
it sounds like it's comn' fra' somewhere else, ye ken? We lain can do that a treat when we're
huntin'.' 'Throw her voice?' said Mss Level, her brow winkling. "Wiy did you think that?" ' 'Cuz
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when she said "See me not", it sounded like it wuz no' conmin fra' her and her |ips di dnae nove.'
M ss Level stared at the Feegles. Wen she spoke next, her voice was a little strange. 'Tell ne,
she said, 'when she was just standing there, was she noving at all?" 'Just breathin' verra slow,
mstress,' said Big Yan. 'Wre her eyes shut?' 'Aye!' Mss Level started to breathe very fast.

' She wal ked out of her own body! There's not one witch in a hundred who can do that!' she said.

"That's Borrowing, that is! It's better than any circus trick! It's putting your m nd somewhere
el se! You have to learn how to protect yourself before you ever try it! And she just invented it
because she didn't have a mirror? The little fool, why didn't she say? She wal ked out of her own
body and left it there for anything to take over! | wonder what she thought she was doi ng?' After
a whil e Rob Anybody gave a polite cough. 'W're better at questions about fightin', drinkin' and
stealin' he nunbl ed. 'We dinna have the knowin' o' the hagglin'.'

Chapter 7

Sonething that called itself Tiffany flew across the treetops. It thought it was Tiffany. It could
renenmber everything -nearly everything- about being Tiffany. It |ooked like Tiffany. It even
thought like Tiffany, nore or less. It had everything it needed to be Tiffany... ... except
Tiffany. Except the tiny part of her that was ... ne. It peered fromher own eyes, tried to hear
with her ow ears, think with her owm brain. A hiver took over its victimnot by force, exactly,
but sinply by noving into any space, like the hernit elephant* It just *The hernit el ephant of
Howondal and has a very thin hide, except on its head, and young ones will often nove into a snall
mud hut while the owners are out. It is far too shy to harm anyone, but nost people quit their
huts pretty soon after an el ephant noves in. For one thing, it lifts the hut off the ground and
carries it away on its back across the veldt, settling it down over any patch of nice grass that
it finds. This makes housework very unpredictable. Nevertheless, an entire village of hernmt

el ephants noving across the plains is one of the finest sights on the continent. took you over
because that was what it did, until it was in all the places and there was no roomleft... Except-
- it was having trouble. It had flowed through her like a dark tide but there was a place, tight
and seal ed, that was still closed. If it had the brains of a tree, it would have been puzzled. If
it had the brains of a human, it would have been frightened... Tiffany brought the broonstick in

| ow over the trees, and landed it neatly in Ms Earwig's garden. There really was nothing to it,
she decided. You just had to want it to fly. Then she was sick again or, at least, tried to be,

but since she'd thrown up twice in the air there wasn't nmuch left to be sick with. It was

ridicul ous! She wasn't frightened of flying any nmore, but her stupid stonmach was! She wi ped her
mout h carefully and | ooked around. She'd [anded on a |awn. She'd heard of them but had never seen
a real one before. There was grass all round M ss Level's cottage, but that was just, well, the
grass of the clearing. Every other garden she'd seen was used for grow ng vegetables, w th perhaps
just a little space for flowers if the wife had got tough about it. A lawn neant you were posh
enough to afford to give up valuable potato space. This |lawn had stripes. Tiffany turned to the
stick and said, 'Stay!' and then nmarched across the lawn to the house. It was a | ot grander than
M ss Level's cottage but, fromwhat Tiffany had heard, Ms Earwig was a nore senior witch. She'd
also nmarried a wizard, although he didn't do any w zarding these days. It was a funny thing, Mss
Level said, but you didn't often neet a poor w zard. She knocked at the door and waited. There was
a curse-net hanging in the porch. You'd have thought that a witch wouldn't need such a thing, but
Ti ffany supposed they used them as decoration. There was al so a broonstick |eaning against the

wall, and a five-pointed silver star on the door. Ms Earwig advertised. Tiffany knocked on the
door again, nuch harder. It was instantly opened by a tall, thin woman, all in black. But it was a
very decorative rich, deep black, all lacy and ruffled, and set off with nore silver jewellery

than Tiffany i magi ned could exist. She didn't just have rings on her fingers. Sone fingers had
sort of silver finger gloves, designed to | ook |like claws. She gleaned |ike the night sky. And she
was wearing her pointy hat, which Mss Level never did at hone. It was taller than any hat that
Tiffany had ever seen. It had stars on it, and silver hatpins glittered. Al of this should have
added up to sonmething pretty inpressive. It didn't. Partly it was because there was just too much
of everything, but nostly it was because of Ms Earwi g. She had a | ong sharp face and | ooked very
much as though she was about to conpl ain about the cat fromnext door wi ddling on her |awn. And
she | ooked like that all the tine. Before she spoke, she very pointedly | ooked at the door to see
i f the heavy knocking had made a mark. 'Well?' she said, haughtily, or what she probably thought

was haughtily. It sounded a bit strangled. 'Bless all in this house,' said Tiffany. 'Wat? Oh,

yes. Favourable runes shine on this our nmeeting,' said Ms Earwig hurriedly. '"Wll? 'l've come to
see Annagramma,' said Tiffany. There really was too much silver. 'Oh, are you one of her girls?
said Mss Earwig. '"Not... exactly,' said Tiffany. 'I work with Mss Level' "Ch, her,' said Ms
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Earwi g, | ooking her up and down. 'Green is a very dangerous colour. What is your nane, child?
"Tiffany.'" "Hnm' said Ms Earwig, not approving at all. 'Well, you had better come in.' She

gl anced up and nade a tch! sound. "Oh, will you look at that? | bought that at the craft fair over
in Slice, too. It was very expensive!' The curse-net was hanging in tatters. 'You didn't do that,
did you?' Ms Earwi g demanded. 'It's too high, Ms Earwig,' said Tiffany. '"It's pronounced Ah-
Wij,' said Ms Earwig coldly. 'Sorry, Ms Earwig.' 'Cone.' It was a strange house. You coul dn't
doubt that a witch lived in it, and not just because every doorframe had a tall pointy bit cut out
of the top of it to allow Ms Earwig's hat to pass through. Mss Level had nothing on her walls
except circus posters, but Ms Earwi g had proper big paintings everywhere and they were all..
witchy. There were lots of crescent noons and young wonen with quite frankly not enough clothes
on, and big nen with horns and, ooh, not just horns. There were suns and noon on the tiles of the
floor, and the ceiling of the roomTiffany was led into was high, blue and painted with stars. Ms
Earwi g (pronounced Ah-wij) pointed to a chair with gryphon's feet and crescent-shaped cushi ons.

"Sit there,' she said. 'I will tell Annagramm you are here. Do not kick the chairlegs, please.’
She went out via another door. Tiffany | ooked around- the hiver |ooked around and thought: |'ve
got to be the strongest. Wien | am strongest, | shall be safe. That one is weak. She thinks you
can buy magic. 'Oh, it really is you,' said a sharp voice behind her. 'The cheese girl.' Tiffany

stood up.- the hiver had been many things, including a nunber of w zards, because w zards sought
power all the tinme and sonetines found, in their treacherous circles, not sone demon who was so
stupid that it could be tricked with threats and riddles, but the hiver, which was so stupid that
it could not be tricked at all. And the hiver renenbered- Annagramma was drinking a glass of mlKk.
Once you' d seen Ms Earwi g, you understood sonethi ng about Annagramra. There was an air about her
that she was taking notes about the world in order to draw up a |ist of suggestions for

i mprovenents. 'Hello,' said Tiffany. 'l suppose you cane along to beg to be allowed to join after
all, have you? | suppose you night be fun." '"No, not really. But | nmight let you join me,' said
Tiffany. 'Are you enjoying that mlk?" The glass of mlk turned into a bunch of thistles and
grass. Annagramma dropped it hurriedly. Wien it hit the floor, it becane a glass of mlk again
and shattered and splashed. Tiffany pointed at the ceiling. The painted stars flared, filling the
roomwi th |ight. But Annagranma stared at the spilled mlk. 'You know they say the power cones?'
said Tiffany, wal king around her. 'Well, it's cone to ne. Do you want to be ny friend? O do you
want to be... in nmy way? | should clean up that mlk, if |I was you.' She concentrated. She didn't
know where this was conming from but it seened to know exactly what to do. Annagramma rose a few
inches off the floor. She struggled and tried to run, but that only nade her spin. To Tiffany's
dreadful delight, the girl started to cry. 'You said we ought to use our power,' said Tiffany,
wal ki ng around her as Annagranma tried to break free. 'You said if we had the gift, people ought
to know about it. You're a girl with her head screwed on right.' Tiffany bent down a bit to | ook
her in the eye. "Wuldn't it be awmful if it got screwed on wong? She waved a hand and her
prisoner dropped to the ground. But while Annagranma was unpl easant she wasn't a coward, and she
rose up with her nmouth open to yell and a hand upraised- 'Careful,' said Tiffany. | can do it
agai n.' Annagranma wasn't stupid either. She | owered her hand and shrugged. 'Well, you have been
| ucky,' she said grudgingly. '"But | still need your help,' said Tiffany. 'Wy would you need ny
hel p?' said Annagramma sulkily.- W need allies, the hiver thought with Tiffany's mnd. They can
hel p protect us. If necessary, we can sacrifice them Oher creatures will always want to be
friends with the powerful, and this one |oves power- To start with,' said Tiffany, 'where can

get a dress like yours? Annagranmma’'s eyes lit up. 'Oh, you want Zakzak Strongi nthearm over in

Sallett Wthout,' she said. '"He sells everything for the nodern witch.' 'Then | want everything,'
said Tiffany. '"He'll want paying,' Annagrama went on. 'He's a dwarf. They know real gold from

illusion gold. Everyone tries it out on him of course. He just laughs. If you try it twice, he'l
make a conmplaint to your mistress.' 'Mss Tick said a witch should have just enough noney,' said

Tiffany. That's right,' said Annagramma. 'Just enough to buy everything she wants! Ms Earwi g says
that just because we're witches we don't have to live |ike peasants. But Mss Level is old-

fashi oned, isn't she? Probably hasn't got any noney in the house.' And Tiffany said, 'Ch, | know
where | can get some noney. |'Il|l nmeet you please help nme! here this afternoon and you can show ne
where his place is.' 'What was that?' said Annagranmmma sharply. 'I just said |I'd stop ne! neet you
here this-' Tiffany began. 'There it was again! There was a sort of... odd echo in your voice,"'
sai d Annagramma. 'Like two people trying to talk at once.' 'Ch, that,' said the hiver. That's
nothing. It'lIl stop soon.' It was an interesting mnd and the hiver enjoyed using it- but always
there was that one place, that little place that was closed; it was annoying, |ike an itch that
woul dn't go away... It did not think. The mnd of the hiver was just what renmmined of all the
other minds it had once lived in. They were like echoes after the nusic is taken away. But even
echoes, bouncing off one another, can produce new harnoni es. They cl anged now. They rang out
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things like: Fit in. Not strong enough yet to make enenies. Have friends... Zakzak's |ow
ceilinged, dark shop had plenty to spend your nobney on. Zakzak was indeed a dwarf, and they're not
traditionally interested in using magic, but he certainly knew how to display nerchandi se, which
is what they are very good at. There were wands, nostly of netal, sone of rare woods. Sone had
shiny crystals stuck on them which of course nade them nore expensive. There were bottles of
coloured glass in the 'potions' section and, oddly enough, the snaller the bottle, the nore

expensive it was. That's because there's often very rare ingredients, like the tears of sonme rare
snake or sonething,' said Annagramma. '| didn't know snakes cried,' said Tiffany. 'Don't they? Oh,
well, | expect that's why it's expensive.' There was plenty of other stuff. Shanbles hung fromthe

ceiling, nmuch prettier and nore interesting than the working ones that Tiffany had seen. Since
they were nade up conplete, then surely they were dead, just |ike the ones Mss Level kept for
ornanent ati on. But they | ooked good- and | ooki ng good was inportant. There were even stones for
looking into. 'Crystal balls,' said Annagranma as Tiffany picked one up. 'Careful! They're very
expensi ve!' She pointed to a sign, which had been placed thoughtfully anmongst the glittering

gl obes. It said: Lovely to ook at Nice to hold If you drop it You get torn apart by wld horses
Tiffany held the biggest one in her hand and saw how Zakzak noved slightly away from his counter
ready to rush forward with a bill if she dropped it. 'Mss Tick uses a saucer of water with a bit
of ink poured into it,' she said. 'And she usually borrows the water and cadges the ink, at that.
"Oh, a fundanentalist' said Annagranma. 'Letice -that's Ms Earw g- says they let us down
terribly. Do we really want people to think witches are just a bunch of mad ol d wormen who | ook
like crows? That's so gi ngerbread-cottagey! W really ought to be professional about these

things." "Hm ' said Tiffany, throwing the crystal ball up into the air and catching it again with
one hand. 'People should be made to fear witches.' 'Well, er, certainly they should respect us,"
said Annagranma. 'Urn... | should be careful with that, if |I was you...' "Wiy?' said Tiffany,

tossing the ball over her shoul der. That was finest quartz!' shouted Zakzak, rushing around his
counter. 'Oh, Tiffany,' said Annagrammma, shocked but trying not to giggle. Zakzak rushed past them
to where the shattered ball lay in hundreds of very expensive fragnmen-- did not lie in very
expensive fragnments. Both he and Annagramma turned to Tiffany. She was spinning the crystal gl obe
on the tip of her finger. 'Quickness of the hand deceives the eye,' she said. 'But | heard it
smash!' said Zakzak. 'Deceives the ear, too,' said Tiffany, putting the ball back on its stand. 'I

don't want this, but'- and she pointed a finger- 'I'Il take that necklace and that one and the one
with the cats and that ring and a set of those and two, no, three of those and- what are these?'
"Um that's a Book of Night,' said Annagranmma nervously. 'It's a sort of magical diary. You wite
down what you've been working on..." Tiffany picked up the |eather-bound book. It had an eye set

in heavier |eather on the cover. The eye rolled to look at her. This was a real witch's diary, and
much nore inpressive than sonme shanmefully cheap ol d book bought off a pedlar. 'Wose eye was it?

said Tiffany. 'Anyone interesting? 'Er, | get the books fromthe w zards at Unseen University,
sai d Zakzak, still shaken. 'They're not real eyes, but they're clever enough to sw vel around
until they see another eye.' It just blinked,' said Tiffany. 'Very clever people, w zards,' said
the dwarf, who knew a sal e when he saw one. "Shall | wap it up for you?" 'Yes,' said Tiffany.
"Wap everything up. And now can anyone hear ne? show ne the clothes departnent...' ... where
there were hats. There are fashions in witchery, just like everything else. Sone years the
slightly concertina'd look is in, and you'll even see the point twi sting around so nmuch it's

nearly pointing at the ground. There are varieties even in the nost traditional hat (Upright Cone,
Bl ack), such as 'the Countrywonman' (inside pockets, waterproof), 'the C oudbuster' (Il ow drag
coefficient for broomstick use), and, quite inportantly, 'the Safety' (guaranteed to survive 80%
of falling farmhouses). Tiffany chose the tallest upright cone. It was nore than two feet high and
had big stars sewn on it. 'Ah, the Sky Scraper. Very nuch your Look,' said Zakzak, bustling around
and opening drawers. 'It's for the witch on the way up, who knows what she wants and doesn't care
how many frogs it takes, aha. Incidentally, many ladies like a cloak with that. Now, we have the
M dni ght, pure wool, fine knit, very warm but'- he gave Tiffany a knowi ng | ook- 'we currently
have very limted supplies of the Zephyr Billow, just in, very rare, black as coal and thin as a
shadow. Conpl etely usel ess for keeping you warmor dry but it |ooks fabulous in even the slightest
breeze. Observe-' He held up the cloak and blew gently. It billowed out al nbst horizontally,

flapping and twisting like a sheet in a gale. 'Ch, yes,' breathed Annagrammma. 'I'Il take it,' said
Tiffany. 'l shall wear it to the Wtch Trials on Saturday.' 'Well, if you win, be sure to tel
everyone you bought it here,' said Zakzak. 'Wen | win | shall tell them| got it at a

consi derabl e discount,' said Tiffany. "Ch, | don't do discounts,' said Zakzak, as loftily as a

dwarf can manage. Tiffany stared at him then picked up one of the npbst expensive wands fromthe
display. It glittered. 'That's a Nunber Six,' whispered Annagranma. 'Ms Earwi g has one of those!
'l see it's got runes on it,' said Tiffany, and sonething about the way she said it made Zakzak go
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pale. 'Well, of course,' said Annagrama. 'You' ve got to have runes.' 'These are in Oggham' said
Tiffany, smiling nastily at Zakzak. 'It's a very ancient |anguage of the dwarfs. Shall | tell you
what they say? They say "Oh What A Vally Is Waving This".' 'Don't you take that nasty |ying tone
with me, young lady!' said the dwarf. 'Wio's your mistress? | know your type! Learn one spell and
you think you're Mstress Wat herwax! |'m not standing for this kind of behaviour! Brian'.' There
was a rustling fromthe bead curtains that led to the back of the shop and a w zard appeared. You
could tell he was a wi zard. Wzards never wanted you to have to guess. He had | ong flow ng robes,
with stars and magi cal synbols on them there were even sonme sequins. H s beard woul d have been
long and flowing if indeed he'd been the kind of young nman who could really grow a beard. |nstead,
it was ragged and wi spy and not very clean. And the general effect was al so spoiled by the fact
that he was snoking a cigarette, had a nug of tea in his hand and a face that |ooked a bit |ike
sonmet hing that |ives under danp |ogs. The mug was chipped and on it were the jolly words ' You
Don't Have to Be Magic to Wrk Here But It Helps!!!!!I" 'Yeah?' he said, adding reproachfully, "I
was on my tea break, you know.' 'This young... lady is being awkward,' said Zakzak. ' Throw ng
magi ¢ about. Tal ki ng back and being smart at ne. The usual stuff.' Brian |ooked at Tiffany. She
smled. 'Brian's been to Unseen University,' said Zakzak with a 'so there' smrk. 'Got a degree.
What he doesn't know about magic could fill a book! These | adi es need showi ng the way out, Brian.
"Now t hen, | adies,' said Brian nervously, putting down his nmug. 'Do what M Strongint hearm says
and push off, right? W don't want trouble, do we? Go on, there's good kids.' 'Wy do you need a
wi zard to protect you, with all these nmagical amulets around the place, M Stronginthearn? said
Tiffany sweetly. Zakzak turned to Brian. 'Wat're you standing there for?' he demanded. 'She's

doing it again! | pay you, don't 1? Put a 'fluence on 'em or sonething!'" '"Well, er... that one
could be a bit of an awkward custoner...' Brian said, nodding towards Tiffany. 'If you studied

wi zardry, Brian, then you know about conservation of nass, don't you?' she said. 'l nean, you know
what really happens when you try to turn soneone into a frog? 'Well, er...' the w zard began

"Ha! That's just a figure of speech!' snapped Zakzak. I'd like to see you turn someone into a
frog!'" '"Wsh granted,' said Tiffany, and waved the wand. Brian started to say, 'Look, when | said

I'"d been to Unseen University | neant-' But he ended up saying, 'Erk.' Take the eye away from

Ti ffany, up through the shop, high, high about the village until the | andscape spreads out in a
pat chwork of field, woods and nountains. The magi c spreads out |like the ripples nmade when a stone
is dropped in water. Wthin a fewnles of the place it nmakes shanbl es spin and breaks the threads
of curse-nets. As the ripples widen the nagic gets fainter, although it never dies, and still can
be felt by things far nore sensitive than any shanble... Let the eye nmove and fall now on this
wood, this clearing, this cottage... There is nothing on the walls but whitewash, nothing on the
floor but cold stone. The huge fireplace doesn't even have a cooking stove. A black tea kettle
hangs on a bl ack hook over what can hardly be called a fire at all; it's just a fewlittle sticks
huddl i ng together. This is the house of a life peeled to the core. Upstairs, an old woman, all in
faded bl ack, is lying on a narrow bed. But you wouldn't think she was dead, because there is a big
card on a string around her neck which reads: | Ain't Dead ... and you have to believe it when
it's witten down like that. Her eyes are shut, her hands are crossed on her chest, her nouth is
open. And bees crawl into her nouth, and over her ears, and all over her pillow They fill the
room flying in and out of the open w ndow, where soneone has put a row of saucers filled with
sugary water on the sill. None of the saucers match, of course. A witch never has matching
crockery. But the bees work on, com ng and going... busy as bees. Wen the ripple of magi c passes
through, the buzz rises to a roar. Bees pour in though the wi ndow urgently, as though driven by a
gale. They land on the still old wonman until her head and shoul ders are a boiling mass of tiny
brown bodies. And then, as one insect, they rise in a stormand pour away into the outside air
which is full of whirling seeds fromthe sycanore trees outside. M stress Watherwax sat bolt
upright and said: 'Bzzzt!' Then she stuck a finger into her nouth, rootled around a bit and pulled
out a struggling bee. She blew on it and shooed it out of the window For a noment her eyes seemned
to have many facets, just like a bee. 'So,' she said. 'She's |earned how to Borrow, has she? O
she's been Borrowed!' Annagranmma fainted. Zakzak stared, too afraid to faint. 'You see,' said
Tiffany, while sonething in the air went gloop, gloop above them 'a frog weighs only a few ounces
but Brian wei ghs, oh, about a hundred and twenty pounds, yes? So, to turn soneone big into a frog
you've got to find sonmething to do with all the bits you can't fit into a frog, right?" She bent
down and lifted up the pointy wizard's hat on the floor. 'Happy, Brian?' she said. A snmall frog,
squatting on a heap of clothes, |ooked up and said, 'Erk!' Zakzak didn't |ook at the frog. He was
| ooking at the thing that went gloop, gloop. It was like a |arge pink balloon full of water, quite
pretty really, wobbling gently against the ceiling. 'You' ve killed him' he nunbl ed. 'Wat? OCh,

no. That's just the stuff he doesn't need right now. It's sort of... spare Brian.' 'Erk,' said
Brian. G oop went the rest of him 'About this discount-' Zakzak began hurriedly. 'Ten per cent
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woul d be-' Tiffany waved the wand. Behind her, the whole display of crystals rose in the air and
began to orbit one another in a glittering and above all fragile way. 'That wand shoul dn't do
that!' he said. 'O course it can't. It's rubbish. But | can,' said Tiffany. 'Ninety per cent
di scount, did | hear you say? Think quickly, I"'mgetting tired. And the spare Brian is getting...

heavy.' 'You can keep it all!' Zakzak screaned. 'For free! Just don't let himsplash! Please!’
"No, no, I'd like you to stay in business,' said Tiffany. 'A ninety per cent discount woul d be
fine. 1'd like you to think of ne as... a friend 'Yes! Yes! | amyour friend! I'ma very friendly

person! Now pl ease put hi m baaack! Please!' Zakzak dropped to his knees, which wasn't very far
"Please! He's not really a wizard! He just did evening classes there in fretwork! They hire out

cl assroons, that sort of thing. He thinks |I don't know But he read a few of the nagic books on
the quiet and he pinched the robes and he can talk wizard lingo so's you'd hardly know the
difference! Please! I'd never get a real wizard for the noney | pay him Don't hurt him please!

Ti ffany waved a hand. There was a nonent even nore unpl easant than the one which had ended up with
the spare Brian bumping against the ceiling, and then the whole Brian stood there, blinking.

" Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!' gasped Zakzak. Brian blinked. 'Wat just happened?' he said.
Zakzak, beside himself with horror and relief, patted himfrantically. 'You're all there?" he
said. 'You're not a balloon?" 'Here, get off!' said Brian, pushing himaway. There was a groan
from Annagranmma. She opened her eyes, saw Tiffany and tried to scranble to her feet and back away,
whi ch neant that she went backwards |like a spider. 'Please don't do that to ne! Please don't!' she
shouted. Tiffany ran after her and pulled her to her feet. 'I wouldn't do anything to you
Annagramma, ' she said happily. 'You' re ny friend! We're all friends! Isn't that nice please please
stop ne...' You had to renenber that pictsies weren't brownies. In theory, brownies would do the
housework for you if you left thema saucer of mlk. The Nac Mac Feegle... wouldn't. GCh, they'd
try, if they liked you and you didn't insult themwith mlk in the saucer. They were hel pful. They
just weren't good at it. For exanple, you shouldn't try to remove a stubborn stain froma plate by
repeatedly hitting it with your head. And you didn't want to see a sink full of them and your best
china. O a precious pot rolling backwards and forwards across the floor while the Feegles inside
si mul t aneously fought the ground-in dirt and each other. But Mss Level, once she'd got the better
china out of the way, found she rather liked the Feegles. There was sonet hi ng unsquashabl e about

them And they were entirely unanmazed by a wonan with two bodies, too. 'Ach, that's no thin',' Rob
Anybody had said. 'Wen we wuz raidin' for the Quin, we once found a world where there wiz peopl e
wi' five bodies each. Al sizes, ye ken, for doin" a' kinds of jobs.' '"Really? said both of Mss

Level . 'Aye, and the biggest body had a huge | eft hand, just for openin' pickle jars.' 'Those lids
can get very tight, it's true,” Mss Level had agreed. 'Ch, we saw sonme nuckle eldritch places
when we wuz raiding for the Quin' said Rob Anybody. 'But we gave that up for she wiz a schemn',
greedy, ill-fared carlin, that she was!' 'Aye, and it wuz no' because she threw us oot o

Fairyl and for being conpletely pished at two in the afternoon, whatever any scunner night nphf
mphf...' said Daft Willie. 'Pished? said Mss Level. 'Aye... oh, aye, it neans... tired. Aye.
Tired. That's whut it neans,' said Rob Anybody, holding his hands firmy over his brother's nouth.
"An' ye dinnae ken howto talk in front o' a |ady, yah shamerin' wee scunner!' '"Er... thank you
for doing the washing up,' said Mss Level. '"You really didn't need to..." '"Ach, it wasnae any
trouble,' said Rob Anybody cheerfully, letting Daft Willie go. "An' |I'msure all them plates an'
stuff will nmend fine wi' a bit o' glue.' Mss Level |ooked up at the clock with no hands. 'It's
getting late,' she said. 'Wat exactly is it you propose to do, M Anybody?' 'Wut?' 'Do you have
a plan?' 'GCh, aye!' Rob Anybody rummaged around in his spog, which is a | eather bag nost Feegl es
have hanging fromtheir belt. The contents are usually a nystery, but sometines include
interesting teeth. He flourished a nuch-fol ded piece of paper. Mss Level carefully unfolded it.
"PLN'?' she said. 'Aye,' said Rob proudly. 'We cane prepared! Look, it's witten doon. Pee El Ner
Plan.' "Er... howcan | put this... ?' Mss Level nused. 'Ah, yes. You cane rushing all this way
to save Tiffany froma creature that can't be seen, touched, snelled or killed. Wat did you
intend to do when you found it?" Rob Anybody scratched his head, to a general shower of objects.
"I think nebbe you've put yer finger on the one weak spot, mstress,' he admtted. 'Do you nean
you charge in regardless? 'Ch, aye. That's the plan, sure enough,' said Rob Anybody, brightening
up. 'And then what happens?' 'Wel, gen'raly people are tryin' tae wallop us by then, so we just

mak' it up as we gae along.' 'Yes, Robert, but the creature is inside her head!' Rob Anybody gave
Billy a questioning | ook. 'Robert is a heich-heidit way o' sayin' Rob,' said the gonnagle, and to
save tine he said to Mss Level: 'That means kinda posh.' 'Ach, we can get inside her heid, if we
have to,' said Rob. 'I'd hoped tae get here afore the thing got to her, but we can chase it.'" Mss
Level's face was a picture. Two pictures. 'Inside her head!' she said. 'Ch, aye,' said Rob, as if
that sort of thing happened every day. 'No probleno. W can get in or oot o' anywhere. Except
maybe pubs, which for some reason we ha' trouble leavin'. A heid? Easy.' 'Sorry, we're talKking

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Ter...orld%2031%20-%20A%20Hat%20Full%200f%20Sky.txt (40 of 73) [10/18/2004 5:32:47 PM]



file://IG)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/lncoming/ T erry%20Pratchett%20-%20Discworl d%2031%20-%20A %20Hat%20Ful | %6200f%20Sky . txt

about a real head here, are we?' said Mss Level, horrified. 'What do you do, go in through the
ears?' Once again, Rob stared at Billy, who | ooked puzzled. 'No, nmistress. They'd be too small,"
he said, patiently. 'But we can nove between worlds, ye ken. W're fairy folk." Mss Level nodded
both heads. It was true, but it was hard to | ook at the assenbl ed ranks of the Nac Mac Feegl e and
renenber that they were, technically, fairies. It was |ike watching penguins sw nm ng underwat er
and having to renmenber that they were birds. 'And?' she said. 'W can get intae dreans, ye see..

And what's a mind but another world o' dreamin'? 'No, | nust forbid that!' said Mss Level. 'l
can't have you running around inside a young girl's head! | mean, |ook at you! You're fully-
grow... well, you're nen! It'd be like, like... well, it'd be like you | ooking at her diary!' Rob
Anybody | ooked puzzled. 'Ch, aye?' he said. 'W |ooked at her diary |loads o' tines. Nae harm
done.' 'You | ooked at her diary?" said Mss Level, horrified. 'Wy? Really, she thought |ater

she shoul d have expected the answer. "Cuz it wuz |ocked,' said Daft Willie. 'If she didnae want
anyone tae look at it, why'd she keep it at the back o' her sock drawer? Anyway, all there wz wz
a load o' words we coul dnae unnerstan' an' wee drawi ngs o' hearts and flowers an' that.' 'Hearts?
Tiffany?' said Mss Level. 'Really? She shook herself. 'But you shouldn't have done that! And
going into soneone's mnd is even worse!' 'The hiver is in there, mstress,' said AW'ly We Billy
meekly. 'But you said you can't do anything about it!' 'She might. If we can track her doon,' said
the gonnagle. 'If we can find the wee bitty bit o' her that's still her. She's a bonny fighter
when she's roused. Ye see, nmistress, anmnd s like a wrld itself. She'll be hidin in it
sonmewhere, |ookin' oot through her own eyes, listenin' wi' her own ears, tryin to make people

hear, tryin' no' to let yon beast find her... and it'll be hunting her all the time, trying tae
break her doon M ss Level began to |ook hunted herself. Fifty small faces, full of worry and hope
and broken noses, |ooked up at her. And she knew she didn't have a better plan. O even a PLN
"All right,' she said. 'But at |east you ought to have a bath. | know that's silly, but it wll
make ne feel better about the whole thing.' There was a general groan. 'A bath? But we a' had one
no' a year ago,' said Rob Anybody. 'Up at the big dew pond for the ships!' 'Ach, crivens!' said

Big Yan. 'Ye cannae ask a man tae take a bath again this soon, mstress! There'll be nothin' left
o' us!" "Wth hot water and soap!' said Mss Level. "I nean it! I'Il run the water and I... |"l
put sonme rope over the edge so you can clinb in and out, but you will get clean. I'ma wi - a hag,

and you'd better do what | say!' "Oh, all reet!' said Rob. "W'Il do it for the big wee hag. But
ye're no' tae peek, OK?' 'Peek?' said Mss Level. She pointed a trenbling finger. 'Get into that

bat hroom nowt' M ss Level did, however, listen at the door. It's the sort of thing a witch does.
There was nothing to hear at first but the gentle splash of water, and then: "This is no' as bad
as | thought!' '"Aye, very pleasin'.' 'Hey, there's a big yellow duck here. Who 're ye pointin’

that beak at, yer scunner-' There was a wet quack and sone bubbling noises as the rubber duck
sank. 'Rob, we oughtae get one o' these put in back in the nound. Verra warmn' in the wnter
time.' '"Aye, it's no' that good for the ship, havin' tae drink oot o' that pond after we 've been
bathin'. It's terrible, hearin' a ship try tae spit.' "Ach, it'll make us softies! It's nae a guid
wash if ye dinnae ha' the ice formn' on yer held!" ' Wwo 're you callin' a softie? There
followed a | ot nore splashing and water started to seep under the door. Mss Level knocked. ' Come
on out now, and dry yourselves off!’' she conmanded. ' She could be back at any minute!' In fact it
wasn't for another two hours, by which time Mss Level had got so nervous that her neckl aces
jingled all the tine. She'd cone to witching later than nost, being naturally qualified by reason
of the two bodies, but she'd never been very happy about magic. In truth, nost w tches could get
through their whole life without having to do serious, undeni able magi c (maki ng shanbl es and curse-
nets and dreanctatchers didn't really count, being rather nore like arts-and-crafts, and nost of
the rest of it was practical nedicine, combn sense and the ability to |l ook stern in a pointy
hat). But being a witch and wearing the big black hat was |ike being a policeman. People saw the
uni form not you. When the nad axeman was running down the street you weren't allowed to back away
muttering, 'Could you find soneone el se? Actually, | nostly just do, you know, stray dogs and road
safety...' You were there, you had the hat, you did the job. That was a basic rule of wtchery:
It's up to you. She was two bags of nerves when Tiffany arrived back, and stood side by side
hol di ng hands with herself to give herself confidence. 'Were have you been, dear?" 'Qut,' said

Tiffany. ' And what have you been doing?" 'Nothing.' 'l see you've been shopping.' 'Yes.' 'Wo
with?' 'Nobody.' 'Ah, yes,' Mss Level trilled, conpletely adrift. | remenber when | used to go
out and do nothing. Sonetinmes you can be your own worst company. Believe ne, | know' But Tiffany

had al ready swept upstairs. Wthout anyone actually seening to nove, Feegles started to appear
everywhere in the room 'Wll, that could ha' gone better,' said Rob Anybody. 'She | ooked so
different!" Mss Level burst out. 'She noved differently! | just didn't know what to do! And those
clothes!" 'Aye. Sparklin' like a young raven,' said Rob. 'Did you see all those bags? Were could
she have got the nmoney? | certainly don't have that kind of-' She stopped, and both of Mss Leve
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spoke at once. 'Oh, no surely not! She wouldn't have, would she?" 'I dinnae ken whut ye're talkin'
aboot,' said AwWf'ly Wee Billy, 'but whut she would dae isnae the point. That's the hiver doin' the
thinkin'!" Mss Level clasped all four hands together in distress. '"Ch dear... | must go down to
the village and check!' One of her ran towards the door. 'Well, at |east she's brought the

broonsti ck back,' nuttered the Mss Level who stayed. She started to wear the slightly unfocused
expression she got when both her bodies weren't in the same place. They could hear noises from

upstairs. 'I vote we just tap her gently on the heid,' said Big Yan. 'It cannae give us any
trouble if it's gone sleepies, aye?" Mss Level clenched and uncl enched her fists nervously. ' No,
she said. "I'll go up there and have a serious talk with her!' '| told yez, mistress, it's not
her,' said AWf'ly We Billy, wearily. 'Well, at least I'lIl wait until |I've visited M Wavall,'
said Mss Level, standing in her kitchen. '"I"'mnearly there... ah... he's asleep. |I'll just eease
the box out quietly... if she's taken his nobney |I'mgoing to be so angry-' It was a good hat,

Tiffany thought. It was at least as tall as Ms Earwig's hat, and it shone darkly. The stars

gl eaned. The ot her packages covered the floor and the bed. She pulled out another one of the black
dresses, the one covered in lace, and the cloak, which spread out in the air. She really |iked the
cloak. In anything but a conplete dead calm it floated and billowed as if whipped by a gale. If
you were going to be a witch, you had to start by looking |like one. She twirled in it once or
twice, and then said sonething without thinking, so that the hiver part of her was caught

unawares. 'See nme.' The hiver was suddenly thrust outside her body, Tiffany was free. She hadn't
expected it... She felt herself to the tips of her fingers. She dived towards the bed, grabbed one
of Zakzak's best wands and waved it desperately in front of her |like a weapon. 'You stay out!' she
said. 'Stay away! It's ny body, not yours! You ve made it do dreadful things! You stole M
Weaval | 's noney! Look at these stupid clothes! And don't you know about eating and drinking? You
stay away! You're not com ng back! Don't you dare! 1've got power, you know' So have we, said her
own voice, in her own head. Yours. They fought. A watcher woul d have seen only a girl in a black
dress, spinning around the roomand flailing her arns as if she'd been stung, but Tiffany fought
for every toe, every finger. She bounced off a wall, banged agai nst the chest of drawers, slammed
into another wall- - and the door was flung open. One of Mss Level was there, no |onger nervous,
but trenbling with rage. She pointed a shaking finger. 'Listen to nme, whoever you are! Did you
steal M Wav-?' she began. The hiver turned. The hiver struck. The hiver... killed.

Chapter Secret

It's bad enough bei ng dead. Waki ng up and seeing a Nac Mac Feegl e standi ng on your chest and
peering intently at you froman inch away only makes things worse. Mss Level groaned. It felt as
t hough she was lying on the floor. 'Ach, this one's alive, right enough,' said the Feegle. Told
yez! That's a weasel skull ye owe ne!' Mss Level blinked one set of eyes, and then froze in
horror. 'Wat happened to nme?' she whispered. The Feegle in front of her was replaced by the face
of Rob Anybody. It was not an inprovenent. 'How many fingers am| holdin'" up? he said. 'Five,'
whi spered M ss Level. "Am1? Ah, well, ye could be right, ye'd have the knowin' o' the countin',
said Rob, lowering his hand. 'Ye've had a wee bittie accident, ye ken. You're a wee bittie dead.'
M ss Level's head sl unped back. Through the mist of sonething that wasn't exactly pain, she heard
Rob Anybody say to sonmeone she couldn't see: 'Hey, | wwzbreakin' it tae her gently! | did say "wee
bittie" twice, right?" 'It's as though part of me is... a long way off,' nmurnmured M ss Level

"Aye, you're aboot right there,' said Rob, chanpion of the bedside manner. Sone nenories bobbed to
the surface of the thick soup in Mss Level's nmind. Tiffany killed ne, didn't she,' she said. 'l
renenber seeing that black figure turn round and her expression was horrible-' That wuz the
hiver,' said Rob Anybody. That was no' Tiffany! She was fightin' it! She still is, inside! But it
di dnae renenber you ha' two bodies! W got tae help her, mstress!' Mss Level pushed herself
upright. It wasn't pain she felt, but it was the... ghost of pain. "Howdid | die? she said,

weakly. There was, like, an explosion, an' snoke an' that,' said Rob. 'Not nessy, really.' 'Ch,
well, that's a small mercy, anyway,' said Mss Level, sagging back. 'Aye, there was just this,
like, big purple cloud o', like, dust,' said Daft Willie. "Were's nmy... | can't feel... where's

my ot her body?' 'Aye, that was what got blown up in that big cloud, right enough,' said Rob. 'Good
job ye has a spare, eh?" 'She's all mthered in her heid,' whispered AWf'ly Wee Billy. Take it
gently, eh?" 'How do you manage, only seeing one side of things? said Mss Level dreanily to the
world in general. "How will | get everything done with only one pair of hands and feet? Being in
just one place all the time... how do people nmanage? It's inpossible She shut her eyes. 'Mstress
Level, we need ye!' shouted Rob Anybody into her ear. 'Need, need, need,' nurnured Mss Level

" Everyone needs a witch. No one cares if a witch needs. Gving and giving always... a fairy

godnot her never gets a wish, let nme tell you "Mstress Level!' Rob screaned. 'Ye cannae pass oot
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on us noo!' '"I'mweary,' whispered Mss Level. 'I'mvery, very pished.' 'Mstress Level!' Rob
Anybody yelled. The big wee hag is lying on the floor |ike a dead person, but she's cold as ice
and sweatin' |like a horse! She's fightin' the beast inside her, mstress! An' she's losin'!' Rob

peered into Mss Level's face, and shook his head. 'Auchtahel weit! She's swooned! C non, | ads,
let's nove her!' Like many snmall creatures, Feegles are immensely strong for their size. It still
took ten of themto carry Mss Level up the narrow stairs w thout bangi ng her head nore than
necessary, although they did use her feet to push open the door to Tiffany's room Tiffany lay on
the floor. Sonetines a nuscle twitched. Mss Level was propped up like a doll. 'How re we gonna
bring the big hag roound?' said Big Yan. | heard where ye has to put soneone's heid between their

| egs,' said Rob, doubtfully. Daft Willie sighed, and drew his sword. 'Sounds a wee bit drastic tae
me,' he said, 'but if soneone will help me hold her steady-' M ss Level opened her eyes, which was
just as well. She focused unsteadily on the Feegles and smled a strange, happy little snile

‘oo, fairies!' she munbled. 'Ach, noo she's ranmblin',' said Rob Anybody. 'No, she nmeans fairies
like bigjobs think they are,' said AWfM'ly Wee Billy. "Tiny wee tinkly creatures that live in
flowers an' fly aroound cuddlin' butterflies an' that.' 'Wat? Have they no' seen real fairies?
They're worse' n wasps!' said Big Yan. 'W havnae got tinme for this! ' snapped Rob Anybody. He
junped onto Mss Level's knee. 'Aye, ma'am we's fairies fromthe land o'-' He stopped and | ooked
imploringly at Billy. 'Tinkle?" Billy suggested. 'Aye, the land o' Tinkle, ye ken, and we found
this puir wee princess,' said Billy. 'Aye, princess, who's been attacked by a bunch o' scunners

wi cked goblins,' said Billy. '- yeah, w cked goblins, right, an' she's in a bad way, so we wz
wonderin' if ye could kinda tell us how tae | ook after her until the handsone prince turns up on a
big white horse wi' curtains roound it an' wakes her with a magical kiss,' said Billy. Rob gave

hima desperate | ook, and turned back to the benmused Mss Level. 'Aye, what ma friend Fairy Billy
just said,' he managed. Mss Level tried to focus. 'You're very ugly for fairies,' she said. 'Aye,
well, the ones you gen'rally see are for the pretty flowers, ye ken,' said Rob Anybody, inventing

desperately. '"W're nore for the stingin' nettles and bi ndweed an' A d Man's Troosers an'

thistles, OK? It wouldna be fair for only the bonny flowers tae have fairies noo, would it? It'd
prob'ly be against the | aw, eh? Noo, can ye please help us wi' this princess here before them
scunners wi cked goblins-' said Billy. 'Aye, before they cone back,' said Rob. Panting, he watched
M ss Level's face. There seenmed to be a certain anmbunt of thinking going on. |Is her pulse rapid?
murnured M ss Level. 'You say her skin is cold but she's sweating? |Is she breathing rapidly? It
sounds |ike shock. Keep her warm Raise her |legs. Watch her carefully. Try to renove... the
cause...' Her head slunped. Rob turned to Awf'ly Wee Billy. "A horse wi' curtains roond it?" he
said. "Were did ye get all that blethers? 'There's a big hoose near the Long Lake an' they read
stories tae their wee bairn an' | go along an' listen fra' a nousehole,' said Awf'ly We Billy.
"One day | snuck in and | ooked at the pichurs, and there was bigjobs called k' nits wi' shields and
armour and horses wi' curtains-' 'Wel, it worked, blethers though it be,' said Rob Anybody. He

| ooked at Tiffany. She was |ying down, so he was about as high as her chin. It was |ike walking
around a small hill. "Crivens, it does me nae guid at all ta see the puir wee thing like this,' he
sai d, shaking his head. 'C non, |ads, get that cover off the bed and put that cushi on under her
feet.' "Er, Rob?' said Daft Willie. 'Aye?" Rob was staring up at the unconscious Tiffany. 'How are
we goin' taw get inta her heid? There's got tae be sonethin' tae guide us in.' 'Aye, Willie, an'
ken whut it's gonna be, 'cuz |'ve been usin' mah heid for thinkin'!' said Rob. 'Ye've seen the big
wee hag often enough, right? Well, see this necklet? He reached up. The silver horse had slipped
around Tiffany's neck as she lay on the floor. It hung there, amd the anmulets and dark glitter
"Aye?' said Willie. "It was a present fromthat son o' the Baron,' said Rob. 'An' she's kept it.
She's tried tae turn hersel' intae sone kind of creature o' the night, but sonethin' nade her keep
this. It'll be in her heid, too. 'Tis inportant tae her. All we need tae do is frannit a

wheel stone on it and it'll tak' us right where she is.' [If anyone knew what this nmeant, they'd
know a | ot nore about the Nac Mac Feegles' way of travelling.] Daft Willie scratched his head.

"But | thought she thought he was just a big pile of jobbies? he said. 'l seen her oot wal kin',
an' when he cones ridin' past she sticks her nose in th' air and | ooks the other wa'. In fact,
sonetimes | seen her wait aroond a full five-and-twenty mnutes for himtae cone past, just so's
she can do that.' 'Ah, weel, no nman kens the workin's o' the fenmale mnd,' said Rob Anybody
loftily. "We'll follow the horse.' FromFairies and How to Avoid Them by M ss Perspicacia Tick

No one knows exactly how the Nac Mac Feegle step fromone world to another. Those who have seen
Feegl es actually travel this way say that they apparently throw back their shoul ders and thrust
out one leg straight ahead of them Then they wiggle their foot and are gone. This is known as the
crawstep', and the only coment on the subject by a Feegle is It's all in the ankle novenent, ye
ken.' They appear to be able to travel nmgically between worlds of all kinds but not within a
worl d. For this purpose, they assure people, they have 'feets'. The sky was bl ack, even though the
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sun was high. It hung at just past noon, lighting the |andscape as brilliantly as a hot sunmer
day, but the sky was nidnight black, shorn of stars. This was the | andscape of Tiffany Aching's
m nd. The Feegl es | ooked around them There seened to be downl and underfoot, rolling and green
"She tells the land what it is. The land tells her who she is,' whispered AWf'ly We Billy. 'She
really does hold the soul o' the land in her heid 'Aye, so 'tis,' nuttered Rob Anybody. ' But
there's nae creatures, ye ken. Nae ships. Nae burdies.' 'Mebbe... nmebbe sonethin's scared them
awa' ?' said Daft Willie. There was, indeed, no life. Stillness and silence ruled here. In fact

Ti ffany, who cared a | ot about getting words right, would have said it was a hush, which is not
the sane as silence. A hush is what you get in cathedrals at mdnight. 'OK |ads,’ Rob Anybody
whi spered. 'We di nnae ken what we're goin' tae find, so ye tread as light as e' er foot can fall
unnerstan'? Let's find the big wee hag.' They nodded, and stepped forward |i ke ghosts. The | and
rose slightly ahead of them to sonme kind of earthworks. They advanced on it carefully, wary of
anbush, but nothing stopped themas they clinmbed two | ong nounds in the turf which made a sort of
cross. 'Man-nade,' said Big Yan, when they reached the top. 'Just like in the old days, Rob.' The
silence sucked his speech away. 'This is deep inside o' the big wee hag's head,’' said Rob Anybody,
| ooki ng around warily. 'W di nnae know whut made 'em' 'I| dinnae like this, Rob,' said a Feegle.
"It's too quiet.' 'Aye, Slightly Sane Georgie, it is that-' 'You are ny sunshine, ny only su-'
"Daft Willie!" snapped Rob, without taking his eyes off the strange | andscape. The singing
stopped. 'Aye, Rob?' said Daft Willie frombehind him 'Ye ken | said I'd tell ye when ye wiz
guilty o' stupid and inna-pro-pre-ate behaviour? 'Aye, Rob,' said Daft Willie. 'That wiz anot her
one o' those tines, wz it?" 'Aye.' They noved on again, staring around them And still there was
the hush. It was the pause before an orchestra plays, the quietness before thunder. It was as if
all the small sounds of the hills had shut down to nake room for one big sound to happen. And then
they found the Horse. They'd seen it, back on the Chal k. But here it was, not carved into the
hillside but spread out before them They stared at it. 'AM'ly We Billy?' said Rob, beckoning

t he young gonnagle towards him 'You' re a gonnagle, ye ken aboot poetry and dreams. Wat's this?
Why's it up here? It shoul dnae be on the top o' the hills!' 'Serious hiddlins, M Rob,' said

Billy. "This is serious hiddlins. | cannae work it out yet.' 'She knows the Chal k. Why'd she get
this wong? |I'mthinkin' aboot it, M Rob.' 'You wouldnae care tae think a bit faster, would ye?
"Rob?' said Big Yan, hurrying up. He'd been scouting ahead. 'Aye?' said Rob gloomly. 'Ye'd better
conme and see this On top of a round hill was a four-wheel ed shepherding hut, with a curved roof

and a chimey for the pot-bellied stove. Inside, the walls were covered with the yellow and bl ue
wr appers from hundreds of packets of Jolly Sail or tobacco. There were ol d sacks hanging up there,
and the back of the door was covered with chal k marks where G anny Aching had counted sheep and
days. And there was a narrow iron bedstead, nmade confortable with old fleeces and feed sacks.

"D ye have the unnerstandin' of this, AWf'ly We Billy?' said Rob. 'Can ye tell us where the big
wee hag is?'" The young gonnagle | ooked worried. 'Er, Mster Rob, ye ken |'ve only just been nade a
gonnagl e? | nmean, | know the songs an' a', but I'mno verra experienced at this 'Aye?" said Rob
Anybody. ' An' just how many gonnagles afore ye ha' wal ked through the dreans o' a hag?" 'FEr..

none |'ve ever heard of, Mster Rob,' Billy confessed. 'Aye. So you al ready know nore aboot it

than any o' thembig nen,' said Rob. He gave the boy a snmle. 'Do yer best, laddie. | dinnae
expect any nore of you than that.' Billy | ooked out of the shed door, and took a deep breath:
"Then I'Il tell ye | think she's hidin' sonewhere close Iike a hunted creature, M Rob. This is a
wee bit o' her nmenory, the place o' her granny, the place where she's always felt safe. I'Il tell
ye | think that we're in the soul and centre o' her. The bit o' her that is her. And |'m
frightened for her. Frightened to nah boots.' 'Wwy?' 'Because |I've been watchin' the shadows, M
Rob,' said Billy. '"The sun is novin'. It's slippin' doon the sky.' 'Aye, weel, that's whut the sun

does-' Rob began. Billy shook his head. 'Nay, M Rob. Ye dinnae understand! I'mtellin' ye that's
no' the sun o' the big wide world. That's the sun o' the soul o' her.' The Feegles | ooked at the
sun, and at the shadows, then back at Billy. He'd stuck his chin out bravely but he was trenbling.
"She' Il die when night comes?' Rob said. There's worser things than death, M Rob. The hiver will
have her, head tae toe-' That is nae gonna happen!' shouted Rob Anybody, so suddenly that Billy
backed away. 'She's a strong big wee |ass! She fought the Quin wi' no nore than a fryin' pan!'
AM'ly Wee Billy swall owed. There were a lot of things he'd rather do than face Rob Anybody now.
But he pressed on. 'Sorry, M Rob, but I'mtelling ye she had iron then, an' she wz on her ain

turf. She's a lang, lang way fra' hane here. An' it'll squeeze this place when it finds it, |eave
no more roomfor it, and the night will come, an'-' ' 'Scuse me, Rob. | ha' an idea.' It was Daft
Wil lie, twisting his hands nervously. Everyone turned to look at him 'Ye ha' an idea? said Rob
"Aye, an' if | tell youse, | dinnae want you ta' say it's inna-pro-pre-ate, OK Rob?" Rob Anybody

sighed. 'OK, Willie, ye ha" my word onit.' 'Wel,' said Willie, his fingers knotting and
unknotting. 'What is this place if it's not truly her ain place? Wat is it if not her ain turf?
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If she cannae fight the creature here, she cannae fight it anywhere!' '"But it w |l nae cone here,"’
said Billy. "It doesnae need to. As she grows weaker, this place will fade away.' 'OCh, crivens,'
munbl ed Daft Wil lie. "Weel, it was a good idea, right? Even if it doesnae work?' Rob Anybody
wasn't paying any attention. He stared around the shepherding hut. My nan's got to use his heid
for sonething other than nuttin' folk, Jeannie had said. 'Daft Willie is right,' he said quietly.
This is her safe place. She holds the land, she has it in her eye. The creature can ne'er touch
her here. Here, she has power. But 'twill be a jail hoose for her here unless she fights the

monster. She'd be | ocked in here and watch her |ife gae doon the cludgie. She'll |ook oot at the
world like a pris'ner at a tiny window, and see hersel' hated and feared. So we'll fetch the beast
in here against its will, and here it will die!' The Feegl es cheered. They weren't sure what was

going on, but they liked the sound of it. 'How?' said AWf'ly We Billy. 'Ye had to gae and ask
that, eh?' said Rob Anybody bitterly. "An' | wuz doin' sae weel wi' the thinkin'-' He turned.

There was a scratching noi se on the door above him Up there, across the rows and rows of half
rubbed- out markings, freshly chalked letters were appearing one by one, as if an invisible hand
was witing them 'Wrrds,' said Rob Anybody. 'She's tryin' tae tell us sonethin'!' 'Yes, they say-
" Billy began. 'l ken weel what they say!' snapped Rob Anybody. 'I ha' the knowin' of the readin'!
They say-' He |ooked up again. 'OK they say... that's the snake, an' that's the kinda like a gate
letter, an' the conb on its side, two o' that, an' the fat man standin' still, an' the snake

again, and then there's whut we calls a "space" and then there's the letter like a saw s teeth,

and two o' the letters that's roound Iike the sun, and the letter that's a man sittin' doon, and

onna next line we ha'... the man wi' his arns oot, and the letter that's you, an' ha, the fat man
agai n but noo he's wal kin, an' next he's standin' still again, an' next is the conb, an' the up-
an' -doon zi ggy-zaggy letter, and the nan's got his arns oot, and then there's ne, and that ziggy-
zaggy and we end the line with the conb again... an' on the next line we starts wi' the bendy

hook, that's the letter roound as the sun, thems twa' nen sittin' doon, there's the letter
reachi ng ooot tae the sky! then there's a space 'cos there's nae letter, then there's the snaky
again, an' the letter like a hoose frame, and then there's the letter that's nme, aye, an' another
fella sitting doon, an' another big roound letter, and, ha, oor ol' friend, the fat man wal ki n'!
The End!' He stood back, hands on hips, and denmanded: There! Is that readin' | just did, or wiz it
no'?' There was a cheer fromthe Feegles, and sone applause. AwWf'ly We Billy | ooked up at the
chal ked words: And then he | ooked at Rob Anybody's expression. 'Aye, aye,' he said, 'Ye're doin
great, M Rob. Sheep's wool, turpentine and Jolly Sailor tobacco.' 'Ach, weel, anyone can read it
all in one go,' said Rob Anybody, dism ssively. 'But youse gotta be guid to break it doon intae
all the tricksie letters. And veera guid to have the knowin' o' the neanin' o' the whole.' 'Wat
is that?' said Awf'ly Wee Billy. 'The neaning, gonnagle, is that you are gonna' go stealin' There

was a cheer fromthe rest of the Feegles. They hadn't been keeping up very well, but they
recogni zed that word all right. "An' it's gonna be a stealin' tae renenber!' Rob yelled, to
anot her cheer. 'Daft Willie!" "Aye!' "Ye'll be in charge! Ye ha' not got the brains o' a beetle,

brother o' mne, but when it conmes tae the thievin' ye hae no equal in this wrld! Ye ve got tae
fetch turpentine and fresh ship wool and some o' the Jolly Sailor baccy! Ye got tae get themto
the big hag wi' twa' bodies! Tell her she nust mak' the hiver snell them right? It'Il bring it
here! And ye'd best be quick, because that sun is novin' down the sky. Ye'll be stearin' fra' Tine
itself- aye? Ye have a question?' Daft Willie had raised a finger. 'Point o' order, Rob,' he said,
"but it was a wee bittie hurtful there for you to say |I dinnae hae the brains of a beetle Rob
hesitated, but only for a monment. 'Aye, Daft Willie, ye are right in whut ye say. It was unricht

0" ne to say that. It was the heat o' the monment, an' | amfull sorry for it. As | stand here
before ye now, | will say: Daft Willie, ye do hae the brains o' a beetle, an' |I'Il fight any
scunner who says different!' Daft Willie's face broke into a huge smle, then crinkled into a
frown. 'But ye are the |eader, Rob,' he said. '"No' on this raid, Willie. A mstaying here. | have
every confidence that ye'll be a fiiinne |leader on this raid an' not totally nmess it up like ye
did the last seventeen tinmes!' There was a general groan fromthe crowd. 'Look at the sun, wll
ye!' said Rob, pointing. 'It's noved since we've been talkin'! Someone's got tae stay wi' her! |

will no' ha' it said we left her tae die alone! Now, get novin', ye scunners, or feel the flat o
my bl ade!' He raised his sword and growl ed. They fled. Rob Anybody laid his sword down with care,
then sat on the step of the shepherding hut to watch the sun. After a while, he was aware of

sonet hing el se... Hamish the aviator gave Mss Level's broonstick a doubtful |ook. It hung a few
feet above the ground and it worried him He hitched up the bundle on his back that contained his
parachute, although it was technically the 'paradrawers', since it was nade of string and an old

pair of Tiffany's best Sunday drawers, well washed. They still had flowers on, but there was
nothing Iike themfor getting a Feegle safely to the ground. He had a feeling it (or they) were
going to be needed. 'It's no' got feathers,' he conplained. 'Look, we dinnae ha' tinme to argue!’
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said Daft Willie. "W're in a hurry, ye ken, an' you're the only one who knows how tae fly!' "A
broonstick isnae flyin',' said Hamsh. 'It's magic. It hasnae any w ngs! | dinnae ken that stuff!
But Big Yan had already thrown a piece of string over the bristle end of the stick and was
clinmbing up. O her Feegles followed. 'Besides, how do they steer these things? Ham sh went on
"Wel, how do ye do it with wi' the birdies? Daft Willie denanded. 'Ch, that's easy. Ye just
shift your weight, but-' 'Ach, yell learn as we go,' said Willie. 'Flying can-nae be that
difficult. Even ducks can do it, and they have nae brains at a'.' And there was really no point in
arguing, which is why, a few mnutes later, Hanish inched his way along the stick's handle. The
rest of the Feegles clung to the bristles at the other end, chattering. Firmy tied to the
bristles was a bundle of what |ooked like sticks and rags, with a battered hat and the stolen
beard on top of it. At least this extra weight neant that the stick end was pointing up, towards a
gap in the fruit trees. Ham sh sighed, took a deep breath, pulled his goggles over his eyes and
put a hand on a shiny area of stick just in front of him Gently, the stick began to nove through
the air. There was a cheer fromthe Feegles. 'See? Told yez ye'd be OK' Daft Willie called out.
"But can ye no' nmeke it go a wee bit faster? Carefully, Ham sh touched the shiny area again. The
stick shuddered, hung notionless for a nonent, and then shot upwards trailing a noise very like
Arrrrrrrrrgg00ggg0gg0ghhhh. hhhhhh. hhhh... In the silent world of Tiffany's head, Rob Anybody

pi cked up his sword again and crept across the darkening turf. There was sonething there, snal

but moving. It was a tiny thorn bush, growing so fast that its twigs visibly noved. Its shadow
danced on the grass. Rob Anybody stared at it. It had to nean sonmething. He watched it carefully.
Little bush, growing... And then he renenbered what the old kel da had told them when he'd been a
wee boy. Once, the | and had been all forest, heavy and dark. Then nen cane and cut down trees.
They let the sun in. The grass grew up in the clearings. The bigjobs brought in sheep, which ate
the grass, and also what grew in the grass: tree seedlings. And so the dark forests died. There
hadn't been rmuch life in them not once the tree trunks closed in behind you; it had been dark as
the bottomof the sea in there, the | eaves far above keeping out the light. Sonetimes there was
the crash of a branch, or the rattle and patter as acorns the squirrels had m ssed bounced down,
frombranch to branch, into the gloom Mstly it was just hot and silent. Around the edges of the
forest were the homes of many creatures. Deep inside the forest, the everlasting forest, was the
hone of wood. But the turf lived in the sun, with its hundreds of grasses and flowers and birds
and insects. The Nac Mac Feegle knew that better than nost, being so nuch closer to it. Wat

| ooked li ke a green desert at a distance was a tiny, thriving, roaring jungle... 'Ach,' said Rob
Anybody. 'So that's yer ganme, izzit? Wel, ye're no' takin' over in here too!' He chopped at the
spindly thing with his sword, and stood back. The rustling of |eaves behind himmade himturn
There were two nore saplings unfolding. And a third. He | ooked across the grass and saw a dozen, a
hundred tiny trees beginning their race for the sky. Wrried though he was, and he was worried to
his boots, Rob Anybody grinned. If there's one thing a Feegle likes, it's knowi ng that wherever
you strike you're going to hit an eneny. The sun was goi ng down and the shadows were noving and
the turf was dying. Rob charged. Arrrrrrrrrgggggggggggghhhhhhhhhhhhhh. .. Wat happened during the
Nac Mac Feegles' search for the right snell was renenbered by several wi tnesses (quite apart from
all the ows and bats who were left spinning in the air by a broonstick being navigated by a bunch
of screamng little blue nmen). One of them was Nunber 95, a ramowned by a not very inaginative
farmer. But all he remenbered was a sudden noise in the night and a draughty feeling on his back
That was about as exciting as it got for Number 95, so he went back to thinking about grass.
Arrrrrrrrrggggggggaggghhhhhhhhhhhhhh. .. Then there was M1 dred Pusher, aged seven, who was the
daughter of the farnmer who owned Nunmber 95. One day, when she'd grown up and beconme a grandnot her
she told her grandchildren about the night she came downstairs by candlelight for a drink of water
and heard the noises under the sink... "And there were these little voices, you see, and one said,
"Ach, Willie, you cannae drink that, look, it says 'Poison!!' on the bottle," and another voice
said, "Aye, gonnagle, they put that on tae frighten a nman fromhavin' a wee drink," and the first
voice said, "Willie, it's rat poison!" and the second voice said, "That's fine, then, 'cos |I'mno
arat!" And then | opened the cupboard under the sink and, what do you think, it was full of
fairies! And they | ooked at ne and | | ooked at them and one of themsaid, "Hey, this is a dream
you're having, big wee girl!" and i mediately they all agreed! And the first one said, "So, in
this dreamye're having, big wee girl, you wouldna nind telling us where the turpentine is,

woul dya?" And so | told themit was outside in the barn, and he said, "Aye? Then we're of fski. But
here's a wee gift fra' the fairies for a big wee girl who's gonna go right back tae sleep!" And
then they were gone!' One of her grandchildren, who'd been listening with his nouth open, said,
"What did they give you, Grandma?' 'This!' Mldred held up a silver spoon. 'And the strange thing
is, it's just like the ones ny nother had, which vanished nmysteriously fromthe drawer the very
sane night! |'ve kept it safe ever since!' This was admired by all. Then one of the grandchildren
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asked: 'What were the fairies |like, Gandma?' G andma MIdred thought about this. 'Not as pretty
as you might expect,' she said at last. 'But definitely nmore snelly. And just after they'd gone
there was a sound like-" Arrrrrrrrrgggggggggggghhhhhhhhhhhhhh... People in the King' s Legs (the
owner had noticed that there were lots of inns and pubs called the King's Head or the King' s Arns,
and spotted a gap in the narket) | ooked up when they heard the noise outside. After a minute or
two the door burst open. 'Good night to ye, fellow bigjobs!' roared a figure in the doorway. The
roomfell horribly silent. Awkwardly, legs going in every direction, the scarecrow figure wove
unsteadily towards the bar and grabbed it thankfully, hanging on as it sagged onto its knees. "A
bi g huge wee drop o' yer finest whisky, nme fine fellow barman fellow,' it said from sonmewhere
under the hat. 'It seens to ne that you've already had enough to drink, friend,' said the barnan,
whose hand had crept to the cudgel he kept under the bar for special custonmers. 'Wo're ye calling
"friend", pal?" roared the figure, trying to pull itself up. That's fightin' talk, that is! And
havenae had enough to drink, pal, 'cos if | have, why've |I still got all this noney, eh? Answer ne
that!' A hand sagged into a coat pocket, came out jerkily and slamred down onto the top of the
bar. Ancient gold coins rolled in every direction and a couple of silver spoons dropped out of the
sl eeve. The silence of the bar becanme a | ot deeper. Dozens of eyes watched the shiny discs as they
spun off the bar and rolled across the floor. "An'" | want an ounce o' Jolly Sail or baccy,' said
the figure. "Wy, certainly, sir,' said the barman, who had been brought up to be respectful to
gold coins. He felt under the bar and his expression changed. 'Ch. I'msorry, sir, we've sold out.
Very popular, Jolly Sailor. But we've got plenty of- ' The figure had already turned round to face
the rest of the room '"OK |'ll gi'e a handful o' gold to the first scunner who gi'es ne a pipefu
o' Jolly Sailor!" it yelled. The room erupted. Tables scraped. Chairs overturned. The scarecrow
man grabbed the first pipe and threw the coins into the air. As fights i mediately broke out, he
turned back to the bar and said: "And I'lIl ha' that wee drop o' whisky before | go, barman. Ach,
no you willnae, Big Yan! Shame on ye! Hey, youse |legs can shut up right noo! A wee pint of

whi sky' Il do us no harm Ch, aye? Wo deid and nade ye Big Man, eh? Listen, ye scunner, oor Rob is
in there! Aye, and he'd have a wee drink, too!' The custoners stopped pushing one another out of

the way to get at the coins, and got up to face a whole body arguing with itself. "Anywa', I'min
the heid, right? The heid's in charge. | dinnae ha' tae listen to a bunch o' knees! | said this
wuz a bad idea, Willie, ye ken we ha' trouble getting oot of pubs! Well, speaking on behalf o' the

| egs, we're not gonna stand by and watch the heid get pished, thank ye so veerae nuch!' To the
horror of the custoners the entire bottomhalf of the figure turned round and started to wal k
towards the door, causing the top half to fall forward. It gripped the edge of the bar
desperately, nmanaged to say, 'OK! |Is a deep-fried pickled egg totally oot o' the question? and
then the figure- - tore itself in half. The | egs staggered a few steps towards the door, and fell
over. In the shocked silence a voice fromsonmewhere in the trousers said: 'Crivens! Tine for

of fskil' The air blurred for a nonent and the door slamed. After a while one of the custoners
stepped forward cautiously and prodded the heap of old clothes and sticks that was all that

remai ned of the visitor. The hat rolled off and he junped back. A glove that was still hanging
onto the bar fell onto the floor with a thwap! that sounded very loud. "Well, look at it this
way,' said the barman. 'Wiatever it was, at least it's left its pockets-' From outside cane the
sound of: The broonstick hit the thatched roof of Mss Level's cottage hard, and stuck in it.
Feegles fell off, still fighting. In a struggling, punching nmass they rolled into the cottage,
conducted guerrilla warfare all the way up the stairs and ended up in a head-butting, Kkicking heap
in Tiffany's bedroom where those who'd been |left behind to guard the sleeping girl and M ss Leve
joined in out of interest. Gadually, the fighters becane aware of a sound. It was the skirl of

t he nousepi pes, cutting through the battle |like a sword. Hands stopped gripping throats, fists
stopped i n mid-punch, kicks hovered in md-air. Tears ran down AwWf'ly We Billy's face as he

pl ayed The Bonny Fl owers, the saddest song in the world. It was about hone, and nothers, and good
ti mes gone past, and faces no |longer there. The Feegles let go of one another and stared down at
their feet as the forlorn notes wound about them speaking of betrayal and treachery and the
breaki ng of prom ses- 'Shane on ye!' screanmed Awf'ly Wee Billy, letting the pipe drop out of his
nmout h. ' Shame on ye! Traitors! Betrayers! Ye shane hearth and hane! Your hag is fightin' for her
verra soul! Have ye no honour?' He flung down the nousepi pes, which wailed into silence. 'I curse
my feets that let ne stand here in front o' ye!l Ye shane the verra sun shinin' on ye! Ye shanme the
kel da that birthed ye! Traitors! Scuggans! Wat ha' | done to be anpong this parcel o' rogues? Any
man here want tae fight? Then fight nme! Aye, fight me! An' | swear by the harp o' bones I'lIl tak'
himtae the deeps o' the sea an' then kick himtae the craters o' the noon an' see himride tae
the Pit o' Heel itself on a saddl e nade o' hedgehogs! | tell ye, nmy rage is the strength of the
stormthat tears mountains intae sand! Who anong ye will stand agin nme?' Big Yan, who was al npst
three times the size of Awf'ly We Billy, cowered back as the little gonnagle stood in front of
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him Not a Feegle would have raised a hand at that nonment, for fear of his life. The rage of a
gonnagl e was a dreadful thing to see. A gonnagle could use words |ike swords. Daft Willie shuffled
forward. 'l can see ye're upset, gonnagle,' he munbled. "Tis nme that's at fault, on account o'
being daft. | shoul da renenbered aboout us and pubs.' He | ooked so dejected that Awf'ly We Billy
calmed down a little. 'Very well then,' he said, but rather coldly because you can't |ose that
much anger all at once. 'We'll not talk aboot this again. But we will remenber it, right?' He

poi nted to the sl eeping shape of Tiffany. 'Now pick up that wool, and the tobacco, and the
turpentine, understand? Soneone tak' the top off the turpentine bottle and pour a wee drop onto a
bit o' cloth. And no one, let nme mak' nyself clear, is tae drink any of it!' The Feegles fell over
t hensel ves to obey. There was a ripping noise as "the bit o' cloth' was obtained fromthe bottom
of Mss Level's dress. 'Right,' said AWf'ly We Billy. '"Daft Willie, you tak' all the three things
and put themup on the big wee hag's chest, where she can snell them' 'How can she snell them
when she's oot cold like that?' said Willie. 'The nose disnae sleep,' said the gonnagle flatly.
The three snells of the shepherding hut were laid reverentially just below Tiffany's chin. 'Noo we
wait,' said AWf'ly Wee Billy. "W wait, and hope.' It was hot in the little bedroomw th the

sl eeping witches and a crowd of Feegles. It wasn't long before the snmells of sheep's wool,
turpentine and tobacco rose and twined and filled the air... Tiffany's nose twitched. The nose is
a big thinker. It's good at nmenory -very good. So good that a snell can take you back in nenory so
hard that it hurts. The brain can't stop it. The brain has nothing to do with it. The hiver could
control brains, but it couldn't control a stomach that threw up when it was flown on a broonstick.
And it was useless at noses. .. The snell of sheep's wool, turpentine and Jolly Sailor tobacco
could carry a mind anay, all the way to a silent place that was warm and safe and free from
harm .. The hiver opened its eyes and | ooked around. The shepherding hut?' it said. It sat up. Red
Iight shone in through the open door, and through the trunks of the saplings grow ng everywhere.
Many of them were quite big now and cast |ong shadows, putting the setting sun behind bars. Around
t he shepherdi ng hut, though, they had been cut down. This is a trick,' it said. "It won't work. W
are you. We think Iike you. W're better at thinking like you than you are.' Nothing happened. The
hi ver 1 ooked |ike Tiffany, although here it was slightly taller because Tiffany thought she was
slightly taller than she really was. It stepped out of the hut and onto the turf. It's getting
late,' it said to the silence. 'Look at the trees! This place is dying. W don't have to escape.
Soon all this will be part of us. Everything that you really could be. You' re proud of your little
pi ece of ground. We can renmenber when there were no worlds! We- you could change things with a
wave of your hand! You could make things right or nake things wong, and you coul d decide which is
whi ch! You will never die!'" Then why are ye sweatin', ye big heap o' jobbies? Ach, what a
scunner!' said a voice behind it. For a nonment the hiver wavered. Its shape changed, many tines in
the fractions of a second. There were bits of scales, fins, teeth, a pointy hat, claws... and then
it was Tiffany again, smling. 'Ch, Rob Anybody, we are glad to see you,' it said. 'Can you help
us-?'" 'Dinnae gi' me all that swi ddle!' shouted Rob, bouncing up and down in rage. '| know a hiver
when | sees one! Crivens but ye're due a kickin'!' The hiver changed again, became a lion with
teeth the size of swords and roared at him 'Ach, it's like that, is it? said Rob Anybody.
"Dinnae go awa'!' He ran a few steps and vani shed. The hiver changed back to its Tiffany shape
again. 'Your little friend has gone,' it said. 'Cone out now Conme out now. Wy fear us? W are
you. You won't be like the rest, the dunb aninmals, the stupid kings, the greedy w zards. Toget her-
' Rob Anybody returned, followed by... well, everyone. 'Ye cannae die,' he yelled. 'But we'll make
ye wi sh ye could!'" They charged. The Feegles had the advantage in nost fights because they were
small and fought big enemies. If you' re snmall and fast you're hard to hit. The hiver fought back
by changi ng shape, all the tinme. Swords clanged on scal es, heads butted fangs- it whirled across
the turf, growing and screami ng, calling up past shapes to counter every attack. But Feegles were
hard to kill. They bounced when thrown, sprang back when trodden on and easily dodged teeth and
claws. They fought- - and the ground shook so suddenly that even the hiver lost its footing. The
shepherdi ng hut creaked and began to settle into the turf, which opened up around it as easily as
butter. The saplings trenbled and began to fall over, one after the other, as if their roots were
bei ng cut under the grass. The land... rose. Rolling down the shifting slope, the Feegles saw the
hills clinbing towards the sky. What was there, what had al ways been there, becone nore plain.
Rising into the dark sky was a head, shoul ders, a chest... Soneone who had been |ying down,
growing turf, their arnms and legs the hills and valleys of the downl and, was sitting up. They
moved with great stony slowness, nmillions of tons of hill shifting and creaki ng around them What
had | ooked |li ke two | ong nounds in the shape of a cross becane gi ant green arns, unfol ding. A hand
with fingers |longer than houses reached down, picked up the hiver and lifted it up into the air.
Far off, sonething thunped three tinmes. The sound seened to be coming fromoutside the world. The
Feegles, turning and watching fromthe snmall hill that was one of the knees of the giant girl,
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ignored them 'She tells the land whut it is, and it tells her who she is,' said Awi'ly We Billy,
tears running down his face. | cannae wite a song aboot this! |I'm nae good enough!' 'Is that the
big wee hag dreamn' she's the hills or the hills dreamn' they're the big wee hag?' said Daft
Wil lie. 'Both, nebbe,' said Rob Anybody. They watched the huge hand cl ose and w nced. 'But ye
cannae kill a hiver,' said Daft Willie. 'Aye, but ye can frit it awa',' said Rob Anybody. 'It's a

big wee universe oot there. If | was it, 1'd no' think o' try in'" her again!' There were three
nmore boons in the distance, louder this time. 'l think,' he went on, '"that's it's time we were off
ski.' In Mss Level's cottage, sonmeone was knocking heavily on the front door. Thunp. Thunp.
Thunp.

Chapter 9

Soul ant Tiffany opened her eyes, remenbered, and thought: WAs that a dream or was that real ? And
the next thought was: How do | know I'm nme? Suppose |'mnot nme but just think I'm me? How can |
tell if I"'mnme or not? Wio's the 'ne' that's asking the question? Am 1 thinking these thoughts?
How would | know if it wasn't? 'Dinnae ask nme,' said a voice by her head. 'Is this one of them
tricksie ones?" It was Daft Willie. He was sitting on her pillow Tiffany squinted down. She was
in bed in Mss Level's cottage. A green quilt stretched out in front of her. A quilt. Geen. Not

turf, not hills... but it |ooked like the downland, fromhere. 'Did | say all that aloud? she
asked. 'On, aye.' '"Er... it did all happen, didn't it? said Tiffany. 'Onh, aye,' said Daft Willie
cheerfully. 'The big hag wuz up here till just noo, but she said ye probably wasnae gonna wake up

a nonster.' Mre bits of nenory landed in Tiffany's nenory |ike red-hot rocks |anding on a
peaceful planet. 'Are you all right?" 'Oh, aye' said Daft Willie. 'And Mss Level ?* And this rock
of menory was huge, a flanming nmountain that'd nmake a million dinosaurs flee for their lives.
Tiffany's hands flew to her nouth. 'I killed her!' she said. 'Noo, then, ye didnae-' 'I did! I
felt my mind thinking it. She made me angry! | just waved ny hand like this'- a dozen Nac Mac
Feegl e dived for cover- 'and she just exploded into nothing! It was ne! | renenber!' 'Aye, but the
big hag o' hags said it wiz usin' your nmind tae think with-' Daft Willie began. 'I've got the
menories! It was nme, with this hand!' The Feegl es who had rai sed their heads ducked back down
again. '"And... the nmenories |'ve got... | renmenber dust, turning into stars... things... the
heat... blood... the taste of blood... | renenber ... | remenber the see-me trick! Ch, no! |
practically invited it in! | killed Mss Level!' Shadows were closing in around her vision, and
there was a ringing in her ears. Tiffany heard the door sw ng open and hands picked her up as

t hough she was as |ight as a bubble. She was slung over a shoulder and carried swiftly down the
stairs and out into the bright nmorning, where she was swung down onto the ground. '... And all of
us... we killed her... take one crucible of silver...' she munbled. A hand sl apped her sharply
across the face. She stared through inner nmists at the tall dark figure in front of her. A bucket
handl e was pressed firmy into her hand. 'MIk the goats now, Tiffany! Now, Tiffany, d'you hear
The trusting creatures | ook to you! They wait for you! Tiffany mlks the goats. Do it, Tiffany!
The hands know how, the nmind will renenber and grow stronger, Tiffany!' She was thrust down onto
the milking stool and, through the mist in her head, nade out the cowering shape of... of... Black
Meg. The hands renenbered. They placed the pail, grasped a teat and then, as Meg raised a leg to
pl ay the foot-in-the-bucket gane, grabbed it and forced it safely back down onto the mlKking

pl atform She worked slowy, her head full of hot fog, letting her hands have their way. Buckets

were filled and enptied, mlked goats got a bucket of feed fromthe bin... Sensibility Bustle was
rat her puzzled that his hands were mlking a goat. He stopped. 'Wat is your nane?' said a voice
behind him 'Bustle. Sensibil- 'No! That was the wi zard, Tiffany! He was the strongest echo, but

you're not him GCet into the dairy, TIFFANY!' She stunbled into the cool room under the conmmand of
that voice and the world focused. There was a foul cheese on the slab, sweating and stinking. 'Wo
put this here?" she asked. 'The hiver did, Tiffany. Tried to make a cheese by magic, Tiffany.
Hah!' said the voice. 'And you are not it, Tiffany! You know how to nake cheese the right way,

don't you, Tiffany? Indeed you do! Wat is your nanme?' ... all was confusion and strange snells.
In panic, she roared- Her face was sl apped again. 'No, that was the sabre-toothed tiger, Tiffany!
They're all just old nmenories the hiver left behind, Tiffany! It's worn a lot of creatures but

they are not you! Cone forward, Tiffany!' She heard the words without really understandi ng them
They were just out there sonmewhere, between people who were just shadows. But it was unthinkabl e
to disobey them 'Drat!' said the hazy tall figure. 'Wiere's that |ittle blue feller? Mster

Anyone?' 'Here, mstress. It's Rob Anybody, m stress. | beg o' ye not tae turn me intae sonethin’
unnatural, mstress!' 'You said she had a box of keepsakes. Fetch it down here this mnute.
feared this night happen. | hates doin' it this way!' Tiffany was turned round and once again

| ooked into the blurry face while strong hands gripped her arnms. Two bl ue eyes stared into hers.
They shone in the mist |ike sapphires. 'Wat's your name, Tiffany?' said the voice. 'Tiffany!' The
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eyes bored into her. '"Is it? Really? Sing ne the first song you ever |earned, Tiffany! Now'
'Hzan, hzana, mtaza-' 'Stop! That was never |learned on a chalk hill!l You ain't Tiffany! | reckon
you're that desert queen who killed twelve of her husbands with scorpion sandw ches! Tiffany is
the one I"'mafter! Back into the dark with you!' Things went blurry again. She could hear

whi spered di scussions through the fog and the voice said: 'Wll, that m ght work. What's your

name, pictsie? 'AM'ly We Billy Bigchin Mac Feegle, mistress.' 'You're very small, aren't you?'
"Only for ny height, mstress.' The grip tightened on Tiffany's arns again. The blue eyes glinted.
"What does your nanme nean in the AOd Speech of the Nac Mac Feegle, Tiffany? Think ..." It rose

fromthe depths of her mind, trailing the fog behind it. It cane up through the clamouring voices
and |ifted her beyond the reach of ghostly hands. Ahead, the clouds parted. 'My nanme is Land Under
Wave,' said Tiffany and slunped forward. 'No, no, none of that, we can't have that,' said the
figure holding her. 'You' ve slept enough. Good, you know who you are! Now you nust be up and

doi ng! You rnust be Tiffany as hard as you may, and the other voices will |eave you al one, depend
on it. Although it might be a good idea if you don't make sandwi ches for a while.' She did fee
better. She'd said her nane. The clamouring in her head had cal ned down, although it was still a
chatter that made it hard to think straight. But now at |east she could see clearly. The bl ack-
dressed figure holding her wasn't tall, but she was so good at acting as if she was that it tended
to fool nost people. "Oh... you're... Mstress Watherwax?' M stress \Wat herwax pushed her down
gently into a chair. Fromevery flat surface in the kitchen, the Nac Mac Feegl es watched Tiffany.
"Il am And a fine ness we have here. Rest for a nmonment and then we rust be up and doi ng-' ' Good
nmorni ng, ladies. Er, howis she? Tiffany turned her head. Mss Level stood in the door. She

| ooked pal e and she was wal king with a stick. 'l was lying in bed and | thought, WlIl, there's no
reason to stay up here feeling sorry for nyself,' she said. Tiffany stood up. 'I'mso sor-' she
began, but M ss Level waved a hand vaguely. 'Not your fault,' she said, sitting down heavily at
the table. 'How are you? And, for that matter, who are you?' Tiffany blushed. 'Still me, | think,
she nmunmbl ed. 'l got here last night and sawto M ss Level,' said M stress Watherwax. 'Watched
over you, too, girl. You talked in your sleep or, rather, Sensibility Bustle did, what's |left of
him That ol' w zard was quite hel pful, for something that's nothing nuch nore'n a bunch of
menories and habits.' 'l don't understand about the wi zard,' said Tiffany. 'O the desert queen.'
"Don't you?' said the witch. '"Well, a hiver collects people. Tries to add themto itself, you

m ght say, use themto think with. Dr Bustle was studying them hundreds of years ago, and set a
trap to catch one. It got himinstead, silly fool. It killed himin the end. It gets 'em al
killed in the end. They go nad, one way or the other, they stop renmenbering what they shoul dn't
do. But it keeps a sort of ... pale copy of them a sort of living nmenory...' She |ooked at
Tiffany's puzzl ed expression and shrugged. 'Sonething |like a ghost,' she said. "And it's |eft
ghosts in ny head?' 'Mre |ike ghosts of ghosts, really,' said Mstress Watherwax. 'Sonething we
don't have a word for, maybe.' M ss Level shuddered. 'Well, thank goodness you've got rid of the
thing, at least,' she quavered. 'Wuld anyone like a nice cup of tea? 'Ach, |eave that tae us!’
shout ed Rob Anybody, |eaping up. 'Daft Willie, you an' the boys mak' some tea for the | adies!’

"Thank you,' said Mss Level weakly, as a clattering began behind her. 'I feel so clum what?
t hought you broke all the teacups when you did the washing up!' 'Oh, aye,' said Rob cheerfully.
"But Wil lie found a whole load o' old ones shut awa' in a cupboard-' 'That very val uabl e bone

china was left to me by a very dear friend!' shouted Mss Level. She sprang to her feet and turned
towards the sink. Wth amazi ng speed for someone who was partly dead she snatched teapot, cup and
saucer fromthe surprised pictsies and held themup as high as she could. 'Crivens!' said Rob
Anybody, staring at the crockery. 'Now that's what | call hagglin'!" "I'"'msorry to be rude, but
they're of great sentinental value!' said Mss Level. 'Mster Anybody, you and your men will
kindly get away from M ss Level and shut up! said M stress Watherwax quickly. 'Pray do not
disturb Mss Level while she's nmaking teal' 'But she's holding-' Tiffany began, in amazenment. ' And
let her get on with it wi thout your chatter either, girl!' the witch snapped. 'Aye, but she picked
up yon teapot w 'oot-' a voice began. The old witch's head spun round. Feegl es backed away |ike
trees bending to a gale. 'Daft Wlliam' she said coldly, '"there's roomin ny well for one nore

frog, except that you don't have the brains of one!' 'Ahahaha, that's wholly correct, nmistress,'
said Daft Willie, sticking out his chin with pride. 'I fooled you there! | ha' the brains o' a
beetle!'" M stress Watherwax glared at him then turned back to Tiffany. '|I turned soneone into a

frog!'" Tiffany said. It was dreadful! He didn't all fit in so there was this sort of huge pink-'
"Never mind that right now,' said Mstress Watherwax in a voice that was suddenly so nice and
ordinary that it tinkled like a bell. "I expect you finds things a bit different here than they
were at hone, eh?" 'What? Well, yes, at hone | never turned-' Tiffany began in surprise, then saw
that just above her lap the old wonman was naking frantic circular hand notions that sonehow neant
Keep going as if nothing has happened. So they chatted nadly about sheep and M stress Wat herwax
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said they were very woolly, weren't they, and Tiffany said that they were, extrenely so, and

M stress Weat herwax said extrenely woolly was what she'd heard... while every eye in the room

wat ched M ss Level- - nmaking tea using four arns, two of which did not exist, and not realizing
it. The black kettle sailed across the roomand apparently tipped itself into the pot. Cups and
saucers and spoons and the sugar bow floated with a purpose. M stress Watherwax | eaned across to

Tiffany. 'l hope you're still feeling... alone? she whispered. 'Yes, thank you. | mean, | can..
sort of... feel themthere, but they're not getting in the way... er... sooner or |later she's
going to realize... | mean, isn't she?" 'Very funny thing, the human mind,' whispered the old
woman. 'l once had to see to a poor young nan who had a tree fall on his legs. Lost both legs from
the knee down. Had to have wooden | egs nade. Still, they were nmade out of that tree, which |
suppose was sone confort, and he gets about pretty well. But | renenber him saying, "Mstress

Weat herwax, | can still feel my toes sonetinmes." It's like the head don't accept what's happened
And it's not like she's... your everyday kind of person to start with, | nmean, she's used to

havin' arnms she can't see-' 'Here we are,' said Mss Level, bustling over with three cups and

saucers and the sugar bow. 'One for you, one for you, and one for- Ch The sugar bow dropped from
an invisible hand and spilled its sugar onto the table. Mss Level stared at it in horror while,
in the other hand that wasn't there, a cup and saucer wobbl ed wi thout visible means of support.

" Shut your eyes, Mss Level!' And there was sonething in the voice, sone edge or strange tone that
made Tiffany shut her eyes too. 'Right! Now, you know the cup's there, you can feel your arm

said M stress Wat herwax, standing up. 'Trust it! Your eyes are not in possession of all the
facts! Now put the cup down gently... thaaat's right. You can open your eyes now, but what | wants
you to do, right, as a favour to me, is put the hands that you can see flat down on the table.

Ri ght. Good. Now, w thout takin' those hands away, just go over to the dresser and fetch ne that
blue biscuit tin, will you? |I'malways partial to a biscuit with ny tea. Thank you very nuch.'
"But... but | can't do that now' 'Get past "I can't", Mss Level,' Mstress Wather-wax snapped
"Don't think about it, just do it! My tea's getting cold!' So this is witchcraft too, Tiffany
thought. It's like Granny Aching talking to animals. It's in the voice! Sharp and soft by turns,
and you use little words of comand and encouragenent and you keep tal ki ng, making the words fill
the creature's world, so that the sheepdogs obey you and the nervous sheep are calnmed... The
biscuit tin floated away fromthe dresser. As it neared the old woman the Iid unscrewed and
hovered in the air beside it. She reached in delicately. 'Ooh, store-bought Teatinme Assortnent,'’
she said, taking four biscuits and quickly putting three of themin her pocket. 'Very posh.' "It's
terribly difficult to do this!" Mss Level mpaned. 'It's like trying not to think of a pink

rhi noceros!' 'Well? said Mstress Watherwax. 'Wiat's so special about not thinking of a pink
rhinoceros? 'lIt's inpossible not to think of one if soneone tells you you nustn't,’' Tiffany
explained. 'No it ain't,' said Mstress Watherwax, firmy. 'l ain't thinking of one right now,
and | gives you ny word on that. You want to take control of that brain of yours, Mss Level. So
you' ve | ost a spare body? What's another body when all's said and done? Just a |ot of upkeep

anot her mouth to feed, wear and tear on the furniture... in a word, fuss. Get your mind right,
M ss Level, and the world is your The old witch | eaned down to Tiffany and whi spered: 'What's that
thing, lives in the sea, very snall, folks eat it?" 'Shrinp? Tiffany suggested, a bit puzzled.

"Shrimp? Al right. The world is your shrinp, Mss Level. Not only will there be a great saving on
clothes and food, which is not to be sneezed at in these difficult tinmes, but when people see you

nmovi ng things though the air, well, they'll say, "There's a witch and a half, and no mistake!" and
they will be right. You just hold on to that skill, Mss Level. You mmintain. Think on what |'ve
said. And now you stay and rest. We'Il see to what needs doing today. You just nake a little |ist
for me, and Tiffany' |l know the way.' 'WlIl, indeed, | do feel... sonmewhat shaken,' said M ss
Level , absent-nindedly brushing her hair out of her eyes with an invisible hand. 'Let nme see..

you could just drop in on M Unrbril, and Mstress Turvy, and the young Raddl e boy, and check on
Ms Towney's bruise, and take some Nunber Five ointment to M Drover, and pay a call on old Ms
Hunter at Saucy Corner and... now, who have | forgotten... ?' Tiffany realized she was hol ding her

breath. It had been a horrible day, and a dreadful night, but what was | oom ng and queui ng up for
its place on Mss Level's tongue was, sonehow, going to be worse than either. ' Ah, yes, have a
word with Mss Quickly at Utercliff, and then probably you'll need to talk to Ms Quickly, too,
and there're a few packages to be dropped off on the way, they're in ny basket, all nmarked up. And

I think that's it... oh, no, silly me, | alnost forgot... and you need to drop in on M Waval |
too.' Tiffany breathed out. She really didn't want to. She'd rather not breathe ever again than
face M Wavall and open an enpty box. 'Are you sure you're... totally yourself, Tiffany?' said
M ss Level, and Tiffany |leaped for this |ifesaving excuse not to go. '"Well, | do feel a bit-' she
began, but M stress Watherwax interrupted with, 'She's fine, Mss Level, apart fromthe echoes.
The hiver has gone away fromthis house, | can assure you.' 'Really? said Mss Level. 'l don't
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mean to be rude, but how can you be so certain? M stress Watherwax pointed down. G ain by grain,
the spilled sugar was rolling across the tabletop and |l eaping into the sugar bow. Mss Leve
cl asped her hands together. 'Ch, Oswald' she said, her face one huge smile, 'you' ve cone back!’

M ss Level, and possibly GCswal d, watched themgo fromthe gate. 'She'll be fine with your little
men keepi ng her conpany,' said Mstress Watherwax as she and Tiffany turned away and took the

| ane t hrough the woods. 'It could be the naking of her, you know, being half dead.' Tiffany was
shocked. 'How can you be so cruel? 'She'll get sone respect when people see her noving stuff
through the air. Respect is neat and drink to a witch. Wthout respect, you ain't got a thing. She
doesn't get nuch respect, our Mss Level.' That was true. People didn't respect Mss Level. They

Iiked her, in an unthinking sort of way, and that was it. M stress Watherwax was right, and

Ti ffany wi shed she wasn't. 'Wy did you and Mss Tick send ne to her, then?" she said. 'Because
she likes people,' said the witch, striding ahead. 'She cares about 'em Even the stupid, nean,

dri bbling ones, the nothers with the runny babies and no sense, the feckless and the silly and the
fools who treat her |ike sonme kind of a servant. Now that's what | call magic- seein' all that,

dealin' with all that, and still goin' on. It's sittin' up all night with some poor old man who's
| eavin' the world, taking away such pain as you can, confortin' their terror, seein' 'emsafely on
their way... and then cleanin' '"emup, layin' 'emout, making 'emneat for the funeral, and

hel pi n' the weeping widow strip the bed and wash the sheets- which is, let nme tell you, no errand
for the faint-hearted- and stayin' up the next night to watch over the coffin before the funeral
and then going home and sitting down for five mnutes before some shouting angry nman cones bangin
on your door 'cos his wife's havin' difficulty givin' birth to their first child and the mdwife's
at her wits' end and then getting up and fetching your bag and going out again... W all do that,
in our own way, and she does it better'n ne, if | was to put nmy hand on ny heart. That is the root
and heart and soul and centre of witchcraft, that is. The soul and centre!' M stress Wat herwax
smacked her fist into her hand, hamrering out her words. 'The... soul. .. and... centre!' Echoes
canme back fromthe trees in the sudden silence. Even the grasshoppers by the side of the track had
stopped sizzling. 'And Ms Earwig,' said Mstress Watherwax, her voice sinking to a grom, 'Ms
Earwig tells her girls it's about cosm c balances and stars and circles and col ours and wands
and... and toys, nothing but toys!' She sniffed. 'Ch, | daresay they're all very well as
decoration, sonethin' nice to |l ook at while you' re workin', sonethin' for show, but the start and
finish, the start and finish, is helpin' people when life is on the edge. Even people you don't
like. Stars is easy, people is hard.' She stopped talking. It was several seconds before birds
began to sing again. 'Anyway, that's what | think,' she added in the tone of soneone who suspects
that they m ght have gone just a bit further than they nmeant to. She turned round when Tiffany
sai d not hing, and saw that she had stopped and was standing in the |lane |ooking |Iike a drowned

hen. 'Are you all right, girl? she said. 'It was me!' wailed Tiffany. 'The hiver was ne! It
wasn't thinking with my brain, it was using ny thoughts! It was using what it found in my head!

Al those insults, all that...' She gulped. 'That... nastiness. Al it was was ne with w thout the
bit of you that was | ocked away,' said M stress Watherwax sharply. 'Renenber that.' 'Yes, but

supposi ng-' Tiffany began, struggling to get all the woe out. 'The | ocked-up bit was the inportant
bit,' said Mstress Watherwax. 'Learnin' how not to do things is as hard as | earning how to do
them Harder, maybe. There'd be a sight nore frogs in this world if | didn't know how not to turn
people into them And big pink balloons, too.' '"Don't,' said Tiffany, shuddering. 'That's why we
do all the tranping around and doctorin' and stuff,' said Mstress Watherwax. 'WlIl, and because
it makes people a bit better, of course. But doing it noves you into your centre, so's you don't
wobbl e. It anchors you. Keeps you hunman, stops you cackling. Just |ike your granny with her sheep
which are to ny mind as stupid and wayward and ungrateful as humans. You think you' ve had a sight
of yourself and found out you're bad? Hah! |'ve seen bad, and you don't get near it. Now, are you
going to stop grizzling? 'Wuat? snapped Tiffany. M stress Watherwax | aughed, to Tiffany's
sudden fury. 'Yes, you're a witch to your boots,' she said. 'You re sad, and behind that you're
wat chi ng yoursel f being sad and thinking, GCh, poor me, and behind that you' re angry with ne for
not going "There, there, poor dear." Let ne talk to those Third Thoughts then, because | want to
hear fromthe girl who went to fight a fairy queen arned with nothin' but a fryin' pan, not sone
child feelin' sorry for herself and wallowing in msery!'" "Wat? | amnot wallowing in msery!

Ti ffany shouted, striding up to her until they were inches apart. 'And what was all that about
being nice to people, eh?" Overhead, |leaves fell off the trees. 'That doesn't count when it's
anot her witch, especially one like you!' M stress Watherwax snapped, prodding her in the chest
with a finger as hard as wood. 'Ch? Ch? And what's that supposed to nean?' A deer gall oped off

t hrough the woods. The wind got up. 'One who's not paying attention, child!' 'Wy, what have

m ssed that you 've seen... old woman?' 'Ad woman | nmay be, but I'mtellin' you the hiver is
still around! You only threwit out!' M stress Watherwax shouted. Birds rose fromthe trees in
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panic. 'l know' screamed Tiffany. 'Ch yes? Really? And how do you know that?' 'Because there's a
bit of me still init! Abit of ne I'd rather not know about, thank you! | can feel it out there
Anyway, how do you know! ' 'Because |I'ma bl oody good witch, that's why,' snarled M stress

Weat herwax, as rabbits burrowed deeper to get out of the way. 'And what do you want me to do about
the creature while you sit there snivellin', eh? 'How dare you! How dare you! It's ny

responsibility! I'Il deal with it, thank you so very much!' 'You? A hiver? It'll take nore than a
frying pan! They can't be killed!" "I'"Il find a way! A wtch deals with things!' "Hah! I'd like to
see you try!" "I will!'" shouted Tiffany. It started to rain. 'Ch? So you know how to attack it, do
you?' 'Don't be silly! I can't! It can always keep out of ny way! It can even sink into the
ground! But it'll conme |ooking for nme, understand? Me, not anyone else! | knowit! And this tine
I'"I'l be ready!' 'WII| you, indeed?' said Mstress Wat herwax, folding her arns. 'Yes!' 'Wen?
"Nowt' '"No!' The old witch held up a hand. 'Peace be on this place,' she said, quietly. The wi nd
dropped. The rain stopped. 'No, not yet,' she went on as peace once again descended. 'It's not

attackin' yet. Don't you think that's odd? It'd be licking its wounds, if it had a tongue. And
you're not ready yet, whatever you thinks. No, we've got sonmethin' else to do, haven't we?

Ti ffany was speechl ess. The tide of outrage inside her was so hot that it burned her ears. But

M stress Weat herwax was sniling. The two facts did not work well together. Her first thoughts
were: |'ve just had a blazing row with M stress Wat herwax! They say that if you cut her with a
knife she wouldn't bleed until she wanted to! They say that when sonme vanpires bit her they al
started to crave tea and sweet biscuits. She can do anything, be anywhere! And | called her an old
woman! Her Second Thoughts were: Well, she is. Her Third Thoughts were: Yes, she is Mstress
Weat herwax. And she's keeping you angry. If you're full of anger, there's no roomleft for fear
"You hold that anger,' M stress Watherwax said, as if reading all of her mind. "Cup it in your
heart, renmenber where it cane from renenber the shape of it, save it until you need it. But now

the wolf is out there somewhere in the woods, and you need to see to the flock.' It's the voice,
Ti ffany thought. She really does talk to people Iike Granny Aching tal ked to sheep, except she
hardly cusses at all. But | feel... better. 'Thank you,' she said. 'And that includes M Wavall.
"Yes,' said Tiffany. 'I know.'

Chapter 10 The Late BLOOVER

It was an... interesting day. Everyone in the nountains had heard of Mstress Watherwax. |f you
didn't have respect, she said, you didn't have anything. Today, she had it all. Some of it even
rubbed off on Tiffany. They were treated |ike royalty- not the sort who get dragged off to be
beheaded or have sonething nasty done with a red-hot poker, but the other sort, when people wal k
away dazed, saying, 'She actually said hello to nme, very graciously! I will never wash ny hand
again!' Not that many people they dealt with washed their hands at all, Tiffany thought, with the
pri mess of a dairy worker. But people crowded around outside the cottage doors, watching and
listening, and people sidled up to Tiffany to say things like, 'Wuld she Iike a cup of tea? |'ve
cl eaned our cup!' And in the garden of every cottage they passed, Tiffany noticed, the beehives
were suddenly bustling with activity. She worked away, trying to stay calm trying to think about
what she was doing. You did the doctoring work as neatly as you could, and if it was on sonething
oozy then you just thought about how nice things would be when you' d stopped doing it. She felt

M stress Weat herwax woul dn't approve of this attitude. But Tiffany didn't nuch |like hers either
She lied all the- she didn't tell the truth all the tine. For exanple, there was the Raddl es
privy. Mss Level had explained carefully to M and Ms Raddle several tines that it was far too
close to the well, and so the drinking water was full of tiny, tiny creatures that were making
their children sick. They'd listened very carefully, every tinme they heard the lecture, and still
they never noved the privy. But Mstress Weatherwax told themit was caused by goblins who were
attracted to the snell, and by the tine they left that cottage M Raddle and three of his friends
were already digging a new well the other end of the garden. "It really is caused by tiny
creatures, you know,' said Tiffany, who'd once handed over an egg to a travelling teacher so she
could line up and | ook through his '** Astoundi ng M kroscopi cal Device! A Zoo in Every Drop of
Ditchwater!**' She'd al nost coll apsed next day from not drinking. Some of those creatures were
hairy. 'Is that so?" said Mstress Watherwax sarcastically. "Yes. It is. And Mss Level believes
intelling themthe truth!' 'Good. She's a fine, honest woman,' said M stress Wat herwax. 'But
what | say is, you have to tell people a story they can understand. R ght now | reckon you'd have
to change quite a lot of the world, and maybe bang M Raddle's stupid fat head against the wall a
few tines, before he'd believe that you can be sickened by drinking tiny invisible beasts. And
whil e you're doing that, those kids of theirs will get sicker. But goblins, now they nmakes sense
today. A story gets things done. And when | see Mss Tick tonorrow I'Il tell her it's about tine
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t hem wanderi ng teachers started conming up here.' "All right,' said Tiffany reluctantly, 'but you
told M Unbril the shoemaker that his chest pains will clear up if he walks to the waterfall at
Tunbl e Crag every day for a nonth and throws three shiny pebbles into the pool for the water
sprites! That's not doctoring!' 'No, but he thinks it is. The man spends too nmuch tine sitting
hunched up. A fivemle walk in the fresh air every day for a nonth will see himas right as rain,
said Mstress Watherwax. 'Oh,' said Tiffany. 'Another story?" 'If you like,' said Mstress

Weat her wax, her eyes twinkling. 'And you never know, naybe the water sprites will be grateful for
the pebbles.' She gl anced sidelong at Tiffany's expression, and patted her on the shoul der. ' Never
mnd, mss,' she said. 'Look at it this way. Tonorrow, your job is to change the world into a

better place. Today, ny job is to see that everyone gets there.' "Well, | think-' Tiffany began
then stopped. She | ooked up at the line of woods between the snmall fields of the valleys and the
steep nmeadows of the nountains. 'It's still there,' she said. 'l know,' said M stress \Wat herwax.
"It's noving around but it's keeping away fromus.' 'l know,' said M stress \Watherwax. 'What does

it think it's doing? 'It's got a bit of you init. Wat do you think it's doing? Tiffany tried
to think. Wiy wouldn't it attack? Ch, she'd be better prepared this tine, but it was strong.

"Maybe it's waiting until |'mupset again,' she said. 'But | keep having a thought. It nakes no
sense. | keep thinking about... three wishes.' 'Wshes for what?' 'I don't know. It sounds silly.
M stress Weat herwax stopped. 'No, it's not,' she said. 'It's a deep part of you trying to send
yoursel f a message. Just renenber it. Because now' Tiffany sighed. 'Yes, | know M Wavall.' No

dragon's cave was ever approached as carefully as the cottage in the overgrown garden. Tiffany
paused at the gate and | ooked back, but M stress Wat herwax had di pl omatically vani shed. Probably
she's found soneone to give her a cup of tea and a sweet biscuit, she thought. She Iives on them
She opened the gate and wal ked up the path. You couldn't say: It's not ny fault. You couldn't say:
It's not ny responsibility. You could say: | will deal with this. You didn't have to want to. But
you had to do it. Tiffany took a deep breath and stepped into the dark cottage. M Weavall, in his
chair, was just inside the door and fast asleep, showing the world an open mouth full of yell ow
teeth. "Urn... hello, M Wavall,' Tiffany quavered, but perhaps not quite |oud enough. 'Just, er
here to see that you, that everything is... is all right There was a snort nonethel ess, and he
woke, smacking his lips to get the sleep out of his nmouth. "Oh, '"tis you,' he said. ' Good
afternoon to ye.' He eased hinself nore upright and started to stare out of the doorway, ignoring
her. Maybe he won't ask, she thought as she washed up and dusted and pl unped t he cushions and, not
to put too fine a point on it, enptied the conmpde. But she nearly yel ped when the arm shot out
and grabbed her wist and the old man gave her his pleading | ook. 'Just check the box, Mary, wll
you? Before you go? Only | heard clinking noises last night, see. Could be one o' the sneaky
thieves got in.' 'Yes, M Wavall' said Tiffany, while she thought:

| don' t want t obeher el don' t want t obehere! She pulled out the box. There was no choice. It felt heavy.
She stood up and lifted the lid. After the creak of the hinges, there was silence. 'Are you al

right, gel? said M Weavall. "Un...' said Tiffany. '"It's all there, ain't it? said the old man
anxiously. Tiffany's mnd was a puddle of goo. "Un... it's all here,'" she managed. 'Um .. and now
it's all gold, M Wavall.' 'Gold? Hah! Don't you pull ny leg, gel. No gold ever cane ny way!'

Tiffany put the box on the old nman's lap, as gently as she could, and he stared into it. Tiffany
recogni zed the worn coins. The pictsies ate off themin the nound. There had been pictures on

them but they were too worn to nmake out now. But gold was gold, pictures or not. She turned her
head sharply and was certain she saw sonet hing srmall and redheaded vani sh into the shadows. 'Wel|

now,' said M Weavall. "Wll now' And that seened to exhaust his conversation for a while. Then
he said, 'Far too much noney here to pay for a buryin'. | don't recall savin' all this. | reckon
you could bury a king for this amount of noney.' Tiffany swall owed. She couldn't |eave things |ike
this. She just couldn't. 'M Wavall, |'ve got sonething | mnmust tell you,' she said. And she told
him She told himall of it, not just the good bits. He sat and listened carefully. '"Wll, now,
isn't that interesting,' he said when she'd finished. "Un... I'msorry,' said Tiffany. She

couldn't think of anything else to say. 'So what you're saying, right, is 'cos that creature made
you take my burying noney, right, you think these fairy friends o' yourn filled ny ol' box with

gold so's you wouldn't get into trouble, right? 'l think so,' said Tiffany. "Well, it looks like
| should thank you, then,' said M Wavall. 'Wat?' 'Well, it seens to |, if you hadn't ha' took
the silver and copper, there woul dn't have been any roomfor all this gold, right?" said M
Weaval . " And | shouldn't reckon that ol' dead king up on yon hills needs it now' 'Yes, but-' M
Weaval | fumbled in the box and held up a gold coin that would have bought his cottage. "Alittle
sonmet hing for you, then, girl,' he said. 'Buy yourself sone ribbons or sonething 'No! | can't!

That wouldn't be fair!' Tiffany protested, desperately. This was conpletely going wong! 'Wuldn't
it, now?" said M Wavall, and his bright eyes gave her a |long, shrewd |ook. 'Wll, then, let's
call it paynent for this little errand you're gonna run for |, eh? You' re gonna run up they
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stairs, which | can't quite nanage any nore, and bring down the black suit that's hangi ng behind
the door, and there's a clean shirt in the chest at the end of the bed. And you'll polish my boots
and help | up, but I"'mthinking | could prob'ly make it down the Iane on ny own. 'Cos, y' see, this
is far too much noney to buy a man's funeral, but | reckon it'll do fine to marry himoff, so | am
proposin' to propose to the Wdow Tussy that she engages in nmatrinony with |!' The |ast sentence
took a little working out, and then Tiffany said, 'You are? 'That | am' said M Wavall
struggling to his feet. 'She's a fine woman who bakes a very reasonabl e st eak-and-onion pie and
she has all her own teeth. | know that because she showed |. Her youngest son got her a set of
fancy store-bought teeth all the way fromthe big city, and very handsome she | ooks in 'em She
was kind enough to loan "emto | one day when | had a difficult piece of pork to tackle, and a man

doesn't forget a kindness like that.' "Er... you don't think you ought to think about this, do
you?' said Tiffany. M Weavall |aughed. 'Think? | got no business to be thinking about it, young

| ady! Who're you to tell ne an old "un like | that he ought to be thinking? I'mninety-one, | am
Got to be up and doi ng! Besides, | have reason to believe by the twinkle in her eye that the W dow
Tussy will not turn up her nose at mny suggestion. |'ve seen a fair nunmber of tw nkles over the
years, and that was a good' un. And | daresay that suddenly having a box of gold will fill in the
corners, as ny ol' dad would say.' It took ten mnutes for M Wavall to get changed, with a | ot

of struggling and bad | anguage and no help from Tiffany, who was told to turn her back and put her
hands over her ears. Then she had to help himout into the garden, where he threw away one wal ki ng
stick and waggled a finger at the weeds. "And 1'll be chopping down the lot of you tonmorrow' he
shouted triunphantly. At the garden gate he grasped the post and pulled hinmself nearly vertical
panting. "All right,' he said, just a little anxiously. It's now or never. | |ook OK, does |I?
"You look fine, M Wavall.' 'Everything clean? Everything done up?" 'Er... yes,' said Tiffany.
"How s ny hair |ook? 'Er... you don't have any, M Wuavall,' she renminded him 'Ah, right. Yes,
"tis true. 1'll have to buy one o' the whatdyoucallems, |like a hat made of hair? Have | got
enough noney for that, d you think? 'A w g? You could buy thousands, M Wuavall!' 'Hah! Right.'

H s gl eam ng eyes | ooked around the garden. 'Any flowers out? Can't see too well... Ah..
speckatickles, | saw 'em once, nade of glass, makes you see good as new. That's what | need..

have | got enough for speckatickles? 'M Wavall,' said Tiffany, 'you' ve got enough for
anything.' 'Wwy, bless you!' said M Wavall. 'But right now | need a bow kwet of flowers, girl.
Can't go courtin' without flowers and | can't see none. Anythin' left? A few roses were hangi ng
on anong the weeds and briars in the garden. Tiffany fetched a knife fromthe kitchen and nade

themup into a bouquet. 'Ah, good,' he said. 'Late bloonmers, just like I!" He held themtightly in
his free hand, then suddenly frowned, fell silent and stood like a statue 'I w sh nmy Toby and ny
Mary was goin' to be able to come to the weddin',' he said quietly. 'But they're dead, you know.'

"Yes,' said Tiffany. 'l know, M Weavall.' "And | could wi sh that nmy Nancy was alive, too,

al t hough bein' as | hopes to be marryin' another lady that ain't a sensible w sh, maybe. Hah
Nearly everyone | knows is dead.' M Wavall stared at the bunch of flowers for a while, and then
strai ghtened up again. '"Still, can't do nothin' about that, can we? Not even for a box full of
gold!" "No, M Wavall," said Tiffany hoarsely. 'Oh, don't cry, gel! The sun is shinin', the birds
is singin' and what's past can't be nended, eh?'" said M Wavall jovially. 'And the Wdow Tussy is
waitin'!' For a nmonent he | ooked panicky, and then he cleared his throat. 'Don't snell too bad, do
I?" he said. "Er... only of nothballs, M Wavall.' 'Mdthballs? Mdthballs is OK Right, then
Time's a wastin'!' Using only the one stick, waving his other armwith the flowers in the air to
keep his balance, M Weavall set off with surprising speed. 'Well,' said Mstress Wat herwax as,
with jacket flying, he rounded the corner. 'That was nice, wasn't it?" Tiffany |ooked around

qui ckly. M stress Wather-wax was still nowhere to be seen, but she was sonewhere to be unseen
Tiffany squinted at what was definitely an old wall with sone ivy growing up it, and it was only
when the old witch noved that she spotted her. She hadn't done anything to her clothes, hadn't
done any magic as far as Tiffany knew, but she'd sinply... faded in. '"Er, yes,' said Tiffany,
taki ng out a handkerchi ef and bl owi ng her nose. 'But it worries you,' said the witch. 'You think
it shouldn 't have ended like that, right?" "No!' said Tiffany hotly. "It would have been better
if he'd been buried in some ol' cheap coffin paid for by the village, you think? 'No!' Tiffany
twisted up her fingers. M stress Watherwax was sharper than a field of pins. "But... all right,

it just doesn't seem.. fair. | nean, | wish the Feegles hadn't done that. |I'msure | could
have... sorted it out sonehow, saved up...' 'It's an unfair world, child. Be glad you have
friends.' Tiffany | ooked up at the tree line. 'Yes,' said Mstress Watherwax. 'But not up there.
"I"'mgoing away,' said Tiffany. 'I've been thinking about it, and |I'm going away.' 'Broonstick?
said Mstress Watherwax. 'It don't nove fast-' 'No! Wiere would I fly to? Home? | don't want to
take it there! Anyway, | can't just fly off with it roam ng around! Wen it... when | neet it, |
don't want to be near people, you understand? | know what |... what it can do if it's angry! It

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Ter...orld%2031%20-%20A%20Hat%20Full%200f%20Sky.txt (55 of 73) [10/18/2004 5:32:47 PM]



file://IG)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/lncoming/ T erry%20Pratchett%20-%20Discworl d%2031%20-%20A %20Hat%20Ful | %6200f%20Sky . txt

hal f-killed Mss Level!' "And if it follow you? 'Good! I'Il take it up there somewhere!' Tiffany
waved at the nmountains. 'All alone? 'I don't have a choice, do I?" Mstress Watherwax gave her a
| ook that went on too long. 'No,' she said. 'You don't. But neither have I. That's why I will cone
with you. Don't argue, niss. How would you stop ne, eh? Ch, that remi nds ne... them nysterious
brui ses Ms Towny gets is because M Towny beats her, and the father of Mss Quickly's baby is
young Fred Turvey. You night mention that to Mss Level.' As she spoke, a bee flew out of her ear
Bait, thought Tiffany a few hours later, as they wal ked away from M ss Level's cottage and up
towards the high noors. | wonder if I'mbait, just Iike in the old days when the hunters would
tether a lanmb or a baby goat to bring the wolves nearer? She's got a plan to kill the hiver. |
know it. She's worked sonething out. It'll conme for ne and she'll just wave a hand. She nust think

I'"mstupid. They had argued, of course. But M stress Watherwax had made a nasty personal renmark.
It was: You' re eleven. Just like that. You're eleven, and what is Mss Tick going to tell your
parents? Sorry about Tiffany, but we let her go off by herself to fight an ancient nonster that
can't be killed and what's left of her is in this jar? Mss Level had joined in at that part,
alnmost in tears. If Tiffany hadn't been a witch, she woul d have whi ned about everyone being so
unfair! In fact they were being fair. She knew they were being fair. They were not thinking just
of her, but of other people, and Tiffany hated herself -well, slightly- because she hadn't. But it
was sneaky of themto choose this nonent to be fair. That was unfair. No one had told her she was
only nine when she went into Fairyland armed with just a frying pan. Admttedly, no one el se had
known she was goi ng, except the Nac Mac Feegle, and she was nuch taller than they were. Wuld she
have gone if she'd known what was in there? she wondered. Yes. | would. And you're going to face
the hiver even though you don't know how to beat it? Yes. | am There's part of nme still init.

m ght be able to do something- But aren't you just ever so slightly glad that M stress Wat herwax
and M ss Level won the argunment and now you're going off very bravely but you happen to be
acconpani ed, conpletely against your will, by the nost powerful witch alive? Tiffany sighed. It
was dreadful when your own thoughts tried to gang up on you. The Feegles hadn't objected to her
going to find the hiver. They did object to not being allowed to cone with her. They'd been
insulted, she knew. But, as M stress Watherwax had said, this was true haggling and there was no
place in it for Feegles. If the hiver cane, out there, not in a dreambut for real, it'd have
not hi ng about it that could be kicked or head-butted. Tiffany had tried to nake a little speech

t hanki ng them for their help, but Rob Anybody had folded his arms and turned his back. It had al
gone wong. But the old witch had been right. They could get hurt. The trouble was, explaining to
a Feegl e how dangerous things were going to be only got them nore enthusiastic. She left them
arguing with one another. It had not gone well. But now that was all behind her, in nore ways that
one. The trees beside the track were | ess bushy and nore pointy or, if Tiffany had known nore
about trees, she would have said that the oaks were giving way to evergreens. She could feel the
hiver. It was following them but a |long way back. If you had to imagi ne a head witch, you

woul dn't inmagi ne M stress Watherwax. You might inagine Ms Earwi g, who glided across the floor as
t hough she was on wheels, and had a dress as black as the darkness in a deep cellar, but Mstress
Weat herwax was just an old woman with a |ined face and rough hands in a dress as bl ack as night,
which is never as black as people think. It was dusty and ragged round the hem too. On the other
hand, thought her Second Thoughts, you once bought G anny Aching a chi na shepherdess, remenber?
Al'l blue and white and sparkly? Her First Thoughts thought: Well, yes, but | was a | ot younger
then. Her Second Thoughts thought: Yes, but which one was the real shepherdess? The shiny lady in
the nice clean dress and buckl ed shoes, or the old wonan who stunped around in the snow with boots
filled with straw and a sack across her shoul ders? At which point, Mstress Watherwax stunbl ed.
She caught her bal ance very quickly. 'Dangerously | oose stones on this path,' she said. 'Watch out
for them' Tiffany | ooked down. There weren't that many stones and they didn't seem very dangerous
or particularly | oose. How old was M stress Weat herwax? That was anot her question she w shed she
hadn't asked. She was skinny and wiry, just |ike Granny Aching, the kind of person who goes on and
on- but one day Granny Aching had gone to bed and had never got up again, just like that... The
sun was setting. Tiffany could feel the hiver in the sane way that you can sense that soneone is

| ooking at you. It was still in the woods that hugged the nmountain like a scarf. At last the witch
stopped at a spot where rocks like pillars sprouted out of the turf. She sat down with her back to
a big rock. This'll have to do,' she said. It'll be dark soon and you could turn an ankle on al
this | oose stone.' There were huge boul ders around them house-sized, which had rolled down from
the mountains in the past. The rock of the peaks began not far away, a wall of stone that seemned
to hang above Tiffany like a wave. It was a desol ate place. Every sound echoed. She sat down by

M st ress Weat herwax and opened the bag that Mss Level had packed for the journey. Tiffany wasn't
very experienced at things like this but, according to the book of fairy tales, the typical food
for taking on an adventure was bread and cheese. Hard cheese, too. Mss Level had made them ham
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sandwi ches, with pickles, and she'd included napkins. That was kind of a strange thought to keep
in your head: We're trying to find a way of killing a terrible creature, but at |east we won't be
covered in crunbs. There was a bottle of cold tea, too, and a bag of biscuits. Mss Level knew

M stress Weat herwax. 'Shouldn't we light a fire?' Tiffany suggested. 'Wiy? It's a |long way down to
the tree line to get the firewood, and there'll be a fine half-moon up in twenty mnutes. Your
friend s keeping his distance and there nothing else that'll attack us up here.' 'Are you sure?

"I walk safely in nmy nountains,' said Mstress Watherwax. 'But aren't there trolls and wol ves and
things?' 'Oh, yes. Lots.' "And they don't try to attack you?' 'Not any nore,' said a self-
satisfied voice in the dark. 'Pass ne the biscuits, will you?" 'Here you are. Wuld you |ike sone
pi ckl es?' Tickles gives ne the wind sonething awful' '"In that case-' 'Ch, | wasn't saying no,'
said M stress Watherwax, taking two |arge pickled cucunbers. Ch, good, Tiffany thought. She'd
brought three fresh eggs with her. Getting the hang of a shanble was taking too long. It was
stupid. Al the other girls were able to use them She was sure she was doing everything right.
She'd filled her pocket with randomthings. Now she pulled them out wthout |ooking, wove the
thread around the egg li ke she'd done a hundred tines before, grasped the pieces of wood and noved
themso that... Pod The egg cracked, and oozed. 'l told you,' said Mstress Wat herwax, who'd
opened one eye. 'They're toys. Sticks and stones.' 'Have you ever used one?' said Tiffany. 'No.
Coul dn't get the hang of them They got in the way.' M stress Watherwax yawned, w apped the

bl anket around her, made a couple of mup, mMup noi ses as she tried to get confortable against the
rock and, after a while, her breathing becane deeper. Tiffany waited in silence, her bl anket
around her, until the noon cane up. She'd expected that to nake things better, but it didn't.
Before, there had just been darkness. Now there were shadows. There was a snore beside her. It was
one of those good solid ones, like ripping canvas. Silence happened. It cane across the night on
silver wings, noiseless as the fall of a feather, silence made into a bird, which alighted on a
rock close by. It swivelled its head to look at Tiffany. There was nore than just the curiosity of
a bird in that |ook. The old woman snored again. Tiffany reached out, still staring at the ow,
and shook her gently. Wen that didn't work, she shook her hardly. There was a sound |like three
pigs colliding and M stress Wat herwax opened one eye and said, 'Wuo0? 'There's an ow watching
us! It's right up close!' Suddenly the ow blinked, |ooked at Tiffany as if anazed to see her
spread its wings and glided off into the night. Mstress Watherwax gripped her throat, coughed
once or twice, and then said hoarsely, 'O course it was an ow, child! It took me ten nminutes to
lure it this close!l Now just you be quiet while | starts again, otherwise | shall have to nake do
with a bat, and when | goes out on a bat for any time at all | ends up thinkin' I can see with mny
ears, which is no way for a decent wonman to behave!' 'But you were snoring!' 'l was not snoring! |
was just resting gently while | tickled an ow closer! If you hadn't shaken ne and scared it away,
I'd have been up there with this entire noor under ny eye.' 'You... take over its mnd? said

Ti ffany nervously. 'No! |I'mnot one of your hivers! | just... borrows a lift fromit, | just...
nudges it now and again, it don't even know |'mthere. Nowtry to rest!' 'But what if the hiver-?
"If it comes anywhere near it'll be me that tells you'" M stress Wat herwax hissed, and |ay back
Then her head jerked up one nore tinme. '"And | do not snore!' she added. After half a minute, she
started to snore again. Mnutes after that the owl cane back, or perhaps it was a different ow .

It glided onto the same rock, settled there for a while and then sped away. The witch stopped
snoring. In fact, she stopped breathing. Tiffany |eaned closer and finally lowered an ear to the
skinny chest to see if there was a heartbeat. Her own heart felt as if it was clenched like a fist-
- because of the day she'd found Granny Aching in the hut. She was |ying peacefully on the narrow
iron bed, but Tiffany had known somet hi ng was wong as soon as she had stepped inside- Boom

Tiffany counted to three. Boom Well, it was a heartbeat. Very slowy, like a twig growing, a
stiff hand noved. It slid |like a glacier into a pocket, and cane up holding a | arge pi ece of card
on which was witten: | Ain't Dead, Tiffany deci ded she wasn't going to argue. But she pulled the

bl anket over the old woman and w apped her own around hersel f. By noonlight, she tried again with
her shanble. Surely she should be able to make it do sonething. Maybe if- By noonlight, she very,
very carefully- Pod The egg cracked. The egg al ways cracked, and now there was only one |eft.
Tiffany didn't dare try it with a beetle, even if she could find one. It would be too cruel. She
sat back and | ooked across the | andscape of silver and black, and her Third Thoughts thought: It's
not going to come near. \Why? She thought, |I'mnot sure why | know But | know It's keeping away.
It knows M stress Weatherwax is with me. She thought: How can it know that? It's not got a mind

It doesn't know what a M stress Weatherwax is! Still thinking, thought her Third Thoughts. Tiffany
sl unped agai nst the rock. Sonetimes her head was too... crowded... And then it was norning, and
sunlight, and dew on her hair, and m st coming off the ground |ike snoke... and an eagle sitting
on the rock where the ow had been, eating sonething furry. She could see every feather on its
wing. It swallowed, glared at Tiffany with its mad bird eyes and fl apped away, mnmaking the m st
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swirl. Beside her, Mstress Watherwax began to snore again, which Tiffany took to mean that she
was in her body. She gave the old woman a nudge, and the sound that had been a regul ar
gnaaaargrgrgrgrg suddenly becanme blort. The old woman sat up, coughing, and waved a hand irritably
at Tiffany to pass her the tea bottle. She didn't speak until she'd gulped half of it. 'Ah, say
what you |ike, but rabbit tastes a |ot better cooked,' she gasped, shoving the cork back in. 'And
wi thout the fur on!' 'You took- borrowed the eagle? said Tiffany. 'O course. | couldn't expect
the poor ol' ow to fly around after daybreak, just to see who's about. It was hunting vol es al

ni ght and, believe ne, raw rabbit's better'n voles. Don't eat voles." 'I won't,' said Tiffany, and
meant it. 'Mstress Weatherwax, | think I know what the hiver's doing. It's thinking.' 'l thought
it had no brains!' Tiffany | et her thoughts speak for thenselves. 'But there's an echo of ne in
it, isn't there? There nust be. It has an echo of everyone it's... been. There nust be a bit of ne
init. | knowit's out there, and it knows I'mhere with you. And it's keeping away.' 'Ch? Wy's
that, then?" 'Because it's frightened of you, | think." 'Huh! And why's that?' 'Yes,' said Tiffany
simply. '"It's because | am A bit.' 'Ch dear. Are you?' 'Yes,' said Tiffany again. 'It's like a
dog that's been beaten but won't run away. It doesn't understand what it's done wong. But..
there's sonething about it that... there's a thought that |I'mnearly having M stress Wat herwax
said nothing. Her face went blank. '"Are you all right? said Tiffany. 'I was just leavin' you tine
to have that thought,' said Mstress Watherwax. 'Sorry. It's gone now. But... we're thinking
about the hiver in the wong way.' 'Ch, yes? And why's that?' 'Because...' Tiffany struggled with
the idea. 'l think it's because we don't want to think about it the right way. It's sonething to
do with... the third wish. And I don't know what that neans.' The witch said, 'Keep picking at
that thought,' and then | ooked up and added, 'W've got conpany.' It took Tiffany several seconds
to spot what M stress Watherwax had seen- a shape at the edge of the woods, snall and dark. It
was com ng closer, but rather uncertainly. It resolved itself into the figure of Petulia, flying
slowy and nervously a few feet above the heather. Sonetinmes she junped down and w enched the
stick in a slightly different direction. She got off again when she reached Tiffany and M stress
Weat her wax, grabbed the broomhastily and aimed it at a big rock. It hit it gently and hung there,
trying to fly through stone. '"Un, sorry,' she panted. '"But | can't always stop it, and this is
better than having an anchor... Un.' She started to bob a curtsy to M stress \Wat herwax,
renenbered she was a witch and tried to turn it into a bow hal fway down, which was an event you'd
pay nmoney to see. She ended up bent double, and from sonewhere in there cane the little voice,
"Urn, can soneone hel p, please? | think nmy Cctogram of Trinontane has got caught up on ny Pouch of
Nine Herbs...' There was a tricky mnute while they untangled her, with M stress Wat herwax
muttering Toys, just toys' as they unhooked bangl es and neckl aces. Petulia stood upright, red in
the face. She saw M stress \Wat herwax's expression, whipped off her pointy hat and held it in
front on her. This was a mark of respect, but it did nean that a two-foot, sharp, pointy thing was
being ained at them '"Un... | went to see Mss Level and she said you' d conme up here after sone
horrible thing,' she said. "Um.. so | thought |1'd better see how you were.' 'Um.. that was very
kind of you,' said Tiffany, but her treacherous Second Thoughts thought: And what would you have
done if it had attacked us? She had a nonentary picture of Petulia standing in front of somne
horrible raging thing, but it wasn't as funny as she'd first thought. Petulia would stand in front
of it, shaking with terror, her useless anulets clattering, scared al most out of her mnd... but
not backi ng away. She'd thought there night be people facing sonething horrible here, and she'd
conme anyway. 'What's your name, ny girl? said Mstress Weatherwax. 'Urn, Petulia Gistle,

mstress. I'mlearning with Guinifer Blackcap.' 'Ad Mther Blackcap?' said Mstress Wat herwax.
"Very sound. A good woman with pigs. You did well to cone here.' Petulia | ooked nervously at
Tiffany. '"Un, are you all right? Mss Level said you'd been... ill." "I'"'mnuch better now, but

t hank you very nuch for asking, anyway,' said Tiffany wetchedly. 'Look, |'msorry about-' 'Well
you were ill," said Petulia. And that was another thing about Petulia. She always wanted to think

the best of everybody. This was sort of worrying if you knew that the person she was doi ng her
best to think nice thoughts about was you. 'Are you going to go back to the cottage before the
Trials? Petulia went on. 'Trials? said Tiffany, suddenly lost. 'The Wtch Trials,' said Mstress
Weat herwax. 'Today,' said Petulia. 'I'd forgotten all about them' said Tiffany. 'l hadn't,' said
the old witch calmy. 'l never nmiss a Trial. Never mssed a Trial in sixty years. Wuld you do a
poor old lady a favour, Mss Gistle, and ride that stick of yours back to Mss Level's place and
tell her that M stress Wat herwax presents her conplinents and intends to head directly to the
Trials. Was she well?" '"Urn, she was juggling balls wi thout using her hands' said Petulia in

wondernent. ' And, d'you know what? | saw a. fairy in her garden! A blue one!' 'Really? said
Tiffany, her heart sinking. 'Yes! It was rather scruffy, though. And when | asked it if it really
was a fairy, it said it was... um.. "the big stinky horrible spiky iron stinging nettle fairy

fromthe Land o' Tinkle", and called me a "scunner". Do you know what that neans?' Tiffany | ooked
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into that round, hopeful face. She opened her nmouth to say, 'It neans sonmeone who |ikes fairies,'
but stopped in time. That just wouldn't be fair. She sighed. 'Petulia, you saw a Nac Mac Feegle,"
she said. "It is a kind of fairy, but they're not the sweet kind. I'"msorry. They're good... well,
nore or less... but they're not entirely nice. And "scunner" is a kind of swearword. | don't think
it's a particularly bad one though.' Petulia's expression didn't change for a while. Then she
said: 'So it was a fairy, then? 'Well, yes. Technically.' The round pink face sniled. 'Cood, |
did wonder, because it was, um you know... having a wee up agai nst one of Mss Level's garden
gnonmes?' 'Definitely a Feegle,' said Tiffany. 'Ch well, | suppose the big stinky horrible spiky
iron stinging nettle needs a fairy, just |like every other plant,' said Petulia.

Chapt er

When Petulia had gone, M stress Wat herwax stanped her feet and said, 'Let's go, young lady. It's
about eight mles to Sheercliff. They'll have started before we get there.' 'Wat about the
hiver? 'Oh, it can come if it likes.' Mstress Watherwax snmiled. 'Ch, don't frown |like that.
There'll be nore'n three hundred witches at the Trials, and they're right out in the country.

It'Il be as safe as anything. Or do you want to meet the hiver now? W could probably do that. It
don't seemto nove fast.' 'No!' said Tiffany, |ouder than she' d intended. 'No, because... things
aren't what they seem W'd do things wong. Er... | can't explainit. It's because of the third
wi sh.' "Wich you don't know what it is?" 'Yes. But | will soon, | hope.' The witch stared at her
"Yes, | hope so, too,' she said. '"Wll, no point in standing around. Let's get nmoving.' And with
that the witch picked up her blanket and set off as though being pulled by a string. 'W haven't
even had anything to eat!' said Tiffany, running after her. 'l had a |lot of voles |ast night,'
said M stress Wat herwax over her shoulder. 'Yes, but you didn't actually eat them did you? said
Tiffany. 'It was the ow that actually ate them' 'Technic'ly, yes,' Mstress Watherwax adm tted.
"But if you think you've been eating voles all night you'd be amazed how nuch you don't want to
eat anything next norning. O ever again.' She nodded at the distant, departing figure of Petulia.
"Friend of yours?' she said, as they set out. "Er... if sheis, | don't deserve it,' said Tiffany.
"Hm ' said M stress Weatherwax. 'Well, sonetines we get what we don't deserve.' For an old woman
M stress Weat herwax could nove quite fast. She strode over the noors as if distance was a persona
insult. But she was good at sonething el se too. She knew about silence. There was the swi sh of her
long skirt as it snagged the heathers, but sonehow that becane part of the background noise. In
the silence, as she wal ked, Tiffany could still hear the nmenories. There were hundreds of them

| eft behind by the hiver. Mst of themwere so faint that they were nothing nore than a slight
unconfortable feeling in her head, but the ancient tiger still burned brightly in the back of her
brain, and behind that was the giant lizard. They'd been killing machi nes, the nost powerful
creatures in their world- once. The hiver had taken them both. And then they'd died fighting.

Al ways taking fresh bodies, always driving the owners mad with the urge for power which would

al ways end with getting themkilled... and just as Tiffany wondered why, a nmenory said: Because it
is frightened. Frightened of what? Tiffany thought. It's so powerful! Wo knows? But it's mad with
terror. Conpletely binkers! '"You're Sinplicity Bustle, aren't you,' said Tiffany, and then her
ears informed her that she'd said this aloud. 'Talkative, ain't he,' said Mstress Watherwax. 'He
talked in your sleep the other night. Used to have a very high opinion of hinself. |I reckon that's
why his nmenories held together for so long.' 'He doesn't know bi nkers from bonkers, though,' said
Tiffany. 'Well, nmenory fades,' said Mstress Wat herwax. She stopped and | eaned agai nst a rock

She sounded out of breath. 'Are you all right, mstress? said Tiffany. 'Sound as a bell,' said

M stress Weat herwax, wheezing slightly. 'Just getting nmy second wi nd. Anyway, it's only another
six mles." 'l notice you're linping a bit," said Tiffany. 'Do you, indeed? Then stop noticing!'
The shout echoed off the cliffs, full of command. M stress Wat herwax coughed, when the echo had
di ed away. Tiffany had gone pale. 'It seens to ne,' said the old witch, '"that | might just've been
a shade on the sharp side there. It was prob'ly the voles.' She coughed again. 'Them as knows ne,
or has earned it one way or the other, calls me G anny Watherwax. | shall not take it amiss if
you did the sane.' 'Granny Weat herwax?' said Tiffany, shocked out of her shock by this new shock.
"Not technic'ly,' said Mstress Weatherwax quickly. "It's what they call a honorific, like AOd

Mot her So-and-so, or Goodi e Thingy, or Nanny What shernanme. To show that a witch has... is fully..
has been-' Tiffany didn't know whether to laugh or burst into tears. 'l know,' she said. 'You do?
"Li ke Granny Aching,' said Tiffany. 'She was ny granny, but everyone on the Chalk called her
Granny Aching.' 'Ms Aching' wouldn't have worked, she knew. You needed a big, warm bill ow ng,
open kind of word. Granny Aching was therefor everybody. 'It's |ike being everyone's grandnother,'
she added. And didn't add: who tells themstories! 'Wll, then. Perhaps so. Granny Wat herwax it
is,' said Granny Wat herwax, and added qui ckly, "but not technic'ly. Now we're best be noving.'
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She straightened up and set off again. Ganny Watherwax. Tiffany tried it out in her head. She'd
never known her other grandnother, who'd died before she was born. Calling soneone el se Granny was
strange but, oddly, it seenmed right. And you could have two. The hiver followed them Tiffany

could feel it. But it was still keeping its distance. Well, there's a trick to take to the Trials,
she thought. Granny- her brain tingled as she thought the word- Granny has got a plan. She nust
have. But... things weren't right. There was anot her thought she wasn't quite having; it ducked

out of sight every time she thought she had it. The hiver wasn't acting right. She nmade sure she
kept up with Granny Weat herwax. As they got nearer to the Trials, there were clues. Tiffany saw at
| east three broonsticks in the air, heading the sanme way. They reached a proper track, too, and
groups of people were travelling in the sane direction; there were a few pointy hats anongst them
which was a definite clue. The track dropped on down through some woods, cane up in a patchwork of
little fields and headed for a tall hedge, from behind which cane the sound of a brass band

pl aying a nedl ey of Songs fromthe Shows, although by the sound of it no two nusicians could agree
on what Song or which Show. Tiffany junmped when she saw a balloon sail up above the trees, catch
the wi nd and swoop away, but it turned out to be just a balloon and not a |unp of excess Brian
She could tell this because it was followed by a long screamof rage m xed with a roar of
conpl ai nt: ' AAaar gwannawannaaaagongongonaar gggaaaa BLOON!' which is the traditional sound of a
very small child learning that with balloons, as with life itself, it is inportant to know when
not to let go of the string. The whol e point of balloons is to teach small children this. However
on this occasion a broonstick with a pointy-hatted passenger rose above the trees, caught up with
the balloon and towed it back down to the Trials ground. 'Didn't used to be like this,' G anny
Weat herwax grunbl ed as they reached a gate. "Wien | was a girl, we just used to neet up in sone
meadow sonewhere, all by ourselves. But now, oh no, it has to be a Grand Day Qut For All The

Fami ly. Hah!' There had been a crowd around the gate leading into the field, but there was
sonet hi ng about that 'Hah!' The crowd parted, as if by magic, and the wonen pulled their children
alittle closer to themas G anny wal ked right up to the gate. There was a boy there, selling
tickets and wi shing, now, that he'd never been born. G anny Watherwax stared at him Tiffany saw
his ears go red. 'Two tickets, young man,' said Granny. Little bits of ice tinkled off her words
"That'Il, er, be, er... one child and one senior citizen? the young man quavered. G anny | eaned
forward and said: 'What is a senior citizen, young man?' 'It's like... you know... old folks,' the
boy munbl ed. Now his hands were shaking. Granny |eaned further forward. The boy really, really
wanted to step back but his feet were rooted to the ground. Al he could do was bend backwards.
"Young man,' said Granny, 'l amnot now, nor shall | ever be, an "old folk". W'Il take two
tickets, which | see on that board there is a penny apiece.' Her hand shot out, fast as an adder.
The boy made a noise |ike gneeee as he | eaped back. 'Here's tuppence,' said G anny Wat herwax.
Tiffany | ooked at Granny's hand. The first finger and thumb were held together, but there did not
appear to be any coins between them Neverthel ess, the young man, grinning horribly, took the
total absence of coins very carefully between his thunb and finger. Ganny tw tched two tickets
out of his other hand. 'Thank you, young man,' she said, and walked into the field. Tiffany ran
after her. "What did-?' she began, but Ganny Watherwax raised a finger to her lips, grasped

Tiffany's shoul der and swi vell ed her round. The ticket-seller was still staring at his fingers. He
even rubbed them together. Then he shrugged, held themover his |eather nobneybag and | et go.
Ccink, clink... The crowd around the gate gave a gasp, and one or two of themstarted to appl aud

The boy | ooked around with a sick kind of grin, as if of course he'd expected that to happen. 'Ah,
right,' said Granny Weat herwax happily. 'And now | could just do with a cup of tea and maybe a

sweet biscuit.' 'Granny, there are children here! Not just witches!' People were | ooking at them
Granny Weat herwax jerked Tiffany's chin up so that she could | ook into her eyes. 'Look around, eh?
You can't nove down here for amulets and wands and whatnot! It'll be bound to keep away, eh?

Tiffany turned to | ook. There were sideshows all around the field. Alot of themwere funfair
stuff that she'd seen before at agricultural shows around the Chal k: Roll-a- Penny, Lucky Dip,
Bobbi ng for Piranhas, that sort of thing. The Ducking Stool was very popul ar anong young chil dren
on such a hot day. There wasn't a fortune-telling tent, because no fortune-teller would turn up at
an event where so nany visitors were qualified to argue and answer back, but there were a nunber
of witch stalls. Zakzak's had a huge tent, with a display dummy outside wearing a Sky Scraper hat
and a Zephyr Billow cl oak, which had drawn a crowd of admirers. The other stalls were smaller, but
they were thick with things that glittered and tinkled and they were doing a brisk trade anongst
the younger witches. There were whole stalls full of dreamcatchers and curse-nets, including the
new sel fenptying ones. It was odd to think of w tches buying them though. It was like fish buying
unbrellas. Surely a hiver wouldn't conme here, with all these witches? She turned to G anny

Weat herwax. Granny \Wat herwax wasn't there. It is hard to find a witch at the Wtch Trials. That
is, it istoo easy to find a witch at the Wtch Trials, but very hard to find the one you're
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| ooking for, especially if you suddenly feel lost and all alone and you can feel panic starting to
open inside you like a fern. Most of the older witches were sitting at trestle tables in a huge
roped-of f area. They were drinking tea. Pointy hats bobbed as tongues wagged. Every worman seened
capabl e of talking while listening to all the others on the table at the sane tine, although this
talent isn't confined to witches. It was no place to search for an old wonman in black with a
pointy hat. The sun was quite high in the sky now The field was filling up. Wtches were circling
to land at the far end, and nore and nore people were pouring in through the gateway. The noise
was intense. Everywhere Tiffany turned, black hats were scurrying. Pushing her way through the

throng, she | ooked desperately for a friendly face, like Mss Tick or Mss Level or Petulia. If it
canme to it, an unfriendly one would do- even Ms Earwig. And she tried not to think. She tried not
to think that she was terrified and alone in this huge crowd, and that up on the hill, invisible,

the hiver now knew this because just a tiny part of it was her. She felt the hiver stir. She felt
it begin to nove. Tiffany stunbled through a chattering group of witches, their voices soundi ng

shrill and unpleasant. She felt ill, as though she'd been in the sun too |ong. The world was

spi nning. A remarkable thing about a hiver, a reedy voice began, sonewhere in the back of her
head, is that its hunting pattern mmcs that of the common shark, anbng other creatures- 'l do
not want a lecture, M Bustle,' Tiffany munbled. 'l do not want you in ny head!' But the nenory of
Sinplicity Bustle had never taken nuch notice of other people when he was alive and it wasn't
going to begin now. It went on in its self-satisfied squeak:- in that, once it has selected its
prey, it will conpletely ignore other attractive targets- She could see right across the Trials

field, and sonething was coming. It noved through the crowd |ike the wind through a field of

grass. You could plot its progress by the people. Sone fainted, sone yel ped and turned round, sone
ran. Wtches stopped their gossip, chairs were overturned and the shouting started. But it wasn't
attacking anything. It was only interested in Tiffany. Like a shark, thought Tiffany. The killer

of the sea, where worse things happened. Tiffany backed away, the panic filling her up. She bunped
into witches hurrying towards the commmoti on and shouted at them 'You can't stop it! You don't
know what it is! You'll flail at it and wave glittery sticks and it will keep comng! It will keep

com ng!' She put her hands into her pockets and touched the |lucky stone. And the string. And the
pi ece of chalk. If this was a story, she thought bitterly, I'd trust in nmy heart and foll ow ny
star and all that other stuff and it would all turn out all right, right now, by tinkly Mgi kkkk.
But you're never in a story when you need to be. Story, story, story... The third wish. The Third
Wsh. The third wish is the inportant one. In stories the genie or the witch or the magic cat..
offers you three wishes. Three wi shes... She grabbed a hurrying witch and | ooked into the face of
Annagramma, who stared at her in terror and tried to cower away. 'Please don't do anything to ne!
Pl ease!' she cried. I'myour friend, aren't 1?" '"If you like, but that wasn't nme and |'m better
now,' said Tiffany, knowi ng she was lying. It had been her, and that was inportant. She had to
renenber that. 'Quick, Annagranma! Wiat's the third wi sh? Quickly! Wen you get three w shes,
what's the third wish!' Annagramm's face screwed up into the affronted frown she wore when
sonet hi ng had the nerve not to be understandable. 'But why do-?' 'Don't think about it, please!
Just answer!' '"Well, er... it could be anything... being invisible or... or blonde, or anything-'
Annagr amma burbl ed, her mind conming apart at the seans. Tiffany shook her head and | et her go. She
ran to an old witch who was staring at the conmotion. 'Please, mistress, this is inportant! In

stories, what's the third wi sh! Don't ask nme why, please! Just renenber!' 'Er... happiness. It's
happi ness, isn't it? said the old lady. 'Yes, definitely. Health, wealth and happiness. Now if
was you |'d-' 'Happi ness? Happiness... thank you,' said Tiffany, and | ooked around desperately for

sonmeone else. It wasn't happi ness, she knew that in her boots. You couldn't get happi ness by
magi ¢, and that was another clue right there. There was M ss Tick, hurrying between the tents.
There was no tinme for hal freasures. Tiffany pulled her round and shout ed:

"Hel | oM ssTi ckYesl ' nFi nel HopeYouAr eWel | TooWhat | sTheThi r dW shQui ckly

Thi sl sl nmport ant Pl easeDon' t Ar gueOr AskQuestions Therelsn'tTine!' Mss Tick, to her credit, hesitated
only for a nonment or two. 'To have a hundred nore wishes, isn't it? she said. Tiffany stared at
her and then said, Thank you. It isn't, but that's a clue, too.' Tiffany, there's a-' Mss Tick
began. But Tiffany had seen Granny Watherwax. She was standing in the mddle of the field, in a
bi g square that had been roped off for sone reason. No one seened to notice her. She was watching
the frantic witches around the hiver, where there was an occasional flash and sparkle of magic.
She had a calm faraway |ook. Tiffany brushed Mss Tick's armaway, ducked under the rope and ran
up to her. 'Ganny!' The blue eyes turned to her. 'Yes?' 'In stories, where the genie or the magic
frog or the fairy godnother gives you three wishes... what's the third wish?" 'Ah, stories,' said
Granny. That's easy. In any story worth the tellin', that knows about the way of the world, the
third wish is the one that undoes the harmthe first two wi shes caused.' 'Yes! That's it! That's
it!" shouted Tiffany, and the words piling up behind the question poured out. '"It's not evil! It
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can't be! It hasn't got a mind of its own! This is all about w shes! Qur wishes! It's like in the
stories, where they-' 'Calmdown. Take a deep breath,' said Ganny. She took Tiffany by the

shoul ders so that she faced the panicking crowd. 'You got frightened for a nonent, and nowit's
comn' and it's not going to turn back, not now, 'cos it's desperate. It don't even see the crowd,
they don't nean a thing to it. It's you it wants. It's you it's after. You should be the one who
faces it. Are you ready?' 'But supposing | lose-' 'I never got where | amtoday by supposin' | was
goin' to lose, young lady. You beat it once, you can do it again!' 'But | could turn into
sonething terrible!" Then you'll face me,' said Ganny. 'You'll face me, on ny ground. But that
won't happen, will it? You were fed up with grubby babies and silly wonen? Then this is... the
other stuff. It's noon now. They should ve started the Trials proper, but, hah, it |ooks as though
peopl e have forgotten. Now, then... do you have it in you to be a witch by noonlight, far away
fromyour hills? 'Yes!' There was no other answer, not to Granny Wat herwax. G anny Wat her wax
bowed | ow and then took a few steps back. 'In your own tine, then, madam' she said. Wshes,

wi shes, wi shes, thought Tiffany, distracted, funbling in her pockets for the bits to nmake a
shanble. It's not evil. It gives us what we think we want! And what do people ask for? Mre

wi shes! You couldn't say: A nonster got into ny head and nade ne do it. She'd wi shed the nbney was
hers. The hiver just took her at her thought. You couldn't say: Yes, but I'd never have really
taken it! The hiver used what it found- the little secret wi shes, the desires, the nonents of

rage, all the things that real humans knew how to ignore! It didn't let you ignore them Then, as
she funbled to tie the pieces together, the egg flipped out of her hands, trusted in gravity and
smashed on the toe of her boot. She stared at it, the blackness of despair darkening the
noonlight. Way did | try this? I've never nmade a shanble that worked, so why did | try? Because
believed it had to work this tine, that's why. Like in a story. Suddenly it would all be... al
right. But this isn't a story, and there are no nore eggs... There was a screambut it was high up
and the sound of it took Tiffany hone in the bounce of a heartbeat. It was a buzzard, in the eye
of the sun, getting bigger in its plunge towards the field. It soared up again as it passed over
Tiffany's head, fast as an arrow, and as it did so, sonmething small let go its hold on the
buzzard's talons with a cry of 'Crivens!' Rob Anybody dropped like a stone, but there was a thwap!
and suddenly a balloon of cloth snapped open above him Two balloons, in fact, or to put it

anot her way, Rob Anybody had 'borrowed' Hami sh's parachute. He let go of themas soon as they'd

sl owed hi m down, and dropped neatly into the shanble. 'Did ye think we'd | eave ye?' he shouted,

hol ding onto the strings. 'I'munder a geas, nme! Get on w' it, right noo!' '"Wat? | can't!' said
Tiffany, trying to shake himoff. "Not with you! I'Il kill you! I always crack the eggs! \Wat
goose?' 'Dinnae argue!' shouted Rob, bouncing up and down in the strings. '"Do it! O ye're no' the
hag of the hills! An' | know ye are!' People were running past now. Tiffany glanced up. She

t hought she could see the hiver now as a noving shape in the dust. She | ooked at the tangle in her
hands and at Rob's grinning face. The noment twanged. A witch deals with things, said her Second
Thoughts. Get past the 'l can't.' OK .. Wy hasn't it ever worked before? Because there was no
reason for it to work. | didn't need it to work. | need it to help me now. No. | need nme to help
me. So think about it. Ignore the noise, ignhore the hiver rolling towards her over the trodden
grass... She'd use the things she'd had, so that was right. Cal mdown. Slow down. Look at the
shanbl e. Think about the nmoment. There were all the things fromhome... No. Not all the things.

Not all the things at all. This time, she felt the shape of what wasn't there- - and tugged at the
silver horse around her neck, breaking its chain, then hanging it in the threads. Suddenly her
thoughts were as cool and clear as ice, as bright and shiny as they needed to be. Let's see..

that | ooks better there... and that needs to be pulled this way... The novenent jerked the silver
horse into life. Then it spun gently, passing through the threads and Rob Anybody, who said,
"Didnae hurt a bit! Keep goin'!' Tiffany felt a tingle in her feet. The horse gleaned as it

turned. 'I dinnae want to hurry ye!' said Rob Anybody. 'But hurry!' |I'mfar from home, thought
Tiffany, in the same clear way, but |I have it in nmy eye. Now | open ny eyes. Now | open ny eyes
again- Ahh... Can | be a witch away frommy hills? O course | can. | never really |eave you, Land

Under Wave... Shepherds on the Chalk felt the ground shake, |ike thunder under the turf. Birds
scattered fromthe bushes. The sheep | ooked up. Again, the ground trenbl ed. Sone people said a
shadow crossed the sun. Sone people said they heard the sound of hooves. And a boy trying to catch
hares in the little valley of the Horse said the hillside had burst and a horse had | eaped out
like a wave as high as the sky, with a mane like the wave of the sea and a coat as white as chal k.
He said it had galloped into the air like rising mst, and flew towards the nountains |like a
storm He got punished for telling stories, of course, but he thought it was worth it. The shanble
glowed. Silver coursed along the threads. It was conming fromTiffany's hands, sparking |ike stars.
In that |ight, she saw the hiver reach her and spread out until it was all around her

invisibility nmade visible. It rippled and reflected the light oddly. In those glints and sparkl es
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there were faces, wavering and stretching like reflections in water. Tinme was going slowy. She
could see, beyond the wall of hiver, witches staring at her. One had |l ost her hat in the
comotion, but it was hanging in the air. It hadn't had tinme to fall yet. Tiffany's fingers noved.
The hiver shimmered in the air, disturbed |ike a pond when a pebble has been dropped into it.
Tendrils of it reached towards her. She felt its panic, felt its terror as it found itself caught-
"Wl conme,' said Tiffany. Welcone? said the hiver in Tiffany's own voice. 'Yes. You are welconme in
this place. You are safe here.' No! W are never safe! 'You are safe here,' Tiffany repeated.

Pl ease! said the hiver. Shelter us! The w zard was nearly right about you,' said Tiffany. 'You hid
in other creatures. But he didn't wonder why. What are you hiding fron?' Everything, said the

hiver. 'I think I know what you nean,' said Tiffany. Do you? Do you know what it feels like to be
aware of every star, every blade of grass? Yes. You do. You call it 'opening your eyes again'. But
you do it for a nmonment. We have done it for eternity. No sleep, no rest, just endless... endless

experi ence, endl ess awareness. O everything. Al the tine. How we envy you, envy you! Lucky
humans, who can cl ose your ninds to the endl ess cold deeps of space! You have this thing you

call... boredon? That is the rarest talent in the universe! W heard a song, it went 'Tw nkle

twinkle little star...' Wat power! \Wat wondrous power! You can take a billion trillion tons of
flam ng matter, a furnace of unimagi nable strength, and turn it into a little song for children
You build little worlds, little stories, little shells around your mnds and that keeps infinity

at bay and allows you to wake up in the norning without scream ng! Conpletely binkers! said a
cheerful voice at the back of Tiffany's nenmory. You just couldn't keep Dr Bustle down. Pity us,
yes, pity us, said the voices of the hiver. No shield for us, no rest for us, no sanctuary. But
you, you wi thstood us. W saw that in you. You have nminds within mnds. Hi de us! 'You want
silence?' said Tiffany. Yes, and nore than silence, said the voice of the hiver. You hunans are so
good at ignoring things. You are al nost blind and al nost deaf You |look at a tree and see... just a
tree, a stiff weed. You don't see its history, feel the punping of the sap, hear every insect in
the bark, sense the chenistry of the | eaves, notice the hundred shades of green, the tiny
movenments to follow the sun, the subtle growh of the wood... 'But you don't understand us,' said
Tiffany. 'l don't think any human coul d survive you. You give us what you think we want, as soon
as we want it, just like in fairy stories. And the w shes always go wong.' Yes. W know that now.
We have an echo of you now. W have... understanding, said the hiver. So now we cone to you with a
wish. It is the wish that puts the others right. 'Yes,' said Tiffany. 'That's always the | ast

wish, the third wish. It's the one that says "Make this not have happened".' Teach us the way to
die, said the voices of the hiver. "I don't knowit!' Al humans know the way, said the voices of
the hiver. You walk it every day of your short, short lives. You knowit. W envy you your

know edge. You know how to end. You are very talented. | nust know how to die, Tiffany thought.
Somewhere deep down. Let ne think. Let ne get past the 'l can't'... She held up the glittering
shanbl e. Shafts of light still spun off it, but she didn't need it any nore. She could hold the
power in the centre of herself. It was all a matter of balance. The |ight died. Rob Anybody was

still hanging in the threads, but all his hair had come unplaited and stood out fromhis head in a
great red ball. He | ooked stunned. "I could just nurrrder a kebab,' he said. Tiffany |owered him
to the ground, where he swayed slightly, then she put the rest of the shanble in her pocket.

' Thank you, Rob,' she said. 'But | want you to go now. It could get... serious.' It was, of

course, the wong thing to say. 'I'mno' leavin'!' he snapped. 'l pronised Jeannie to keep ye

safe! Let's get on wi' it!' There was no arguing. Rob was standing in that half-crouch of his,
fists bunched, chin out, ready for anything and burning with defiance. 'Thank you,' said Tiffany,
and straightened up. Death is right behind us, she thought. Life ends, and there's death, waiting.
So... it nmust be close. Very close. It would be... a door. Yes. An old door, old wood. Dark, too
She turned. Behind her, there was a black door in the air. The hinges woul d creak, she thought.
Wien she pushed it open, they did. So-o00... she thought, this isn't exactly real. I'mtelling
nyself a story | can understand, about doors, and |I'mfooling nmyself just enough for it all to
work. | just have to keep bal anced on that edge for it to go on working, too. And that's as hard
as not thinking about a pink rhinoceros. And if G anny Watherwax can do that, | can too. Beyond
the door, black sand stretched away under a sky of pale stars. There were sonme nountains on the
di stant horizon. You nust help us through, said the voices of the hiver. 'If you'll tak' ny
advice, you'll no' do that,' said Rob Anybody from Tiffany's ankle. 'l dinnae trust the scunner
one wee bitty!' 'There's part of ne in there. | trust that,' she said. 'I did say you don't have
to come, Rob.' 'Ch, aye? An' I'mta' see you go through there alone, amI|? Yell not find ne

|l eavin' you now' 'You' ve got a clan and a wife, Rob!' '"Aye, an' so | wllnae di shonour them by
lettin' yer step across Death's threshold alone,' said Rob Anybody firmy. So, thought Tiffany as
she stared through the doorway, this is what we do. W live on the edges. W hel p those who can't
find the way... She took a deep breath and stepped across. Nothing nmuch changed. The sand felt
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gritty underfoot and crunched when she wal ked over it, as she expected, but when it was kicked up
it fell back as slowy as thistledown, and she hadn't expected that. The air wasn't cold, but it
was thin and prickly to breathe. The door shut softly behind her. Thank you, said the voices of
the hiver. What do we do now? Tiffany | ooked around her, and up at the stars. They weren't ones
that she recogni zed. 'You die, | think,' she said. But there is no 'ne' to die, said the voices of
the hiver. There is only us. Tiffany took a deep breath. This was about words, and she knew about
words. 'Here is a story to believe,' she said. 'Once we were blobs in the sea, and then fishes,
and then lizards and rats and then nmonkeys, and hundreds of things in between. This hand was once
a fin, this hand once had claws! In nmy human nouth | have the pointy teeth of a wolf and the
chisel teeth of a rabbit and the grinding teeth of a cow Qur blood is as salty as the sea we used
to live in! When we're frightened the hair on our skins stands up, just like it did when we had
fur. W are history! Everything we've ever been on the way to beconing us, we still are. Wuld you
like the rest of the story?" Tell us, said the hiver. 'I'"mmade up of the nenories of my parents
and grandparents, all mnmy ancestors. They're in the way | look, in the colour of my hair. And |I'm
made up of everyone |'ve ever met who's changed the way | think. So who is "nme"?' The piece that
just told us that story, said the hiver. The piece that's truly you. "Wll... yes. But you nust
have that too. You know you say you're "us"- who is it saying it? Who is saying you' re not you?
You're not different fromus. W' re just nmuch, rmuch better at forgetting. And we know when not to
listen to the nonkey.' You 've just puzzled us, said the hiver. 'The old bit of our brains that
wants to be head nonkey, and attacks when it's surprised,' said Tiffany. It reacts. It doesn't

thi nk. Being human is knowi ng when not to be the nonkey or the lizard or any of the other old
echoes. But when you take people over, you silence the human part. You listen to the nonkey. The
nmonkey doesn't know what it needs, only what it wants. No, you are not an "us". You are an "I|".'

I, nme, said the hiver. I. Wo amI|? 'Do you want a nane? That helps.' Yes. A nane... |'ve always
liked Arthur, as a nane.' Arthur, said the hiver. | like Arthur, too. And if | am | can stop
What happens next? 'The creatures you... took over, didn't they die? Yes, said the Arthur. But we-

but | didn't see what happened. They just stopped being here. Tiffany |ooked around at the endl ess
sand. She couldn't see anybody, but there was sonething out there that suggested novenent. It was
the occasional change in the light, perhaps, as if she was catching glinpses of sonething she was
not supposed to see. 'I think,' she said, 'that you have to cross the desert.' Wuat's on the other
side? said Arthur. Tiffany hesitated. 'Sonme people think you go to a better world,' she said.
' Sone people think you cone back to this one in a different body. And sone think there's just

not hi ng. They think you just stop.' And what do you think? Arthur asked. 'I think that there are
no words to describe it,' said Tiffany. Is that true? said Arthur. 'l think that's why you have to
cross the desert,' said Tiffany. "To find out." | will look forward to it. Thank you. ' Goodbye...

Arthur.' She felt the hiver fall away. There wasn't much sign of it- a novenent of a few sand
grains, a sizzle in the air- but it slid away slowy across the black sand. 'An' bad cess an' good
riddance ta' ye!' Rob Anybody shouted after it. '"No,' said Tiffany. 'Don't say that.' 'Aye, but it
killed folk to stay alive.' "It didn't want to. It didn't know how people work.' 'That was a fine
|l oad of o' blethers ye gave it, at any rate,' said Rob admringly. 'Not even a gonnagle coul d make
up a load o' blethers Ilike that.' Tiffany wondered if it had been. Once, when the wandering
teachers had cone to the village, she had paid half a dozen eggs for a norning's education on
***Wonders of the Univers!!*** That was expensive, for education, but it had been thoroughly worth
it. The teacher had been a little bit crazy, even for a teacher, but what he'd said had seened to
make absol ute sense. One of the nobst anmzing things about the universe, he had said, was that,
sooner or later, everything is nade of everything else, although it'll probably take nmillions and
mllions of years for this to happen. The other children had giggled or argued, but Tiffany knew

t hat what had once been tiny living creatures was now the chalk of the hills. Everything went
round, even stars. That had been a very good norning, especially since she'd been refunded half an
egg for pointing out that 'Universe' had been spelled wong. Was it true? Maybe that didn't

matter. Maybe it just had to be true enough for Arthur. Her eyes, the inner eyes that opened
twice, were beginning to close. She could feel the power draining away. You couldn't stay in that
state for long. You becane so aware of the universe that you stopped bei ng aware of you. How

cl ever of humans to have | earned how to close their mnds. Was there anything so anazing in the
uni verse as boredon? She sat down, just for a nonment, and picked up a handful of the sand. It rose
above her hand, twisting |ike snoke, reflecting the starlight, then settled back as if it had all
the tine in the world. She had never felt this tired. She still heard the inner voices. The hiver
had | eft nenories behind, just a few She could renmenber when there had been no stars and when
there had been no such thing as 'yesterday'. She knew what was beyond the sky and beneath the
grass. But she couldn't renenber when she had | ast slept, properly slept, in a bed. Being

unconsci ous didn't count. She closed her eyes, and closed her eyes agai n- Soneone ki cked her hard
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on the foot. 'Dinnae gae to sleep!' Rob Anybody shouted. 'Not here! Ye cannae gae to sleep here!
Rise an' shine!" Still feeling muzzy, Tiffany pushed herself back onto her feet, through gentle
swirls of rising dust, and turned to the dark door. It wasn't there. There were her footprints in
the sand, but they went only a few feet and, anyway, were slowy di sappearing. There was not hi ng
around her but dead desert, for ever. She turned back to | ook towards the distant nountains, but
her view was bl ocked by a tall figure, all in black, holding a scythe. It hadn't been there
before. GOOD AFTERNOON, said Death.

Chapter 12 Egress

Tiffany stared up into a black hood. There was a skull in it, but the eye sockets gl owed blue. At

| east bones had never frightened Tiffany. They were only chal k that had wal ked around. 'Are you-?
she began, but Rob Anybody gave a yell and | eaped straight for the hood. There was a thud. Death
took a step backwards and raised a skeletal hand to his cowl. He pulled out Rob Anybody by his
hair and held himat arms length while the Nac Mac Feegle cursed and kicked. is TH S YOURS? Death
asked Tiffany. The voice was heavy and all around her, like thunder. '"No. Er... he's his.' | WAS
NOT EXPECTI NG A NAC MAC FEEGLE TODAY, Said Death, OTHERW SE | WOULD HAVE WORN PROTECTI VE CLOTHI NG
HA HA. ' They do fight a lot,' Tiffany adnmitted. 'You are Death, aren't you? | know this night
sound a silly question.' YOU ARE NOT AFRAID? 'Not yet. But, er... which way to the egress

pl ease?' There was a pause. Then Death said, in a puzzled voice: ISNT THAT A FEMALE EAGLE? ' No, '
said Tiffany. 'Everyone thinks that. Actually, it's the way out. The exit.' Death pointed, with
the hand that still held the incandescently angry Rob Anybody. THAT WAY. YOU HAVE TO WALK THE
DESERT. 'All the way to the nountai ns?' YES. BUT ONLY THE DEAD CAN TAKE THAT WAY. 'Ye've got ta
let me go sooner or later, ye big 'natony!' yelled Rob Anybody. 'And then ye're gonna get sich a
kickin'!'" 'There was a door here!' said Tiffany. AH YES, said Death, BUT THERE ARE RULES, THAT WAS
A VAY IN, YOU SEE. 'Wat's the difference? A FAIRLY | MPORTANT ONE, |'M SORRY TO SAY. YOU W LL
HAVE TO SEE YOURSELVES QUT. DO NOT FALL ASLEEP HERE. SLEEP HERE NEVER ENDS. Death vani shed. Rob
Anybody dropped to the sand and canme up ready to fight, but they were alone. 'Ye'll have to nake a
door oot,' he said. 'l don't know how Rob, | told you not to come with nme. Can't you get out?
"Aye. Probably. But |1've got to see ye safe. The kelda put a geas on ne. | nust save the hag o'
the hills.' "Jeannie told you that?' 'Aye. She was verra definite,' said Rob Anybody. Tiffany

sl unped down onto the sand again. It fountained up around her. 'I'Il never get out,' she said. How
to get in, yes, that wasn't hard... She | ooked around. They weren't obvi ous, but there were

occasi onal changes in the light, and little puffs of dust. People she couldn't see were wal ki ng
past her. People were crossing the desert. Dead people, going to find out what was beyond the
mountains... I'meleven, she thought. People will be upset. She thought about the farm and how
her nmother and father would react. But there wouldn't be a body, would there? So people woul d hope
and hope that she'd cone back and was just... nissing, |like old Ms Happens in the village, who
lit a candle in the window every night for her son who'd been |ost at sea thirty years ago. She
wondered if Rob could send a nmessage, but what could she say? |I'mnot dead, |'mjust stuck'? 'l
shoul d have thought of other people,' she said aloud. 'Aye, weel, ye did,' said Rob, sitting down
by her foot. 'Yon Arthur went off happy, and ye saved other folk fra' being killed. Ye did what ye
had to do.' Yes, thought Tiffany. That's what we have to do. And there's no one to protect you,
because you 're the one who's supposed to do that sort of thing. But her Second Thoughts said: |'m
glad | didit. I'd do it again. | stopped the hiver killing anyone el se, even though we led it
right into the Trials. And that thought was followed by a space. There shoul d have been anot her

t hought, but she was too tired to have it. It had been inportant. 'Thank you for com ng, Rob,' she

said. 'But when... you can |eave, you nust go straight back to Jeannie, understand? And tell her
I"mgrateful she sent you. Say | wish we'd had a chance to get to know one anot her better.' ' Ch,
aye. |'ve sent the |ads back anyway. Hamish is waitin' for ne.' At which point the door appeared,

and opened. G anny Wat herwax stepped through and beckoned urgently. 'Sone people don't have the
sense they were born with! Cone on, right now' she conmanded. Behind her, the door started to
swi ng shut, but she swung round savagely and rammed her boot against the janb, shouting, 'GCh, no
you don't, you sly devil!' "But... | thought there were rules!' said Tiffany, getting up and
hurrying forward, all tiredness suddenly gone. Even a tired body wants to survive. 'Ch? Real | y?
said Granny. 'Did you sign anything? Did you take any kind of oath? No? Then they weren't your

rul es! Quickly, now And you, M Anyone!' Rob Anybody junped onto her boot just before she pulled

it away. The door shut with another click, disappeared and left themin... dead light, it seened,
a space of grey air. '"Wn't take long,' said G anny Watherwax. 'It doesn't usually. It's the
world getting back into line. Ch, don't |look Iike that. You showed it the Way, right? Qut of pity.
Well, | know this path already. You'll tread it again, no doubt, for some other poor soul, open
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the door for themas can't find it. But we don't talk about it, understand?" 'M ss Level never-
"W don't talk about it, | said,' said Granny Wat herwax. 'Do you know what a part of being a
witch is? It's making the choices that have to be nade. The hard choices. But you did... quite
well. There's no shane in pity.' She brushed sone grass seed off her dress. '|I hope Ms Ogg has
arrived,' she said. 'I need her recipe for apple chutney. Oh... when we arrive you mght feel a
bit dizzy. I'd better warn you.' 'Ganny? said Tiffany, as the |light began to grow brighter. It
brought back tiredness with it, too. 'Yes? 'What exactly happened just then?" 'Wat do you think
happened?' Light burst in upon them Sonmeone was wi ping Tiffany's forehead with a danp cloth. She
lay, feeling the beautiful cool ness. There were voices around her, and she recogni zed the chronic-
conpl ai ner's tones of Annagranma: And she was really making a fuss in Zakzak's. Honestly, |

don't think she's quite right in the head! | think she's literally gone cuckoo! She was shouting
t hi ngs and using sone kind of, oh, | don't know, some peasant trick to nake us think she'd turned
that fool Brian into a frog. Well, of course, she didn't fool ne for one ninute-' Tiffany opened

her eyes and saw the round pink face of Petulia, screwed up with concern. 'Un, she's awake!' said
the girl. The space between Tiffany and the ceiling filled up with pointy hats. They drew back
reluctantly, as she sat up. From above, it nust have | ooked |ike a dark daisy, closing and
opening. 'Were is this?' she said. 'Un, the First Ald and Lost Children's Tent,' said Petulia.

"Urn... you fainted when M stress \Wat her-wax brought you back from.. from wherever you'd gone.
Everyone's been in to see you!' 'She said you'd, like, dragged the nmonster into, |like, the Next

Worl d!'' Lucy Warbeck said, her eyes gleanming. 'Mstress Watherwax told everyone all about it!’

"Well, it wasn't quite-' Tiffany began. She felt sonmething prod her in the back. She reached

behi nd her, and her hand cane back holding a pointy hat. It was alnost grey with age and quite
battered. Zakzak woul dn't have dared try to sell sonething like this, but the other girls stared
it like starving dogs watching a butcher's hand. 'Un, M stress Watherwax gave you her hat,'

breathed Petulia. 'Her actual hat.' 'She said you were a born witch and no witch should be wi thout
a hat!' said Dimty Hubbub, watching. That's nice,' said Tiffany. She was used to secondhand
clothes. '"It's only an old hat,' said Annagramma. Tiffany |ooked up at the tall girl and |et

herself smle slowy. 'Annagramma?' she said, raising a hand with the fingers open. Annagranma
backed away. 'Ch no,' she said. 'Don't you do that! Don't you do that! Soneone stop her doing
that!' 'Do you want a balloon, Annagramma?' said Tiffany, sliding off the table. 'No! Please!’
Annagr amma t ook anot her step back, holding her arns in front of her face, and fell over a bench

Ti ffany picked her up and patted her cheerfully on a cheek. 'Then |I shan't buy you one,' she said.

"But please learn what "literally" really means, will you?'" Annagramm smled in a frozen kind of
way. 'Er, yes,' she nmanaged. 'Good. And then we will be friends.' She left the girl standing
there, and went back to pick up the hat. '"Urn, you're probably still a bit wozy,' said Petulia.
"You probably don't understand.' 'Ha, | wasn't actually frightened, you know,' said Annagranma.

"It was all for fun, of course.' No one paid any attention. 'Understand what?' said Tiffany. '"It's
her actual hat' the girls chorused. '"It's, like, if that hat could talk, what stories it would
have to, you know, tell,' said Lucy Warbeck. 'It was just a joke,' said Annagranma to anyone who

was |listening. Tiffany | ooked at the hat. It was very battered, and not extrenely clean. If that
hat could talk, it would probably mutter. 'Wiere's G anny Weat herwax now?' she said. There was a
gasp fromthe girls. This was nearly as inpressive as the hat. '"Um.. she doesn't mnd you calling
her that?' said Petulia. 'She invited ne to,'" said Tiffany. 'Only we heard you had to have known
her for, like, a hundred years before she let you call her that...' said Lucy Warbeck. Tiffany
shrugged. 'Well, anyway,' she said. 'Do you know where she is?" 'Ch, having tea with the other old
wi tches and yakki ng on about chutney and how wi tches today aren't what they were when she was a
girl," said Lulu Darling. "What?' said Tiffany. 'Just having tea!' The young w tches | ooked at one
anot her in puzzlement. 'Um there's buns too,' said Petulia. '"If that's inportant.' 'But she
opened the door for ne. The door into -out of the... the desert! You can't just sit down after
that and have buns! 'Um the ones | saw had icing on,' Petulia ventured, nervously. 'They weren't
just honemade-' 'Look,' said Lucy Warbeck, 'we didn't really, you know, see anything? You were
just standing there with this, |like, glow around you and we couldn't get in and then G an-

M st ress Weat herwax wal ked up and stepped right in and you both, you know, stood there? And then
the gl ow went zip and vani shed and you, like, fell over.' 'Wat Lucy's failing to say very
accurately,' said Annagrammm, 'is that we didn't actually see you go anywhere. I'mtelling you
this as a friend, of course. There was just this glow, which could have been anything.' Annagranma
was going to be a good witch, Tiffany considered. She could tell herself stories that she
literally believed. And she coul d bounce back like a ball. '"Don't forget, | saw the horse,' said
Harrieta Bil k. Annagramma rolled her eyes. 'Ch yes, Harrieta thinks she saw sone kind of horse in
the sky. Except it didn't look |ike a horse, she says. She says it | ooked |like a horse would | ook
if you took the actual horse away and just |eft the horsiness, right, Harrieta? 'l didn't say
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that!' snapped Harrieta. 'Wll, pardon me. That's what it sounded like." '"Un, and some people
said they saw a white horse grazing in the next field, too, said Petulia. '"And a | ot of the ol der
witches said they felt a trenendous amount of-' 'Yes, sone people thought they saw a horse in a

field but it isn't there any nore,' said Annagranma in the singsong voice she used when she
thought it was all stupid. 'That nust be very rare in the country, seeing horses in fields.
Anyway, if there really was a white horse, it was grey.' Tiffany sat on the edge of the table,
staring at her knees. Anger at Annagranma had jolted her to life, but now the tiredness was

creepi ng back. 'l suppose none of you saw a little blue man, about six inches high, with red
hair?' she said quietly. 'Anyone?' said Annagramma, with malicious cheerful ness. There was a
general munbling of 'no'. '"Sorry, Tiffany,' said Lucy. 'Don't worry,' said Annagranma. 'He

probably just rode away on his white horse!' This is going to be like Fairyland all over again
thought Tiffany. Even | can't renenber if it was real. Wy should anyone believe me? But she had
to try. 'There was a dark doorway,' she said slowy, 'and beyond it was a desert of black sand and

it was quite light although there were stars in the sky, and Death was there. | spoke to him"' You
spoke to him did you?' said Annagramma. 'And what did he say, pray? 'He didn't say "pray",' said
Tiffany. 'We didn't talk about nuch. But he didn't know what an egress was.' 'It's a snmall type of
heron, isn't it? said Harrieta. There was silence, except for the noise of the Trials outside.
"It's not your fault,' said Annagranmmma in what was, for her, alnost a friendly voice. '"It's like
said: M stress Wat herwax nesses with people's heads.' 'Wat about the glow?" said Lucy. 'That was
probably ball lightning,' said Annagranma. 'That's very strange stuff.' 'But people were, like
hanmering on it! It was as hard as ice!" "Ah, well, it probably felt like that,' said Annagranmg,
"but it was... probably affecting people's nuscles, maybe. I'"'monly trying to be hel pful here,’

she added. 'You've got to be sensible. She just stood there. You saw her. There weren't any doors
or deserts. There was just her.' Tiffany sighed. She just felt tired. She just wanted to crawl off
somewhere. She just wanted to go home. She'd wal k there now if her boots weren't suddenly so
unconfortable. While the girls argued, she undid the |aces and tugged one off. Silver-black dust
poured out. When it hit the ground it bounced, slowy, curving up into the air again |ike mst.
The girls turned, watching in silence. Then Petulia reached down and caught sone of the dust. Wen
she lifted her hand, the fine stuff flowed between her fingers. It fell as slowy as feathers.
"Sonetines things go wong,' she said, in a faraway voice. 'Mstress Blackcap told nme. Haven't any
of you been there when old folk are dying? There were one or two nods, but everyone was watching
the dust. 'Sonetinmes things go wong,' said Petulia again. 'Sonetines they' re dying but they can't
| eave because they don't know the WAay. She said that's when they need you to be there, close to
them to help themfind the door so they don't get lost in the dark.' 'Petulia, we're not supposed
to talk about this,' said Harrieta, gently. '"No!' said Petulia, her face red. 'It is atineto
talk about it, just here, just us! Because she said it's the last thing you can do for soneone.
She said there's a dark desert they have to cross, where the sand-' 'Hah! Ms Earwi g says that
sort of thing is black magic,' said Annagramma, her voice as sharp and sudden as a knife. 'Does
she?' said Petulia dream |y as the sand poured down. 'Well, M stress Bl ackcap said that sonetines
the noon is light and sonetines it's in shadow but you should always renmenber it's the same noon.
And. .. Annagramm?' 'Yes?' Petulia took a deep breath. 'Don't you ever dare interrupt ne again as
long as you live. Don't you dare. Don't you dare! |I mean it.'

Chapter 13

And then... there were the Trials thenselves. That was the point of the day, wasn't it? But
Tiffany, stepping out with the girls around her, sensed the buzz in the air. It said: Was there
any point now? After what had happened? Still, people had put up the rope square again, and a | ot
of the older witches dragged their chairs to the edge of it, and it seenmed that it was going to
happen after all. Tiffany wandered up to the rope, found a space and sat down on the grass wth
Granny Weatherwax's hat in front of her. She was aware of the other girls behind her, and also a
buzz or susurration of whispering spreading out into the cromd. '... She really did do it, too...
no, really... all the way to the desert... saw the dust... her boots were full, they say...'
CGossi p spreads faster anong witches than a bad cold. Wtches gossip |like starlings. There were no
judges, and no prizes. The Trials weren't like that, as Petulia had said. The point was to show
what you could do, to show what you'd becone, so that people would go away thinking things |ike
That Caranella Bottlethwaite, she's conming along nicely.' It wasn't a conpetition, honestly. No
one won. And if you believed that you'd believe that the noon is pushed around the sky by a goblin
called Wl berforce. What was true was that one of the ol der w tches generally opened the thing
with some conpetent but not surprising trick which everyone had seen before but still appreciated.
That broke the ice. This year it was old Goodie Tranple and her collection of singing nmice. But
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Tiffany wasn't paying attention. On the other side of the roped-off square, sitting on a chair and
surrounded by ol der witches like a queen on her throne, was G anny \Watherwax. The whi spering went
on. Maybe openi ng her eyes had opened her ears, too, because Tiffany felt she could hear the

whi spers all around the square. '...Di'n't have no trainin', just didit... did you see that
horse?...l never saw no horse!...D 'n't just open the door, she stepped right in!... Yeah, but
who was it fetched her back?Esnme Weat herwax, that's who!... Yes, that's what |'msayin', any
little fool could' ve opened the door by luck, but it takes a real witch to bring her back, that's
a winner, that is... fought the thing, left it there!... | didn't see you doing anything, Violet
Pul si mone! That child... WAs there a horse or not?... Was going to do nmy dancing broomtrick, but
that'd be wasted now, of course... Wiy did M stress Watherwax give the girl her hat, eh? Wuat's

she want us to think? She never takes off her hat to no one!' You could feel the tension
crackling frompointy hat to pointy hat |ike sumer lightning. The mice did their best with I'm
Forever Bl owi ng Bubbles but it was easy to see that their minds weren't onit. Mce are highly
strung and very tenperanental. Now people were |eaning down beside G anny Wat herwax. Tiffany
coul d see sonme ani mated conversations going on. 'You know, Tiffany,' said Lucy Warbeck, behind
her, '"all you've got to do is, like, stand up and adnit it. Everyone knows you did it. | nean, no
one's ever, like, done sonething like that at the Trials!" "And it's about tinme the old bully

| ost,' said Annagranma. But she's not a bully, Tiffany thought. She's tough, and she expects other
wi tches to be tough, because the edge is no place for people who break. Everything with her is a
kind of test. And her Third Thoughts handed over the thought that had not quite made it back in
the tent: Granny Wat herwax, you knew the hiver would only conme for ne, didn't you? You talked to
Dr Bustle, you told ne. Did you just turn nme into your trick for today? How much did you guess? O
know? 'You'd win,' said Dimty Hubbub. 'Even some of the ol der ones would like to see her taken
down a peg. They know bi g nagi ¢ happened. There's not a whole shanble for nmles.' So I'd win
because sone people don't |ike sonebody else? Tiffany thought. GCh, yes, that'd really be sonething

to be proud of... 'You can bet she'll stand up,' said Annagramma. 'You watch. She'll explain how
the poor child got dragged into the Next Wrld by a nonster, and she brought her back. That's what
I"d do, if I was her.' | expect you would, Tiffany thought. But you're not, and you're not ne,

either. She stared at Granny Wat herwax, who was wavi ng away a couple of elderly witches. |

wonder, she thought, if they've been saying things like 'This girl needs taking down a peg,

M stress Weat herwax.' And as she thought that, G anny turned back and caught her eye- The mce
stopped singing, nmostly in enbarrassnment. There was a pause, and then people started to clap
because it was the sort of thing you had to do. A witch, sonmeone Tiffany didn't know, stepped out
into the square, still clapping in that fluttery, hands-hel d-cl ose-together-at shoul der-hei ght way
t hat peopl e use when they want to encourage the audience to go on applauding just that little bit
longer. 'Very well done, Doris, excellent work, as ever,' she trilled. 'They've cone on
marvel | ously since |ast year, thank you very nuch, wonderful, well done... ahem..' The woman
hesitated, while behind her Doris Tranple craw ed around on hands and knees trying to urge her

m ce back into their box. One of them was having hysterics. 'And now, perhaps... some |ady woul d
like to, er... take the, er... stage? said the mistress of cerenpnies, as brightly as a gl ass
ball about to shatter. 'Anyone?' There was stillness, and silence. 'Don't be shy, |adies!' The

voi ce of the mistress of cerenpnies was getting nore strained by the second. It's no fun trying to
organi ze a field full of born organizers. 'Mdesty does not becone us! Anyone?' Tiffany felt the
poi nty hats turning, sonme towards her, sonme towards G anny \Watherwax. Away across the few yards
of grass, G anny reached up and brushed soneone's hand from her shoul der, sharply, without
breaki ng eye contact with Tiffany. And we're not wearing hats, thought Tiffany. You gave ne a
virtual hat once, G anny Watherwax, and | thank you for it. But | don't need it today. Today, |
know | 'ma witch. 'Ch, cone now, |adies!' said the mistress of cerenonies, now al nost frantic.
"This is the Trials! A place for friendly and instructive contestation in an at nosphere of
fraternity and goodwill! Surely sonme lady... or young lady, perhaps... ? Tiffany snmiled. It should
be 'sorority', not 'fraternity'. We're sisters, mistress, not brothers. 'Come on, Tiffany!' Dimty
urged. 'They know you're good!' Tiffany shook her head. '"Ch, well, that's it,' said Annagranmsg,
rolling her eyes. 'The ol d baggage has nessed with the girl's head, as usual-' 'l don't know who's
messed wi th whose head,' snapped Petulia, rolling up her sleeves. "But 1'"'mgoing to do the pig
trick.' She got to her feet and there was a general stir in the crowmd. "Ch, | see it's going to be-
Ch, it's you, Petulia,' said the mistress of cerempnies, slightly disappointed. 'Yes, Mss
Casenment, and | intend to performthe pig trick,' said Petulia loudly. 'But, er, you don't seemto
have brought a pig with you,' said Mss Casenent, taken aback. 'Yes, Mss Casenent. | shal
performthe pig trick... without a pig!' This caused a sensation, and cries of 'lnmpossible!' and
"There are children here, you know' M ss Casenent |ooked around for assistance and found none

"Ch well,' she said, helpless. '"If you are sure, dear 'Yes. | am | shall use... a sausage!' said
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Petulia, producing one froma pocket and holding it up. There was another sensation. Tiffany
didn't see the trick. Nor did Granny Watherwax. Their gaze was |like an iron bar, and even M ss
Casenent instinctively didn't step into it. But Tiffany heard the squeal, and the gasp of
amazenent, and then the thunder of applause. People would have appl auded anything at that point,
in the same way that pent-up water would take any route out of a dam And then witches got up

M ss Level juggled balls that stopped and reversed direction in mid-air. A niddle-aged witch
denonstrated a new way to stop peopl e choki ng, which doesn't even sound magical until you
understand that a way of turning nearly-dead people into fully-alive people is worth a dozen
spells that just go twing! And other wonen and girls cane up one at a time, with big tricks and
handy tips and things that went wheee! or stopped toothache or, in one case, exploded- - and then
there were no nore entries. Mss Casenent wal ked back into the centre of the field, alnost drunk
with relief that there had been a Trials, and nade one final invitation to any ladies 'or, indeed,
young | adies' who might like to cone forward. There was a silence so thick you could have stuck
pins init. And then she said: "Ch, well... in that case, | declare the Trials well and truly
closed. Tea will be in the big tent!' Tiffany and Granny stood up at the sane time, to the second
and bowed to one another. Then Granny turned away and joi ned the stanpede towards the teas. It was

interesting to see how the crowd parted, all unaware, to |let her through, |like the sea in front a
particularly good prophet. Petulia was surrounded by other young witches. The pig trick had gone
down very well. Tiffany queued up to give her a hug. 'But you could have won!' said Petulia, red

in the face with happiness and worry. 'That doesn't nmatter. It really doesn't,' said Tiffany. 'You
gave it away,' said a sharp voice behind her. '"You had it in your hand, and you gave it all away.
How do you feel about that, Tiffany? Do you have a taste for hunble pie? '"Now you listen to ne,
Annagramma, ' Petulia began, pointing a furious finger. Tiffany reached out and | owered the girl's
arm Then she turned and snmiled so happily at Annagrama that it was disturbing. Wat she wanted
to say was: 'Wiere | cone from Annagramma, they have the Sheepdog Trials. Shepherds travel there
fromall over to show off their dogs. And there're silver crooks and belts with silver buckles and
prizes of all kinds, Annagramma, but do you know what the big prize was? No, you wouldn't. OCh,
there were judges, but they didn't count, not for the big prize. There is- There was a little old
| ady who was always at the front of the crowd, | eaning on the hurdles with her pipe in her nouth
with the two finest sheepdogs ever pupped sitting at her feet. Their nanmes were Thunder and

Li ghtni ng and they noved so fast they set the air on fire and their coats outshone the sun, but
she never, ever put themin the Trials. She knew nore about sheep than even sheep know. And what
every young shepherd wanted, really wanted, wasn't some silly cup or belt but to see her take her
pi pe out of her nmouth as he left the arena and quietly say "That'll do" because that neant he was
a real shepherd and all the other shepherds would know it, too. And if you'd told himhe had to
chal | enge her, he'd cuss at you and stanp his foot and tell you he'd sooner spit the sun dark. How
coul d he ever wi n? She was shepherding. It was the whole of her life. Wat you took away from her
you' d take away fromyourself. You don't understand that, do you? But it's the heart and soul and
centre of it! The soul... and... centre!' But it would be wasted, so what she said was: 'Ch, just
shut up, Annagramma. Let's see if there's any buns left, shall we? Overhead, a buzzard screaned.
She | ooked up. The bird turned on the wind and, racing through the air as it began the long glide,
headed back towards home. They were al ways there. Beside her caul dron, Jeanni e opened her eyes.
"He's comin' hanme!' she said, scranbling to her feet. She waved a hand urgently at the watching
Feegles. '"Don't ye just stand there gawpi ng!' she commanded. 'Catch some rabbits to roast! Build
up the fire! Boil up a load o' water, 'cos I'mtakin' a bath! Look at this place, 'tis like a

m dden! Get it cleaned up! I want it sparkling for the Big Man! Go an' steal sone Special Sheep

Li ni rent! Cut sone green boughs, holly or yew, nebbe! Shine up the golden plates! The place nust
sparkle! What're ye all standin' there for?' 'Er, what did ye want us to do first, Kelda,' said a
Feegl e nervously. "All of it!" In her chanber they filled the kel da's soup-bow bath and she
scrubbed, using one of Tiffany's old toothbrushes, while outside there were the sounds of Feegl es
wor ki ng hard at cross-purposes. The snell of roasting rabbit began to fill the nmound. Jeannie
dressed herself in her best dress, did her hair, picked up her shawl and clinbed out of the hole.
She stood there watching the nmountains until, after about an hour, a dot in the sky got bigger and
bi gger. As a kel da, she would wel cone hone a warrior. As a wife, she would kiss her husband and
scold himfor being so |ong away. As a wonman, she thought she would nelt with relief, thankful ness
and j oy.

Chapter 14 QUEEN of the Bees

And, one afternoon about a week later, Tiffany went to see Granny Watherwax. It was only fifteen
mles as the broonstick flies, and as Tiffany still didn't like flying a broonstick, Mss Leve
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took her. It was the invisible part of Mss Level. Tiffany just lay flat on the stick, holding on
with arms and | egs and knees and ears if possible, and took al ong a paper bag to be sick into,
because no one |ikes anonynous sick dropping out of the sky. She was al so holding a | arge hessi an
sack, which she handled with care. She didn't open her eyes until the rushing noi ses had stopped
and the sounds around her told her she was probably very close to the ground. In fact Mss Leve
had been very kind. Wen she fell off, because of the cranp in her |legs, the broonstick was just
above some quite thick noss. Thank you,' said Tiffany as she got up, because it always pays to

m nd your manners around invisible people. She had a new dress. It was green, like the |ast one.
The conplex world of favours and obligations and gifts that Mss Level lived and noved in had
thrown up four yards of nice material (for the trouble-free birth of Mss Quickly's baby boy) and
a few hours' dressnaking (Ms Hunter's bad leg feeling a ot better, thank you). She'd given the
bl ack one away. When I'mold | shall wear midnight, she'd decided. But, for now, she'd had enough
of darkness. She | ooked around at this clearing on the side of a hill, surrounded by oak and
sycanore on three sides but open on the downhill side with a wi de view of the countrysi de bel ow
The sycanores were shedding their spinning seeds, which whirled down |azily across a patch of
garden. It was unfenced, even though sonme goats were grazing nearby. If you wondered why it was
the goats weren't eating the garden, it was because you'd forgotten who |ived here. There was a
well. And, of course, a cottage. Ms Earwig would definitely have objected to the cottage. It was
out of a storybook. The walls | eaned agai nst one another for support, the thatched roof was
slipping off Iike a bad wig, and the chi nmeys were corkscrewed. |If you thought a gi ngerbread
cottage would be too fattening, this was the next worst thing. In a cottage deep in the forest
lived the Wcked Od Wtch... It was a cottage out of the nastier kind of fairy tale. G anny

Weat herwax' s beehives were tucked away down one side of the cottage. Sone were the old straw kind,
nmost were patched-up wooden ones. They thundered with activity, even this late in the year
Tiffany turned aside to |l ook at them and the bees poured out in a dark stream They swarned
towards Tiffany, forned a colum and- She | aughed. They'd nade a witch of bees in front of her

t housands of themall holding station in the air. She raised her right hand. Wth a rise in the

| evel of buzzing, the bee-witch raised its right hand. She turned around. It turned around, the
bees carefully copying every swirl and flutter of her dress, the ones on the very edge buzzing
desperately because they had furthest to fly. She carefully put down the big sack and reached out
towards the figure. Wth another roar of wings it went shapeless for a noment, and then re-forned
alittle way away, but with a hand outstretched towards her. The bee that was the tip of its
forefinger hovered just in front of Tiffany's fingernail. 'Shall we dance? said Tiffany. In the
clearing full of spinning seeds, she circled the swarm It kept up pretty well, nmoving fingertip
to buzzing tip, turning when she turned, although there were always a few bees racing to catch up
Then it raised both its arns and twirled in the opposite direction, the bees in the 'skirt
spreadi ng out again as it spun. It was learning. Tiffany |aughed and did the sane thing. Swarm and
girl whirled across the clearing. She felt happy and wondered if she'd ever felt this happy
before. The gold light, the falling bracts, the dancing bees... it was all one thing. This was the
opposite of the dark desert. Here, light was everywhere and filled her up inside. She could fee
herself here but see herself fromabove, twirling with a buzzing shadow that sparkled gol den as
the light struck the bees. Moments like this paid for it all. Then the witch made of bees |eaned
closer to Tiffany, as if staring at her with its thousands of little jewelled eyes. There was a
faint piping noise frominside the figure and the bee-witch exploded into a spreadi ng, buzzing

cl oud of insects which raced away across the clearing and di sappeared. The only novenent now was
the whirring fall of the sycanore seeds. Tiffany breathed out. 'Now, some people woul d have found
that scary,' said a voice behind her. Tiffany didn't turn round i nmedi ately. First she said, 'Good
afternoon, G anny Weat herwax.' Then she turned round. 'Have you ever done this? she demanded,
still half-drunk with delight. '"It's rude to start with questions. You' d better conme in and have a
cup of tea,' said Granny Weat herwax. You'd barely know that anyone lived in the cottage. There
were two chairs by the fire, one of thema rocking chair, and by the table were two chairs that
didn't rock but did wobble because of the uneven stone floor. There was a dresser, and a rag-rug
in front of the huge hearth. A broonstick | eaned against the wall in one corner, next to sonething
mysterious and pointy, under a cloth. There was a very narrow and dark flight of stairs. And that
was it. There was nothing shiny, nothing new and nothing unnecessary. 'To what do | owe the

pl easure of this visit? said G anny Watherwax, taking a sooty black kettle off the fire and
filling an equally black teapot. Tiffany opened the sack she had brought with her. 'I've come to
bring you your hat back,' she said. 'Ah,' said G anny Watherwax. 'Have you? And why?' 'Because
it's your hat,' said Tiffany, putting it on the table. 'Thank you for the loan of it, though.' "I
dare say there's plenty of young witches who'd give their high teeth for an ol' hat of nine,' said
G anny, lifting up the battered hat. 'There are,' said Tiffany, and did not add 'and it's eye
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teeth, actually'. What she did add was: 'But | think everyone has to find their own hat. The right
hat for them | nean.' '| see you're now wearing a shop-bought one, then,' said G anny Wat herwax.
"One of them Sky Scrapers. Wth stars,' she added, and there was so much acid in the word 'stars
that it would ve nelted copper and then dropped through the table and the floor and nelted nore

copper in the cellar below 'Think that nakes it nore nagical, do you? Stars?' 'Il... did when |
bought it. And it'll do for now' '"Until you find the right hat,' said G anny Watherwax. ' Yes.
"Which ain't mine?” '"No.' 'Good.' The old witch wal ked across the room and tugged the cloth off
the thing in the corner. It turned out to be a big wooden spike, just about the size of a pointy
hat on a tall stand. A hat was being... constructed on it, with thin strips of willow and pins and
stiff black doth. 'l nake ny own,' she said. 'Every year. There's no hat |ike the hat you nake
yoursel f. Take nmy advice. | stiffens the calico and makes it waterproof with special jollop. It's

amazi ng what you can put into a hat you make yourself. But you didn't cone to tal k about hats.'
Tiffany let the question out at last. 'Was it real?'. G anny Watherwax poured the tea, picked up
her cup and saucer, then carefully poured sonme of the tea out of the cup and into the saucer. She
held this up and, with care, |ike sonmeone dealing with an inportant and delicate task, blew gently
onit. She did this slowy and calmy, while Tiffany tried hard to conceal her inpatience. down
the cup and saucer. 'Child, you've cone here to learn what's true and what's not but there's
little | can teach you that you don't already know. You just don't know you know it, and you'l
spend the rest of your life learning what's already in your bones. And that's the truth.' She
stared at Tiffany's hopeful face and sighed. 'Cone outside then,' she said. 'I'Il give you |l esson
one. It's the only lesson there is. It don't need witing dow in no book with eyes on.' She |ed
the way to the well in her back garden, |ooked around on the ground and picked up a stick. 'Mgic
wand,' she said. 'See?" A green flane |eaped out of it, naking Tiffany junp. 'Now you try."' It
didn't work for Tiffany, no matter how nmuch she shook it. 'OF course not,' said Granny. 'It's a
stick. Now, maybe | made a flame cone out of it, or maybe | made you think it did. That don't
matter. It was me is what |'msayin', not the stick. Get your mind right and you can nake a stick
your wand and the sky your hat and a puddle your magic... your magic... er, what're them fancy
cups called? "Er... goblet,' said Tiffany. 'Right. Mgic goblet. Things aren't inportant. People
are.' Ganny Wat herwax | ooked sidelong at Tiffany. 'And | could teach you how to run across those
hills of yours with the hare, | could teach you howto fly above themwi th the buzzard. | could
tell you the secrets of the bees. | could teach you all this and much nore besides if you'd do
just one thing, right here and now. One sinple thing, easy to do.' Tiffany nodded, eyes wi de. 'You
understand, then, that all the glittery stuff is just toys, and toys can | ead you astray?' ' Yes!'
"Then take off that shiny horse you wear around your neck, girl, and drop it in the well.’

bedi ently, hal f-hypnotized by the voice, Tiffany reached behind her neck and undid the clasp. The
pi eces of the silver horse shone as she held it over the water. She stared at it as if she was
seeing it for the first tinme. And then... She tests people, she thought. Al the time. 'Wll?

said the old witch. 'No,' said Tiffany. 'l can't.' '"Can't or won't?' said G anny sharply. 'Can't,
said Tiffany and stuck out her chin. 'And won't!' She drew her hand back and fastened the neckl ace
again, glaring defiantly at Granny Weat herwax The witch smled. 'Wll done,' she said quietly. 'If

you don't know when to be a human being, you don't know when to be a witch. And if you're too
afraid of goin' astray, you won't go anywhere. May | see it, please? Tiffany |ooked into those

bl ue eyes. Then she undid the clasp and handed over the necklace. Granny held it up. 'Funny, ain't
it, that it seens to gallop when the light hits it,' said the witch, watching it tw st this way
and that. 'Well-made thing. O course, it's not what a horse | ooks like, but it's certainly what a
horse is.' Tiffany stared at her with her nmouth open. For a nmonment Granny Aching stood there
grinning, and then Granny Wat herwax was back. Did she do that, she wondered, or did | do it

mysel f? And do | dare find out? 'l didn't just cone to bring the hat back,' she nanaged to say. '
brought you a present, too.' 'I'msure there's no call for anyone to bring me a present,' said

G anny Weat herwax, sniffing. Tiffany ignored this, because her mind was still spinning. She
fetched her sack again and handed over a snall, soft parcel, which noved as it changed shape in
her hands. 'I took nost of the stuff back to M Strong-inthearm' she said. 'But | thought you

m ght have a... a use for this.' The old woman sl ow y unw apped the white paper. The Zephyr Bill ow
cloak unrolled itself under her fingers and filled the air |ike snoke. 'It's lovely, but |
couldn't wear it,' said Tiffany as the cloak shaped itself over the gentle currents of the
clearing. 'You need gravitas to carry off a cloak like that.' 'Wat's gravitarse? said G anny
Weat herwax sharply. 'Onh... dignity. Seniority. Wsdom Those sort of things,' said Tiffany. 'Ah,"'
said Granny, relaxing a little. She stared at the gently rippling cloak and sniffed. It really was
a wonderful creation. The wi zards had got at |east one thing right when they had nmade it. It was
one of those itens that fill a hole in your life that you didn't know was there until you'd seen
it. "Well, | suppose there's those as can wear a cloak like this, and those as can't,' she

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Ter...orld%2031%20-%20A%20Hat%20Full%200f%20Sky.txt (71 of 73) [10/18/2004 5:32:47 PM]



file://IG)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/lncoming/ T erry%20Pratchett%20-%20Discworl d%2031%20-%20A %20Hat%20Ful | %6200f%20Sky . txt

conceded. She let it curl around her neck and fastened it there with a crescent-shaped brooch
"It's a bit too grand for the Iikes of me,' she said. 'A bit too fancy. | could look like a
flibbertigibbet wearing sonething like this.' It was spoken |ike a statenent but it had a cur

like a question. "No, it suits you, it really does,' said Tiffany cheerfully. '"If you don't know
when to be a human bei ng, you don't know when to be a witch.' Birds stopped singing. Up in the
trees, squirrels ran and hid. Even the sky seened to darken for a monment. 'Er... that's what |
heard,' said Tiffany, and added, 'From soneone who knows these things.' The blue eyes stared into
hers. There were no secrets from G anny \Wat herwax. \Watever you said, she watched what you neant.
"Perhaps you'll call again sonetines,' she said, turning slowy and watching the cloak curve in
the air. '"It's always very quiet here.' 'l should like that,' said Tiffany. 'Shall | tell the bees
before | come, so you can get the tea ready?' For a nonent G anny Watherwax glared, and then the
lines faded into a wy grin. 'Clever,' she said. Wuat's inside you? Tiffany thought. Wo are you
really, in there? Did you want nme to take your hat? You pretend to be the big bad w cked witch

and you're not. You test people all the time, test, test, test, but you really want themto be

cl ever enough to beat you. Because it nust be hard, being the best. You' re not allowed to stop

You can only be beaten, and you're too proud ever to lose. Pride! You've turned it into terrible
strength, but it eats away at you. Are you afraid to laugh in case you hear an early cackle? W'l
nmeet again, one day. We both know it. W'IIl neet again, at the Wtch Trials. 'I'mclever enough to
know how you manage not to think of a pink rhinoceros if someone says "pink rhinoceros",' she
managed to say aloud. 'Ah, that's deep magic, that is,' said Ganny Watherwax. 'No. It's not. You
don't know what a rhinoceros |ooks Iike, do you?" Sunlight filled the clearing as the old witch

| aughed, as clear as a downl and stream 'That's right!’' she said.

Chapter 15 A Hat Full of Sky

It was one of those strange days in late February when it's a little warmer than it should be and,
al though there's wind, it seens to be all round the horizons and never quite where you are.
Tiffany clinmbed up onto the downs where, in the sheltered valleys, the early |anbs had al ready
found their I egs and were running around in a gang in that strange jerky run that |anbs have,

whi ch makes them | ook |i ke woolly rocking horses. Perhaps there was sonething about that day,
because the old ewes joined in, too, and skipped with their |anbs. They junped and spun, half
happy, half enbarrassed, big winter fleeces bouncing up and down like a clown's trousers. It had
been an interesting winter. She'd learned a I ot of things. One of themwas that you could be a
bridesmaid to two peopl e who between them were over 170 years old. This tine M Wavall, with his
Wi g spinning on his head and his big spectacl es gl eaning, had insisted on giving one of the gold
pieces to "our little helper', which nore than nade up for the wages that she hadn't asked for and
M ss Level couldn't afford. She'd used sone of it to buy a really good brown cloak. It didn't
billow, it didn't fly out behind her, but it was warm and thick and kept her dry. She'd | earned

| ots of other things too. As she wal ked past the sheep and their |anmbs, she gently touched their
nmnds, so softly that they didn't notice... Tiffany had stayed up in the nountains for Hogswatch
whi ch officially marked the changing of the year. There'd been a ot to do there, and anyway it
wasn't much cel ebrated on the Chal k. M ss Level had been happy to give her |eave now, though, for
the I anbing festival, which the old people called Sheepbellies. It was when the shepherds' vyear
began. The hag of the hills couldn't miss that. That was when, in warm nests of straw shiel ded
fromthe wind by hurdles and barriers of cut furze, the future happened. She'd hel ped it happen
wor king with the shepherds by lantern light, dealing with the difficult births. She'd worked with
the pointy hat on her head and had felt the shepherds watching her as, with knife and needl e and
thread and hands and soot hi ng words, she'd saved ewes fromthe black doorway and hel ped new | anbs
into the light. You had to give thema show. You had to give thema story. And she'd wal ked back
hone proudly in the norning and bl oody to the el bows, but it had been the blood of life. Later
she had gone up to the Feegles' mound, and slid down the hole. She'd thought about this for sone
time, and had gone prepared- with clean torn-up handkerchi efs and some soapwort shanmpoo nade to a
reci pe Mss Level had given her. She had a feeling that Jeannie would have a use for these. M ss
Level always visited new nothers. It was what you did. Jeannie had been pl eased to see her. Lying
on her stomach so that she could get part of her body into the kelda's chanber, Tiffany had been
allowed to hold all eight of what she kept thinking of as the Roblets, born at the sane tine as
the lanbs. Seven of them were bawling and fighting one another. The eighth lay quietly, biding her
time. The future happened. It wasn't only Jeanni e who thought of her differently. News had got
around. The people of the Chalk hadn't |iked witches. They had al ways conme from outside. They had
al ways cone as strangers. But now here was our Tiffany, birthing the |lanbs |ike her granny did,
and they say she's been learning witchery in the nountains! Ah, but that's still our Tiffany, that
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is. OK I1'"Il grant you that she's wearing a hat with big stars on it, but she nmakes good cheese
and she knows about | anbing and she's Granny Aching's grand-daughter, right? And they'd tap their
noses, know ngly. Granny Achi ng' s grand-daughter. Remenber what the old woman coul d do? So if
witch she be, then she's our witch. She knows about sheep, she does. Hah, and | heard they had a
big sort of trial for witches up in them nountains and our Tiffany showed 'emwhat a girl fromthe
Chalk can do. It's nodern tinmes, right? W got a witch now, and she's better'n anyone el se's! No
one's throwing Granny Aching's granddaughter in a pond! Tonorrow she'd go back to the nountains
again. It had been a busy three weeks, quite apart fromthe | anbing. Roland had invited her to tea
at the castle. It had been a bit awkward, as these things are, but it was funny how, in a couple
of years, he'd gone froma lunbering oaf into a nervous young nan who forgot what he was talking
about when she snmiled at him And they had books in the castle! He'd shyly presented her with a

Di ctionary of Amazingly Uncommon Words, and she had been prepared enough to bring hima hunting
kni fe made by Zakzak, who was excellent at blades even if he was rubbish at magic. The hat wasn't
mentioned, very carefully. And when she'd got home she'd found a bookmark in the P section and a
faint pencil underline under the words Plongeon: a snall curtsy, about one-third as deep as the
traditional one. No |onger used.' Alone in her bedroom she'd blushed. It's always surprising to
be reninded that while you're watching and thinking about people, all knowi ng and superi or

they're watching and thinking about you, right back at you. She witten it down in her diary,
which was a lot thicker now, what with all the pressed herbs and extra notes and bookmarks. It had
been trodden on by cows, struck by lightning and dropped in tea. And it didn't have an eye on it.
An eye woul d have got knocked off on day one. It was a real witch's diary. Tiffany had stopped
wearing the hat, except in public, because it kept getting bent by | ow doorways and conpl etely
crushed by her bedroomceiling. She was wearing it today, though, clutching it occasionally
whenever a gust tried to snatch it off her head. She reached the place where four rusty iron
wheel s were half buried in the turf and a pot-bellied stove stood up fromthe grass. It nade a
useful seat. Silence spread out around Tiffany, a living silence, while the sheep danced with
their |anmbs and the world turned. Why do you go away? So that you can cone back. So that you can
see the place you camre fromw th new eyes and extra colours. And the people there see you
differently, too. Coming back to where you started is not the same as never |eaving. The words ran

through Tiffany's mnd as she watched the sheep, and she found herself fill up with joy- at the
new | anbs, at life, at everything. Joy is to fun what the deep sea is to a puddle. It's a feeling
i nside that can hardly be contained. It came oul as laughter. 'I've come back!' she announced, to

the hills. '"Better than | went!' She snatched off the hat with stars onit. It wasn't a bad hat,
for show, although the stars nmade it look like a toy. But it was never her hat. It couldn't be.
The only hat worth wearing was the one you nade for yourself, not one you bought, not one you were
given. Your own hat, for your own head. Your own future, not soneone else's. She hurled the starry
hat up as high as she could. The wind there caught it neatly. It tunbled for a nonent and then was
lifted by a gust and, swooping and spinning, sailed away across the downs and vani shed for ever.
Then Tiffany nmade a hat out of the sky and sat on the old pot-bellied stove, listening to the w nd
around the horizons while the sun went down. As the shadows | engthened, many small shapes crept
out of the nearby nobund and joined her in the sacred place, to watch. The sun set, which is
everyday magi c, and warm ni ght canme. The hat filled up with stars... Author's Note The Doctrine of
Si gnatures nmentioned on page 90 really exists in this world, although nowit's better known by

hi storians than doctors. For hundreds of years, perhaps thousands, people believed that God, who
of course had made everything, had 'signed each thing in a way that showed humanity what it could
be used for. For example, goldenrod is yellow so 'nmust' be good for jaundice, which turns the skin
yellow (a certain amount of guesswork was invol ved, but sonetines patients survived). By an
amazi ng coi nci dence, the Horse carved on the Chalk is remarkably simlar to the Ufington Wite
Horse, which in this world is carved on the downl ands near the village of Uffington in southwest
Oxfordshire. It's 374 feet 1ong, several thousand years old and carved on the hill in such a way
that you can only see all of it in one go fromthe air. This suggests that: a) it was carved for
the gods to see; or, b) flying was invented a lot earlier that we thought; or, c) people used to
be nmuch, nmuch taller. Ch, and this world had Wtch Trials, too. They were not fun

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Ter...orld%2031%20-%20A%20Hat%20Full%200f%20Sky.txt (73 of 73) [10/18/2004 5:32:47 PM]



	Local Disk
	file:///G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Terry%20Pratchett%20-%20Discworld%2031%20-%20A%20Hat%20Full%20Of%20Sky.txt


