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1
In Which a Great Many Cats Express Opinions

Deep in the Enchanted Forest , in aneat gray house with awide porch and ared roof, lived the witch
Morwen and her nine cats. The cats were named Murgatroyd, Fiddlesticks, Miss F. l1za Tudor, Scorn,
Jasmine, Trouble, Jasper Darlington Higgins 1V, Chaos, and Aura Ophelia, and not one of them looked
anything like awitch's cat. They were tabby, gray, white, tortoiseshell, ginger, sed brown, and every
other cat color in the world except a proper and witchy black.

Morwen didn't look like awitch any more than her catslooked asif they should belong to one. For
one thing, she was much too young-less than thirty-and she had neither wrinkles nor warts. Infact, if she
hadn't been awitch people might have said she was quite pretty. Her hair was the same ginger color as
Jasmine's fur, and she had hazel eyes and addlicate, pointed chin. Because she was very short, she had
to stland quite straight (instead of hunching over in correct witch fashion) if she wanted peopleto pay
attention to her. And she was nearsighted, so she dways had to wear glasses; hers had rectangular
lenses. Sherefused even to put on thetall, pointed hats most witches wore, and she dressed in loose
black robes because they were comfortable and practical, not because they were traditional.

All of this occasionally annoyed people who cared more about the propriety of her dress than the
qudity of her spdlls.

"Y ou ought to turn him into atoad,” Trouble said, looking up from washing hisright front paw. Trouble
was alarge, lean gray tomcat with acrooked tail and arecently acquired ragged ear. He had never told
Morwen exactly how he had damaged either thetail or the ear, but from the way he acted she assumed
he had won afight with something.

"Who should | turninto atoad?' Morwen asked, looking an unusudly long way down. Shewas Sitting
sdeways on her broomstick, floating comfortably next to the top of the front door, with acan of gold
paint in one hand and asmall paintbrush in the other. Above the door, in black letters partly edged in
gold, ran the message "NONE OF THIS NONSENSE, PLEASE," which Morwen was engaged in
repainting.

"That fellow who's making al the fuss about pointy hats and respect for tradition,” Trouble replied.
"The one you were grumbling about aminute ago-what's his name?’

"AronaMichaglear Grinogion Vamigt," Morwen recited, putting the find gold line dong the bottom of
the'P in"PLEASE.."

"And it's atempting thought. But someone worse would probably replace him.”

"Turnthem dl into toads. I'll help.”

"Toads?' purred anew voice. A smdl ginger cat dithered out the open window and arched her back,
then stretched out aong the window ledge, where she could watch the entire front yard without turning
her head. "I'm tired of toads. Why don't you turn somebody into amouse for achange?”

The ginger cat ran her tongue around her lips.

"Good morning, Jasmine,” Morwen said. "I'm not planning to turn anyone into anything, at the moment,
but I'll kegpitin mind."

"That means shewon't do it," said Trouble. He looked at hisright paw, decided it was clean enough for
the time being, and began washing his|eft.

"Won't do what?' said Fiddlesticks, poking his brown head out of the from door. "Who's not doing it?
Why shouldn't he-or isthat she? And who says 07"

"Turn someone into amouse; Morwen; | certainly don't see why not; and she does," Jasminesaidina
bored tone, and pointedly turned her head away.

"Micearenice." Fiddlesticks shouldered the door open another inch and trotted out onto the porch.
"So arefish. | haven't had any fishinalong time." He paused underneath Morwen's broom and looked
up expectantly.

"Y ou had fish for dinner yesterday,” Morwen said without looking down.

"And you ate enough breskfast this morning to satisfy three ordinary cats, so don't try to pretend you're



garving. It won't work."

"Someone's coming,” Jasmine observed from the window.

Trouble stood up and ambled to the edge of the porch. "It's the Chairwitch of the Deadly Nightshade
Gardening Club. Wasn't shejust here last week?!

"It's Archaniz? Oh, bother," said Morwen, sticking her paintbrush into the can. "Has she got that idiot
cat Grendel with her?1 told her not to bring him anymore, but nine times out of ten she doesn't listen.”

Fiddlesticks joined Trouble at the top of the porch steps. "1 don't see him. | don't see anyone but her. |
don't want to see her, either.

Shedoesn't likeme."

"That's because you talk too much," Troubletold him.

"I'm going inside," Fiddlesticks announced. "Then | won't have to see her. Maybe someone's dropped
somefish on thefloor,” he added hopefully as he trotted into the house.

Morwen landed her broomstick and stood up, just as the Chairwitch reached the porch steps. The
Chairwitch looked exactly asawitch ought: tall, with a crooked black hat, stringy black hair, sharp black
eyes, along, bony nose, and awide, thin-lipped mouth. She hunched over as she walked, leaning on her
broom asif it wereacane.

Morwen put the paint can on the window ledge next to Jasmine, set her broom against thewall, and
sad, "Good morning, Archaniz."

"Good morning, Morwen,” Chairwitch Archaniz croaked. "What'sthis | hear about you growing lilacs
inyour garden?'

"Sincel don't know what you've heard, | can't answer you," Morwen replied. "Come in and have some
cider."

Archaniz pounded the end of her broom against the porch floor, breaking some of the twigsand
scattering bits of dust and bark in al directions.

"Don't be provoking, Morwen. Y ou're awitch. Y ou're supposed to grow poison oak and snakeroot
and wolfshane, not lilacs. You'l get thrown out of the Deadly Nightshade Gardening Club if you aren't
caeful.”

"Nonsense. Wherein the rules doesit say that | can't grow what | pleasein my own garden?”

"It doesn't," Archaniz admitted. "And I'll tell you right away that you aren't the only one who puts afew
lilacs and dayliliesin with the rampion and henbane. Why, I've got a perfectly ordinary patch of daisesin
the corner mysdif."

"Dases" Jasmine snorted softly. "Shewould.”

"But I've been getting complaints,” Archaniz continued, "and | have to do something about them.”

"what sort of complaints?’

"That the Deadly Nightshade Gardening Club istoo normd for witches," Archaniz said gloomily. "That
al we grow are everyday plants like cabbages and apples-" "Apples are abasic necessty for witches,”
Morwen said. "And every day plants don't turn the people who eat them into donkeys. Who's
complaining?"

"AronaMichadear Grinogion Vamig?"'

The Chairwitch nodded. "That's the one. I've gotten six regular letters and two by Eagle Expressin the
past month. He says he's going to write aletter to the Times next.”

"Hewould,” Trouble muttered. "I said you should turn himinto atoad.”

"That idea sounds better al thetime," Morwen told Trouble. Then she looked back at Archaniz, who
of course had not understood aword Trouble had said. "Vamist isn't awitch,” Morwen said. "He'san
idiot. Why worry about what he says?'

"That'sal very well, Morwen, but if he convinces people he'sright, it'll ruin our image. And if people
think we're not dangerous, they'll come around asking for love potions and penny curses whenever they
like. WEIl be so busy mixing up curesfor gout that we won't have time for the things we want to do.
Look what happened to the sorceresses?’

"I haven't ssen many of them around lately."

Archaniz nodded. "They got areputation for being kind and beneficent, and the next thing you knew



everyone was begging them for help.

Mogt of them moved to remote idands or deep forests, just to get away from the pestering. It'sal very
well for you, Morwen, living out here in the Enchanted Forest anyway, but 1-" A loud yowl interrupted
the Chairwitch in mid-sentence. Aninstant later, four catstore around the corner of the house. The onein
front was aheavy, shortlegged tomcat with yellow eyes and fur as black as night. Behind him came afat,
long-haired tabby tomcat and two females, one alarge caico and the other afluffy white cat with blue
eyes. The black cat streaked out into the front yard, made ahairpin turn, and leapt for the porch, where
he clawed hisway up Archaniz's skirtsto a perch on her shoulder.

The three pursuing cats jumped gracefully onto the porch roiling and sat down, curling their tails around
their feet, just as Fiddlesticks poked his head out of the front door.

"What'sdl the noise about? Who's shouting? Isit afight? Who'swinning? Can | join?' With every
question, Fiddlesticks pushed alittle farther, until he was entirely outside the house, staring up at Archaniz
and the cat on her shoulder. "Who's that?'

"Mrow!" said the black cat in acomplaining tone. Y ow wow mrr"Oh, yeah?" said Trouble. "Wll,
your father wears boots!"

Morwen gave the black cat a speculative look. "One of these days, | am going to have to work up a
spell that will let me understand other peopl€e's cats aswell asmy own,” she said to Archaniz. "What was
that about?"'

"We caught him nosing around in back of the garden,” the long-haired tabby growled.

"He had no businessthere,” the white cat added primly. "He's not one of us, after al. So we thought we
would drive him away."

"Stupid creature was babbling something about arabbit,” the calico cat said with adisdainful ook at
the black cat. "Asif that was any excuse.”

"Why didn't you call me?' Trouble demanded. "I never get to have any fun." Radiating hurt pride, he
stalked to the far end of the porch and disappeared into alarge clump of beebam.

"Y ou know, people have been trying to perfect auniversal cat-trandating spell for years," Archaniz said
to Morwen in adry tone. She glanced at the cats on the porch railing. "If you do come up with one, I'd
likeacopy for mysdf."

"Nosy old biddy," said the cdlico cat.

"On second thought, perhaps it would be better if | |eft things asthey are,” Morwen said.

"Being disagreeable, arethey?' Archaniz said knowingly. "It's only to be expected. Who ever heard of
apolitecat?'

The black cat hissed. "Grendd!" said Archaniz. "Behave yoursdlf.

It wasn't that bad, and besides, you can use the exercise.”

"He certainly can," said the calico cat.

"What's dl thisracket?' rumbled alow, deepy cat voice from under the porch. "Dash it, can't afelow
takeanap in peace?' A moment later, along cream-and-silver cat oozed around the stepsto blink at the
growing assembly above him.

"That's another thing, Morwen," Archaniz said, scowling at the newcomer.

"Cats and witches go together, | admit. And | know they're abig help with your spells, but oneredly
ought to observe some reasonable limits.”

"l do," said Morwen. All nine cats were useful, particularly when it came to working long, involved
gpelIsthat required both concentration and power. Nine cats working together could channel alot of

magic.
To explain dl thiswould sound uncomfortably like bragging, however, so Morwen only added,
"Anyway, | likecats."

"Sheissmply jedous because were al smarter than heis," the white cat informed Morwen with alook
at the black cat on Archaniz's shoulder.

"What, dl of you?' Morwen said, raising an eyebrow.

"All of us" thewhite cat said firmly. "Even Fiddlesticks."

"I'm very smart,” Fiddlesticks agreed. "I'm lots smarter than Fatso there. Don't you think I'm smart,



Morwen?'

Grendel hissed and bunched together asif he were preparing to launch himself from Archaniz's
shoulder. Hastily, Archaniz put up her free hand to hold him back. "Perhaps | had better leave now," she
sad.

"We can finish our discussion some other-" "Thereés abig garden show coming up in Lower Sandis,"
Morwen said thoughtfully. "Why doesn't the Deadly Nightshade Garden Club enter an exhibit? If wedl
work together, we should be able to put together something quite impressive.”

Archaniz considered. "Monkshood and snakeroot and so on? In alarge black tent."

"And if everyone sends one or two redlly exotic things" "Morwen, youre agenius! People will talk
about it for years, and that Airy McAiling Grinny person won't have aleg to stand on.”

"l don't think it will bethat smple," Morwen cautioned. "But an exhibit will buy ustimeto find out why
he's so interested in making witches do things hisway. And stop him.”

"Of course,”" the Chairwitch said happily. "Let's see-Kanikak grows Midnight fire-flowers, and | have
half adozen Giant Weasdweeds. If | can talk Wully into letting us use her smokeblossoms..."

“I'll contribute two Black Diamond snake lilies and an invisible dusk-blooming chokevine," Morwen
said. "l won't keep you any longer now; just let me know when you've got things arranged. Chaos, Miss
Eliza, Scorn, wait for meinside, if you please."”

The three cats Sitting on therailing looked at each other. Then Chaos, the long-haired tabby, jumped
down and sauntered past Fiddlesticksinto the house. The white cat, Miss Eliza Tudor, followed, tail high,
and Fiddlesticksfell in behind her, gpparently without even thinking about what he was doing. Scorn sat
where shewas, staring stubbornly at Morwen.

"I'm not leaving whilethat idiot of hersistill here,” Scorn said with asiddong glance a Grendd and
Archaniz. "Therésno tdling what he might get up to.”

Asthisdid not seem unreasonable, for acat, Morwen let it pass. She walked Archaniz out into the
yard, where there was plenty of room for atakeoff, and bade her a polite good-bye. As soon asthe
Chairwitch was out of sght above the trees, Morwen turned to go back inside. Jasper Darlington Higgins
IV was sitting in front of the porch steps, watching her.

"Woasthat agood idea?" he said. "Invisible dusk-blooming chokevines aren't exactly easy to find, you
know. Much lessto grow. And you haven't got any, unless you've added them to the garden since early
thismorning.”

"I'm well aware of that," Morwen said. "But |'ve been wanting some for along time, to put dong the
fence by the back gate. Now I've got agood excuse to hunt them up.”

"Aslong as you know what you're getting into," Jasper said. "Can | go back to deep now, or isthere
going to be more noisy excitement?'

"Goto deep,” said Morwen. As she climbed the porch steps, she gave Scorn a pointed glare. Dignity
dripping from every whisker, Scorn jumped down from the railing and walked into the house. Morwen
shook her head, picked up her broomstick and her paint can, and followed.

2
In Which Morwen Encounters a Rabbit

Miss Eliza, Scorn, and Chaos were Sitting in the kitchen, trying to look asif they were waiting for
something interesting to happen and not asif they were doing as Morwen had told them. The only one
who managed it was Scorn, who had jumped up onto the bench bel ow the side window and begun
washing her face. When Morwen entered, she looked up briefly and then returned to washing. In
contrast, Chaos jumped guiltily and Miss Eliza Tudor |ooked away. There was no sign of Fiddlesticks.

"Archaniz hasleft, and Grendd has gone with her,” Morwen said, setting the paint on the table. "Now,
which of you three would like to begin?'

"Begin what?' Chaos asked warily.

Scorn stopped washing and snorted. "Don't be dense. She wants to know about our chasing Grendel.”

"We have dready explained that," MissElizasad.



"Not to my satisfaction,” Morwen said. "Y ou know better than to pick afight with another witch's cat.
Atleadt, | thought you did."

"It'sour job to keep things out of the garden,” Chaos said, looking up with his green eyeswide. "That's
al weweredoing.”

Morwen sighed. "Wdll, at least | don't have to ask who Started it.

What happened, exactly?"

The cats exchanged looks. "We were out by the back fence, the three of usand Aunt Opheliaand
Murgatroyd,” Miss Elizasaid. "Chaoswasin the gpple tree-"

"Asusud,” Scorn put in. Y ou'd think it belonged to him."

"-and he saw that witch swoop down over the hill behind the house.

He said he saw her cat jump off the broomstick-" ""Probably looking for that blue catnip that grows on
thefar Sde," Scorn said. "Grende'salittle too fond of hisnibbles, if you ask me."

"Nobody did," said Chaos.

Miss Elizaglared at the other two and lashed her tail. "If | may continue... ?"

"Nobody's stopping you," Scorn said, and to show her complete indifference she bent sideways and
began washing her sde.

"We were concerned,” Miss Elizawent on. "It seemed unusual. A minute or two later, while we were
discussing whether to do anything about it, that black cat came tearing over the hill and down toward the
garden, shouting about some rabbit.”

"Stupid excuse for acat,” Chaos muttered. "Running away from arabbit! | ask you!"

Scorn merely snorted expressively.

Miss Elizalooked at them. "While| do not like dl these interruptions, | must confessthat | agree with
you. It isnot the kind of behavior one hopesfor inacat.”

"S0 you couldn't resst tearing off after him." Morwen shook her head.

"He was heading for the garden,” Chaos said, avoiding her eyes. "We were just doing our job."

"Murgatroyd and Aunt Ophdiastayed in back, in case the rabbit showed up,” Miss Eliza Tudor
offered.

"At least that much was well done," Morwen said. "I think-" "Morwen? M orwen? Open the door and
let mein. Morwen?' The new cat voice floated in through the back window.

With afaint frown, Morwen crossed to the far door and openediit.

Immediately, Aunt Ophelia, aspiky tortoiseshdll cat, shot through the opening and bounded onto a
chair. "Thank goodness! | was afraid you weren't going to hear me."

"| thought you and Murgatroyd were watching for rabbits," Morwen said.

"Wefound one," said the tortoiseshell. "And | think you had better go look at it."

"l supposeit'sgot fangs," Scorn said, looking down her nose. " Or webbed feet.”

"Y ou needn't sneer a Ophelia," MissElizasaid. "Thelast onel chased out of the sweetpeas had both.”

"Whereisthisinteresting rabbit?' Morwen asked.

"Heading for the back fence," Aunt Ophdlia said with poorly concedled rdlief. "Murgatroyd isin
Chaos's apple tree, kegping an eye oniit.”

Morwen nodded and went out onto the back step. The garden seemed neat and peaceful, the square
beds of vegetables on the left, the more exatic plants and herbs on the right. A shoulder-high row of new
apple trees marched along the rear of the vegetable beds, just insde the picket fence.

Thefirst wasjust beginning to lesf out, the second was speckled with white blossoms, the third held a
half-dozen marble-sized green fruit, and the fourth was beginning to drop its dark, rust-colored leaves as
if in preparation for winter. At the far end of the garden stood a much older tree, heavily laden with
applesthat were just turning red.

Below it, the back gate led out onto agrassy hill. An enormous lilac bush, nearly astdl asthe apple
tree, leaned over the fence on the right side of the gate.

There was no sign of Murgatroyd or of the interesting rabhbit, so Morwen started toward the gate.
Hdfway there, she heard athump and the top of the lilac thrashed violently.

"Murgatroyd?"



A loud hissfrom the gpple tree was followed by more thrashing in thelilac. "Get back, you, you-you
rabbit!" snarled Murgatroyd's voice.

"l warn you! Watch out, Morwen, it'sinthelilac!"

"] sugpected as much,” Morwen said. "Exactly where-" "Here," said adeegp, mournful voice. "I'm
suck.”

"If you break any of those branches, Morwen'll turn you into alizard,” Murgatroyd yelled from the
apple.

"Lizards?' said Fiddlesticks from behind Morwen. "But | thought she was doing mice now."

"Quiet," Morwen said without looking back. ™Y ou inthelilac, hold still. Murgatroyd, stop making him
nervous." She opened the gate and went dowly around the end of thelilac. "Now, then-good heavens.”

Standing on the far side of the lilac was an enormous white rabbit. Hewas at least Six feet tall, not
counting the ears that drooped miserably down hisback. Apart from his size, he did not seem unusud to
Morwen: he had bright black eyes, a pink nose, and long whiskers.

Hisfront paw was caught in the branches of thelilac bush.

"l don't suppose you can do anything about this," the rabbit said gloomily. He tugged at his paw and the
top of thelilac waved wildly to and fro.

From the apple tree, Murgatroyd hissed again. The rabbit cringed.

"Stop that, both of you," Morwen commanded. "I think | can help if you'll hold sill. What isyour name,
by theway?"

"Killer," said the rabhbit in the same meancholy tone.

Morwen blinked, then shook her head. Rabbits had the oddest ideas about appropriate names.
Perhaps it was because they had to come up with so many of them. She peered into the tangled heart of
thelilac, then reached through the outer branches and tapped one of the fat trunks at the center.

With areluctant creak, the trunk bent dowly outward, freeing Killer's paw.

"My goodness,” said the rabbit. He looked at his paw asif he were not quite sureit was properly
attached, then shook it, then wiggled itstoes. "My goodness gracious. Thank you very much, maam."

"Morwen. And | would till like that explanation.”

A low, warning growl of agreement came out of the gpple tree, and amoment later Murgatroyd
scrambled down through the appl€'s branches to the fencerall.

Killer gave the cat anervous look and began backing away. "It isn't avery interesting story. I'm sure
you al have better thingsto do."

"All?* Morwen glanced back over her shoulder. Fiddlesticks, Miss Eliza, Aunt Ophdlia, Jasmine,
Trouble, Chaos, and Scorn were lined up in along row at the bottom of the garden, staring at the rabbit.
They made an intimidating picture. When Morwen looked at Killer again, he had retreated another
couple of feet. Morwen glared.

", ah, wasjust going,” said therabbit. "You seg, I'm late.”

"For what?' Morwen demanded.

"Something important, I'm sure. Not that it matters. I'm ways late, you see. It runsin the family; my
brother even got himsdf abig gold pocket watch, and he ill can't get anywhereontime.”

"Inthat case, it won't matter if you're alittle later. How did you happen to get caught in my lilac bush?'

Therabbit sghed. "I wanted something to eat, and thisthing-you say it'salilac?looked large enough
for amedl. It takesalot to fill me up, now that I'm so big. Only I couldn't reach the bit | wanted, and
when | tried, the branches twisted around and | got stuck, and then he snarled at me-" Killer broke off,
cringing, as Murgatroyd demonstrated the snarl for Morwen's benefit.

Morwen frowned at the rabbit. "How long have you been six feet tall ?!

"Seven feet, eeveninches” corrected Killer, "counting the ears.

Sincethismorning. And it'sno fun, believe me. I'm hungry dl thetime, and | don't fitin my hole, and |
can't hide under bushesthe way | used to."

"And how did you happen to grow so large so quickly?!

"I don't know." Killer sghed again and his earslifted and dropped expressively. "l wasjust nibbling at
my clover patch when dl of asudden everything started shrinking. The next thing | knew, | was nearly



eight feet tall-counting the ears-and there wasn't enough clover for asnack, much less bregkfadt. It didn't
eventagteright,” he finished sadly.

"Before or after you started growing?'

The rabbit's ears stiffened as he frowned in concentration. " The taste? Before. Definitely before. The
leaveswere alittle sour and the sems didn't crunch right.”

It sounded as if some enchanted seeds had gotten mixed in with the clover, and Killer had esten the
sprouts. If Morwen was lucky, he wouldn't have eaten al of them. A plant that increased onessize
would be avaluable addition to the garden, even if it only worked on rabbits. "I'd like to see this clover
patch.”

"Wadl..." Killer hestated. "Do you haveto bring them?1 don't likeit."

"I don't think I'll need everyone,” Morwen said. "Aunt Ophdlia, Trouble, and Miss Elizawill be quite
enough.”

"Why can't | come?' Fiddlesticks trotted up to the gate and ingpected the rabbit through the dits. "I
didn't get to chase Fatso, and | didn't get to chase the rabbit. My, he'sbig. And | didn't get any fish.”

"Y ou talk too much, that'swhy," Troubletold him.

"Perhaps you should go tell Jasper what's happened,” MissElizaput in.

"Right," said Fiddlesticks. "Maybe he's caught amouse while weve been out here talking to rabbits.
Maybe helll share? And he bounded off.

"Optimigt," said Scorn, looking after him.

"If we are going to look at vegetables," said Aunt Ophdiain tonesthat conveyed her poor opinion of
the entire undertaking, " perhaps we should get it over with."

"Areyou done for now, Morwen?'Jasmine asked. "Because if you are I'm going back to the window
before someone ese grabsit.”

"Go ahead,” Morwen told her. Immediately, Jasmine and Scorn took off a a dead run for the house.
Morwen turned to the rabbit. "Now, about this clover patch..."

Killer dropped to dl fours, which brought his head nearly level with Morwen's. He sniffed the air twice
and cocked an ear to theright.

"That way." He started off, and M orwen and the three chosen cats followed.

After ten minutes, M orwen was wishing she had brought her broomstick.

Killer set an extremely uneven pace, taking two or three long hops that would nearly carry him out of
sight and then pausing to sniff the air and twitch hiswhiskers nervoudy. It would have been much essier
to follow him by air, Morwen thought, but she did not say anything because it would only encourage the
catsto complain. Trouble, in particular, was extremely put out a having to let arabbit lead. To make up
for it, he pretended to sak Killer, dinking around treeslike agray shadow and muttering under his
breath. Aunt Opheliaand Miss Eliza contented themsdl ves with making malicious remarks. Fortunately,
Killer was usualy too far ahead to hear any of them.

When they findly reached the clover patch, Morwen was nearly as cross as her cats. Killer did not
seem to notice. He sat back on his haunches, waved proudly, and said, "Herewe arel”

"Thisisit?' Trouble said, Staring a an irregular mat of smal green plants. It was no more than four feet
across, and athird of the plants had been nipped negtly off, leaving only short, bare stems.

"That'sdl?'

"It'smuch larger when I'm my normd size," Killer said in an gpologetic tone. "And it's got much better
flavor than the one by the little pond or the one by the currant bush. At leadt, it used to.”

Morwen suppressed asigh of irritation. Aslong as shed comethisfar, shed better have alook at the
thing, eveniif it didn't seem particularly promising. Pushing her glassesfirmly into their proper
position-they had did down her nose alittle on the walk-she knelt beside the clover patch.

At firg glance, nothing looked out of the ordinary. Trouble came up beside her and sniffed at the
plants. "Don't nibble on any of them,” Morwen said.

"I'm not stupid,” said Trouble.

"No, but you've done thingslike that before," Aunt Opheliaput in.

"Don't interrupt Morwen while shesworking.”



Troublelicked hisfront paw twice, displaying his unconcern to the world at large, then pounced on an
imaginary mouse in the middle of the clover patch.

"Morwen, there's something rather odd over here" MissElizasaid.

She was crouched at the opposite edge of the clover patch, and her tail was lashing back and forthina
way that belied her casud tone. "When you have amoment, you may wish to look at it closdly.”

"I'll take amoment now," Morwen said, rising. "What isit?"

"These." Miss Elizasat back and waved apaw at the mossin front of her. A six-inch strip next to the
clover patch was peppered with small brown spots, asif someone had pushed the end of apencil into it
severd times.

"You're quiteright,” Morwen said. "Thisis odd. Killer, do you remember which part of this patch you
were nibbling on when you started to grow?”

"Not redly. Doesit matter?'

"It might. Trouble, would you please ook around and see whether you can find any more of these
Spots?"

"Oh, dl right," said Trouble, but hisyelow eyes gleamed with pleasure as he circled the clover patch.

"What arethey?" Aunt Ophdiaasked, joining MissElizaat Morwen'sside. "Besides odd.”

"I don't know. They look likeasmal version of-" "Morwen!" Trouble yelled from the foot of anearby
tree. "Herésabig one!”

With asinking fedling, Morwen crossed to Troubl€e's sde, followed by the other cats. In the moss at
thefoot of the tree, just where someone might have set the end of astaff to lean againgt the trunk, wasa
dead brown circle about two inches across.

"A wizard!" Morwen said. "'l was afraid of this."

3
In Which Morwen Makes a Discovery and Some Calls

Therewas an ingtant of sllence, and then al of the animalstried to talk a once.

"Oneat atime, please," Morwen said. "Or | won't understand athing any of you are trying to say.
Killer firg."

"Therabbit?' Trouble curled hislip back, showing hisfangsin an expression that wasn't quite asnarl.
"Why him?"

"Courtesy to aguest,” Morwen replied. "Killer?!

"It'sjust aholein the moss,” said the rabbit. "It doesn't look like awizard to me."

"Of coursethat's not awizard,” Aunt Ophdliasaid. "That iswhat awizard's staff does when it touchesa
part of the Enchanted Forest . | thought everyone knew that."

"He obvioudy hasn't been paying attention to the newsfor at least ayear,” MissElizasaid. "Possbly
longer." She switched her tall.

"Areyou even aware that the King of the Enchanted Forest has been married for nearly fourteen
months?"

" Stop badgering,” Morwen said to the cats. "And remember that you arein something of a privileged
position when it comesto news from the castle.” She turned to Killer. "Queen Cimorene hasbeen a
friend of mine since before the wedding, and we gtill keepin touch.”

"Y ou knew about the wizards staffslong before then,” Miss Eliza objected.

"Knew what about wizards staffs?" Killer's ears swiveled from the catsto Morwen. "That they make
holesin the fores?"

"Exactly,” Morwen said. "Wizards staffs absorb magic from anything that happensto be around.
Unfortunately, in the Enchanted Forest everything is magical, oneway or another, and when a staff soaks
up enough magic it kills part of the forest.”

"And this certainly looks like the kind of thing that happens when awizard sets down the end of this
daff,” MissElizasad. "Careless cregtures.”

"Wadll, if thisbit isfrom awizard's staff, what made dl those tiny dots back by that clover patch?' Aunt



Ophdiasad. "Miniature wizards?"

"Quite possibly," Morwen replied. "If awizard worked asize-changing spell inthisareaand let alittle
spill over into the clover patch, it would explain Killer'sunusua growth very nicely.”

Miss Eliza's nose twitched asif she smelled something unpleasant. "1 said they were careless.”

"Y es, but ook, Morwen, this can't be wizards," Trouble said. "The King chased dl of them out of the
forest before he got married.”

"One of them seemsto have come back," Morwen said, looking pointedly at the bare spot. "And |
think we had better notify the King immediately.”

"Couldn't you jugt, uh, plant something new in the hole and forget about it?" asked Killer nervoudy. "l
mean, the King must have more important things to do than worry about my clover patch.”

All three of the cats swiveled their heads and stared a him with disgpprova.

The rabbit's ears wilted under their combined gaze. "It was just athought.”

"On the contrary,” said MissEliza

Aunt Ophdiashrugged. "What do you expect from arabbit?"

"It'sthe wizards that are important, not your clover,” said Trouble.

"If thereare wizards."

"Nothing else | know of doesthat.” Morwen pointed at the hole.

"Just because you don't know of it doesn't mean thereisn't something,” Trouble retorted.

"Mmhmph. | suppose you'reright." Morwen consdered for amoment.

She couldn't tell whether the holes had been made by awizard's staff or not, but she knew at least
three people who could. Thefirst two were the King of the Enchanted Forest and his Queen, Cimorene.
Thethird...

"I'd better give Telemain acdl, then, aswell as Mendanbar and Cimorene.

If werelucky, helll think it'safascinating chalenge.”

"And if werenot, hell prose on about it for hours,” Trouble muttered.

"Who's Tele-whatsis?' asked Killer.

"An old friend and magical theoretician,” Morwen said. "He's interested in wizards."

"Among other things." Trouble poked his noseinto the brown spot, then pulled it back very quickly and
sneezed. "Can we go now?"

Morwen started back toward the clover patch. "As soon as | take asample of Killer'sclover.”

"l guessI'll be going, then,” Killer said, backing away as he spoke.

"Nice mesting you and dl that."

"Don't bedlly,” Morwen said over her shoulder. "Y ou're coming with us. | want you to tell your story
to Tdemain and the King. And how el se are you going to get a decent med?"

Therabbit didn't answer, and Morwen stopped paying attention to him.

Knedling next to the clover patch once more, she reached into the loose |eft deeve of her robe, which
she used as a sort of enchanted backpack. The spell on her deeves dlowed her to carry around all kinds
of useful things, but it required a certain amount of concentration to retrieve them. And, of course, she
had to remember what she had put into the deevein thefirgt place.

"Samplejars" she muttered to hersdf. "Small samplejarswith the lids that clamp down-ah!" With a
smile of satisfaction, she pulled aglassjar the size of her fist out of the deeve. The glasshad afaint purple
tint, and the lid was a glass bubble that was attached to the jar with a complicated-looking wire clamp.
Morwen flicked the wire with her thumb, and the lid popped up. She could hear Killer and the cats
arguing in the background, but she refused to listen. Reaching into her deeve once more, shetook out a
smdl pair of herb snips and began cutting clover.

By thetimethe jar was half-full, the argument had stopped and the animals had joined her. Half ajar
was enough, for now, Morwen decided.

She clamped the lid down and put the jar and snips back into her deeve, then rose, dusting bits of
clover off her hands.

"Areyou dl ready to go now?" she asked.

"Yes" sad MissEliza



"No," said Killer. Trouble glared a him. "I mean, yes. | suppose so.

Oh, | don't like cats!"

"That'swhat comes of being arabhbit,” Aunt Opheliasaid. "Size makes no difference whatsoever."

"Come dong, then," Morwen said, and started briskly off in the direction of the house. The sooner she
got home and relayed her news to the King, the better.

When they arrived home, the other cats were lined up in the garden, waiting for them. Chaoswas
loudly surprised to see that the rabbit was till tagging along, and Fiddlesticks demanded explanations
and fish in the same bresth, while Jasmine pretended to find the whole affair boring beyond expression.

"You'll just have to wait abit longer,” Morwen said over the racket.

"I've work to do. In the meantime, try to remember that Killer isaguest.”

"Killer?' said Fiddlesticks. "Who'sKiller?'

"Therabbit, you idiot," Trouble told him as Morwen went into the house.

The closing door cut off whatever else Trouble might have had to say.

Morwen shook her head but did not go back outside. Aslong asthe catsleft Killer done and didn't
damage each other too much, it was better to let them settle matters among themselves. Frowning in
concentration, Morwen reached into her deeve and pulled out the sample jar of clover. She set it onthe
kitchen table, then turned around and went out through the door by which she had just entered.

The door now led into her study. Making that door-and the various roomsit led to-had taken Morwen
agreat ded of time and effort, considerably more than her deeves, but it had been worth every minute.

She had added alibrary, astudy, several bedroomsfor visitors, a magic workshop, and alarge storage
areasince shemoved in, and al without using up any of the garden. And there was still space for three or
four more rooms, if she needed them, before she'd have to add a second magic door.

Frowning dightly, Morwen skirted the cluttered desk and stopped in front of an ova mirror inthe
corner. The sllvered glass was the size of a serving platter, and it was surrounded by a gilt frame three
incheswide.

The effect was alittle too elaborate for Morwen's taste, but when someone makes one a present of a
dtate-of-the-art magic mirror, one doesn't put it down simply because it doesn't fit in with one's decor.

| suppose I'll get used to it eventually, she thought. After dl, | only got around to hanging it this
morning.

"All right, let's seeif thisthing works aswell ashe said it would," she muttered. Taking a deep bresth,
shesad clearly, "Mirror, mirror, on thewal, | would liketo makeacdl."

Immediately, the mirror turned milky white and a pleasant voice from somewhere insde the glass sad,
"What party are you caling, please?’

"The King of the Enchanted Forest," Morwen answered, impressed in spite of hersdf. Telemain had
been right; this was an enormous improvement over the mirrors Morwen had used in the past. And on
top of that, it was polite,

"One moment, please,”" said the mirror.

Almost beforeit finished spesking, the glass cleared. Morwen blinked, startled. The face looking out at
her was dark brown, with bulging eyes and awide mouth full of crooked teeth. "Thisisthe castle of the
King of the Enchanted Forest, you lucky person,” said the face with aleer. "Nobody elseishereto
answer the mirror, o you're gonna have to leave amessage with-oh, it'syou.”

By thistime, Morwen had recognized the bad-tempered wooden gargoyle that occupied the upper
corner of King Mendanbar's study. " Good morning, gargoyle. Do Mendanbar and Cimorene know how
you answer their mirror?"

The gargoyle snorted. "It was her idea. She thought it might cut down on the stupid questions people

"1 might have guessed. Where are they? I've got some news they should hear right away."

"They've gone to the beach with Kazul," the gargoyle said in tones of disgust. "Work's piling up, but do
they care? No! Do they even ask if it'sagood idea? No! They just pack abag of towels and take off.

Poof!"

"l see. Inthat case-" "He humors her too much,” the gargoyle went on confidentialy.



"She's hedlthy as ahorse, but you wouldn't know it, the way he fusses over her. And I'm going to have
to put up with it for another six or seven months, at least! What helll be like when the baby actually
ariveswdll, al | can say isthat I'm going to have afull-timejob trying to see that the kid isn't spoiled
rotten.”

"l expect Cimorenewill help," Morwen said. "How soon will they be back?!

"How should | know? I'm not asecretary.”

"Well, as soon asthey arrive-either of them-tell them that I've reason to think that theresawizard
running around in the forest."

The gargoyl€e's eyes widened, making him look even uglier than before.

"A wizard? Hoo boy?'

"I'm going to call Telemain next," Morwen went on. "If we're not here when they call back, tell themto
come on out anyway. The cats can show them how to find us.”

"l bet," the gargoyle muttered. "Anything ese?'Causeif thereisn't, I'm going back to deep.”

"That'sal,” Morwen said, and the mirror clouded over. As soon asit cleared, she repeated the rhyme
and snapped, "Telemain,” in response to the mirror's polite question.

Thistimeit took much longer for the glassto clear. When it did, Telemain's face scowled out of the
mirror. Hisferocious expression lightened only fractionaly when he saw who was caling.

"Oh, hdlo, Morwen! Will thistakelong?I've just set up an exceedingly sensitive spell to test the
gability quotient of-" "It'swizards," Morwen interrupted. "Well, one of them, at the very least, thoughin
my experience whenever one turns up a half-dozen more are sure to follow. They're worse than
cockroaches."

"You'rein apoor humor thismorning.” Telemain ran ahand across his neet black beard, asuresign
that he was interested but didn't want to show it. "What about this wizard?"

"He appears to have been poking around near my home," Morwen said. "Or so | conclude from the
splotches his ga&ff left in themoss.”

Telemain shook hishead. "That is quite impossible. The warding enchantment that Mendanbar and |
worked out keeps wizards from absorbing, manipulating, utilizing, or controlling any portion of the
magica basis on which the Enchanted Forest isfounded. So even if awizard were unwise enough to
enter the forest, his staff could not possibly leave, er, 'splotchesin the moss.™ "I know it's supposed to
work that way," Morwen said. "But the splotches are there. So isasix-foot rabbit-thiswizard is careless
aswdl asnosy and impossible.

If you don't believe me, come and look at them yourself.”

"l believe | shdl,” Tdemain said. "Itll only take me afew minutesto set up the transportation spell, and
firsthand observation is aways superior to reports from even the most reliable of witnesses. Now, let me
see; | had better bring the microdynometer, and some detection instruments, and-" He turned away,
muttering to himsdf, and the mirror blanked abruptly. Morwen rolled her eyes.

"He'sinrareform today," said Aunt Ophdiafrom behind her. "What was that about 'rligble
witnesses?'

Turning, Morwen saw the tortoiseshell cat standing just inside the open study door. "Since it came from
Tedemain, I'd haveto say it was acompliment.”

"Someone should take him in hand before he talks himsdlf into ared mess.”

"He can take care of himsdlf," Morwen said. "If he couldn't, someone would have murdered him years
ago. I've been tempted atime or two myself.” Out of habit, she glanced around the study to seeif there
was anything she needed. Then she walked out to the kitchen and picked up the can of paint sheld
abandoned there after Archaniz'svist. With alittle luck, she could finish touching up the sign over the
door before any of her visitors arrived.

4
In Which Morwen and Telemain Argue and Killer Discovers
the Perils of Mixing Cosmeticsand Magic



By thetime Telemain gppeared in the front yard, Morwen had finished the sign and was cleaning her
brush. He did atidy transportation spell, Morwen had to admit, even if her own taste ran moreto flying.
The passage hadn't even ruffled hisdark hair. HEd clearly come prepared: The many pockets of his

open knee-length black vest were bulging, and so were the pouches that hung from hiswide black belt.

Seven magic rings glittered on hisfingers, three on hisleft hand, four on hisright. His bright blue eyes
weredight with anticipation.

"Well, it'sabout time," Aunt Ophdiasaid acidly as he waked up the porch steps.

"Hello to you, too," Telemain said, nodding far more politely than he would have if he'd understood her
comment. "There you are, Morwen! Where are these hypothetica wizards of yours?*

"l bet he doesn't even know which one of usyou are," Scorn said from the porch rail. "Hypothetica
wizards, indeed!"

"What'sthat?' Fiddlesticks shouted from inside the house.

On the window ledge, Jasmine yawned, curling up her tongue and stretching her head back. Then she
cdled back, "Telemain'shere”

"Who's here?' Fiddlesticks poked his head around the edge of the door. "Telemain! Chaos,
Murgatroyd, Trouble, Tdemain'sherel”

"Chaos and Trouble are watching that rabbit, "said Miss Eliza, in atone that indicated clearly that she
would have liked very much to call it something else but was far too polite to actualy do so.

"If | knew where the wizards were, | wouldn't need your help,” Morwen said to Telemain. "The dead
spotsin the moss are about twenty minutes walk from my back garden, if the forest hasn't moved them.”

"Twenty minutes! Morwen, | don't havetime-" "1'd have told you to transport straight there, but | don't
think you've been to the place before, and there's no sense in taking chances. Besides, it'll only take two
minutes by broomstick, even riding double and with an extraload."

Telemain shook hishead. "No. No. Absolutely not. | have no intention of riding on that uncomfortable
contraption of yours ever again. Once was quite enough.”

"Wimp," said Scorn.

"Y ou only think broomsticks are uncomfortable because you insgst on riding astride,” Morwen said to
Telemain. "If you'd Sit Sidesaddle, the way you're supposed to-" "No!"

"Well, if you really want to hand-carry abucket of sogpy water mixed with alittlelemon juiceon a
twenty-minute wak-" "What? Morwen, you didn't say anything about buckets."

"Water?' Fiddlesticks sat up very straight, his nose twitching.

"Buckets of water? With sogp? Maybe | won't come with you thistime, either, Morwen."

"| thought the buckets were obvious," Morwen told Telemain. "If there are wizards around, | want to
be ableto get rid of them inahurry.”

And the only way to do that, so far as anyone knew, was to dump a bucket of soapy water mixed with
alittle lemon juice over the top of them. For some reason, this made them melt into agooey puddle, and
it usudly took severd daysfor them to put themselvestogether again.

Cimorene had discovered the method by accident, back when she was living with the dragon Kazul.

"Soapy water," Telemain muttered. "Buckets. | dill say it'sterribly indegant.”

"If you'd finish working out aspell to do the same thing, the buckets wouldn't be necessary,” Morwen
pointed out.

Telemain flushed. "I've designed a prototype, but it requiresthe immediate bility of atarget. It
has therefore been impossible for me to run the necessary teststo ascertain its effectiveness.”

"What?' said Fiddlegticks.

"He'sinvented aspell for melting wizards, but he can't tell whether it works because there aren't any
wizardsaround to try it on," MissElizasaid.

"Oh. Why couldn't hejust say that?"

"Becausethat'show heis," said Aunt Ophelia

"We gtill need the buckets,” Morwen said to Telemain. "I haven't the dightest objection to your testing
your new wizard-melting spell on any wizards we run across, but | want to bring something that | know
works, in case your spell needs some adjusting.”



"Reasonable.” Teemain rubbed his chin thoughtfrilly. "But | still categoricaly refuseto travel on that
broomstick of yours."

"Morwen?" Even muffled by the front door, Trouble's tone was clearly far too casua, and when he
grolled out onto the porch Morwen felt astrong twinge of misgiving. Every whisker dripped the kind of
deliberate unconcern that usually meant held been living up to hisname.

"Excuse meamoment, Teemain,” Morwen said. "What isit, Trouble?'

"Y ou know that rabbit you wanted us to watch?"

Morwen's misgivings deepened. 'Y es?'

"Well, he'skind of upset,” Trouble said. "Murgatroyd thought 1'd better cometell you."

If Murgatroyd thought Morwen should betold about it, it was probably serious. Not urgent, though, or
he'd have come himsdlf, at adead run.

And he didn't expect Morwen to be happy about it, or he wouldn't have sent Trouble. Morwen sighed.
"What isKiller upset about?"

"Oh, things. | wouldn't have bothered you if Murgatroyd hadn't insisted.”

"Such afussabout arabbit." Aunt Opheliasniffed.

Trouble studied the porch roof, asif he were hoping to spot afly.

"Not exactly ."

"I see." Morwen turned to Telemain. "l appear to be needed in the garden. Y ou're welcome to come
dong.”

"Certainly."

All of the catsfollowed them, except Jasmine, who had fallen adegp on the window ledge, and Jasper,
who was presumably still napping under the porch. When they reached the garden, they found the grass
insde the gate trampled flat and a six-foot donkey with a blotchy brown-and-white coat standing next to
the vegetabl e patch. The donkey wore amournful expression, and half a cabbage leaf was stuck to the
sdeof hismuzzle. The green cabbage directly in front of him was missing alarge chunk fromiitsleft Sde.

"Hello, Killer," Morwen said to the donkey.

"| thought Killer wasarabhit,” Telemain said, frowning in mild puzzlement.

"Hewas, until he started eating my cabbage." Morwen eyed the donkey reprovingly.

"He ate acabbage?' Fiddlesticks said, horrified. "Why would he do that?"

"l washungry,” said the donkey. Histail switched and he jumped, Sartled .

"Hmph," said Aunt Ophdlia. "Just what 1'd expect from arabbit."

"Y es, you'd think anyone would have more sense than to nibble on plantsin awitch's garden,” Miss
Elizasad.

"I thought the gray cat said it wasdl right. And it tasted very nice.

Almost spicy. And the crunch-" The donkey stopped as all the cats glared, and his ears drooped. "l
must have misunderstood.”

Morwen glanced around. Trouble was nowherein sght. "1 don't think you misunderstood him at dl."
Shelooked sternly at Chaos and Murgatroyd.

"Why didn't you sop him?"

"Y ou've got plenty of donkey-cabbages," Chaos said. "And donkeys are nearly as stupid asrabhbits, so
it'snot asif Killer lost anything by it."

"| think it'sa definite improvement,” Murgatroyd said, nodding.

"A sx foot donkey doesn't look nearly as silly asasix-foot rabbit,” Aunt Ophdiaput in.

"Seven feet, deven inches, counting the ears,” said the donkey, twitching them. "I dways know how big
| am."

"That isnot the point,” Morwen told the cats. "'Y ou were left here to prevent any untoward happenings.
Thisisan extremey untoward happening.

| am serioudy displeased.”

"And you know what that means," Scorn said. "No fish in the food bowl tonight.”

"No fish?' Fiddlesticks |ooked up a Morwen with large, distressed eyes. "Not even for me?"

"I'm sorry about this, Killer,” Morwen said. "Those cabbages aren't supposed to work on rabbits.” She



paused, considering. The red cabbages on the other side of the row were an antidote, but she wasn't sure
she wanted to mention that. It was entirely possible that they wouldn't work, or that Killer would end up
turning into atwelve-foot-tal rabbit or something even more inconvenient.

"Can't you do anything?' the donkey said. "It's not that | mind being adonkey, exactly, but | don't like
what it did to my coat."

"Heisawfully blotchy,” Scorn said. "Isit supposed to work on rabbits, Morwen? And this rabbit was
dready under the influence of amagnifying enchantment. So the layered interaction of the two magica
energies produces asynergidtic effect..."

Killer looked a Telemain, and his ears twitched forward. "1sthat why my coat isal funny?*

"Highly unlikely," Tdemain said. "Thetwo spdls seem to affect primarily the parameters of form and
Sature, rather than coloration.”

Morwen stared at the donkey. Suddenly her eyes narrowed. "Killer, do you dye your fur?’

"I, umwell, actudly..."

"| thought so. That'swhat your problem is. Spells are hard on cosmetic changes. The dyejob lasted
through one spell, but now that you've been enchanted twiceit's wearing off."

"Ohno," said Killer. ™Y ou mean if you turn me back into arabbit, I'll look even worse?!

"Probably,"” Morwen said. "And you won't be able to redye it until the residue of the spell wears off.
That usudly takes about six weeks."

"How do you know al this?' Telemain asked her.

Morwen gave him alook. "Why do you think witches never color their hair?"

"Thisisterrible” Killer'searswaggled in distress, and severd of the cats snickered. "l won't be ableto
hold up my head. Thisisawful. Can't you do anything?'

"Not right now," Morwen said. "We have some wizard hunting to do.

Andif yourewilling to help, you may have solved alittle problem for us”

"1 don't mind being hepful," said Killer. "What problem?’

Morwen turned to Telemain. "Y ou can ride him instead of the broomstick.

He knows how to find the clover patch, and at that size he ought to move fairly quickly. I'll take the
broomstick and a bucket and meet you there. And you can study the interaction of the sze-and
shape-changing spellson theway.”

Lessthan ten minutes later, Morwen, Telemain, and Killer met at the half-eaten patch of clover. As
Morwen landed her broomstick-with some care, so as not to spill the bucket she had hung on the front
end-Scorn and Fiddlesticks did out of the bushes and sat down at the foot of the nearest tree. The two
catsworeidentica smug expressions.

"What are you doing here?' Morwen said.

"Weall discussed it and decided you might need help," Scorn replied.

"Aunt Opheliaand Miss Eliza came last time, Trouble and Murgatroyd and Chaos are in disgrace
because of the cabbages, and Jasmine didn't want to be bothered. So it came down to the three of us.”

"Three of you?"

‘Jasper's around somewhere.”

"| came because I'm very brave," Fiddlesticks announced. He rose and sauntered over to the clover
patch. "Don't you think I'm brave, Morwen? What's dll this prickly stuff?' He sniffed at the bare stalks on
the eaten portion of the patch.

"That'sKiller's clover patch,” Morwen said. "Don't eat any of it."

'Eat it?" Fiddlestickslooked up, green-gold eyeswide. "Why would | eat it? It's some kind of plant.”

"Weknow," Scorn said. " Shut up.”

Telemain did down from Killer's back, stepped quickly to one side, and shook himself asif to check
that everything till worked. Then he walked over to Morwen. With aglance over one shoulder to make
sure Killer was out of hearing distance, he said in alow voice, "Morwen, thisis absolutely thelast timel
agreeto one of your... your idess. That beast has a gait that would rattle the teeth out of atroll.”

"It'snot my fault," Killer said. "I'm supposed to be arabbit.”

Telemain looked startled, then chagrined.



"You forgot how long hisearsare,” Morwen said. "Never mind. Thetracks| told you about are over
here"

Sheled the way to the cluster of brown pencil-sized holes a the far side of the clover patch. When he
saw them, Tdemain immediately lost interest in the rest of his surroundings.

"Fascinating,”" he murmured. He pulled something that looked like abright metal tubein awire cage
from one of his pockets and began twisting and pulling and unfolding. In less than two minutes, heheld a
small telescope attached to three long, spidery legs. He jabbed the legsinto the moss and peered through
the end of the telescope.

"Absolutely fascinating. The residua energy displaysthe characteristic spird, but its concentration-"
"Tell me about it when you decidewhat it is" Morwen said. She wasin no mood for one of Telemain's
long digressionsinto magica theory, even if shewas one of the few people who actudly understood most
of what he said. Besides, listening only encouraged him.

Telemain peered through histelescope again, then pulled out severd other peculiar instruments and
poked at the holes. Finally helooked up.

"Where's the other one?"

"Other one?' Morwen said. Even when he was being smple, Telemain didn't seem to be able to make
himsdif dlear.

"Thefull-szed, er, splotch. | believe you said there was one?’

"Troublefound it." Leaving Killer to nibble disconsolately at the moss and the cats to wander asthey
pleased, Morwen led Telemain to the two-inch circle of brown moss. "There."

"Thisisredly amazing. Look here, Morwen, dong the perimeter.

There's no regeneration occurring at al. And-" "Yes, of course," Morwen interrupted. "But al | want to
know is, isit wizards?'

"Oh, certainly. That'swhat | was saying,” Telemain replied with maddening innocence. "And it looks as
if they've figured out how to evade the enchantment the King and | worked out. Y ou were quite right to
cdl me”

"Quiteright?" Scorn said with considerable indignation. "That self-centered, conceited idiot! Of course
you were quiteright.

Magicians, bah!"

Tail tiff with disgpprova, she stalked off.

"Exactly," said Morwen. "Now, what was the bit about that enchantment of yours?'

"Of mineand theKing's." Telemain wasagtickler for accuracy, even when it meant sharing the credit
for amagor magical achievement. He pointed at the brown spot in front of him, then waved back toward
the clover patch. "None of these should be here."

"Wll, obvioudy. wizards aren't supposed to come into the Enchanted Forest any-" Morwen stopped
short. "That isn't what you meant. Very well. Explain what you did mean, and none of your jargon. I've
too much on my mind dready without trying to unravel your sentences.”

Telemainlooked hurt. "I'm only trying to be precise.”

"Right now I'll be quite content with fast and doppy. Now, why shouldn't there be any dead patchesin
the moss?'

"Because the spell Mendanbar and | worked out should-should repair them as soon as they're made,”
Telemain sad carefully. "Aslong asthe spell isworking, the absorptive properties of the wizard's Saff
should be balanced immediately by the recirculation of-" "Telemain!”

"I'mtrying,"” Tdemain said in aplaintivetone. "Therejugt isn't any other way to say it."

"No?" Morwen thought for aminute. "How about this: When awizard's staff sucks up magic from the
forest, your spell sucksit back. And it works so fast that the moss shouldn't die thisway.”

"Or it should regenerate,” Telemain said, nodding. "This has obvioudy not done ether.”

"Canyou tdl how they did it?"

"Not without an examination of the primary linkages." Telemain frowned down at the dead moss. "if
something has damaged one of them, it might account-" A loud cat squal erupted from behind anearby
bush, followed by ahigh shriek. Morwen started forward, but before she had taken two steps,



Fiddlesticks came trotting around the |eft Side of the bush.

He held hishead very high, and histall was along brown exclamation mark.

Dangling from his mouth by abunched-up wad of blue-and-brown wizard's robes was aman about six
inchestall.

5
In Which the Plot Thickens

Fiddlesticks hdted just in front of Morwen'sfeet. The man he was carrying kicked, then tried to punch
backward and overhead at the cat's nose.

Fortunately, he missed. Fiddlesticks growled and shook his head, and the man shrieked as he swung
back and forth.

"How interesting,” Telemain said. "Morwen, your cat appears to have captured a miniature wizard."

"So | see" Morwen said. "Wheat did you do with his staff 7

"Mmmph hmmmph uff,” said Fiddlesticks, and jabbed histail back toward the bush.

"Good. Don't et him anywhere near it." Morwen turned and started for the clover patch.

"Where areyou going?' Telemain said.

"To get the bucket,” Morwen caled over her shoulder. There was another high-pitched shriek from the
wizard and ajumbled protest from Telemain, both of which she ignored. Having collected her bucket,
she returned to find the wizard on his feet with Fiddlesticks stlanding guard.

Tedlemain sat cross-legged in front of them, holding something that looked like asilver watch with an
orange dia and four hands. He kept looking from the watch to the wizard and back.

"Has he told you what they're up to yet?' Morwen said, setting the bucket down alittle to one side,
whereit would be handy but out of theimmediate way.

Telemain looked up, frowning. "I haven't asked. Do you redlize thet thisisthe first opportunity | have
hed to observe awizard in Stu?

Of course, the magical connectionswould be clearer if his Saff were alittle closer.”

"You leave that staff whereitis,” Morwen said. "Fiddle, if either of them triesto go get it, stop them. |
don't care how."

"You don't? That's easy, then." Fiddlesticks curled hislips back, showing most of histeeth. "Did | do
good? Doesthismean | can havefish for dinner?"

"It certainly does," Morwen said. "And possibly abowl! of cream aswell. Where's Scorn?”

"With Jasper, watching the staff. Do they get fish, too?"

"Yes, if they want it." Morwen transferred her attention to the six-inch wizard. He had a sharp, angular
face haf-covered by an untidy brown beard, and he seemed allittle young compared to most of the
wizards Morwen had met. Not to mention short. "If it won't interfere with your observations, Telemain,
I'd like to ask thisfellow afew questions.”

"Hmmm? Oh, not a al." Telemain did not even glance up.

"Good. Now, wizard, who are you and what are you doing in the Enchanted Forest?

Thewizard drew himsdf up to hisfull height, which brought his head about even with Fiddlestickss
nose. "l am Antordl, and if you know what is good for you, you will not meddlewithme!" hesaidina
dhill voice

"I might have known," Morwen said.

"What'sthat?' Telemain said, looking up. "Morwen, these readings are absurd. Thisfellow can't be
very good."

Antordl'sface turned bright red. Morwen smiled. "Heisn't. ThisisAntorell, Tdlemain.”

"Antordl, Antordl. Oh. The son of Head Wizard Zemenar?*

"That'sright,” Antordl said. "And youll regret-" "Isn't he the one Cimorene kegps meting?' Tdemain
sad. "And shouldn't he belarger?”

Antorell's face became downright purple. Curious about the change, Fiddlesticks leaned forward, and
his whiskers brushed the side of Antorell's head. The wizard shrieked and jumped away, the cat



pounced, and bits of mossflew in al directions. After amoment, the rgpidly moving tangle resolved into
Fiddlesticks crouched over the wizard. One front paw, with clawsfully extended, rested on each of
Antorell's shoulders. Antordll looked terrified.

"He'sthe one," Morwen said to Telemain. "Very good, Fiddle. Y ou may back up now. | don't think
hell do thet again.”

"Fascinating,” Telemain murmured, his eyesfixed on the cat. "Did you see the sparks, Morwen? He
cast abasic warding-off spell, but it didn't affect the cat at dl!™

Morwen frowned in concern. "Fiddlesticks?'

"Well, of courseit didn't do anything to me." Fiddlesticks eased dowly off Antorell's chest and sat
down very close beside him.

"Wizards don't know how to handle cats. | don't think they're very smart.”

"Get that beast away from me!™ Antorell cried as Fiddlesticks raised a paw and flexed his claws.

"See?" said Fiddlesticks, and began washing wizard germs out from between histoes.

"Cam down," Morwen told Antorell. "Fiddlesticks won't hurt you.

Unless| tell him to, of course. What are you doing in the Enchanted Forest?”

"l won't tell you." Antorell was plainly trying to sound defiant, but al he managed was sulky.

"Morwen?" Scorn wound her way around the far edge of the bush.

"How long are we going to have to watch this staff?. It's not doing anything, and Jasper wantsto take a

"I'll be there as soon aswe finish with Antorell,” Morwen said.

"What isit?' Tdlemain asked.

"Scorn wants the staff taken care of," Morwen told him. "Antorell-" "That presents no difficulty,”
Tdemainsad. "If you'll just fetch it here, Scorn, I'll doiit for you."

Scorn gave him along look. "Dogsfetch." She turned her back and lay down, her tail thrashing
indignantly.

"That means'no,' | takeit," Telemain saidd withasgh.

"It does. And | told you | didn't want the staff anywhere near the wizard,” Morwen said.

"A proper spirit of scientificinvestigation-" "I'm more interested in salf-preservation. Study the staff
leter.

Antordl-" "Hal" said Antorell. "Y ou aretoo late! Behold!"

With aflourish, heraised hisright arm. As he did, he began to glow.

Fiddlesticks pulled his head back in surprise, and the glow began pulsing, first bright, then dim. After
three pulses, Antordll started growing. He gained an inch on the next pulse, two on the one after that, and
then he had grown to afoot in height.

"Bother," said Morwen, and grabbed for the bucket.

"Argefragter,” said Telemain, and pointed a Antorell.

"Eeeaugh!" said Antorell, his expresson changing from sinister to shocked. He continued to glow and
pulse, but he was no longer getting taller. A puddle of brown goo began to spread out from under his
robe where his feet should have been. "No! Help! Y ou can't do thisto me!™

"Wow!" said Fiddlesticks. "L ook at him go!"

Morwen nodded, but she kept the bucket of soapy water ready to throw, just in case. Antorell was
now melting faster than he was growing. In another minute, al that was Ieft were his robes and the puddie
of goo sinking dowly into the moss. Fiddlesticks edged up to it and sniffed, then backed away rapidily.

"What was dl that noise?" Killer said from behind Telemain. "Part of it sounded like another donkey."

"No, it was awizard, though in this case it's much the same thing," Morwen said. "Y ou needn't worry.
He'sgone now." She set her bucket down once more and gave Telemain anod of approval.

"Congratulaions.

It works."

"Y es, and did you notice the echo effect on the size-amplification spell?”

Telemain shook hishead. "Remarkable. The theoreticd ramifications" "Arevery interesting, I'm sure,”
Morwen said. "How permanent isthis?' She waved at the gooey robes.



"Not very, I'm afraid,” Telemain said. "Hell be back in aday or two."

Killer ambled over to the puddle. "Isthis edible?' he asked in adoubtful tone.

"No!" said Morwen and Telemain together.

"What an awful ides," said Fiddlesticks, wrinkling hisnose.

"What amess," said Scorn.

"Don't touch it,” Morwen said to Killer. "With two spells on you adready, you shouldn't take any
chanceswith wizard resduum.”

"Oh," said Killer. Helooked at the puddie again and sighed. "But I'm hungry. And thirsty. What do
donkeys eat?"

"WEell take care of you in aminute or two," Morwen promised. "Finish up quickly, Telemain. We're
leaving." Beach or no beach, King Mendanbar and Queen Cimorene had to be found and informed as
soon as possible. Morwen started back toward the clover patch to collect her broomstick.

"Don't forget about that staff!" Scorn called after her.

Getting ready to leave didn't take long. Morwen picked up the staff-and Jasper, who was still guarding
it-on her way back to Telemain. She noticed with interest that the staff was over three feet long and
expanding dowly. Apparently the shrinking spell waswearing off it even without Antorell's help.

When shereached him, Telemain was just sowing thelast of his shiny instruments back in one of his
pockets. "Have we got everyone?' the magician asked.

"Everyone but thewizard," Scorn said. "And good riddanceto him, | say.”

"Yes," Morwen replied to both Telemain and Scorn. "If you'll take the staff, Telemain-" "I wouldn't do
that," Jasper said, jumping down from Morwen's shoulder.

Morwen paused, frowning, then saw Killer standing by the bucket of soapy water. He lowered his
head and sniffed experimentally. "Why not? It smellsnice.”

"That'sthelemon juice," Morwen said.

"It'sgot sogp init," Fiddlesticks said, lashing histall. "It'sfor melting-" "There aren't any wizards
around, and I'm thirsty." Before anyone could stop him Killer took alarge durp. His ears stood straight
up and hereared back, shaking his head. "Blea-eea-eaugh! That tastesterrible.”

"Fiddlewarned you," said Scorn, with avisible lack of sympathy. " So did Jasper. Servesyou right for
not ligening.”

"What'sit doing to hisnose?' Fiddlesticks said, poking his own nose forward until he had to stand up
and follow it. "L ook at his nose, Morwen.

[t'sturning blue."

"Not just the nose." Jasper stared in fascination. "His whole face is changing color.”

Killer gave afrightened snort and shook his head, sneezing sogp bubblesin dl directions. The color
went on spreading. Soon his head and neck were abright, clear sky blue that continued to inch up his
ears, down hisforelegs, and across his back.

"Help!" Killer cried. "Morwen, you're awitch. Make it stop"

"That would be inadvisable,” Telemain said. He, too, was watching Killer's changing color with great
interest. "The synergistic action of the origina wizardly enchantment, which wasitsdf an ungtructured
mechanicd surplus and therefore liable to produce unpredictable side effects, and the secondary
vegetation-based enchantment has rendered you vulnerable to the wizard liquefication fluid while o,
fortunatdy, mitigating its effects.”

"What?' said Killer.

"Y ou've got aleftover bit of awizard's spell on you and you don't know what al it may do. Y ou're
lucky you arent melting, the way thewizard did," Scorn summarized.

"But just look & me!"

"| think it'san improvement,” Morwen said. "Much better than being blotchy.”

"Blue? Blueis better than blotchy?' The color had spread to Killer's hindquarters. Only histail and his
back legs were dill a patchy white-and-brown.

"Not much," said Scorn.

"Settleit later,” Morwen said. "We haveto go. Tdemain-" "Everyone till here? Good." Telemain



rased ahand and made acirclein the air with hisleft forefinger. The wide silver band on hisfinger
sparkled ashe said in alow voice, "Convey this crowd On wind and cloud to the castle of the King By
the power of thisring."

Onthelast word, Telemain clapped his hands together loudly. The trees melted and ran like soft wax
on ahot stove. To her surprise, Morwen felt no sensation of movement. It was more asif she were
ganding gtill while everything around her shifted. As she nodded in approvd, the blur flowed into anew
shape and solidified.

They now stood on the paving stones of the castle courtyard, in the relatively narrow strip between the
moat and the main door. A large dragon lay aong the left Side of the castle, basking in the sun. Her head,
with the three stubby hornsthat proclaimed her afemale, rested at the edge of the moat; most of her
body was hidden by atower with two staircases running around its outside. Her wings were partway
open to catch the sun, and her green scales glittered, even where they were beginning to turn gray at the
edges.

"Eee-augh!" Killer brayed in terror. "A dragon!™ Oh, good,” Morwen said at the same moment. " That
will ssve sometime.”

"Good?" Killer seemed to betrying to hide behind Telemain and to watch the dragon at the sametime.
"A dragonisgood?’

"Not adragon, you idiot," said Scorn. "That's Kazul, the King of the Dragons.”

Killer edged away. "Does he eat rabbits? Or donkeys?'

"She prefers cherries jubilee,” Jasper said.

"She?' Killer looked thoroughly confused, aswell asdarmed.

"But-the 'King of the Dragons?'

"'King of the Dragons isthe name of ajob," Jasper said. "It has nothing to do with gender."

"Dragons are very sensible about things like that," Fiddlesticks put in, nodding. "Almost as sensble as
me. But they don't likefish."

"I'd be happier if they didn't like donkeys."

"Don't worry about King Kazul," Morwen said to Killer. " She doesn't eat friends of friends.”

"Not even if she'shungry?' Killer's ears pricked forward nervoudly.

"She looks hungry to me."

Before Morwen could respond, the castle door creaked open. From the dark hallway inside, avoice
cdled, "Madame Morwen! Magician Telemain! Welcometo the castle.”

6
In Which the Plot Positively Curdles and the King of the
Dragons L oses her Temper

Aseveryoneturned to look, athree-foot ef wearing agold lace collar and a crisp white shirt under a
green velvet coa with gold buttons, white silk hose, and green shoes with chunky gold hedl's stepped into
view in the doorway of the castle. "Welcome, dl of you," he added, bowing low.

"Hello, Willin," Morwen said. "We need to see King Mendanbar and Queen Cimoreneright away."

"In regard to what?' the elf asked.

"Technicd difficulties” Tdemain said. "We have discovered a possible disruption in the obstructive
enchantment fabricated by King Mendanbar and mysdf, and-" "Er, yes, of course" said Willin. "I'll tel
the King immediately. Y ou needn't give me the details.”

Telemain caught Morwen's eye and winked. Morwen suppressed asmile and said, "And while were
waiting, Killer'shungry." She nodded at the donkey. "If your kitchen could put something together that
would suit him.”

"Certainly,” Willin said. 'Just trot around backer, Killer, and the cook will take care of you." He waved
toward the left, where Kazul was deegping.

"I'm not hungry!" Killer said.

"Go around the other way, then,” Morwen told him. "It doesn't redlly matter. Just go."



"I'll show him!" Fiddlesticks bounded acrossto Killer. "The kitchen isthisway. They have cream, and
butter, and fish, and..." His voice faded as they rounded the crooked tower by the stone bridge.

Scorn stood up and stretched. "What apair of idiots.” She looked at Jasper. "Maybe we should go
after them and make sure they don't get into trouble.”

"An excdlent idea," Jasper agreed. With an air of determined casuaness, the two cats strolled off,
following the donkey.

Willinlooked after them with aworried frown. "Did | offend them?"

"Not at al,” Morwen assured him. When his expression did not clear, she added, "They're hoping the
cook will give them some cream. Now, welll just go have aword with Kazul while you let Cimorene
know we're here. Oh, and would you put this bucket somewhere? I've enough to carry without it."

"Very good, maam,” Willin said stiffly. He accepted the bucket and vanished into the castle, closng the
door carefully behind him.

"Morwen, Mendanbar's the one we redlly need to see,”" Telemain said softly. "King Kazul-" "Has good
reason to be just asinterested in the doings of wizards asthe rest of us," Morwen said. "Besides, it
wouldn't be politeto go in without at least saying hello.”

"l suppose not," Telemain said, and the two walked across the courtyard to talk to the dragon. Up
close, Kazul was an even more impressive dragon than she looked from a distance. Standing, she was at
least 9x times Morwen's height, even without her wings, and every inch was muscle and armor scales.
The deepy, contented expression on her face vanished as Morwen and Telemain drew nearer, and by
the time they were close enough to talk, the dragon was wide awake and ready for them.

"Hello, Morwen, Telemain," Kazul said. "Wizards again?' Sheflicked aclaw in the direction of the Saff
Morwen held.

"Hdlo, Kazul," Morwen said. "It'sawizard, at least.”

"| thought you'd shut them out of the forest,” Kazul said to Tdlemain.

"What one magician can do, another can find away around,” Telemain said with ashrug. "Unlessthe
quantity of energy involved reaches amagnitude that renders-" Kazul cleared her throat pointedly.
Telemain stopped. "Unlesswhat?" asked the dragon.

"Um. Unlessyou... put so much power into aspell that nobody can, er, examineit closaly enough to,
um, figure out how to break it without getting fried by the backlash,” Tdemain said carefully.

"Ah. Well, | suppose nothing's perfect.”

A bell chimed, and al three turned to look at the castle. The door swung open, and Willin marched out.
"Their Mgesties King Mendanbar and Queen Cimorene of the Enchanted Forest ," he announced, and
bowed low.

"Hello, Morwen, Tdemain. Wewerejust trying to get you on the magic mirror." The spesker was atdl
young woman in aloose cream-colored shirt and apair of baggy gray pants tucked into short leather
boots.

Her black braids were wound around and around her head like a crown, and her face was both lovely
and intdligent.

As she came down the steps and into the courtyard, a man emerged from the door behind her. He was
equally tall and dark-haired, and he wore aplain gold circlet that he had pushed back off hisforehead. It
gave him arakish look.

"Y es, the gargoyle said something about wizards," the man said, coming forward. "Isit urgent?’

"Important, certainly,” Morwen said. "Urgent, possibly. | don't think it's an emergency. Not yet. Hello,
Cimorene, Mendanbar."

Therewas abrief round of greeting, and then Mendanbar said, "'l thought something waswrong in the
forest. It'sbeen higgling at me ever sncewe got home.”

Cimorene frowned. "Y ou didn't say anything."

"l didn't want to worry you."

Cimorenerolled her eyes. "Mendanbar, | haven't suddenly turned to glassjust because I'm going to

have ababy."
"Well, but-" "I believe that can wait,” Morwen interrupted tactfully.



"Thewizards shouldn't."

"Yes, now that were dl here, tell us where you came acrossthat.

"Kazul waved at the wizard's saff in Morwen'sright hand.

Morwen nodded and launched into asummary of the eventsfollowing Killer's appearance in her back
garden. Cimorene, Mendanbar, and Kazul listened without interrupting, though their expressions grew
more and more serious. When she finished, Mendanbar turned to Telemain.

"These dead spots. | thought the spell we worked out prevented them.”

"It should have," Telemain said, nodding. "And since the spell has worked perfectly well for over a
year, it seems unlikely that the breakdown is due to an inherent flaw; nonetheless, | think theinitial phase
of our investigation should involve an examination and analysis of the primary linkages."

Cimorene blinked and looked at Mendanbar.

"He doesn't think there should be anything wrong with the spdll, but he wantsto check and make sure,”
Mendanbar trandated. "In that case, well need the sword, won't we? I'll go get it." He snapped his
fingers, and asmall gold key materidized out of theair in front of him and dropped into hishand. An
ingtant later, Mendanbar and the key vanished. A quiet huff of air rushed in to fill the space he had
vacated.

"Now that isatrangportation spell that has everything,” Telemain said with atouch of envy. "Power,
elegance, and economy of style. | wish | could determine exactly how he doesit.”

"1 wish he could get it to work properly outside the Enchanted Forest,” said Cimorene. "It would make
vigting Kazul much eeder.”

"A little waking in the mountainsis good for you," Kazul sad.

Cimorene looked at the dragon with fond exasperation. "It may be alittlewalk to you, but it takesa
good dedl longer for us. And as| recal, you usudly fly most of theway. Y ou shouldn't give advice you
don't follow."

"When | wasyour age, | did follow it."

"When you were Cimorene's age, you were a rambunctious dragonet barely out of the egg,” Morwen
sad. "None of which has anything to do with our present problems.”

Air puffed outward as Mendanbar regppeared. His face was set in grim lines and his hands were
empty. "lt'sgone," he said. "Thelock on the chest has been melted to apuddle, thelid isup, and the
sword isgone. And there are tangles of wizard magic dl over the armory.

It'll take me aweek to Sraighten them out.”

There was amoment of sunned silence. Then Kazul made alow growling sound and asmall flame
flickered around her jaws. Cimorene's eyes went wide and she stepped quickly in front of Mendanbar,
muttering something under her breath as she moved.

Probably the fireproofing spell she discovered when she was Kazul's princess, Morwen thought. | hope
it ill works. Dropping the wizard's staff, Morwen grabbed Telemain's arm and hauled him forward.

"Morwen, what are you-" Kazul sat back on her haunches, snapped open her wings, and roared,
sending a bright stream of fire shooting across the courtyard. The flames missed Telemain's head by
inches, and the near edge engulfed Cimorene and Mendanbar.

"Kazul, stop that immediately!" Cimorene cried from the center of thefire. She didn't sound asif she
werein pain, so the fire-proofing spell must be working.

"Y es, you don't want to finish those wizards work for them," Morwen said asloudly as she could.
"And I'm sure they'd be delighted if you roasted the King and Queen of the Enchanted Forest for them.”

The roaring and the flames did not stop, but Kazul tilted her head so that the stream of fire shot
harmlesdy up into the air, Asthe flames lifted away from Cimorene and Mendanbar, Morwen breathed a
sgghof relief.

Cimorene's creamy shirt was now closer in color to toast, and the ends of Mendanbar's hair had
crinkled visibly from the hest, but they both seemed unhurt. They ran forward to join Morwen and
Telemain next to Kazul's right shoulder. Windows were flying open and closed al over the castle as
people looked out to find out what all the noise was and then quickly ducked back insde.

"I've never seen her like thisbefore, not even when the wizards kidnapped her!™ Cimorene shouted



over theroaring.

"I hopel never see her like thisagain!™ Mendanbar shouted back.

"I'd have been roasted if it hadn't been for that fire-proofing spell of yours. It'sagood thing you're so
tal.”

"Fire-proofing Spdl?' Tdemain lowered his hands from his ears and leaned forward. "What
fire-proofing spell? Why hasn't anyone mentioned this before?”

"Later, Tdemain,” Morwen yelled.

Finally, Kazul paused for breath. In the sudden silence, Cimorene yelled, "Kazul! For goodness sake,
cam down!"

"I will not cam down!" Kazul said, but at least now she was shouting and not breathing fire
indiscriminately. "Thistime the Society of Wizards has gonetoo far, and I'm not settling for throwing them
out of the Enchanted Forest or limiting their power. Thistime I'm going to see the end of them, | sweer |
am, even if it takestwo centuries. By my fire, | swear it!"

"Ah, Kazul." Mendanbar tapped one of the dragon's shoulder scales.

"It'smy sword they've solen.”

"Yes," Cimorene said, "and the first thing we haveto do is get it back.

The Enchanted Forest needsit.”

"Very wel," said Kazul. "Y ou may help me exterminate the Society of Wizards." Sowly, she sttled
back to the ground, scalesrettling faintly as shelet her wings close.

"Firg thingsfirg," Morwen said. " Cimorenesright; we have to get the sword back, and quickly.
Otherwise, the Society of Wizards can wak into the Enchanted Forest and soak up pieces of it until
therésnothing left.”

"That's probably why they took it," Cimorene said.

"No, no,"” Tdemain put in. "The sword isonly one of the primary loci.

Itsphysical removal doesnot invdidate..." He paused, glanced at Kazul, and cleared histhroat. "Ah,
that is, the King's sword just helps maintain the spdll. Taking the sword out of the forest doesn't destroy
the whole spdll. It just weskensit. That'swhy the dead spots Morwen showed me didn't fill in right away.
But the spdll is il strong enough to keep the wizards from gobbling up large chunks of the forest.”

"Doesthat mean that if we recover the sword, the forest will be fully protected again?' Mendanbar
asked.

Telemain nodded.

"Good. Give meaminute or two to explain to Willin, and I'll beready to go."

"Go?' Tdemain blinked. "But-" With ahuff of air, Mendanbar vanished.

"But what?" asked Cimorene.

"Mendanbar shouldn't go anywhere right now," Morwen said. "It's bad enough that the sword's
missing, but no onewill know about that for awhile unlesswetdl them. But if the King of the Enchanted
Forest goestearing off on aquest while mysterious things are happening in the forest, people are bound
to notice.

"Therésmoreto it than that,” Telemain said. "Mendanbar can't go after the sword, not if he wantsto
keep what's | eft of the antiwizard spell working. He's the other main focus.”

"Oh, dear." Cimorene looked back toward the castle, and her lips twitched. "He's not going to like that
adl"

"I'm certain that Morwen, Telemain, and | will be ableto handleit,” Kazul said.

Cimorene frowned. "Don't you start fussing at me, Kazul. I'm perfectly capable of-" "I'm sureyou are,”
Morwen said. "But the Queen of the Enchanted Forest shouldn't go tearing off any more than the King
should. Y ou have responsibilities.”

"Bother my respongbilitied"

"If | thought you meant that, 1'd be worried."

"Retrieving the sword is much more important than anything else | have to do right now. Thank
goodnessit won't be hard to find."

Morwen frowned, puzzled. "Why do you say that?'



"Well, the wizards have taken it out of the forest, haven't they? Otherwise Telemain's antiwizard spell
would sill beworking.”

Cimorene smiled briefly at Telemain. "The last time that sword was outside the fores, it Started lesking
magic the minute it crossed the border."

"Lesking magic?'

Cimorene shrugged. "I don't know what elseto cdll it. And it getsworse and worse the longer the
sword is outside the forest. By the end of the week, anyone with any magicd ability at al will be ableto
find that sword with his eyes closed.”

"l don't think we can afford to wait that long,” Telemain said dowly.

"What?Why not?' Cimorene looked at the magicianin darm. ™Y ou don't think the Society of Wizards
will try to destroy it, do you?'

"It'snot that." Telemain began to pace up and down beside Kazul.

"It'sthe magic leakage. I'd forgotten about it, and of courseit didn't matter aslong as the sword was
insdetheforest, but now-" "Now the wizards haveit,” Morwen said. "And wizards staffs absorb magic.
If they absorb al the magic the sword leaks, and the leak keeps growing, it won't be long before they're
more than we can handle.

"That, too," Telemain said, nodding. "But the red problem isthe source of the magic the sword legks.”

"The source-oh. Oh, dear." Morwen looked a Telemain. "Y ou mean the Enchanted Forest itself?"

Slowly, Tdemain nodded again. "I'm afraid so. Mendanbar and | linked the sword directly to the heart
of the forest's magic. The defensive enchantment will inhibit the, er, leskage for awhile, but after afew
days" "-the pressure will build up and the sword will start [esking.

And dl the magic of the Enchanted Forest will drain out of the sword,” Morwen finished.

"But that will kill the forest? Cimorene said. "We have to get that sword back right away."

"Not quite," Kazul said. A thread of smoke continued to trickle angrily out of the corner of her mouth,
but otherwise she seemed to be in complete control of herself again. "From what Telemain said, it will
take another day or two for the sword to start lesking. Right?"

Telemain nodded. "Asnear as| cantell.”

"Then we don't haveto learn to fly by jumping off acliff. There are till afew things| want to know
before we go chasing off."

"Such as?' Morwen asked.

"How the Society of Wizards got insde the castle to stedl the sword without anyone noticing, whether
they're likely to be back soon, and what we can do about it if they are.”

Morwen, Telemain, and Cimorene looked at each other. Then Telemain looked at Kazul.
"Commendably methodica. And now that you mention it, I'd better teach dl of you the wizard-liquefying
spell before we leave.”

"Y ou mean you've come up with a better way of melting wizards than soapy water with lemon juicein
it?' Cimorenessmilewasonly alittle forced. "Wonderful!"

"l don't know that it's better," Telemain said. "However, it appears to have the same effect, requiresfar
less preparation, and is considerably more portable.”

"He meted Antorell withit," Morwen said.

Kazul shook herself and stood up. "Enjoy the lesson. I'm going to ask your cook to pack us something
for dinner."

"Don't you want to know how to melt wizards?' Cimorene said.

"No." Kazul smiled fiercdy, showing dl her sharp, silver teeth. "If | runinto any wizards, I'm going to
egt them.”

"Then why are you bothering about dinner?' Telemain asked, frowning.

Kazul's smile broadened. "That's for the rest of you," she said, and glided off.

7
In Which Killer Risesin theWorld



Mendanbar returned just as Telemain began his explanation of the wizard-melting spll. Y ou'll want to
know this, too, Mendanbar," Telemain said, and went right on with hislecture. The enchantment was
typical of the magician's spare spdlls: it required alot of preparation and acomplicated ritual to set it up,
but once that had been done, you could use it severa times smply by pointing and saying atrigger word.
According to Telemain, you didn't even have to say the trigger word aoud.

"Theoreticaly, amenta recitation would be just as effective,” Tdemain said. "Thistheory, however,
remains unverified, as no opportunity for experimentation has-" "Teemain, if you don't stop babbling
gobbledygook, I'm going to bring Kazul back to listen,” Morwen said. "Mendanbar and | know what
you're saying, but Cimorene hasn't the dightest ideawhat you're talking about.”

"Yes, and I'd appreciate it if somebody would trandate that last bit,” Cimorene said. "It sounded
important.”

"Just thinking the trigger word ought to be as good as saying it,” Mendanbar explained. "But he doesn't
know for sure because he hasn't had achanceto test it on awizard yet."

"Well, you'll probably get one soon," Cimorene said. "Have we got dl the ingredients you need for the
ritual? Because | think everyone ought to be prepared to melt wizards before anyone goes sword
hunting.

Itsdl very well for Kazul to say shélll eat them, but if they have any dragons-bane..."

"Good idea," Mendanbar said. "What will we need?’

"1 brought the rarer componentswith me," Telemain said. "If you have seven lemons, abook that's
missing half its cover, and three pints of unicorn water, | can start working on it at once.”

Mendanbar pursed hislips. "I don't think we have any unicorn water."

"Yes, wedo," said Cimorene. "It'sin the cupboard by the buckets, in ajug marked 'Magic-Mirror
Cleaner." Don't look at melikethat. It wasthe safest place | could think of. Ever since we put the
gargoylein charge of answering the mirror, nobody but me daresto clean it.”

Mendanbar laughed. "I don't blame them.”

"Why don't you and Telemain check thelibrary and start setting up in the Grand Hall?' Cimorene
suggested. "Morwen and | will get the other ingredients and meet you there.”

The two men agreed to this plan, and the group split up. Asthe castle door closed, Cimorene gave a
sghof relief.

"How do you stand it?" she asked Morwen.

"Theway Telemain complicates things when he talks?' Morwen shook her head. "I don't haveto,

"| thought you were old friends.”

"We are. That doesn't mean we see alot of each other, though I'll admit that he drops by much more
often now that he livesin the Enchanted Forest, t00."

"Evenso..."

Morwen thought for aminute. "The only thing you can do isavoid talking about magic with him;" she
said at last. "He's reasonably clear when it comesto norma conversation, but as soon as anyone
mentions spells he getstechnicd. Or you could make sure Kazul isawayswith you.”

"Yes, I'd noticed that Telemain doesn't-" A distant bray interrupted Cimorene in mid-sentence. "Good
heavens," she said. "What on earth wasthat?"

"Killer,” Morwen said, waking more quickly. "Unless you've acquired adonkey sincethelast timel
was here.”

"A donkey? No, but-" Asthey rounded the last corner and came in sight of the kitchen, Cimorene
stopped short. The cook stood in the half-open kitchen door, brandishing a copper frying pan to keep
Killer from forcing hisway inside, while Scorn and Jasper watched from the safety of anearby window
ledge.

Midway between the kitchen and the moat, Kazul sat on her haunches, smiling down at the terrified
blue donkey in amusement. Since the smile showed afair number of teeth, it wasn't helping Killer's sate
of mindat al.

"Killer," Morwen said sternly. "Stop that thisingtant.”



"But it'sadragon!” Killer wailed. "And it'sright there! Eee-augh!”

The cook glanced toward them, gasped, and dropped the frying pan.

"Your Mgesty!"

Taking full advantage of the cook's digtraction, Killer flung himsdlf forward. He hit the door with athud,
shoving it wide and knocking the cook over backward. As his head and front feet disappeared insde the
kitchen, acat yowled loudly in surprise and pain.

"Fiddlesticks?' Morwen said. "That doesit." Sheraised her arms.

"Sky and sea.and whirling sands, Stop that cresture where he stands!”

On the final word, she brought both hands down in aswift chopping gesture. Killer stopped moving
and gave adtartled bellow. Aningant later, Fiddlesticks shot out from between the donkey's legs.
Morwen breathed aquiet Sgh of relief.

"He stepped on my tail!" Fiddlesticks said with great indignation. He sat down at Kazul'sfeet and
began energeticdly washing the offended part.

"I'm surprised it wasn't your nose," Scorn said. Y ou poke it into enough peculiar places.”

"Help! Hee-eeau-elp!" Killer cried. "I'm going to be eaten!™

"Get this creature out of my kitchen!" the cook yelled as he scrambled to hisfest.

"Quiet, dl of you," said Cimorene, edging her way through the narrow gap between Killer'srear end
and the door frame. Since Fiddlesticks seemed more or less unharmed, Morwen followed Cimorene
ingde. Killer continued to moan and whimper despite Cimorene's order, but he at least stopped braying.

Inside, Cimorene glanced around the kitchen, which was nearly as clean and tidy as Morwen's, and
nodded to the cook. The cook bowed deeply.

Cimorene turned to Killer. "Nobody is going to eat anyone here unless| say so. Now, how did this
happen?’

"Just how you'd expect,” Scorn said from the window. "Killer was being stupid again.”

"I'm not stupid,” Killer said. "Eee-esaugh! Oh, help!™

"l said quiet,” Cimorene said.

"But | can't move, and therésadragon-" "1 can arrange it so you can't talk, either,” Morwen said. "And
if you don't start behaving yoursdlf, I'll do it. Cimorene, thisisKiller. He ought to be arabbit of the usua
Sze and color, but he's had some trouble with wizards lately. Thisis Cimorene, the Queen of the
Enchanted Forest | think you should answer her question.”

Killer rolled his eyes and waggled his ears, managing to look foolish and terrified a the sametime, but
after afew more minutes of reassurance, coaxing, and stern commands, he calmed down enough to
explain. He had been waiting for the castle cook to mix up his promised lunch, and hadn't noticed Kazul's
arrival. When the cats pointed her out to him he had been nervous, but he hadn't redlly started to worry
until Kazul asked the cook to pack provisonsfor ajourney. What had redly panicked him, though, had
been the dragon saying, in answer to a question from the cook, that the provisions should be for human
people only, because she would find her own medls.

"There, you see?' Scorn said, lashing her tail. "He was being supid.”

"l can seewhy it might make you nervous," Cimorene said to Killer.

"Kazul can beabit intimidating up close." She considered for amoment.

"Kazul won't eat you once you've been properly introduced. Let him loose, Morwen, and I'll take him
over and present him."

"Areyou sure?' Killer asked.

"Podgtive," Cimorenetold him. "Dragons are very polite. Morwen?"

Since dl the cats were out of danger and Killer seemed to have settled down, Morwen nodded
agreement. Bringing her hands together at waist height, she said, 'Fire and cloud and rain and snow, Lift
the spdll and let him go!*

As she spoke, sheraised her armsin adow reversal of the movement she had used to freeze Killer
where he stood.

For along moment, nothing seemed to happen. Morwen frowned, wondering if the wizards
sze-changing spdl wasinterfering with her witcheraft.



Then aripple ran across Killer's back, like heet risng from an iron stove. He shivered, shook himsdlf,
and pranced backward severa steps, ducking his head to clear the top of the doorway.

"Thanks," he said. "Um, could we just sort of skip the part about presenting me to the dragon for
now?"'

"That wouldn't be agood-Killer, are you growing again?' Morwen asked.

"You look taler.”

Jasper yawned widely and jumped down from the window ledge. "He's not taller,” the cat said, strolling
forward. "He'sjust farther up.”

Automaticaly, Morwen, Cimorene, and the cook glanced down, following Jasper's movement.
Morwen blinked. Between Killer's front hooves and the flagstones of the courtyard stretched along inch
of empty air.

"1 wonder if hell till leave footprints?* Cimorene said, haf to hersdlf.

"What isit?' Killer asked nervoudy. "What areyou dl saring a?'

He looked down and his ears stiffened. "Eee-augh!" He pranced backward, out of sight, and Cimorene
and Morwen hurried out after him.

With every step, he gained alittle more height, until he was agood four inches above the ground.
"Hep! I'mfdling!"

"You'renot fdling," Scornsad. "You'refloating.”

"Heis, isn't he?' Fiddlesticks said, walking over. "And it'savery good idea. He can't step on
anybody'stail now."

"Hold till," Morwen said to the donkey. "Every time you take a step, you get farther up. If you keep
moving, you'l be over the castlein notime.

And if the spdll suddenly wears off..."

"Eee-augh!” Killer rolled hiseyes and planted hisfeet firmly inthin air.

"Now what?'

"Now you wait," Morwen told him. "Thislooks like another sde effect of mixing different kinds of
magic, and that'sredly Telemain's specidty. I'll send him out as soon aswe're doneinsde.”

"Tdl himto hurry!"

Cimorene shook her head. "I'm afraid it will take awhile, but well bring him as soon aswe can. Inthe
meantime, Evim will get you some lunch.” She looked back over her shoulder at the cook, who nodded
and vanished into the kitchen.

Behind Killer, scales scraped noisily againgt stone. "Thisisvery entertaining,” Kazul said, "but haven't
we got more important things to do than argue with an oversized blue donkey with avian ambitions?'

Killer rolled his eyes and choked back another bray. Cimorene smiled but shook her head. "It's not
quiteasslly asit looks. Kazul, thisisKiller; Killer, thisis Kazul, the King of the Dragons. Killer isthe
one who found out that the wizards are back in the forest, Kazul .

"Heis?' Kazul came around in front, where she could see Killer more clearly. "Have you got any idea
how they got into the palace?

"N-no, sir-1 mean, maam,” said Killer.

"The size-changing spell must have had something to do with it," Morwen said. "If they shrank
themsalves small enough to sneak through the door without being seen-" "That would be hard,” Cimorene
sad. "Our regular doorman is on vacation, so Willin'sbeen handling it. And he'snot dl that big himsdf.

Those wizards would have had to shrink awfully small to get past him."

"There are other doors," Kazul pointed out. "This one, for instance.”

Shewaved aclaw at the kitchen entrance.

"Y es, but there's aspell on them that rings abell in the footman's room whenever someone who doesn't
bel ong here comes through one of them."

"However they did it, we aren't going to figure it out standing here," Morwen said. "Either we should go
down to the armory and investigate, or we should get those lemons and go meet Mendanbar and
Telemain theway we planned.”

"Good heavens, | dmost forgot,” Cimorene said. "Lemons and unicorn water it is. I'm sorry, Kazul, but



we can't do everything at once.”

Cimorene and Morwen said good-bye to Kazul and went back into the kitchen, where they collected
the lemons and unicorn water. Just as they were leaving, Jasper dipped out from behind alarge basket of
gpplesthat was leaning againgt acorner wall.

"Morwen?' said the cat. "I've got something to tell you."

"All right," Morwen said. "Would you mind waiting aminute, Cimorene? Jasper wantsto talk to me,
and hewouldn't interrupt if it weren't important.”

"Of course," Cimorene said. "But do try to be quick, Jasper. We've dready taken more time than we
should have."

Jasper favored Cimorene with adow blink of gpproval. "'l like her. She understands cats better than
most people do.”

"Very likdy," said Morwen. "Now, what wasit you wanted to tell me?”

"I know how the wizards got into the armory..”

"Wdl?'

The cat coughed and looked around to make sure none of the other animals were within hearing
distance. "Plumbing and mouse holes," he said very softly. "Theres an old drain that goes under the moat
and comes out in the forest. The wizards used it to get into the castle and then wandered around in the
wadlls until they found amouse hole into the armory. Once they had the sword, they used atransport spell
toleave”

"How do you know dl this?'

Jasper hunched his shouldersin embarrassment. "I asked the castle mice. A couple of them arefriends
of mine, and they gave me the whole story. Don't tell anyone, will you? If Scorn findsout, I'll never hear
theend of it."

"If Scorn or anyone el se says one word about it, you let me know," Morwen said. "That was very well
done, Jasper. Thank you."

Jasper raised his chin and arched his back proudly. "Y ou're welcome.

But I'd till rather you didn't tell Scorn.”

"I won't," Morwen promised. "All right, Cimorene. Let'sgo.”

"What was that about?' Cimorene asked asthey left the kitchen. "J asper found out how the wizards
got in," Morwen said, and explained aswdll as she could without mentioning Jasper's friendship with the
mice

Cimorene frowned. "Mouse holes? That's awful. Well never find them dl, and even if we did, the mice
would just make new ones. And no one has ever invented a pell to keep mice out. Not one that works,
ayway."

"And if you can't keep the mice out, you can't keep the wizards out, either. It'saproblem.” Morwen
thought for aminute. "Why don't you ask the mice to help?*

"Ask the mice?' Cimorenelooked startled, then nodded. "Of course.

Evenif they won't tell uswheretheir holesare, they can let usknow if any more wizardstry to use
them. But who should we get to talk to them?”

"Y our gargoyle. I'll wager my best broomstick that the mice will talk to him, and Telemain can rig up
some portable magic mirrors so he can warn you when you'rein other parts of the castle.”

"Can Telemain make portable magic mirrors?

"l don't know," Morwen said. "But we can ask."

They turned down the last long corridor that led to the Grand Hall, and Morwen's eyes widened.
"Impressive," she said after amoment.

"Haven't you been to the Grand Hall before?' Cimorene said.

"No," Morwen said positively. "I'd remember.”

The door to the Grand Hall was made of gold. It wastwice aswide and threetimes astal asanormal
door, and it was covered with relief patterns that moved and twisted if you looked at them too long.

Cimorene smiled at Morwen, tapped at the door with one finger, and waited. After amoment, the door
swvung smoothly open.



"We're here," Cimorene said, stepping forward. "Are you ready to start?"

8
In Which Telemain Does a Spell and M orwen Misses a Call

The Grand Hall was as large as a ballroom, with a high celling and agreen marble floor. Sunlight
streamed through a dozen windowsin the upper haf of the wals, and two branches of unlit candles hung
below each window, ready for evening or a cloudy day. Mendanbar and Telemain had pushed the few
pieces of furniture-five high-backed wooden chairs and along low-backed couch-up againgt the far wall.
In the empty center of the room, Telemain had set up alargeiron brazier, about three feet high and nearly
five feet across.

"Where on earth did you get that?" Cimorene asked.

"| ordered it from the dwarfs," Telemain said, stooping to squint across the rim of the brazier. "And |
had to send it back twice. The wizard liquefication spdll requires extraordinary precisonintheinitia
stages." With consderable difficulty, he shoved the brazier half an inch to the right and stooped to check
its pogition once more.

"l made aquick trip to hishouse just now to bring it,” Mendanbar said. "I don't need the sword for a
el that smple.”

Cimorene smiled a him. "Thank you. How long will thisteke?'

"Not long,” Telemain said, rising. "Y ou've got the lemons and the unicorn water?"

Morwen handed them to him. "1 don't think |'ve seen a setup quite like this before. How did you think
of it?'

"The design was not difficult, once the theoretical basisfor the spell was determined.” Telemain
carefully set the lemons on the floor and opened the bottle of unicorn water. It glowed with afaint
slver-white light as he poured it into the brazier. "The efficacy of the cleansing solution in liquefying
wizards suggested the operation of an antithetical principle, which-" "Did you haveto get him started?”

Cimorene asked reproachfully.

"Yes" said Morwen. "'l want to know how thisworks. Tak to Mendanbar, if you'd rather not listen.”

From one of hismany pockets, Telemain produced asmall envelope.

Ashe mixed and poured and arranged the various elements of the spell, he explained each procedure
in detail. Morwen was impressed in spite of herself.

The spell was clearly amgor magica achievement.

Findly the preparations were finished and the brazier was haf-full of white, foamy liquid. "That's
enough,” Telemain said. "Now, would dl of you come here and hold your right hands over the brazier,
please"

Frowning, he watched the bubbling liquid until the foam reached thelip of the brazier. Then he said,
"Over and under, in and out.

Back and through and roundabout.

Send them away when we wish them to go.

Argdfrager!"

Theliquid spattered upward asif someone had thrown alargerock intoit. Threeicy dropletsfell on
Morwen's extended hand, and several more sprinkled her robe and glasses. It was al she could do not
toflinch.

Then, with aburbling hisslike agiant steam bubhble bursting, the liquid exploded into a dense white
cloud and rolled over them. The clean parts of Morwen's glasses fogged up immediately. Beside her, she
heard Mendanbar cough.

"That's right, take adeep breath.” Telemain's voice sounded very far away. Somewhere in the thick
fog, Cimorene gasped and started coughing.

Warily, Morwen sniffed. Thefog was bitterly cold and smelled strongly of lemons and bleach.
"Bother," she muttered, and breathed in as Telemain had directed. As she had expected, she began to
cough. A moment later, the fog cleared.



"Very good,” Telemain said, beaming at the three of them as they gasped for air. ™Y ou can put your
hands down now."

"Y ou might have warned us," Cimorene said when she could talk again.

"About what?" Telemain sounded genuinely puzzled.

briefly, she reached into her deeve, pulled out a clean handkerchief, and carefully wiped the lenses.
"The temperature of that concoction, the fact that we were supposed to bresthe that steam, and the
presence of bleach in the mixture, for example.”

"Why the bleach?' Mendanbar asked, in atone nearly as puzzled as Telemain's.

Morwen settled her glasses back on her nose and scowled at Telemain.

"Take agood look a my robe." She held out her arms so that he could clearly see dl the pae
purple-gray dots where his magic fluid had spattered across the black fabric.

"I'm sorry, Morwen,” Telemain said. "l didn't redlize it would do that."

"Obvioudy." Tucking her handkerchief into her deeve, Morwen shook her head. " At least the spell
worked."

"Youresure?' Cimorene asked. "l didn't fed anything when it went off. Except like coughing.”

"An unfortunate but necessary sde effect,” Telemain said, nodding.

"It may be possible to diminate the discomfort in the future, but thistime | thought it best to usea
proven method.”

"Didn't you have to adjust for the number of people involved?' Morwen asked.

"A smple matter of atering the balance of ingredients” Telemain assured her.

"And thetrigger word is argelfraster. Morwen went on. "For al of us?’

Telemain nodded. "Say it, or think it very clearly, and point your finger at the wizard. It's quite
effective”

"How did you pick aword like argelfraster?' Cimorene asked.

"1 wanted something memorable.”

"Itisthat,” Morwen murmured. "Telemain, if you are quitefinished, | am going home. | want to change
clothes and make arrangements with the cats before | go sword hunting. Oh, and take alook at Killer
before you leave, or he'slikely to float off and sarve.”

"Hoat off?"

Cimorene shook her head. "Morwen, in your own way you can be just asbad asheis. It'slikethis,
Tedemain..." She began explaining what had happened in and around the kitchen.

Frowning, Mendanbar moved closer to Morwen. "I understand why you want to stop at your house
beforeweleave," he said, "and | know you can get yoursdlf back there somehow-" "I have my broom
with me," Morwen said. "It's outside, by the front door where we arrived.”

Mendanbar nodded. "Still, I'd like to get this expedition under way asfast as| can. If | send you home
onaquick spel, you'l get there much sooner than if you fly."

"That would befine, aslong asyou're willing to send my cats and my broom with me," Morwen said.
"And make sure someone remembers about Killer. Hes anuisance, but it isn't hisfault that he's turned
into asx-foot blue floating donkey. Wdl, modtly it isn't.”

"Of course." Mendanbar's eyes got afaraway |ook, asthey aways did when he was drawing on the
magic of the Enchanted Forest. Hisright hand moved, asif he were plucking astring, and Fiddlesticks,
Jasper, and Scorn gppeared on the green marble in front of Morwen. All three were crouched around a
bowl-sized circle, and Fiddlesticks had cream on hisnose.

"Hey!" said Fiddlesticks. "1 wasnt finished!"

"I'll give you something more when we get home," Morwen said. "l believe that's everyone,
Mendanbar."

"I'll seeyou later, then," Mendanbar said, and raised his hand.

"Telemain and Kazul and | will meet you a your house. We won't belong."

Hisfingerstwitched and the room started to fade.

Asthewadlsblurred into gray mist, Morwen heard Telemain say, "Ah, about this expedition,
Mendanbar, | don't think..." Hisvoice grew faint and faraway, then was swallowed in the mist. A



moment later, the mist cleared, leaving Morwen standing in the large open areain front of her house.
"Remarkably convenient,” Morwen said, bending to pick up her broom.
"He could have set us on the porch, if he'd wanted to." Jasper strolled forward and paused at the foot
of the steps. " Do you need me for anything now, Morwen?"
"l didn't mean the transportation,” Morwen said. "'l wasreferring to the timing. And no, | won't need

you for awhile
"Then I'll just take anap until you do. All this running around is exhaugting.”" Jasper vanished under the
porch.

"What timing?' Fiddlesticks asked. "Do you mean it'stime for some fish?"

"No, | mean that | won't have to help explain to Mendanbar why he can't leave the Enchanted Forest
to look for his sword.” Morwen walked briskly up the steps and set her broom against the wall next to
the door, where it would be handy. " Scorn, please get everyone together in the garden in about half an
hour."

"Hdf an hour?1 thought you werein ahurry.”

"Weare, but it'll take at least that long for Cimorene and Telemain to convince Mendanbar that he can't
go. Run aong, now. I've got to pack." With that, M orwen pushed open the front door and went inside.

Slightly lessthan haf an hour later, Morwen walked out the back door into the garden. The deeves of
the bleach-speckled robe had been emptied and disenchanted, and the robe itself dumped into therag
basket. She had transferred the deeve spell to her new robe (identica to the old one, except for the
bleach speckles) and packed both deeves with magic supplies and avariety of everyday itemsthat might
comein handy, including severd lemons, asmal collapsble bucket, and abottle of liquid soap. Spellsor
no spells, Morwen did not intend to take unnecessary chances. Since she did not know how long they
would be gone, she added an extrarobe, ablanket, and several chicken-salad sandwiches. She
considered putting in afew bottles of cider aswell, but there were limitsto what the spell would hold,
and her deeveswere growing heavy, asure sign that the limits were close.

The cats had dready collected in the garden, lolling in patches of sun, perching in the branches of the
largest appletree, or stalking along the garden rows, asif they had al intended to be there for reasons of
their own.

Smiling dightly, Morwen sat down on the back step next to MissEliza

In afew minutes, the other cats drifted over to join them.

"I'm glad you're dl here," Morwen told them. "There's been some trouble, and ther€lll probably be
more."

"Scorn and Jasper told us,” Murgatroyd said. "Wizards."

"Revolting cregtures," MissElizasaid.

"I'll kill onefor you, if youwant," Trouble offered.

"l don't think that will be necessary,” Morwen said. "Telemain and | hopeto retrieve the King's sword
and put astop to this nonsense once and for al. Trouble and Scorn will comewith me. Therest of you
will stay here and guard the house and garden.”

"How long will you be gone?' Aunt Opheliaasked.

"I'm not sure. At least aweek, | expect, unlesswere very lucky."

"You should take us dl,” Chaos said, crouching and lashing histail fiercdy. ™Y ou might need us.
Wizardsaretough.”

"Hah," said Trouble. "Wizards aren't tough. Y ou just have to know the right placeto dig in your claws.
Ogres, now, ogresare-" "We are well aware of your talents, Trouble,” said MissEliza. "Thisis not the
timeto brag.”

"1 would prefer that you Stay here," Morwen said to Chaos. "It's possible that Telemain will be
bouncing us around with histransport spells, and he's not used to dealing with a crowd. 1'd worry about
someone getting left behind.”

"I'm staying,” Jasmine announced with an enormous yawn.

"Tedemain's gpells give me motion sckness”

"Moving gives you motion Sckness" Trouble muttered. "But the rest of us-"



"Severd of you should stay herein case the wizards show up while I'm gone,” Morwen pointed out.

"I'll be ready for them." Fiddlesticks jumped onto the window ledge, where he balanced precarioudy,
trying to look fierce and watchful without stepping on Jasmine. "l won't let them in, even if they offer me
somefigh!”

"You arean exampleto usdl,"” MissElizasad. It wasimpossible to tell from her tone whether or not
she meant it to be sarcastic.

"Hell do better than Jasmine would,” Murgatroyd said. " She didn't hear athing when the mirror went
off abit ago."

Morwen frowned. "Someone caled while | was out? Why didn't you mention it?"

"It wasthat fellow you don't like," Trouble said. "The one with the long namethat you won't turninto a
toad."

"AronaMichaglear Grinogion Vamist?' Morwen said increduloudly.

"That's him. He was annoyed when he didn't see anyone but us."

Troubl€stail whipped sideways, up, and then down onto the ground with a thump that showed what
he thought of such lack of taste.

"'Us?How many of you werein my study when he called?"

Severd of the cats shifted uncomfortably and looked away.

"Oh, never mind," Morwen said. "Vamist will haveto wait; | haven't time for him now. Thefate of the
Enchanted Forest is much more important than hisidiotic notions.

" She sounds cranky,”" Fiddlesticks said to Jasmine. "Do you think shelll turn him into atoad after al?"

Before anyone could answer, there was aloud thwump from the other side of the house. Fiddlesticks
fell off the window ledge, and al of the rest of the cats except Jasmine jumped. The moment he landed,
Trouble leapt for the back door with an angry growl, Chaos and Murgatroyd close behind.

"Wait for mel" Fiddlesticks yelled, scrambling to hisfeet. "Wait-" "Morwen!" The shout came from the
front yard as Morwen rose unhurriedly to her fedt.

"That soundslike Kazul," Scorn said.

| sugpect itis" Morwen said. "Come aong, Scorn. It'stimeto leave.”

9
In Which the Expedition L eavesthe Enchanted Forest at L ast

Therest of the cats, even Jasmine, followed Morwen and Scorn through the house and out onto the
front porch. Kazul was stlanding in the center of the yard, aong with Telemain and Killer. The donkey
was gtill floating agood six inches above the ground, and he looked extremely uncomfortable.

Standing beside him was Mendanbar, who was frowning ferocioudy, and Cimorene, who seemed to
be trying to suppress a satisfied smile. With some dismay, Morwen noted that Cimorene now had asmall
pack dung over one shoulder and adim sword belted to her waist.

The cats flowed across the yard and converged on Kazul. Making little noises of satisfaction, al nine of
the cats scrambled up the dragon's sides.

Their claws rasped against Kazul's sca es, making Cimorene wince, but neither they nor the dragon
Seemed to notice,

Morwen looked at Telemain while the cats draped themsel ves contentedly al over Kazul. "I thought
you were going to explain to him why he couldn't come dong,” she said, nodding sideways at
Mendanbar.

"l did,” Tdemain said grumpily.

"Then what ishe doing here?'

"Making trouble?" Scorn suggested from a comfortable perch on Kazul's left shoulder.

"Hed better not be," Trouble said. "That'smy job." He stretched himself full length along the lower part
of Kazul's neck, beside her spindl ridges, histail and one front paw dangling lazily.

"I'm taking you to the edge of the Enchanted Forest,” Mendanbar said.

"I can do that much, at least, eveniif | can't come with you. My magic will get you there faster than



anything dse, and you'll be safe from mogt of the thingsthat livein theforest if yourewith me.”

"l see" That explained Tdemain's bad mood: he hated having to admit that anyone's magic was better
than his, even the King's. Morwen looked at Cimorene. "What about you?"

"I'm coming with you," Cimorene said. Mendanbar scowled fiercely asif he wanted to object, but
before he could, Cimorene hurried on, "1 haveto.

Otherwise you'll have as much difficulty with the sword as | hope those blasted wizards are having right

Kazul snorted angrily, sending out alarge bal of smoke, which made everyonein front of her cough. "If
they aren't having trouble now, they will soon.”

Morwen gave Kazul a stern look over the tops of her glasses. "We are going on this expedition to
recover Mendanbar's sword, Kazul. We aren't trying to destroy the entire Society of Wizards."

"Yet," said Trouble,

"You bequiet, or I'll leave you at home," Morwen said. "Now, would someone explain to me just why
Cimorene hasto come dong?'

"Resonance and half-hard deflection mechanisms” Telemain said.

"Which are-" "-as clear asmud,” Kazul put in.

Telemain looked annoyed. "I wasn't talking to you. Morwen understands what | mean.”

"Mogt of thetime," Morwen said.

"l think he meansthat Mendanbar's sword is painful to touch, unless you happen to belong to the
King'sfamily,” Cimorene said. "And the longer it Stays outsde the forest, the harder it isto handle.”

"The deflection increases exponentidly,” Telemain said. "Rather like the magic |eskage we discussed
earlier, only the defense spellswon't dow down the deflection. By thistime, it is undoubtedly past the
transfer-resonance point."

" S0 the Society of Wizards can't use the sword againgt us." Morwen smiled grimly. "Good. I'd been
wondering about that.”

"Unfortunately, you can't useit, ether,” Cimorenesad. "If Tdemainisright about thetiming-" "And |
"-then in aday or two nobody but amember of the Roya Family will be able to pick up the sword a
all, much less carry it back to the Enchanted Forest. So since Mendanbar and | are the only members of
the Roya Family right now, and since Mendanbar hasto stay in the foret-" "-you have to come with us

to retrieve the sword,” Morwen finished, raising an eyebrow. "l see.”

Cimorene grinned. "Telemain explained it at least three times at the castle, and by the time he and
Mendanbar finished arguing, | had a pretty good ideawhat he meant, even if he never did say it straight

"l did, too!" Telemain said indignantly. "Severd times™"

"Not so | understood.”

"That isunfortunately not very surprisng,” Morwen said.

"Mendanbar, your sword is very inconveniently desgned.”

"Don't blame me, "Mendanbar said. "The blasted thing came with the kingdom."

"Hmph." Morwen glanced around. "What about Killer? Why is he here?’

Killer's earstwitched anxioudy forward. "They told me | was supposed to come. Isit al right?’

"Once we're away from the interference patterns of the Enchanted Forest, we should be able to trace
the residua energy in the morphological field trap,” Telemain said. "At that point, astandard locus
delimiter should-" "Tdemain," Kazul said in awarning tone.

Morwen rolled her eyes. "He thinks we can use what's left of the size-changing spdll on Killer to find
the wizards. But are you sure therés enough, Telemain?'

"I can't tdl until we're out of the forest,” Telemain said. "The interference-" He glanced at Kazul and
stopped.

"l understand,” Morwen said. "But remember: bringing him along was your idea, o you're responsible
for kegping him out of trouble."

"And held better do agood job,” Trouble said. "If that overgrown blueidiot steps on my tail, helll wish



held never left hisrabbit hole.”

"| dready wish I'd never left my hole," Killer said. "Rabbits aren't supposed to have adventures. Our
temperaments aren't suited to them.”

"Areyou people going to stand around talking al day?' Kazul asked pointedly. "Or are we going
wizard hunting?'

"Sword hunting, Kazul, if you please,” Morwen said. "And | am ready to leave as soon aswe decide
which way were heading.”

There was a pause while Cimorene, Telemain, and Mendanbar |ooked at each other. Scorn snickered.
"Look at them! They didn't even think of that."

"The centrd office of the Society of Wizardsisin the Brown Forest,” Telemain said at last. "We should
probably start there.”

"Why wastetime?' Kazul said. "The wizards wouldn't be stupid enough to take Mendanbar's sword to
their main office.”

"Antorell would,” Cimorene sad.

"Whereisthe Brown Forest?' Killer asked timidly. "It doesn't sound very... appetizing.”

"It'sworse than it sounds," Telemain told him. "The Brown Forest is actudly a corner of the Great
Southern Desart.”

Frowning, Cimorene looked at Telemain. "I dways thought the Brown Forest was a dead woods. Are
you sureit'srealy adesert?

Telemain nodded. "I've been there.”

"You have?' Kazul said. "Why?'

"| wanted to learn wizardry, and the school the Society of Wizardsrunsisthe only-" "Y ou wanted to
be awizard?'Kazul said, outraged.

"No," Telemain said in the too-patient tone of someone who has had to give the same explanation far
too many times. "I didn't want to be awizard.

| wanted to study them. Their magica methods are unique, and magicians have been attempting to
figurethem out for along, long time."

"And you thought they would tell you if you asked politely?"

Cimorene said.

Telemain shrugged. "It wasworth atry. Anyway, |'ve been to the Brown Forest in the Great Southern
Desert. | can probably even find the areawhere the centra office of the Society of Wizards waswhen |
was"The areawhereit was?' Kazul said.

"They move the building every couple of months” Telemain explained.

"I don't know whether they do it to stay hard to find or whether they take turns practicing the relocation
spdl.”

"No wonder they keep trying to stedl other peoples magic,” Kazul muttered. "They waste what they've
got moving buildings around.”

"South, then?' Mendanbar said, glancing around. "Very well." He raised ahand, then paused.
"Morwen, are you taking al your cats aong on this expedition?"

"Phooey," said Murgatroyd. "l was hoping no one would think of that."

‘Just Trouble and Scorn,” Morwen said, giving the cats a stern look.

"Therest of you should get down now."

Catsflowed dong Kazul's back and off her shoulders, until only Trouble and Scorn remained. When
the whole crowd had reached the porch, Morwen nodded to Mendanbar. An instant later, gray mist
rose, thickened to hide the house and forest, then faded to reveal agrove of dender young trees, none of
which were much taller than Kazul. They looked odd and spindly, and it was a moment before Morwen
realized that they only seemed scraggly by comparison to the giant oaks that surrounded her house.

"Thisisasfar asl take you," Mendanbar said unhappily. "The edge of the Enchanted Forest is over
there”

"What about getting back in, once we leave?' Telemain asked.

"If we recover the sword, getting into the forest won't be aproblem,” Cimorene said. "'If we don't-" "I'll



keep an eye on the border,” Mendanbar said. "Assoon as| seeyou, I'll come out to meet you.”

"Don't worry about watching for us," Morwen said. "Worry about the wizards. Well cdl on the magic
mirror when we're ready to come back.”

"And a couple of times before then, just to say hi," Cimorene put in.

Mendanbar looked at Cimorene for along minute, then turned to Telemain. "Areyou sure | can't leave
the Enchanted Forest?"

"Not without destroying the energy loop that prevents the Society of Wizards from primary absorption
inddetheforest,” Tdemain said.

"Then can't you transfer the pdl's focus from me to Cimorene?

"Hey!" said Cimorene, frowning. "Who says | want to be afocus?!

"No," Telemain said to Mendanbar. "The top links connect directly to the central-" "'No' is quite
enough,” Morwen said. "Didn't you go over dl this at the castle?

"Yes," Cimorene said. "Mendanbar isjust trying to keep me out of this." She stepped forward and
drew Mendanbar alittle away from the others. "L ook, dear, there's nothing you can..." Her voice faded
toamurmur.

"How far isthe Brown Forest from here?' Morwen asked Telemain.

"Three trangports and atwo-day walk.” Telemain looked at Kazul and frowned suddenly. His gaze
traveled down the dragon's neck, across her wings and massive back, and out dong her tail. "Make that
five trangports and atwo-day walk. | didn't have quite so much to move last time."

"| could Say here" Killer offered hopefully.

"No, you couldn't,” Morwen said. "Telemain needs you to find the wizards. Why atwo-day walk,
Tdeman?'

"Because the Society of Wizards has established an interference pattern around the Brown Forest.”

"S0?" said Scorn.

"So that meansit isn't safe to use trangportation spells anywhere near the forest,” Morwen said.

"l bet you could break it," Trouble said. "Wizards are wimps.

"Maybe," Morwen said. "And maybe you would end up with Killer'sears and Scorn'stall. Even smple
interference patterns are tricky, and this one has the whole Society of Wizards behind it.”

"Committees never do agood job," Scorn said, but she did not pursue theissue.

"Areyou sure you need the donkey?' Kazul asked. "Because| think | can carry everyone elsefor a
least alittle way, and that would cut down on thetravel time."

Killer's ears pricked up, then drooped as Telemain shook his head.

"Without Killer wed haveto hunt for the Society of Wizards building.

Wed probably lose more time than we gained.”

Kazul shook her head irritably. "Well, if you human people didn't waste so much time arguing, we'd-oh,
good, Cimorenesfinished.”

Turning, Morwen saw Mendanbar and Cimorene coming toward them.

Mendanbar's expression was even more unhappy than before, and Cimorene looked equally sober.
"Ready to go?" she asked as they reached the group.

"Whenever you are," Telemain replied.

"Cimorene... ," said Mendanbar.

"Don't gart,” Cimorene said in agentle tone. "One of us hasto go, and you can't.”

"If Telemain and Morwen weren't with you, 1'd say et the wizards have the blasted sword,"
Mendanbar muttered. "It isn't worth the risk.”

"Telemain and Morwen?' Kazul muttered. "What am |, diced troll food?'

Cimorene kissed Mendanbar's nose. "Y ou'd say 'let the wizards have the sword, but you wouldn't
mean it. Don't worry, I'll bedl right." She turned to Morwen, her eyes suspicioudy bright. "Come on,
let's go before he thinks of another objection.”

Morwen nodded and started off. The edge of the Enchanted Forest was only afew yards away, clearly
vishble asasharp line where the bright green moss stopped and ordinary grass began. At the border,
Morwen waited a moment for everyoneto line up, then they al crossed a more or lessthe sametime.



Telemain had them walk severd yards, to get away from the "field influences,”" before he was satisfied

that histransportation spell would work properly. Then, frowning in concentration, he made acircling

gesture and muittered under his breath. The trees melted and shifted, then solidified into an open fied.
"One down, four to go,” said Telemain.

10
In Which Telemain WorksVery Hard

Telemain had to stop and rest for awhile after the second transportation spell, and after thethird he
looked so0 pae that Morwen said, "We don't have to go on immediately, you know. Weve got at least
one more day, and probably two, before the sword reaches the critical point.”

"It's getting late.” Telemain puffed asif he had been running hard for along time. "Still, I'm quite capable
of cagting another spell or two."

Cimorene glanced at the tall pinesthat surrounded them and dug an experimenta toe into the spongy
accumulation of needles underfoot.

"If you're sureit won't be too much-" "We're going to have to spend the night somewhere, and this
lookslike as good aplace asany,” Morwen brokein quickly. "Better than some."

"Boring," said Trouble. "It looks boring. Jasmine would loveit.

Let'stry for somewhere more interesting.”

Kazul coiled her tail loosdly around the base of one of the trees and stretched hersdlf out on the
ground. "It's comfortable, and there's plenty of room."

"| thought you werein ahurry," Telemain said irritably. "Do you want to find Mendanbar's sword or
not?"

"If you wear yoursdlf out doing transports, you won't be able to do the locating spell,” Morwen said as
Cimorene opened her mouth to spesk.

“I'm not worn out!"

Cimorene closed her mouth and gave Telemain along, thoughtful 1ook.

Good, thought Morwen. Now if | can just get Telemain to agree to stop transporting before he falls
over... "If we go on, where will we land next?'

"I'm not sure,” Telemain admitted. "Normally, | transfer from here straight to the edge of the Grest
Southern Desert, but the interval isincompatible with the number of people and the mass I'm transporting
on thisoccasion. Given theratios, | would gpproximate alanding Site at three-fifths of the norma
digance.”

"Do you know what wed find there?' Morwen asked, ignoring Cimorene's puzzled expression.

"No."

"Then we're better off here,” Morwen said in atone intended to discourage further discussion. "It looks
comfortable and quiet, and the next stop might not be either.” She stepped closer to Telemain and
murmured, "And we should be careful not to let Cimorene get too tired.”

"Oh!" Tdemain sghed inreief. "Of course. Very well, well camp here, and go on in the morning.”

Cimorene glanced at Morwen suspicioudly, but al she said was, "That's settled, then. Why don't you
rest for afew minutes while we st things up?'

Killer's nose twitched. "Does that mean well get dinner soon? Because I'm hungry.”

"Agan? All those layers of spells must be affecting your metabolism,” Morwen said. "Or didn't
Cimorené's cook feed you properly before you left the castle?!

"Oh, he had plenty to eat,” Scorn said. "He was gorging himsalf when we left, and he had nearly half an
hour after that before Telemain brought him and the others to the house. Y ou should have seen him,
Morwen. He's worse than Fiddlesticks with a plate of fish."

"It'snot my fault,” Killer saidinaplaintivetone. "1 can't help being hungry. | just am.”

"Well, we can't get anything for you to eat until after welve set up camp,” Morwen said. "Telemain, is
there a source of water around anywhere?"

Telemain directed her to asmall pool ashort distance avay. As Morwen set off, Cimorenefél into



step beside her. Once they were too far from the others for anyone to hear, Cimorene said, "I'm sorry |
wasn't more help with Telemain, Morwen. | was so worried about Mendanbar's sword that | didn't see
how tired he was until he snapped at you. How did you convince him to stay here?!

" told him you needed to rest.”

"Y ou told him | needed to-Morwen! I'm not sick. I'm going to have ababy, that'sdl. | fed fine.
"Cimorene hesitated. "Wdl, modtly.

Sometimesin the mornings my stomach getsalittle queasy. But that's not the point.”

"No. The point isthat Telemain needsrest.” Morwen pushed aside alow-hanging branch and looked at
Cimorene. "Do you really want an overtired magician transporting you? | let someone do that. Once.”

"What happened?’

"1 ended up forty leagues west of where | wanted to be, and | had an upset ssomach for aweek
afterward. No one had a spare broomstick, so | had to fly home on aborrowed rake. All forty leagues.
Intheran.

It'stheonly timeinmy lifel've been airsck.”

Cimorene shuddered. "I can see why you'd want to keep Telemain from overextending himsdlf. | just
wish you'd thought of some other way to doiit.”

Pushing through a sweep of long, prickly pine branches, they found the pool Telemain had described.
Morwen pulled the collapsible bucket out of her deeve and filled it, and they started back to the others.

Just before they reached the camp, Cimorene paused. "Morwen, how tired is Tdeman?

"He could probably do one more trangport without any problems,” Morwen admitted. “Two more are
definitely out of the question. And if we land in the middle of abattle or on top of atroll'shill-" "' see"

Morwen nodded. "I prefer not to take chances.”

"But asmaller spell wouldn't be aproblem for him, would it?"

"What did you havein mind?'

Cimorene blushed dightly. "Well, | did promise I'd cal Mendanbar whenever | could. And eveniif I'd
had room for afull-sized magic mirror in my pack, | wouldn't have brought one because they're too
breskable. | was hoping Telemain..."

"l understand.” Morwen thought for aminute. "The hardest part of Telemain's magic-mirror spell is
making it permanent. He shouldn't have any difficulty with atemporary spesking spell, especidly if hehas
achanceto rest first. Ask him about it after dinner.”

"I will," Cimorene said with agmile.

Cimorene's cook had provided plenty of food for the people and cats, so dinner for them wasfairly
graightforward. After someinitia grumbling, Killer nibbled at low-hanging pine branches and even
admitted that they didn't taste too bad, once he got used to them.

Since there was not enough of anything to make adragon-sized med, Kazul |€ft to forage for herself.

As soon as she finished eating, Cimorene broached the subject of the speaking spell with Telemain.
The magician frowned and patted his pockets.

"l believe | have the necessary materials” hesaid. "All | need isan object.”

Waving at her pack, the various cups and containers Morwen had produced from her deeves, and the
half-empty water bucket, Cimorene said, "Aren't there plenty of things around?'

"No, | mean an object for the enchantment. Something with the correct reflective properties. To be
compatible with the exigting enchantment on the castle mirror, aprovisona communications spdl must
employ the same smilarities and reversals of congruence astheorigind.

Therefore-" "Y ou need amirror, right?" Cimorene guessed.

"No," Morwen said. "He needs something like amirror. Something you can seeyour reflectionin.”

"Maybe if we polish the dishes?' Cimorene said, eyeing the dented metal dubioudy.

The castle cook had sent dong four of the oldest tin plates Morwen had ever seen. They were suitable
for camping, but not, Morwen thought, for spell making.

"What about this?' Scorn said, circling the water bucket.

"Yes, that might do." Hastily, Morwen picked up the bucket, barely in timeto keep Trouble from
eiting his paws on therim to peer in and collgpsing it. "What do you think, Telemain?’



"Between the metallic surfaces and the water, the reflective properties appear to be adequate,”
Telemain said after amoment'singpection. "Aslong asthereis no previous enchantment, it should do.”

"Doescaryingitin my deeve count?’

"Since the bucket is no longer insde the spell's sphere of influence, it should have no impact on the
goplication of atrangtory enchantment.”

"What does he mean?" Killer asked.

"It doesn't count-as long asthe bucket isn't in my deeve when hetriesto enchant it," Morwen said.
"How long will the spell last, Tdeman?'

"About aquarter of an hour.” Telemain set the bucket in front of him and began removing things from
his pockets. "It should return to its base state by dawn tomorrow."

Setting up the spesking spell did not take long. Morwen watched Telemain closely as he crouched over
the bucket, for he till seemed unusudly tired, but he had no difficulty in casting the enchantment.

"There" he said findly, sitting back on hishedls. ™Y ou can go ahead now, Cimorene. Just don't move
the bucket.”

"All right, then," Cimorene said, though shelooked asif shefdt alittledlly.

"Mirror, mirror, on thewal, | would liketo makeacal."

The water in the bucket turned white. "Tdl it who to find," Morwen said softly.

"I wish to speak to Mendanbar, the King of the Enchanted Forest,” Cimorene said.

With aswish and agurgling noise, the milky color cleared. "Who's there?" snarled the wooden
gargoyle. "Nobody's home and they can't be bothered, so-oh, hello, Your Mgesty.”

"Hello. Mendanbar a home?' said Cimorene.

"Sure. Hey, King! There's somebody on the mirror you should talk to!" the gargoyle shouted.

"Tdl himwhoitis" Cimorene commanded.

"Aw, you spail dl my fun," grumbled the gargoyle, but it yelled, "It's Queen Cimorene!”

Aningant later, the picturein the water shifted rapidly, then steadied to show King Mendanbar.
"Cimorene! Iseverything dl right?'

"Everything'sfine" Cimorene said. "We're hafway to the Great Southern Desert-" " About three-fifths
of theway, actudly,” said Telemain.

"-and we decided to stop for the night. How are things at home?"

"| caught a couple of wizards prowling around the forest right after you left,” Mendanbar said. "Y ou
cantell Tdemain that hiswizard-meting spdll worksjust fine."

"Kazul will be disappointed,” Cimorene said. "We haven't seen any traces of wizards, and | think she's
been hoping for agood fight."

"Wdll, tdl her to be careful if you do run across them,” Mendanbar said. "One of the ones| melted was
carrying dragonsbane.”

"Oh, dear. Maybe | should send Kazul home."

"Youcantry."

They both paused. In the brief silence, Morwen caught Telemain's eye and nodded toward the far sde
of the clearing. Telemain looked puzzled, then suddenly his expression changed and he rose hadtily and
joined her.

"We might aswell give them afew moments privacy,” said Morwen when they were out of earshot.
"Unlessyou have to stay nearby to maintain the mirror spell?’

"No, the spdl issdlf-maintaining onceit's established,” Telemain said.

"If someone wants to make another cdl, I'll have to reset everything, but she and Mendanbar can talk
aslong asthey like without worrying about any sudden termination.”

Trouble appeared around the trunk of apine and leaned againgt it, scratching his back against the bark.
"W, | hope they don't go on much longer. Y ou wouldn't believe how mushy they're getting.”

"l don't want to hear about it,” Morwen said.

"What'sthat?' Telemain asked. "1s something wrong?'

"Only acat'susud refusal to let mordsinterfere with satisfying his curiosity,” Morwen said. "Don't ask.
It only encourageshim.”



Fortunately, Cimorene and Mendanbar did not chat for very much longer.

Later, when Cimorene reported the conversation to Kazul, the dragon refused to consider leaving.

"| want some wizards, and oneway or another | am going to get them," Kazul said. "If | don't goonto
the centra office of the Society of Wizards, I'll go back to the Enchanted Forest and hunt up afew of
them there, dragonsbane or no dragonshane.”

"l don't think that's necessary,” Cimorene said quickly. "Mendanbar seemsto have everything under
control.”

"For now," said Scorn.

Not for the first time, Morwen was glad that Cimorene and Telemain, at least, could not understand
what her cats were saying.

11
In Which They Make an Unexpected Detour

The next morning, much to Morwen's relief, Telemain appeared to have recovered: Without tiring, he
waked briskly to and from the stream to wash up, and his color was nearly normal, After breskfast, he
arranged everyone to his satisfaction and muttered the transportation spell.

They materiaized on asunny, grass-covered hillside, and as soon astheir feet were firmly planted,
Telemain sat down.

"Tdeman?' Morwen said with concern. The magician looked alittle gray.

“I'mdl right," Tdlemainsaid. "l just need aminute to catch my breath.”

Killer'slong blue ears pricked up. "How long aminute? Have | got time for asnack? Because | think |
amell apatch of clover off to theleft there, and I'm hungry.”

"I don't know what you're complaining about,” Kazul said. ™Y ou had plenty of breakfast. Four cheese
sandwiches aren't much of amed for adragon.”

"Fve" said Trouble.

"Pineneedliesare not very filling," Killer said with dignity.

"Besides, | want to see what the clover islike outside the Enchanted Forest. | may not get the chance
agan."

Flicking alook at Telemain, Morwen said, "Go aheed, Killer. Just don't get out of sight.”

Killer ambled off, hishooves just grazing the tips of the waving grasses.

"What agood thing you got him stabilized," Morwen said to Telemain.

"Otherwise held be walking around Kazul's head by now."

"It would serve himright," Scorn said, switching her tail. "That idiot rabbit isworse than Fiddlesticks."

"Nobody's worse than Fiddlesticks," said Trouble.

Scorn gave him a green glare, then bounded over to Kazul. Two seconds | ater, both cats were perched
on the dragon's back, basking in the sun.

Smiling dightly, Morwen found a sun-warmed rock and sat down.

Cimorene joined her a once, and though Telemain gave them both a suspicious frown, he did not
comment.

"It'sso niceto be ableto just St down, without worrying about what you're sitting on,” Cimorene said.
"In the Enchanted Forest, you have to be careful that you don't land on someone who's been transformed
into aflower or arock."

"Or st on something that will transform you into aflower or arock,” Telemain added. He appeared to
have his breath back, but he ill looked alittle pale so Morwen did not suggest that they continue.

Thedrowsy silence was broken by an earsplitting bray. "Eee-augh! Go away!" yelled Killer. "Morwen
sad | could et this, and I'm going to. Leave me done!”

Morwen looked up. The curve of the hill hid the donkey from sight, dong with whatever he was
shouting a.

"Blast that creature," Morwen muttered, getting to her feet. "I told him to stay in sight. No, you stay
here, Tdlemain," she added as the magician sarted to follow. "There's no need to let him inconvenience



both of us."

Nodding, Telemain settled back.

He must really betired, or he'd disagree, Morwen thought. Perhaps | can get Kazul or Cimoreneto
override his objectionsto staying here, or-no, it will be better if Trouble gets conveniently lost for afew
hours. I'll have to speak to him as soon as I'm done with Killer.

As she came around the hill, she saw atall, grayhaired man in baggy blue overdlswith alength of rope
in one hand and an empty bucket in the other. Standing at the far edge of the clover patch, he stared
expressonlessly at Killer and Morwen.

"Thisyour donkey, maam?' the man asked.

"Not exactly," Morwen said. "What seemsto be the problem?’

"He says| can't eat any more," Killer complained. "And I'd only just figured out how to get &t it, too."

Morwen glanced down. Below Killer'sfront hooves, a double hand-span of grass and clover had been
trimmed severa inches below the surrounding meadow. “So | see. How did you manage it?"

"Well, if | knedl down and Stretch way out-"

"Excuse me, maam,” said the man in the overdls, setting hisbucket a hisfeet, "but if thisain't your
donkey, whoseisit?'

"He doesn't belong to anyonein particular,” Morwen said. "And he's not actudly adonkey. Why?'

The man in the overdl, who had begun uncoiling the length of rope, paused. "Not adonkey, eh?' He
Sudied Killer intently for amoment.

"Blueskind of an unusua color for adonkey.”

"What's he getting at, Morwen?" Killer's earswaggled nervoudy.

"Quigt, Killer,” Morwen said.

"And | got to admit that donkeys don't normdly talk much,” the man added. " So what is he? Enchanted
prince? Knight? Circus sideshow performer?”

"Rabbit,” Morwen said. 'Judging from his behavior, a permanently hungry rabbit.”

"Huh." Themaninthe overals eyed Killer speculatively. "A rabbit named Killer. Amazing, thethings
people come up with. How'd he end up ablue donkey?"

"It'salong story,” Morwen said. "Killer, why don't you go back to the others?”

"But what about the clover?| wasjust getting started. And it's different-not so crunchy, and not as
swest, and there's sort of acinnamon undertaste that-" "Not now, Killer. Go let the others know what's
happening.”

"Oh, dl right." Muttering sullenly, Killer started back around the hill.

"What's this about others?' demanded the man in the overalls as Morwen turned back to him. "How
many of you are there?'

"Seven, atogether,” Morwen said.

"There are seven of you trampling across my fields and mining the harvest?' the farmer asked, plainly
gopalled.

"Not exactly. Killer couldn't trample anything right now if hetried, and the rest of us haven't moved
around much."

Thefarmer shook his head. "It was bad enough having that donkey or rabbit or whatever eating up my
crops, but thig! 1 want the lot of you out, right now."

"Crops?' Morwen looked pointedly to the l€eft, then to the right, then raised her chin and stared directly
a themanintheoverdls "Grassand clover?

"Hay," the man said, unperturbed.

"Hey what?' said Cimorenésvoice. "Morwen, who isthis and what is going on? Killer said something
about trespasser's, but then he got into an argument with your cats, and it'salittle hard to follow when
you can't understand half of the conversation.”

"This gppears to be the man who ownsthishill,” Morwen said.

"Name of MacDonad, maam," the man said, nodding politey. "And thisis my farm, and I'd appreciate
it if you'd take your friend and your donkey and your cats € sawhere."

"I'm Cimorene, the Queen of the Enchanted Forest,” Cimorene said.



"Pleased to meet you, Farmer MacDonad. And welll be leaving just as soon as our magician recovers
abit more. I'm sorry if we've caused a problem.”

"Queen, en?' MacDona d's eyes narrowed speculatively. "Little unusud to find aqueen out
adventuring. Mostly it's princes and younger sons, and oncein awhile a princess.”

"So I'm unusud," Cimorene said.

"l wasn' criticizing,” MacDonad said peacesbly. "1 just wondered if you'd be in the market for some
vegetables.”

"V egetables? Why would I-" "I got afull line of specidty crops,” the farmer went on. "My peasare
perfectly round, and hard asrock. | sdl them by the bag if you want to scatter them on the floor for
maidens disguised as huntsmen to walk on, or you can buy one a atimefor sticking under the mattress
of avigting princess”

"I don't think I-" "Then there's straw, first qudity, for spinning into gold. | can deliver as much asyou
want, on aregular schedule.

| grow four kinds of grain-oats, barley, millet, and whest-on the same plants, so it's harvested
premixed.

| sl it by the bushel, to people who want to test someone by making them sort out the different kinds.
And beans, naturally. | got the kind that jump and the kind that grow giant staks. I've got apples,
poisoned or gold, in severd varieties, extra-large pumpkins for turning into coaches, and wanuts with
anything you want ingde, from aminiature dog to adress as shining as the stars.”

"| appreciate the offer," Cimorene said, "but | don't think | need any of those things.”

"Y ou wouldn't happen to have any invisible dusk-blooming chokevines, would you?' Morwen asked.

"No, | don't grow ornamentas," MacDondd replied. "I stick to vegetables, fruit, and nuts. Farm things.
I'm hoping to branch out into livestock soon."

Cimorene blinked. "What sort of livestock?'

"Oh, little dogs that laugh, winged horses, geese that lay golden eggs, that sort of thing. That'swhy I'm
growing hay." Thefarmer waved at the hillside. "I want to have it on hand when the horses arrive.”

"It'snot enchanted hay, isit?" Morwen asked with sudden misgiving.

"Not exactly. Why?'Enchantments.” Nothing seemed to have happened yet, though. At least, Morwen
hadn't heard any horrified braying snce Killer disgppeared over the hill.

Perhapsit would beal right.

MacDonad shrugged. "I use enchanted fertilizer to help it grow, but the hay itsdf is nothing specid.
Winged horses egt pretty much the same thing as regular horses, plusalittle birdseed.”

"Y ou sound asif you've thought about it quite abit,” Cimorene said.

"Had to," MacDonald said, nodding. "Thisfarm's been in the family for along time, but | couldn't make
aliving running it theway my dad did.

Here ahorse, there a pig-that just doesn't work anymore. These days, you have to have aplan. So |
decided to specidize. Sure you don't need anything?'

"Not right now," Cimorene said, "but I'll keep youinmind."

"Thanks." The farmer hesitated. " About that blue donkey-" "He isn't adonkey," Morwen reminded him.
"He's an enchanted rabbit.”

"Oh, that's right. Pity. Hed make an interesting start a stocking the barnyard.” Fingering hisrope
thoughtfully, MacDondd stared off in the direction Killer had taken.

"l don't think you'd want him,” Cimorene said. "He doesn't seem to be good for much.”

"And he eats agreat ded,” Morwen added. "Mogt of it unsuitable, inconvenient, or both. Besides, it's
timewewereleaving."

"What about my hay?'

Morwen glanced at the nibbled clover and raised an eyebrow. "Killer hardly touched it. In a couple of
days, you won't be able to tell which part of the patch he got at.”

"Wdl..."

"Then that's settled,” Cimorene said in atone that somehow reminded everyone that this was the Queen
of the Enchanted Forest talking, and if she said it was settled, it had better be settled. "It's been nice



mesting you, Mr. MacDonad, and | shall certainly mention your specia cropsto my friends.

Now, we redly must be going." She turned and swept off.

Nodding abrisk farewell to MacDonad, Morwen followed. Hafway around the hill, she glanced back
and saw MacDonad frowning uncertainly after them. At least heisn't chasing after us, she thought.
Goodness knows how he'd react if he saw Kazul.

The same thought had apparently occurred to Cimorene. "We need to leave right away, if we can,” she
said as soon as they reached the others.

"Can you manageit, Tdemain?'

"Of course," the magician said. "But what's the problem?”

"Nothing dangerous, but if we stay we're likely to waste the whole afternoon arguing. I'll explain later.”

"Wait aminute," Morwen said as Telemain climbed to hisfeet.

"Where's Scorn?!

" She went after you," Trouble said.

"Bother," said Morwen. "I'm sorry, Cimorene, but-" A narrow path of grass stirred and shifted. An
ingtant later, Scorn legpt for Morwen's back. Her claws dug into the folds of material, and with another
brief effort she pulled hersdf the rest of theway up to Morwen's shoulder, where she perched, purring
smugly.

"No wonder you wear loose robes,” Cimorene said.

Baancing carefully, Scorn stretched. Then the purring stopped and she said, "That farmer is coming
after you, Morwen. | thought you'd want to know."

"Scorn says MacDonald ison hisway,” Morwen said to the rest of them.

"If you redly want to avoid him, Cimorene, we should go now."

"Then let'sgo." Cimorene looked at Telemain.

"Everyone here? Very well, then." Eyes narrowed in unwonted concentration, Telemain raised his
hands and recited the spell.

The hillsde wavered like areflection in asuddenly disturbed poal.

Reluctantly, it began to melt and shift. Morwen caught a glimpse of MacDonad's face, too distorted to
tell whether his expression was one of astonishment or fear, before the scene became unrecognizable.

Suddenly, everything froze. For an impossibly long instant, they hung between greenish blursand
brown blobs. Then, with apainful jerk, everything darkened and dammed into proper shapes once more.
Morwen dropped two inches into a puddle of mud. The landing jarred her glasses |oose and tore Scorn
from her shoulder. Morwen managed to catch the cat, but her glasses vanished into the mud. Behind
them, there was asquishy thwump as Kazul landed, followed by ayowl! from Trouble and various
gartled noises from Killer and Cimorene.

"Drat," Morwen muttered, svalowing hard. "I knew | should have brought astomach remedy.” Theair
was damp and smelled like rotten eggs, which didn't help any.

"And boots," Scorn said, relaxing in Morwen's hands.

"Definitely boots,” Morwen agreed. The mud was cold, soft, and ankle deep, and between the gloom
and her missing glasses she could not spot a better place to step to. Assuming, of course, that there was
a better place to stand.

"Morwen?' Cimorene caled. "Where are you?'

"Where are we, isthe question,” Scorn said.

"Quiet," said Morwen. "Over here, Cimorene. Scorn, I'm going to hunt for my glasses, and I'll need
both hands. If you don't want to walk around in this, you'd better climb up on my back."

With adisdainful snort, Scorn scrambled out of Morwen's grasp and back to her shoulder. Sowly,
Morwen bent forward, giving Scorn time to adjust her balance. Holding her deeves out of the way with
one hand, she fished in the mud with the other.

A series of sucking noises and squelches came near. "Morwen, what are you doing?' Cimorene asked.
She was muddy to the elbows, and she held her drawn sword in one hand.

"Looking for my glasses" Morwen replied. "Unfortunatdly, | don't seem to-Wait aminute.” Carefully,
she worked her hand free of the mud.



"There. Now dl | haveto dois clean them.”

"Eader to say than donein thismuck,” Cimorene said. "Didn't you bring an extrapair?’

"Chaos broke my extrapair last week." Morwen sguinted at the mud-covered glasses, then shrugged.
Pinching afold of materia from her robe, she began wiping the lenses. "The replacements haven't been
delivered yet."

"Wdll, I'm afraid | can't help. | dipped when we landed, and even my handkerchiefs arefull of mud.
Morwen, where are we? This doesn't [ook like the edge of a desert.”

"No kidding," said Scorn.

"Ask Telemain,” Morwen said, putting on her glasses. "He should have some ideawhere we were
when helogt control." The lenseswere still streaky, but at least she could see.

A worry line appeared between Cimorene's eyebrows, below the mud that smeared her forehead. "I
don't know where Tdemainis," shesaid. "I was hoping he was over here, with you."

12
Which I's Exceedingly Muddy

Morwen looked around. Here and there, tall, thin trees shot upward from the omnipresent mud. Highin
the air, they suddenly sprouted awide, dense mat of twisted branches. Long, fuzzy gray-green strips of
moss dangled from the branches, shutting out most of the light, and patches of dirty white fog drifted
among the trunks.

Between the fog and the shadows, it was hard to be sure of seeing anyone. Even Kazul seemed to melt
into the gloom. Only Killer'svivid blue stood out against the muddy colors of the swamp.

"Iseveryone else here?' Morwen said. Her ssomach was aready settling down, which was ardlief. The
last time this had happened, it had taken much longer.

Cimorene nodded.

“Then I'll look for Telemain. There's bound to be some residue from the transportation spell for meto
trace. Therest of you stay together so | can find you again. If we split up in this mess, we'relikely to lose
someone permanently.”

"| suppose that's best," Cimorene said, but she did not sound happy.

Morwen was not very happy about the arrangement, either, but she did not say anything more as
Cimorene squelched back to Kazul. Then, with aresigned sigh, she reached into her |eft deeve and
pulled out abal of red yarn and ashiny meta plate three inches across with asmdl hole near therim.
Focusing her attention on her most recent memories of Telemain'smagic, shetied the yarn to the plate.
She bent and breathed on the metd, clouding it over, then said quickly, "Green and growing; show me.

Swift and silent, show me,

Damp and dingy, show me.

Deep and shining; show mewhat | would see.”

With her last words, she released the plate so that it hung free. It soun wildly on the end of the yarn,
and shefdt it tug lightly to the right, well away from the others. Carefully, she turned, letting the faint pull
guide her.

It took considerable concentration to follow the spell while dogging through the cold, sticky mud.

"| thought something smelled different over thisway,” Scorn said.

Morwen spared amoment for aglance a the cat. "Y ou might have told me."

"Y ou were busy."

"True. Next time, tell me anyway." The tug was growing stronger.

Morwen dodged around atree trunk and almost stepped on Telemain. Helay face up in the mud, his
eyes closed and his skin an unhealthy grayish white. Morwen had to look twice to be sure that he was
dtill bresthing.

Stuffing her yarn and the meta plate back into her deeve, Morwen shouted for Cimorene to come at
once and bring the others. Then she crouched next to Telemain to see what she could do for him.

Unfortunately, what he needed most was to be warm, dry, and somewhere he could deep in comfort.



He must have been even moretired than | thought he was, or the backshock wouldn't have acted him
this badly, Morwen thought. He should have said something.

"Stubborn fool," she said aloud.

"This comes asasurprise?' Scorn said.

"Morwen, what-oh, my." Cimorene squished over as quickly as she could, followed by Killer and
Kazul. Trouble, somewhat muddy and damp looking, was clinging with grim determination to aspot high
on Kazul's back. The moment the dragon stopped moving, Trouble extended arear leg and began
washing it vigoroudy. Killer looked unusudly pleased with himsdlf, probably because floating Six inches
off the ground had kept him the only completely dry and unmuddy member of the group.

"What happened?' Kazul asked as Cimorene joined Morwen. "That was not one of the most enjoyable
experiences I've ever had.”

"I'm not completely sure.” Morwen reached into her right deeve and began fishing around. "I'm awitch,
not amagician. But | think it's backshock from that transportation spell.”

"Backshock?' said Killer.

"I you pull arubber band too hard, it breaks and snagps your fingers," Cimorene explained. "The same
sort of thing can happen when someone loses control of aspell, only it's usually more serious than stinging
fingers”

"Oh." Killer looked at Morwen. "Rubber band?"

"Never mind,” Morwen said. "Ah, thereitis." She pulled her heavy-duty wool camping blanket out of
her deeve, glanced around for adry spot to put it, and ended by draping it across Killer's back.

"Cimorene, we haveto get Tdlemain out of thismud. Help melift him onto Killer."

"What? Wait aminutel” said Killer, taking two hasty steps backward.

"I'm not supposed to do things like this. I'm arabbit."

"You used to be" said Morwen. "Now you're asix-foot floating blue donkey. Hold still."

"But you'll get mud dl over mel”

Trouble glanced up from hiswashing. "Good idea. Can | help?'

"If you do, you'll get muddy, too," Scorn said. She looked at Trouble.

"Muddier.”

"The mud will get on my blanket,” Morwen said. "And | can tell you aready that Mendanbar isgoing to
get aredly enormous cleaning bill whenthisisal over.”

"But-" "Don't argue,” Kazul said to the donkey. "I'm fedling cross enough aready, and my somachis
botheringme.”

"The somachache is a side effect of snapping the transportation spell,” Morwen said. "The bad temper
is probably from waking up too early.

Ready, Cimorene?’

Killer did argue, of course. It took nearly aslong to convince him asit took to pry Telemain's
unconscious body out of the mud, wrap him in Morwen's blanket, and hoist him onto the donkey's back.

"There," Cimorene panted, steadying Telemain with one hand.

"That'sdone."

"And it looks pretty usdlessto me," Scorn said. She had joined Trouble on top of Kazul and was
watching the whole procedure with an expression of disapprova. "Now that you've got him there, what
areyou going to do with him?"

Killer shifted hisfeet in evident unease. "Thisisredly uncomfortable.

Isn't there somewhere else you could put him?"

"He doesn't care much for riding on you, either,” Morwen said.

"Don't worry, wéelll try to keep it short. Kazul, can you see anything that looks like away out of here?’

Stretching up to her full height, Kazul peered into the fog. "No.

Thefog's getting thicker, and the trees dl ook the same."

"Hey, warn me before you do that,” Trouble said reproachfully. "1 dmost fdl off."

Kazul lowered her forelegs and glanced over her shoulder. "That can be arranged.”

"It wouldn't matter,” Scorn said to Trouble. "All that washing hasn't done much good. Y ou ill look like



something the dog dragged in.”

"You'vegot wings," Killer said to Kazul. "Why don't you fly up and look around?'

"Because there isn't enough room between the treesfor a proper takeoff, because flying inafogis
dangerous, and because | probably couldn't find you again once | got up above the treetops,” Kazul said.

"Thetopsof forestsdl look the same.”

"Oh."

"Y ou found Telemain," Cimorene said to Morwen. "Can't you use the same method to find away out
of here?'

"l could if there were any magic left to trace,” Morwen said.

"Unfortunately, thereisn't. Fick adirection.”

"That way," said Cimorene, and they Started off.

Walking through the swamp was hard work. With every step, the ankle-deep mud sucked at their feet.
Twice, Cimorene dmost lost one of her short leather boots, and even Kazul had difficulty making
headway. The only one who had no problem was Killer. Telemain's added weight did not pull him down
at al; hishooves stayed adry six inches above the muck no matter what. Morwen found hersalf
wondering alittle sourly whether the donkey could walk across water the same way he did acrossthe
endlessmud.

Around noon, Morwen passed out chicken-salad sandwichesto everyone.

Her deeves had protected them from the mud, which was doubly fortunate since Cimorene's pack had
leaked and the remains of breakfast were inedible. Unexpectedly, no one complained of a tomachache
(though Killer complained about the taste of the | ettuce and the bread), and the sandwiches disappeared
rapidly.

When they finished eating, they went on. Morwen kept a close but unobtrusive eye on Telemain.
Though he did not stir, he did not appear to grow any worse, either, which surprised her alittle. She kept
both her surprise and her worriesto hersdlf.

On and on they waded, until the shadows began to thicken as did the fog. Beads of moisture glistened
on Kazul's scales, and the cats complained loudly of the damp. Morwen gave up trying to keep her
glasses from clouding over. Telemain remained unconscious, and the worry line between Cimorene's
eyebrows grew deeper.

"Itl be dark soon," Cimorene said at last. "We should find somewhere to camp. If thereisanywhere,
We haven't seen adry spot since we got here.

Killer, where do you think you're going?'

"I'm hungry,” Killer said. "If you're going to make me haul people around, the least you could doislet
me edt. It'sbeen along time since lunch.”

"Thereisn't anything to eat,” Cimorene said.

"Not for you, maybe, but those things over therelook edibleto me."

"What things?' Feding dightly annoyed, Morwen took off her glasses and began hunting for aclean
patch of robe to wipe them on.

"Those things wrapped around the trees,”" Killer said, cocking abright blue ear to hisleft. "Theviney
things with the silver leaves. There was one patch of clover back home that had saver leaves sometimes,
and it was especidly good. Sweet and tart at the same time, and quite strong.”

"You're seeing things" Cimorene said. "There aren't any vines on those trees.”

"There are, t0o. Y ou must be looking in the wrong place. Here, I'll show-" Morwen shoved her glasses
back onto her nose and snapped, "Killer, stop right where you are. Don't you take another step toward
those vines of yours. If they'reredly there, they could be very dangerous.”

Killer looked at her in disbelief. "They'rejust plants.”

"Possibly. Kazul, do you see anything?'

"Trees, fog, and mud,” the dragon replied. "Lots and lots of mud. And | agree with Cimorene. We
should betrying to find somewhere to camp, not arguing about imaginary vines."

"Not imaginary," Morwen corrected. "Invisible. To be exact, invisible dusk-blooming chokevines" She
peered at the trees, wishing she had time to collect one or two of them. Then she shook her head.



Cimorene and Kazul were right, and they'd wasted enough time already.

"They don't look dangerous,” Killer said stubbornly. "And I'm hungry."

"Thelast time you said that, you drank Morwen's wizard-melting water and turned blue," Scorn said.

"Quiet," said Trouble. "Go on, Killer. | would if | wereyou.”

"You hush," said Morwen. "Keep away from those plants, Killer.

They're called 'chokevines for avery good reason. Try to remember you're carrying Telemain, and
avoid anything dangerous. And let usknow if you see any more of those vines."

"Oh, there are patches of them al over,” Killer said. "Weve been walking by them for the last hour.
You redly can't seethem at al? None of you?”

"l can,” Trouble said.

Morwen gave him alook. "Well discussit later."

As sheturned away, a soft globe of light blossomed from the side of one of the trees Killer had pointed
out. "What on earth isthat?'

Cimorene said.

Another light appeared, and another, and suddenly the swamp was full of ghostly radiance. "Invisible
dusk-blooming chokevines, dl right,” Morwen said. "The sun must be setting.”

"It's beautiful,” Cimorene said. "How long will it last?*

"An hour, maybe two." As she spoke, Morwen moved to Killer's side to check on Telemain's
condition once more. His color was no better, and the skin of hiswrist was cold and clammy where she
touched it to take his pulse. Of course, everything was cold and damp after hours of 1aboring through the
mud. At least his pulse was strong.

"Will he bedl right?' Cimorene asked, joining her.

"Probably," Morwen said with more confidence than shefelt. The worst case of backshock she had
ever seen prior to thistrip had regained consciousnessin alittle over an hour. Telemain had aready been
out more than twice that long and showed no sign of awakening. Bouncing about on Killer's back should
not have delayed his recovery that long.

"L ook at the bright side," Scorn said. "Aslong as he's unconscious, he can't go on about things no one
€lse understands.”

Redizing that Cimorene and Kazul were watching her anxioudy, Morwen shook hersdf. "What he
realy needsiswarmth, rest, and abowl of hot broth..."

"...and we aren't going to find them standing here," Cimorene finished for her. "Come on, Killer. Wed
better keep moving whilewe can sill see”

In oneway, the next haf hour of walking was easier than the last couple had been. Theinvisible
dusk-blooming chokevineslit the swamp with asivery glow, like thelight of a hundred miniature moons.
Asthe group went farther long, the vines grew more and more thickly, and their blossoms shone more
and more brightly, until even the mud seemed to glisten like liquid silver. Not only wasit pretty to look at,
but it lso made it much easier to see where they were stepping.

After awhile, they paused to rest. Morwen checked on Telemain again, with no better results.
Frowning, sheturned away. If they didn't find somewhere dry and warm soon...

"Cimorene, Morwen," said Kazul, "look at these lights."

"I have been, dl thetimewe werewaking," Cimorene said. "They're useful aswell as pretty.”

"No, | mean look at them." Kazul stretched out her neck and swiveled her head from one sideto the
other. "They aren't just growing at random.

They'rein rows."

Morwen studied the lights. "Not quite. The treesaren't in rows, so the vines can't be, either. But they're
clo"

"It'sasif someone arranged them to light apath,” Cimorene said after amoment. "I don't know if | like
this"

"l do,” Morwen said. "Pathslead somewhere. And if someone has gone to the trouble of lighting this
one up, therésagood chance it leads somewhere useful .”

"In that case, why didn't they paveit?’



"Maybe they like mud. Come on, we've only got another hour or so before the lights go out.”

With renewed energy, they went on. Less than aquarter of an hour later, they reached adead end. The
invisible dusk-blooming chokevines covered the trees on either sde and hung in swirls of glowing silver
across the trunks ahead. The only way out was the way they had come.

"Useful, huh?' said Scorn.

"This doesn't make any sense,” said Cimorene. "Why would anyone make a path that |eads nowhere?"
She drew her sword, eyeing the vines doubtfully. " Can we cut our way through, do you think?!

"l don't know," said Kazul, "and | don't care." Her tail thumped into the mud for emphasis, spattering
thick, sticky gobsinal directions.

"Uh-oh," said Trouble. "Hang on, Scorn.”

The dragon sat back and arched her neck. "1 am not going to spend another two hoursfighting the
same mud we just came through. If | must wade through mud, it is at least going to be new mud. Get out
of my way, therest of you."

"If you'rethinking of diving through the vines, don't,” Morwen said, moving Sdeways. "Invisble
dusk-blooming chokevines are very strong, and there are enough of them hereto kill even someone as
largeasyou are.”

"Not if they've been toasted first." Stretching her head forward until it was only afew yardsfrom the
chokevines, Kazul opened her mouth and blew. Long streamers of bright orange fire shot between the
trees.

Kazul's head moved back and forth, sweeping the flames across the end of the path.

Steam hissed from the mud, and glowing silver blossoms winked out in puffs of ash. AsKazul'sflame
moved acrossthe tree trunks, it left smaller flickers of fire behind hanging in midair. On the second pass,
the flickers spread, outlining leaves and stemsin tongues of flame.

Blackened spiras dowly materialized around the trees as the fires burned upward and the charred
vineslod ther invishility.

"I think that's enough, Kazul," Cimorene said &t last.

Thefiredied. "Good," said the dragon, sounding alittle out of breath.

"Shal wegoon?'

"I think we'd better wait until the mud cools off," Morwen said. "Y ou got atrifle overenthusiagtic, I'm
afrad.”

"No kidding," said Scorn. "Next time, warn us before you do that.”

"Killer!" Cimorene shouted. "Come back here!™

"Why?" said the donkey. He stood in the middle of the path Kazul's flame had cleared through the
chokevines, flecks of ash drifting through the air around him. Beyond, the fog and darkness closed in
once more. "Y ou said it was the vines that were dangerous, and they're gone.”

"Even S0, we shouldn't split up,” Morwen said. " There may be other dangerous things around.”

"We haven't seen any sofar."

"And that's supposed to mean it's safe?" Scorn shook her head.

"Rabhbit logic."

"lan't that a contradiction in terms?" Trouble said.

Morwen sighed. "We may not have seen anything but the chokevines, but that doesn't mean there
aren't other dangers.”

"All right,” Killer said. "But | thought you wanted to get thiswizard of yours somewhere dry.”

"He'samagician, not awizard," Morwen said automaticaly. "And just because Kazul dried out some
of themud-" "No, no, I'm talking about that tall building in the open space.” Killer pointed both earsinto
the gloom ahead of him and alittle to theright. "It looks dry. Why don't we take him there?"

13
In Which They Make a New Acquaintance

Gingerly, Morwen moved forward to take alook at whatever Killer had found. The acrid scent of



burned chokevines made her scomach fed queasy again, but the mud turned out to be cool enough to
wade through without discomfort. Where Killer stood, it was dmost dry enough to be solid ground, and
the warmth that remained to filter through her shoeswas very welcome.

"Now, where-ah, | see.” Dimly visiblein the foggy dark, awhite tower stood among the trees ahead of
them.

"Y es, that looks promising. Let'sgo." Morwen started forward, and the others followed.

Lessthan five minutes|ater, they stood at the foot of the tower. It was at least four Sories high, and
made of something smooth and palethat did not fedl like stone. Ten feet from the base of the tower, the
mud changed to hard, bare ground. This gave Morwen and Cimorene a comfortably wide areaon which
to stand, though Kazul was alittle cramped.

"Thereésno door,” Cimorene announced after circling the tower. "No stairs on the outside, ether, but
there are four windows at the top.

One of them is showing alight, so somebody's home."

"But how could anybody get in?" Killer asked.

"Through thewindows," Morwen said. "What apity | didn't bring my broomstick."

"Maybe whoever lives here has some other way of getting inside,” Cimorene said.

"There'soneway to find out,” said Kazul. With Morwen, Cimorene, and Killer in line after her, the
dragon edged around the tower until she stood below the single lighted window. Then she sat back and
stretched her neck upward, until her head was hafway up the side of the tower.

"Herewe go again,”" said Trouble, wrapping al four pawstightly around one of Kazul's back spines.

"Héello, the tower!" Kazul bellowed. "Who's home? Come out and meet your visitord™

The window flew open with aforce that ought to have shattered the glass. "Go away!" shouted
someone ingde the tower. " She doesn't live here anymore, and if you keep pestering me, I'll burn you to
cinderg”

Cimorene's eyes narrowed and she muttered something Morwen could not hear. Then she motioned
Morwen and Killer to move back. After amoment's consideration, Morwen stayed where shewas. If
there were any real danger of being burned, her cats would not sill be cringing to Kazul's spikes; their
ingtinct about such thingswas very good.

"Come out and talk!" Kazul roared again.

A man's head appeared at the window, silhouetted againgt the light. "I don't want-Good lord, a
dragon.”

"Don't go away!" Cimorene shouted. "We need to talk to you."

"l wasn't going away," the man yedlled down. "Not yet, anyway. What isadragon doing in the middle of
the Smoking Swamp?"

"So that'swherewe are,” Trouble said.

"We missed our way," Morwen called. "And we have an injured companion who needstorestina
warm, dry place. We were hoping you could help.”

"Anacther one?' The man leaned precarioudy out, peering into the gloom. "How many of you are
there?"

"Three humans, adonkey, two cats, and adragon,” Cimorene said.

"Areyou going to help or not?"

"Help." The man sounded mildly surprised by theidea. "'l suppose | could. Since you didn't actualy
comelooking for me."

"What's that got to do with it?" Killer whispered. "I don't understand this person at al."

"I expect wéelll find out in alittlewhile," Morwen said. Raising her voice, she cdled, "Areyou going to
let usin or not?"

"I think s0. Yes, | believel will. Hold on aminute while | get the laundry basket."

"Basket?' Killer'searswaggled. "'l don't like the sound of this."

"Neither do|," said Kazul.

"Don't be unreasonable,” Cimorene said to the dragon. "Y ou can't expect everyone to be ableto
accommodate a dragon on short notice.”



"This place doesn't look asif it could accommodate a dragon on any notice," Kazul said.

"Hereit comes," said the man's voice above them. "L ook out below."

Something large and dark poked out of the window, trembled, and fell.

Kazul ducked, and her rear legs did back into the mud. An instant later, alarge straw laundry basket
jerked to a stop afoot from the ground, bounced once, and swung twisting in the air. Three short ropes
stretched from metal anchors around the basket's rim to amuch longer rope that extended upward into
the dark.

"Onea atime, pleass," the man caled. "And send somebody light first.”

"1 don't like the sound of thet at al," Kazul said.

Morwen studied the laundry basket, nodded, and reached into her |eft deeve. "One person at atime?
Nonsense. Thereisno reason to drag things out." She withdrew afat round jar and opened it. "Trouble,
Scorn, I'd like your assistance, please.”

Alerted by her tone, the cats did down Kazul's sides and bounded over.

Purring loudly, they took up positions on ether side of the laundry basket without further instructions.

"What'sthat?' Cimorene asked, nodding at the jar Morwen was holding.

"Hying ointment,” Morwen said. "It'sastandard spell for broomsticks, but it should work equally well
on astraw basket. Be quiet for amoment, please.”

"What's going on down there? Hurry up, or I'll haul it in without you!"

"Kazul, would you mind?* Morwen flicked afinger at the rope.

"Not at al." Kazul took hold of the knot where dl the ropes met, inserting her claws carefully in the
gaps between ropes so as not to damage anything.

Satisfied that the laundry basket wasn't going anywhere, Morwen dipped afinger in the flying ointment
and smeared it dong the basket's rim.

The straw soaked it up much faster than abroom handle, so it took longer than she had expected to
work her way around the basket.

Overhead, the man in the tower shouted again, but Morwen did not bother to listen.

Suddenly, as she neared the spot where she had started, Scorn hissed and the laundry basket swayed
wildly.

Her concentration broken, Morwen looked up. A pam-sized semicircle had disappeared from therim
of the laundry basket in front of her, and Killer was backing rapidly away. A ragged fringe of straw stuck
out around the edges of his mouth.

"Killer? said Morwen.

"I'm sorry,” Cimorene said. "1 should have been watching him, but | got too interested in what you were
doing."

"Men hmph hmphrraph,” said Killer. He swallowed and tried again. "l was hungry. Y ou wouldn't et me
ed thosevinethings.”

"Straw has no nutritional value,” Morwen said. "And after all that's happened to you adready, 1'd think
you'd know better than to take a bite out of something while I'm casting aflying spell on it.”

"Oh, | was careful,” Killer said. "1 aimed for the part you hadn't gotten to yet.”

"l think you missed,” said Kazul.

Killer's ears pricked up, then dropped. "What? No, I'm sure I-ouch! Oh no, now what? Morwen, this
hurtd"

"What hurts?'

"My back. Owww! Can't you do something?'

"Inaminute,” Morwen said. Whatever was happening to Killer, it was unlikely to damage him
serioudy. Finishing the spdll wasfar more important.

To break off now might cause difficulties, and even if it didn't, there wasn't enough of the flying ointment
to start over from the beginning.

Morwen turned back to the laundry basket. With two more swipes, she covered the rest of therim,
including the part Killer had bitten out.

She wiped her fingers carefully on the side of the laundry basket, nodded to the cats, and said, One of



fire, Two of light, Three from ground a dead of night.

Four in strands of deep seafoam, Fivethat s and brings them home."

The cats stretched upward and dug their claws into the straw. With afaint pop, a spark of dim purple
light appeared on the rim of the laundry basket. It rolled around the edge, then spread down aong the
sidesto where Scorn and Trouble held on. The cats meowed in harmony, and the light winked out,
leaving asmell of burned nutmeg.

"There," said Morwen. "Now, Killer-" "Hurry!" said the donkey. "It's getting worse. Owww! None of
the other things hurt like this™

"That doesn't surprise me," Morwen said after aquick look. ™Y ou're growing wings, and Telemain's
lying across the top of them. Cimorene, give me ahand, please.”

"Wings?' Killer sounded stunned. "Me?"

Trouble snickered. "A bright blue six-foot donkey with wings. What an idea.”

Together, Morwen and Cimorene got Telemain off Killer's back and into the laundry basket. Killer
sghed inrelief asthe weight lifted, then he craned his neck backward to get alook at his new
gppendages.

"They'reawfully large," he said after a stunned momernt.

"They'renot just large,”" Cimorene said. "They're enormous.”

"And they're ill growing," Trouble pointed out.

"Fertilizer," Morwen said resignedly. "Magic fertilizer. | thought thered be trouble over that hay."

"Can't you stop them?" Killer asked nervoudly.

"They'll stop growing on their own, when they run out of-of thefertilizer magic,” Morwen said. "It
shouldn't take too long. Y ou didn't eat much of MacDonad's hay. Now, Kazul, if you'l let go of the rope
and tell our future host to giveit atug-" Fire ran down the rope from the window to the knot, then flared
brightly and died. When Kazul opened her hand, the charred ends of the three short ropesfdl into the
laundry basket, dong with afew horrible-smdling flakes of black ash. There was nothing left of the long
rope. Above them, the window dammed shut.

Shaking her hand asif it stung, Kazul said, "I think he's changed hismind.”

"Too late," Morwen said. "Trouble, Scorn, let'sgo."

"Dowe get araise?" Trouble asked as he legpt into the laundry basket.

"Moveover," Scorn said, following.

"Morwen, what are you going to do?' Cimorene asked in aworried tone.

"Get Telemain insgdewhereit'swarm and dry,” Morwen replied. "I'll send the basket back for you and
Killer."

"Areyou sure you should-" "I'm sure." Morwen settled herself againgt the Sde of the laundry basket
and took hold of the rim. Tapping three times with her |eft forefinger, she said, "Onward and upward.”

The laundry basket shuddered, then dowly began to rise. Morwen made no attempt to speed it up.
The broomstick spell was stretched alittle thin asit was. Asthey passed Kazul's nose, Trouble stuck a
long gray paw over the rim and waved. The laundry basket wobbled in response, and Trouble scrambled
back toward the center.

"Hold 4till," Morwen told him. ™Y ou could dump us over if you aren't careful. Thisisn't abroomstick.”

"Now shetdlsme.”

"l should think it was obvious."

To this Trouble made no reply. Morwen sat motionless, watching the pale surface of the tower glide
past. Finaly, the laundry basket reached the window. "Stop," said Morwen.

The laundry basket obliged. Peering in, Morwen saw athin young man with bright red hair sanding
beside afireplace, his back to the window..afire-witch? thought Morwen. In the middle of a swamp?

Widll, not all red-haired people were fire-witches. Morwen glanced around the rest of the room. On the
far Sde, agtaircase led downward next to thewall. A stone bench, asmall desk, and three
comfortable-looking chairswere the only furnishings.

With great care, Morwen leaned forward and tapped on the glass. The young man jumped and
whirled, and hiseyes got very large. When he did not come any nearer, Morwen tapped the window



agan.

‘Just break it," said Trouble. "It would be lesswork."

Scorn snorted. "Y ou are thinking about as much as that blue winged imbecile down below. If she
breaks the window, some of the glass might fal on top of them.” She waved her tail at the figures of
Kazul, Cimorene, and Killer benesath them. " She can't count on al of it falling ingde, even if shescareful.”

For the third time, impatiently, Morwen rapped at the window. The red-haired man blinked, asif he
were coming out of adaze, and then walked over to the window.

"Who areyou?' he said, hisvoice dightly muffled by the glass.

"My nameisMorwen, and | have an injured friend here who needs rest and warmth. Open this
window immediately, please.”

"l suppose | might aswell." The redhead unlatched the window and swung it open, narrowly missing
Morwen's head. "Sorry."

"And wdl you should be," Morwen told him. " Are you dways so careless?”

"Modtly," said the man. "How did you get up-That's my laundry basket?'

He stared for amoment, then hit his forehead with the palm of his hand. "Stupid, stupid, stupid. Y ou
enchanted the basket. Why didn't shethink of that years ago? Why didn't Rachd think of it? Why in
heaven'snamedidn't | think of it?"

"Because you're stupid?' Scorn suggested.

"When | think of al the effort | could have saved, hauling that thing up and down and up and down
and-" "Yes, of course," said Morwen. "Now, if you could just give me ahand with-Trouble! Not yet."
The cat had crouched, preparing to spring out of the laundry basket.

"What'sthat?' said the man. "What sort of trouble? And why do you want a hand with it?"

"Cats," said Morwen. "And | don't want ahand with them. It's Telemain who-" asif the sound of his
name had partially awakened him, Telemain grunted and stirred. The laundry basket swvung sideway's,
throwing Trouble off hisfeet. This made the basket swing even more wildly.

Morwen bent forward and grabbed the window ledge, which helped stabilize things alittle. Then
Telemain moaned and tried to Sit up.

Thelaundry basket wobbled violently, nearly spilling everyone out.

The cats wailed, and Morwen was only just able to keep hold of the window ledge.

"Blast the maul" Morwen said. "Why does he haveto pick just thisinstant to start recovering?
Tdemain, hold ill."

The red-haired man leaned out of the window and grabbed the rim of the laundry basket. " Stop that
immediately,” he said gernly. "Stay put.”

The laundry basket froze. Trouble yowled and legpt from the bottom of the laundry basket to the
young man's bent-over back, and from there into the room. "Good idea,” said Scorn, and followed.

"Oof! Oof?" said the man. "What was that?'

"Cas," Morwen said again. "Help me get Telemain out of here before he dumps us over.”

Between the two of them, they wrestled Telemain out of the laundry basket and through the window.
To Morwen's mild surprise, the basket remained perfectly stable throughout the entire operation, but as
soon as the red-haired man turned away the basket began to wobble once more.

"There's another person and an oversized donkey at the foot of your tower aswell,” Morwen said
when Telemain was safdly indde, lying comfortably on thefloor in front of the fireplace. They'd haveto
wait to do anything about the mud that covered him from head to foot, but fortunately the red-haired man
did not have much in the way of carpeting. The stone floor would sweep up easily enough. "I'd like to
bring the others up as soon as possible. The donkey will be abit tricky."

"I'll be glad to-" The young man broke off, and his expression darkened, asif he were remembering
something that annoyed him. "No.

| shouldn't havelet you in. Y ou had your chance."

Morwen looked at him sternly over the tops of her glasses. "If you are sulky because we didn't alow
you to haul us up immediately, you are being unreasonable, unmannerly, and overly bad tempered, even
for afire-witch.



Enchanting that basket of yours has saved you agood ded of effort, now and in the future, and you
ought to thank usfor it."

"How do you know I'm afire-witch?" the man demanded angrily.

"Y ou havered hair, atouchy disposition, and an ingtinctive control over magic, even other peopl€'s
pells" Morwen said. "And from the way you burned that rope, you've some affinity for fireaswell. It's
obvious.

Now, are you going to let me bring up those people or not?"

"l don't-"

"Morwen, company,” said Scorn.

Morwen turned. Outside the open window, enormous wings flapping furioudy, Killer was coming in for
alanding. Cimorenelay low along hisback to avoid the wings, her arms wrapped around his neck.

"Have you found something we can have for dinner?' Killer asked.

14
In Which They Trade Stories

The red-haired man stared at the gpparition in disbelief. Morwen didn't blame him. Killer looked nearly
as unsteedy asthe laundry basket, which was gill hovering just outside the window.

"What on earth isthat?' the man demanded.

"My friends," Morwen said. "Y ou'd better back up. There's not much room to spare, coming through
that window, and Killer's never done this before.”

"Killer?" The man backed up hastily. "Good grief, it'sblue.”

"Oh, redly?" said Scorn, her voice dripping sarcasm. "We hadn't noticed.”

"Y ou know, | don't think hiswingswill fit through the opening unless hefoldsthem,” Troublesaid. "'l
wonder how helll manage?’

Killer flapped higher, then dove for the window, folding hiswings a the last minute. His momentum
wasn't quite enough to carry him through, and for an instant hisfront hoovesflailed usdessy againg air
ingde the tower while his back legs hung outside. Then he kicked, wiggled, and tumbled into the room,
where he sprawled six inches above the floor, panting loudly. The sudden jerk tore Cimorene loose, and
she landed next to Killer with athud.

"Ow!" said Cimorene. "Morwen, are you al right? When the basket didn't come down again, | got
worried."

"Everythingisfine” Morwen said. "Telemain iseven beginning to come out of theinitid stages of
backshock."

"Then what took you so long?" Cimorene demanded.

"| was chatting with our hogt..." Morwen turned expectantly to the red-haired man.

"Brandd," the red-haired man supplied. He still sounded sullen, but there was an undercurrent of
interes, too. "1 suppose that, Snce you'rein, you can stay." He looked from Morwen to Killer to the cats
to Cimorene.

"But you're going to have to explain yoursaves."

"Inaminute,” Morwen said. "First, we haveto tell Kazul what's been going on. Unlessyou want a
worried dragon tearing your tower apart.”

Without waiting for Brandel to answer, she leaned out the window and began shouting reassurances.

Explaining to Kazul took sometime, and after that they had to haul the laundry basket back inside.
Onceit wasin, they discovered thet Killer had kicked aholeinthe sdein hislast desperate lunge
through the window.

This put Brandd out of sortsagain.

"I should throw you dl back out the window immediatdy,” he grumbled.

"Y ou're nothing but alot of vagabonds."

"That doesn't sound right,” Killer said, climbing to hisfeet. "Unless vagabondsis aword for awitch and
amagician and the Queen of the Enchanted Forest and the King of the Dragons and some cats. And me.



Isthat what it means, Morwen?'

"Not exactly. Brandd isjust grouchy."

"Oh." Killer shook himsdf, which made hiswings flop open. He had to flap them once to keep his
ba ance and then again to get them back in position. "1 thought having wings would be interesting, but
they'rejust abig trouble.”

"What was that about queens and kings and magicians?' Brandd asked Morwen.

So Morwen made around of formal introductions, which soothed everyone's fedings. Then, just when
they were getting ready to St down and talk, Telemain stirred again and Morwen had to quiet him.

"| thought you wanted him to wake up,” Killer said.

"l do, but thrashing around won't help him recover,” Morwen said.

"He needsto keep quiet.”

"No problem,” said Trouble. He stood up, stretched, strolled over to Telemain, and draped himself
down the center of the magician's chest.

"How long do you want him like this?'

"Thank you, Trouble," Morwen said, feding relieved. Not only would Troubl€'s efforts hasten
Teemain's recovery, but keeping Telemain quiet would also keep Trouble from getting into trouble.
Given aspecific job, the cat was quite reliable. "Two or three more hours should do it, now that he's
warm. Then we can wake him, feed him some broth, and put him to bed.”

"l bet hewon't want to go," said Scorn.

"Three hours. Right." Trouble yawned and put his head down on his paws.

"| thought regular witches were supposed to have black cats," said Brandel, looking from Trouble to
Scorn. "Unless-are you afire-witch, too?'

"No," said Morwen. "But | don't see why that should limit meto black cats."

Brandel started to ask something else, then stopped, frowning. "No.

I'll ask you about that later. Right now, you're here and you're all settled, and | want my explanation.
Before something el se happens.”

"Fird, I'd like to know how you fed about wizards,” Morwen said.

"I've never met one," Brandel replied. "And I'm not sure | want to.

They don't have avery good reputation.”

"Good," said Cimorene. "It'slikethis..." And she launched into the explanation.

Brandd listened with interest, but when Cimorene reached the end of her tale, he frowned. "How did
you get by the invisible dusk-blooming chokevines?1 thought I'd gotten al the openings near the tower
filledin."

"Kazul burned apath through them.”

"Mmph. Must be handy, traveling with adragon.”

"Sometimes," said Morwen. "Other timesit's an inconvenience.”

Suddenly, Scorn's ears pricked up and her whiskers twitched forward.

"Well, well. What'sthis?'

Morwen glanced sideways to see what Scorn was watching so intently.

On thetop step of the Staircase, alarge, fluffy cat stood gazing at the newcomers. He was mostly
black, with awhite chin, white front paws, and awhite tuft at the very end of histail, and hisexpression
waswary and disapproving.

"So you've finaly decided to come see what was going on, have you?"'

Brandd said to the cat.

"Mrrow," said the cat.

"We havevistors" Brandd said. "Morwen, Cimorene, Killer, thisismy cat, Horatio."

"Wéll, hdll-lo, handsome," said Scorn. Her tail lashed once each way, and she sat up and began
washing her face with great unconcern.

"He doesn't look that great to me," Trouble snarled.

"Behave yoursdf," Morwen said sternly. "We're guedts.”

Horatio eyed the group amoment longer, then came dowly forward.



Hafway acrossthe room, he stopped, studying Scorn with an intensity that matched hers. "Mmmrrr,”
hesad at last. "Mrow yow eiou?"'

"No, shewon't!" Trouble shifted uneasily, asif longing to jump up and pounce on thisintruder. Then
Morwen caught his eye, and he settled back into place on Telemain's chest, muttering under his bresth.

Scorn looked from Trouble to Horatio and made a show of considering.

"Y ou don't need me for anything right now, do you Morwen?"

"No," said Morwen.

"Then I'll be happy to look around,” Scorn said to Horatio. "See you later, folks."

"Watch your step,” Trouble growled. "Y ou can't trust him."

"I should hope not," said Scorn. "After dl, helsacat." Tail high, she sauntered over to Horatio. The
two cats exchanged sniffs, then Horatio led the way to the staircase and they disappeared.

"She's going to regret this,” Trouble said. "So is he, as soon as I-" Morwen caught hiseye again, and he
stopped short. "1 don't expect to have to warn you twice," she said.

"All right, dl right, but you wait and see”

"Quiet," said Morwen. "Brandd, weve told you what we're doing here.

Now suppose you tell uswhat you're doing here.”

"Living," said Brandd. "Staying out of trouble. At least, that's how it was supposed to work," he added
sourly.

"Of course," said Cimorene with considerably more patience than Morwen could have mustered. "But
how did you come herein thefirgt place? The middle of aswamp isan unusua placeto find afire-witch.”

Brandd sighed. "It'salittle complicated. | come from afamily of fire-witches.

Both my parents are fire-witches, and so are most of my aunts and uncles and cousins. My eldest Sster
isafire-witch, and my younger brother.

Everyone, in fact, except my younger sster, Rachd.”

"That must have been difficult for her,” Cimorene said. "Being the only different oneinthefamily is
hard."

"My parents thought the samething,” Brandel said. "' So when Rachd was very small, Mother brought
her to the sorceress who lived in this tower, to be apprenticed.”

"A sorceress choseto livein aswamp?' Cimorene said skepticaly.

"They likeinaccessble places,” Morwen said. "Though I'll grant you, thisisalittle extreme. Go on,
Brandd."

"The sorceress agreed to take Rachel in and teach her magic, and once every five years or so we
would come and visit. Since there wasn't adoor in the tower, the sorceress lowered achair on along
rope and hauled us up to the window one at atime." Brande shook his head.

"The laundry basket isalot safer; it's not so easy to fall out of.

"In any case, the sorceress asked us to keep the arrangement a secret, and we tried, but that sort of
thing aways seemsto get out somehow.

Some of the rumorswere pretty wild: one of the stories said my mother sold Rachel to awicked witch
in exchange for some vegetables.”

"| think I've heard that one," Cimorene said.

"Anyway, there wasn't much we could do. By the time Rachd was sixteen, al sorts of people were
showing up in the swamp to rescue the beautiful princess from the wicked witch."

Cimorene nodded. "1 know what that's like. When | was Kazul's princess, the knights and heroes made
themselves a dreadful nuisance.

Y ou wouldn't believe how stubborn some of them could be."

"Want to bet? They're still coming around, and half the time they won't listen when | say sheisn't here
any longer." Brandd looked down.

"That'swhat | thought you were, &t first: agroup of heroes.

"Sounds like areasonable description to me,” said Trouble.

"Isyour Sster beautiful ?' Morwen asked.

Brandd shrugged. " She's preity enough, | suppose. For awhile, she wasflattered by &l the attention,



but the congtant interruptions just irritated the sorceress. Findly, she gave the tower to Rachel and moved
somewhere ese, just to get away fromit al.”

"l can't say | blame her,” Cimorene said, nodding.

"I don't know," said Killer, who had been listening with great interest.

"It must have taken alot of work to build aplace like this. Couldn't she have just kept them away
somehow?'

"They'revery persgtent,” Cimorene said. "Y ou have no idea.”

"And besides, heroes weren't the only problem with thislocation,” Brandd said. 'Just the main one."

Killer snorted softly. "I il think-" " About the tower,” Morwen said to Brandel. "The sorceress gave it
toyour agter..."

"And shelived herefor awhile, until she couldn't stand having strangers stand outside and shout,
'Rachd! Rachdl, send down the chair' any longer. Half the time they didn't even get her nameright.

So when Arona started making life difficult for me, she-" Morwen stiffened. "Hold on aminute. Who
did you just say was making life difficult for you?"

"AronaVamig." Brandd's eyes narrowed and hisfists clenched. "Heisthe meanest, lowest, most
obnoxious, narrow-minded, opinionated ..." With every word Brandel's voice rose, until he was shouting
at thetop of hislungs. Then, abruptly, hishair burst into flames.

After ashocked instant, Morwen relaxed. Fire-witches were supposed to beimmuneto fire, among
their many other gifts, and she found this demondiration extremely interesting. Cimorene, too, seemed
more surprised than frightened, but Killer was not so sanguine. He reared back in surprise, forgot to
alow for hiswings, and dmost overba anced. To keep hisfooting, he had to flap severd times, filling the
room with thewind from hiswings.

The flames brightened briefly, but then the breeze distracted Brandd from hisangry tirade, and a
moment later his hair went out.

"That wasinteresting,” said Trouble.

"Interesting isn't the haf of it," said Morwen. "That wouldn't by any chance have been Arona
Michadear Grinogion Vamist you wererailing a amoment ago, would it?'

"That'sthe one," Brande said, nodding vehemently. "And if | ever get my hands on the snegking little-"
"Yes, of course" Morwen interrupted hagtily, hoping to forestall another outburst. "If talking about it
won't upset you too much, would you mind telling me exactly how AronaMichagear Grinogion Vamist
was 'making life difficult' for you?"

"Not just for me. That weasdl hasit in for the whole family.” The ends of Brandd's hair began to glow
like embersin ahigh wind. With avisible effort, he controlled himself and went on. "Held been going on
about true magic and traditiona formsfor along time, but nobody ever paid much attention.

Then he petitioned the Town Council to outlaw al 'nontraditiona’ magic, and somehow he got them to
doit.

"And fire-witches aren't on histraditiond ligt," Morwen said.

Brandd nodded. "He got us thrown out of our home, and there wasn't athing we could do abouit it."

"Nothing?' Cimorene raised an eyebrow. "From what I've heard about fire-witches" "Using our magic
againgt himwould only have made his arguments to the Town Council sound more reasonable,” Branddl
sad.

Cimorene and Morwen just looked at him.

"All right, wetried? Brandd hit the arm of hischair with onefig, and little flamesflickered in hishair.
"Somebody was helping thelittle creep. He has aredlly first-class protective spell, one the whole lot of us
couldn't get a handle on. When we found out we couldn't get at him, the otherswent to visit my unclein
Odtt. | came here, hoping Rachel would know where the sorceress had gone. | thought maybe sheld
hdp."

"Rachel didn't know, | takeit?' said Morwen.

"No, but she let me have the tower. She even warned me about al the knights and heroes before she
left, but | didn't believe her." Brande sighed.

"l do now. That'swhy | filled in the end of the sorceresss walkway."



"Walkway?' said Cimorene.

"The one lined with invigble dusk-blooming chokevines. Didn't you notice?’

"We noticed the vines. We didn't notice awalkway. Just mud.”

Brandd shrugged. "I don't think she got out much, and when she did, she usudly flew."

"S0 you've been living here ever since you got thrown out of your hometown?' Morwen asked.

Brandd nodded.

"How long isthat?"

"Around four months, | think. | losetrack. Not alot happens, except knights, and the days sort of blur
together. | don't even know what's been happening outside the swamp.”

"AronaMichaelear Grinogion Vamist seemsto have decided to move on from fire-witchesto regular
witches" Morwen said. "Asnear as| cantell, he'strying to get everyone to wear pointy hats and cackle
alot."

"Y ou watch out," Brandd said. "He's up to something.”

"I'm beginning to regret missing hiscall,” Morwen said.

"You got acal from this Vamist person?' said Cimorene. "What did he want?"

"The catsdidn't say."

Trouble let hiseydids close dmost to dits. "Nothing important.”

"That remindsme," Cimorene said. "Brandel, have you got amagic mirror around that | could use?|
promised Mendanbar 1'd let him know how things were going every oncein awhile.”

"| think the sorceress | eft an old one in the storage closet,” Brandd said. "I'll check."

The fire-witch disappeared down the staircase. Morwen and Cimorene looked at each other.

"Thisisnot going wdl," Cimorenesaid.

"l wouldn't say that," Morwen replied. "We have somewhere dry to spend the night. Under the
circumstances..."

"That'sjust it. The circumstances. Were goodness-knows-how-many |eagues from where we ought to
be, Tdlemain's hurt, and we still don't have any ideawhere Mendanbar's sword is. And we've wasted a
whole day. Any minute now, that sword may start lesking magic and-" "-and fretting yoursdlf into fits
won't help abit,” Morwen said. "Magicd pressure takestime to build up, and it'sonly been aday and a
half since the sword was stolen. We probably have at least another day before the marc of the Enchanted
Forest gartsdraining out.”

"Probably. But what if we don't?"

Morwen sighed. "Perhaps we're gpproaching the problem from the wrong direction. Let me think
about it."

"With Telemain to take care of, when will you have time?'

"I'll manage," Morwen said.

A muffled thump echoed from the stairwell. Another followed, then some scraping noises. "Ow!" said
Brandd'svoice. A moment later, the carved wooden rim of an enormous old mirror thrust up out of the
darwel.

"My goodness, it'slarge.” Cimorene rose hastily and went over to help. Y ou should have said
something.”

"I'd forgotten how big it is" Brandd panted.

Together, they hoisted the mirror the last few feet up the stairs and propped it againgt the wall. "Will it
do?' Branddl asked.

"l don't seewhy not," Cimorene said, but she sounded doubtful.

Morwen couldn't blame her. The sorceresss magic mirror was so old that the glass had uneven areas
that distorted the reflection. Tarnish mottled the silver backing like black moss, and the wooden frame
had deep cracks.

"Whéll, there'sno point in waiting,” Cimorene said.

"Mirror, mirror, on thewall, | would liketo makeacal."

Leaning forward, she waited eagerly for the mirror's response.



15
In Which They Have Difficultieswith aMirror

Sowly, the splotchy reflection of the room faded into asmooth, even white. Then avoice from the
mirror said, "Really?" It sounded hoarse, asif it hadn't been used in along time. "Are you sure you don't
want to leave me down in that storeroom for another twenty or thirty years, gathering dust and cobwebs
and talking to the magic cloaks for company? Not that I'm complaining, mind, but cloaks don't have
much intheway of conversaion.”

"l wish to speak to Mendanbar, the King of the Enchanted Forest,” Cimorene said firmly.

"Y ou're supposed to specify that in the verse, you know," the mirror said. "Though | guess| can make
an exception, thisonce. Especidly since you know exactly who you want to talk to. None of this fairest
of them dl' slliness. | hatethat. | have to hunt through seven or eight hundred people, andintheend it'sa
matter of opinion anyway, and nobodly is ever happy with the results. Now, you are clearly awoman of
decision. 'l wish to spesk to Mendanbar, King of-" Wait aminute. King? Are you sure?'

"Quite sure," said Cimorene. "Put me through to him, please.”

"If youinss," said the mirror, "but | should warn you that in my experience kings don't talk to just
ayone"

"Hell tak to me. I'm hiswife."

"Well, sorry, Your Mgesty," said the mirror in ahurry tone. "I'll get right to it. | suppose you know that
theré's mud on your cheek."

Before Cimorene could reply, the mirror filled with dowly swirling colors, and from it came the sound
of someone humming asoft melody ever-so-dightly off key. "Mirror!" said Cimorene. "Mirror?"

Themirror did not respond. "I think you just have to wait until it comes back," said Brandd.

"lsn't there some way to make it op humming?' said Cimorene.

"Morwen?Y ou know about magic mirrors.”

"Not enough to do that,” Morwen said regretfully.

Finally, the humming stopped and the mirror cleared, but instead of the grinning face of the gargoylein
Mendanbar's study, or Mendanbar himself, they saw only the same milky whiteness asthey had before.

"I'm sorry," said themirror. "1 don't seem to be able to get through.”

Cimorene and Morwen stared at the mirror for amoment in appdled silence. Then Cimorene said,
"Can't get through? Why not?'

"How should | know? I'm just amirror.”

"Try again,” sad Morwen.

"And no humming thistime!" Cimorene added, but shewastoo late.

The swirling colors-and the humming-were back.

Thistime the wait seemed interminable. Cimorene paced back and forth in front of the mirror, frowning
and biting her lower lip. Finaly, the humming stopped and the mirror cleared.

"Nope," it said. "There's nothing to communicate with. Are you sure he hasamagic mirror?”'

"He did when welé€ft," Cimorene said.

"Maybe someone brokeit,” Killer suggested.

"Unlikely, but possible” Morwen told him. "Still, | think the difficulty isprobably at thisend.”

"Therés nothing wrong with me!" said the mirror indignantly. "I've had no complaints, not one, in dl the
yearssince | wasfirst enchanted.”

"That was, however, along time ago." Morwen turned to Cimorene.

"Telemain did the spdll on the mirror at the castle, didn't he?!

Cimorene nodded. "L ast year, as awedding present. He updated it just afew weeks ago.”

"Then it is possble that the two mirrors areincompatible,” Morwen said.

"Ridiculous," said themirror. "I'm very easygoing. | get dong with everyone, even that dreadful woman
who spied on her stepdaughter dl the time. Now, that woman was incompatible with everyone. Honestly,
thethingsshe did-" "Go to deep,” Morwen said.



"Phooey," said the mirror, and the milk white surface faded back into blotchy siver.

"Doyou redly think it's just a problem with the different spells?!

Cimorene asked doubtfully, but her expression had lightened alittle already.

"It doesn't happen often, but it does happen,” Morwen said. "We can ask Telemain about it tomorrow
morning. Maybe hell have some sugges" "'l don't know." Cimorene chewed gently on her lower lip. "l
think | need to talk to Kazul. Killer-" "Oh no," said the donkey. "Not me.

Flying istoo much work. And | haven't had any dinner yet."

"He does sound like Fiddlesticks," said Trouble.

"l suppose | should get you something,” Brandel said without much enthusiasm. "What would you like?"

Killer'seyeslit up. "Clover. With sweet flowers and dightly tart leaves, for anicely balanced mix of
flavors, and maybe alittle pardey as apaate cleanser. Not the kind of pardey that crinkles up, the kind
with theflat leaves.”

"I'll ssewhat | have," Brandd said, sounding dightly stunned.

"Well, if Killer won't help, I'll haveto take the laundry basket," Cimorene said with ashrug. "Will you
show me how to useit, Morwen?'

"Certainly," Morwen said. "Just bear in mind that the balanceisalittletricky.”

"It can't be any worse than the magic carpet Mendanbar and | had to ride when we were looking for
Kazul," Cimorenereplied. "I'll manage."

Morwen nodded, and she gave Cimorene the short list of basket-control commands. Together, the two
women wresded the basket out the window and set it hovering. Then Morwen held it while Cimorene
climbed carefully into it. To make sure nothing went wrong, Morwen watched as Cimorene started
down, then she turned away from the window with asmile. Cimorene was right. She could manage.

A new series of thumps and scrapes echoed up the stairwell, and Brandel appeared, carrying abushel
basket hegped full of clover.

"Now, where did you find that?' Morwen asked.

"The sorceress didn't like running to town for groceries," Brandel said, setting the basket in front of
Killer. " So she enchanted her pantry so it would aways have whatever she needed, for hersdf or for any
visitors who happened to stop by."

"| thought she didn't have visitors," Morwen said.

"She didn't have many. | suppose she thought having company was bad enough without having to go
shopping to feed them, too."

Killer's ears stiffened, and he paused in midbite. "Enchanted?' he said around a mouthful of clover.
"Thisis more enchanted food?'

"No, no, it'sthe pantry that's enchanted. Thefood is perfectly normal,” said Brandd. "Weren't you
ligening?"

"Youll haveto pardon him," Morwen said. "He's trying to be cautious because he's had abad
experience. A series of bad experiences.”

"Youresurethisissafe?" Killer said anxioudy. "I'm getting tired of al these changes.”

"It'salittle late to worry about it now,” Troubletold him. "Y ou've dready eaten some. | don't suppose
Brandd thought to bring asaucer of cream along with dl that rabbit food?!

"Y es, about therest of us... ," Morwen said.

"Oh, sorry." Brandel looked embarrassed. "I guess|'m not used to having company. What would you
like?'

"Let's seewhat you have," said Morwen, and started for the stairs.

By the time Cimorene returned, Morwen and Brandd had laid out asubstantia supper, including roast
boar, baked potatoes, carrots, green beans and tiny onions, and spring water for the people; and
sardines with cream for the cats. Killer had finished hisfirst basket of clover, the second was half gone,
and he was beginning to dow down.

It looked asif he might, for once, have enough to eat at amed.

"Did you have anice chat with your dragon?' Brandel asked as Cimorene pushed the laundry basket
into acorner where it would be out of the way.



Cimorenerolled her eyes. "Kazul is not, and never has been, my dragon. | was her princessfor awhile,
but now we'rejust friends.”

"Oh. Well, did you have anice chat with your friend, then?'

"Sort of." Cimorene looked at Morwen. "Kazul isleaving.”

Morwen congdered. "When? And why?'

"Right away. She-" Something large whooshed past the window outside.

"There she goes," Cimorene said.

"That till leaveswhy." Morwen pulled achair up to the table and sat down. "Y ou can explain over
dinner.”

"Something smells good up here," Scorn said from the staircase, poking her black nose over the top of
the last step. "Hey, Horatio, there's cream!”

"If i don't get any, | will be very upset,” said Trouble, lashing histail for emphasis asthe other two cats
bounded out of the stairwell and headed for the bowls Brandel had |eft on the floor.

Cimorene smiled absently at the cats and joined Morwen at the table.

"Itswell, dragons aren't very patient at the best of times. And we haven't run into any wizards yet, and
Kazul wasn't sure your enchanted pantry would be up to feeding adragon. So since | wasworried about
Mendanbar-" "And since Mendanbar said something about wizards in the Enchanted Forest when you
talked to him last night-" Morwen said.

And since there's not much dragon food in the swamp-" Killer put in.

"-Kazul offered to go home and-and see what's going on.” Cimorenetook alarge helping of the roast
boar and dug inwith relish.

"It may bejust aswell." Morwen took amuch smaller portion of the boar and looked at it doubtfully,
wondering whether her somach was up to it. "Once we have the sword, well want to return to the
Enchanted Forest immediately. Telemain won't befit for much for aday or so, but-" "Oh no! Morwen,
we can't afford to sit around here for awhole day!"

"If you have abetter ideg, I'd liketo hear it," said Morwen.

"Besides, we haven't got the dightest ideawhere were going, so rushing off won't get usthere any
quicker. Well be better off if wetaketimeto plan.”

"l suppose s0," Cimorene said, but she didn't sound happy about it.

"As| was saying: By tomorrow morning, I'll have some ideawhen Telemain will be ableto do aproper
transport spell again. Without Kazul, he can take us considerably farther each time and till stay within the
safety position.”

Cimorene swallowed amouthful of potato. "That's good. The faster we go, the sooner well get the
sword back to the Enchanted Forest."

"Exactly." With some regret, Morwen set down her fork. "For tonight, the best thingweal cando is
rest. Brandd, will you help uswith Tdemain?"

"I don't need help,” Telemain said unexpectedly from the floor in front of thefire. "1 need dinner. Where
arewe, and why isthereacat on my chest?'

"He was supposed to be making sure you stayed adeep,” Morwen said, turning to give Trouble a
reproving look.

"It'snot my fault,” Trouble said. "He doesn't react right. I've never had to use that spell on amagician
before; maybe that'swhy."

He rose and stepped carefully down from Telemain's chest. "Are there any sardines eft?!

Telemain sat up and looked at Trouble with didike. "That animd is remarkably heavy for something
that looksthat skinny."

"That's gratitude for you," said Trouble. "He should be glad I'm not Chaos."

"How areyou feding?' Cimorene asked Tdlemain anxioudy.

"Squashed,” said Telemain. "And may | point out that as yet no one has answered my first question.
Where are we?"

"The Smoking Swamp,” Morwen told him. "And thisis Brandd . We were fortunate enough to find his
tower in time to spend the night, or you'd be deeping in mud.”



"] appear to have donethat dready,” Telemain said, picking flakes of dried mud from the left shoulder
of hisvest. Suddenly, he looked up, frowning.

"Spend the night?"

"Y ou got an unusudly heavy Dose of backshock when you lost control of the trangportation spell,”
Morwen told him. "Y ou've been unconscious al day."

"Ridiculous,” said Telemain. "1 did not lose control of the transportation spell, and | am not suffering
from backshock."

"Well, this certainly isn't the edge of the Great Southern Desart,” Cimorene said. "And something
knocked you out for mogt of the day."

"l had to carry you," Killer said, bobbing his head up and down for emphasis. "Y ou're heavy."

Morwen's eyes narrowed. "If it isn't backshock, what isit?"

"The opposite of backshock,” Telemain said. "I don't believe thereisaword for it."

"Explan."

"Backshock occurs when the accumulated magica energy contained within an enchantment-in-process
rebounds upon the magician cagting the spell dueto hisinability to maintain control,” Teemain said.

"He'sfeding better, al right,” said Trouble, glancing up from the sardines.

"Mrrow vrow?" said Horétio.

"Yes" said Scorn. "Sometimes heseven worse."

"In thisinstance, both the disruption of the transportation spell and the prolonged unconsciousness that
followed resulted from an expropriation of magical energy asaresult of the partia absorption of my
enchantment-inprocess by asmilar but much more extensve enchantment.”

"What?' said Branddl.

"You're sure?' Morwen said, frowning.

"Pogitive," said Telemain. "The sensation was quite unmistakable. And | must also point out that the
normal secondary conseguences of backshock are not in evidence.”

"What doesthat mean?' Cimorene said.

"It meansI'm gtarving,” Telemain said, climbing to hisfeet. "Can wefinish this discusson over dinner?"

"Most of us have esten,” Morwen said. ™Y ou can have dinner while the rest of us discuss. About this
other spell-"

"What other spell?’ Cimorene said. "Morwen, will one of you please explain what you're talking
about?"

"Sorry," Morwen said. "Telemain said that he didn't lose control of the transportation spell. Somebody
esewastrangporting a the sametime-" "A very large somebody dse," Telemain said, piling aplate with
dices of roast boar and hegps of vegetables. "Or possibly someone moving a moderately large house.”

"-and the second spell sucked up enough of Telemain's magic to break his spdll right in the middle of

"Sucked up Tdemain'smagic?' Cimorene scowled. "That sounds an awful lot like wizards."

"Aren't you jumping to conclusons?’ Brandd said. "I know wizards have abad reputation, but they
aren't thieves”

"They took Mendanbar's sword."

"And they've been stedling magic on asmdl scalefor years," Morwen said. 'Just ask the dragons.”

"But if it was wizards, where were they going?' Cimorene tapped her fingers nervoudy against thearm
of her chair. "And what were they planning to do when they got there? Oh, | wish I'd been able to reach
Mendanbar."

Telemain made a questioning noise, S0 Morwen explained about Brandel's magic mirror. "' thought the
spell might be incompetible with the onein the castle,” shefinished. "Do you fed up to checking, once
you're done eating?"'

"l can certainly try," Telemain said. "If that's the problem, though, | doubt thet I'll be able to do anything
about it until tomorrow. It takestime to rebuild magicd reserves.”

But when Tdlemain examined the mirror, he shook his head. "It's an old universa-application sngle-unit
enchantment. Quite an impressive antique, and | can see that it's been well maintained. The connective



interface is pretty basic, therefore-" "' Can you fix it to get through to Mendanbar or not?' Cimorene
asked.

"l was getting to that." Telemain looked at the expression on Cimorene'sface and sighed. "I'm afraid it
doesn't need adjusting,” he said with unusua gentleness. "' There's nothing wrong with the spell, and it
shouldn't be incompatible with the castle mirror. The problem is somewhere e

"l knew it," Cimorene said. She rose and began to pace in front of the fireplace. " Something iswrong at
home."

16
In Which They Learn Something Worth Knowing

Both Morwen and Telemain agreed with Cimorene, at least in part, but even if they had wanted to,
they could not have done anything that night.

Telemain was much too drained to cast another transportation spell, and they had no other way of
getting back to the Enchanted Forest in ahurry.

Furthermore, there was not much point in going back without the sword.

"Mendanbar has al the magic of the Enchanted Forest to use against the wizards,” Morwen said. "He
doesn't need more magicians. He needs his sword, so he can stop al of the wizards a once instead of
attacking them one or two a atime."

"Y es, but there are so many of them,” Cimorene said. "And therés only one of him. And what if the
sword has started draining magic out of the forest? Thewizardswill be getting more powerful and
Mendanbar will be getting less”

"If the sword has started |eaking Enchanted Forest magic, the best thing we can do isto get it back to
theforest quickly,” Morwen said.

"And anyway, there are only three of us," Telemain pointed out. "That wouldn't change the odds much."”

"Therearesix of us," Trouble said indignantly. "What's the matter, can't he count?"

"I'll admit that the rabbit isn't good for much, even asadonkey," Scorn said. "We, however, are
another matter entirely.”

"Kazul will be far more help to Mendanbar than we would,” Morwen told Cimorene. "Our job isto get
hold of that sword. And you are the only one who can do that."

Cimorene sighed. "I know. | just wish | could be there with him.”

"Then we had better sop worrying about what Mendanbar is doing and start figuring out how to find
his sword in the shortest possible time, so we get back as soon aswe can,” Morwen said.

Everyone agreed that this was an excellent idea, but though they discussed the matter for another hour,
no one had any suggestions.

Findly, Morwen put an end to the discussion. "We are dl getting too tired to think," she said. "We will
do much better in the morning.”

Brandd supplied them each with aroom and awarm bath-which the cats declined-and M orwen made
certain that the others were settled in before she retired herself.

Thefollowing morning, Morwen rose early. Even so, Telemain was up before she was. Shefound him
in the topmost room of the tower, Sitting in front of the dead ashes of the fire and staring at Branddl's
magic mirror with an expression of concentration on hisface. On thefar sde of the room, Killer dept
with his head down and his oversized wings flopped awkwardly across his back.

"Good morning,” Morwen said as she climbed the last few airs.

"How are your magic levels?'

"Much better," Telemain said absently. "Morwen, how much do you know about these old
universa-gpplication units?' He waved at the mirror.

"Using them or enchanting them?'

"Usng them.”

"(Quite abit,” Morwen said. "Forty years ago they were standard equipment for witches, and learning
to usethemis gtill consdered part of awitch's basic education. Why?"



"How universa isthe universa application?' Telemain asked.

"It depends on the mirror. Can't you figureit out from looking at the underlying enchantment?

Telemain frowned. "Probably, but it's not a good idea to take aworking antique apart unlessyou
absolutely haveto. They're old and fragile, and if | popped one of the main core links it could take days
torepair.”

Morwen suppressed asigh of irritation. There was no point in sngpping at Telemain when hewasin this
mood. He wouldn't notice. "It would help if you told me what you want to do with it.”

"1 was congdering the possibility of usng themirror asalocating device" Tdemain said. "If the
universal-gpplication portion of the enchantment istruly universd..."

"... then we can useit to find Mendanbar's sword,” Morwen said.

"What an excdllent suggestion. | should have thought of it myself.

Back at the castle, perhaps, when it would have saved us sometime.”

"It wouldn't have done any good then." Telemain bent over the mirror, obliviousto Morwen's sarcasm.
"The enchantment on the castle mirror islimited to animate, sentient beings, and while Mendanbar's
sword is occasionaly temperamentd, it is neither animate nor sentient. Now, if you'll just show me where
the externd connectorsare, I'll hook thisto alow-leve identification spell and-" "If dl youwanttodois
find Mendanbar's sword, you shouldn't need an identification spell.

Themirror isquite capable of handling the whole thing itsdlf, if it's gpproached correctly.”

"Who's gpproaching what, and why do you have to be correct about it?"

Cimorene asked, climbing the last few stairsinto the room. Trouble, who seemed to have been
escorting her, bounded over the last step and stopped dead in histracks. Cimorene did not quitetrip
over him, but it was anear thing.

"Telemain wantsto use Brandd's mirror to find the sword,” Morwen said, giving Trouble areproving
look. Trouble looked away and wandered casually toward Killer, who raised his head and blinked
degpily at the cat.

Dubioudy, Cimorene examined the mirror. "Can it do that?"

"l see no reason why not,” Morwen said. "Y ou heard what it said last night about hunting for the fairest
intheland. If it can do that, it ought to be able to look for asword.”

"Good," said Cimorene.

"Mirror, mirror, on thewdl, | would like to mekeacdl."

Nothing happened. "What's the matter?' said Cimorene. "Isit broken?'

"Possibly,” Tdemain said. "Antique spells are easly disrupted.”

"They're dso cranky," said Morwen. Stepping forward, she tapped the mirror briskly on the left side.

Immediately, the mirror turned white, asif someone had thrown alarge bucket of milk at the reverse
gde. "Now what?" it said, sounding extremely cross.

"l want to see where Mendanbar's sword is,” Cimorenetold it.

"Too bad," said themirror. "'l told you yesterday, that hasto be specified in the verse. Get it right, or
don't bother asking. | realy can't make any more exceptions.” Without waiting for an objection, the
mirror turned itsusua blotchy slver.

"Come back here!" said Cimorene, but the mirror remained obstinately silver.

"Hmph," said Morwen. "I suppose | should have expected this. My first magic mirror used to be
irritablein the mornings, too."

"What can we do about it?" Cimorene asked.

"Give meaminuteto think.”

"I could condrain acertain leve of performance,” Teemain sad, frowning. "However, the accuracy of
the information obtained might leave something to be desired. On the other hand-" "Better think fast,”
Trouble said to Morwen.

Footsteps sounded in the stairwell. "You're dl up early,” said Brandd.

"Would you like some breskfast?"

"I'd like your blasted mirror to cooperate,” Cimorene muttered under her breath.

"Gotit," Morwen said. "Move over, Cimorene.”



"Mirror, mirror, on ahook, Where's the sword the wizards took?"

Asthe mirror's surface reluctantly faded to white, Telemain stared at Morwen in disbdlief. "Y ou cal
that aspd|?'

"It rhymesand it scans," Morwen said. "What more do you want at this hour of the morning? And on
the spur of the moment, too."

"| agreewith him," themirror said. "That was alousy couplet.”

"If you'd found us the sword to begin with, you wouldn't have had to listen to it,” Morwen said,
unperturbed. "Do your job."

Cimorene leaned forward. "And thistime, please don't-" Whirling colorsfilled the mirror, and a soft but
penetrating off-key hum echoed through the room.

"-hum," Cimorenefinished, half a second too late. "Bother!”

"Aslong asit findsthe sword for us, | don't careif it Sngsan ariabackward,” Morwen said. "If it
annoys you that much, put your fingersinyour ears."

Trouble jumped onto the window ledge and curled histail around his feet. Two seconds later, Scorn
and Hordtio tore out of the stairwell and raced around the room, startling Killer into wakefulness. A loud
bray drowned out the mirror's humming, and Brandel winced. Asthe cats settled onto various pieces of
furniture for their morning wash, Cimorene nudged Morwen'sside. "L ook! It'sworking."

Morwen turned back to the mirror and smiled in satisfaction. The glass had cleared to show alarge,
ramshackle house with two chimneys and a steeply pointed roof. The windows were made up of small
glassrectangles, and ivy covered most of them so thickly that it seemed unlikely that anyone could see
out.

"That'sthe centra office of the Society of Wizards?' Cimorene said.

"No," Tdemainreplied. "Apparently | waswrong, and they aren't kegping the sword at the central
office. It'sagood thing | thought to check.”

He sounded extremely smug. "Now al we haveto do isfind out where that houseis."

"It's about five miles past the edge of the svamp,” Brande said.

"Right outside the town where | grew up. But | don't think knowing that does you much good.”

"Why do you say that?' Morwen asked.

"Because you said the Society of Wizards stole this sword you're after.

That house belongsto AronaMichaglear Grinogion Vamig.”

"What?"

"Y ou mean it'sthe wrong place?' Cimorene said. "After dl that?'

"It is not the wrong place? the mirror said indignantly. "1've been amagic mirror for one hundred and
forty-seven years, and | haven't made amistake yet. Look here!”

The scenein the glass swooped and whirled dizzyingly, and then the view plunged through one of the
ivy-covered windowsinto adimly lit room.

Insde, two men sat at adusty table, drinking black coffee and contemplating ashiny sword lying on the
table between them. One of them was bald and sharp faced, while the other" That's Antorel 11"

Cimorene said. "He's gotten himsalf back together awfully fast thistime. It must be al the practice he's

"That's Aronal" Brandel said at the same ingtant, staring at the bald man. "Is that the sword you're
looking for?'

"It appearsto be" said Telemain.

Cimorene nodded. "That's Mendanbar's sword, dl right. See how it looks twice as bright as anything
ese?| betit'slesking magic dl over.”

"Leaking magic?' said Killer, poking hislong nose over Morwen's shoulder to peer at the mirror. Y ou
never said anything about that sword leaking magic. It doesn't sound very safe.”

"Itisn't,” Cimorenetold him. "Which is another reason why we haveto get it back to the Enchanted
Forest quickly. The longer it's outside the forest, the worse it gets. That sword belongsin the Enchanted
Fores."

"Don't worry about it," Morwen said to Killer. "It won't hurt you unlessyou try to eat it."



"That would be fun to watch,” said Trouble, cocking his head to one side.

"Mrow?' said Horatio.

"Probably not," Scorn said with someregret. "Even Killer isn't that stupid.”

Brandd was il staring at the mirror with agrim expression. " So that'sit. That no-good, interfering,
lousy little troublemaking weasdl has gotten the Society of Wizardsto help him!" His voice rose steedily
until he was shouting, and on "troublemaking” hishair burgt into flames.

"Yow!" said Killer, jJumping backward. "Ouch! That was my ear.

Whoops!" As he recoiled from Brandd's blazing head, hiswings flopped open, catching air and
throwing him off balance. Twigting frantically to keep hisleft wing tip awvay from thefire, Killer flapped
twice and fdll over in atangle of legs and ears and feathers. The cats bounced away from him; startled
and brigtling.

"Hey, watch what you're doing," said Scorn. "Y ou could hurt someone.”

Horatio gave her neck areassuring lick.

Sowly, Killer settled hiswingsinto place and climbed back to hisfet.

"| think | sprained something,” he said mournfully. "And my ear issinged.”

He gave Brandd areproachful look.

Brandd didn't notice. Hair dtill burning merrily, he turned to Cimorene. "If you want some help getting
that sword back, just ask.

That sneaking, repulsivelittle-" "Are you done?" asked the mirror.

"Or do you actualy want to watch these two have breakfast?*

"Possbly," said Morwen. "Telemain-, is there any way we can hear what they're saying?'

"l doubt it,” Tdlemain said. "In any event, it would require consderable time to determine the precise
adjustments appropriate to the subcategory.

Antiques are not my area of specidization.”

"Watch who you're calling antique, buster,” the mirror said. "I'll have you know that | found that sword
inlessthan hdf the timeit'd take some of your newfangled hotshot mirrors."

"And agood job you did of it," Morwen said. "We're finished. Go to deep.”

"'Antique," muttered the mirror as the reflection faded into white and then cleared to show the tower
room once more. "Bah-phooey to 'antique’. I'm just asgood as | was ahundred years ago. Better! I've
got more experience. And | give persona service. 'Antique? Some people..."

"| think he hurt her fedings" Scorn said.

"What about my fedlings?' Killer said loudly. "My ear isburned, I've bent three feathersand pulled a
musclein my back, and I'm hungry.”

"So aretherest of us" Trouble said. "But you don't hear us complaining.”

He glanced at Scorn and Horatio, and then al three catslooked up at the humans with matching
expressions of starvation being nobly bornein agood cause.

Morwen sighed. "Brandel, would you be good enough to cam down, stop flaming, and see about a
morning meal? Or if you'd rather not be bothered, at least tell us how to work the pantry spell?”

Setting up breskfast took nearly haf an hour, mostly because everyone except Killer and the cats had
other preoccupations. Brandel and Cimorene kept getting sidetracked into adiscussion of Arona
Michadlear Grinogion Vamist and hisinvolvement with the Society of Wizards and the theft of the sword.
Telemain was moreinterested in studying the mirror than in talking or food, and Morwen made amental
note to make sure he didn't skip breakfast. Backshock or not, he was till recovering, and he'd be agreat
ded moreuseif he ate well before they |eft. Morwen hersaf would have liked to join either Cimorene's
discusson or Teemain'sinvestigation, but for the most part she forced hersdlf to stay out of them. After
al, someone had to keep the others moving.

Findly, everything was ready, and they sat down to egt. "I ill can't believeit,” Brandd said, tipping
three sausage patties onto his plate and handing the platter to Cimorene. "Vamist never liked the idea of
wizards.

They weren't traditiona enough for him."

"Don't gart on that again,” Morwen said. "Y ou'll use up al your energy burning your hair.”



Cimorene swallowed a bite of toast and said, "Y es, what we need now isaplan. Can you give us
directionsto this Vamis person's house, Brandd ?'

"I'll do better than that. I'll show you." Brandd scowled and awisp of smoke rose out of hishair. "The
idea of that pompous, overbearing skunk hel ping wizards after he got us kicked out of town for being
nontraditiond . .."

"1 wonder whét they offered him?' Tdlemain said.

"How about awarding spell powerful enough to protect him from haf a dozen fire-witches?' Morwen
suggested.

"Y ou mean he was working with them al aong?' Brandd said. "That little-" "We don't know that for
certain,” Cimorene said hadtily.

"Yet. Andif you sill can't go home, you can come back to the Enchanted Forest with us after we get
the sword. I'm sure Mendanbar would be happy to have you, and the rest of your family, too."

"It'slots nicer than aswamp,” Killer put in. "There's plenty of clover-at least, there's plenty for rabbits. |
don't know if there's enough for six-foot donkeys with wings." His ears drooped at the thought.

"WEell worry about that later,” Morwen told him. "Eat your bregkfast.

Brandd, how long will it take usto get to Vamist's house? And does anyone have any suggestions asto
how we should proceed once we get there?

"That'seasy," Cimorene said. "It looked like Vamist and Antordll were the only onesthere. Brande
and Telemain can go to the front door and distract them while you and | snegk in through the back and
grab the sword. And if Antordll triesto stop me, I'll melt him. Passthe sdlt, please.”
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In Which TherelsMuch Excitement

Although they discussed the matter for the rest of the meal, Cimorene's plan was the best idea they
had. Since only Cimorene could carry the sword, she had to be the person who sneaked in and took it.
Morwen had to go with her because the cats were going to act as|lookouts and no one else could
understand them. Brandel was the logical person to distract AronaVamigt, and Telemain had to be with
him in order to mdt any wizards who might show up.

"What about me?" asked Killer.

"Y ou get to stand outside the back door and stay out of mischief,” Morwen told him. ™Y ou'd be safer
here, but well probably want to trangport home right from Vamist's house.”

"Y ou're sure you can manage that part, Telemain?' Cimorene asked.

"Quite certain,” Telemain said alittle crosdy. "Thelast error was due to a cross-matrix interference that
isnot a al likely to be repeated.”

"l might agree with you if we knew exactly what caused the interferencein thefirst place,” Morwen
sad. "Sincewedont..."

"if it will makeyou fed better, I'll put a screening mechanism in the bypass module” Thistime, Tdemain
made no attempt whatsoever to hide "Temperamentd, isn't he?' said Scorn.

"A screening mechanism sounds like avery good ideato me," Morwen told Telemain. "And we aren't
guestioning your competence, so stop frowning. Getting the sword back to the Enchanted Forest istoo
important to take chances, even smal ones."

"Then you'd better help me figure out what kind of adjustments to make to the springbase loader so
that it won't ignore Branddl," Telemain said. "Since | assume you don't want to leave him behind for the
wizards™"

Brandel looked at Telemain with darm. "Leave me behind? Why?'

"Fre-witches areimmune to most spells” Morwen said. "Including ordinary transportation spells.
Tdemanisquiteright; if we don't make afew changes, you'l undoubtedly find yoursdf sanding donein
the middle of AronaMichaglear Grinogion Vamist's yard when the spell goes off."

"We can't let that hgppen!™ Cimorene said. "'If the Society of Wizards catches him, they'll do something
anful.”



"But you just said hesimmuneto spells” Killer said in apuzzled tone.

"So what can thewizards do to him?"

"Breek hislegs, tie him to atreefor the nightshadesto est, stick him in adungeon with no food," said
Trouble. "Wizards don't need magic to do nasty things."

Horatio hissed. Killer's ears went tiff and the hair dong his neck bristled. "No food! They wouldn't.
Not redly."

"Y es, they would," said Morwen. "If they caught him. Which they won't, because before we leave here,
Telemain and | are going to make sure the transportation spell works on Brandd."

Killer bobbed his head up and down in vigorous agreement. "That's good. We don't want to leave
anyone behind. No food! Thosewizardsredly are horrible.”

"Y ou two work on the spell,” Cimorene said. "I'll get everything else ready to go. How far away did
you say thisplaceis, Brandd?"

"Two or three hours walk," Brandd said. "It'll take usan hour or so to get out of the swamp, but after
that it should be easy."

Trouble lowered hishead and lashed histail in disgust. "More mud.

And no dragon to ride on thistime, ether.”

"Dibs on Morwen's shoulder," said Scorn.

"Mrrow!" said Horatio in an emphatic tone.

"Will you need me for the changes you want to make in the transportation spell?* Brandel asked
Telemain. "Becauseif you won't, I'd liketo make afew cals. The rest of the family ought to know that
the Society of Wizardsisbehind Vamig."

Telemain removed asiver globe the Size of atennisball from the pouch at hisbelt and studied it.
"What? Y es, of course. Go ahead.

Morwen, | think we should start with the shift aignment linkages.

Well haveto add two or three interrupt vectors, and we may have to modify the invisible channel
connection aswell."

"WEell need you when we test our work," Morwen said to Brandd, "but that won't be until we're
finished. Y oull have plenty of timefor your cdls; thiswill take at least half an hour, possibly more.”

Brandel nodded and left. Morwen turned back to Telemain. "I don't see the point of adding interrupt
vectors. All weredly need isatemporary changein the definition section so that it includes fire-witches."

Tdemain'sface went blank for amoment as he considered the idea.

Then his nose wrinkled and his mouth twisted asif he had bitten into something very sour. "Temporary
changes. How indegant.”

"Aslong asit's effective, who cares? Think of it asatrid run.

Y ou can study the ways dl the various piecesinteract, and do a permanent redesign later.”

"True." The magician began to look more cheerful. "In that case, where do you suggest we sart?!

Changing the transportation spell was smple, compared to keeping Telemain from putting in various
extrathings he wanted to test.

Morwen inssted on doing the last few checks, since she was dtill alittle worried about Telemain's
condition. When they were sure everything worked properly, they called Cimorene, who had vanished
down the stairwell while they were working.

"Coming." A moment later, Cimorene appeared at the head of the sairs, carrying her pack over her left
shoulder and along-handled straw broom in her right hand. "M orwen, have you got any of that flying
ointment left? Becauseif you do, | think you should useit on this. Well get to Vamist's house alot faster
if we don't haveto dog through al that mud.”

"l am not riding on that thing,” Telemain said. "Mud or no mud.”

"Hewouldn't say that if he'd spent most of yesterday wading through the stuff,” Scorn observed.

"You should talk," said Trouble. "Between riding on Morwen's shoulder and riding on Kazul's back,
you never even got your pawsdirty.”

"| was going to suggest that you and Brandd ride in the laundry basket anyway," Cimorene said to
Tedemain. "Thereisn't room for dl of us on the broomstick.”



"Theresaflying mortar and pestle in the basement,” Brandel offered.

"It'stoo heavy to use every day, and it'salittle smdl, but if you'll help me haul it upstairs you can use
it

"It sounds nearly as uncomfortable as abroomstick,” Telemain said.

"No, thank you. I'll take the laundry basket."

"What about us?" Trouble demanded.

"Y ou will come on the broomstick, where | can keep an eye on you,” Morwen told him as shefished in
her deevefor thejar of flying ointment.

"Scorn and Horatio should probably go in the laundry basket or possibly on Killer's back. We don't
want to overload anything."

"l don't know," Killer said, ruffling hiswings nervoudy. "1 il don't like cats. And they've got claws."

"Y ou bet we do.” Trouble held up apaw and flexed it, displaying five wickedly curved and sharply
pointed claws.

Killer shuddered. "Couldn't | go by mysdf?"

"No," Cimorene said firmly. "We dl have to do what we can, and what you can do is carry the cats."

"Whll, I'm not doing any moreflying,” Killer said, planting hisfeet for emphass. "It'stoo hard, and it
scaresme.”

"I bet he getsairgck, too," said Scorn. "Rabbitg!"

While Morwen enchanted the broomstick, Brandd picked up the laundry basket and shoved it through
the open window. Cimorene set it hovering and helped steady it as the two men climbed in. Then she
sent Killer and the two cats out after the basket and turned to Morwen and Trouble.

"All done,” Morwen said. "I hope the laundry basket holds together, because that wasthe last of the
flying ointment.”

"Then let'sgo. We don't want Telemain and Brandel to get too far ahead of us."

"Not to mention that rabbit,” Trouble said.

They climbed onto the broomstick and took off. Cimorene had to duck as they went through the
window..

"Excuse me, Cimorene," Morwen said as they swooped out and down.

"| forgot how tal you are.”

"Better watch for low branches,” Trouble said.

"Therearen't any low branches,” Morwen told him, setting the broomstick to fly about ten feet off the
ground.

A moment later, they caught up with Killer and the laundry basket, and the whole group continued on
together. Their speed was limited to Killer'strotting pace, but with al the treesto dodge they could not
have traveled much fagter, even without him. Following Brandd's directions, they reached the edge of the
swamp in fifteen minutes.

"It's straightforward from here," Brandel said. "Head west, toward those hills. At thisrate, we should
be there within haf an hour."

"Haf an hour!" Killer shook his mane, drawing yowls of protest from Scorn and Horatio. "Y ou want
me to keep running like thisfor another haf an hour?1 can't doit. And don't ask meto fly. That'seven
morework."

"Maybeif you didn't eat so much you'd bein better shape,” Scorn said.

"Hrrm," agreed Horatio.

"l do not!" said Killer. "It'sal very well for the rest of you.

You al get toride. | want arest and adrink and a snack to keep my strength up.”

Morwen landed the broomstick. " That sounds reasonable enough, if you don't take too long. Five
minutes now, and welll stop again hafway there.” She looked at Cimorene, who was frowning
impetiently.

"| suppose we don't have much choice,” Cimorene said. "And it redly isn't fair to make Killer work so
hard when it's so easy for therest of us. But | do wish there were some way to-to speed things up. I'm
worried about what those wizards might be doing & home."



"I'll think about it," Morwen said. "Now, aslong aswe're sopping for afew minutes... Killer, are there
any invigble dusk-blooming chokevines around?’

"| can seetwo of them right over there.” Killer pointed with hisright ear. "Areyou going to let me eat
one?'

"No, I'm going to collect them for my garden,” Morwen said. " Goodness knows when I'll get another
chance." She began rummaging in her deevesfor atrowe and some specimen bags.

"Isthis an appropriate time to be gathering plants?' Tdlemain said.

"Welve promised Killer afive-minuterest. | may aswell use the time congtructively. Y ou're going to
andyze Brandd's magic again, aren't you?"

Telemain glanced at Brandd and shifted uncomfortably. " Given the necessity of atrangportation spell
and the possibility of unpredictable interactions between it and fire-witch magic, it ssemswise to repeat-"
"Then don't fuss about my plants.”" Morwen turned to Killer. " Show me exactly where the vines are, and
I'll give you thelast bottle of cider.

Don't get too close; they're dangerous, remember.”

"How are you going to collect them, then?' Killer asked.

"Watch."

Puzzled but willing, Killer described the exact positions of the two chokevines. Cautioudy, Morwen
edged closer, until Killer said shewas just within three feet of the plants. Then she stopped and took a
spray bottle and a paper packet of powdered dowstone from her right deeve.

"What'sthat?' Cimorene asked, interested in spite of hersdlf.

"The bottleis plain water." Morwen pumped the top to get the spray working, then amed it at the tree
infront of her and covered as much as she could reach with afine mist. Shining drops of water collected
inmidair, outlining invisible leaves and semsthat shifted restlesdy asif trying to reach Morwen and her
friends,

"That's pretty,” said Killer.

"That'swet," growled Trouble, shaking hisfur asif he were the one who had been sprayed.

Morwen dipped the spray bottle back into her deeve, then carefully opened one corner of the packet.
Checking the direction of thewind, she shifted position until the dight breeze came from behind her,
blowing toward the invisible dusk-blooming chokevines. "Everyone ese, say back," shesad, and
gprinkled the dowstone over the vines.

The gray powder settled over the dampened leaves, outlining them even more clearly than before.
Sowly, the restless movement of the plants died down, until it was only aduggish tremor. Morwen
gmiled in satisfaction.

She hadn't been dtogether certain that dowstone would work the same way on plants asit did on
animals and people.

"What wasthat?' Telemain asked, bresking off his conversation with Brandd in mid-sentence.

"Powdered dowstone," Morwen said.

"It amellsgood,” Killer said. "Like fresh danddlion greenswith cinnamon bark.”

"Y ou wasted powdered dowstone on a couple of plants?' Telemain sounded completely outraged.

"l had to do something to calm them down," Morwen said. "This should keep them quiet for aday or
two-long enough to transplant them in my garden, at any rate.”

"Doesthat mean they're safe now?" Killer asked.

"Temporarily,” Morwen replied, reaching for her trowel. "That is, they won't bother you if you get
close, but | wouldn't eet themif | were you.”

"Oh." Killer's ears drooped. "Why not? They smell awfully good, especidly with that powdered stuff all
over them.”

"Weren't you listening at al?" Scorn said with a superior sniff.

""That powdered stuff isdowstone. It'smagical, and it does just what it sounds like it ought to do.
Wed belucky to get to Vamist's house by tomorrow night if you ate any of it."

Killer looked at Morwen. ™Y ou mean it would dow me down? | thought you said it made those plants
se?!



"Safeto walk near, not safeto eat.” Morwen knelt next to the chokevines and began to dig. "And |
don't know whether you'd dow down or not. So far, you haven't reacted with any particular consistency
to any of thethingsyou've eaten.”

"It's possible that the dowstone would inhibit the onset of any ateration resulting from the consumption
of invisble dusk-blooming chokevines," Telemain said. "Thereis precedent for such an eventudity in
Killer's response to the growth-enhancing qualities of MacDona d'sfertilizer, although the pardld isnot
perfect.”

"What did he say?" Killer asked anxioudy.

"That the dowstone might dow down your reaction to the invisible dusk-blooming chokevines, instead
of dowing you down." Having dug al the way around the roots of both plants, Morwen did her trowel
under the clump of dirt and carefully lifted thefirst pardyzed chokevineinto asample bag. "Unfortunately,
the only way to tell for certain would beto try it and see what happens.”

"Y ou mean the vines might do something to me, too, if | ate them?Why didn't you warn me?"

"l did."

"Y ou told me they were dangerous! Y ou didn't say they were magica.”

Trouble gave Killer alook of degp disgust. "Y ou think norma plants get named invisible
dusk-blooming chokevines?"

"But they arent invisble!" Killer protested. "Not to me."

"Then maybe nothing would happen to you if you ate one," Cimorene said.

"Y ou can experiment later. Morwen, are you finished? Weve been longer than five minutes, and I'd
liketo get going again."

"I'm done." Climbing to her feet, Morwen tucked the sample bags and trowel into her deeve and
smiled. "And | believe I've thought of away to speed up therest of the trip. Have you got any ropein

your pack?'
18
In Which They Concoct a Plan

Cimorene looked at Morwen, frowning. "Rope? | think so. Why?'

"So we can tow Killer,” Morwen said. "Between the laundry basket and the broomstick, we should
have plenty of power, and well be able to go alot faster, now that we're out of the trees.”

"Good idea," Brandd said. "It'sapity you didn't think of it sooner.

I've got plenty of rope back at the tower."

"l don't know about this," Killer said. "It doesn't sound very comfortable.”

"Do you want to run al theway to Vamist's house?' Morwen said.

"That'syour other choice. Takeit or leaveit."

Killer took it, but not without grumbling the whole time they spent rigging aharnessfor him and tying it
to the laundry basket and broomstick.

"ThisisUNDIGNIFIED," he complained asthey prepared to Sart off once more.

"What's so dignified about a six-foot floating blue donkey with oversazed wings?' said Scorn.

"I'mvery... vary... Eee-augh! Help! Slow down! Oh, | knew thiswas abad idea. Rabbits weren't
meant to go thisfast.”

Morwen glanced back and amost laughed. Killer hung at the end of the tow ropes, dl four feet braced
againg theair (which did him no good whatsoever). Hiswings and ears streamed behind him in the wind.
On hisback, barely visible between the blue ears and feathers, Scorn and Horatio lay flat with their front
claws dug into the rope harness.

Smiling, Morwen turned back to concentrate on flying the broomstick.

Despite Killer'sloud complaints, by her slandards they were not traveling particularly fast. Between the
extraweight on both broom and basket and the energy it took to pull Killer, Morwen estimated their
speed at about athird of her usud rate. Still, it was much faster than walking, especidly over the open
meadows that stretched ahead of them.



They had gone several miles and Killer's objections had degenerated into occasiond terrified brays
when Brandd dowed the laundry basket.

Morwen matched his reduction in speed, and amoment later they landed in asmall stand of trees near
thetop of ahill.

"That's enough of that!" Killer said. "I don't careif you want to get there quickly, | don't careif | have
torun, | don't careif those wizards turn meinto a pancake and eat mefor breskfast. I'm not doing that
agan."

"Youwon't haveto,” Brande said, climbing out of the laundry basket.

"Vamigt's houseisover thishill and down the road about a quarter of amile.” Helooked at Cimorenea
little gpologeticdly. "I know you'd rather be closer, but with him making dl that noise-" "Y ou'd make
noise, too, if you were being hauled aong three times as fast as any reasonable rabbit should go,” Killer

sad unrepentantly.
"W, you're not being pulled anywhere now, so be quiet,” Cimorene said. "'If you do anything that
Messes up our getting Mendanbar's sword, I'll... I'll turn you into a pancake and eat you myself.”

"You can't do that!" Killer's ears jerked nervoudy. "Can you?'

"Killer will behave himsdf." Morwen looked at her cats. " Scorn and Trouble will seetoit.” And
between keeping Killer out of mischief and acting as lookouts, the cats might actudly have so much to do
that they wouldn't get up to anything unfortunate. She hoped.

Cimorene nodded and turned to Brandd. "How easy will it be to sneak up on this house without being
seen?'

"It shouldn't be too difficult,” Brandd replied. "There are alot of trees and bushes around the house.”

"Let'sgo, then."

"What about these?' Brandd asked, waving at the empty laundry basket and broomstick.

"L eave the basket here," Morwen said. "It'stoo awkward to carry, and | can aways enchant another
onefor youwhenthisisal over. I'll take the broomstick in case Cimorene and | need to get away
quickly."

"Thenwereready," Cimorenesaid. "Let'sgo."

Twigting hisrings absently, Telemain nodded and started up the hill.

Therest followed in silence. No one seemed to fedd much like talking asthey went up over the hill and
down the tree-lined |ane on the other side.

A few minutes |ater, Brande stopped and looked at Cimorene.

"Vamigt's houseisjust around the bend. If you and Morwen cut through these bushes and head off to
the right, you should come out in his backyard.”

"Good," said Morwen. "Scorn, Trouble, run ahead and find out which room the sword isin and where
Antorell and Vamist are. Don't forget to come back and let me know."

"We aren't amateurs,” Scorn said, switching her tail.

"Right," said Trouble. "And Kazul's not here, so | get firgt crack at the wizard." He stood up and
stretched to show that it wasn't al that important, then vanished into the bushes.

"I don't know why you care so much about the wizard," Scorn said, following. "That obnoxiousidiot
with no hair isthe one | want dibson. Thethingshesad..."

Frowning, Morwen looked after the cats. "When we get back I'm going to have to make one of them
tell me just what AronaMichagear Grinogion Vamist said when he cdled the other day. Scornisredly
annoyed.”

"Yow mrow," said Horatio, and began washing his|eft front paw.

A few minutes|ater, the two catsreturned. "Vamist and Antordl arein abig room with glass doors a
the side of the house," Trouble reported.

"They've got the sword on the table and they're arguing.”

"Arguing?' said Morwen.

"About what to do with the sword. Vamist thinks the Society of Wizards should stick it into arock and
leave it somewhere because that's traditiond, but Antorell saysthat's only for important swordsthat are
supposed to be found again. | don't think he knows what that sword does.”



"Or esehe doesn't want it found,” said Scorn.

"Hmph. WEell see about that." Morwen turned to the others. "Trouble says things haven't changed much
sgncewe saw them in the mirror.

Cimorene and | will leave now; Killer, you comewith us." She looked at Telemain. ™Y ou two get
ready, and I'll send Scorn to signa you when to knock on the door.”

"Good luck,” Telemain said, and the two groups started off in different directions.

Sneaking up on Arona Michadear Grinogion Vamist's home was much easier than Morwen had
expected. The garden at the rear of the house waswildly overgrown, so there were plenty of shrubsto
hide behind, and most of the windows were covered with dense vines. Asfar as Morwen could tell, all
anyone would be able to see out of those windows were the back sides of |eaves.

Asthey approached, Scorn vanished under ascraggly chrysanthemum.

She returned amoment later. "They're fill arguing. The doors are over here on the lft.”

Morwen trand ated for Cimorene, who nodded and murmured, " Good.

Killer, you stay here. And don't eat anything. AronaVamist consorts with wizards, so therésno telling
what he hasin hisgarden.”

Weeds, mostly. It looksasif he hasn't paid attention to it for years, Morwen thought, but this was no
time to say so. Shelooked at Scorn and said softly, "As soon as were next to the doors, go around to
the front so Telemain and Brandel will know when to knock."

"No problem," said Scorn.

"And don't forget to come back when they've seen you," Trouble said.

"Y ou don't want to get left behind.”

Scorn looked at him. "1 won't be left behind. Telemain's the one who's doing the transport spell.”

"Enough,” said Morwen. "Do your jobs and argue about it later." She started toward the corner of the
house.

"Areyou going to belong?' said Killer.

"Keep your voice down," Cimorene whispered. "1 don't know, so stay dert. Were going to be leaving
in something of ahurry.”

Trouble snorted. "Theré's an understatement.”

Cautioudy, they edged up to the corner, leaving Killer to watch anxioudy from among the vines. Long
ago, someone had built astone patio aong the far side of the house, with aflower border along the south
edge and arow of tall bushesto the west for privacy. Now, weeds and grass grew in the cracks between
stones, the bushes were an untidy mass of prickly twigs, and the flower border wasfull of thistles.
Cimorene and Morwen had to step carefully to avoid being stuck.

Scorn directed them to a spot that was in easy reach of the glass doors but still out of sight. Assoon as
they werein position, Trouble insnuated himself between the vines and the wall of the house and crept
around the corner and out of sight.

"He'sready,” said Scorn after aminute. " See you later." She threw Morwen adow blink of affection
and disappeared into the unpruned hedge.

Thewait that followed seemed to last hours. Morwen could fed Cimorene's tension, and she was not
exactly calm hersdlf. Planning to avoid adirect confrontation with any wizard-even if it wasonly
Antordl-was dl very well, but there was no guarantee that the wizard would cooperate. She fingered her
deeves, wishing that witches spells did not take such along timeto perform, or that there were some
way of storing them for quick use, theway wizardsdid.

Theivy trembled, and an instant later Trouble appeared. "They've left the room. Both of them. And the
sword isjust Sitting on the teble.”

"Did you spot any darm spells?' Morwen asked.

"Nope." Trouble lashed histall.

"This sounds too easy." But Morwen turned to Cimorene anyway and said, "They're gone."

"Then let'sgo." Cimorene stepped over a patch of gigantic dandelions onto the ruined patio, and
Morwen followed. Together they crossed to a set of double doors made of small rectangular
windowpanes, eight down and four across on each door.



Cautiously, Morwen tried the handle. With a sharp click, the latch opened and the right-hand door
popped haf aninch inward.

They looked at each other, and without aword they leaned forward to peer through the nearest
windowpane. The room looked just as empty of people as Trouble had claimed, though it was rather full
of other things.

Ornate chairslined the walls, and most of them had things piled on their seats. One held a stack of
books; another, aclay pot filled with dirt; athird, astuffed pigeon sitting on astringlessviolin.

Two dusty suits of armor holding spears stood on either side of the far door, and the walls were
covered with cobwebby pictures. In the center of the room was alarge table, with two chairs pulled out
crookedly from opposite Sdes, asif the occupants had gotten up quickly.

In the center of the table, shiny and positively reeking of magic, lay an unsheathed sword.

Cimorene looked at Morwen and sighed. "It must be atrap. But that's Mendanbar's sword in there, for
certain, and we haveto try to get it.

And | don't think we're going to have much time. Any suggestions?”'

"Quit fussing and go get the silly thing," Trouble said.

"Areyou volunteering to befirst in line?' Morwen asked.

"Why not?" Trouble rose on his back legs and set hisfront paws against the unlatched door. Asit
swung inward, he dropped to al fours once more and sauntered through. He paused just out of reach,
glanced around, and then took a short running start and legpt onto the table. Looking very smug, he
twitched histail and sat down on the hilt of the sword.

"| should have known better," Morwen muttered. "Well, at least we know he was right about the
adarms. If there were any, that performance would have set them off."

"Then let's" From the front of the building came aloud, angry yowl, carrying easily over and around
the intervening walls. Trouble jumped to attention, straddling the sword, and Morwen took aworried half
step toward the sound before she caught hersdlf. the sword | S the important thing right now, she
reminded hersdf, but she couldn't quite make hersdf believeit.

"That'stornit." Shoving the door the rest of the way open, Cimorene darted inside. Morwen had no
real choice except to follow.

"Drat," she said, and did so.

As Cimorene ran across the two yards of open space that separated the doors and the table, Morwen
fdt arippleof magicintheair.

"Cimorene, stop!" she said, but she was not quite in time. The ripple hit Cimorene and froze her
motionless, one hand siffly extended toward the hilt of Mendanbar's sword.

"Oh!" said Cimorene. "'l can't move. Morwen, what's happened? Can you do something about it?"

"] am what has happened!” said anew voice, and one of the suits of armor shifted and began to
change. Its hard edges blurred and darkened, and itsfeet and legs spread out into along robe. The spear
it held lost its head and shrank afoot and ahalf. Last of dl, the face came clear.

"Antorel!" said Cimorene,

"Exactly,” thewizard said with an evil grin. "And | don't think therés anything at dl that your witchy
friend can do about me."

Morwen's eyes narrowed. "WEell see about that." She pointed at him and said firmly, "Argelfraster.”

Nothing happened.

19
In Which They Confront the Villains

A dartled expression crossed Antordl'sface. Then he smiled smugly and said, ™Y ou see? | have taken
careof your little spell.”

Hmph, thought Morwen. | certainly don't believe that. He's probably just out of range. Now, how can |
get close enough to melt him before he gets suspicious and freezes me?

"How interesting that Mendanbar sent the two of you to retrieve this'-Antorell waved hisfree hand a



the sword, and Trouble bristled"instead of coming himsdlf. It must not be asimportant to him as Father
thought it was. Not that it matters now. Even if Father and the others haven't taken control of the castle
yet-" "Taken control of the castle?' Cimorene sounded thoroughly aarmed.

"I knew there was something wrong a home."

"And just how was the Society of Wizards planning to take over the castle of the King of the
Enchanted Forest?" Morwen asked in as politely skeptical atone as she could manage.

Antorell flushed angrily. ""One man is no match for the combined might of the Society of Wizards."

"He has been until now," Morwen said. Of course, until now he's had the sword. It'sagood thing
Cimorene sent Kazul back last night; it sounds asif Mendanbar can use the help.

"Until now, we have not acted in concert,” Antorell said. "But yesterday morning, dl of the wizards of
the Society of Wizards, led by my father, the Head Wizard Zemenar, transported themselvesto the
Enchanted Forest to take the magic that rightfully belongsto us. By thistime, they should be finishing up
their work."

"Y esterday morning?' Morwen blinked. " So that's what disrupted Telemain's transportation spell! He
must have gotten caught in the backwash of the Society of Wizards trangporting en masse.”

"Mendanbar and Kazul are quite capable of handling your society between them," Cimorene said to
Antorell, putting up her chin.

Thewizard frowned. "I doubt that. Father is prepared for anything.”

"It'shard to be prepared for the King of the Dragons.”

Antord| seemed to have forgotten Morwen for the moment. Hoping to move close enough for the
melting spell to work, she stepped sideways around the end of the table. Unfortunately, the movement
attracted his attention.

"Halt? Antorell raised his gaff and pointed it at her. "Stay where you are, or I'll seeto it that you can't
move, either.”

"Try it," Trouble growled. 'Just try it."

Muffled noisesfiltered through the door beside Antorell. A moment later, it sSwung open. Antorell
glanced over and moved away as Telemain entered, supporting Brandel with one arm. Branddl'sface
was agrayish white, and his eyes were glassy. Even across the room, Morwen could smell aburned
odor.

Teemain'seyes met hers. "Helost histemper, and the reflective sidewash from the shielding
enchantment on Vamist produced atemporary circulating phase inversion at the energy source. Hell be
al rightin afew minutes"

"His own magic bounced back and stunned him,” Morwen trandated for Cimorene's benefit. Then she
looked past Telemain and stiffened.

Behind Telemain and Brandd, the bald, sharp-faced man they had seen in the mirror entered, carrying
Scorn a arm's length by the scruff of her neck. He had reason for caution: his hands were covered with
scratches. Scorn's eyes were narrowed to dits and she was panting for breath, but she till managed an
occasional swipe with apaw.

Unfortunately, she wasn't close enough to the bald man to connect.

"Put that cat down immediately,” Morwen said. "Y ou're suffocating her.

Adult cats aren't meant to be carried that way."

"Oh, isit yours?' said the bald man. "Y ou should train it better.

It'snot very well behaved.”

Trouble bunched himself together and growled. If Telemain and Brandel had not been between him and
Scorn's captor, Morwen thought, he would have legpt to the rescue at once.

"Y ou seem to have had some difficulty after all, Vamist," said Antorell to the bald man. "I did warn
you."

"It was nothing | couldn't handle,” said Vamist.

"Put that cat down,” Morwen repested, diding her handsinto her deevesin search of something to
throw.

"You'd better doit,” Cimorene said. "Hurting one of her catsisthe only thing | know of that makes



Morwen lose her temper.”

"Morwen? Vamig's eyes widened, and he brandished Scorn asif she were abanner. "The so-caled
witch? Then you should thank me for-ow!"

Suddenly, Vamist jumped and FLAILED hisarmsin a desperate attempt to keep his balance. Morwen
glimpsed a black-and-white blur between hisfeet.

Then Trouble launched himsdf from the table, ricocheted off Brandd's shoulder, and landed, claws
extended, on top of Vamist's bald head.

Vamist howled and dropped Scorn, who landed heavily and dragged herself under the table, wheezing
audibly. As he grabbed at Trouble, Morwen pulled the collapsible bucket from her deeve and threw it.

The bucket hit Vamist in the shoulder just as he got agrip on one of Trouble'slegs. The impact wasn't
heavy enough to do any real damage, but it startled him into losing his hold. Trouble took afina swipeat
the back of Vamist's neck and dropped to the floor, where he joined Horatio under a chair.

"Youllittle-" Vamist bent and grabbed at the cats, only to trip over Teemain's conveniently extended
foot. He went sprawling, and Telemain smiled dightly.

"You dl right, Scorn?' Trouble asked, hisvoice dightly muffled by the table and chairs.

"l will beinaminute,” Scorn said. She sounded hoarse but angry, " Save some of that creep for me."

"Grrrow," said Horatio, and he wound between the chair legsto Scorn's side, where he began washing
her neck.

"Nothing you can't handle, eh, Vamist?' said Antordll. "No wonder you needed our help. Y ou did fine
aslong asdl you had to ded with were ordinary townspeople, but you can't handle even one witch's
cats."

"l don't-yowch!" When Vamist looked up to answer Antorell, Horatio had reached out and calmly dug
hisclawsinto Vamigt's hand. Vamist pulled back out of reach, glared at Horatio, and said, “traditiona
witches have one black cat. These are clearly not proper witches cats, and there are far too many of
them. Had we had the opportunity to discussit, | would have advised that witch to dispose of
these-these mongrels and find amore suitable companion.”

"Isthat what you called about?' Morwen said. "No wonder the cats were furious?'

"Do you blame us?' said Trouble. "'Dispose of these mongrels,’ indeed”

"l can see how successful your persuasion would have been," Antordll said to Vamist.

"There are dwaysthose who insst on ignoring the grest traditions,” Vamist said with an attempt at
dignity. "They are foredoomed to failure.”

"Of course. You'redoing this'-Antorell waved at the sword-"out of the goodness of your heart. Y ou
don't need usto protect you from the fire-witches, because they're doomed to failure. Right?"

"You'reasbad asheis" Brandd sad, scowling at thewizard. He il leaned heavily on Telemain, but
his color wasimproving rapidly and hiseyes had lost their glassy look.

For thefirgt time, Antorell took agood look at Branddl. "A fire-witch! How fortunate. My staff can use
alittle more magic, and yourswill do very nicely." Antorell stepped forward and raised his staff.

Morwen's lipstightened. She was no closer to Antorell than she had been, so she still couldn't make
Tdemain's mdting soell work.

Telemain was near enough, but he was very sensbly saving what was [eft of hismagic for the
transportation spell that would take them all back to the Enchanted Forest. Brandel didn't know the
melting spell, and Cimorene was close enough but couldn't move to point her finger because of Antordl's
gpell. Antorell's spell-wizard's magic. Mendanbar's sword automatically counterswizard's

Morwen |leaned forward and grabbed the hilt of Mendanbar's sword. It felt asif she had grabbed the
hot end of a poker, but she hung on.

Only for aminute, only long enough to swing it, she thought, and swept the flat of the blade up against
Cimorenesarm. A jolt of magic shook her hand loose as the sword absorbed the wizard's spell, and the
blade clattered to the table. At exactly the same ingtant, Antorell's staff exploded.

Everyone ducked, including Cimorene. "Ow! My gaff!" yelled Antordll. "Thisisn't poss-Cimorene!™

Cimorene pointed at him. "Argdfraster. Argdfragter, you nasty little thief."

Antordl began to melt. "No! Cimorene, thisisal your fault. | spent months making that staff! I'll get



youfor this, | siwear | will.

If it takesme twenty years, I'll get you. You'll be sorry. Youll be..." Hisvoicetralled off into agurgle.
AronaVamist leaned forward, staring increduloudly at Antordll's empty robe and the spreading puddle of
brown goo on hisfloor.

"Well, that takes care of him, "Cimorene said with congderable satisfaction.

"Who blew up his saff?'

" think it was Mendanbar's sword," Morwen said, gesturing.

Impossible. | was observing with great care, and the necessary connections for such a serious shift
interference were not present.”

"Thenwho did it?' Brandel asked.

"l suspect you did." Telemain let go of Brandel, waited a moment to make sure the fire-witch would not
fal over, and then began picking up splinters of Antord|'s staff. "At this point, it isonly speculation, but a
fundamenta incompeatibility between your magic and that of awizard would account for the phenomenon
very nicely. | will be ableto say for certain after | do afew tests.”

"Good," said Cimorene. "Do them after we get back." Gingerly, sheleaned forward and picked up
Mendanbar's sword. Morwen's hand still felt sore and she could not help flinching, but although
Cimorene held it with obvious care, the sword did not appear to bother her. "And now that we've got
this, we can-" "Not so fast!" AronaMichadear Grinogion Vamist had straightened and edged around the
table as Antorell melted. Now he picked up aclay pot filled with dirt from the seet of anearby chair and
held it poised to throw.

The angry red scratches that covered his hands and head made him look very fierce. "Put that sword
down at once and leave."

"No," said Cimorene. "It's my husband's sword, and I'm taking it home.

Telemain, how soon can you do that transportation spell?

"Theinitia preparations require amentd effort that-" Telemain paused, looked a Cimorene, and then
sad carefully, "I'll be ready in aminute or two."

"Thank you," Cimorene said, smiling. "Then let's" "Cimorene, duck!"

Cimorene dodged in response to Morwen's shout, and Arona Vamist's clay pot flew over her left
shoulder. For amoment, it looked like a clean miss. Then Cimorene yelled in surprise and clawed at her
face with her free hand. Even before Morwen saw the pot dangling from nothing at al down Cimorene's
back, she knew.

"It'san invigble dusk-blooming chokevine," she said. "Stay back, everyone, or it'll grab you, too."

"l warned you," Vamigt said. "now will you leave?"

"Get that thing off Cimorene.”

"No. Not until you leave."

"l bet he doesn't know how," Trouble said.

"He kept it from attacking him when hethrew it," Scorn objected. "He must know something.”

"Well, why don't you shove him into it and see what happens?' Trouble emerged from undernesth the
table and approached Vamist.

"Good idea." Morwen stalked around the table to join Trouble.

"What'sagood idea?' Vamist said, backing away from them aong the far sde of thetable. ™Y ou get
out of my house, dl of you!"

"Arent you finished yet?' said Killer from the doorway. "I thought this wasn't supposed to take long.”

"What isthat?" said Vami<, looking wildly over his shoulder.

"Killer!" said Morwen. "Get in here and eat thisvineimmediately.”

"lan't that one of those things you say you can't see?" Killer said doubtfully, shoving hisway through the
partly open double doors. "Y ou said before that they weren't safe. And what if there are side effects?

"Eat it!" Morwen said. "I'll take care of the Sde effects|ater.

Hurry up!" Cimorene had kept her grip on the sword and she was till on her feet, but she was
beginning to turn blue.

"If you say s0." Killer stretched out his neck and bit at the air in back of Cimorene. The clay pot



crashed to the floor and shattered, spewing dirt and shards of clay, while Killer munched thoughtfully.

"Not bad. It's much more delicate than I'd expected from the way it smells, though. And | can't quite
placetheflavor." He nibbled delicately next to Cimorene's ear.

Cimorene choked, gasped, and began to regain her proper color. Taking two or three deep breaths,
she made aseries of brushing and pulling motions around her head and shoulders.

"Hey!" said Killer. "Y oureknocking it al over thefloor!"

Cimorene coughed and glared a him. "That'sthe idea."

"Butitll get dl dusty!"

"Y ou won't have timeto worry about that,” Vamist said. "I have other snaresin my housefor criminas
and thieved"

Dodging between two chairs, he jabbed his thumb against awooden flower carved into thewall. With
ahigh-pitched screeching of metal against metd, the suit of armor next to the door raised its spear to
throw.

"Teemain," cried Morwen, "get usout of here!™

The suit of armor et fly. Cimorene evaded the missile easily, but Killer wastoo largeto avoid it
quickly. Asthe edges of the room blurred and ran together in the beginning of Telemain's trangportation
spell, the spear struck the left Side of Killer's chest.

"Eeee-augh!”

Killer reared back, wings flapping. Asthe mist of transportation cleared, he sat down on the air Six
inches above aclump of violets.

The spear fdl to the ground below him with aloud thump, flattening astrip of moss.

"Killer!" said Cimorene. "Oh no! Morwen-" With the back of her mind, Morwen noted that Telemain
had managed to trangport them al the way back to the Enchanted Forest in one jump, and that for some
reason he had brought Arona Michaelear Grinogion Vamist dong. Most of her attention, however, was
centered on Killer, who was flopping around in amanner that would have looked exceptiondly slly if she
had not been so concerned.

" Stop floundering about like that,” Morwen said to the donkey. "I can't do anything to helpif | can't get
near you."

"Waugh!" Killer rolled sdeways and struggled to hisfeet. "That was uncomfortable. Am | dead?"

"No such luck," said Scorn.

Everyone stared at Killer. There was not amark on him to show where the spear had struck, though
they had dl seenit hit him. Then Trouble sauntered forward. Reaching up, he batted at Killer's front
hooves. His paw went right through them asif there were nothing in the way but air.

"That'sahandy trick," Trouble said. "How'd you do it?"

"Dowhat?" Killer asked. He looked down in time to see Trouble jump through hisright leg. "Eee-augh!
I'maghost! Oh, hep."

"You can't beaghog," Cimorene said. "It'sthe middle of the day.

Ghogtsonly come out a night.”

"Most of them," Morwen corrected. "I knew a ghost once who was afraid of the dark, so he dways
appeared at noon. He had aterrible time scaring anyone. Still, | believe you're right about Killer."

"If I'm not aghost, why isthat-that cat prancing through me like this?'

Killer demanded.

"Side effect,” sald Morwen. "An extremely opportune Side effect, in fact. Eating that invisble
dusk-blooming chokevine seems to have made you insubgtantial .”

"Shouldn't it have made him invisble?' Brandd asked.

"Not necessarily,” Tdemain said. "The pattern of interactivity among the various layers of enchantment
affecting Killer is such that the precise effect of additional incidentsis not subject to the usua predictive
methods."

"Eeeeee-aaauugh!” Killer'swall of distress was louder and longer than any of hisearlier complaints. "If
I'minsubgtantia, how am | going to eat?"

"WEell take care of that as soon as we return Mendanbar's sword,” Morwen told him. "Telemain, if



you're quite recovered, we should-Arona Michaglear Grinogion Vamist! Where do you think you're
going?’

"Somewhereelse" Vamist said. Y ou have no right to kidnap melike thigl”

"And you have no business aiding and abetting the theft of important magica items from the King of the
Enchanted Forest,” Cimorene said.

"Besdes, I'mawitch,” Morwen put in. "lsn't it traditional for witchesto stedl people awvay?"

"Not people likeme!" Vamist said. "Babies and princesses.”

"Babies and princesses are of no practica use whatsoever,” Morwen said. "Most of them, anyway.
And the onesthat are useful don't need to be kidnapped.”

"That's not the point!"

"No," said Cimorene. "The point isthat we have more important things to do right now. Well ded with
you later; until then, you stay with us. Telemain, can you take usto the castle now?"

"It will besmpler if you will dl stand alittle closer together,” Telemain said. "That's better.” He
gestured, and the familiar mist rose around them.

When it cleared, they found themselvesin alarge empty area. Forty feet ahead of them, the enormous
trees of the Enchanted Forest rose in massive splendor, but where they stood were only ashes and bare,
blackened ground. For amoment, Morwen thought Telemain had made amistake.

Then she turned her head and saw the castle, with itsimprobable towers and windows and staircases,
shimmering inddeagiant bal of golden light.

"Good heavend" said Cimorene, spesking for them al. "What's happened?’

20
In Which Disaster Strikes

For along moment, no one answered. Then Morwen said, in avoice that sounded grim even to hersalf,
"The Society of Wizards happened. | just wonder where they've al disappeared to.”

"Good riddance, wherever itis" Scorn said. "What amess."

"Maybethey'reinsde the castle?’ Brandel suggested.

"No," said apleasant fema e voice behind them. "Outside the foredt.

At least, that's what the dragonstell us. Hello, Brandd; it's nice to. see you again.”

"Amory!" Brandd spun around, kicking up asmall cloud of ash, and hugged the dender red-haired
woman standing in back of him. "So Marli passed my message on.”

"Y es, and we've certainly had an interesting time of it." The red-haired woman smiled over Brandd's
shoulder at therest of the group. "I'm Brandd's cousn Amory. Y ou must be Queen Cimorene and the
others King Kazul told us about. She wantsto see you right away."

"l should hope s0," said Trouble.

"What's been going on here?" asked Cimorene. "And where's Mendanbar?'

"Who?' said Amory.

"The King of the Enchanted Forest," Brandd said. "Her husband.”

"Oh. I'm afraid | don't know anything about him. | think King Kazul does, though."

"Then take usto Kazul right away,” Cimorene said.

Telemaintook hold of Vamigt's shoulder-the bald man had been trying to dip off again, dthough there
was nowhere near to dip off to-and they followed Amory around the castle. Asthey walked, little eddies
of ash followed everyone except Killer. The cats were very unhappy about the way the fine gray particles
stuck to them; Trouble even tried to jump onto Killer's back to get out of the dust, having forgotten about
the donkey'slack of solidity.

A quarter of theway around the castle, they saw the first few dragons walking purposefully along the
boundary between the forest and the ashy area. Asthey went on, they saw more dragons, some walking,
some flying above the trees. A number of red-haired people-presumably more of Brandd's fire-witch
relatives-were standing guard near the edge of the glow that surrounded the castle. Amory nodded to
them in passing and cut across the open areato the forest on the far sde.



Kazul was just insde the forest, talking with another dragon and two more fire-witches.

"... and now it seemsto have stopped growing completely, Y our Mgesty." The second dragon had a
deep, clear voice that carried plainly to the approaching party. "Nobody's surewhy."

"Well, it'sagood thing, whatever the reason,” Kazul said. " Send someone over to-" "Kazul!" Cimorene
quickened her pace. "What's been happening? Where's Mendanbar?'

"l think he'sdtill inthere," Kazul said, nodding at the castle, which was partidly visible through the trees.
"| see you got the sword.

I'm glad something's goneright lately.”

Trouble and Scorn ran ahead and jumped onto Kazul's tail, but Horatio hung back.

"Mrow?'

"If Kazul doesn't care, | don't see why you should," Scorn told him, and began to wash the ashes off of
her back.

"Y ou think Mendanbar'sin the castle?" Cimorene paed dightly. "why don't you know? Kazul-" "Stop
flapping your wings over it and | et the dust settle)” Kazul said.

"I'll explainin aminute. Marchak, send someone to notify the air patrol about this area, and tell them
that if they find any other ashed-out spots they're to check whether the spots are stable before they
report in. Let them know that Cimorene's back, with Mendanbar's sword."

"Right away, Your Mgesty," said the other dragon. With a chearful wave in Cimorene'sdirection, he
walked off.

Cimorenetook a deep breath. "Kazul, tell meright away. IsMendanbar al right, or... or..."

"Mendanbar isnot dead,” Morwen said firmly.

"Why areyou so sure of that?' Kazul asked.

"I've lived in the Enchanted Forest for along time. | was here four years ago when the old King,
Mendanbar's father, died. Believe me, when aKing of the Enchanted Forest dies, the forest makes sure
everyone knowsit.

| didn't get agood night's deep for aweek, and neither did anyone else.”

Troublelooked up from washing histail. "Including cats," he said in tones of deep disgpproval. |
remember that."

"That's good," Kazul said. Then her head turned to look at the castle and the sphere of gold light that
surrounded it. "1 think." She glanced at Cimorene and sighed. "It was the Society of Wizards."

"Of course it wasthe Society of Wizards," Cimorene said shortly, and Killer backed away from her,
earstwitching nervoudy. "But what, exactly, did they do?'

"Well, when | got here late last night, they had the castle surrounded,” Kazul said. "They must have
been using their staffs alot, because there was agood thirty yards of dead forest around the castle
aready. | thought it would be better to head back to the Mountains of Morning for reinforcements.”

"| should think so!" said Amory. "Even adragon can't take on the whole Society of Wizards
sngle-handed. 'Scuse me, Y our Mgesty.”

"We attacked a dawn," Kazul continued. "About fifteen minutes after the right started, that bubble
went up around the castle and no one could get in. A couple of wizards came out, but I'm afraid they, ah,
got eaten in al the excitement, and no one thought to ask them any questionsfirst. So we don't know
what happened insde.”

"lsn't there some way of finding out?' Cimorene turned to Telemain.

"Can't you adjust your magic mirror spell to get through that bubble, now that you know it'sthere? If |
could talk to somebody inside-" "Thereisn't anybody insde, Y our Mgesty," said anew voice, and
everyone turned to see Willin, the castle steward, standing by the base of anearby oak. The normally
immaculate ef looked awful: hisgold lace collar wastorn and blackened; his crisp white shirt was
wrinkled, dusty, and smeared with ashes; his velvet coat was ripped in severd places and was missing
mogt of its buttons; hiswhite slk hose were torn and dirty; and hisleft shoe had lost itsgold hedl.

"Willin!" said Cimorene. " Sit down-you look exhausted. What happened? How do you know there's
no onein the castle?!

"| should say, no one other than HisMgesty,” Willin said. "When heredlized that the Society of



Wizardsintended to attack the castle, he sent the staff away. Including me. | wouldn't have left, Y our
Magesy, only heingged..."

"Y ou mean Mendanbar was al done in there when the wizards got here?’

"Anunusud drategy, but quite possibly an extremely effective one,” Telemain said thoughtfully. "1 doubt
that anyone but Mendanbar redly knows al the passagesin that castle, and with everyone el se gone, he
could use hismagic full force, without worrying about hurting someone on hisown sde.”

"Wl it doesn't seem to have worked very well, doesit?' Cimorene snapped.

"Kazul, did you manage to catch Head Wizard Zemenar?' Morwen asked.

"If anyone knows what the Society of Wizards did, he does.”

Kazul shifted in evident embarrassment. "I'm afraid | ate Zemenar mysdif. | caught up with him coming
out of the Caves of Chancejust alittle while ago, and by then | wasso angry..."

"It'sagood thing you did,” Amory put in. "That was what set the rest of them running. Before then, we
were barely holding our own."

"I'm confused,” Killer said. "And thistalk about eating is making me hungry. Somebody explainit dl so
we can have lunch.”

"You can't havelunch," Troublesaid. "Y ou'reinsubstantial.”

"So somebody can fix me, and then we can have lunch,” Killer said.

"Then let ustake thingsin aproper order,” said Tdlemain, for al theworld asif he were talking about
laying out anew spdll. "Willin, you are the reasonable person to begin. What happened at the castle after
weleft?!

Willin glanced a Cimoreneto make sureit wasdl right to let thisunofficia person take charge. When
she nodded, he began to speak. At fird, the othersinterrupted him frequently with questions, but
Tdemain ingsted that answerswait until the whole tale had been told.

Oncethey redlized that he meant it, everyone except the cats stopped interrupting.

Thefirst wizards, Willin said, had turned up amost as soon as Cimorene and her party had |eft the
Enchanted Forest. Mendanbar had melted them with Telemain's spdll, but they had damaged severd
sections of the Enchanted Forest before he caught up with them.

Without the sword, he could not repair the harm they'd done, and he had been very concerned. To
help minimize the problem, he'd called in severd tribes of eves and asked them to keep watch.

"The eves could melt some of the wizardswith soapy water and lemon juice,” Willin said, "and if they
couldn't get close enough, or if there were too many wizards, they could let the King know right away.

Then held come and take care of the wizards before they did too much damage.” the entire Society Of
Wizards had appeared outside the castle.

Before anyone had redized what was happening, they had destroyed awide patch of the forest, leaving
the elves no way of getting near them with buckets of soapy water.

"That was when King Mendanbar sent usaway,” Willin finished sadly. "I tried to make him let me stay,
| redly did, but-" "I understand,” Cimorene said. "Y ou did your best."

"Did you see what happened outside the castle after you left?”

Telemain asked.

"Some of it. The wizards cleared atwenty-foot ring around the castle and then spent most of the day
working some spell; | wasn't close enough to see what. Around the middle of the afternoon, the circle
they'd cleared started to expand. Fortunatdly, it didn't grow very fast, and those of uswho were watching
had plenty of time to move back. Then about ten of them walked across the main bridge into the castle.
That'sdl | cantell you, I'm afraid. It got harder to see what was going on because | kept having to move
back to stay out of sight.”

"Was Head Wizard Zemenar one of the group that went into the castle?

Morwen asked.

Willin nodded.

Turning to Kazul, Tdemain said, "So when you got here that night, Zemenar wasinsde the castle and
the rest of the Society of Wizards were camped in the burned-out areajust outside.”

"Right," said Kazul. "I called in the rest of my people, and we attacked in the morning. Four or five



wizards came out of the castle, the shield spell went up-" "Wait aminute,” said Brandd. " Shield spell?

"That glow around the castle," said Tdemain. "The Society of Wizardsinvented it, and it'sredly a
remarkable piece of work. Nobody can get in or out whileit's up, not even a dragon-remember,
Morwen?-and they're the only people who can take it down."

"Not quite," Morwen said. "Mendanbar's sword got rid of the last one we fdl into."

"Mnmm, yes. Cimorene, how well can you use that sword?!

"I cant useit at dl redly, theway you mean,” Cimorene replied.

"From what Mendanbar said, the sword hasto... to agree to work for you somehow before you can
useit for magic, andit'll only do that for the Kings of the Enchanted Forest and their direct descendants.
I'm amember of the family, soit will let mehold it asasort of courtesy, but I'm not a direct descendant
of any of the Kings of the Enchanted Forest, so | can't useitsmagic.”

"Bladt. It's probably got a selectivity modulein the central linkage generator, and if it's braided to the
el core..." Tdeman'svoicetralled off into muttering.

Morwen frowned. The last time they had encountered the Society of Wizards shield spell, the wizards
had been using it to hold Kazul prisoner.

And if sheremembered correctly... She caught Trouble's eye and motioned to him. Tilting his head,
Trouble consdered for amoment.

Then he jumped down from Kazul's back and sauntered over.

"What isit?"

"Do you think you could get indgde the shield spell around the castle?”

Morwen asked in alow voice. If the answer was no, she didn't want Cimorene getting her hopes up.

"I don't ssewhy not,” Trouble said. "Jasper did it last time, and I'm as good at that sort of thing as he
is"

Morwen didn't bother to ask what sort of thing he was talking abouit.

If it wasacat sort of thing, aswaslikdly, Trouble wouldn't explain anyway, and questioning him might
make him refuseto help at dl. "I'd like you to go ingde and seeif you can find out what's happened to
Mendanbar."

Troubl€e's ears pricked up in interest. " Sounds amusing,” he said in atone that tried to be casua and
faled."I'll doit."

Ashewaked off toward the castle, Morwen hid asmile. Now that he'd redlized he could get inside, it
would take more than wizards to keep him from satisfying his curiosity. She turned her attention back to
the main conversation as Amory sad, "... doing very well when we got here.”

Kazul snorted. "Y ou're being generous. We weren't doing well at al.”

Shelooked at Cimorene. "It's hard to fight when you're having an dlergy attack, and with dl those
wizards staffsin one place every dragon for mileswas sneezing so hard they could barely see straight.”

"l understand perfectly,” Cimorene said. "And thank you both for trying.”

Kazul must have heard something in her tone that everyone el se missed, because she lowered her head
amost to the ground so she could look at Cimorene eyeto eye and said, "It will bedl right, Cimorene. If
he's not dead-and if Morwen sayswe'd know, then we'd know-then he's probably perfectly al right. All
we haveto do isget him out of the castle.”

"And how are we going to do that?' Cimorene said crosdy. "The sword isthe only thing that can get
rid of that shield, and he'sthe only one who can use the sword."

"WEell think of something,” Kazul said.

"In the meantime, what are you going to do about him?"Brande asked with adark look in Vamist's
direction.

"If hesawizard, I'm surel can find someone to eat him once you're finished with him," Kazul offered.
"Everyone can't befull yet."

Vamigt turned white, making the cat scratches on his head look even redder. ™Y ou can't do thisto me!™

"Why not?' Morwen said. "It'straditional for dragonsto eat people, isn't it?!

"Princesses!" Vamist said in the tones of someone grasping desperately for astraw. "It'straditional for
dragonsto egt princesses, not people.”



Cimorene frowned. " Princesses are people. Some of them aren't very sensible, but they're till people.”

"And anyway, dragons don't eat princesses,”" Kazul said. "We never have. | don't know how that silly
story ever got started.”

"I'm afraid you're mistaken, madam,” Vamist said. "Rathenmor Quil-len says quite clearly in his
Observations of Magica Beaststhat-" "Rathenmor Quillen wasanidiot,” Kazul said. "And so, it seems,
aeyou!"

"Gotitinone" said Scorn. "He's as dumb asthat rabbit.”

"I'm not dumb,” said Killer. "I'm hungry. | just thought I'd mention it, in case you'd forgotten.”

"Rathenmor Quillen, anidiot?' Vamist's outrage got the better of both histerror and his good sense,
and he drew himsdf up stiffly and glared a Kazul. "How dare you say such athing about the greatest
scholar of the past two hundred years! Who do you think you are?

"| say it becauseit'strue." Kazul smiled, starting dowly and letting the corners of her mouth draw back
farther and farther until al of her sharp, shiny silver teeth were exposed in afierce grin.

"And I'm the King of the Dragons.”

"Ah, er-oh, ah-" said Vamigt, deflating abruptly.

"Cimorene, when you're finished with thisfellow, whoever heis, | believel'd like to see how he tastes,”
Kazul went on. "Unless you want to save him for later, of course.”

"I don't know," said Cimorene. "He's certainly caused alot of trouble, but I'm not sure he deservesto
be esten.”

"He hasn't got any manners,” Kazul said. "That's enough for me. And | could do with some dessert.”

"Could you stop talking about food?' Killer said plaintively.

"Soif you haven't got any better idess..." Kazul said.

Morwen smiled suddenly. "I think perhaps | have onethat'smore. . . appropriate. If you'll forgo your
dessart, Kazul, I'd like to-" "what dessert?" asked Trouble, strolling into the center of the group.

"| thought al the wizards were gone. Oh, and does anyone want to know what | found in the castle, or
areyou busy with other things right now?"

21
In Which Nobody I s Satisfied

No one except Morwen and the other animals-Killer, Kazul, Scorn, and Horatio-understood what
Trouble had asked, but everyone, even Vamigt, could tell by their reactionsthat it was important.

"All right, hotshot, what did you find in the castle?’ asked Scorn, switching her tail in annoyance at
having to admit to so much curiosity in public.

"One moment, please," Morwen said. Quickly, she explained to Cimorene, Telemain, Brande, and
Amory where Trouble had been and what he had just said. Cimorene bit her lip, glanced at Vamig, and
turned to Willin. "Willin, can you keep thisfelow under control and out of the way? He was working with
the wizards, and | don't think he should hear this"

"He may have someingght to offer, Your Mgesty," said the df.

"However, if youwishit, | will do my best.”

"I'll get hisingghtslater,” Cimorene said grimly. "Get him out of here."

“I'll help,” Amory offered.

"Me, too," said Brandd. "I'd be quite happy to help, in fact.”

Vamist looked at the two fire-witches, who were eyeing him the same way Murgatroyd and Chaos
tended to eye a particularly plump mouse, and blanched.

"Thank you," Cimorene said to Brandd. "Just leave enough of him for me to get some answers out of
leter.”

"I think we can managethat,” said Brandd.

Willin bowed and the three of them marched Vamist off into the forest.

Cimorene turned back to Trouble. "Morwen..."

Morwen nodded at the cat. " Go ahead now, but dowly, so | can trandate.”



"Couldn't you just let them wonder?* asked Trouble. "Oh, dl right.

The castleis empty, except for the usua furniture and a couple of gooey wizards robes. I'd guess
Mendanbar melted afew of them before they got him."

"Got him?' Cimorene said after Morwen'strandation. "What does he mean by that, Morwen?”

"If she doesn't interrupt, I'll tell you." Trouble was plainly enjoying dl the attention. "I didn't see any
trace of Mendanbar, so | asked the gargoyle in the study-the one that answers the magic mirror-if it
knew what happened.

Apparently, the wizards didn't notice that it wasintelligent, so they did quite abit of talking in front of
it

"What did they say?' Killer asked with the ar of someoneinterested in spite of himsdlf.

"Oh, thisand that. Most of it wasn't very interesting.”

Kazul put one forearm down next to Trouble and flexed claws that were dmost aslong asthe cat'stail.
"Little one, tdl your story without these digressions, or | may lose what little patience the Society of
Wizards hasleft me”

"If youing<." Trouble stretched, to show that even adragon couldn't impress him, then went on. "The
gargoyle said | wasright about the robes. Zemenar and his group lost four wizards before they managed
to corner Mendanbar. The gargoyle knew about it because they dl came into the study afterward to
decide what to do next. Seems that the wizards found out that they couldn't kill aKing of the Enchanted
Forest outright without messing up what they were doing to the forest. And Zemenar didn't want to just
hold him prisoner, because he was afraid we would come back any minute." Trouble shook hishead in
admiration. "Y ou know, Mendanbar's amost asgood asacat.”

"At what?' asked Morwen. "Oh, never mind. What did they do with him?"

"Zemenar put himin storage,” said Trouble.

"What does that mean?' Cimorene asked once Morwen had trandated this.

Trouble shrugged. "He sent Mendanbar somewhere where he couldn't make any difficultieswhile the
wizardsfinished up with the forest. 'I'll put him through a door and then hide the door,' iswhat the
gargoyle heard him say. Too bad Zemenar didn't work the spell in the study where old wooden-head
could watch, or I might have been ableto tell you what it means.”

"This doesn't make any sense." Cimorene sounded thoroughly frustrated.

"Of courseit doesn't make sense,” Scorn said. "Wizards don't have sense. If they did, they wouldn't
make dl these problems.”

Morwen did not trandate Scorn's comment. Instead, she asked Trouble, "Where did the wizards do
their spdll? Could you tell?"

"Piece of cake," Trouble said. "In the Grand Hall. The place reeked of recent spdll casting, and-" "Did
you check the rest of the castle?!

Morwen interrupted. "The Grand Hal iswhere Telemain did his wizard-liquefication spell, and you may
have been senang the residue from that."

"Give me credit for some sense,” Trouble said. "Besides, it's not that hard to tell Telemain'smagic from
awizard's. Even though they used some of his equipment.”

"l fill don't understand,” Killer complained. "And-" "And you're hungry," said Scorn. "We know."

"l don't understand either,” said Cimorene. "What does 'put him through a door and then hide the door'
mean?'

"Telemain?' said Morwen.

"Mmmm. It sounds asif someone did apartia transportation spell, looped it, bound the resdua to a
temporary construct, and then-" Kazul cleared her throat pointedly. Telemain paused, frowned, and said
crody, "l don't know any other way to explainit.”

"They used atrangportation spell to send Mendanbar somewhere, only they stopped in the middie,”
Morwen suggested.

"No, that would be unstable,” Telemain said. "The field would collgpse unless they looped it and bound
the ends to something. It'stheoretically possible, but it takes an enormous amount of power."

Cimorene glanced over her shoulder at the destruction that surrounded the castle. "As much power as



you'd get from soaking up abig chunk of the Enchanted Forest?"

"| think they used mogt of that for the shidld spell,” Tdemain said.

"But if anyone could have done alooped transport, Zemenar could.

After dl, hewas Head Wizard of the Society of Wizards."

"I don't careif hewas Firgt Minister to the Grand Poobah of the Great Cathayan Empire," Cimorene
said. "How are we going to get Mendanbar out?"

"Wecan't,” Tdlemain sad.

"What?'

"To dismantle the spell, we would need to be inside the castle. To get into the castle, we would haveto
get through the wizard's shield spell. The only thing-besdesthe Society of Wizards themsalves-that can
take down that shield spell is Mendanbar's sword. And none of us can useit.”

Cimorene looked appalled. "Then Mendanbar's stuck forever.”

"Or until he starvesto deeth,” Killer put in gloomily.

"Not necessarily,” Morwen said. Everyoneturned to look at her. "Inthefirst place, if Telemainisright
about what they did, Mendanbar won't starve. A looped transportation spell makes it temporarily
unnecessary to egt."

Telemain nodded, pleased. "Hershenfeld's experiments proved it. They were quite definitive.”

"In the second place, it isonly true that none of us can use the sword yet. "Morwen pushed her glasses
firmly up and gave Cimorene asignificant look.

"What-oh, Morwen, you can't mean the baby/" said Cimorene.

"Sounds reasonable to me," said Killer.

"It would," said Scorn.

Tedemain frowned. "I don't think it will work, Morwen. The sword requires acertain level of ddliberate
control, and | doubt that a baby could provide coherent directions.”

"Weéll wait for him to grow," Kazul said. "It won't take long."

"Maybe not by dragon standards,” Cimorene said. "Buit fifteen or sixteen yearsisalong timefor
people. | don't want to wait. And what if he'sa she?!

"That shouldn't make any difference,” Tdemain said. "What'simportant to the sword isthe bloodline
and the-the persondity. Or perhapsit's attitude that counts. 1've never actualy seen the linkage process
that enables someone to use the sword, so | can't say for sure.”

"No," said Cimorene. "Absolutely not. It would take too long, and it'stoo iffy. And what if one of the
wizards decides to come back and sneak into the castle to finish Mendanbar off?"

"Have you got any better ideas?’ Kazul asked.

"How about lunch?' Killer said pointedly. "Aren't people supposed to think better when they've eaten?
| do."

"It wouldn't take much," Scorn said. "Y ou're arabbit.”

"Not anymore.”" Killer's ears went limp and his wings drooped at the thought. "Now I'm a-a something
d"

"Lunch soundslike avery good ideato me," Kazul said. "Especidly since we needn't rush right in to
rescue Mendanbar.”

L ooking suddenly uneasy, Killer backed away from the dragon. All a once, he stopped and his eyes
got very big. "You can't eat me! I'm insubstantial.”

His muzzle twitched. "1 never thought thered be anything good about that.”

"I'm not interested in eating you," Kazul said. "What | want issix gallons of Morwen's cider and abig
helping of cherriesjubilee”

Morwen frowned. "I thought you were full.”

"I'm never too full for dessert,” said the dragon. "And chasing wizardsisthirsty work."

"l supposewe might aswell," Cimorene said. "It doesn't ook asif any of you will make much sense
otherwise"

"Does that mean someoneisgoing to fix me?' sad Killer.

"| thought you wanted to stay insubstantia,” Trouble said with ady glancein Kazul's direction.



"Not if it means| can't eat.”

Since thiswas an eminently reasonable attitude, and since Killer had been very patient, dl things
consdered, Telemain agreed to take alook at the spells afflicting Killer. While Kazul caled in various
dragons and fire-witchesto set up lunch, Telemain unloaded alarge number of peculiar-looking
implements from his pockets and began stalking around the donkey, muttering under his breath. Morwen,
after amoment's consderation, chose to help Telemain rather than assst with lunch. It gave her afighting
chance of keeping the magician from getting so absorbed in studying the interconnecting layers of
enchantment that he forgot about removing them.

They were, it turned out, just in time. The various enchantments seemed amost to have teaken on alife
of their own, linking and intertwining with each other until there was no separating them.

Fortunately, Killer'sinsubstantiaity had only just begun to be incorporated into the main mass, but even
s0 it took the combined efforts of Morwen and Telemain to nullify it. The processwas dow, and by the
time they finished they stood in the center of acircle of interested observers attracted by the spectacle of
asx-foot-something blue donkey with wings blinking on and off as bits of the spell came loose.

"Whew!" said Telemain when thelast of the insubstantiaity had been removed and canceled out. "That
was more of ajob than | expected.”

"Can you stop now?" Cimorene asked. "Lunch isready. If you could leave the rest of the spellsfor
afterward-" "1 think were going to have to leave the rest of the spellsfor good,” Telemain said, stowing
hisimplements back in their appropriate pockets.

"What?"

"Killer has so much magic stuck to him that the bottom layers have melted together,” Morwen said. "It's
practically impossible to undo the spells he's under. We were lucky to get the top layer off.”

"Y ou mean I'm going to be a seven-foot, €even-inch—counting the ears-bright blue floating donkey with
overszed wingsfor therest of my life?’ Killer wailed.

"Count your blessings," said Scorn. "At least you're not insubstantia " And you're not arabhbit,” Trouble
pointed out. "That'saplus.

"But I'm supposed to be arabbit!”

"Quiet," Morwen told them gternly. "As| was saying, undoing the spellsis next to impossible. But
moving them...."

"...isedlementary magic,” Telemain said, nodding. "Wewon't even need any specia equipment. But
who were you thinking of moving them to?"

Morwen smiled. "Cimorene, would you ask Willin to bring AronaMichaglear Grinogion Vamist over
here for amoment, please? Thiswon't take long, and then we can relax and have lunch.”

For amoment, Cimorene and Telemain stared at Morwen, and then they began to smile, too. "It will be
my pleasure,” Cimorene said, and caled Willin over. A short time later, Vamist gppeared, flanked by
Brandd and Amory.

"What do you want now?" Vamist asked. "'l demand that you send me home at once.”

"Inaminute,” Morwen said. "Stand over here by Killer. Trouble, Scorn-" "Right here," Scorn purred.
"Go ahead whenever you're ready.”

"Good." Morwen raised her left hand, palm up, then flipped it over.

"Front to back, White to black, Y oung to old, Silver to gold.”

As shefinished speaking, Killer began to glow green. The glow pulsed once, brightly, far enough for
the edge to touch Vamigt. "Whoops" said Vamigt, and "Eek!" said Killer, and then an ordinary brown
rabbit with afew faded patches of white-dyed fur dropped to the ground next to an oversized blue
floating donkey with wings

"Look," said Scorn. "He's got alittle bald patch between hisears.”

"What-eee-augh!” said Vamigt. "No! Y ou can't do thisto me!™

"Want to bet?' said Trouble,

"Goodness, helookssilly," said Killer, twitching hisnose. "Isthat realy what | waslike?"

"Except for the bald patch,” said Scorn.

"Y ou can't mean to leave me like this? Vamigt cried. ™Y ou wouldn't make me stay adonkey?"



"You're not just adonkey,” Morwen said, letting her smile grow.

"Y ou're aseven-foot bright blue floating donkey with oversazed wings.

And asfar as1'm concerned you can stay that way for the rest of your life.

Tedemain, have you got enough energy left to send him to the main square in his hometown?"

"l believe| can managethat,” Tdeman sad.

"No! I'll be the laughingstock of the whole countryside! And how will | get peopleto pay attention to
what | say?'

"Youwont," Brandd said with considerable relish. "No onewill listen to someone who looksthat Silly.
Morwen, it's perfect.”

"It certainly is" Cimorene said. "How on earth did you think of it?'

"It came to me awhile back, when Scorn said he was 'as dumb as that rabbit.” Now dl that'sleft isthe
problem of what to do about the castle.”

But though they discussed it over lunch, after lunch, and through the afternoon until dinner, no one
could think of anything that might work.

Telemain spent an hour studying the shield spell, but he could not find any way to get rid of it. The
dragons could not get closeto it because the spell wastoo similar to the one on the wizards staffs and
made them sneeze. Thefire-witches magic just bounced off. In desperation, Cimorene even tried to stick
Mendanbar's sword into the spell, but it stopped at the edge of the glow and refused to penetrate it.

"| think we're going to have to walit for the baby,” Tdemain sad findly.

"I'm not giving up yet," Cimorene said. "There's got to be some way to get in, or to get Mendanbar

"Don't be so sure,” Morwen said. "Barrier spdllsfrequently comewith atime delay, rather than any
specific sort of key. | believe ahundred yearsisthe usua period, though that normally appliesto hedges
of briars, not glowing magic shidds. Still..."

"I'm not giving up,” Cimorene repested. "And I'm certainly not waiting ahundred years!”

And shedidn't. For the next two months, while Telemain and Morwen disposed of Vamist the donkey
and sent Killer the rabbit back to his clover patch, while the dragons combed the Enchanted Forest for
gray wizards, while the fire-witchesfinished helping out and went home (or, in some cases, built new
homesin the Enchanted Forest), Cimorene tried everything anyone could think of to get hersdf through
the wizards shield. She had dwarves dig runnels and birds dive at the top of the shield; she sprayed it
with soapy lemon water and sprinkled it with powdered dragon scales (donated for the purpose by
Kazul); she cast spellsaone a midnight and at noon in combination with Morwen, Telemain, dl of the
firewitches, and severa dragons.

Nothing made any difference.

Kazul left asquad of dragonsto keep watch for wizards near the castle, and she herself visited
frequently. Eventualy, she persuaded Cimoreneto dow down, at least until the baby was born. Since
none of the other attempts had shown any sign of success, Cimorené's child seemed more and moreto
be their best hope of getting into the castle, rescuing Mendanbar, and defeating the wizards once and for
al. Rumors began circulating, each purporting to give the redl truth about the battle and the whereabouts
of King Mendanbar.

The Society of Wizards was too busy with its own affairs-choosing anew Head Wizard and recovering
from the unexpected ondaught of dragons and fire-witches-to make new trouble for thetime being. So
the pausein thefighting stretched out longer and longer until it became a sort of uneasy, unofficia peace.

And everyone waited.

EPILOGUE
Which Hintsat Thingsto Come

Motherhood suits Cimorene, Morwen thought as she watched the Queen of the Enchanted Forest and
the King of the Dragons making peculiar noises over the infant Prince Daystar, aged two months, six
days, and some-odd hours. On the moss beside them, at the foot of an ancient and enormous willow, lay



Mendanbar's unshesthed sword.

"Telemain says he melted another wizard in the eastern part of the forest yesterday,” Morwen said
aoud. "They're getting bolder."

Cimorene looked up, her face clouded. "I know. Antorell found me thismorning. It'sdl right. | melted
him," she added quickly. "But he was very angry. | think he blames me because Kazul ate hisfather."

"Antorell never was very strong on logic,” Kazul said. "Ooochy-000.

What afine big boy you are?’

Sincethislast was directed at the baby Prince, Morwen only smiled.

"It'sagood thing none of my cats are here, or you'd have to make an equal fuss the next time one of
them haskittens"

"Aslong as| don't have to be their godmother, I'll be happy to fuss" Kazul said.

"l didn't know your cats were expecting kittens,” Cimorene said.

"None of themis, yet." Morwen smiled again. "Though the way Scorn and Horatio are behaving, it's
only amatter of time. Y ou should hear some of the things Trouble says about them-'mushy’ is probably
the kindest."

"It'sagood thing you like cats," Cimorene said.

"Yes, itis" Morwen looked at Cimorene, and her smile faded.

"You're avoiding thered subject, whichis, What are you going to do now? It will be along time before
Daystar isold enough to use Mendanbar's sword, and if the Society of Wizardsislooking for him-" "
don't think they are," Cimorene said. "I don't think they even know Daystar exists. Mendanbar and |
hadn't officialy announced it before they attacked, and afterward it seemed like agood ideato keep
quiet about it. So they haven't heard, and they're not looking for Daystar.

They'relooking for the sword, and they're looking for me."

"It amountsto the same thing," Morwen said. "And doesn't Antordll know about Daystar, if he found
you thismorning?'

Cimorene snorted. "Antorell was so mad at me that he didn't notice anything €l se. He walked right by
the sword and tripped over Kazul'stail before | melted him.”

"Still, if hefound you, it's only amatter of time before the rest of the Society does, too. Isnt it?!

"Not quite." Cimorene glanced sdeways at Kazul and took a deep breath. "I've thought about thisa
lot, and | have an idea how to outsmart them. | want to know what you think of it."

"Y ou know what | think of it," Kazul rumbled. "I don't likeit one bit.

Theideaof-" "Hush, Kazul, you'll upset Daydtar. It's like this, Morwen: The Society of Wizards knows
I've brought Mendanbar's sword back to the Enchanted Forest, because they can't swallow big chunks
of the forest's magic anymore and they know that the sword iswhat keeps them from doing that. So
they're poking around here, looking for me and the sword. If | leave the forest-" "But you can't take the
sword out of the Enchanted Forest or the Society of Wizardswill start destroying it again,” Morwen said.
"Or dsethe siword will lesk dl the magic out of the forest, which amounts to the samething.”

"I'm not going to take the sword out of the Enchanted Forest,” Cimorene said. "I'm going to hideitin
here, and then I'm going to take Daystar and settle down outside the forest somewhere. Not with the
dragons, the wizards will expect that."

Morwen frowned, forcing herself to consider the proposa carefully.

"So the Society of Wizardswill 1ook for you inside the Enchanted Forest, because they'll expect you to
be with the sword and they'll know that the sword is still insde the forest. And since you'll be outs the
forest, you and Daystar will be rdlatively safe. And thingswon't get any worse inside the forest, because
the siword will keep the wizards from destroying new bits.

Very nest. But what if they find the sword?!

Experiment with awizard's staff, and he saysthat aslong as the sword isinside the Enchanted Forest,
it'sinvisbleto wizards magic. If | hideit well, they'll have to search the whole foret, inch by inch, on
foot, in order tofind it."

"And | doubt any of them have the patience for that. But are you sure that the wizards won't think up a
way to get around it?"



"Tdemain saysthat the only way awizard could use magic to find the sword would be to use a spell
that finds the person who's carrying it.

And for that to work, the person carrying it has to know that what he's got is Mendanbar's sword.
That'swhy | can't giveit to you or Telemain."

"l see. So by thetimethewizards think of casting that type of spell, if they ever do, the sword will be
hidden and you'll be outside the forest.”

Cimorene nodded. "1'd like to have you or Telemain check on the sword once in awhile to make sure
it'sal right, but if the wizards start looking for someone who knowswhat it is" "That shouldn't bea
problem aslong aswe don't try to carry it."

Morwen'sright hand tingled, remembering the way it had burned when she held it. "And | certainly
don't intend to try!"

"Oh, that only happens outside the Enchanted Forest,” Cimorene said, then frowned. "At least, I'm
farly surethat'swhat Telemain meant when he explained. Inside the Enchanted Forest, the sword does
different things"

"W, I'm not giving it the chance to do them to me," Morwen said.

"If you want to be certain the wizards won't catch us checking, I'll send one of the cats.”

"That should work. Not too often.”

"No, we wouldn't want to lead the Society of Wizardsright toit.”

Morwen shook her head. "I don't likeit any more than Kazul does, but it soundsasif it will work. As
far asit goes.”

"Asfar asit goes? What do you think I've forgotten?'

"The Society of Wizards put up that shield spell. What if they decideto pull it down in ayear or two
and take over the castle? We can't keep aguard on it for the next sixteen or twenty years. Not an
effective one, anyway."

"Speak for yoursdf,” Kazul said. "Sixteen or twenty years of guarding acastleis nothing to adragon.”

"And Kazul and Telemain have dready solved that problem anyway,” Cimorene said. "'Y ou must not
have come by the castle, or you'd have seenit.”

"Seenwhat?' said Morwen.

"The second shield spell, the one the dragons put up." Cimorene's eyes sparked. "Tdemain andyzed
the wizards shield spell, and then Kazul got al the dragonsto duplicateit. It works the same way the
Society's spell does: only the people who put it up can teke it down.”

Morwen pursed her lips. "So we can't get at the castle because of thewizards spell, and the wizards
can't get at their spell because of the dragons spell. Y ou do seem to have thought of everything.”

"Thank you," said Kazul. "Now convince Cimorene that shelll be safein the Mountains of Morning
with therest of us, and well beal st

"l don't think | can do that,” Morwen said. "In the first place, Cimoreneis stubborn as a pig when she
wantsto be, and in the second place, she'sright. As soon asthe Society of Wizards figures out she's not
in the Enchanted Forest, they'll ook for her with dragons.

And they're sneeky enough to find her, and that would ruin everything.”

She sghed. "When do you intend to leave, Cimorene?”

"This afternoon, as soon as | hide this." Cimorene picked up the sword. "It'sapity | cant putitina
sheath, but Telemain saysthat with Mendanbar ... unavailable, a sheath would obstruct some of the
sword's spellsthat interfere with wizards."

"Would you like some hep?' Morwen said.

"It can't hurt. Kazul, will you watch Daystar for an hour or two?"'

"| suppose 0. Since you seem determined.”

"Good." Cimorene patted the dragon's shoulder. "And thank you.

Bye, Daystar."

As she bent forward to kiss him, the flash of light on the blade of the sword caught the child's attention,
and he reached for it with both hands.

"Ah-ah-ah!" he demanded.



"No, Daydtar,” Cimorene replied gently. "Not now. Thisisfor later, when you're older.”

"Ah-ah-ah?' said Daystar emphaticaly.

"When you're older,” Cimorene said again. "Come on, Morwen, let's get started.” Together they
walked through the trees to find a place to hide the sword against the time when Daystar would be old
enough to useit.



