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Rumpots, Crackpots, 
and Pooka-Mazed Halfwits

BE TRUE to your Academy — Your Wizard Academy !! 

Some wizard schools are large, highly-accredited, and well respected. Others are smaller, but serve elite clientele and have high academic standards. By way of contrast, Gallimaufriars Academy in Cumbria barely meets Ministry of Wizardry standards. 

Discover fascinating stories about magickally-gifted youngsters training to become the Wizards of Tomorrow at a school that isn’t quite right ... The problems young Corwyn Daniels faces are a bit more challenging than most wizardlings encounter:

• How do you go about capturing a Black Dragon?

• What kind of bird is Mukudor the Pestheckler? 

• Where did the school’s prized 
——..Sand Djinn Dervish go?

• Why is Gwynn ap Nudd hunting 
——..Misty Callaghan? 

• How do I cast a spell when the Wild Hunt 
——..is after me? 

Corwyn really has his work cut out for him. Wizard Academies: Rumpots, Crackpots, and Pooka-Mazed Halfwits relates the magickal misadventures of a boy from the LEAST influential Wizard Academy in Britain.

• The dangers are unworldly. 

• The monsters are scary. 

• The greenhouse flowers are dangerous. 

• The young heroes are plucky. 

• The villains are the least of our worries ... 

BECAUSE

• The professors are downright barmy. 

YOU HAVE BEEN ACCEPTED INTO THE WORLD OF MAGICK.

See what happens to young wizardlings at a school run by professors that other schools call “a bunch of rumpots, crackpots, and pooka-mazed halfwits” — in this latest entry in the series featuring Wizard Academies.
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RUMPOTS, CRACKPOTS, AND 
POOKA-MAZED HALFWITS

By Alan Lance Andersen
• • •
.

Part I

Prologue

This story begins, neither 
‘once-upon-a-time’ 
nor in a galaxy far away — 
but precisely seven years, 
four months, two weeks, 
and three days ago ...

On the northwest corner of Scotland lies one of the most desolate, forsaken stretches of land anywhere in Britain. The coastline where Loch Laxford stretches southeast from the Sound of Handa is wild and bleak. Between the little village of Fanagmore and the headland where Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies sits atop its grey rocky cliffs, pebble-strewn trails and twisting footpaths wind among the gorse and heather. The only sounds to be heard are the wind blowing off the Solway Firth and the cries of sea gulls and hunting kestrels and falcons.

Corwyn Daniels was a sturdy lad of ten summers, with wild straw-coloured hair, a firm squarish jaw, and a dusting of large freckles to match. Corwyn was one of the more well-liked lads in the Fourth Form at Killiecrankitt. He had a hearty grin which tended to show up at the most inopportune times, such as when he was being reprimanded by one of the Masters or when having the daylights pounded out of him. 

Corwyn frequently found time to steal away from his studies at the Crankitt School for a solitary walk among the sea cliffs of Niblick’s Head, to smell the salt breeze and feel the wind in his hair, the sun shining on his freckled nose. He was most likely to take such walks on days when term papers or research projects were due which he hadn’t finished yet. On the day in question, the wizardling was walking along a rocky footpath with a confident stride, his hands in his pockets, whistling a simple tune as he looked out over the Minch. His pace was perhaps a bit too confident, for the next moment he tripped over a rock and fell flat on his face.

Had this mishap not occurred, he might never have heard a frail thin voice calling for help.

Corwyn scooched up on his elbows and looked about, trying to pinpoint the source of the small voice. Then he saw her — a tiny golden figure half-hidden among the fallen rocks that had trapped her ankle. Her hair was long and golden, and she was dressed in dried heather, woven moss, and skeleton leaves. She held a black frog in her lap.

The lad crawled up to her slowly on his hands and knees, fully aware that interactions between mortals his size and the wee folk are fraught with potential difficulties. “Hullo, there ...” he said gently. “Can I help you?”

She looked up at him. Her eyes were large, and looking into them was like gazing at a sea of stars in the night-time heavens. She nodded shyly at Corwyn. Carefully, the wizard boy lifted the rock from her delicate ankle and set it aside. Noticing her red bruises, he pulled his wand from its holster and spellcast a simple healing charm: “Helbrede Velgàende!” 
The bruises went away.
“Better now?” he asked. 

The faery closed her eyes and dropped her head down, then looked up at him again with a delicate grin. She reached into her spidersilk reticule and pulled out a tiny golden necklace. The pendant was a latticework gold setting holding what appeared to be a badger’s tooth. She held it up to Corwyn, who took the necklace and gently put it around his neck. “Thank you,” he said. The faery laughed.

Corwyn Daniels got to his feet and dusted off his knees. “Well then, if you’re all right — I’ll be off.”

She smiled up at him.

With a nervous wave, Corwyn backed away and walked off towards the wizard academy.

• • •
When he was gone, the scene shifted and wavered. Where the tiny girl and the black frog had been, there now stood two ancient and gigantic crones, tall as thorn trees, dressed in high-waisted robes with long aprons and white shawls over their gnarled and craggy faces. “Well, Giptur — he certainly took you to be a lovely young creature.”

“He is always a fool for a damsel in distress, Hamingjur,” said the other. 

“I wove the treads of good fortune intertwined with his destiny on the day he was born,” said Hamingjur. “Why do you feel he needs greater luck than that?” 

Giptur shook her head sadly as they watched the boy trudge back along the trail towards Killiecrankitt. “That lad is going to need all the luck he can get.”

Then the two Norn handmaidens turned, crossing over the Sea of Stars, and vanished from sight.

CHAPTER 1

It was a late afternoon in mid-October. Choppy waves on the chill waters of the Minch were frothy with whitecaps as a falcon took flight from his eyrie in the cliffs of the promontory of Niblick’s Head and dove toward the sea, both to pick up flying speed and for the sheer joy of it. The bird circled high aloft, borne upward by a sea wind off the Minch. The falcon headed south and then turned east — so as to not to pass directly over the turreted and gabled castle and stone outbuildings of Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies. Strange things were always going on there, and the place was infested with people. 

But the main reason the bird avoided the campus was because looking at it gave him a headache. The grounds were laid out in a triangle, with collections of edifices of various age along the edges and a triangular greensward containing smaller structures in their midst. The apex at the north always seemed to shift in the bird’s vision in a way that hurt his eyes, so the falcon flew the long way ‘round whenever possible.

Winging southeast and then eastwards along the rocky shore of the Firth of Triton’s Trumpet, the falcon made inland for the Ngaio Marsh, to where the Shelly Burn emptied into the Firth, and where he hoped to catch his dinner — perhaps a nice fat eider or stodgy puffin.

The bird’s flight paralleled a gravel roadway along the shoreline for a little distance, and there he saw something that made him circle back around for a closer look. An open cart was making its way toward the gatehouse of the great University of Magick — drawn by a large tawny creature with black stripes and long graceful horns that swayed and twisted over its back like lazy smoke trails. The driver and sole occupant of the cart was an aged man, thin and erect, with a long, thin, slightly-unkempt beard of dirty white. The old man was clad in a heavy black greatcoat, the bulk of which accentuated his scrawny wrists and neck. He wore a tall black opera hat perched atop his bony head. A gust of wind whistled up off the Firth and lifted the top hat from the old man’s head and dropped it on the path.

“Drabbit it!” the old man swore.

Grumbling loudly, the driver reined in the Yale, applied the hand brake, and dismounted from the cart. The Yale turned its head to stare balefully as the old geezer bent to retrieve his errant headgear. Quick as a flash, one of the Yale’s long black horns swiveled over its back like a striking snake. The beast’s aim was slightly off, for the tip of the horn missed the old man’s backside by a hairsbreadth and slashed into the ground just as the curmudgeon grasped the brim of his hat.

The elderly man paused briefly as the Yale withdrew its horn. Then, silently, he straightened up, brushed off the hat, and planted it firmly back on his bald, liver-spotted head. He then turned deliberately and glowered at the monster.

The Yale’s horns were now arched outward and forward, the tips at about the level of its eyes, weaving this way and that like rapiers seeking an opening in an opponent’s defenses. The old man said nothing, but stalked deliberately up close to the beast and glared directly into its hot, amber eyes with his cold, rheumy blue ones. He held the stare until the Yale, cowed, laid back its horns and looked away.

“Harrumph!” The old man snorted as he returned stiffly to his seat, released the hand brake, and shook the reins. The Yale set off at a trot towards the entrance gate.

• • •
The rough-hewn menhir called ‘The Killiestanes’ glowed with the reddish light of the setting sun as Corwyn Daniels trudged up along the path between the henge and the statue of the Red Mage, Thomas MacAngus, founder of the University back in 1113. The coloured sunset gave a magickal glow to the ramparts and bulwarks of the great castle: the twenty-seven towers and turrets, some round, others square, some small and high, others massive and resting on the native bedrock upon which the University stands; the roofs of the turrets like so many inverted ice cream cones or party hats. 

Corwyn reached the entrance to the University at the same time as the old curmudgeon with the Yale cart. The boy tugged his forelock respectfully at the old man, who scowled and muttered “Harrumph!” — then vanished through the great doors at the main entrance. Corwyn cut around to the right and hurried up the sidewalk across the inner campus. The last echoes of the bells announcing the evening meal were just fading away as Corwyn reached the colonnade of Gorey Hall on the other side of the Quad and trotted up to the doors of the Refectory.

“What Ho, Corwyn!” said Eric Hazeltine as the freckle-faced boy scurried into the dining chamber and took his seat. Due to lower enrollment this term, the Third and Fourth Form shared a common table. “Began to wonder what kept you. Never knew a trencher lad like you to be late for dinner.”

“Yeah, well — at least I’m not the latest,” said Corwyn Daniels. “Here comes Ridpath.”

Eric looked across the room. Sure enough, red-haired and anemic Aleister Ridpath was just trotting up to the doors of the Refectory, his jacket and tie in disarray. The other boys in his Form were quick to notice this.

“Looks like ol’ Carrot Top’s been wrestling with the Cailleach Bheur, don’t it?” Eric Hazeltine remarked to Jasper Rutherford around a mouthful of food. 

“Aye, must be in a tizzy,” Jasper drawled. “His tie ain’t properly knotted.” 

Corwyn smirked. 

Aleister Ridpath was frequently the butt of jokes. The little brat always had such an air of studious propriety that the other Third Form lads couldn’t resist poking fun. They were a little in awe of him though, as were even the Fourth Form boys in Corwyn’s class. Aleister was very accomplished for his age. He was even auditing some college-level courses, so the other boys seldom japed at him or said things in front of his face. This evening, however, the lads were in a mischievous mood.

“Next thing ya know, he’ll have his shirt-tails hangin’ out like a Gallywog!” Jasper laughed. Eric snorted at this rare wit.

‘Gallywog’ was a disparaging term applied by the students of the more prestigious schools when referring to the denizens of Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts, a school down in Cumbria noted for attracting rather difficult boys — not ‘bad’ like the students at Scheherazade, but rather the oddballs and misfits who didn’t really fit in. The faculty at Gallimaufriars were known to be the eccentrics, crackpots, and rumpots of the magickal profession. Students at Gallimaufriars were not, frankly, expected to amount to much. They were also referred to, rather nastily, as ‘Gumps.’

• • •
The Killiecrankitt Masters and the Archmage sat at the High Table, which stood on a wide dais filling the far end of the dining chamber. Ancient magickal tapestries hung over the dark oak panels behind them. The dais overlooked the rest of the room, where other tables were set at right angles to the High Table, and the university students and younger Crankitt school pupils dined among their colleagues in each College or Form.

Large werelights floated beneath the high-vaulted ceiling, illuminating the hall. Beneath them, an orchestra of enchanted instruments flew in a stately procession while playing philharmonic music, adding to the clamor of the place. Corwyn Daniels thought it was all very impressive.

The boys watched Aleister Ridpath as the gangly redhead walked stiffly through the doors of Gorey Dining Hall and along the oak-paneled wall opposite them. The thin, bespectacled boy dressed in a green tartan jacket made his way over to take his place at the Third Form table, adjusted the wire-framed glasses in front of his pale grey eyes, and rubbed his long thin hands together as he took his seat. The only open chair at their table was across from the grinning Jasper Rutherford. Aleister Ridpath did not like Rutherford at all.

Jasper was a big, jovial English boy with a shock of black hair, smiling green eyes, and a mouth habitually cocked in a silly grin. His attitude towards his studies was casual at best, but he had an ease of manner when it came to Spellcasting that usually got him through his courses with adequate marks. He and his friend Eric Hazeltine — not to mention Corwyn Daniels — were forever playing Mumbletywort or some other such game. Aleister detested the other boys, and especially hated Jasper because he insisted on calling Aleister Ridpath ‘Alfie.’

“Wotcher been doin’, Alfie?” Jasper asked, his silly grin getting bigger. “Tryin’ to sneak into the Fifth Form girl’s dormitory?” (This was actually something Jasper was frequently guilty of attempting himself). 

“Uhm, no ...” Aleister replied with a tight smile on his thin lips. “Just doing a little reading.”

He took his seat and set his books to the right of his plate.

“Oh, what?” asked Jasper reaching over to snatch the topmost book from Aleister’s pile. “Oooh My! Conan The Destroyer!” he said after scanning the title. “Bit Bolshie don’t ya think?”

In fact, Aleister never actually read such books; he just carried them around or used their covers to disguise his real reading in order to camouflage himself and appear to fit in with the rest of his Form.

“Well, you know ...” he said lamely as he reached across and snatched the book back from Jasper. 

Corwyn grinned and scooped large helpings of food onto his platter. Jasper smirked and leaned over to discuss Gromporske with Eric. Aleister dished food onto his plate. 

Gromporske was the only sport that really interested Aleister Ridpath; there was nothing like the thrill of Mastering one of the beasts and riding it in triumph around the stadium. All that had been spoiled for him at the beginning of the term though. Aleister had successfully Buckmastered a particularly feisty Ophinicus, a monster standing at least twenty hands high with the muscular body of a lion and the neck and fierce head of an eagle. 

Just as Aleister was taking his victory lap, Corwyn Daniels had allowed his own steed, a great hulking brute of a grey dragon, to drift too close to Aleister — and the Ophinicus had spooked, throwing Aleister onto the muddy track and rocketing off on its own. Only the intervention of three Masters and Orieon the School Hunter had kept the beast from leaping into the stands and savaging the spectators. Aleister had to accept the reprimand — the only one of his career — with what grace he could. The Masters had not believed his explanation, but Aleister knew that it was all Corwyn Daniels’ fault.

Corwyn Daniels knew nothing of Aleister’s hatred for him.

CHAPTER 2

The meal wound on until it was time for the Nightly Reading between the main course and the dessert. The Archmage, Angus Sean Ewan Joshua MacDonald-Findlayson-MacGregor, a tall powerful man with blocky features and close-cropped grey hair, arose from his chair between Harald Mactavish, the Bursar, and Deirdre Cairngorm, the Head Mistress, and strode to the lectern at the center of the High Table.

“Ladies and gentlemen of the University,” said the Headmaster, his immense baritone voice booming and echoing through the hall. The tables and orchestra fell silent. “Bairns of the Crankitt School. Tonight, we are honoured by the presence of a very distinguished guest. Dr. Magnus MacAngus, a descendent of our illustrious founder, has deigned to pay us a visit. Please give him your undivided attention as he has graciously consented to give tonight’s exposition. The subject will be: ‘The Morals of Magicks.’ ”

The Archmage turned and gestured to the elderly man in archaic, threadbare evening dress seated to his right. As the assemblage clapped politely, the old man rose slowly from his seat and removed his tall black opera hat, setting it carefully on the seat of his chair. He bowed stiffly to his audience. Falteringly, he made his way to the lectern, where the Archmage stood aside respectfully. Once there, the old man put on a pince-nez, fiddled with the frayed cuffs of his shirt, and glanced at some yellowed note cards in his hand. 

“Ladies and gentle mages ...” he began, his wheezing voice nearly inaudible. The Archmage leaned over in front of him and made a gesture in the air. Dr. MacAngus nodded his thanks and began again: “LADIES AND GENTLE MAGES O’ TH’ COLLEGES AND BAIRNS O’ TH’ SCHULE ...” His creaky piping now boomed throughout the dining chamber excruciatingly amplified; the tables shook, and at the far left end of the High Table, Mistress Templemain’s champagne glass shattered as she was bringing it to her lips.

“Ahem —” said the old curmudgeon, speaking in a softer voice. “Now pay attention. My subject for this evening shall be, as the Archmage has indicated: ‘The Morals of Magicks ...’ ”

• • •
A long and dreary fifteen minutes later, old Dr. MacAngus finally finished his odious speech and received a loud ovation of relief. He had begun with a preamble on the need for Justice, wandered off into a long and desultory description of ‘alchemical balances,’ and finally concluded with an appeal for the Restoration of the Stuart Monarchy. Even the Archmage’s eyes had taken on a vacant look after the first few minutes. 

Corwyn Daniels and his buddies had found the lecture boring, but simply ignored it. Aleister thought that the whole topic was dull and probably meaningless, but he had forced himself to look alert and attentive. Accordingly, while Aleister’s attention was on the podium, the other boys turned their attention to the little prig’s unguarded plate of food and bowl of dessert. Jasper Rutherford reached surreptitiously into his pocket and withdrew a little glass jar with air holes punched in the lid. He unscrewed the top and surreptitiously dumped the contents into Aleister Ridpath’s bowl with a plop.

When Aleister turned back to his custard, he found a large, slimy rock snail wallowing in the middle of the bowl. He glanced up to see Jasper Rutherford trying to hide a smirk and Eric Hazeltine stifling a guffaw behind his hand.

“Ah, a gift!” Aleister exclaimed as though pleasantly surprised, grasping the snail between his long pale thumb and forefinger. He held it up to examine it. The snail sucked rapidly and almost audibly back into it’s shell. “But Jasper — isn’t this Ethelred, your prize snail-baiting steed?” Aleister asked as he glared across the table at Rutherford. “Truly I shall cherish this gift. Thank you so much.” So saying, he wiped off the custard and thrust the snail into his pocket, grabbed his books, and rose from his seat.

Jasper suddenly looked stricken.

“Oie!” Jasper chortled. “My snail ...”

Of all the little games played by wizardlings in Britain, Snailbaiting was perhaps the most peculiar; it was a sort of Sumo wrestling with mollusks. Snails were captured (or in Ethelred’s case, purchased) and placed in a circular “arena.” The wizardlings then placed geases upon the snails to charge at and knock over their opponents, using special magick wands called Béquillewands to guide them about the Snailing Arena. The bouts proceeded at a snails pace, so to speak — which provided ample time for placing bets and making banal commentary or stupid jokes. Aleister Ridpath never played such games.

“Now, Alfie!” Jasper called at Aleister’s stiff, retreating shoulders. “Hey wait — it was just a joke!”

Aleister ignored him and stalked away.

Corwyn Daniels grinned. Ethelred was a prizewinning snail ...

• • •
Corwyn was bemused by Jasper’s crude prank. Dropping a snail in the twit’s custard was just the sort of thing a Third Form youngster would come up with. But as jokes go, this was mere monkeyshines. Across Gorey Dining Hall from Corwyn’s table, just below the Archmages’ High Table, was a grey trestle table seating seventeen college-level students at Killiecrankitt University — journeymen and a few adepts ranging in age from eighteen to twenty-four. Unbeknownst to the Faculty and Staff of the university, these lads at the Grey Table were the current members of The Brotherhood of Rogues, a secret society dedicated to buccaneering and pranksterism for profit. 

When it came to practical jokes, these lads were the crème-de-la-crème. Many of the finest gags in the school’s long history had been perpetrated by this lot and their predecessors — and it was to their credit that none of them had ever been caught by the administration for their misfeasances. If Jasper Rutherford wanted to play jokes, here were the role models he should emulate. But of course Jasper didn’t even know The Brotherhood of Rogues existed. 

Corwyn Daniels knew, because his uncle Casper had been Grand Prefect of the Order back in the halcyon days of his misguided youth. And Uncle Casper kept in touch with current escapades of the lads through his fraternal alumni “old boy” network. Corwyn delighted in hearing stories of The Brotherhood’s adventures from his uncle when he went home for the holidays.

This was the group who traditionally “borrowed” gryphons from the Killiecrankitt Zoo each Midwinter Eve for an inebriated and carousing game of Gryphonball played on the Fanagmore moorland. The monsters were charmed by means of Highland Gold Gryphnip, a biothaumaturgically-enhanced crossbreed of catnip and cannabis. The players charmed themselves with liberal quantities of ale, port wine, and brandy from a pub in nearby Tarbet. 

The current Grand Prefect of the Brotherhood was Tristaine Smythe-Fotheringay, a dashingly-handsome journeyman of some twenty-two summers, a self-styled ladies’ man and prankster extraordinaire. 

Tristaine Smythe-Fotheringay was charming and witty; he was very popular with the most attractive young ladies of the university — journeyman and adepts alike. He was even mooned over by the more giddy girls in the Crankitt School, including a number of Corwyn’s own classmates.

It was Mister Tristaine who once won a wager of twenty pounds sterling for ensorcelling the bronze statue of the Red Mage, Thomas MacAngus, so that it’s head rotated backwards on its shoulders and it shouted double-dactyl poems in ancient Corinthian in the direction of the Killiestanes.

Mister Tristaine once sold tickets for a guided tour of the ‘Horrors of the Catacombs’ to a visiting delegation of dignitaries from Czechoslovakia. To achieve this end, he had actually managed to pose as an adjunct to the Archmage. He arranged for a dozen or so of his mates from the Brotherhood to secrete themselves in the tunnels that undermine Niblick’s Head and pose as dreadawesomeful monsters — and the results were so horrifying that the tour participants never spoke of the terrible experience to anyone, which suited Mister Tristaine perfectly. The ‘horrors’ were so realistic that the young man himself would have been frightened if he hadn’t known it was his friends in disguise. 

You can imagine Mister Tristaine’s consternation upon returning to his residence chambers that evening to learn that his fraternity brothers had all been delayed and were unable to get to the catacombs in time for the ‘guided tour.’ 

The monsters were real ...

Corwyn watched Mister Tristaine smirking and joking with one of his fellows at the Grey Table, clapping the man on his shoulder with one hand while quaffing half-a-flagon of wine using the other hand. He then turned to his platter, picked up an enormous roast turkey leg dripping with barbeque sauce and bit off a robust chunk, and then began recounting a story of some sort to a fellow who sat across the table. The master prankster chewed and swallowed and talked and laughed all at the same time. He was the life of the party at the Grey Table.

One of his fellow Rogues said something, and the Grand Prefect looked over his shoulder at the High Table, nodded, and shook hands with the lad who had spoken. Then Mr. Tristaine performed a complicated variation of the Notice-Me-Not hex, with a sweep of the hand that limited the effects of the spell to the Archmage’s High Table. He then got up from his seat, walked boldly to the Head Table behind the old geezer who had given the speech, lifted old Dr. MacAngus’ top hat, and put it on the gaffer’s liver-spotted head sideways. Mr. Tristaine returned to the Grey Table and graciously accepted a goodly sum of money as payment for the wager. The Rogues applauded and cheered; and the few Crankitt School pupils who had noticed giggled. 

Corwyn remembered that once Tristaine Smythe-Fotheringay who once won £85 from Edouard St. Ledger on a bet that he could grow donkey-ears on the Archmage without being caught. The wards and shields on the person of Angus Sean Ewan Joshua MacDonald-Findlayson-MacGregor were legendary, but Tristaine’s spell was not directed at Master Angus. Rather, he ensorcelled the entire Journeyman college with a gestalt geas that made them all think they saw donkey-ears on the schoolmaster.

Now these were worthy pranks, thought Corwyn Daniels. A real practical joke requires intelligence, planning, talent, cunning, and fortitude. It would take a master trickster to top such legendary pranks as these — and no one had ever managed to successfully pull off a joke on Tristaine Smythe-Fotheringay himself. Here was a lad who had gone way too long without a fall; he was ripe for the plucking. It would be a tour-de-force to play a master prank on the Grand Prefect of the Brotherhood of Rogues.

But what had really torn it so far as Corwyn Daniels was concerned was when Tristaine Smythe-Fotheringay had ensorcelled Corwyn’s own writing pen — and that of all the other players on the Crankitt School Pêlgwyddon team — with disappearing ink! The spell was timed to take effect just before the wizardlings’ research papers were due to be handed in for their History of Magick class. When the team handed them in — all the papers were blank. The instructor knew it was a prank by someone, but the team had to miss the championship match against Kingsbridge nevertheless to re-write their term papers. 

It was commonly assumed that the prank had been pulled off by students from the English wizard school; but Corwyn learned the truth from Uncle Casper. Tristaine Smythe-Fotheringay had won over £150 in wagers against the Killiecrankitt home team.

That meant war!

Corwyn Daniels smiled to think that the champion prankster’s downfall would be at the hands of a ten-year-old boy.

CHAPTER 3

Corwyn had been planning this mischief for weeks. He’d devised psychic shields to hide his thoughts from detection. He’d taken on a special term paper assignment that required him to do research in the Reliquary — the twelve-sided museum of magick that was attached like a bay window to the main hall of the university. This bought him a Dispensation Pass to work in the restricted chamber, and he’d been careful to leave behind a wax effigy of himself complete with clippings of his own hair and fingernails to establish Similarity and Contagion. He had also neglected to sign-out when he left, counting on absent-minded Professor Dingworthy not to notice. He’d prepared the love philtre with all the necessary incantations, charms, and esoteric ingredients — including some dirt from the Blue Hag’s footprints he’d gathered at considerable risk from the Pictish tombs.

After the dining chamber was dismissed, Corwyn retrieved the bottle of Portable Hole he’d appropriated from the Potions Lab the previous afternoon and made his way stealthily through the deserted hallways of Prospero Hall to the corridor that led to the Reliquary. He knelt and poured out about a half-quart of the black, runny fluid — which flowed out to form a circular pool on the flagstone floor. 

When the hole had properly set, Corwyn rolled it up and carried it under his arm, tiptoeing down the hallway to the massive oaken door of the Reliquary — which was bolted, locked, charmed, and hexed at this time of day. He unrolled the black circular disk. Then with a dexterous twist of his wrist, Corwyn flipped the circular flap at the door as a Mundae child might throw a Frisbee. The hole landed square in the middle of the portal, forming a circular opening just the right size for a lad Corwyn’s age to step through easily.

The door to the Reliquary was enchanted to neither unlock nor open, and it was impervious to cutting, burning, or blasting. But none of the Masters had ever thought to guard against the topoanomaly of a Portable Hole, and the wards to prevent unauthorized entry did not stop Corwyn Daniels — because as far as the Reliquary was concerned, Corwyn was still inside and sanctioned by an Official Dispensation Pass to be there.

• • •
The Reliquary was a twelve-sided chamber with three of its faces inside Prospero Hall and the other nine sides extending out into the Quad. The exterior walls featured heavy leaded-glass multi-paned windows set into dark-stained wood over a thousand years old. The room was filled with arcane and marvelous objects, a phantasmagoria of mystery and magick. There was a wand reputed to have belonged to Merlin. There was Morgan le Fay’s velvet slippers. There was an enormous calcium sphere over 150 million years old nestled in a black bog-oak pedestal. There were four pieces of wood from the Tree of Eden ...

For this phase of his plan, Corwyn needed two very special talismans from the Reliquary — a Cloak of Invisibility and a Magick Stopwatch. He retrieved the watch first and clicked the button on top to halt the progress of time. The Cloak of Invisibility he put on as an added precaution in case any of the Brotherhood lads turned out to be Time Masters; in which case they’d be able to see him even with time stopped.

Corwyn then made his way out of the Reliquary, passed through a side door onto the Quad, and made his way across to the Freefloat Gym. He walked past a number of older students who were rigid as statues as he moved through timeless space. A courting couple held hands, motionless in the archway leading into the athletic rooms. A bird was frozen in mid-air. 

He found Tristaine Smythe-Fotheringay in one of the grav-ball courts, suspended upside-down and skewed sideways. Charlie McTavish was stretched horizontal-and-sideways, his arm reaching for the little black rubber ball the competitors bounced around the room in weightless gravity. Corwyn reached up carefully and unstoppered the wineskin that hung floating from Mister Tristaine’s belt. The spell called for three drams of philtre potion. Corwyn measured carefully and used a rubber srynge to squirt the liquid into the older lad’s wine. He then restoppered the wineskin and returned it to nearly the same position it had held when the wizardling arrived.

That accomplished, Corwyn Daniels returned to the Reliquary, replaced the borrowed Cloak of Invisibility, and clicked the Stopwatch to restore the normal passage of time. He wiped the watch to remove any fingerprints and placed it carefully back in its display case. He retrieved the wax effigy of himself, exited from the Reliquary, and removed the Portable Hole. Once having disposed of these incriminating artifacts, he needed only to find somewhere to establish his alibi for the evening ...

Come morning, Tristaine Smythe-Fotheringay would awaken to find a strange new emotion blossoming in his heart. This manly young wizard, the heart-throb of lovely young ladies at Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies, would be in love with the Cailleach Bheur — the Blue Hag of Fanagmore.
CHAPTER 4

It was later that evening in Study Form that trouble started. Corwyn Daniels had popped by the Third Form for a visit just after dinner, and got into in a game of Spectrechess with Jasper Rutherford (to whom Aleister refused to return the snail). The strapping older lad had no difficulty trouncing the English oaf soundly.

“That wasn’t fair!” complained the usually easy-going Jasper. “You can’t make a Wyvern’s Leap with a Troll! You cheated ...”
“If you bothered to read the Rules, you’d know that was a legitimate move,” Corwyn Daniels said, smiling. “You know that the playing board won’t let me make an illegal move. Maybe you’re just not as good a player as you’d like to think ...”

“Vermin!” Jasper snorted at Corwyn. “You jinxed me! Pick any other game and I’ll beat you — I’ll prove I’m better than you — You Gump!”
The smile faded from Corwyn’s face.

The other wizardlings in the Third Form lounge looked up from their books and games or interrupted their conversations to watch the confrontation. “Gump” was a deadly insult. Corwyn Daniels’ boyish face turned an interesting shade of red. 

“Fine,” snapped Corwyn in a tight voice. “Featherwars!”

CHAPTER 5

In spite of its rather silly name, Featherwars can be a quite dangerous pastime — even lethal. It represents a dueling form first practiced by wizards in the courts of medieval nobles back in the days when falconry had been much in vogue, and when refusing a challenge brought considerable loss of honour. The combatants magickally projected their psyches into birds of prey and fought on the wing. Victory depended on skill more than raw power; consequently Featherwars was a way for lesser wizards to challenge Masters on a more equal footing. A Master could hardly refuse a Featherwars challenge from a mere Journeyman without losing face.

Wagers were frequently laid by the opponents before the fight: each side staking money, services, or some pisthogue or talisman on the outcome. In rare cases, the duel might even be fought to the death — although in the last century or so that sort of thing only happened in New Orleans.

The selection of the bird species was a critical factor in success. More importantly, a wizard’s self-possession and sensitivity were vital to a duel — since the bird’s mind could not be entirely suppressed if it were to fly and fight properly. Because of this, there was always the danger that physical damage to the bird could be psychically transferred to the wizard. Furthermore, if the distinction between the wizard’s mind and the bird’s psyche got muddled in the heat of combat, the wizard might not be able to regain his own corpus after the battle; a condition known as ‘Impaction.’ 

If the contest wasn’t to be fought to the death, both parties needed to keep a tight rein on the killer instincts of their birds.

Although Featherwars was officially banned for students and staff at Killiecrankitt, it was still occasionally practiced in secret by the more reckless scholars — and frequently by the more feckless lads in the lower Forms. Discovery by the school authorities could lead to severe penalties.

• • •
The other boys watched intently as Jasper scowled and looked away. This was more than the lad had bargained for — and Corwyn had a Rune in Buckmastering, which could give him a definite advantage in Featherwars.

“Very well,” Jasper said at last. “Featherwars at Dawn. Will it be hawks or owls, and what’s the wager?”

“Hawks,” Corwyn Daniels replied. “If you win, I’ll write your essays for the rest of the term. If you lose ...” Corwyn smiled. “If you lose, you will climb to the top of the Red Mage’s statue in the center of the Quad and shout: ‘I am a Gump’ to any and all who pass by for the whole of next Saturday afternoon. Agreed?”

“Aye,” said Jasper. “And since it’s to be hawks, I say we meet on the far side of the gardens.”

“Righty-oh,” said Corwyn, who then raised his voice and addressed the room. “If the rest of you kiddies want a good show before breakfast — keep mum about this and you can all come and watch.”

The other students shouted their agreement. 

That was when The Idea came to Aleister — and he nearly tittered. 

But he didn’t ...

• • •
Early the next morning, the Third and Fourth Form boys tramped across the lawn to the formal gardens behind the turreted walls of Killiecrankitt, each with his hands thrust into the pockets of his school blazer. The morning air was brisk, and the surrounding moors were alive with wildlife. Cries of curlews and sea gulls sounded from the distant cliffs overlooking the Firth. Hawks and falcons soared over the blooming heather, hunting early morning prey. 

Corwyn Daniels put on a show of being awake and alert — but this was mostly bravado. Aleister Ridpath felt bleary and somewhat drained; he’d been up most of the night making his secret preparations. These ‘preparations’ involved a number of magickal potions, incantations, and wandwork. Also some snail slime, saline solution, and a toy squirt gun. Since he hadn’t had access to his usual sources of blood, Aleister had been forced to use some of his own. He hoped this wouldn’t introduce complications. Ethelred the snail — gripped tightly in his fist — squirmed with vitality, its shell almost as hot as an ember. Aleister saw Jasper Rutherford strolling across the green in his direction, yawning and scratching under his armpits.

“Wotcher doin’ ‘ere, Alfie? Come to watch me beat Corey?” Jasper asked.

“Yes, actually,” said Aleister. “If you win, I’ll return Ethelred to you.”

“Not still sore about yesterday are you?” said Jasper.

“No, no — Of course not,” said Aleister. “It was just a joke after all, wasn’t it? Best of luck.” 

Smiling, Aleister offered his hand and Jasper shook it.

Corwyn Daniels sauntered over, surrounded by a group of the other boys. “Are you ready then, Jasper?” he asked with a calm smile.

“Aye,” Jasper replied.

The two boys faced each other, took deep breaths, and as one spellcast: “Vogelskrieg!” A blue nimbus began to grow around each boy’s head, pulsating with their individual heart beats and growing brighter with each throb. After a few moments, the glow became painfully intense — and then, just as it approached unbearable brightness, winked out. Both boys stood immobile, staring blankly at each other.

Two sporting birds of prey dropped out of the sky and perched — one on each boys’ shoulders.

Corwyn Daniels had a hawk on his shoulder. It glared at it’s opponent with blood-red eyes. Jasper’s bird was a peregrine falcon; it glared back at the hawk and, emitting a challenging Keeeerr, leapt for the skies, ringing up in the classic spiraling flight of its kind to gain height.

Corwyn the Hawk flew off towards the orchard to the side of the gardens. Jasper the Falcon stooped, but he had not gotten quite enough height for the proper speed, and Corwyn adroitly evaded the attack of Jasper’s balled claws. The Falcon bottomed out from its dive in a sharp U just above the grass, and strove to gain height again. At this point the Hawk turned abruptly on its broad rounded wings and struck. There was a scream, and feathers drifted on the breeze — but the Falcon won free and made for the skies again. The Hawk turned back for the orchard, where it alit on a branch and glared after its retreating foe.

A game of cat-and-mouse ensued. Corwyn the Hawk flitted from branch to branch, trying to entice Jasper the Falcon down among the trees where the Hawk’s greater maneuverability would give it the advantage. The Falcon, in contrast, circled at nearly 300 meters in the sky, waiting for the Gos to make a mistake and stray too far from the trees. The gaggle of boys drifted towards the orchard, eagerly watching both birds and discussing the strategies employed by each player. Aleister Ridpath lagged behind.

When the other boys were far enough away and he was certain that no one was watching, Aleister took position to the right of Jasper’s vacant body, reached into his blazer pocket, and withdrew his squirt gun and Ethelred the Snail. He took careful aim at Corwyn Daniels’ face, made a complicated gesture with his left fist with the index finger extended, and muttered: “Espiritu Volant!” He depressed the trigger of the squirt gun to send a spray of snail slime mixed with saline solution directly at Corwyn’s eyes ...

BUT — 

A sudden gust of wind came up and turned the spray into a mist that drifted back in his own direction! Aleister quickly ducked behind Jasper to avoid getting hit with his own spell. The enchanted mist hit Jasper Rutherford full in the face.

Muttering a few choice words, Aleister glared in all directions, certain that someone had interfered with his spell. When he saw that nobody was looking his way, he walked ‘round and peered closely at Jasper’s face. The lad’s eyes glistened with the saline solution, and Aleister noted that Jasper’s expression was even blanker than usual. The snail in Aleister’s hand no longer struggled, and its heat was rapidly draining away.

Obviously the spell had taken hold. He’d just hit the wrong target. Oh, well ...

Aleister glanced over at Corwyn’s motionless form. A sudden thought occurred to him — and he reached out, plucked three hairs from Corwyn’s immobile head, and wrapped them up in his handkerchief.

“In a way, it’s fitting,” thought Aleister. “Half a loaf is better than none. Or should I say ‘half an oaf” ...” He pocketed the snail and squirt gun, then sauntered off towards the orchard just in time to see Corwyn the Hawk batten onto Jasper the Falcon and bear him to the ground.

• • •
The wizardlings clustered excitedly around the two birds, joking and discussing the outcome; some of the lads were settling wagers they’d made on the match. Two or three early-rising girls had joined the group, curious to see what had happened. Eric Hazeltine stooped and carefully picked up Jasper’s bird which, other than its bedraggled appearance, seemed to be unhurt. One of the other pupils retrieved Corwyn’s hawk; and the group, chatting and laughing, trudged back to where the duelists still stood like statues staring at each other.

Aleister had originally considered drifting away at this point, but decided against it on the possibility that his absence might be noted when the other boys realized that something was amiss. Besides, he wanted to observe the aftermath of his intervention in the duel; it promised to be amusing.

The group of onlookers reached the immobile boys and placed the two birds on their shoulders. Corwyn’s hawk stood on his shoulder looking at the rival falcon, then launched skyward and flew off over the castle turrets towards the sea. After a moment, Corwyn blinked his eyes and a broad smile broke out on his face. The others were shaking his hand or slapping him on the back in congratulations — but they were interrupted by an urgent screech. Jasper’s falcon was flapping its wings and keeeerrring loudly from its perch on the boy’s shoulder. Jasper himself stood as stiff as a board.

“Something’s wrong,” Eric said. “Why isn’t the lad back in his own body?”

“Maybe he got stuck in the bird,” said Elspeth Sanders. “Do a divination and find out.”

“Um — ok,” said Eric. He rummaged in his Pisthsack and came up with a pinch of yellowish powder, which he cupped in the palm of his hand and said: 

“Ilex Pollen, hark to me, 

And show where Jasper’s 

Mind doth be.”

“Likely up his kilt,” somebody muttered, and was answered with a laugh.

Eric blew gently on the powder — and the yellow dust spread into a cloud and drifted over to surround the falcon on Jasper’s shoulder, where it emitted a soft glow.

“He’s definitely still in the bird,” Elspeth remarked. The falcon was growing agitated, bobbing its head up and down with its beak open, its eyes glaring and its tongue out.

Aleister stood at the edge of the group taking it all in. Corwyn Daniel’s triumphant smile had given way to a look of concern. The other pupils had stopped talking and were looking from Corwyn to the rigid form of Jasper and back. “We’ve got to do something!” said Eric with an edge of panic creeping into his voice. 

“I have an idea,” said Corwyn as he walked over and reached for the falcon. It responded by leaping at his face with its claws extended. For a brief moment, the bird sunk its talons into Corwyn’s scalp and thrashed at his head and face with its wings. Corwyn yelled in pain, trying to dislodge the bird without hurting it. Eric started yelling, too, and tried to get his hands on the bird. It finally released its grip on Corwyn’s head and flopped to the ground, where it lay panting and bedraggled.

Eric Hazeltine went down on one knee to gather up the falcon and then turned to glare at Corwyn. “You stay away from him!” Eric snapped. “It’s your fault that he’s stuck like this!”

Corwyn was wiping away the blood that streamed down his face from numerous cuts. “I’m just trying to help,” he said, wincing at his wounds. “If the falcon won’t let me touch it, you’ll have to help me. Hold it up so that it’s looking at Jasper’s face.”

Sulkily, Eric complied with this request. Corwyn extracted a small wand from a pouch on his belt, and with it made a continuous switching motion between Jasper’s nose and the falcon’s beak while chanting: 

“Jasper to your frame now flow;

Leave this falcon free to go. 

Flitting out from eye-to-eye;

To your proper house now fly!”

The falcon went limp in Eric’s grasp for a moment and it seemed as if the spell had worked — but the look on Jasper’s face remained as blank as ever. The falcon suddenly became active again. It began squirming in Eric’s hands and trying to bite his fingers. 

“You’d better jess that bird!” said Jeanette Wadale from the crowd. 

She began untying the silk ribbons she always wore in her long mahogany hair. “If it gets away while Jasper is still impacted, you may never find him again — and if you keep squeezing him like that he’ll overheat and die.”

“How would you know ?!” Eric Hazeltine snapped at the girl as she took a small knife from her Pisthsack and cut slits in two ribbons. A few of the boys were drifting away towards the castle now.

“My uncle’s a Falconer,” she replied as she stepped over to him. “He taught me a lot about handling birds. Now hold him over on his back so I can get at his feet.”

When Eric did as she asked, Jeanette deftly fastened a ribbon around each leg just above the talons and secured them by sliding the long ends through the slits. “These will have to do for the time being,” she said. “Now set him upright so he can perch on my forearm.” She held out her left arm and Eric carefully perched the bird on the sleeve of her leather jacket. The falcon looked a bit more comfortable but still distressed.

Jeanette wrapped the ends of the ribbons up in her left fist and turned to Corwyn. “That spell might have worked if you had his True Name,” she said. The crowd was getting even thinner now as the wizardlings guessed that Masters were likely to become involved soon.

“I don’t think he has one yet,” said Corwyn with a worried look on his face. Usually pupils were not given their True Names until the Sixth Form, although there had been exceptions. “I don’t know what else to do!”

“Um ... I have a thought,” said Aleister. The others looked at him. “Perhaps Jasper’s mind is mixed up with the bird’s. I’ve read about that somewhere, and I think I know what to do.” 

Aleister knelt down and gathered up some of the falcon’s feathers from the ground. Then he rose and plucked a few hairs from Jasper’s head, wound them around the feathers, and knotted them. Holding the bundle by a strand in front of the falcon he chanted: 

“From hair and feathers entwined — 

Let smoke go skywards and unwind.

Let Jasper from this bird unbind,

And then his rightful body find — IGNIS!”

As he pronounced the final word, the little bundle suddenly glowed and burst into flame; acrid smoke puffed upwards in front of the falcon and dissipated into the air. The bird began to twitch, and then it screamed and launched itself from Jeanette’s arm — only to be stopped short by the ribbons. It fell and dangled by its feet beneath her outstretched arm, flapping and screaming. The children all looked hopefully at Jasper but could see no change.

“I’m sorry about that,” said Aleister. “He’s just too tightly impacted for me to break him free. I’m afraid we’ll have to get Mistress Cairngorm.” The other children looked nervous at the mention of the Head Mistress.

Corwyn Daniels looked utterly forlorn, close to tears. “Isn’t there anything we can do?” he moaned.

“Well,” said Aleister thoughtfully, “you could sneak Jasper and the bird back into his room and make excuses for his absence from class until you could think of what to do. But somebody might find him. Perhaps you could bribe one of the gardeners to hide him or find a nice dry spot in the old caves.” Aleister carefully schooled his features as he said this; he was thoroughly enjoying Corwyn’s misery, but he mustn’t let it show.

“That’s a stupid idea!” Jeanette said as she returned the falcon to its perch on her arm. “This bird is going into shock. If it dies, Jasper will die with it! We have to get help.”

“You say you need help?” said a deep voice behind the wizardlings. They turned to find themselves looking up into the bland round face of Corvus Leigh, the groundskeeper. The man was short and broad, with callused hands and a plain face. He was as bald as an egg, with a grizzled jaw-line beard; his skin was browned by the sun. He was dressed, as always, in sturdy workman’s corduroy of grey and brown, with a waist coat and heavy boots. The man was regarding them with a bemused look on his face.

Corvus Leigh’s official title at Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies was “Assistant Under-Gardener” — but he also helped the Librarian (especially in the winter months) by generally tidying up and shelving volumes left lying about by lazy students. The man gave Corwyn Daniels the whillies ...

“What sort o’ help would ye be needin’?” Corvus Leigh asked. This was decidedly odd, since Leigh had no magick of his own and was in no position to help with a magickal dilemma.

The wizardlings shuffled nervously, not wanting to admit what they’d been up to. Leigh surveyed them calmly with a knowing smile and nodded to Jeanette. “ ‘Tis a fine lookin’ birdie, though I dinna think ‘tis th’ proper place ta be huntin’ grouse,” he said. 

Jeanette bit her lower lip and looked at the ground.

Leigh glanced over at Jasper and back at the bird on Jeanette’s arm. “T’would seem that yon wizardlings were playing at Featherwars, an’ th’ lad here canna get oot o’ his birdie. Is thet thy problem, then?” he said with a conspiratorial grin.

“Well ... Yes, and we can’t seem to think of a way to get him back,” Corwyn Daniels blurted out. “And breakfast is less than an hour away; and if the Masters find out, there’ll be mischief to pay — and I don’t know what to do!”

“Ach ...” Corvus Leigh scratched his chin whiskers and furrowed his brow in thought. “ ‘Tis true t’would go hard on all of ye if th’ Masters find oot,” he said.

Jeanette looked up from her shoes imploringly: “Help us Corvus Leigh — you’re our only hope.”

“Weel now, lassie,” Corvus Leigh smiled at her, “I’m nae wizard, but ‘tisna the first time sech a thing has happen’. I well recall young Sean MacTavish had th’ same problem a few years back, but ‘twas solved right easily enow.”

“What did they do?” Corwyn asked eagerly.

“The laddies asked th’ Blue Hag ta help them — and so she did. Set everything right as rain, though she asked a goodly price, which young MacTavish be paying ta this day. Yon Jasper here is a young laddie, and th’ payment wouldna be due till he starts growin’ a beard; but there’s no escaping her once th’ deal is done.”

“Just what did the Cailleach Bheur demand as payment?” Eric Hazeltine asked.

“A man’s youth,” replied Corvus Leigh, “Ta see Sean MacTavish now, ye’d think he was in his fifties; but the lad only took his robes five year ago. Oh, he’ll live his allotted time, but he’ll n’er again be a swain.” 

Corvus Leigh turned to Corwyn, “The Blue Hag — Cailleach Bheur — dwells nigh th’ north end o’ th’ woods in one o’ th’ auld Pictish tombs. If ye run swift, laddie, ye can fetch the Hag here and set the bairn right in a half hour’s time.”

“You better do it!” Eric muttered to Corwyn. “It’ll tough on Jasper, but we need to look out for our own hides!”

“Eric’s right,” said Jeanette quietly. “We’ll all be in big trouble if the Masters find out. And worse for you.”

Corwyn drew a shuddering breath and then shook his head. “No ...” he said. “I can’t do that. If I’m to be a true wizard some day, I need to be honest. I need to tell the truth. I — I guess I’m the one who should face the Masters ...” 

He turned and nodded to Aleister. “Thank you for trying to help.” Corwyn held out his hand.

Aleister Ridpath took Corwyn Daniel’s hand in his and shook it. 

“Not at all,” he said. “I’m sure you’d do the same for me.”

Corwyn Daniels squared his shoulders and slowly walked back towards the castle to face the punishment he knew was waiting for him.

• • •
In the end, Corwyn Daniels was blamed for everything because he had issued the challenge. Aleister and the other pupils were given Demerits for not reporting the duel to the Masters before it happened. Corwyn was sent down from Killiecrankitt in disgrace. Aleister heard that Corwyn wound up at Gallimaufriars, of all places — and so he truly was a Gollywog after all!

Jasper remained impacted in the falcon, and no one could determine the cause. Even the Archmage was confounded; he kept the falcon in the laboratory of his private chambers while he researched the problem.

Jasper’s body was kept in the Infirmatory. Aleister volunteered to help tend him, and frequently sat at the lad’s bedside feeding him bits of lettuce laced with certain herbs — the only food Jasper will eat. Aleister enjoyed the look of invertebrate stupidity on the English boy’s face.

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •
Part II

CHAPTER 6

“Very well, ladies,” said Mistress Clankett peering at the class over the top of her spectacles. “Who can explain the zoographical morphology of chromologic variations in the order Drachiae?”

Mazie MacAlister tentatively raised her hand. The Pennythraite morphmistress looked over Mazie’s head and around the class at the other young girls, who squirmed nervously at their escritoires and tried to look nonchalant. “Oh, all righty — yes, Marjorie MacAlister?”

Mazie glanced at her notebook and then looked up at her teacher. “Well, not counting Chinese Dragons, of course, which are long and snake-y and generally come in shades of red or gold — European dragons are commonly grey, brown, green, or red. Grey and brown dragons are large, slow moving beasts, not very bright, and seldom ever have wings. They come in all sizes and shapes. Some look like great toads, others like snakes or lizards, and others like (please excuse the expression) uhm ... dinosaurs. Those that do have wings — well, they’re small and not suitable for flight. The most common flying dragon is the Green — with a classic crocodilian head, gill fins, spines along the back, and great bat-wings. The underside is typically yellow or light brown. These are fire-breathing flying dragons, capable of speech and magick, often highly-intelligent and cunning. Red and Gold Western dragons are variations of the standard Green — only larger and more powerful. Fortunately, the latter are very rare, generally found only in Romania. All of the European and African dragons hoard gold and treasure. Chinese Dragons, of course, are benevolent and tutelary in nature.”

“And does that represent ALL of the colour variations, Miss MacAlister?” queried Mistress Clankett.

Mazie dropped her eyes to the floor and said, “Yes, Mamselle — that is, of course, unless you want to consider ... er ... well ... Black Dragons.

The other girls gulped and a chill shudder ran through the classroom.

“Black Dragons,” Mazie continued slowly, “the rarest form of dragon, are thought by some not to be real animals at all, but rather ... uhm ... dark spirits in draconic form. Fire breathing. They reportedly do not love gold or jewels. They are said to be vastly powerful magickally. They are Machiavellian in nature and delight only in tormenting other life forms. Mages say they are incredibly difficult if not impossible to kill. A young brown or grey dragon typically requires 300 to 500 sword strokes to kill, a green — two or three times that many. Black Dragons ... it’s said ... may take over three million sword strokes without breaking the skin or drawing blood. According to my grandmother, they are evil. Pure evil ...”
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CHAPTER 7

It was a crisp, dewy morning in mid-autumn; the sun not yet risen above the Cumbrian Hills beyond Cleaton Fell, and mists were hanging over the downs off toward Enerdall. Corwyn Daniels plodded out of the dormitory at Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts and trudged around the former railroad depot building to the Long Alley. He wore only a burlap longshirt tied at his waist by a coarse rope and open sandals on his feet. No call for getting his better clothes mucky on Detention Duty. He did wear his badger tooth necklace for good luck — but as he often commented to his mates, it hadn’t kept him out of trouble or mischief so far as he could tell. At Corwyn’s side, still sleepy-eyed in the wee hours and also dressed in burlap, walked Harvey Blankenship — his fellow culprit in the current deportment misdemeanor.

Harvey was about the same age as Corwyn; but there the similarity ended. Harvey’s hair was the colour of mud in regions where the soil is heavy with too much clay to grow crops. His nose was lumpy, as was his figure; and his mouth had thick ruddish lips that tended to talk at the most inopportune times. They were the best of friends.

Gallimaufriars School was housed in a cluster of abandoned railroad buildings at the little Cumbrian village of Cleaton Fell, which no longer had any demands for trains; and so Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter had been able to purchase the place for a very modest sum. 

The old train depot building had been remodeled to hold the school cafeteria, kitchen, assembly hall, and several classrooms. North of the depot was the old administrative office building, which now held additional classrooms for the novice and apprentice wizardlings, while the upper floors housed dormitories. 

Across the tracks from the depot building was the former trainmaster’s stonework house, built in 1890, and now serving as the Headmaster’s quarters. North of this stood the warehouse and stables, now the library, magickal laboratories, and zoo. 

Headmaster Grimwalter had built a stone wall across the tracks from the North end of the warehouse to the corresponding end of the admin building, thereby enclosing the campus and forming the Long Alley. An ornate gate at the south end with a formal garden and bronze statue of a gryphon completed the campus enclosure. In the distance, the blue hills of Cumbria lay serenely on the horizon.

The old warehouse held the Academy Zoo.

Corwyn and Harvey had pulled Detention Duty this morning for one of their usual misfeasances; this time it was for playing Spectrechess in the Library when they should have been studying for an upcoming Pisthogues exam. The old Librarian, Doran Hodges, was a stern and cold man; there was no hope of leniency. 

But for Corwyn and Harvey, this was nothing unusual. They frequently had to peel potatoes in the kitchen for Mistress Koch, polish the brass on the gryphon statue at the front gate, or memorize pages from various chapbooks and grimoires. Corwyn had received Demerits for playing Mumbletywort with Cedric Thompson behind the stables when they should have been attending Vespers, gambling at Runechips with farm hands at the Olde Red Gryphon in the village, or snail-baiting with the other lads. Corwyn had also been reprimanded for sneaking out after hours to meet Mazie MacAlister from Pennythraite to see the Blue Moon Rising and watch the wee faeries dancing in the glen. But he had been given no serious discipline since last year when he organized the Diary Raid on the girl’s school. He’d been suspended for a week over that little episode — but that had been well worth the punishment. 

In fact, Corwyn Daniels considered himself to have been on his best behaviour — exemplary, even — since being sent down from Killiecrankitt University for that unfortunate game of Featherwars against Jasper Rutherford. It wasn’t Corwyn’s fault that the silly twit got impacted in the falcon. Last he’d heard, Rutherford’s body was still in the Killiecrankitt infirmatory, while the bird was in the Archmage’s personal magick laboratory, where the Masters were trying to get his spirit out of the falcon and back into his rightful clay.

The transition to Gallimaufriars had been a challenge. The Cumbrian school used the Novice-Apprentice-Journeyman-Adept student ranking system rather than Third-Form, Fourth-Form, Fifth-Form system of classification that Corwyn was used to. Of course, Corwyn had been born in Cumbria, so in a sense it was a homecoming for him. But there had been real heart-breaking disappointments as well.

Corwyn had been Pêldewin and next-up for second string Driver Captain on the Pêlgwyddon team at Killiecrankitt that year, and he had even earned a Rune for buckmastering in Gromporske. Gallimaufriars doesn’t even have Rune Sweaters ...

He really wanted to succeed at being a mage, and constrained his adventurous inclinations as best he could.

• • •
Corwyn and Harvey presented themselves to Haunk, the hobgoblin zookeeper at Gallimaufriars, who said: “Naw, then, laddies. Teday yer lined up to muck owt the cages — each and every one; the Headmaster wants them spotless, ye mind? ‘Ware the Yalie’s horns, she’s a mite short-tempered of late.”

The former railroad-warehouse-turned-zoo was a maze of vast hallways and corridors, great storage rooms and little side rooms and cul-de-sacs, with no sensible layout or discernible pattern. It was one of those delightfully irregular grey stone buildings where you go up and down a few steps, out of one room into another, and come on more rooms when you think you’ve seen them all; where there is an abundant provision of halls and little passages, where you find still older storage rooms in unexpected places, with multi-paned windows covered with lacy cobwebs. Some of the smaller rooms had been converted to cages by the simple expedient of putting gates on the door opening. In the largest room, cages were arranged around the walls and along aisles in the center. There were also open-air cages built along the wall outside the warehouse, and in some places an outer wall had been knocked down to make for a cave-like habitat with an open area outside. A few of the back rooms had been used for storage over the years, and held piles of motley gimcracks, obsolete geegaws, and wizardly paraphernalia. Corwyn thought it might be fun to spend some Saturday afternoon exploring all this stuff and seeing what might be under some of the piles.

The two wizardlings fetched mop and broom, shovel, and slop bucket, and plodded toward the monster cages. “I was dreamin’ such a lovely dream, Corey,” murmured Harvey. “Dash and drat, I hate to be up this early.” They fetched up at the Enfield cage, and Corwyn used an unbinding spell to open the lock.

Enfields are to foxes what dire wolves are to coyotes; these were huge, savage creatures. “Tally Ho —” said Corwyn. “I’d like to see the local hunt club chase one of these fellows.” The larger enfield lunged at Corwyn and tried to bite his knee off, but the young wizard pointed a finger and spellcast: “Fesnard Encumdum!”

The monster proceeded to tie itself up in knots using its own muscles, flopped down in the cage, and began rolling around, teeth still savagely snapping. “Teeth Forbinde!” put a binding spell on the mouth and kept it closed. Meanwhile Harvey used a similar binding spell to stick the other enfield’s paws to the floor of the cage. The cleanup was accomplished and the spells released when the lads were safely out of the cage again.

The next two cages posed less of a problem: a lamia and a cyclops. These succumbed readily to sleep enchantments and snoozed peacefully while the wizardlings cleaned the cage floor, polished the bars, and generally tidied up. Corwyn and Harvey felt monsters that were part human deserved a little extra consideration.

The hippogryphs were fun; the lads simply turned them out to run in the paddock behind the stables while they shoveled out the stalls, putting clean straw on the floor and refreshing the drinking water. There were a few tense moments in the Yale pen when the savage creature swiveled its darker horn and pinned Harvey’s longshirt to the wall of the cage. Fortunately, a torn garment and a few bloody scratches were all that Harvey suffered. 

The next monster was the Anfanc, and that posed a problem ...

The Anfanc’s area took up the entire end of a large room, and it was not just a cage, but a whole habitat representing a stretch of dismal marsh. Noxious weeds and poisonous plants grew in the boggy soil and quicksand, and an inky cesspool filled the far right hand corner. The Anfanc’s nostrils were barely visible protruding up out of the foul black water.

“Ahm, just what is an Anfanc, anyway?” asked Harvey.

“Difference of opinion on that,” said Corwyn. “Some say it’s sort of a lizard or degenerate dragon. Actually, it’s a distant cousin of the Kelpie — a water bull rather than water horse. A great black bull in front with hindquarters of a whale. Horns big enough to gut six men in a careless swipe. And its face is that of a male hag — not a pleasant creature.”

“So how do we muck out its cage?” said Harvey.

“Well, no spell we know will affect it. We can’t put it to sleep or tie it up with Wizard Nets. It’s too magickal — it could break out of anything that you or I could achieve.”

“Maybe we can distract it.”

“Like how?”

“Throw something it hates at it so it will spend all its time tearing that to shreds while we muck out the area.”

“Sounds risky to me. What if it gets tired rending and tearing and decides to attack us?”

“Well, we could use something it really hates. How about Haunk? I hear the Anfanc is vastly enraged every time the zookeeper goes near its cage.”

The lads laughed. “Think how much Detention Duty we’d get for feeding the zookeeper to the Anfanc,” said Corwyn.

“We could get a wino from the Olde Red Gryphon,” suggested Harvey.

“Nah, we’d really catch it then,” said Corwyn. “But mebbe you’re on the right track. Look, this thing is mostly a great black bull, right? What do bulls hate? — Matadors! We make a cape like matadors use and then ... Come on!”

“Where are we going?” asked Harvey.

“First to the Potions Lab,” said Corwyn. “Then to the laundry room, then to the Hall of Trophies.”

CHAPTER 8

“Okay,” said Harvey when they returned to the Anfanc cage. “We got a bottle of Hobgoblin Musk from the Potions Lab, an old curtain from the laundry, and we stole the Seven League Boots from the Hall of Trophies. Probably get 15 Demerits just for that. Now, are you going to tell me your plan?”

“You’ll love it!” said Corwyn. “After all, it’s mostly your idea anyway. We put the musk on this short curtain and use it like a matador’s cape. Then you get in the cage and distract the Anfanc while I muck out the habitat.”

“WHAT?” shouted Harvey. “ME get in the cage and be matador? That Anfanc will have me for breakfast! It’ll tear me to shreds!”

“No it won’t,” said Corwyn patiently. “That’s why we borrowed the Seven League Boots. You can wave the flag at the Anfanc. It’ll smell the hobgoblin and come charging at you. At the last minute, you can use the Boots to jump out of the way. Meanwhile, I’ll be cleaning out the cage. It’s perfect. We can put the boots back when we’re done and no one will be any the wiser.”

“But why does it have to be ME that plays matador?” complained Harvey. “Why can’t you do that? Why do I always have to be the bait?”

“Because my feet are too big; the boots won’t fit. You have smaller feet. Now put them on and let’s get cracking.”

• • •
Students and staff at Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts had what is termed a ‘rude awakening’ that morning — literally. Sleepy-eyed apprentices, drowsy journeymen, irate adepts, and fuzzy-headed masters were roused out of sound and blissful slumber by horrific bellowing and roaring that issued from the direction of the Academy Zoo, punctuated by human screams and crashing, thumping, and bashing noises. “What in the bluddy Mundaenation is that?” asked Master Webcasting, who was the first to appear in the Long Alley in his nightgown, slippers, and nightcap.

“Oh, ‘tis jist t’ lads mucking aut ta Anfanc pen,” said Haunk the Zookeeper. “Nowt ta wurry abawt ...”

• • •
By the time Corwyn and Harvey emerged from the Habitat, the morning bell was ringing for breakfast. Masters and students were emerging from their sleeping quarters, rubbing their red eyes and complaining about their interrupted slumber. The Dining Hall was redolent with the aromas of bacon, fried potatoes, omelets, toast, cheese, sausages, croissants, sweet rolls and cinnamon buns, hard-boiled eggs, and fruit bowls — all waiting to be washed down with good English cider or hot chocolate with mounds of whipped cream.

The young wizardlings ate like condemned men before the execution.

After breakfast, Corwyn and Harvey headed back toward the Academy Zoo to finish their work. On the way out of the Dining Hall, they found Master Alastair St. Luke, hanging upside-down by his heels in the vestibule archway with his caduceus laying on the stone floor beneath. The Wandmaster’s hand was stretched out at arm’s length toward the wand.

“Here, I’ll get it for you,” said Harvey, picking up the rod and handing it to St. Luke.

“No, put it back,” said the Mage. “I’m trying to levitate the caduceus into my hand.”

“Won’t an ordinary levitation spell work?” asked Harvey.

“I’m trying to use The Force.”

“What?” said Corwyn, narrowing his eyes.

“Don’t want the Wompa to get me,” said St. Luke.

“That guy watches too many old videos,” whispered Corwyn as he and Harvey walked back to the Long Alley.

“What’s a Wompa?” asked Harvey.

CHAPTER 9

At Pennythraite Academy for Higher Learning of the Magickal Arts for Refined Young Ladies, the girls in Theory of Psionics class listened to Mistress Penelope Caswell discourse on the topic of Dreamdiving. “Extreme care must of course be exercised when entering the Dreamscape of a sleeping person,” she said. “You must remember that you, the astral Dreamdiver, are aware and conscious of the hypnogogic aspects of the pseudoreality, while the subject is unaware that it is just a dream. You must exercise extremely high ethical standards to avoid interfering with the subject’s subconscious personality. There is the very real possibility that you may cause irreparable damage to his or her psyche ...”

“But how do you get into another person’s dreams?” asked Katerina Martin.

“Dreamdiving requires a high level of psionic achievement and well-developed extrasensory perception,” replied the Psychemistress. “But the procedure is relatively simple. You simply project as you would for any out-of-body experience, focusing on the mind of the sleeping subject as you do so. Of course, The Rule of Propinquity applies here. You must be within 300 metres of the sleeping person.”tc "“Dreamdiving requires a high level of psionic achievement and well-developed extrasensory perception,” replied the Psychemistress. “But the procedure is relatively simple. You simply project as you would for any out-of-body experience, focusing on the mind of the sleeping subject as you do so. Of course, The Rule of Propinquity applies here. You must be within 300 metres of the sleeping person.”"
• • •
By mid-afternoon, the lads had only a handful of cages left. “With luck, we can be done by tea-time,” said Corwyn. “Mebbe we can get up a match of snail-baiting with the novices. I hear Alfie has a big new snail he bought at an aquarium store in Whitehaven. It should be interesting to see how a tank snail tips against one of our wild marsh beasties.”

“Not for me,” said Harvey. “I’m for my bunk as soon as we’re done. My hip still aches where I slammed into that brick wall to avoid the Anfanc. And I think I’ve got bruises from the Yalie’s spike.”

The next cage had a sign which read: “St. John der Vishe.”

“What do you suppose this one is?” asked Harvey. “I don’t see anything inside but sand on the floor.”

“We’ll find out soon enough, lad,” said Corwyn.

They unhexed the lock and opened the door to the cage. There was no monster inside. No droppings, no food, no water trough. Just clean, neatly raked sand. “Mebbe Old Doric has something on order,” said Corwyn.

“Guess we can skip this one?” asked Harvey.

“Naw, we better not,” replied Corwyn. “Haunk was specific that we clean ‘each and every one’ — remember. I suppose we can rake it and polish the bars.”

Leaving the door open, the two lads set to work on the cage. The sand was fine and soft, and there were only a few dry leaves to rake out. Harvey set to work on the bars while Corwyn raked. “Can you tell if the cage bars are ‘chanted?” he asked.

“Hard to say,” said Corwyn. “I don’t have any ‘tection spells with me. Most of the cages are hexed somehow, so I suppose this one is too.” 

A little swirl of wind picked up some dry leaves and whirled them about in the far corner. “This cell will go quick and then we can do the horses and ponies,” Corwyn added.

A scattering of sand formed a whirlwind among the dry swirling leaves.

“Hey, Corey — what say we try another Diary Raid next week?” said Harvey.

“Hard to top that last one,” said Corwyn. Then he froze.

The sand whirlwind had a face at the top. An impish face — on a head shaped like a potato laid on its side. A fat nose like a mushroom, little beady sharp eyes, and a mane of hair like a little lion’s, black and ratty. It’s ears were long like a donkey’s and sharply-pointed; the left ear drooped like a lop. It had a tiny neck, pipe-cleaner arms, and huge knobby hands with gnarled knuckles. A wide grin split the face from ear-to-ear. The imp stuck out its tongue at Corwyn, gave a loud obnoxious raspberry, whirled out through the open doorway, and was gone.

“Crikey — what was that?” exclaimed Harvey.

“I dunno,” said Corwyn. “But I think we just lost the Headmaster’s ‘St. John der Vish’ — whatever that is.”

• • •
“Odds Balls, Hammers, and Tongs!” roared Master Theodoric Grimwalter, banging his fist on the arm of his chair as the two wizardlings stood before him in the Headmaster’s study. Haunk stood respectfully at the door behind them, and Mistress Aristabelle Cawruthers, Head of Pennythraite Academy (who was visiting for tea) sat in a high-backed rocker to the side, resting her chin on her hand with a bemused smile on her rather charming face.

Headmaster Grimwalter was a big man with a high forehead, a lion’s mane head of raven hair with a widow’s peak, and two thick, bushy jet-black eyebrows. His firm chin was offset by flabby jowls. He wore a deep blue brocade smoking jacket with thunder-and-lightning buttons and gold gryphon cufflinks. The gold watch-chain in his vest pocket had a small carved-ivory elephant as the fob on the other end. The room was full of alembics, optoscopes, gyroscopes, homunculus cases, astrolabes, sextants, scrying devices, alchemical apparati, retorts, candles, singing stones, telescopes, faery crosses, wands, spirit boards, porcelain skulls from Mexico, stuffed merrows, and a glass globe of the planet Venus mounted on a brass base. The Headmaster’s massive chair was carved of heavy ash wood; it was attached to a base and pivoted on a dowel at the back so that the chair could lean back whenever the mage wanted to prop his feet up on the desk.

“Gadzooks, Zounds, and Balderdash!” shouted the Headmaster. “You have lost the prize of my collection. Left the door open !! Do you gentlemen realize that the Sand Djinn Dervish is the rarest creature in any academy collection, including Killiecrankitt’s and the ones in Romania? We have had that creature in our collection for four hundred years! Other schools may have larger and more visually impressive monsters — dragons and chimerae and manticores — but that Sand Djinn was the only one anywhere in captivity. It is absolutely priceless!”

Theodoric Grimwalter choked off into a fit of incomprehensible strangled gasping, which gave the lads a bit of respite. 

“I thought it was a ‘St. John der Vish’ ...” offered Harvey, who should have kept his mouth shut.

“ ‘St. John der Vish!’ ” gasped the Headmaster. “Nonsense! There’s no such thing. Who put that on the cage?”

“Swot it sounded lak ta meh,” said Haunk.

“What?” roared the Headmaster.

“I think,” said Aristabelle Cawruthers, “that with your rather aristocratic accent, ‘St. John’ and ‘Sand Djinn’ sound rather alike, Teddie. Rawther like ‘Sin-Jin.’ ”

Corwyn winked at Mistress Aristabelle. She blushed and cast her eyes downward, her hands fluttering in her lap.

“I don’t care what the sign said or how my accent sounds,” wheezed Master Theodoric. “They should never have left the cage door open. No telling where the impish rascal has gotten to by now. Good Lord! What if it gets into Workington or Whitehaven? No telling what will happen.”

“Na tellin’ wha moight hap’ shuld it get inta Londontown,” said Haunk. The Headmaster nearly fainted at the thought.

“Are we suspended?” asked Harvey. “Are we expelled?”

“Harumph,” growled Haunk.

Finally, realizing his dignity and responsibility, Master Theodoric Grimwalter pulled himself together. “No, you are neither demerited, suspended, expelled, nor black-balled. You are, however, held responsible for correcting this disaster. You are relieved of class duties and placed on Service Quest.” The Headmaster’s voice quavered. “You will collect your equipment and set out to find the Sand Djinn and return it to Gallimaufriars. We will debit your canteen account for funds to pay the expenses of this undertaking. You may request such magickal equipment, pisthogues, potions, and the like as you require from the laboratories. You shall undoubtedly want a supply of harpy feathers.”

“Uhm, Sir,” said Corwyn respectfully. “Might we take the hippogryphs to ride on?”

“NO!” thundered the Headmaster.

“A pair of horses?”

“NO!”

“Maybe a couple ponies?” whispered Harvey in a meek voice.

“No,” said Master Theodoric. “But you may take Sam and the donkey cart.”

“Sam the Vocative Donkey?” said Corwyn and Harvey in unison, and looked at each other with forlorn eyes. 

Sam was a rather pathetic old donkey on which Damon Blackfield had practiced Spellcasting the previous year. He had stroked the animal’s tongue with a parrot feather every day for three months — to establish Similarity and Contagion — and crooned spells until he had achieved his goal of enchanting the beast so it could talk.

Unfortunately, the only words Sam ever uttered were ‘Doom’ and ‘Beware’ and ‘Despair’ and suchlike — which he had the habit of doing at the most inappropriate times. Sam was not popular with the students at Gallimaufriars.

• • •
When Corwyn, Harvey, and Haunk had departed from the Headmaster’s study, Master Theodoric Grimwalter exploded upward from his chair and began striding around the room. “Dash it all, madam,” he said to Mistress Cawruthers. “I had been working on that blasted Sand Djinn for the last eighteen months to learn its True Name. I finally found this book — a rare grimoire listing the names of Arabic monsters, mages, spirits, and djinni.” He picked up a heavy leather-tooled volume from his bookshelf. “Thousands of names in this tome! None of them his. If only I could discover that blasted imp’s True Name, I could force it to grant my wishes! It may not be large or prepossessing, but it is a Djinn nevertheless, and its magickal powers are second to none. Gadzooks! — with that True Name I could have made Gallimaufriars the foremost magick academy in the world!” He threw the book down on the floor with a resounding thud.

“That book cost me a ruddy fortune. I had expected it to make me a very wealthy mage!”

The Pennythraite Headmistress rose from her chair, picked the ancient grimoire up from the floor, and looked through the pages. “Yes, it’s quite a volume. All True Names, you say ...”

“It’s enough to make a mage weep,” said Master Theodoric. “All that money gone to waste.” 

Mistress Cawruthers leafed through the book.

“This is a most remarkable tome,” she said in amazement. “Where ever did you find it? Abdul the Bookseller in Casablanca? Farouk the Antiquities Dealer in Bagdad?”

“No,” said Master Theodoric. “I bought it on eBay ...”

CHAPTER 10

In the village of Waithbrowe a few miles to the south of Cleaton Fell, sixteen men — steadfast Cumbrian farmers all — were disturbed to find their hair had all suddenly turned a virulent shade of bright green. “Must be a case of t’ Gorbluts,” said one of the farmwives. “Infection will spread, I vow ...”

“Not at all!” replied her neighbor. “ ‘Tis pixie-mazed they are. Drinkin’ bad whiskey, no doubt. Like as not they’ll be wanderin’ the hillsides out o’ their minds come tomorrow.”

None of the townfolk had noticed the small whirlwind of sand that had blown through the village just before the hair-colour incident. None except for one small child named Sean — who tried to tell his mother about the face in the dust. But nobody listened to the child, for they were adults and knew better ...

• • •
Corwyn and Harvey spent the rest of the day packing. They withdrew funds from their canteen account — which dismayed Harvey no end. “I won’t be able to afford fish-and-chips for a year,” he moaned.

They walked down to Cleaton Fell Village and bought duffel bags, rucksacks, rope, candles, and camping supplies, which they dutifully stuffed into the back of Sam’s donkey cart. Then they stopped off at the Olde Red Gryphon for sandwiches and cider and to rendezvous with Mazie MacAlister, whom they had summoned from the girls’ academy with a note by carrier dove.

Mazie wore a short emerald green shift with the Pennythraite emblem on her breast. She had shoulder-length honey coloured hair and blue-green eyes. She would have been considered pretty but for the amazing freckle on the left side of her nose. Mazie secretly spent many tearful nights lamenting that freckle; but she was a cheerful lass nevertheless, and a faithful friend.

“How do be you?” asked Corwyn as Mazie sat on the bench at their table.

“Well, Corey — quite well,” she replied. “Weatherworking exam coming up on Wednesday I need to study for.”

“We don’t learn Weatherwork till fourth year ‘prentice,” muttered Harvey.

“What brings you two to town and such an urgent dove-message for me?” asked Mazie.

“Come to say good-bye for a few days; weeks mebbe,” said Corwyn. He and Harvey filled the girl in on the Sand Dervish fiasco.

“A Djinn — now that’s an odd one,” mused Mazie. “How will you fetch him? Summoning spell?”

“No, he’d be strong enough to resist anything we could cast,” said Corwyn. “We’ll have to track him with a harpy feather guidance spell.”

“You know that one?” asked Mazie.

“Yeh — my father is a Featherbond Agent,” said Corwyn. “He goes into rich estates and big corporations and strokes their valuables with harpy feathers, using patented and proprietary Contagion Binding Softmagick. Then if the boodle is stolen, they can trace it and recover with the enchanted feather.”

“Must be boring work, stroking gold and jewels with a feather all day,” commented Harvey.

“Yes, but it pays well. Dad gets 10 per cent of any goods recovered, and the really big jobs run into millions of pounds.”

“When are you leaving?” asked Mazie.

“First light tomorrow morning,” said Harvey.

“You have any events coming up? Will you miss any sport?” Her eyes were soft and wide with compassionate understanding.

“We have a Gromporske Meet coming up ‘gainst the Conchies next week,” said Corwyn. “We gotta get this finished so I can come back and practice.”

“I know you’re good at Buckmastering,” Mazie said, looking at Corwyn. “Saw you ride a chimera once. D’ye ever play Quid?”

“I was on the team at Killie,” Corwyn replied, “but I didn’t get to play much. Rutherford and I were busted from the squad after a little prank we played on one of the visiting teams. A little Spell of Seeming ...”

“Oh, I remember that!” cried Harvey. “Mum took me. Invitational Quad Tournament at Killiecrankitt. The Big Four: Romania and Spain, The Cranks for Scotland, and The Hoggs for England. It was great. Lots of pomp and ceremony. Pennants waving in the breeze, flash uniforms in the school colours, the works. Then when the Hoggies swaggered out onto the field, somebody cast an illusion on them so they had fat piggy faces covered with warts. Funniest thing I ever saw in my life.”

“You did that?” Mazie asked Corwyn, her face full of impish delight.

“Well, you know how those guys are ...” said Corwyn, winking.

• • •
In the Gallimaufriars kitchen, Mistress Koch was preparing to make a sumptuous batch of spicy apple cobbler — but when she opened the lid to the flour bin, a screeching, yammering hoard of Spriggans erupted out of it into the pantry, diving into kettles, pulling the lids off hampers and boxes, looking in cartons, and generally making a pestilential nuisance of themselves. The imps pried open cabinet doors and pushed books and bottles off shelves. They were spry little imps, built like walking-stick bugs with big, shaggy heads and spindly thin arms. 

It took the Cook and her assistant a good half-hour to banish the lot of pests from the Kitchen. Half a dozen of the imps escaped into the Dining Hall — and from there to the classrooms and laboratories — where Master Webcasting finally snared most of them in Wizard Nets as they pried the lids off boxes and cases to peek inside.

Master St. Luke chased three of the little critters down the Long Alley, hoping to trap them at the dead end. Moments later, he sprinted back yelling for help, pursued by the three Spriggans who had swelled up to over twelve feet high in their giant-mode. It took Headmaster Grimwalter and three other Masters to banish the three imps-grown-horrendous.

“Lord love a duck!” exclaimed the Cook’s assistant when peace was restored. “Where d’ye suppose that lot of trouble come from?”

Mistress Koch sniffed. 

“They smell of Foxcastle to me,” she said. “What d’ye suppose Delisandre is up to now ...?”

CHAPTER 11

Next daybreak was, once again, a crisp, dewy morning in mid-autumn; the sun just risen above the Cumbrian hills beyond Cleaton Fell. Harvey grumbled about missing another night’s sleep as Corwyn loaded the final carton of pisthogues and other talismans onto the donkey cart and checked Sam’s harness. Today, the wizardlings were dressed in hiking gear and knee boots — rather more attractive than burlap longshirts and sandals.

“I guess that’s everything,” said Corwyn. “I’d rather hoped some of the lads would be up to see us off.”

“Fat chance at this time of morning,” grumbled Harvey, shivering.

“Right,” said Corwyn, pulling a pisthsack from his belt. “Well, are you ready?” Harvey nodded sleepily.

Corwyn pulled a harpy feather from the sack, tossed it high into the air, and spellcast:

“Guiding spell of harpy feather, 

Spinning softly land and show

All the members of our party: 

Which way did the Sand Djinn go?”
The feather spun in circles like a falling maple seed and landed on the road pointing south.

“How do we know we’re on the right track?” asked Harvey.

“I made this,” said Corwyn, pulling from his pisthsack a small statue of a robed man holding aloft a small rectangular lantern. “It’s hexed so that the lantern glows green as long as we are on the trail, but red if we go astray. If that happens, we stop and rework the feather spell.”

“Sounds as good as anything,” said Harvey, and the two friends climbed into the donkey cart. As they drove off into the morning mists, a sepulchral voice sounded from the long morning shadows.

“DOOM !!!”

“Oh, shut up, Sam!” said Harvey.

• • •
The sun was halfway up the midmorning sky before they encountered any people on the route. They had recast the harpy feather three times at crossroads, and were now making progress along the roadway toward Ogremount. There were three Mundae folks standing beside the road. One was an old farmer who had a large russet potato growing from the tip of his nose. The other, a younger man who might have been the farmer’s son, had jackass ears; and the rather fat farmwife had a noticeable pig’s tail on her rump.

Corwyn stopped the donkey cart and hailed the trio. 

“Seen anything of a little sand whirlwind pass by this way?” Harvey called.

“Yer from Gallimaufrey’s, ain’t ye?” said the farmer. “Was thet thing yourn?”

“Well, uh, yes ... sort of, I guess,” said Harvey, who should have kept his mouth shut.

The trio of Mundaes began using language that would have gotten the two wizardlings Demerits and Detention at school, and then began throwing sticks and rocks at the donkey cart. Sam did not wait to be told to gallop quickly onwards.

“Mebbe we should be a bit more tactful how we make enquiries,” said Corwyn.

• • •
By noon, the lads were lost in a warren of back-country roads and little farmcrofts. All along the line, they had seen evidence of the Sand Djinn’s impish sense of humour. One village was so awful that they drove quickly through without asking questions at all.

After nightfall, they found a deserted ash grove and set up camp. Harvey built a fire while Corwyn cast circles of protection. They brewed Irish stew and heated mulled cider to go with it, after which they sat around the campfire and scared each other with wild imaginings and eldritch tales.

Just as Corwyn wrapped himself in blankets and was about to drop off to sleep, he heard a noise in the underbrush outside their charmed circle. Alarm talismans clicked prowler warnings. With Gromporske-quick reflexes, Corwyn whirled out of his bedding and crouched with a fireball ready in his hand. A dark, sinister form moved in the shadows. 

From out of the mist, a fell voice intoned: “BEWARE — DEATH IS NIGH.”

“Come out into the light, intruder!” Corwyn commanded as Harvey jumped up and grabbed his wand, standing ready. The dusky figure stepped forward and cast back its hood, the light from the campfire flooding the face with ruddy highlights and darkling shadows.

“Can’t you make that stupid donkey shut up?” asked Mazie MacAlister. “It darn near scared me to death.”

• • •
In the Cumbrian mountains some miles to the south of Ennerdall, in a cave hidden amongst the highest crags, a terrible dark form moved silently into its lair. It had captured twenty sheep, three trolls, and a Presbyterian during its nightly hunting. The sheep and trolls it had devoured; the Presbyterian it set free. There are some things not even Aszirol will eat ...

CHAPTER 12

“Mazie, what are you doing here?” asked Corwyn Daniels when the trio had settled around the campfire.

“Well, I convinced my Loremistress that a treatise on the topic of Persian Afrits and Djinns would make a good term paper,” she said. “I got Research Leave. Thought you lads might need a bit of feminine help.”

“We’ll take all the help we can get,” sighed Harvey with relief.

“How did you get here?” asked Corwyn.

“Wyvernback,” said Mazie. “I sent it back to Pennythraite. I can walk beside the donkey cart.”

“We’ll all be walking tomorrow,” said Corwyn. “The last Proximity Spell I did indicates the Sand Djinn is only a short way ahead, and we’re gaining on it. Of course, it could outrun us if it wanted to — but it evidently enjoys playing pranks and bedeviling the local Mundaes. We can overtake it by mid-morning.”

“But how are we going to catch the little devil when we find it?” asked Harvey. 

“Did you bring any Wizard Net matrixes?” asked Corwyn. His two companions shook their heads.

“Neither did I. Too expensive for my pocket.”

“I got a couple of Fireball matrixes and a Wizard Shield matrix,” said Harvey.

“Look, I have an idea,” said Mazie. “We know it loves playing tricks on people. Why not let one of us go ahead as bait, while the other two circle around and come in from either side? We can hit it with hexes from two directions.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Corwyn.

“Who exactly is going to be the ‘bait’?” asked Harvey.

“How good are you at poxes and hexes?” queried Mazie.

“Not very,” said Harvey.

“And averts and countercharms?” asked Corwyn.

“Uhm — I’ve been meaning to read up on that,” said Harvey.

“Well, Mazie is tops in her class on all that, and I’ve got a lot of Buckmastering experience.”

“You’re the bait,” said Mazie.

“Why do I always have to be the bait?” wailed Harvey.

• • •
In the dead of night, Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter sat in his Inner Sanctum before a blue scrying stone, searching the hinterworlds for the Sand Dervish’s name — the True Name that would enable Theodoric, with a Come Hither spell, to recall the little imp-djinn and command it to grant his wishes. “ ‘Asrafachan, Neomobledof, Extricatator, Beelzebum’ — oops ! Don’t want that one ...”

“ ‘Jaffaradh, Abdulimorf, Sultamish, Gilgamort ...’ 

“Drat and Bother! Odd’s Balls, Hammers, and Tongs !! — Such a simple thing as a name for that dratted Djinn, and I could have my every wish granted. I could command the blasted little imp to do whatever I want. Double drat !!!”

• • •
At ten o’clock the next morning, the three student wizards spotted a sand whirlwind on the road ahead. Quickly confabulating, Corwyn circled off to the left while Mazie vanished off to the right. Harvey, his features disguised by a floppy old farmer’s hat and work clothing purchased from a smallcrofter some miles back, continued on walking beside the donkey cart.

“BEWARE ...” intoned Sam.

Harvey whistled a back country tune and chewed on a piece of straw, his hands in his pockets. The little dustwind looked nothing like a powerful Persian Djinn — maybe it’s a real dust whirlwind (Harvey hoped).

“Hey, monkeyface! Where’s your tail?” came a small shrill voice from the whirling sand. Harvey’s heart nearly stopped beating — and then he heard his coveralls rip in back as an exceptionally long monkey tail split through and grew upwards, curling over his head. The Sand Djinn laughed impishly. “Looka da monkey ... looka da monkey!” he chanted.
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“Fesnard Encundum!” said Corwyn, stepping from the bushes at the roadside and pointing at the whirlwind.

The Sand Djinn whirled to face Corwyn, crossing the middle and ring fingers of its left hand over it’s heart. “Avert!” it cried, and grinned even wider. Then it pointed the middle finger and thumb of the right hand at Corwyn and said, “A Pox On You!”
With the quick instinct of a Gromporske player, Corwyn clenched his left fist over his heart with the thumb pointing upwards. “Avert!” he said, then flicked his flattened left palm outward with four fingers pointing at the Djinn. “Riposte!” Corwyn added.

The Sand Djinn mimicked his movement. “Avert, Riposte!” it chortled, but pointed its four fingers at Harvey instead of Corwyn just as Mazie emerged from the bushes to join the fray.

Harvey stood with his mouth wide, his eyes staring. This had all been much too fast for him. And he froze in that pose like a statue.

“Harv, are you okay?” Corwyn asked, running to his friend and taking his hand. Harvey Blankenship did not change his position one iota, but fell sideways and floated upwards in the same statue-like posture. “Harv !!” called Corwyn as the young mage floated away on the breeze like dandelion down. “Mazie — grab him!”

The Pennythraite girl ran three quick steps and jumped up, catching Harvey by his monkey tail. He was absolutely weightless and frozen into the ludicrous expression he’d worn when the Pox hit him. There was no sound but the hysterical laughter of the Sand Djinn.

“Tie a cord around his ankle and lash him to Sam’s cart,” said Corwyn, who then turned to face the Dervish again.

“Wanna keep up this duel, Little Wizard — or call a truce?” said the Imp.

“Truce,” said Corwyn.

“Esnitch Trucifactum!” said the Sand Djinn Dervish.

“Esnitch Trucifactum!” said Corwyn Daniels.

Both of them relaxed a little, and Corwyn sat down hunkering on a roadside rock. “Just who are you, anyway?” asked the Sand Djinn, who hovered with its arms folded over the little whirlwind, which weaved back and forth beneath him. It was rather like a swimmer treading water.

“My name is Corwyn Daniels. What’s your name?

“I DON’T HAVE ONE !!!” screeched the imp, chortling with glee. It whirled in a mad circle dance of triumph. Mazie came over from securing Harvey and joined in the impromptu conference.

“Look, I gotta have something to call you,” said Corwyn. “From now on, your name is Possywickett.”

The Sand Djinn stopped laughing and looked aghast.

“Look, maybe we can reason with him,” offered Mazie.

“Yeah, well, I don’t know,” said Corwyn. “He’s mighty tricky.”

“Why are you persecuting me?” asked Possywickett.

“Persecuting YOU?” exclaimed Corwyn. “Look at the mischief you’ve done since you left Gallimaufriars. Look at what you did to Harvey! Listen, Possywickett — my pal and I are going to be in a bucket full of trouble if we don’t take you back to Headmaster Theodoric.”

“As if I should care,” whined Possywickett.

“Corey — he’s looking rather sick to me,” said Mazie. “What’s the matter with you, imp?”

“Nothing.”

“You do look odd,” said Corwyn. “What’s the matter with you, Possywickett?”

The Sand Djinn winced. “I’m in anguish.”

“Why?” asked Mazie.

“DON’T YOU SEE?” cried the Sand Djinn. “For four thousand years I was a happy Djinn. I didn’t have a name. I could do what I wanted. Now you come along and give me a name — a ridiculous name like Possywickett !! Nothing Persian like Jaffarezza Haroud or Abir Allah bin Farouk. NO — you had to name me POSSYWICKETT !! Aaargh ...”

“Well, it was the first thing that came to mind,” said Corwyn, rather ruefully.

“Poor baby,” said Mazie.

“Nevertheless,” said Corwyn, “you must return to Gallimaufriars. I command you by your True Name ‘Possywickett.’ ”

The Sand Djinn groaned.

“Mazie, give me your cider-skin,” said Corwyn.

“Like blue blazes,” said Mazie. “I’m thirsty; I’m not giving up my cider.”

“Well then, get Harvey’s — he won’t be needing it for a while.”

Mazie walked over to the donkey cart, grabbed the cord, and pulled Harvey down to where she could unhook the leathern cider container from his belt. She gave it to Corwyn, who uncorked it, dumped out the cider, and commanded, “All right, then Djinn. Into the cider-skin.”

“NO !! Please, not that !!” cried Possywickett. “Don’t take me back to Gallimaufriars and that asinine Headmaster of yours. Pleeease. You don’t understand ...” The Djinn had tears in it’s dusty eyes.

Harvey drifted away with the breeze to the end of cord’s length.

“What don’t I understand?” asked Corwyn sternly.

“It’s mating season in Shalninah !!!” said the Djinn.

“What’s Shalninah?” asked Mazie.

“It’s my home,” said Possywickett. “It’s where I come from. It’s where there are Lady Sand Djinni ...” He started wailing. “I haven’t been home for mating season for five hundred years !!”

“Oh, poor Possywickett !!” exclaimed Mazie with genuine feeling. Even Corwyn felt strangely moved.

“But look here,” Corwyn said. “If we don’t take you back, Headmaster Theodoric will grind my entrails to make liverwurst. I can’t just let you go ...”

“Look,” said Possywickett. “These are the Cumbrian Hills. There are more monsters and faeries and hauntings in this area than any other part of England. Standing stones and faery steps and black dogs and lake monsters. We can find some other monster for you to take back. Something much grander than me.”

“I don’t know,” said Corwyn. “Suppose we managed to capture a gryphon or dragon or even a manticore — So what? Kingsbridge has three or four dragons, two gryphons, and a manticore; while Killiecrankitt has eight dragons and a score of the other rare monsters. I used to Buckmaster grey and brown dragons there. What good would one monster be for Gallimaufriars?”

“Maybe we can find something really unique,” said Possywickett. “Maybe we can use your silly feather spell to find something really rare.”

“With that low-level guidance spell, fat chance,” said Corwyn. “Now if we had an elf to summon up a magickal breeze, then I could do the high-level harpy feather spell my grandfather taught me. I don’t suppose you do wind magick?”

“Just sand-wind magick,” sighed Possywickett, “and the dust and sand would ruin the featherspell.”

Mazie cleared her throat. “Excuse me, but I can do a little wind magick. How much of a breeze do you need?”

“Just enough to keep the feather aloft till I finish the incantation,” said Corwyn. 

“I hate to think of him not getting home for mating season, poor thing,” said Mazie. “What’ll it hurt to try?”

“He’ll have to release Harvey from the Pox spell,” said Corwyn dubiously.

“NO PROBLEM !!” shouted Possywickett. He clapped his hands in the air and Harvey fell with a crash to land on his face. 

“Let’s go ...” said the Sand Djinn.

“What’s going on?” asked Harvey, scrambling to his feet and rubbing his sore nose. The others ignored him.

“Okay, here’s the harpy feather,” said Corwyn. “When I toss it aloft, Mazie, you keep it buoyed up with your wind control breeze. Got that? Then I’ll chant the spell and we follow the feather wherever it goes. Everybody ready?”

He tossed the feather as high as he could. Mazie whispered: “Aeoleoi!” and crossed her fingers for luck. The breeze arose and kept the feather dancing a few feet off the ground. Corwyn chanted:

“Guiding spell of harpy feather,

Borne by magick wind so fair,

Gliding gently,

Leading onward:

Help us find a monster’s lair.

“Lead us through the darkling canyons;

Through the valleys past the rills,

Guiding feather,

Flying swiftly:

To rare monsters in these hills.

“Help us to fulfill our mission;

Help us to make good our vow —

Harpy feather,

Leading onwards:

Find us a rare monster now!”

At a nod from Corwyn, Mazie dropped the wind spell, but the feather continued dancing and swirling in midair. Then it circled the group once, twice, three times as if seeking the scent — and then it darted off down the road.

“Come on!” shouted Corwyn and took off running, followed in quick procession by Possywickett, Mazie, and Harvey.

“Hey — what about getting rid of this tail?” wailed Harvey.

“DOOM !!” intoned Sam the Donkey as he trotted to keep up.

• • •
In the second largest tower at Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies, twenty-seven earnest young journeymen sat briskly upright in their high-back chairs, wearing the green-and-black school blazers with their old school ties knotted jauntily at their throats. They wore the Killiecrankitt coat-of-arms patches on their blazers and the Kracken emblems embroidered on their sweater-vests. They listened attentively to Austin McDonald, Third-Degree Adept, who was lecturing on the seminar topic: ‘What Every Mage Should Know About Words of Power.’ 

“Nah then listen, laddies,” said McDonald. “Ah have drawhn on th’ blackboard sixty-eight power wurrds thet each o’ ye shulde memorize if yer ta be true Adepts some dae. There be a time an’ a place for each magewurrd. Ye’ll note thet in many cases, there be mure than one wurrd for enny particular effect. Ye must ken which magewurrd ta use under enny circumstance ye mae encounter. 

“For instance, ye all know ‘Fesnard Encumdum,’ which binds thy enemy wi’ his ain muscles. But then consider ‘Klipperipranthry’ — a fine binding spell thet is. ‘Twill create magickal ropes thet tie oop yer enemy an’ hold ‘im fast. Takes more power ta cast than th’ Encundum, aye, but ‘twill hold a stronger enemy. He canna use th’ Hex Avert agin th’ latter, but must use th’ High Avert. In enny encounter, ye must be canny ta choose which spell ta use.

“Or say ye wish ta end a battle — at least for temporary parlay. Ye see here, we have either ‘Omskrieg’ or ‘Udbyttelyrke.’ The former works only fer three minutes, laddies. Then th’ battle’s on again — unless ye absqualate in th’ meantime. The latter works only for dragons, but because ye have 150 wurrds, ye can stall if ye be long-winded and careful in choosin’ what ye say ...”

Each of the twenty-seven conscientious journeymen made appropriate entries in their notebooks.

• • •
The feather whished along the road till it came to a turnoff, where it hovered and waited for the wizardlings to catch up. Then it was off again — down dusty byways and rocky paths leading ever deeper into the Cumbrian Hills. 

“Corey Daniels, now that we’re far away from town where no one can hear us, there’s a question I’ve always wanted to ask,” said Mazie casually as she walked along, carefully avoiding his eye.

“Ye-es?” said Corwyn cautiously.

“That Diary Raid you led last winter,” said Mazie. “What really happened? I never heard — I was home on Sabbatical.”

“Well, it was nothing really,” said Corwyn.

“Like Bally-Ho, it was nothing!” cried Harvey, lashing his monkey tail. “It was awesome. In all the history of the two schools, it was only the second time ever that a boy actually made it into the girls’ Boudoire Sanctorum. The time first was ten years before, when Ted Bradish got in by disguising himself as a girl. Snatched Melody Dempster’s diary, he did. But then the Headmistress beefed up the guardian spells to prevent that trick from ever working again. 

“But Corey made it in. We other boys never made it past the Portalguards — but we served as a diversion for him. Corey actually made it into the girls’ dorm lodge and snatched Headmistress Aristabelle’s personal diary.”

“What? — Corey! from the Headmistress’ Boudoire?” squealed Mazie, her eyes wide.

“Well, she wasn’t there at the time,” muttered Corwyn.

“How’d ye do it?” asked Mazie.

“Uhm — A little spell using new a principle I call ‘Jettykirk.’ I pulled a week’s suspension from Gallimaufriars for that and had to return the Diary ...” said Corwyn with a mischievous twinkle in his eye.

“Yes?” said Mazie. “And ...?”

“And he got a Commendation from the Mages Council at the Royal Institute of Magick in London for devising an entirely new Magickal Principle,” said Harvey. 

“Yeah,” said Corwyn. “Just before they banned the use of it till it’s been ‘properly studied’ and received RIML approval.”

“Royal Commendation?” exclaimed Mazie. “Corey — that’s great!”

“No big deal,” said Corwyn.

• • •
In her Spellcasting Pit far beneath the elfin court at Foxcastle, Delisandre le Fay gazed deep into the Pool of Bathrabbim. The ultramarine waters swirled and then stood still; the vision forming at the very center of its depths. “The Heart of Darkness ...” whispered Delisandre. “Show me the Heart of Darkness.”
The aroma of lilies filled the chamber as the lady’s head swam with delirious ecstasy of the vision forming. “Bathrabbim, oh Bathrabbim! — show me the Heart of Darkness.”

A dark shape took form at the center of the vision. “Darkness, darkness ... show me my heart’s desire.”

The black form took shape ... and a draconic face turned and smiled at the Lady of Foxcastle. “Well, what do you know ... Delisandre le Fay, my lady. You seek the Heart of Darkness — and you have found me!”
Delisandre’s blood ran cold. She banished the vision with a sweep of her lovely hand and stood trembling at the pool’s edge. Mocking laughter echoed and faded in the chamber.

“What did you see, my lady?” asked her minion, the gnarled servant gnome Tiltsk. “Was it the Heart of Darkness?”

“Aszirol. It was Aszirol.” Delisandre turned and strode swiftly from the Spellcasting Pit. “There are some things I will not face — even to rule the world.”

CHAPTER 13

The three wizardlings followed the feather. Upwards, along treacherous cliffs where the trail crumbled and they nearly lost Sam’s cart. Along the crests of misty mountaintops overlooking canyons filled with enchanted fog. Higher and higher into the remote fastness of the most distant reaches. They camped in hollows on the cliffside or in high meadows. For three days they followed the feather into the rockiest crags, past dangerous precipices, and into narrow cracks barely wide enough to get the donkey cart through. 

“Reminds me of where the Dark Lord lived in that book by Tolkien,” said Harvey as they looked over a crag into a desolate box canyon with neither exit nor entrance. At the bottom, near one end and sheltered beneath a rocky outcropping — was a monster’s lair. 

It was clearly a monster’s lair. Bones of the beast’s victims littered the ground and fire burn scorched the grasses and weeds. “Looks like dragon spoor to me,” said Corwyn.

“I don’t like dragons,” said Possywickett, hovering in his whirlwind.

“Look — if you want to find a lady friend, it better be something a lot worse than a dragon,” said Corwyn. “It doesn’t even look to be a big worm from the tracks outside its lair. Hate to come all this way for some silly, stupid little dragon.”

At that point, Aszirol came out of his cave, and the adventurers ducked down. It was a dragon. A little yearling dragon, less than ten feet long — all skinny tail and gangling legs. A delicate whispy little black dragon.

A Black Dragon.

“Oh, mother!” whispered Harvey.

“Shut up,” murmured Mazie. “Be very, very quiet.”

Aszirol circled the mouth of his cave and sniffed the air. “Fee, Fie, Foe, Fum ...” he said, and then turned and walked back into his lair.

“What did he say?” asked Harvey. “What did that mean?”

“Shut up and back off,” said Mazie.

“A Black Dragon! Merciful Allah in Heaven — a Black Dragon,” gasped Possywickett. “God preserve us all.”

“Okay, look,” said Corwyn. “How are we going to catch this little guy?”

“WHAT? Are you crazy !!” shouted Harvey before the others could stifle him.

“It’s perfect,” said Corwyn. “Master Doric will give us anything we want if we bring him a Black Dragon. Now, how can we catch it?”

“It’s too powerful for our magick,” said Mazie. “It could shield against anything we could cast.”

“Then it’s got to be done by trickery,” said Corwyn.

“I thought I was the wild and crazy one,” said Possywickett. “You folks are bonkers!”

The little group of adventurers huddled together beneath the shelter of the rocky crag and began discussing plans in hushed whispers. None of them noticed the shadowy black form that silently appeared on the rock behind them, resting its scaly chin on its claws and listening to every word they said.

CHAPTER 14

In other parts of the world, the stage was being set for what was to come. Rush hour traffic in Manhattan; tourists visiting the Black Hills in South Dakota; sandstorms in the Sahara Desert; blizzards at the South Pole ...

And in Hawaii, steeped in Mênehuné magick and earth’s deepest fires, Kilauea waited — enormous and powerful.

At Pennythraite, Mistress Melonie Periwinkle instructed the young ladies in the importance of memorizing magickal words of power. “You never know when you might need them,” she admonished, and then led the girls in singing the Pennythraite School Song, which emphasized virtue, preparedness, and magickal lore mastery. It is a rousing and uplifting song ...
• • •
“Okay, so we know we don’t have any Wizard Nets,” said Corwyn.

“Maybe we could make our own with binding spells and empowerments on cobwebs,” suggested Mazie.

“Would that be strong enough to hold a Black Dragon?” asked Harvey.

“Much too risky,” said Aszirol. But nobody noticed who had spoken.

“Do we know it’s True Name?” asked Mazie. “It’s a young dragon, maybe it doesn’t have one yet.”

“No matter,” said Corwyn. “If it’s too young to have a True Name, it’s too young to be bound by one.”

“Wise lad,” commented Aszirol.

“Don’t you know any really powerful magick?” asked Possywickett.

“Gimme a break — we’re just ‘prentices,” said Harvey.

“There’s all those old stories where the clever wizard sweet-talks the dragon into making some stupid mistake,” said Corwyn. “But that’s assuming the dragon would stop to have conversation.”

“I think we’re WAY out of our depth,” said Harvey.

“I agree entirely,” said Aszirol, and for the first time the wizardlings realized that none of them had spoken. They turned around ever so slowly and found the Black Dragon crouched like a cat on the rock behind them.

“Well, well, well ...” hissed Aszirol in a sinister and blood-chilling whisper. “So the little wizardlings are really planning to capture me. What a concept. I find the entire conversation fascinating and exhilarating. Such a nice change of pace from those trolls I usually eat.”

“Ahm,” said Corwyn.

“Er, hello,” said Mazie.

“Ulp,” said Possywickett.

“O Most Noble and Venerable of Ancient and High-Lineaged Dragons, we ...” began Harvey, but the dragon silenced him with a spurt of flame from his lips.

“Don’t bother me with all that nonsense,” continued the Black Dragon in a terrifying sibilant murmur. “For one thing, I am less than a year old — far from being ancient and venerable. And as you so rightly discerned, I am much too young to be influenced by the Rule of Names as of yet, so you may call me ‘Aszirol.’ I am also known as ‘The Daneworm’ and sometimes as ‘Death Flight’s Bane.’ I already know your names, so you needn’t bother with introductions.

“Now as to your plans to capture me — for a zoo, no less? — I find the concept most delightful. Far be it from me to interfere with your plans. In fact, I shall go so far as to cooperate with you ... to this extent:

“In the tradition of ‘Gog, Magog, and Merrigig,’ I’ll give you three fair chances to capture me. How’s that?”

“But how can we capture you now?” complained Harvey. “You know that we’re after you and can easily avoid any trap.”

“Oh, I said it would be ‘fair chances’ — remember?” Aszirol smiled. “I will walk knowingly into any trap you set, fall for any subterfuge, sucker for any scam. Three times. If you capture me with any one of these attempts, I’ll go quietly back to Gallimaufriars with you. Fair enough?

“BUT — if you fail to capture me after three attempts ... I will scorch Corwyn and Harvey into cinders with my fiery breath and devour the delightful Miss Marjorie MacAlister for my dinner. That would only be fair.”

“What about me?” said Possywickett, his whirlwind spinning madly.

Aszirol smiled and opened his mouth very wide, then clicked it shut with a resounding snap of his ivory teeth and said one word:

“Dessert.”

Mazie was hyperventilating. Harvey protested, “What if ... what if I don’t like your offer?”

“Then I can burn you and eat the girl now,” said the dragon.

“Oh ... oh ... Of course we accept your kind offer, Most Ancient and ...”

“Stifle yourself, Harvey!” said Aszirol.

“Now I will go back to my cave and leave you four to plot your little plans. I am truly looking forward to whatever you may come up with, and wish you all the best of luck.” The dragon’s smile was evil. Pure evil ...

• • •
When Aszirol had gone, Mazie said, “You think we can trust him? How do we know he’s not listening even now?”

“We don’t know, but consider his alternative,” said Corwyn. “It’s his game, it’s the only game in town, and we play it by his rules. Now does anyone have any viable suggestions? What have got in our Pisthogue pouches?”

“Well, I have a Portable Hole,” said Mazie. “How about we use it to make a dragon pit and fill it with sharp sticks and spikes?”

“Better yet, let’s use the old Uncle Remus tar baby scam,” said Corwyn. “We fill the pit with cobwebs, tar made from sticky sap, goblin musk, and everything noxious we can find. Then we can do enhancements and binding spells on the goop to make it a sticky morass with the power to entrap even a Black Dragon.”

“Sounds good to me — let’s do it!” said Harvey.

“Then one of us walks up to the dragon’s cave, stands on the far side of the camouflaged Dragon Pit, and challenges the dragon to come out and fight,” said Corwyn. “Aszirol charges out of the cave, falls into the pit, and Hey Presto — we have a captured dragon. We’ll cast a Numerological Progression on the pit so that the more he struggles, the more ensnared he gets in the muck.”

“Just who is going to be the bait?” asked Possywickett.

“Well, it’s got to be believable for Aszirol. Now who among us would the dragon think is dumb enough to do such a thing?”

“Why do I always have to be the bait?” Harvey wailed.

• • •
The wizardlings found a sizable area of flat rock and poured out the contents of the bottled Portable Hole to make a black circle the diameter of the desired Dragon Pit. Once the hole had set properly, they rolled it up and folded it carefully; then Corwyn stowed it in his knapsack. They clambered down into the box canyon, unfolded the hole, and positioned it just outside the mouth of the dragon’s lair. The enchanted morass was ensorcelled, the pit was disguised with brush, and a Spell of Seeming was cast on the leaves and branches that covered the opening to disguise the trap. 

Corwyn, Mazie, and Possywickett hid in the bushes while Harvey — wearing an illusionary suit of armor, shield, and sword — strode boldly up to the edge of the Dragon Pit and called out, “All right, you dragon! You Daneworm. Scourge of innocent trolls, despoiler of young sheep — come forth !! Come on out and fight! I challenge you to knightly combat, worm.”

Aszirol strolled out of his lair. “Nicely worded,” he whispered. “I don’t much care for the innuendoes about sheep, but it’s definitely designed to enrage the dragon in his den. Now what?” He stepped forward and stood on the Dragon Pit.

Nothing happened.

Harvey gulped and stepped backward. The dragon belched a little gout of flame. Harvey turned and fled for his life.

Ten feet away, Harvey plunged headlong into the Dragon Pit and vanished from sight. From the depths of the trap, sounds of thrashing and gasping and sticky-gooey gurgles emerged. Aszirol winced and walked over to the edge of the now-visible pit. “Nothing like a little Cavity Displacement Magick for a Dragon Pit,” he commented to Corwyn as the others came out of hiding. Aszirol spoke a Word of Unbinding to unstick the morass, then reached in and lifted out a forlorn and choking Harvey by his tail.

“That’s one,” said Aszirol. “Two more tries to go. Better luck next time ...”

CHAPTER 15

“Okay, what now?” asked Harvey when they had regained their base camp at the top of the cliff.

“We must kill him,” said Mazie. “We can’t risk capturing him alive. There’s no way. We simply must kill the dragon.”

“I say, that’s hardly sporting,” said Possywickett.

“No, I think Possywickett is right,” said Corwyn. “If we are going to be wizards some day, we must be honourable. We made an agreement, and we must abide by the rules. Word of Honour. Besides, how do you kill a dragon?”

“The question,” said Mazie, remembering her own lecture on the topic only a few days before, “is how do you kill a Black Dragon? They say it can’t be done.”

“Dragons always have a soft spot,” said Harvey. “Maybe we can stab him where he hurts with mistletoe like they did Balder. Or in his heel like Achilles.”

“What would kill a Black Dragon?” said Possywickett, turning whirlwind summersaults.

“I read about a wizard who filled a beautiful maiden up with poison and let the dragon eat her,” said Harvey. “Everyone thought the knight had killed her, but it was really the poison.”

“Not a chance,” said Mazie. “Don’t even think of it.”

“We could read him gut-wrenching poetry so bad that his intestines would reach right up his throat and strangle him,” said Harvey.

“I do a really noxious rendition of ‘The Song of Barien,’ ” said Possywickett. “All one-hundred-and-ten stanzas.”

“How about a Dimension Door that would open right up in front of him and transport him to Hades — or some equally suitable location?” suggested Mazie.

“That might work,” said Corwyn. “Does anyone have a Dimension Door?”

“No, but I can summon Master Theodoric’s from the Hall of Trophies,” said Harvey. 

“Are you kidding?” Mazie said. “You’d never get it past Old Doric’s guardian spells.”

Corwyn sighed and rested his chin on his hand. “If only we could stuff him into Harvey’s cider-skin like we were going to do with Possywickett.”

“Why can’t we?” asked Harvey.

“Well, even if we could reduce him in size so that he’d fit, he’d just rip his way back out again.” 

Corwyn looked glum.

“Wait a minute,” said Mazie. “Maybe we can do it. What if we used Liddel’s Topological Anomaly?”

Corwyn sat up and stared at her. “How do you mean?”

“We use the Topo Spell to turn the leather cider-skin into a sort of Mobius Flask.”

“Bonkers! That might just work!” exclaimed Corwyn. “He couldn’t get out because, being inside, he’s already on the outside. And if he did get out, he’d be in! And we won’t have to worry about him being too big to fit inside because of the topoanomaly of the thing.”

“I never understood Mobius Flasks,” said Harvey. “How can the inside of a bottle be the outside of the same bottle?”

“Because the Entrance is also the Exit!” said Mazie. “It’s simple Dodgesonian mathmagick.

“Oh,” said Harvey. “And why do we have to use my cider-skin?”

“Because ours are full of cider,” said Corwyn as Harvey clutched his leather vessel to his chest.

“HEY — where’d all my cider go?” wailed Harvey.

• • •
The second trial was over in even less time than the first. They cast Liddel’s Topological Anomaly on the cider-skin to create a Mobius Flask; then hexed a Come-Hither Entrapment on its mouth and enchanted a Notice-Me-Not spell on the whole arrangement. Then they climbed down to the dragon’s lair, planted the trap in front of the cave mouth, enticed Aszirol to walk over the Mobius Flask, and slammed the stopper into the mouth of the cider-skin after the dragon had been sucked inside. 

“He’s gone!” exclaimed Harvey. “He’s really gone forever!”

Corwyn and Mazie looked around, astonished with their success. Possywickett cheered.

But then ...

A small and highly-carved slab of ornate granite rock appeared on the ground, standing on end. It swelled up to about ten feet in height, swung open like a door, and Aszirol stepped through. 

“I’m back,” he smirked. “You think a Black Dragon doesn’t have access to a Pandimensional Portal? Farthing Little Wizards. You have one try left.”

“Oh, bother!” said Harvey.

CHAPTER 16

“Okay, this is our last chance,” said Corwyn when they were back on the clifftop. “What do we know about dragons in general and Black Dragons in particular?”

“Well,” said Mazie, thinking back to her class recitation: “Dragons in Western Civilization are generally grey, brown, green, or red. Grey and brown dragons are large, slow moving beasts, not very bright, and come in all sizes and shapes. Flying dragons are the Green, Red, and Gold — with a classic crocodilian head, gill fins, spines along the back, and great bat-wings. These are fire-breathing flying dragons, capable of speech and magick, often highly-intelligent and cunning. European and African dragons hoard gold and treasure. Chinese Dragons, of course, are benevolent and tutelary.”

“What’s ‘tutelary’ mean?” asked Harvey.

“Protective,” said Possywickett.

“So let’s summon a red Chinese dragon and let it protect us,” suggested Harvey.

“Forget it,” said Mazie. “Black Dragons are much stronger than even Chinese dragons. Black Dragons, the rarest form of dragon, are thought by some not to be real animals at all, but rather are dark spirits in draconic form. According to my grandmother, they are evil. Pure evil ...”

“That’s it!” cried Corwyn. “We’ve been treating Aszirol as a dragon. We need to think of him as an evil spirit in dragon form.”

“An Exorcism!” exclaimed Harvey.

“Exactly,” said Corwyn. “An Exorcism. Now we need a Bell, Book, and Candle. We bought candles for camping, and there’s a bell around Sam’s neck ...”

“DOOM !!” said Sam.

“I brought along my Bible,” said Mazie.

“Outstanding,” said Corwyn. “And I brought some Holy Water. I’ll climb up in that tree down there; you two call out the dragon and start reading the Ritual of Exorcism. Get him to stand just underneath the tree. At exactly the right point, I’ll pour the Holy Water down on his head, and ‘Aroint Thee O Evil Being’ — Aszirol is history!”

“Let’s make it happen,” said Mazie.

“What do I do?” asked Possywickett.

“Pray !!” said Corwyn.

• • •
True to form, Aszirol emerged from his lair when Mazie and Harvey summoned him. Corwyn clung precariously to the upper branches of the tree that overhung the entrance to the dragon’s cave, clutching the flask of Holy Water. The Black Dragon listened politely to their words, and then began thrashing his tail wildly. He began tearing around the box canyon, wildly roaring and thrashing as if in agony.

As the dragon passed under the tree in which Corwyn perched, it lashed out with it’s tail and gave the trunk a resounding whack. Corwyn scrambled to hang onto the reverberating upper branches, lost his grip, and plunged headlong out of the tree just as the dragon sprang up into the wind. The glass flask smashed to splinters on the rocky cliffside.

With a thump, Corwyn found himself straddle the dragon on its back. The spines along the backbone gouged agonizingly into his seat and legs, pain searing like fire. Aszirol flew like lightning through the Cumbrian Hills, banking and diving and then swooping straight upwards for a mile or so, where he began doing barrel rolls and dives and roaring with laughter. “Hey, laddie — how do you like dragonriding?”

“F-fine,” gulped Corwyn, wishing the spines weren’t quite so sharp.

“Anne McCaffrey eat your heart out!” squealed the dragon.

Then the dragon dove like a falcon straight towards a jagged cliff face, swerving at the last possible instant; the sharp rocks scratching Corwyn’ shins.

“Hey — take it easy!” shouted Corwyn.

“Did your Academy lessons ever teach you about dragon teleportation, Farthing Little Wizard?” asked Aszirol. “Only the most powerful of us can do it. Goes like this ...”

In a cold heartbeat, they were racing over the City of London, dodging through towers and spires. “Watch out for the flagpoles,” called Aszirol. Then they were over the desert — the Sahara perhaps, in a dust storm that blinded and stung Corwyn’s eyes. Then flying in a raging blizzard in Antarctica; then racing through the concrete canyons of Manhattan and dive bombing cars on Broadway. “That’ll make the ten o’clock news tonight,” laughed the dragon.

Then they were flying over beautiful rolling plains headed for a range of green mountains.

“For Black Dragons, the Black Hills of South Dakota hold an especial affinity,” said Aszirol as they sped into the hills. “You see those tall, thin spikes of rock ahead? They’re called ‘The Needles.’ That one with the opening is the Eye of the Needle. Have you ever heard about the camel that tried to go through the eye of a needle? Hang on, lad — you’re about to have a chance to find out what it’s like. As they say in America — Yeehawww !!!”
The dragon picked up speed and raced toward the giant rock in question. The opening was barely as tall as Aszirol’s wingspan and was only three or four feet wide. “You can’t make it through there,” shouted Corwyn. “Not enough room!”

“Oh, I can make it all right,” called Aszirol. “The question is can you?” The Black Dragon banked sideways at the last moment and rushed the Eye of the Needle edgewise. Corwyn threw himself sideways and clung to the armpit of the dragon’s downside wing. Half his longshirt was torn away by the rock, along with a good deal of skin on his trailing leg, and he lost the heel of his left hiking boot — but Corwyn made it through alive.

“I gotta think of some magick to get me out of this,” he whispered to himself.

“Wheee !!! — that was fun,” chortled Aszirol. “What next?”

Corwyn thought frantically. There was a Word of Power he had once memorized from one of the old grimoires during Detention Duty — one of the great ones, not just a spell. What was it?

“Hawaii is nice at this time of year,” hissed Aszirol, and he teleported.

They were now hanging in the sulphurous burning air high above the Kilauea Volcano at midnight. Below, the enormous crater was like a living cauldron of fire and lava.

“There’s nothing like a little lava to warm your heart, lad,” said the Black Dragon. “Kamikazeee !!!”
Aszirol went into a power dive towards the lava cauldron. Flames and searing heat engulfed Corwyn. What was the Protection from Fire spell? Was it a charm or an icon? Drat — gotta remember quick. Icon! Yes — the anti-heat protection icon of power.
“Asbestos Icon!” shouted Corwyn, invoking the magick as the dragon swooped bare inches above the molten lava glowing red against the night sky.

“What’s that you say, lad?” said Aszirol.

“I said that I’m doing ‘As best as I can’ ...” shouted Corwyn.

The Black Dragon began bucking in the air over the lava like the worst Gromporske Buckmastering that Corwyn ever rode at Killiecrankitt. Corwyn hung onto the dragon’s neck for dear life.

“Actatus Catipta Itapan Marnutus!” Corwyn shouted, and then remembered that was just a spell to hex a telephone.

Aszirol swooped up at the edge of the crater and did a back flip; Corwyn gripped the dragon’s flanks with his ankles. “Erat Verbum ...” No, that’s to get rid of rats.

“Caveat Emptor!” screamed Corwyn in desperation. The dragon rose into the air and then dove again towards the lava field.

“How about a little swim?” whispered Aszirol. “Take a deep breath.” The lava was coming up towards them like an express train.

“Udbyttelyrke !!!” shouted Corwyn.

“What’s that you said?” growled Aszirol, pulling up from his dive and hovering.

“You heard me,” said Corwyn.

“That’s what I was afraid of,” said Aszirol — and instantly they were back in Cumbria with Mazie, Harvey, and Possywickett. Corwyn fell off the beast’s back into the dust. “You have one hundred and fifty words,” said the Black Dragon. “You’ve used three so far ...”

“And do hurry it up a bit,” added the dragon. “I’m feeling rather peckish, and would like to have my dinner soon.”

CHAPTER 17

Corwyn and his friends sat in their command-post camp on the cliff top. The Word of Power ‘Udbyttelyrke’ gives temporary command over all dragons. Hostilities must cease — and the wizard has 150 words to convince the dragon not to attack. This allows a wizard to parlay with a dragon — assuming the dragon wants to listen and that the wizard has anything to say that will change its mind. Aszirol sat at the bottom of the cliff and counted Corwyn’s words off on his claws. At first, Corwyn tried to limit his words, but imminent defeat weighed him down. None of his companions had any ideas.

With less than twenty words left, Corwyn sighed and gave up. “I just wish I had an enchanted cage magickally powerful enough to hold a bloody Black Dragon,” he said.

“Granted,” said Possywickett. A great black cage appeared in the air, dropped down over Aszirol, and snapped shut with a metallic clang.

“What was that?” asked Harvey.

“An enchanted cage magickally powerful enough to hold a Black Dragon,” said Possywickett. “He just wished for it.”

“YOU CAN GRANT WISHES?” Corwyn roared. 

“Of course,” Possywickett replied. “I’m a Djinn and you know my True Name. No problem.”

“Why didn’t you tell us before?” shouted Corwyn.

Possywickett shrugged. “You never asked.”

• • •
It took only another wish to transport the party — Black Dragon and cage included — back to Gallimaufriars. And true to their prediction, Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter was thrilled beyond words and gave permission for the Sand Djinn Dervish to take a sabbatical to Shalninah for mating season. Truth be told, Old Doric hadn’t even heard what Corwyn asked for, he was so busy gloating over the new addition to the Academy Zoo. 

Another wish relieved Harvey of his monkey tail.

Aszirol, as he had promised, took it all with grace — although privately he was astounded beyond words that the kids had managed to pull it off. He neither roared nor thrashed, tried to rend the bars, nor teleported. The cage was truly magickally powerful enough to hold a Black Dragon. Possywickett was neither a very large nor prepossessing creature, but he was a Djinn nevertheless, and his magickal powers were second to none.

Corwyn, Harvey, and Mazie were the heroes of the school, toasted and feted by their classmates and masters alike. They were invited to lecture at other academies, including Killiecrankitt, Kingsbridge, and Potent Conch. They were even invited to Grackleflint’s Academy for Reverberaunts; but therein lies another story ...

Possywickett, before departing for Shalninah, stopped by the Black Dragon’s cage in the newly-expanded Academy Zoo. Aszirol appeared to be sleeping, but opened one eye as the Sand Djinn approached, a dusty and impish whirlwind.

“Well, little Farthing Sand Dervish, I suppose you’ve come to taunt me now that I’m captured and helpless,” Aszirol hissed in his disturbingly sinister voice. The Black Dragon smiled ironically.

The Sand Djinn swirled merrily.

“After all, you’re in the cage and I’m free to go,” chirped Possywickett in his most irritating tone.

“Yesss —” whispered Aszirol. “But have you considered that ... some day ... you will be back and we’ll meet again?”

“Oh, I may never come back,” said Possywickett.

“The Wizard Corwyn knows your True Name,” said the Black Dragon. “He can summon you any time he wishes.”

Aszirol smiled evilly. “He may even write your True Name in a grimoire ...”

Possywickett paled at the thought, his whirlwind subsiding.

“Imagine future generations of mages looking through the Grimoire of Gallimaufriars and finding the name of Possywickett. Just think of granting all those inane wishes.” Aszirol laughed in a low, deep, sibilant chuckle.

“And lest you think I am discomfited at being locked in this cage, I can assure you that it poses no problems for me. I am quite content to rest here, being well fed and cared for by the zoo staff. I am less than 300 metres from the Headmaster’s bedroom. I have plans ...”

Aszirol the Black Dragon smiled, closed his eyes, and contemplated the future in hungry anticipation.

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •
Part III

CHAPTER 18

Winter was coming on at Gallimaufriars Academy, and a light snowfall covered the Cumbrian countryside. The powdery snow was too dry for a good snowball fight, building snow forts or snowmen, or other such pastimes; and it prohibited Gromporske, Mumbletywort, or other outdoor sports.

Opposite the station on the west was the stationmaster’s house, where Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter made his home. North of that, the garage, stables, and equipment buildings had been converted into the school library and magick laboratories; and beyond them the large old warehouse now housed the academy Zoo. An English garden of low brick walls and profuse flowers formed the entrance to the campus at its south end. The flowers were, at the time of this tale, in winter hibernation. Behind the Zoo on the west was the Gromporske Arena and the Greenhouse Building.

In a far back corner of the Biomagickal Greenhouse and Conservatory, behind the carnivorous plants display, several of the Gallimaufriars lads had set up a Snailbaiting track on the dirt floor. An old wheel-hoop outlined the perimeter, and the moss had been raked to provide a smooth base for the competing snails. This Snailing Arena had been operating now for over two weeks without detection by the schoolmasters. This was due largely to the fact that the Floramage, Heloise Marmleton, was deathly afraid of the Martian Mantrap, and she wouldn’t go near the carnivorous plant exhibit. Of course, it was only a matter of time before one of the Masters caught on, and then the lads would all get a few days of Detention — but Jarrod Millerton had already laid out an alternative Snailing Arena back of the gryphon stables so that the game would continue without interruption. 

The Fifth Year Apprentice lads were gathered at the Snailing Ring for their daily match, which traditionally came just after tea time — when they should have all been doing homework in the school library, at one of the labs, or in their dormitory studychamber. Michael Rutherford and Freddie Melling were currently matching their snails for the final competition of the weekly championship, dexterously waving their Béquillewands over the arena to guide their slow-moving beasts.

Snailbaiting is perhaps the slowest sport in the world, the least action-packed, and probably the safest for the animals involved. Two competitors would set their ‘steeds’ down in the moss at opposite sides of the Snailing Arena and then steer them towards each other using Béquillewands. These consisted of slender magick wands about nine inches long, with two shorter wands four to six inches long lashed on crosswise, about an inch in from either end of the longer rod. They resembled a double-ended telephone pole, and worked like a marionette puppeteer’s crutch (without the strings) to guide the snails towards each other, allowing for limited strategic movements on the snail’s part. Contestants could guide and maneuver their snails about the ring without touching them, and really talented lads with exceptionally gifted snails could even bank and swerve a little. Not much, but a lot by a snail’s standards.

The object of the game was to get your snail to bump into the opposing snail in such a way as to tip it on its side without tipping over your own snail in the process. An elaborate scoring system gave points for tips, leaners, and glancing bumps. Each week’s competition matched snails in an eliminations tournament, culminating with the winning snail’s Champion Ride around the greenhouse. Sometimes, the wizardlings held mixed doubles tournaments — and those could get to be almost exciting. The lads bet heavily on the snails, which made this game a real favorite at Gallimaufriars when there was nothing else to do.

This was the final match of the week, and Barfy Bradish stood ready with the die-cast metal 1934 Austin Martin model sports car, painted a natty British racing-green colour, for the winner’s Champion Ride. Michael Rutherford was guiding his great pink aquarium snail ‘Niffleheim’ across the moss, snailing gracefully along with one of its long pink eyestalks watching the opponent snail and the other eye looking at the gathered spectators. Rutherford had purchased the big snail at a pet store in London. 

But Freddie Melling’s champion Shining Ram’s Horn snail, ‘Pride of Battersea’ — captured at great risk in the Kentish Stour marshes — was racing across the moss at an astonishing three-seconds-per-inch! (The risk in capturing Battersea had been due to the fact that the snail is a rare and protected species, and the young wizardling had a close call with a conservation officer.)

Freddie’s small snail, with its beautiful, shining, golden-bronze shell, had already eliminated a white-lipped snail, two common brown snails, and a long, sleek door snail that afternoon. (Tipping over a door snail is no mean feat, it being low and ground-hugging — the shell more like a unicorn’s horn than a snail shell). But pink-shelled Niffleheim was huge, a good five centimeters in diameter, while Battersea measured barely six millimeters at its widest dimension.

“C’mon, Niff !!” called Benjie Newton, who had bet his full week’s canteen allowance on the big pink snail. Rutherford inclined his Béquillewand to the left and brought the back end around; his pink snail lumberingly swerved to bring its broadside square in front of Battersea. The little Shining Ram’s Horn might have been able to topple the aquarium snail with a glancing bump at an angle, but with the big pink looming ahead like the battleship Bismark, there was little chance of Battersea prevailing. But then, at the last moment, Freddie gave his wrist a subtle flick, and Battersea swerved — ever so slowly — so that it struck Niffleheim a glancing bump on the port stern shell. TICK.

“Nick Bump — 3 points,” called Bobbie Dickenson, who was Snailmaster for the tournament. The two snails moved slowly on and began making wide circles which would, in time, bring them face-to-face for another encounter. Freddie Melling took out a small vial of Battersea’s snail-ooze and slimed the tip of his Béquillewand to better establish Contagion for the next encounter. 

Corwyn Daniels stood at the rear of the spectators, fingering and rubbing the badger tooth on the gold chain around his neck. He also wore a necklace of dried berries, pods, and seed husks.

“Nah then, Corey,” said Tristan Herriott. “See yer sportin’ a Danger Warner these days. Be ye not a might young ta be so paranoid?”

Corwyn shifted his weight uncomfortably and looked sideways at Tristan. “There are ... things ... lurking about that I don’t care to go up against without warning. Things I couldn’t see before I rode Aszirol. Things I see lurking in the shadows by moonlight.”

“Thet Black Dragon ye brought back for th’ zoo gives me th’ whillies,” said Tristan. “ ‘Tis one scary monster, thet one!”

The truth was that riding the Black Dragon named Aszirol had given Corwyn a massive infusion of Karma, which had increased his magickal potentials greatly. The new abilities were only now beginning to manifest. 

“How does the Danger Warner necklace work?” asked Barfy Bradish.

Jarrod Millerton, the school egghead, said: “It’s a necklace made of sweetbitter and crackleweed berries, pop-pods, dragonbush nibs, rednoggers, and Mexican Jumping Beans strung on a silken thread composed of unicorn mane. When properly enchanted, the beads will burst with a loud pop whenever you’re in danger. By consulting the colour of the exploded beads, you can determine what sort of danger to expect. Three red beads indicate imminent physical danger. Two yellow and one red means you are about to do something which will eventually lead you into harm, but not for several days. A green pod means a relatively minor danger, like tripping on a cobblestone.”

“Ye’ve got the Gift o’ Vision now, ye say?” said Tristan.

“Yeah,” said Corwyn. “I see weird stuff that I couldn’t before. Things that have probably been around us all along. Boogeymen and ghosties and ghoulies and long-leggidy beasties ...”

“And things that go ‘bump’ in the night,” said Fettlock. “Like snails.”

The lads laughed.

“Yeh,” said Corwyn. “It’s just been growing on me. That new kid, Moe — for some reason, I get a double-image whenever I look at him. Gives me a headache.”

“I don’t look at him much myself,” said Jamie. The other lads nodded.

“Ye soujourned ta Scheherazade?” asked Angus McDonahue.

“Aye — and Potent Conch, and Kingsbridge, and the Instie,” said Corwyn. “Lecturing. Seems that Harvey, Mazie, and I are now the Magick World’s leading experts on Black Dragons. Not that we know all that much, but it’s more than Masters and Archmages know about them. I’ve been asked to present a paper to the Adepts and Journeymen at Killie next fall.”

“Any interesting news at the other schools?” asked Jamie.

“Rumors, mostly,” said Corwyn. “Delisandre le Fay is looking for something called the ‘Heart of Darkness.’ The Irregulars have solved a couple murder cases, some girls at Kings were attacked by Grendel, and ...”

“Grendel? — but he’s only a legend!” said Jamie. “The monster was killed by Beowolf back in Viking times. How could it be attacking people nowdays?”

“It must not have happened, then,” said Corwyn, shrugging. “I also heard that Brandie the Barmaid down at the Olde Red Griff has a new boyfriend. Some natty lad, but nobody knows where he lives. Comes in every night and chats her up, then vanishes with the morn. The gossips in Cleaton Fell don’t know a thing about him, and it’s driving them crazy.”

“Old windbags,” muttered Jamie as the two snails finished circling each other and began charging forward at a miniscule rate. 

“Then there was a prehistoric monster got loose in the Long Step cafeteria, and some poor duck got sent down from the Institute because he couldn’t fix the Headmaster’s clock.”

“WHAT !! Sent Down from The Instie ...?” said Jamie. “I thought they only had three students there to start with. Why would they kick out a bloke just ‘cause he couldn’t fix a clock?”

“The lad was thirty-five years old,” said Corwyn. “A real moocher. Twenty years older than the other lads. He’d been hanging on for years and never tried to graduate. Lazy as a codfish. The sort of ‘lazy’ that will work for hours to get out of a few minutes labour.”

“This Delisandre has been getting pretty dicey lately,” commented Malcom Widgeon. “Lost her familiar a few years back, and it put her right off her feed. What is this ‘Hart of Darkness,’ anyway?”

“Haven’t a clue ...” said Corwyn. 

Just then Battersea the Snail achieved a marvelous chip shot against Niffleheim, and the big pink snail wobbled.

“Chipper — 2 points,” called Bobbie Dickenson. 

Then Freddie Melling pulled up on the back end of his Béquillewand, and Battersea flipped its tail up in Niffleheim’s face. The big pink snail arched its neck back away from the tail, faltered, and began tipping over. With marvelous dignity and in slow motion, the big aquarium snail toppled over onto its side.

“Tipple, Match, Game!” said Dickenson. “Pride of Battersea over Niffleheim. Tournament Winner — bring forth the Austin.”

Full of self-importance, Barfy Bradish brought up the die-cast metal sports car, set it down by the outer wall of the greenhouse building, and presented the steering wand to Freddie Melling — over his arm, as a knight might present a sword to his king. Freddie picked up his golden-shelled snail, set it proudly in the driving seat of the toy sports car, and waving the steering wand, started the car on its Champion Ride around the inside perimeter of the building — to the cheering of the other lads. As the car rolled along the uneven ground, the beautiful little snail sat in the driver’s seat, moving its eyestalks around to look at its fans.

Just as the toy car drove back to the Snailing Arena, Charlie Ashton ran up. “Scarper it, lads. Master coming!”

Within moments, all trace of the Snailing Ring was gone. The wheel hoop was tucked behind a potted Monster Periwinkle, the moss was smoothed over, and the lads had all vanished to various exits and hidey-holes in the greenhouse. Master Alastair St. Luke poked his head through the foliage on his evening tour of inspection. He might have found some trace of the recent Snailbaiting Tournament upon closer investigation — but just then the Martian Mantrap nearly bit his head off, and he departed hastily from the greenhouse. 

CHAPTER 19

Three days later, Wandmaster Alastair St. Luke was off on another of his reminiscences about the Halcyon Days of his Youth. “Ahhh — I remember the Summer of 1968,” he raptured. “I was hiking through the gloaming on Midsummer’s Eve, up the airy mountains and down the misty glens, when I scented a strange, sickly-sweet odor. As I peered through the smoke that rose from the ravine, I saw the High Elves sitting with little rolled up pieces of paper in their mouths. I had heard of Tolkien High Elves, but I always thought it was spelled ‘T-O-L-K-I-E-N’ ...”

The Wandmaster snapped out of his reverie and blinked his eyes as he looked around the classroom. “I just thought of something! The other day, I remembered a really important topic that I should have taught you last year, but forgot.”

“Well, teach us now,” said Freddie Melling.

“Ahm — the problem is that I can’t remember what it was,” said Master St. Luke. “I knew it the other day. Something to do with deathriders or encounters with the Black G. — Or something like that ...”

• • •
“Did you understand what the Wandmaster was talking about today?” asked Alfie Whitlock later as he and Corwyn Daniels walked down the gallery outside the classroom at Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts. In the distance, the sun shone brightly on the Cumbrian Hills beyond Cleaton Fell; and the fields, meadows, and marshes off towards the downs beyond Enerdall were a variety of shades of summery green. The school of magick itself was housed in the renovated buildings of an abandoned railroad station the Headmaster had purchased at a deep discount.

“Not a clue,” said Corwyn. “I sometimes wonder about that mage ...”

“Crikey !! — me too!” said Alfie. “Last week on our Monsters and Mayhem quiz, I put down that ‘Black Angus’ was a Scottish highland monster that devours little children on Beltane Night. I looked it up afterwards, and found that Black Angus is a breed of beef cow in America.”

“What did St. Luke have to say about that?” asked Corwyn.

“Gave me an A for knowing about a Scottish monster he’d never heard of,” said Alfie.

Alfie Whitlock was about the same age as Corwyn; but Alfie was taller and thinner, hailing from an upper-middle-class family in London.

“Where’s your familiar these days?” asked Alfie. “I haven’t seen him for quite a while.”

“Oh, he’s still on sabbatical in Shalninah,” said Corwyn. “I let him go with the agreement that he’d appear whenever I summon him, and I promised not to do that unless I was in real need.”

“A Sand Djinn Dervish for a familiar,” said Alfie with awe in his voice. “That’s brill — I don’t know how you manage these things, Corey.”

Corwyn fingered the badger tooth around his neck. 

“I dunno ...” said Corwyn Daniels. He sighed, ran his fingers through his hair, and looked at his friend. “I see you have a new Sliv.”

“Right,” said Alfie. “I found her at a little shop in Glasgow over the Midsummer holidays. The old gee carved it himself. The wort is cocobola wood from Africa and the pointhead is a piece of narwhal horn. The old faker tried to tell me it was unicorn horn — but if it had been, it would’ve cured Barfy Bradish of his head cold when I touched his forehead with it.”

“Nice workmanship,” said Corwyn. “It has a nice aura.”

“Ah, lad — but look at what else I found there.”

Alfie Whitlock pulled a small, soft-leather bound book from his pisthsack. “Hexes, Poxes, and Geases of the Ozark Mountains” was burned into the cover of the hand-made tome. The pages were gilt-edged. 

“It’s Granny-Magick — imported from the States!” said Alfie. “Croopus, ‘tis the real thing. And charm this out: there’s instructions on the back cover for how to download the whole book of spells into your Sliv. Here — scrye this, my mage.”

Alfie held the book in his left hand and laid his Slivverwand on the front cover. He waved his right hand over the wand three times, and spellcast: “Whishilar Malfuncta!”
The book and wand began to glow with lavender light, and tiny pinpoints of foxfire sparkled on the cover. Then the little motes of light leaped into the air and formed a bowed arch over to the narwhal horn tip of the gaming wand. The whole wand began to glimmer with radiant effulgence as the sparks formed a coruscating miniature rainbow from the book to the tip of wand. The book began to tremble, the cover flapped up-and-down, and the pages riffled as phosphorescent spells darted out of the pages and swished up the rainbow into the Slivverwand.

“Oh, that is wizzzard,” said Corwyn. “What all do the hexes do?”

“I don’t know,” said Alfie. “Haven’t read the book yet. But now — by Merlin — this Slivverwand is loaded with granny spells that no wizardling in England ever heard of!”

“Let’s try it out,” said Corwyn Daniels. “Go Mumbles?”

“Yer on!” said Alfie Whitlock.

CHAPTER 20

Mumbletywort is a game played mostly by novices and apprentices, less often by Journeymen, and seldom by Adepts or Masters. Mumbletywort is almost never played by girls, who consider it a dumb game. It is a combination of horseshoes, wizard duel, mumbly-peg, and Truth-or-Dare. The object is to make the Sliv stick into the ground as close as possible to the opponent’s foot without actually hitting the foot itself.

The game is played by two wizards at a time using a Slivverwand, which they usually make themselves — although commercial ones are available in Edinburgh and other big cities. The Slivverwand (also called the Sliv) consists of a flint, cocobola, ebony, camelbone, or ivory blade bound into the end of a slender, single-purpose magick wand whittled from either Ash, Thorn, or some other powerful wood (called Wandwort) using the same blade (to establish Contagion) in much the same way an arrowhead might be affixed to a native arrow. The Sliv is then enchanted with various poxes, hexes, and geases depending on the skill and resourcefulness of the owner. This is called “Loading the Sliv” and is done before each Match. 

Some Players have a number of wands pre-loaded with spells of various potency. Students who make exceptionally good Slivverwands can earn extra cash selling them to their schoolmates. Such wands are also traded and bartered. Well-made Slivs magickally know the difference between a Forfeit and a Double-Forfeit, which makes scoring the game easier. (With lesser-made wands, the Winning Player must chant “Double-Double, toil and trouble” while the Losing Player is mumbling the wort to activate the double penalty).

Corwyn and Alfie stood facing each other about six feet apart on The Turf with their feet at shoulder’s width apart. As Challengee, Alfie went first. He threw his Slivverwand — dagger-like — at Corwyn’s feet, but missed by a good eighteen inches. The Sliv stuck firmly and straight into the grassy lawn. “Good Strike!” called Corwyn.

Then Corwyn flipped his homemade Sliv at Alfie’s feet. The wand stuck eight inches from Alfie’s left foot. “Good Strike — Superior!” said Alfie. “Your point. One-Zip. My turn again.”

The two boys tossed each other’s game wand back to its owner, and Alfie went again. This time his wand missed Corwyn’s ankle by less than an inch and went tumbling end-over-end on the grass. “Bonkers!” called Alfie. “Your throw.”

Corwyn tossed his Slivverwand straight-and-true. It stuck firmly into the ground with the wandwort handle leaning against Alfie’s boot. The wand glowed for a moment.

“Leaning Strike!” said Alfie. “What did it do to me?”

Corwyn was smirking and didn’t answer. Alfie pulled a pocket mirror from his pisthsack and examined his face, which was now covered with big, scaly warts with black hair sprouting from each one. “Croopus!” said Alfie as he pulled his regular magick wand from its holster on his belt. He cast a simple ‘cure warts’ spell, and his face returned to normal.

“Your point,” said Alfie. “Plus I must pay Forfeit. What’s it to be?”

“You gotta ask Honoria Glendorp to the Autumn Dance,” said Corwyn.

“Honoria Glendorp!” moaned Alfie. “Oh, come on, Corey — have a heart! I’d be the laughing stock of the school!”

“All right — I’ll wager you this: Win this Match and you don’t have to ask her out. Lose the Match, and you have to take her to both the Autumn Dance and the Christmas Ball as well.”

“You’re on, my mage!” said Alfie. “My toss.”

• • •
The next several throws were “Good Strikes” for both lads, with the player hitting closest to the opponent’s shoe scoring the point. Faced with having to date the most fugly scrag at Pennythraite Academy for Higher Learning of the Magickal Arts for Refined Young Ladies, Alfie’s throwing greatly improved. He was soon ahead of Corwyn by a score of seven-to-five.

“I say — what’s this I hear about you receiving love letters these days?” said Alfie Whitlock.

“Not so much love letters as fan mail,” said Corwyn. “Some girl at Witch’s Hat read about that episode with the Black Dragon. Her name is Misty Callaghan. I get three or four letters a week from her.”

“Is she smashing?” asked Alfie.

“Wouldn’t know,” said Corwyn. “She didn’t post me a photo.”

Then Corwyn scored a Touching Strike — his Sliv stuck straight-and-true into the soil beside Alfie’s left foot with the pointhead firmly against the lad’s boot. The game wand glowed, and this time Alfie’s nose grew to the size of a pickle. Corwyn Daniels doubled over in laughter watching his opponent try to disenchant the hex.

“That’s Durant’s Ineffable Schnozolla Spell!” Corwyn whooped. “YYY-you can’t dehex it with an ‘prentice wand. It t-t-takes six weeks to g-g-go away all by itself.”

Corwyn was giggling so hard that he could barely speak. “ ‘Course you could always get Old Doric to disenchant it for you ...”

“Duh Headddmasthur wud skin me ‘live fur playin’ Mumbles,” said Alfie. “Whadd’ll-I-do?”

“Cast an illusion on your face that ... that it’s a n-normal n-n-nose,” chortled Corwyn. “An’ we’ll tell everyone you have a head cold to explain your voice.”

“Gread,” snuffled Alfie. “Touchig Strike — two points fur you. We’re tied now, seven-ta-seven. My throw.”

Alfie hurled his Slivverwand at Corwyn’s foot. It flipped end-over-end in flight three times — and then the wandpoint stuck deep into Corwyn’s bare ankle just above his boot.

“OWWW !!!” yelped Corwyn Daniels. “That hurt !!”

The Slivverwand glowed with dark grey light.

“Blood Strike!” said Corwyn through gritted teeth. “Double Penalty Geas Consequence. I win the Match. You pay Forfeit. Don’t worry, pal; I won’t put Faggergeas on you. Dating Honoria will do it. Am I bleeding?”

“Aw — yew po’ little baby. Did yew hurt yer spindly-shank ankle?”

Corwyn froze. “Who said that?”

“Ah did, Suckah,” said a grackly voice behind him. Corwyn turned to look.

On the top rail of the Gallimaufriars’ fence perched an elegant black bird about the size of a robin, wearing a flint arrowhead on a chain around its neck. The bird was jet-black, with lustrous velvet plumes and beady orange eyes. His tail was very long, graduated, with the feathers slightly concave like the keel of a boat. It had a long, dark bill. The bird hopped to one side, cocked its head, and glared at Corwyn.

“Mah name is Mukudor, an Ah’m yer new little frenn,” said the bird. “Crick, crick, cree!”
“Where’d you come from?” asked Corwyn.

“Oh, Ah’m yer granny-hex,” said Mukudor. “ ‘Joachim’s Dismal Pestering Sidekick Spell: Hexes, Poxes, and Geases of the Ozark Mountains, 2nd edition, page 42’ — if you must know. ‘Hexacon Impecovia’ ta be pre-cise. Ah’m yer tormentuensis, yer harassing sidekick; Ah’m here to pestheckle the daylights outa yew. I am Omenoxious.”

“Now see here, raven ...” said Corwyn Daniels.

“Ah am not a raven,” said Mukudor.

“But —” said Corwyn.

“Ah am an Omen. Yew know how ta read Omens, Boy?”

“Not very well,” Corwyn admitted.

“Wal, yew better larn,” said Mukudor, ruffling his feathers. “Ah’m a Omen. Ah am also a vexaggravator. Ah’m a nemespest, a harassmentor, a pain in yer derriere. Ah am from the Ozarks, an’ Ah’m heah ta bring a little Missouri inta yer life. Get it, Boy? Thass a joke, son ...”

The bird gave a harsh, loud, shrill whistle.

Corwyn glared at Alfie Whitlock, who was watching the encounter and looking dumbfounded.

“I get it,” said Corwyn Daniels. “And how long does this hex last, Misery?”

“Ah’ll be raht here at yore side; ta nag, heckle, an’ pester yew ‘till death do we pahrt. An’ if yew doan’t start payin’ attention, Boy, that’s gonna be a mite sooner than yew thenk ...”

“What do you mean?” asked Corwyn.

“Ah keep tellin’ yew that Ah’m an Omen! But yew doan’t pay no attention. Crick, crick, cree!”

The black bird skipped sideways three hops on the fence rail and cocked his head to the other side.

“Th’ trouble with yew, Corwyn Daniels,” said Mukudor, “is thet yore too much of a gentleman. Yer all wrapped up in honour an’ chivalry. You’d prob’ly lay yer cloak down in a mud puddle fer Sir Walter Raleigh to walk on. Yew’d go ta Hades in a handcart ta save yer best friend. Yer as bad as Donkey Oatie, only a hunnerd times worse. All yew wanna dew is go ‘round fighting dragons and rescuing fair maidens. Ah think yew’d do most near anything ta rescue a damsel in distress.”

“Corwyn’s nodd so bad,” said Alfie Whitlock.

Mukudor turned to Alfie. “I beg yer pahdon, Suh, but Ah mus’ respectfully beg ta differ from yew. While Ah respect yer intelligence an’ perspicacity, it do appear thet we have irreconcilably different views on th’ matter o’ this young idiot. Ah see no point in arguin’ th’ matter with yew. Alfie Whitlock, Suh, yew are a gentleman an’ a scholar whom Ah respect — but Corwyn Daniels is a nitwit.”

“Listen,” said Corwyn, “You’re beginning to get on my nerves. I have here in my pisthsack a brand-new fireball I’ve been saving for just such an occasion. Now if you don’t get out of here immediately, I’ll blast you into a pile of scorched crowfeathers.”

“Ah am not a crow,” said Mukudor.

“I don’t care what you are!” said Corwyn. “Get out of here or I’ll blast you.”

“No,” said Mukudor. “Ah’m perfectly safe.”

“What do you mean?” asked Corwyn.

“Yew, Corwyn Daniels, are far too soft-hearted ta kill one o’ God’s innocent creatures. Yew didn’t even try ta kill thet Black Dragon in th’ mountains. Now Ah’m jest yer little feathered frenn; yer far too kind-hearted ta hurt me. Ye’ll never go through with thet threat, yew haggard bag o’ concentrated sag. Jeeeeb!”
“Now see here ...”

“Yer a rotten lot o’ perplexicated sot,” said Mukudor. “Yer a preposterous pile o’ pixilated putritude. A smitten bit o’ addlepated snit. Yew got no more brains then a snake has hips. Yew got no more smarts then a hen has teeth. Yew look like ya got pardoned right after th’ warden pulled th’ switch.”

“But —” said Corwyn. 

“Crick, crick, cree!” said Mukudor.

Alfie Whitlock stepped forward. “Loog, Corwyn — I’m sorry my wand pud diss hex on yew,” Alfie said. “I din’t know dere were hexes like diss in da book!”

“Aw, don’t worry about it, Alfie,” said Corwyn with a sigh. “You didn’t know. Come on, it’s time to wash up for dinner.”

“If yore brains wuz a-rollin’ down th’ sharp edge of a razor,” said the black bird, “it would be like a B-B rollin’ down the Queen’s Highway. If yore brains wuz dynamite, yew wouldn’t have enough to blow yer nose.”

Mukudor shook his wings and rustled his feathers all over.

“An’ thet ain’t all —” said Mukudor. “Yer dumb, too.” 

The bird hopped up onto Corwyn’s shoulder.

“Yew are dumb as a brick,” said Mukudor as the wizardlings trudged off toward the Dining Hall. “Lookit that time up at Killie when yew had thet kid stuck in a falcon, an’ Corvus Leigh the Groundskeeper woulda hepped yew cover up th’ whole thang. Th’ other kids woulda said nothin’. But did yew do it? — NOOooo, yew stumped right inta th’ castle and confessed ta th’ authorities. Talk about STUPID. When they made yew, they broke the mold ... first.” 

CHAPTER 21

Most of the Gallimaufriars chaps were already in the Dining Hall when Corwyn and Alfie arrived; they were all dedicated trencher lads. Corwyn took his seat at one of the heavy trestle tables and began scooping woodcock casserole onto his platter, and then forked over a portion of Toad-in-the-Hole. Mistress Koch made up the latter with dragon-tail sausage instead of the traditional Mundae pork sausage, and cooked them in batter spiced with curry. Corwyn spooned up a large pile of green peas with bits of fried ham. There were also jellied eels, as well as Stilton, Shropshire blue, Pearby’s Cheddar, and Mistress Koch’s home-made smoked Cumbrian cheeses served with celery, grapes, and sugar-biscuits. There was a choice of chocolate-, strawberry-, or vanilla-flavoured milk. For desert were trifles, hasty pudding, and black currant sorbet. And, of course, several kinds of tea.

“Hmmpf —” snorted Mukudor. “Yer a gargantuan glob of glutinous gluttony. Crick, crick, cree!”
While Corwyn was wolfing down his second helping of casserole, he felt a large hand come to rest on his shoulder. He turned to find the Gallimaufriars Headmaster — Theodoric Grimwalter himself — beaming down at him in a rather condescending manner. Old Doric (as he was called by the students, but never to his face) was a big man with a high forehead, a lion’s mane head of raven hair with a widow’s peak, and two thick, bushy jet-black eyebrows. His firm chin was offset by flabby jowls. He wore a deep blue brocade smoking jacket with thunder-and-lightning buttons and gold gryphon cufflinks. The gold watch-chain in his vest pocket had a small carved-ivory elephant as the fob on the other end.

“Just a reminder, my boy ...” said Old Doric. “You’ll be travelling to Wales on Saturday for that lecture at Grackleflint’s. Be sure to have your things packed and ready early. Wandmaster St. Luke will be driving you to the Wizard’s Underground System depot in Whitehaven first thing in the morning Saturday.”

“Did you say ‘drive’ me?” asked Corwyn.

“Yes, you’ll be taking The Beardmore to Whitehaven,” said the pontifical curmudgeon. “Here’s your letter of introduction.”

The Headmaster added in a rueful manner: “I do hope the Ministry will some day see fit to approve my application to have a WUS depot installed here at Gallimaufriars. All the other magick schools have one ...”

Grimwalter wandered away, muttering to himself about the Ministry of Wizardry’s attitude towards the academy. (The faculty and staff at Gallimaufriars were known throughout the magickal community as ‘a bunch of addlepated rumpots, crackpots, and pooka-mazed halfwits.’)

“Anyone knows there are no pookas in Cumbria,” Theodoric Grimwalter grumbled.

• • •
Some months earlier, Corwyn Daniels, Harvey Blankenship, and Mazie MacAlister (from Pennythraite Academy for Refined Young Ladies) had undertaken a Service Quest to recapture a Sand Djinn Dervish that Corwyn and Harvey had inadvertently let escape from the Gallimaufriars school zoo. They had brought back instead a yearling Black Dragon — one of the rarest and most dangerous monsters in nine worlds. Aszirol was the only Black Dragon in captivity, and for a group of apprentices to capture such a malevolent horror was the talk of the magickal community the world over. Accordingly, Corwyn, Harvey, and Mazie were the heroes of the school, toasted and feted by their classmates and masters alike. They were invited to lecture at other academies, including Killiecrankitt, Kingsbridge, and Potent Conch. Now it was to be Grackleflint’s Academy for Reverberaunts ...

“Cor! The Beardmore ...” exclaimed Benjie Newton, one of the novices. 

“You have come up in the world, mate!” said Tristan Herriott.

“He’ll probably cause a crash-up,” said Mukudor. “Crick, crick, cree!” The bird tucked his head under his wing and pecked at a loose feather.

“I’ve never ridden in The Beardmore before,” said Corwyn Daniels.

‘The Beardmore’ was a 1954 Mark VII London taxicab that Old Doric had purchased from the Mundaes, which was in its day known as the Rolls-Royce of cabs. This particular one was a burgundy-and-black two-toned model, with separate headlights and huge black fenders like a 1930s-vintage limousine. The Headmaster and Wandmaster St. Luke were the only people allowed to drive the car. Master St. Luke frequently remarked that the vehicle had hydraulically-actuated brakes, whatever that meant ...

“And you’re going to lecture at that school where everybody’s dead?” said Barfy Bradish.

“I don’t think they are dead, exactly ...” said Corwyn.

“They’re reverberaunts,” said Jarrod Millerton. “Something of a cross between a ghost and a reincarnated wizardling ...”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” asked Barfy.

“Little is known about reverberaunts,” said Jarrod. “They’re young wizards whose lives were cut short by an act of tragedy or personal misconduct, and who somehow got a second chance at life years, decades, or even centuries later. They have no memory of the time they were ... gone ... and they are allotted one year to solve the mystery of their deaths — or they go back to being dead again.”

“That’s grim,” said Charlie Ashton.

“Are ye nae afeard ta goe travellin’ ta a schule wi’ a bunch o’ spooks?” asked Angus McDonahue.

“Me — afraid?” said Corwyn. “The lad who rode a Black Dragon? Of course I’m scared, you idiot!”

“He’s a cow-hearted clot of cravenly cream-puff,” said Mukudor.

“They aren’t exactly reincarnated,” said Jamie Fettlock. “Reverberaunts come back at the same age they were when they died. It’s more like being resurrected than being born again.”

“I heard of a televangelist who was born again,” said Alfie Whitlock.

“It’s not the same thing,” said Jamie Fetlock.

“What’s a televangelist?” asked Barfy Bradish.

CHAPTER 22

After dinner, Corwyn made his way up to the Infirmatory, Mukudor perching on his shoulder and flapping his wings to stay put whenever the wizardling tried to push him off. As he walked down the hallway to the sickroom, Corwyn heard a sporadic popping sound, rather like popcorn. He tapped on the door, and a familiar voice said, “Come in” in a rather weak tone. There were only four beds in the room, and three of them were unoccupied. The fourth was inhabited by Corwyn’s best friend, Harven E. Blankenship. The bed was covered with jigsaw puzzles, candy wrappers, and 1940s vintage Constable Rabbit comic books. The cover of the top comic showed Constable Rabbit trying to arrest Homer Fudge for hunting without a license.

“How are you doing, Harvey?” asked Corwyn. Harvey’s hair was the colour of mud in regions where the soil is heavy with too much clay to grow crops. His nose was lumpish, as was his figure; and his wide mouth had thick florid lips that tended to speak on the most inappropriate occasions. Today, the lad’s face was covered with huge crusty lumps the size of kidney beans. When Harvey grinned at Corwyn, two or three of the lumps erupted, bursting open with sharp popping noises. Harvey was in the throws of a major case of weasel pox.

“Stay well back, mate — I’m really contagious,” said Harvey Blankenship. Corwyn took out his wand and traced a circle of protection around himself on the floor.

“That should do it,” said Corwyn. “So how is it going, my mage?”

Harvey grinned. “Not so bad. I’ve got plenty of time to read, and no homework to do till I’m well. It’s great, actually. The popping sound keeps me awake at night; other than that, I’m doing okay. How about you, Corey? Are you sleeping any better?”

“Not really,” said Corwyn. “Ever since our Service Quest, I’ve been seeing things — stuff that I couldn’t see before. Things that have probably been around us all along. I can see auras now. Also Boogeymen in the closet; shants, gnores, diggles, and unthings. Patterns in storm clouds, omens in the wind ...”

“Yew couldn’t see an omen if it hit yew smack up ‘long side o’ the head,” said Mukudor.

“Where’d you get the blackbird?” asked Harvey.

“Ah am not a blackbird,” said Mukudor. “Ah’m an Omen.”

“The other night, I was down at the Olde Red Gryphon and saw a Banehag hovering outside one of the upper floor windows,” said Corwyn. “I suppose one of the lodgers in a guest room is dying.”

“Just so long as she’s not screeching outside my room window,” said Harvey.

“You don’t die from weasel pox,” said Corwyn. “It’s just one of those child wizardhood diseases.”

“Yeah? Well, all things considered, I’d rather be in Philadelphia,” said Harvey.

“I thought maybe the Headmaster might have cured your weasel pox by now,” said Corwyn.

“Old Doric couldn’t cure ham,” said Harvey as several more lumps popped on his face. “Weasel pox is a tough one; it’s ‘a time-delineated magickal infestation.’ Takes three weeks to go away if you leave it alone, or eighteen days with treatment. It would take an archmage to cure it — and we don’t have archmages on the staff at Gallimaufriars. We can’t afford to bring one in from Killie, either. I suppose Possywickett could do it by granting a wish, but he’s probably still in Ancient Persia or somewhere. So I just gotta wait it out.”

“I was hoping you’d be well enough to go to Grackleflint’s with me on Saturday,” said Corwyn.

“Not a chance!” said Harvey. “Not even if I was well. You couldn’t pay me enough money to go to that spook hall. If having weasel pox keeps the Headmaster from sending me to the House With the Witch’s Hat, I’ll just remain sick, thenk-you-veddy-much. Is Mazie going with you?”

“I dunno,” said Corwyn. “I’ll check with her tomorrow.”

“What kind of Omen are you?” Harvey asked Mukudor.

“I’m an Omen of Death and Doom,” said the black bird. “If this nitwit doesn’t pay attention and heed the warning, he’ll be dead as a mackerel within a week.”

• • •
Trinian Croft was the Proctor of Corwyn Daniel’s bedward on the third floor, and was widely considered the most priggish thorn in the school. Just a year short of making Journeyman, Croft had deputized himself as arbiter and guardian of morals and high conduct among the Gallywog lads. He spied, he confiscated, he levied fines, he reported to the Masters. Thanks to having been caught putting a love philtre in Trinian Croft’s bedtime cocoa mug, Corwyn Daniels had pulled a week of Detention helping the Floramage, Mistress Heloise Marmleton, in the Gallimaufriars Greenhouse. Corwyn felt it was worth it, because the philtre was especially charmed, brewed, and concocted to attract the most amorous of female bog trolls. The Proctor had been pursued by hoards of lovelorn little monstrosities ever since.

• • •
Tonight, Corwyn had to feed the Martian Maneating Flower. Several of the other lads had suggested that he feed it Proctor Trinian Croft, but Corwyn had demurred saying that the Headmaster would probably condemn him to learning “The Song of Barien” for such a prank. So he contented himself with feeding the plant the carcass remains of a large hog Mistress Koch had tossed out with the garbage, three large barrels of rendered fat, and a few dead animals he found on the road. The Detention itself wasn’t so bad, it was having to listen to Mukudor’s running commentary that made it unadulterated misery.

“This greenhouse should feel jess like home fer a pansy like yew,” said Mukudor. “Crick, crick, cree !! First time Ah evah seen a guy feeding a carcass to a crocus. Yew can larn gardenin’ by trowel an’ error. Thass a joke, son. Hoe Hoe Hoe ... If yew do a good enough job helpin’ Mistress Marmleton, they’ll call yew ‘Marmle-Aid.’ Jeeeb!! Next thang yew know, she’ll have yew pottin’ plants till yer hair grows out long. Then yew’ll jess be a hairy —”

“DON’T SAY IT !!” shrieked Corwyn Daniels. “Don’t even think it !!!”

On the way back to his dormitory, Corwyn had to pass through the Gallimaufriar’s zoo — and chanced to pass by the cage of Aszirol, the Black Dragon.

It did the Gallimaufriars lad’s heart good to see Mukudor’s reaction to encountering the most frightening monster in nine worlds. “Well, well, well ...” hissed the Black Dragon. “If it isn’t my intrepid conqueror in all his inane glory. And what’s this on his shoulder? A pestheckling budgie?”

Mukudor screeched. “Lot yew know, ye overgroan worm. Yer a ... yer a ...”

“Don’t tell me the little birdie-poo is at a loss for words,” whispered Aszirol, a little gout of flame and smoke circling around his nostrils. “Delicious little fledgling fowl. I’ve heard of people ‘eating crow’ — but till now, I’d always thought it was just a figure of speech.”

“Ah am nodda ... Ah’m nodda ...”

Aszirol shot a lick of flame out between the bars of the cage, scorching Mukudor’s tailfeathers. Corwyn’s tunic caught fire and he had to jump into the watering tank in the Mastodon enclosure to put it out, but he felt it was well worth it.

CHAPTER 23

Corwyn Daniels climbed to the third floor of the old admin building and made his way down the hall towards his bedward. The other nine lads who shared his room were already asleep. Corwyn put on his pajamas and shooed Mukudor off the bedpost. The obnoxious bird flew up and settled on a statue of Athena on a shelf above the bedroom entrance door. “Yer an aggrievious aggregate of addlepated absurdity,” said Mukudor.

Corwyn crawled under the covers, but the black bird kept up its nasty comments far into the night. Corwyn couldn’t sleep. Finally, at 3:00 am, the young wizard quietly climbed out of bed and, moving silently around the room so as not to awaken his mates, he gathered his pisthsack, wand, and a few other wizardly implementia. Then he climbed up on a stool and made a snatch at Mukudor, coming away with a few loose tailfeathers for his effort. He selected the finest of the sleek black plumes and took it, along with his equipment, to a study table.

Corwyn took a Sedgewick Candle from his pisthsack and set it on a polished granite disk on the table. Mukudor flew down closer to watch. Corwyn lit the candle with a spark from his ashwood wand, sprinkled some magedust into the flame, waved the feather over the candle, and chanted:

“Bane of Darkness, Bane of Night, 

Magick candle burning bright — 

Keep the Black of Night at bay,

Make this jackdaw go away!”

He then thrust the feather into the flame, where it burst into a bright (albeit rather smelly) flare of light. Corwyn looked up at Mukudor, who was sitting on a pile of books preening his feathers. Nothing happened.

Mukudor looked at Corwyn Daniels out of one eye. “Ah am not a jackdaw!” he said. “Crick, Crick, Jeeeeeb!”
“Look,” said Corwyn. “You’re not a crow, your not a raven, not a jackdaw or blackbird or mynah bird. Just what are you, anyway?”

“Ah am an Omen, as Ah so often try to tell y’all,” said the bird.

“I know you’re an Omen!” hissed Corwyn. “What I mean is, what species of bird are you?”

“That’s fer yew to figgur out,” said Mukudor. “Look, lad — the important clue is thet Ah’m an Omen of yer Death. Yer life depends on figgurin’ thet out, yew big-headed monkey!”

“Why don’t you just tell me what the Omen means?” said Corwyn.

“ ‘Cause thet ain’t th’ way Omens work. Yew gotta figgur out th’ symbolism fer yerself, or it ain’t no good. Yew gotta heed th’ Omen’s warnin’ to avert trajedy. Avoid the danger it represents. Thenk about it — look, Ah’m wearin’ a Folsom point arrowhead around mah neck. It’s made of chipped flint and has a symmetrical, leaf-like shape with a concave base and wide, shallow grooves running up the front and back. The edges are finely worked. Ah am a black bird from th’ Ozarks; that’s in th’ Southern part o’ th’ United States.” Mukudor spread his tailfeathers like a fan. “Ah have a wide tail thet Ah can spread, not like other black birds. Mah feathers are nice and black. Th’ Japanese call me ‘Kitaonagakuromukudorimodoki.’ Ah am yer fine feathered frenn — an’ yew doan’t seem ta appreciate thet Ah am tryin’ ta hep yew, Boy! Thenk about it! Figgur it out, son! What’s the significance of th’ Omen. Avoid the danger, or else yew are dead meat!”

Corwyn shooed the bird away, and it flew back to perch on the bust of Athena. “An’ furthermore ...” said Mukudor.

Corwyn Daniels made a fist with his right hand and cast his thumb towards Mukudor as if he were casting a fishline with a rod-and-reel. He spellcast: “Mute!” 

Instantly, the black bird closed his beak and was silent. Corwyn climbed back into bed and fell asleep. Mukudor continued to sit silently on the statue on the shelf above the door. The flickering of a magelight cast his shadow onto the floor.

CHAPTER 24

The next morning, the Mute spell having worn off with the dawn of a new day, Mukudor perched on Corwyn Daniels’ shoulder as the lad made his way down for breakfast. The black bird was making up for lost time with a fresh batch of insults, jibes, and torments:

“If mah dawg had a face like yours, Ah’d shave th’ other end and teach him ta walk backwards ... Chick, chick, Jeeeb!” Mukudor ruffled his feathers and shook his tail. “Yer a great gleekin’ fen-sucked moldwarp!”

In the hallway, they encountered Master Alastair St. Luke. The Wandmaster greeted Corwyn, and then noticed Mukudor.

“I say, old crow ...” said Master St. Luke.

“Ah am not a crow,” said Mukudor.

“What Ho, black crow?” said the Wandmaster, chuckling at his own wit.

“Ah am NOT a crow !! Ah am NOT a crow !! Ah am NOT a crow !!”

“Rather a nuisance, isn’t he?” remarked Alastair St. Luke.

A nuisance. That reminded Corwyn of a gesture hex he’d heard that Delisandre le Fay was fond of using to get rid of someone she considered a nuisance. He’d never used it, but it was worth a try.

Corwyn made a fist with his right hand, pointing his little finger at Mukudor with his thumb pointing up. “Begone!” he said, rotating his hand counter-clockwise till the thumb was downward, the little finger still pointing at the bird.

With a slight puff sound, Mukudor vanished.

Corwyn looked dazzled for a moment, then dusted off his hands and said, “Well, that’s that!”

• • •
Breakfast that morning was served “Full Monte,” with eggs and rashers, wheat flakes in cream, fried bread, kedgeree, baked beans, sautéed mushrooms, grilled tomatoes, bubble-and-squeak, finnan haddie, buttered toast, marmalade, orange juice, and tea. It was a delight to eat without Mukudor’s constant haranguing. 

Corwyn breezed through classes during the day, and after a dinner of roast beef and Yorkshire pudding, potatoes, broccoli, cauliflower, and sweet corn, he packed his luggage and kit for the following morning’s trip to Wales. He put four additional fireball matrixes into his pisthsack and springloaded five light-daggers, a wizard shield, three more fireballs, and two wizard nets into his ash wand.

Well before “lights out,” Corwyn climbed under the covers of his bed with all his clothes on and pulled the blankets up to his chin. He waited till all of his roommates had turned in for the night and Angus McDonahue was snoring. Then he slipped out of bed, crossed over to open the mullioned dormer windows, and clambered out onto the vines that covered that part of the building. He climbed down the wall and made his way to the stables, where he led Sam the Vocative Donkey out of his stall.

“Oh, Bother!” said Sam. “I suppose this will take us all night, and I won’t get any sleep.”

“Shhhh —” said Corwyn. “Be a good donkey and I’ll give you oats when we get back.” He climbed on Sam’s back and they made their way along the road to Ennerdale till they came to Pennythraite Academy. Corwyn tied Sam to a tree some way down the roadway from the girls’ school.

“I’ll probably catch my death of cold,” Sam mourned. The Vocative Donkey’s vocabulary was growing, but it was still all doom and gloom.

“Oh, be quiet — it’s still early November,” said Corwyn. “It’s not cold at all.”

The Gallimaufriars lad crept down the dark lane. Pennythraite was a tall, narrow school nestled on a slope amid the Cumbrian mountains, replete with high towers and even higher conical roofs with slate-grey shingles and tall, pointed steeples. The beige stonework and half-timbering were more reminiscent of eastern European architecture than of a private English girls’ boarding school. There were dormers and bay windows, balconies, terraces, and walkways everywhere. Corwyn made his way around to the back garden, picked up some pebbles from the path, and tossed one of them at a particular window on the second floor.

“EEEeee-Ahhh-KEEeeeee !!” Corwyn cried, trying to sound like a night bird as the pebble clinked of the mullioned glass.

There was no response.

Corwyn tossed three pebbles this time, and called once again: “EEEeee-Ahhh-KEEeeeee !!”
Mazie MacAlister appeared at the oriel window in her nightgown, opened the double sashes, and said: “What man art thou, who thus bescreened in night, so stumblest on my counsel?”

“Oh, come off it, Mazie — it’s me!” said Corwyn. “Who else would know our secret signal call?”

“Quite right, Corey,” said Mazie, looking down from her window. “How do be you? What’s up?”

“I do be fine,” said Corwyn Daniels. “Are you coming to Grackleflint’s tomorrow?”

Mazie sighed. “No — we’ve got Samhain Exams all day tomorrow. If I pass, I’ll go up a Level. No way I can get out of it, even to lecture on Aszirol.”

Mazie had shoulder-length honey coloured hair and blue-green eyes. She would have been considered pretty but for the astonishing freckle on the left side of her nose. Mazie spent many tearful nights privately lamenting that freckle; but she was a light-hearted girl nevertheless, and a devoted friend.

Corwyn dropped his eyes to the flower bed and scuffed his boot in the turf. When he looked up at Mazie’s tower again, he saw something that chilled his blood.

Moonlight was streaming down on the tower where Mazie’s dorm room window overlooked the garden. The stonework was covered with English Ivy of great antiquity. Something in the shadows of the foliage caught Corwyn’s eye. It was a great, shadowy spider — the size of a washbasin — making its way slowly down the wall toward the Pennythraite girl. Corwyn swiftly unholstered his wand and zapped the monster with a light dagger. Instead of falling to the ground, the darkling spider simply dissolved into a puff of mist.

“What was that about?” asked Mazie.

“You didn’t see anything?” said Corwyn. “That figgurs. There was some kind of phantom spider after you.”

“You could see it?” Mazie said. “Sounds like a Gnorra.”

“Yeah,” said Corwyn. “Ever since Service Quest, I’ve been seeing all sorts of nasty things. ‘From ghosties and ghoulies and long-leggity beasties and things that go Bump in the night — Good Lord deliver me!’ ”

“It must have been the dragonride that did it,” said Mazie. “You have the Gift of Vision, Corey! Harvey and I were both along with you on the Service Quest, and neither of us have it. But you rode the Black Dragon. Riding Aszirol must have given you so much personal Karma that you’ve developed a new Talent. ‘Tis a rare gift, Corey ...”

“You can have it,” said Corwyn Daniels. “I’ll take vanilla ...”

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

Part IV

CHAPTER 25

Early Saturday morning before the dew was off the grass of the Cumbrian meadows, Corwyn Daniels trudged down the stairs from his third-floor dormitory room and made his way through the Assembly Hall to the Long Alley and down to the main gate. There on road beyond the gate — in all it’s glory — stood The Beardmore. And standing on top of the former London taxicab was Wandmaster Alastair St. Luke in all his glory. 
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Today the hippie wizard was wearing a red fez and a long, yellow-blue-and-green striped paisley robe with the cuffs and hems trimmed in golden nauga-fur. Under the robe was a dark-blue chambray shirt with hand-embroidered cuffs and matching corduroy pants. On his feet, he wore bright-yellow Persian slippers with pointed, upturned toes featuring tassels on the tips. He was fifty-something in age, and his salt-and-pepper beard and shoulder-length hair were tending more towards grey each year. The Wandmaster stood with his feet spread apart and his arms flung high-and-wide in welcome. “Ah, laddie — we’re off on your great adventure! Here’s your sack-breakfast. Made it m’self. Hop in and we’ll soon be away!”

He sprang down from the roof of The Beardmore with an alacrity unusual for a man of his age and opened the door to the driver’s compartment. The Beardmore was indeed a magnificent vehicle; its burgundy hood and side panels had been waxed to a marvelous sheen, the high chrome radiator and headlight trim, the bumpers and wheel covers all gleamed like burnished silver, while the fenders and roof shone deep-black like polished obsidian. Corwyn opened the passenger door in back and peered inside.

Within, The Beardmore was even more elegant. The leather on the high-backed seats was of the finest dragonhide, and the walls and roof were upholstered in plush Shetland mammoth wool. There was room for four wizardlings Corwyn’s size to sit side-by-side easily on the bench seat, and there was an extra fold-down seat attached to the back of St. Luke’s driver compartment. The roof was high enough that a gentleman wearing a top hat could enter and seat himself without removing his hat. Corwyn Daniels clambered into the car and pulled the door shut after him. He sank down into the rich upholstery of the seat. 

Corwyn didn’t need the pull-down seat, but opened it anyway and put his feet up on it. Alastair St. Luke squeezed into the much smaller driver’s compartment and settled himself behind the wheel. Corwyn was interested. Not only had he never ridden in The Beardmore before, he had never actually ridden in any form of automobile; although he had heard a good deal about them. He looked into the driver’s compartment, where he saw the leather-covered steering wheel, the dark walnut-finished dashboard with chrome dials and Bakelite knobs, a gear-shift lever, a clutch, and a pedal on the floor which evidently operated the hydraulically-actuated brakes. There was no gas pedal! That seemed odd — Corwyn didn’t know much about Mundae technology, but he was almost certain that automobiles all had gas pedals. Also, there was no ignition switch. In its place was an old-fashioned acoustic brass speaking tube with a small trumpet-shaped mouthpiece.

St. Luke turned and slid open the little glass door in the panel that separated the driver’s compartment from the passenger area of the cab. “All set to go?” he asked cheerfully. Corwyn nodded. 

Alastair St. Luke turned and adjusted his robes, patted the steering wheel affectionately, and pulled the brass gooseneck tube over so that the speaking trumpet was positioned before his mouth.

“Head ‘em up; move ‘em out!” Wandmaster St. Luke shouted into the mouthpiece. “Fo’ard-Ho!”
The Beardmore accelerated smoothly away from the Gallimaufriars campus and down the lane towards Cleaton Fell. There was no sign of engine noise — and no aura of magick at work either !! Corwyn pulled out his wand and did a quick ‘detect magick’ divination. Sure enough, there was no magick driving the car. Which seemed reasonable; to operate a vehicle by magick out among the Mundae population risked exposure to the non-magickal community — and was therefore a violation of Ministry of Wizardry regulations.

But what was making the car go?

The Beardmore accelerated to about twenty-miles-per-hour, and then Master St. Luke spoke into the brass tube again:

“Ready to shift — on my count of three! One ... Two ... Threeee!”
The car momentarily ceased accelerating, and the Wandmaster shifted into second gear. “Ahead — Goooo!” he shouted into the brass trumpet, and the car accelerated again. Presently he followed the same procedure to shift into third gear.

Corwyn was truly baffled. Evidently he didn’t understand the operation of non-magickal automobiles as well as he had previously thought ...

Corwyn leaned forward to ask Master St. Luke what powered the car, but just then the Wandmaster burst into song — something about all living in a yellow submarine. Corwyn unwrapped his brown-paper parcel to see what he was having for breakfast. He found a brief breakfast of eggs-and-toast with marmalade and a little jar of orange juice — a far cry from the usual breakfast Mistress Koch prepared in the Dining Hall. While the Gallimaufriars lad munched on his breakfast, the Beardmore rolled jauntily onward through the Cumbrian countryside with booming voice of the eccentric mage echoing off the hillsides.

CHAPTER 26

The little taxicab wound it’s way along Cleaton Fell Road past Hensingham, then up around Harras to avoid traffic at Corkickle and the Mundae Sports Centre. They turned left where the road branched right to Bransty and Redness Point. They were about to head southwest when The Beardmore suddenly drifted to a stop. “Drat!” said Alastair St. Luke. “Must be out of fuel ...”

The Wandmaster grabbed a satchel from the luggage compartment to his left, climbed out of the car, walked around to the front, and lifted the bonnet. Corwyn hopped out of his seat, ran to the front of the taxi, and peered into the engine compartment where St. Luke was scooping what looked like little watercress sandwiches out of the bag and dropping them into the engine chamber.

There — where an ordinary automobile would normally have wires and spark plugs and maybe a carburetor or two — Corwyn Daniels saw to his amazement a miniature factory floor with cages and pulleys and conveyor belts and squirrel cages attached to the walls and floors, all manned and operated by a hoard of Sckroggits. The little imps were dressed in coveralls the hues of Gallimaufriars school colours and wearing little white hats. Some of the imps ran in squirrel cages with pulleys attached to the hub while others turned cranks and adjusted dials or made notes on miniature clipboards. A team of the little imps sitting on benches arrayed along a crankshaft were manfully pulling on oars that turned the cams on the crankshaft. These were supervised a Skroggit wearing a red cap who shouted into a miniature megaphone: “Stroke — stroke — stroke ...” 

There were gears and pulleys everywhere; and a large dial on the inside of the right fender had an arrow pointing to the word ‘Idle’ on a gauge where other divisions read: ‘Go Faster’ — ‘Slow Down’ — ‘Ready to Shift’ — and ‘Full Stop.” A number of other Skroggits wearing green caps were gathering up the sandwiches and distributing them to the various workstations. Corwyn saw the speaker end of the brass trumpet mounted on the firewall between the engine chamber and the driver’s compartment.

“Little blighters are always hungry,” muttered Alastair St. Luke. “Get back in the car.”

• • •
The Wandmaster drove the car down the coast road, and Corwyn caught his first-ever glimpse of the Solway Firth. Somewhere across the waves was undoubtedly the shores of Ireland. St. Luke had stopped singing now and was regaling Corwyn with all manner of stories and anecdotes, which he told over his shoulder embellished with facial expressions and hand gestures that made Corwyn wish the mage would keep his hands on the wheel and his eyes on the road ahead.

“Did you ever hear the one about Hans Fleisher, the philosopher mage?” asked the Wandmaster. “He was a brilliant magick theorist and thaumaturgic scholar. Published more articles in Sortilege Journal than any five other professors. But he was so busy with research, experiments, and writing scholarly dissertations that he had no time for anything else. Well, it seems he always wanted to take up falconry, but never had time. So finally he used a ‘Mobius Formicidae’ to make a hologone duplicate of himself. Way cool. 

“So the Holo took up the study of Biothaumaturgic Enhancement and crossed a peregrine falcon with a kestrel using accelerated evolution. Came up with an entirely new bird of prey and entered it into the St. Albans International Invitational Falconry Competition. Won top honours — and his bird was dubbed the greatest biothaumaturgic achivement of the new millennium.”

“What did they call it?” asked Corwyn Daniels, and immediately regretted it.

“Hans Holo’s Millennium Falcon,” chortled the Wandmaster, and went off into paroxysms of laughter.

“No doubt about it, this guy watches way too many old videos,” Corwyn said to himself as they cruised down Bransty Road along Saltom Bay into Whitehaven and made their way through town to harbour. They came over to the other side of the sea lock and were soon out on the Old Quay.

“Are you sure it’s safe to drive out here?” said Corwyn as they drove out on the ancient stonework and The Beardmore lurched over a dip in the pavement.

“Oh, perfectly safe!” said Alastair St. Luke. “This breakwater has been here for hundreds of years. Built by Mundaes, don’t you know. Back in the sixteenth century. Or was it the seventeenth ...?”

The car lurched to a stop at the far end of the pier, where an ancient lighthouse stood in a state of serious deterioration. There was a ramshackle cottage with a half-octagonal bay window looking over the edge of the quay and a steep drop-off to the waters of the harbour. The roof was missing shingles in several places, and evidently missing boards in many of those same places. There was no door — or if there was one, it had fallen inside the building. Beyond that was the lighthouse tower. It was in even sadder shape than the lighthouse keeper’s cottage. The stone blocks were of a reddish colour, very uneven, with little-if-any mortar holding them together. The iron railing around the walkway at the top was missing for a good part of its circumference, and the roof of the tower was missing completely.

“Marvelous edifice!” said Alastair St. Luke as he led the way to the far end of the jetty. Corwyn was afraid that pieces of stone might fall on their heads, but the Wandmaster simply produced his sleek ebony wand from the sleeve of his robe and pointed it at the base of the light tower. “Sesam Bauz Kon!” he spellcast.

“That’s Persian for ‘Open Sesame,’ ” the Wandmaster added with a smirk.

The stones in the tower base parted like great doors, revealing a series of granite steps leading downward. “Come on, lad!” said Master St. Luke as he strode down the steps, his colourful robe swirling like a cape behind him. Corwyn followed. The Wandmaster kindled a werelight as the two went deeper into the depths of the quay. 

“None of the Mundaes know this is here,” said Master St. Luke as they came into a dank underground chamber, which must be well below sea level. There was a rude platform carved out of the bedrock, and a dark tunnel led off in both directions. “Who would ever expect to find a tube station down here?” the Wandmaster added, grinning.

“Tube Station!” Corwyn Daniels exclaimed. “This is a TUBE STATION?”

“You bet! Hey, here comes your ride now!” the Wandmaster cried, tugging on Corwyn’s elbows to get him to step back as a rumbling noise from the north end of the tunnel grew louder until it literally shook the rock walls and floor of the chamber. A few seconds later, a dingy white ancient subway train with six matching passenger cars barreled into the cavern.

The locomotive came screeching to a stop, the cars teetered from side-to-side, and the passenger doors opened with a hydraulic hiss.

“All aboard!” Master St. Luke shouted as he led Corwyn into the nearest car.

“Find a seat, lad. This train won’t wait for long. So long and — goooood luccccck!” the Wandmaster cried, leaping out of the compartment just as the doors automatically snapped shut and the train sped off again.

• • •
The inside of the musty compartment was fully as archaic as its outside, with decrepit teak-and-leather bench seats, lusterless cedar-paneled walls, werelights burning on ancient gas lamps, and brass handrails in need of a good polishing. 

There were four other passengers in the compartment: two old wizards with brown-paper parcels clutched in their laps, one rather homely young witch with senna-coloured hair, and an old crone reading a battered copy of Witch’s Home Companion. Corwyn’s mouth dropped open when he saw a disembodied human skull looking back at him from an onyx box attached to the cab’s nearest ceiling corner. The skull was mounted on a post and was able to swivel left or right of its own volition. The thing had a black aura, which frightened Corwyn more than the death’s head itself.

“Fare, mate?” said the grinning skull in a rather hollow Cockney voice. “Gotcher fare? — Oh, wait-er-minnit! Yer that Corwyn Daniels lad that rode on Aszirol, ain’t yer? Cor! — I’m glad to meetcher. Name’s Bernie. I’m the conductor. Welcome aboard; yer fare is all taken care of.”

The other passengers sat up and began paying attention to Corwyn. “You th’ Black-Dragon Rider, lad?” said one old gaffer, who was bald as a egg on top but had thick, curly white hair around his ears and the back of his head. “Quite a joy ride he took ye on, so I hear.”

At times the train ran underground; then it would suddenly burst forth into wild, open landscape for a while, then plunge into a cave or tunnel.

The old crone giggled at Corwyn and grinned through what few were left of her teeth. The other wizards began plying the lad with questions about his adventure, so much so that he scarcely saw the blur of the Cumbrian and then Welsh countryside whishing past. 

Corwyn told them about riding the Black Dragon, and how ever since he had been able to see auras — which he hadn’t been able to see before. 

He didn’t tell them about the dark things he saw lurking in closets at night, nor about the black shapes that creep over the Cumbrian fells under the moonlight. All the things he had never been able to see before he got what Mazie called the Gift of Vision. Things that now gave him the willies and kept him awake at night.

“Goin’ to th’ House With the Witch’s Hat, are ye, laddie?” said the other old man, who had a mouthful of gold teeth. 

Corwyn nodded.

“Well, you better watch out there,” the old wizard continued. “They have a Hellhound loose on the grounds at night as a guard dog. The Cappel. Look the brute in the face and you die. That badger tooth around your neck won’t protect you from him ... ‘Tis a foul creature — a huge, black beast in the form of a hound, yet far more enormous than any hound that ever mortal man has seen, with red burning eyes and dripping jaws ...

“You have to climb the Faery Steps to get to the school. There are swamp dryads in the fens and barrow-wights on the moorland. The school itself is even worse. The rooms move around — never twice in the same place. Then there’s Thoor Kilmainham. No man has ever seen the Headmaster and lived to tell about it — he keeps himself locked up in that peculiar tower. Half the faculty is undead, and the rest wish they were. No, sonny, I don’t envy you this visit to Grackleflint’s.”

The train was now streaming through the Snowdonian mountains.

“Well, we have Faery Steps in Cumbria, too,” said Corwyn. “Are these —?” 

Suddenly there was a screeching sound, and Corwyn was nearly jolted off his bench as the subway braked to an abrupt stop.

“Satan’s Bridge — that’s yer stop, my lad,” screamed Bernie the Skull. “Can’t drop you off at the Grackleflint school stop since yer not an enrollified student there. You’ll have to take the Faery Steps. Here’s where you get off. Step lively, lad.” The doors screeched open as the car jolted to a stop.

“Wait a minute,” said Corwyn. “How do I find the wizard academy?”

“You won’t find it,” said the Skull. “If yer lucky, it’ll maybe find you ...”

The doors began to shut, and Corwyn leaped for the platform. He stumbled and fell, rolling over against a stand of wooden kegs and packing crates as the subway screamed off into the night. He groaned and sat up, checking his coat to see if any of it had been torn away by the subway doors as they closed. His suitcase and pisthsack had tumbled to a far corner of the room.

“Well, it’s about time yew got here, Bonehead!” said a grackley voice above him. “Get up. Mush-fer-Brains, an’ Ah’ll lead yew to th’ nearest faery stairwell. Crick, crick, cree!”
Sitting on an empty whiskey barrel was Mukudor the Omen.

CHAPTER 27

“Ah suppose yew thenk yew were purdy clever, sendin’ me off ta Johannesburg like thet,” said the black bird, scratching the feathers under the flint arrowhead with his beak. “Wal, Africa were a nice place ta visit, but Ah had me a chore gettin’ back here in time ...”

Corwyn looked around and found himself in a cellar of some kind. From the racks of wine bottles and barrels of whiskey, ale, and cider, he decided it must be a public house. There was a rough-hewn wooden staircase leading upwards on the side of the room opposite the subway tunnel, so the lad retrieved his luggage and climbed them — to find himself in the Common Room of the Windigo Inn and Public House. Neither the bartender nor any of the regulars seemed to think it odd to see an underage lad with a black bird on his shoulder emerge from the cellar, or for that matter didn’t seem to notice him at all.

“Yaaaah! — yer mudder has cloven hooves!” said Mukudor. “Crick, crick, creeee. These sots are dumber than you are, lad.”

“Okay, so how do we get to this spook school?” said Corwyn as they emerged onto the main street of the village.

“Why doan’t yew read th’ letter of introduction they sent yew, Sheep Dip?” said Mukudor.

“Oh, yeah — I forgot,” said Corwyn, pulling the envelope out of his jacket.

“This is weird,” said Corwyn when he had finished reading the letter’s contents. It just says: ‘Base of chasm past bridge of the Old Scratch’ — and then there’s a poem.”

“Well?” said Mukudor. 

“This town is called ‘Satan’s Bridge.’ said Corwyn. So I presume that’s the bridge in question.” 

Corwyn asked directions from a few passers-by and then headed out of town, following some street signs to the infamous bridge. He got lost a few times and had to backtrack and ask directions again. They came eventually to an ancient stone-and-mortar bridge spanning a tumultuous river that cascaded down a tall cataract and rushed through a natural sluice formed of hazardous rocks and logjams of stumps and broken trees that had fallen into the ravine.

“We gotta climb down there?” exclaimed Corwyn.

“Correction, Dunderhead!” said Mukudor. “Yew gotta climb down thar — whaddaya thenk these wings are fer?”

The black bird took wing off Corwyn’s shoulder.

“There are many paths ta Grackleflint’s,” called Mukudor as he flew down into the chasm. “Ah’m takin’ th’ easy way.”

Corwyn crossed to the far side of the bridge and began climbing down the rock face, finding crevices and outcroppings to use as hand- and foot-holds. “Why doan’t yew use yer wand, Brickhead?” called Mukudor. 

Corwyn shamefacedly drew his ash wand, spellcast a de-levitation charm: “Fjerflyde!” — and then drifted like a downy feather to the base of the embankment.

At the bottom of the ravine, the pounding water smashing on the cataract’s rocks assaulted Corwyn’s ears and the chilly spray soaked him to the skin. As Mukudor swooped through the gill’s craggy wilderness, icy air from the caves that honeycombed the cliffs half-froze Corwyn. The smell of humus and clay was noxious. He walked along the ravine, which wound among the base of the mountains that surrounded the town of Satan’s Bridge. At the end of the gulch, Corwyn stopped and looked up.

Rising high in front of him, like a great black glacier of stone, was a sheer rock wall a hundred feet high. Mukudor swooped up the cliff face and dove downward, whistling and jeebing and dancing on the wind currents. “How yew like this, Bogmuck?”

“I have a bad feeling about this,” Corwyn said. “I see two cliffs — a real one of cold, lichen-covered granite rock, and another ghostly image overlaid, with a stone stairway leading up into the rockface.”

“Them’s th’ Faery Steps,” said Mukudor. “Now all yew gotta do is figgur out how ta climb ‘em ...”

Corwyn studied the cliffside a moment, then withdrew the letter of introduction from his jacket pocket. “Well, there’s this poem here. It doesn’t rhyme and the meter’s lousy, but what the hey? In for a penny, in for a pound ...” 

Corwyn Daniels recited the poem:

“Arise me lads; heed, listen,

To the banshee’s sterile wail.

Barred from Heaven and banished from Hell,

It’s a-standing outside your gate.

Close your ears and bind your eyes

And pray for God’s guiding light.

For when a banshee comes a-calling,

Can Azrael be far behind?”

On the final word of the poem, a crevasse split out from the center of the rock face and lengthened like a crack in a skating pond into a tall, thin gap — revealing Faery Steps much like those at Beetham Village in Cumbria. The stone steps were a natural formation, not exactly square or even. 

“Back home, they say if you climb the faery stairway and reach the top without touching the sides, the faeries will grant your wish,” said Corwyn. 

Mukudor snorted. “Pikers! These here steps will grant three wishes — but only three, mind yew. Wish for a fourth — an’ yew lose ‘em all.”

“I can do it,” Corwyn said aloud, more to twit Mukudor than out of any sense of conviction. He started up the steps into the fissure, keeping his elbows in tight against his sides. The gap in the rock face was so narrow that Corwyn felt like it was some sort of gigantic trap, and he had the nervous feeling that the gap might snap shut and crush him at any moment. The walls pressed in close. 

He was perhaps twenty feet up into the fissure when he stopped cold. Ahead on the steps and outcroppings, he could faintly make out the forms of tiny little people. Some were gossamer with insect wings and beautiful fey eyes and flowing golden hair; others were wizened and grotesque and dressed in leather jerkins. They were gamboling on the stairs in the measured dance of the faeries. 

Even the most beautiful ones had razor-sharp shark’s teeth and little ivory canine fangs ...

Mukudor refrained from commenting.

Corwyn gulped and rubbed the badger tooth necklace around his neck for good luck. Then, meticulously and ever-so-cautiously, Corwyn Daniels made his way up the steep stone stairway, taking great care not to step on any of the little people. Some hissed at him, or made scratching movements as he went past, while others — the frighteningly beautiful females — blew him kisses and smiled, showing their little pearl-white shark’s teeth.

At last Corwyn and Mukudor reached the top stone steps and emerged onto a broad plateau. They saw a misty landscape with blackened trees and strange vegetation that covered the terrain and climbed over the low perimeter walls like fog. It was an upland heather moor, mottled with gnarled and craggy cairns and tors, with low areas of peat bog and mire to the southeast. A flock of dusky swallows was flying over the desolate landscape. In the distance, shadowy and dim in the mist, a gloomy, Gothic, two-story brick manor house stood beside a gnarled half-dead tree. There were several chimneys and towers of different sizes, capped by weather vanes or lightning rods, making the roof as uneven as the mountains of Mordor. 

Corwyn noticed several rivers of faintly-glowing light streaming across the moorland, converging somewhere behind the manor house.

The stately home’s most prominent feature was a tower in the southwest corner. The tower was twice as tall as the rest of the mansion, with a conical peak roof and a circular walkway around its base. 

The infamous tower that resembled a witch’s hat.
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All of the great manor house was dark — except for a single candle burning in the highest window of the witch-hat tower. “They sure know how to break out the welcome mat for us,” said Corwyn.

Over the great moorland there hung a dense, white mist. It was drifting slowly in Corwyn’s direction, and banked itself up like a wall on the east, low, but thick and well-defined. Then a hideous sound swept through the silent landscape, louder and much nearer than the cries of the distant swallows. It was a deep, muttered rumble — a musical and yet menacing howl, rising and falling like the low, constant murmur of the sea.

“Oh, Croopus!” said Corwyn Daniels in a hushed whisper. “What in the world was that?” 

Mukudor looked strangely at the lad for an instant, and his raspy voice sank low as he answered:

“Mr. Daniels, thet were the baying of a gigantic hound!”

CHAPTER 28

The great door of the mansion creaked open cautiously and a tall, thin girl with Cleopatra-style ebony hair and the trim oval face of an Egyptian princess peered out at Corwyn. The black-haired girl stood framed within a shaft of light flowing out of the manor house’s opened front door. “Yes?” she said as the Gallimaufriars lad stepped inside the House With The Witch’s Hat. Beyond her in the hallway, Corwyn made out the faces of a handful of other wizardlings — reverberaunts — moving about the dusky corridors or climbing a banister staircase, their faces pale with shadows on their features. When they saw him, the reverberaunts stood silent and still, frozen in place as they eyed Corwyn and Mukudor, their books remaining under their arms, their eyes wary. Two or three of the males held their wands at ready.

“Ah — er — My name is Corwyn Daniels, and I think I’m supposed to be here to give a speech ...” Corwyn stammered.

“CORWYN DANIELS!” the Egyptian girl squealed, her eyes brightening and her mouth opening wide. “The kid who rode the Black Dragon! — Hey, everybody! It’s Corwyn Daniels !!!!!”
The other wizardlings rushed to the doorway and clamoured around Corwyn. In the better light, their faces were no more shadowed than students at any other wizard academy.

“Can I have your autograph?” said one of the younger boys.

“Wow! I’ve heard so much about you!” said another.

“Isn’t he cute?” said one of the girls to another, who squealed in response.

“Ab-so-tive-ly Wizzzzard!” said another.

“What do you know?” said Corwyn to himself. “Reverberaunts are evidently no different from any other student wizards.”

“What’s with the jackdaw?” said the first boy.

“Ah’m not a jackdaw !!” croaked Mukudor. “Jeeeeeb!”
“What’s with the arrowhead around your neck?” the boy continued, unabashed.

“My name is Tera Pasha,” said the tall Egyptian girl who had opened the door. “Welcome to Grackleflint’s ...”

CHAPTER 29

The entrance of the mansion consisted of a Grand Hall, with gloomy walls of gray limestone and dark wainscoting. There were filigreed beams decorating the high-vaulted ceiling. Twice-life-size paintings of men and women in wizardly regalia from various centuries hung on the walls between black-and-gold armorial banners embroidered with Grackleflint’s lion-and-peacock school crest. On either side of the front door were ten-foot-high stained-glass windows depicting adventures and passions from the life of Lord A.C. Grackleflint, the founder of the academy. 

Opposite the entrance was a winding staircase leading to the second floor, and on either side were three stone archways carved with gargoyles that led to different areas of the main floor. Each of the six archways was eight feet tall and positioned beneath one of the massive paintings. Word of Corwyn’s arrival spread quickly, and more students appeared from doorways and side corridors to get a glimpse of the famous school visitor.

Tera Pasha led Corwyn down one of the side hallways to the open doorway of a scholarly office. 

“Those faeries you have on the stairway are something else,” said Corwyn. “Not at all like the lovely creatures my friend and I watch dancing on the greensward in Cumbria.”

“Grackleflint’s does seem to attract the darker manifestations,” said Tera Pasha. “Not all Welsh faeries are that scary.” She knocked on the wooden frame of the doorway.

Inside the office was a prim, spare, middle-aged black woman wearing a slate-blue teacher’s robe over a practical tweed jacket-and-skirt outfit. Her head was bent over an aged parchment document, but she looked up and smiled at Corwyn when the Egyptian girl knocked at her door.

“This is Professor Irene Holmwood, the Assistant Headmaster,” Tera Pasha said, pronouncing the woman’s first name “Eye-rahyn-ah.” 

“Professor, this is Corwyn Daniels,” the girl continued.

Professor Holmwood’s face, round as a chestnut, was attractive, intellectual, and self-confident. The woman’s eyes, dark and liquid as ink in an inkwell, were at once attentive and kindly, and her broad smile was unpretentious and warm. 

“Well now, young man,” she said, looking Corwyn up and down in frank appraisal. “You have had the great common sense to arrive just in time for lunch. Don’t worry about your luggage, Alacrity will take care of that. We have a room prepared for you in one of the lesser towers. Assembly is at 7:30 this evening in the main Lecture Hall, which is —” she consulted a chart on an inlaid wooden clipboard that was lying on her desk. “Let’s see, today it is on the second floor, north wing. Miss Pasha will show you the way. Lunch is in forty-five minutes, so you’ll just have time to wash up. Tera, please show young Mr. Daniels and his pet bird to the boy’s washroom.”

Lunch? It seemed odd to Corwyn that, with everything that had happened today, it was not yet Noon. But he and the Wandmaster had left Cleaton Fell at about 8:00 o’clock that morning. The drive to Whitehaven had taken a half hour, and the magickal ride on the enchanted subway — while covering a distance of well over three hundred miles from Cumbria to Wales — had only taken about an hour, now that Corwyn thought of it. Most of the time had been spent in Satan’s Bridge finding and climbing the Faery Steps and — yes, it must be lunch time.

“Pet bird — Harrumph!” said Mukudor as they walked down a corridor to the washroom. “Don’t she recognize a world-class Omen when she sees one?”

• • •
When Corwyn emerged from the washroom drying his hands, Tera was awaiting him in the passage. One of the rivers of light he had seen on the moor ran down the floor of the hallway and then vanished through the wall where the passage turned a corner. Corwyn shot a glance at the girl, but she evidently couldn’t see it. He and Tera set off through the confusing labyrinth of corridors that made up the House With The Witch’s Hat.

At last they reached the Dining Hall, which was at the far end of a corridor. A dozen or so instructors — including (according to Tera) Dr. Stevengate and Professors Holmwood and Abraham — sat together at a rectory table in front of a row of glass doors at the rear of the hall. Somewhere around two dozen students, aged eight to seventeen, were scattered about the hall seated at pentagonal tables made of heavy wooden planks. Corwyn saw no servants, but assumed they must have returned to the kitchen since food had been laid out at all the tables so that people could serve themselves.

When Corwyn and Tera entered the Dining Hall, he was immediately the center of interest for a while; but eventually hunger overcame curiosity, and the reverberaunts wandered back to their respective tables. 

Tera led Corwyn to a table near a far wall where the small boy who had asked about Mukudor sat with several other students. “Hi, I’m Aloysius Morley,” the lad said in a soft voice. “Have a seat.”

There was also a boy of thirteen with untamed red hair and cocksure azure eyes sitting next to a reserved brunette girl of eight. Further around the table was the kittenish girl who’d thought Corwyn was cute and her giggly friend. “Hi, I’m Janette Delray and this is Cynthia Belmont,” she said. “We both know who we are.”

Corwyn and Tera sat down. He was a bit puzzled by Janette’s remark — surely she’d meant to say “We both know who you are ...”

Mukudor flapped over to a wall bracket that overhung the table, preened his feathers, and went to sleep. The wizardlings began filling their plates and continued talking as they ate. The cooking was good — but nothing to compare with Mistress Koch’s culinary achievements at Gallimaufriars.

As more reverberaunts arrived for lunch, they picked tables near to Corwyn’s — word of the Cumbrian lad’s arrival had spread throughout Grackleflint’s Academy by now.

“Th’ folks here call me John for now,” the redheaded boy said in a thick Scot’s brogue. “Till Ah remember mah name.”

“What do you mean, ‘till you remember your name?’ ” asked Corwyn.

The reverberaunts smiled among themselves. “When we first come here, we don’t remember our previous lives,” said Janette Delray. “We have a year to find it out — or else we go back.”

“Back?” said Corwyn, and immediately regretted it.

“Back to being dead ...” said Aloysius.

• • •
The brunette evidently remembered her name. “I’m Alena Mandikova. I’m from the Czech Republic.”

The others told what they knew of their backgrounds. Janette was a child of the ‘60s in California; Cynthia had lived at Bristol in the Edwardian era. Aloysius was from London of the 1940s.

“And what about you?” Corwyn asked Tera Pasha, who simply looked down at her plate. “You evidently know who you were ...”

“She’s an Egyptian princess from the days of the Pharaohs,” said Aloysius. 

“I’m impressed,” said Corwyn. Tera smiled demurely.

“You see, we become reverberaunts when there is some unfinished business from our previous lives,” said Tera Pasha. “We have to ... straighten out ... whatever difficulties remain unresolved. Sometimes it’s a simple matter, in other cases it can be challenging, to say the least.”

The reverberaunts were easy to talk to, and they were soon lost in Grackleflint scuttlebutt. A late arrival to the Dining Hall joined them, and Janette introduced Corwyn to Cardy Wagner. “Cardy’s our newest arrival,” said Aloysius. “She’s from the Regency period and was found right near here in Satan’s Bridge.”

Conversation turned to questions about life at Gallimaufriars school and how Corwyn happened to catch a Black Dragon. “Well, it started when Harvey Blankenship and I got Detention Duty for playing Spectrechess in the Library when we should have been studying for a Pisthogues exam,” Corwyn said. “The school Librarian, Doran Hodges, is a dour old frightwig; so there was no hope of mercy. We had to muck out the monster cages in the school zoo.”

“Detention Duty?” said Cardy Wagner. “What’s that?”

“It’s punishment when we break the school rules,” said Corwyn. “I get it all the time — for Mumbles or Snailbaiting or hooky.”

“If we break the rules, we have to leave the school,” said Cardy Wagner. “And then there’d be no hope of finding out who we are. No other school would ever take one of us — ‘Well, if that spook school didn’t want you ... !’ ”

“Cardy had to break a rule to find out who she was,” said Janette. “It was marvy — she stole Professor Abraham’s Silver Branch and lost it.”

“A Silver Branch? — Crums!” said Corwyn. “It’s lucky they let you stay. Our Headmaster would feed me to Aszirol if I did something like that!”

“We don’t have Detention here,” said Aloysius. 

“Oh, I get it all the time back home,” said Corwyn. “I wish I had a penny for every time I’ve pulled Detention.”

A great bell chimed, shaking the whole room:

GONGGG !!!!

A bushel-size burlap sack tied with rope dropped out of the air and lit on the table in front of Corwyn Daniels with a CHINK, smashing crockery and knocking over glassware. Mukudor woke up and shook his feathers. The reverberaunts all stared at Corwyn.

“W-what’s this?” stammered Corwyn.

The other students were silent.

“Thass yer sack o’ pennies,” said Mukudor. “One fer each time yew pulled Detention. ‘Swat yew wished fer, ain’t it? If yew’ had enny sense, ye’d have wished fer gold crowns instead of pennies — then yew’d be rich.”

“Wished?” said Corwyn Daniels; Possywickett was nowhere near Grackleflint’s.

“Don’t yew remember, Bonehead? The Faery Steps ...”

“What ?!” said Corwyn.

“Yew climbed the Faery Steps without touchin’ th’ sides, Chowderhead!” said Mukudor. “An’ after the first twenty or thirty steps, yew did it without even tryin’ — yew was so scared o’ touchin’ them sharpy-teeth devil faeries thet yew shriveled up an’ tucked in yer elbows an’ squirmed up them stairs like nobody’s business. I told yew if yew done thet, you’d get three wishes. Three an’ no more. Wish fer four an’ yew lose ‘em all. But yew never listen ta me. Ye’ll be lucky if yew doan’t get Detention fer breakin’ all them dishes.”

The reverberaunts were staring with wide eyes over Corwyn’s shoulders. The Gallimaufriars lad turned to find three professors standing behind him with their hands on their hips, scowling at him.

“Er — sorry!” said Corwyn Daniels.

CHAPTER 30

“I was told that somebody named Alacrity took my luggage to my room,” said Corwyn when the Dining Hall had returned to normal and they were finishing their meal. “Which one is Alacrity?”

Aloysius Morley indicated a young man with sprightly copper eyes and a small caduceus dangling from his right earlobe, grinning at Corwyn from two tables over, his wiry arms crossed on the wooden planking. The hairs on the lad’s lean, corded hands were coarse like steel wool and his thick fingernails tapered to a point. Alacrity had sinewy shoulders and a wiry, rust-coloured goatee beard. He was wearing a red Welsh Dragons soccer jersey with a blue-and-white paisley bandanna tied over his forehead and hair. He had the ruddy good looks of a woodsman. He also had far away the most unusual aura in the room.

“Interesting-looking character,” said Corwyn. “Is he a reverberaunt, too?”

“Naw, he’s Staff,” said Janette Delray. “Alacrity Templemier is the school’s unofficial gym teacher, Pooka Dodge coach, and general dogsbody. An alumnus of Scheherazade, by the way. A real groovy one-of-a-kind personality. Just don’t let him get your goat ...”

The others laughed, but Corwyn didn’t get the joke.

Alacrity jumped up from his bench and trotted down to stand opposite Corwyn. “Did I hear somebody mention my name?” he said. Alacrity’s spoke with an American drawl. Tera Pash made introductions.

“I suppose you want to go up to your room?” said Alacrity. “I gotta go that way, dude. Come on, I’ll take you. Let’s split.” Alacrity crouched and made a standing leap over the table to land beside Corwyn Daniels.

Sprouting out of Alacrity’s baggy street shorts were the hairy legs and cloven hooves of a goat. Corwyn stared in astonishment.

“What’s the matter?” Alacrity looked offended. “You never seen a satyr before?” 

“No — but then I’ve never seen an aura like yours, either,” said Corwyn.

“What’s different with my aura?” said Alacrity, trying to look up over his head as if he could see it there.

“It’s the Scottish plaid of the Clan MacDonald,” said Corwyn with a laugh, standing up and clapping Alacrity on the elbow. “Come on, my mage — let’s see this tower where I’m supposed to be living.”

Alacrity picked up the heavy sack of pennies, threw it over his shoulder like it was nothing, and led the way out of the Dining Hall along a corridor Corwyn hadn’t seen before. “Where is this tower?” the Gallimaufriars lad asked as they made their way to the staircase leading to the second floor. Mukudor flapped along and landed on Corwyn’s shoulder.

The satyr looked at some notes he’d written on the inside of his wrist with indigo ink. “Well, if my calculations are correct, it’s the third door from the left in the southeast wing this afternoon.”

They found the door in question and began climbing a small spiral staircase that wound upwards. Alacrity noticed the badger tooth necklace around Corwyn’s neck. “Your good-luck charm there looks mighty old,” said the satyr. “That latticework gold setting looks like dwarf work from the Second Age of Midgard ...”

“Look — if the rooms keep changing around, how am I supposed to find this place again when you’re not with me?” asked Corwyn.

“No prob, pal!” said Alacrity. “I made you a little spell. Once you’ve been to the room and bonded with it, all you have to do is chant the chorus of ‘The Smugglers Song’ from Puck of Pook’s Hill — and a series of lighted arrows will appear on the wall and lead you to it. All you have to do is watch the wall ...”

“ ‘The Smugglers Song’?” said Corwyn. “What’s that?”

“Some poem,” said the satyr. “By Rudyard Kipling. The Headmaster doesn’t discriminate against poem spells, like the one you used to find the Faery Steps. Only this one scans better ...”

“Five-and-twenty ponies,

Trotting through the dark —

Brandy for the Parson,

‘Baccy for the Clerk;

Laces for a lady; letters for a spy,

And watch the wall, my darling, 

While the Gentlemen go by!”

He handed Corwyn a piece of parchment as the glowing arrows appeared on the wall. “Here — I wrote it down for you.”

Corwyn just stared at the poem.

“What’s the matter,” said Alacrity, scowling. “Don’t you like Kipling?”

“I don’t know,” said Corwyn Daniels. “I never Kippled ...”
CHAPTER 31

The room was in a small circular tower, one of the highest other than the one with the Witch’s Hat. The single bedchamber filled the entire tower, so the stone walls were circular all the way around. The entrance was a trap door in the floor. There was a big brass bed with a heavy patchwork quilt and thick, down-filled pillows. Mukudor flapped over and perched on the bedpost. 

A braided rug covered most of the flagstones, and there was a huge wooden steamer trunk with extra blankets, linens, and whatnot. There was also a study desk — much older and nicer than the one in Corwyn’s bedward at Gallimaufriars. An eight-inch thick candle burned in a heavy brass candlestick on the shelf atop the pigeon-holes. The windows were tall and very narrow, with little rectangular panes of wavy bluish glass. There was a very small walk-out balcony — something like a theatre stage would have for Romeo and Juliet. Corwyn’s luggage was piled neatly on the foot of his bed.

“There you be, pal,” said Alacrity as Corwyn explored the room. The satyr peered into a tall, wooden-framed mirror on the wall, removed his bandanna, and felt around in the hair between his horns. “You can really see auras?”

“Yeah —” said Corwyn. “And I was just kidding about the plaid tartan. Yours is actually Earth colours — which means someone with a love of nature and who lives and works in the outdoors. Someone who is kindred to woodlands and wild places. It’s a good sign.”

Alacrity scratched the base of his horns and grinned. 

Corwyn looked through a pane of glass in the window. Out on the moor, he could make out a peculiar Standing Stone — shaped like the Greek letter Pi. The glimmering rivers of light he’d seen on the moorland converged under the edifice from seven different directions. “What’s that thing?” he asked. “I don’t quite make it out. Looks like a Henge or something, but I can’t tell if it’s square or round, and whether it has two columns or three.”
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“That’s Aristarchus’ Folly,” said the satyr. “Built by an eccentric Master back in the 1800s when such things were the rage. Crackpot old coot, he was.”

“And what are the rivers of light that converge there?” asked Corwyn.

“Rivers of light?” said Alacrity. “You see that? Oh, man — those must be the ley lines. Grackleflint’s is situated on the nexus of seven ley lines that stretch across this part of Britain. It’s said they ...”

Just then, the horrible deep howl that Corwyn had heard on the moors sounded outside the manor walls.

“Oh, I nearly forgot, dude ...” said Alacrity. “Never walk the grounds here or out onto the moor after dark without someone from the school — Never!” 

Alacrity looked at Corwyn intently.

“Believe me, boy — you don’t ever want to see the Cappel. That’s the hellhound that patrols these grounds.”

“Oh, him ...” said Corwyn Daniels.

Alacrity stepped out onto the little balcony, tilted his head back, and let loose his own howl. The hellhound returned the satyr’s howl a moment later, and the satyr grinned, pleased with himself. “We share a bond. I’m the only one that can look at him because I’m ... part animal too.”

“Isn’t it rather dangerous keeping a hellhound at the school?” asked Corwyn.

“Well — it isn’t exactly a case of us keeping him ...” said Alacrity. “If you take my meaning.”

“I get your point,” said Corwyn.

“ ‘As you value your life or your reason, keep away from the moor,’ ” said Alacrity. “Well, dinner’s at 6:00 this evening; you can hang here or confab with the kids in the Common Room. It’s the fourth door left at the base of the tower. Don’t worry, it pretty much stays in the same place.”

“Thanks, Alacrity,” said Corwyn.

“You know, it isn’t so much that the rooms move, actually — although a few of them do,” Alacrity said as he stepped from the balcony back inside the bedchamber. “It’s that they do double-duty. A professor’s office this morning may be a small classroom this afternoon and a study chamber in the evening. Two or three little rooms may re-arrange to make a big lecture hall for a school assembly and then break up again later. It’s to make the most use of limited space in a building of fixed exterior dimensions.”

“What is my room when it’s not a guest bedchamber?” asked Corwyn.

“Oh — it used to be a tower dungeon,” said Alacrity. “They kept a Blaendlebak prisoner here back in the 14th Century. They say that his ghost still roams the place.”

“Right,” said Corwyn Daniels. “Where’s that Common Room again?”

CHAPTER 32

Corwyn spent the afternoon playing Spectrechess in the Common Room and retelling his adventures. A cold, moaning wind was rising over the moor, blowing away the mists and bending the blackened trees and stunted shrubs. When the great floor clock chimed 5:00 pm, Corwyn retired to his tower room to change into his formal wizard robes. He also took along a fluffy bath towel with cords sewed on to tie it around his neck to act as a bib during dinner. (The bib was lovingly made by his mother and given him with strict instructions to keep the formal robe spotless).

Fully dressed in his finest, Corwyn stepped onto the small balcony and looked out over the estate. Tumultuous black clouds roiled in the darkening sky, and phantasmal shapes moved far out on the moors. He could see Aristarchus’ Folly better now, but he still couldn’t make out how many columns it had.

Corwyn turned to re-enter his room, and ran abruptly up against a dark figure fully eight feet tall. There was a musty smell — like mothballs or black mould — and Corwyn looked up the chest of a darkling figure that stood gazing out over the moorland. It wore a brocade vest with a gold watch-chain, grey-and-black striped trousers, and a charcoal-coloured greatcoat with black velvet cuffs, matching wide collar, and square coat-tails. 

The monster had the head of a sixteen-point elk with fearsome antlers, a long, thick black lion’s mane, and a dragon’s tail emerging from under the back of the greatcoat and coiling around Corwyn’s ankles. The scorpion sting on the tip of the tail was dripping venom. And the creature, from antler tips down to its heavy buckled boots — had an aura that was pitch black.
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The creature didn’t move or appear to see Corwyn. The young wizardling stepped carefully over its tail and eased his way back into his bedroom. “Well, that must be the Blaendlebak,” Corwyn said to himself as he hurried down the tower steps.

• • •
After dinner, Corwyn met with the staff and masters in the Council Chambers — but not the Headmaster, who always remained in the Witch’s Hat tower and was never seen by faculty or students. Professor Usher February, a monster-hunter originally from Styria, was also not present. One of his adventures years ago had involved being mangled by a cockatrice, and what remained of him was so horrible that he insisted on teaching his classes from inside a casket. 

Some of the other professors were also a bit spooky. Two of them had dark grey auras.

For all that the fog had been blown away by the wind, it was still a dark and grey evening as Corwyn and Professor Holmwood made their way to the Lecture Hall. High candelabras hung from the raftered ceilings, and the walls were covered with dark wainscoting and musty tapestries. High-backed wooden chairs with brocade upholstery were arranged before a lectern, behind which tall windows looked out over the estate grounds and moorland to the east. The windowpanes were mounted with multiple channels of leading that formed into complex and mystical-looking patterns. Fires burning in multiple fireplaces around the great room failed to relieve the chill.

The lectern was mounted on a low dais, with two cast-iron floor-mounted candelabras burning on either side. The reverberaunts were filing into the room and taking seats; the faculty and staff sat in a row of armchairs across the south wall.

Professor Holmwood introduced Corwyn to the audience in scholarly but respectful terms that left Corwyn blushing. As the Cumbrian lad mounted the lectern, he noticed a girl standing at the back of the room, leaning against a pillar and watching him out of the dreamiest eyes he had ever seen. She was pale like so many of the reverberaunts, but hers was an ivory-skinned beauty rather than sickly pallor. Her hair was not just blonde — it had that striking platinum lightness that gave her head a sheen independent of her aura; which was soft blue tinged with light yellow. Yellow for intelligence, creativity, and optimism; blue for caring, loving sensitivity, intuition, and peace. She smiled sweetly as Corwyn began his lecture.

“European dragons are commonly grey, brown, green, or red,” he said. Corwyn had learned all of this from Mazie, and had it down by heart. “Grey and brown dragons are large, slow moving beasts, not very bright, and seldom ever have wings. They come in all sizes and shapes. Some look like great toads, others like snakes or lizards, and others like (please excuse the expression) uhm ... dinosaurs. Those that do have wings — well, they’re small and not suitable for flight. 

“The most common flying dragon is the Green — with a classic crocodilian head, gill fins, spines along the back, and great bat-wings. The underside is typically yellow or light brown. These are fire-breathing flying dragons, capable of speech and magick, often highly intelligent and cunning. Red and Gold Western dragons are variations of the standard Green — only larger and more powerful. Fortunately, the latter are very rare, generally found only in Romania. All of the European and African dragons hoard gold and treasure. Chinese Dragons, of course, are benevolent and tutelary in nature.

“But then there are Black Dragons,” Corwyn continued slowly. “The rarest form of dragon, they are thought by some not to be real animals at all, but rather ... uhm ... dark spirits in draconic form. Fire breathing. They do not love gold or jewels. They are vastly powerful magickally; I should know. They are Machiavellian in nature and delight only in tormenting other life forms. Mages say they are incredibly difficult if not impossible to kill. They are evil; pure evil ...”

Corwyn went on to describe his Service Quest, when he and Harvey and Mazie had set out to recapture an escaped zoo specimen and ended up facing Aszirol — a yearling Black Dragon. Corwyn was just getting to the fun part, where he and his friends tried to figure out a way to capture the monster for the school zoo. Corwyn was almost to the point where he had accidentally fallen out of a tree and landed on the dragon’s spined back — when a sound in the far distance interrupted his story. Drat !! — he hated it when something interrupted a story right in the middle. But this noise was too bizarre to ignore.

It was the sound of a great horn bugling in the far distance over the moors.

The wind outside, now gusting sporadically, increased in the space of a few heartbeats to alarming intensity. Down the tempest from high above the House With The Witch’s Hat came blowing the frightful blast of that distant horn drawing ever nearer, and close on that came the thundering of distant hooves growing louder as whatever-it-was came closer. In the howl of the wind, Corwyn heard the yapping and yelping of a pack of hounds, and then a storm of voices — men and women crying out in awful anguish, tortured screams of loss and rage and pain, mixed with agonized creaking of saddle leather and snapping of dried bones. He knew then what it was ...

The blast and the terrible cries of the dead increased as the Hunt galloped from the heights to hurtle past over the roofs of Grackleflint and shake the wizard school. Shutters clapped, shingles tore away, the great front door rattled heavily in its frame. All the lamps and candles flickered, their flames dying low, and one fireplace extinguished in the sudden blast of icy cold air down its chimney. The reverberaunts sat frozen-faced, their eyes alive with fear.

“It’s the Wild Hunt ...” said Professor Holmwood. “They’ve come back.”

CHAPTER 33

Afterwards, Corwyn met with the faculty again in the Council Chambers. “We thank you kindly for your fine speech,” said Professor Abraham. “It’s such a shame you were interrupted in the middle. You showed great courage trying to finish your talk after the Hunt passed on, but I’m afraid the students weren’t listening. Rude of them, but understandable under the circumstances.”

“The Wild Hunt haunts this academy every year,” said Professor Hull. “On this very night. We should have remembered.”

“The Wild Hunt!” said Corwyn Daniels. “We have stories of that in Cumbria, but I thought it was just a legend. Or at least a thing of the past.”

Professor Holmwood explained:

“In Wales, the leader of the Wild Hunt is Gwynn ap Nudd, King of the Welsh faeries, accompanied by his pack of Gabriel hounds. As you have seen, the fair folk in these parts are not the pleasant creatures dancing on the green that you have in Cumbria. They hunt down human souls and take them underground, to that dark land of Annwyn by way of a tunnel in face of a cliff on Mount Snowdon. Some of the souls they keep with the Huntsman. You heard them. They ride forever in torment, unable to rest ...”

“For some reason, the Hunt has returned to Grackleflint’s once a year for over eighty years,” said Dr. Stevengate. “No one knows why ...”

• • •
Most of the reverberaunts had gone to bed by the time Corwyn came out of the Council Chambers. He looked around the shadowed hallways, which were even gloomier than usual in the absence of his new friends. 

He found the way to the second floor on his own, and walked slowly to the dormitory wing. The flickering of a ley line running along the floor of this corridor provided faint illumination. He was looking through the pockets in his robe for the parchment with Alacrity’s guidance poem when he came to the passage that led to the Common Room — and there waiting in the shadows was the platinum-haired girl who had stood in the back of the Audience Hall listening to his talk with such rapt attention.

“Hello, Corwyn,” she said softly. “I’m Misty ...”

“Misty?” said Corwyn Daniles, trying to remember why the name was familiar.

“Misty Callaghan,” she said.

“OH — the girl who writes me letters!” said Corwyn. “Of course! I didn’t think to ask for you. I didn’t see you in the Dining Hall.”

Misty smiled. “No problem, Corey. You don’t mind if I call you that? I feel like I know you, even though you never answered my letters.”

“Crums! — I’m sorry about that,” said Corwyn. “I ... I ...”

“It’s all right,” said Misty. “I know you’ve been busy. I’ve read all about you in the papers and seen you in the Looking Glass.”

She put her hand gently on his wrist. “I’ve been hoping you would see me,” she said. “I need your help.”

“Of course,” said Corwyn. “You’re a reverberaunt, right?”

Misty said: “Before I died, I was working on a special enchantment. It was in 1917, and the world was all at war. Those were horrible times, and I wanted to do something about it. I was casting the spell at Aristarchus’ Folly — have you seen the Menhir?”

“Yes, but I can’t tell much about it.”

“I need to finish the work I started before my death, Corey,” she said. “I must complete my spell tonight. But I can’t do it alone, I need your help.” 

Corwyn remembered what Tera Pasha had said about reverberaunts needing to wrap up unfinished business.

“Why tonight?” said Corwyn.

“This is the only night in the year that I can do it,” said Misty. “And it’s the only night that I have you. Will you help me?”

“Sure,” said Corwyn. “Count on it. What’s the problem?”

“It has to be done at midnight at Aristarchus’ Folly,” said Misty. “And you see ...”

“Yes ...” said Corwyn.

“It’s me the Wild Hunt is after,” she said grimly.

CHAPTER 34

“The Wild Hunt, Misty — it’s way too dangerous!” said Corwyn Daniels. “Even with my help, we wouldn’t stand a chance against the Huntsman!”

“It’s important, Corey,” said the pale-haired girl. “More important in this troubled world of today than it was in 1917. You see, I’m trying to do ‘Verdaun’s Transcendent Pax Universitas’ ...”

Corwyn’s looked puzzled. “Never heard of it,” he said.

“It’s the Magick of Universal Peace!” Misty said. “Originally, it was intended to eliminate war on a global scale. ‘Verdaun’s Transcendent Pax Universitas’ was performed in Liechtenstein in the year 1799 — and Corey, there hasn’t been a war in that country since! Two World Wars raged all round it, and peace still prevailed in Liechtenstein.”

“But —” said Corwyn.

“The problem was that the magick didn’t reach far enough,” said Misty. “They cast the spell at the castle in Vaduz, and it only affected that little principality. But Corey — I’m trying to do it at a Ley Nexus ...”

Corwyn remembered the rivers of light converging at Aristarchus’ Folly.

“Don’t you see? The power of the ley network all over the earth can distribute the magick worldwide. Corey — we can make World Peace! This is bigger than you and me put together ...”

“But if the Wild Hunt catches you — Misty, you can’t go out there!”

“If you don’t come with me, Corwyn Daniels — I’ll just go by myself. This has to be done.”

Corwyn sighed. “All right, Misty. I’m with you. Count me in.”

Misty Callaghan smiled at Corwyn Daniels, and the shimmering light in her eyes made him feel good all over.

“I hope your spell works,” said the Gallimaufriars lad. “And I wish you the best of luck.”

The great bell chimed:

GONGGG !!!!

GONGGG !!!!

“That’s your second wish, Corwyn Daniels. I thank you for giving it to me,” Misty said.

“Uhm — actually, I had forgotten about that,” said Corwyn.

“I also like your little black bird,” she added, stroking Mukudor’s shiny black feathers. “He’s cute.”

Mukudor said absolutely nothing.

CHAPTER 35

Corwyn and Misty sat together sipping apple cider by the fireside in the Grackleflint library, the flames casting deep romantic shadows around the room and giving the rich leather on old tomes and manuscripts a deep, ruddy glow. Misty’s hair gleamed like starlight in the shadows of the fire-lit library, and her eyes danced as Corwyn told her of his adventures at Killiecrankitt and Gallimaufriars academies. Outside the manor house walls, the wind blew and waned in gusty fits that died and swelled, and over its blusterings and hummings softly stole the chiming of the mantel clock ringing out the quarter hours.

“My family was from Brighton,” said Misty. “I was born in 1905. My father worked for the Ministry of Wizardry up in London — he used the WUS to commute. The Great War started when I was nine. It was horrible. Mundaes were killing each other all over Europe. They invented new ways of killing people: machine guns and fighter planes and more powerful bombs. The wizard community tried to stay out of it, but we still had casualties. My parents were killed in 1915.”

“How?” asked Corwyn.

“Have you ever heard of Zeppelins, Corey?” Misty asked. “They were airships used by German Mundaes to drop bombs on English Mundaes during The Great War. They were great, huge flying machines that stayed up in the sky without wings or magick.”

“Croopus! — that must have been Science,” said Corwyn. 

“The Zeppelins would fly over England and drop bombs. My mother and father were in London one night to see the theatre. Wizard buildings were enchanted to protect from bombs, but my parents were walking down a sidewalk to eat at a restaurant they loved in Bayswater. The Zeppelins were so quiet, you didn’t always hear them coming. The bomb fell before my father could get out his wand.”

“Misty — I’m so sorry,” said Corwyn Daniels.

“My Aunt Rose sent me to Kingsbridge — although I was rather young to be at academy. The protection spells and notice-me-not enchantments made the wizard schools the safest place to be in those days. My father’s colleagues from the Ministry kept their eyes on me, and it was from them that I learned of ‘Verdaun’s Transcendent Pax Universitas.’ ”
Misty looked Corwyn earnestly in the eye.

“I didn’t hate the Germans or the French or the English — I didn’t hate Mundaes at all; I just hated WAR itself.” The girl had a sad, faraway look in her eyes.

“I communicated with a wizardess in Liechtenstein, searched all the old archives and records, and even conjured an elf to raid the caves where they hid the Wizardly National Treasures and had him research old documents. I finally found the spell I wanted. I knew it was risky, but I thought that the power of the leys would enable me to bring Peace to the whole world. I started a term project on leys and the world ley network for my Mystic Landscape Class at Kingsbridge. It was tricky getting the Headmaster to approve my trip to study at Grackleflint’s with the war going on — he never would have let me come if he’d known what I intended.”

“Misty, do you really think a magickal spell can bring World Peace where all the religions and peace movements have failed?” asked Corwyn.

“I don’t know,” said Misty Callaghan. “But I have to try ...”

CHAPTER 36

At 11:45 pm, Misty said softly, “It’s time, Corey.”

The Gallimaufriars lad nodded. He checked his pisthsack and springloaded every matrix and charm he could find into his wand. They stood and walked to the door, and Corwyn stopped to call to Mukudor.

“Come on, old bird. You’re evidently part of this, too.”

Outside the manor house, a tense expectancy filled the haunted landscape — like static electricity running up their forearms. The moon was nearing its zenith, and the black shadows on the estate grounds and moorland were deeper than ever before. The wind cried and moaned, then died. Far over the moorland, the hunting cry of a night bird called briefly.

They walked by moonlight to Aristarchus’ Folly. Corwyn absent-mindedly fingered the gold filigree on his badger tooth necklace and rubbed his thumb down the polished tooth enamel.

The rivers of light — the ley lines — gleamed and shimmered brilliantly now. Corwyn wondered whether Misty could see them, too. The Menhir itself was a monstrosity. Even looking at it up close, the wizardling couldn’t tell whether the columns were square or round, nor how many there were. At the base of the Menhir was a low stone bench. An owl hooted in the gnarled tree that spread its branches toward the manor house. “Well, here we are ...” said Misty, breathing a deep sigh.

Mukudor hopped back and forth on the ground and said nothing.

“You have your things?” asked Corwyn. “Ready to try out your spell?” Misty nodded and looked out over the moonlit landscape, her eyes dark and liquid and somehow imbued with the fire from the glimmering ley rivers. 

The night air was chill, and the stones beneath Corwyn’s feet were cold and hard. Misty took Corwyn’s hand and squeezed it. “No matter what happens, Corey — remember me ...”

Then there came a distant sound which Corwyn at first took to be the wind rising again. But as it grew louder, he recognized it as the distant bugling of Gwynn ap Nudd’s hunting trumpet. The Wild Hunt was abroad.

Misty’s hand tensed in his and she pointed off to the south, where lay the main stretch of moorland. Black clouds roiled on the horizon and fantasy shapes moved in their shadows. Corwyn thought he could make out midnight figures in motion against the background of darkling clouds. Then, out into the moonlight came the Wild Hunt, galloping across the heavens like a black tide of pestilence. Three of the red berries on Corwyn’s Danger Warner necklace exploded with sharp snaps.

A bolt of fear went through Corwyn Daniels as the spectral horses thundered through the sky toward them, the dreadful steeds’ eyes burning like red coals in a stygian pit. He saw the Wild Hunt riding hard down the night wind; he heard the dreadful yammering of the Gabriel hounds, the thunder of hooves, and the bugling of the Huntsman’s great horn.

The Wild Hunt came swirling down about them like dry leaves blown on a November tempest, gusting down from the darkling sky on the back of the bitter south wind. The riders were many, fifty or a hundred or two hundred figures in the darkness, mounted on skeletal horses or rotting corpse steeds. Most of the dead swirled round above them; others came to ground and surrounded Corwyn and Misty, but not too closely. The hooves struck sparks as they touched the rocky ground and several of the horses breathed gouts of fire from their mouths. The hounds were bone-white, lean and long-faced, with slender legs and tail — and their ears were blood-red.

In the middle of the whirlwind of darkness and anguish, Corwyn Daniels and Misty Callaghan stood together trembling in fear. The pods and berries on Corwyn’s Danger Warner necklace began poppling and crackling like a string of firecrackers on Guy Fawkes Night. After a brief eternity of babbling and moaning, the airbourne hunters parted to one side or the other. Those on the ground ceased their moaning and wailing to look up into the night sky.

The Huntsman came to ground in a blast of wind and darkness, mounted on a black horse with eight legs. He cantered leisurely over to where the two wizardlings stood. “I am come for you now, Misty Callaghan. You cheated me all those years ago — now the time has come. You belong to the dead.” He held out his gloved hand, the gauntlets of which were studded with little fragments of bone. Misty dropped Corwyn’s hand and stepped forward. The legion of dead riders shifted in their saddles.

“No — NO !! Wait a moment ...” cried Corwyn Daniels. The Huntsman turned his head and looked down at the lad.

“Gwynn ap Nudd — I wish you would take me in place of Misty Callaghan,” said Corwyn Daniels.

GONGGG !!!!

GONGGG !!!!

GONGGG !!!!

“So shall it be,” said the King of the Welsh faeries.

“Ah tried ta tell him! — Ah tried ta tell him! — AH TRIED TA TELL HIM !!!” shouted Mukudor. “Corwyn Daniels, thet is the DUMBEST theng Ah have ever heard of a mortal doin’ in all mah born days ...”

CHAPTER 37

The Huntsman gave Corwyn the rotting corpse of a brown stallion. Much of the skin had mummified, and the creature’s entrails had been eaten away by vermin and worms. The saddle, bridle, and stirrups were made of human skin. As the lad swung up into the saddle, Mukudor landed on the leather strap between the horse’s ears. Corwyn turned to wave good-bye to Misty.

The girl stood stricken beside the stone bench at Aristarchus’ Folly, her arms hanging limp at her sides. She shook her head and murmured, “Corwyn — I never meant for this ...” 

With a heroic effort, she raised her hand for a weak wave. The Huntsman’s horn sounded, and the Wild Hunt took to the sky. Ghastly skeletons rode beside Corwyn on either side, and beyond them rotting cadavers sat atop mounts of stinking roadkill. The Gabriel hounds yammered and bayed at his heels.

Behind him, Corwyn could see the manor house and estate drop rapidly away beneath him. The last he saw of Grackleflint’s Academy was the tower with the Witch’s Hat, a single candle burning in its window was the only light in the mansion.

• • •
The wind was bitterly cold as the Wild Hunt galloped across the night sky toward Cardiff. Evidently, Gwynn ap Nudd’s presence carried with him the chill of death. As they neared the town, Corwyn looked down to see the steel masts of Millennium Stadium, the cables and arms that operate the retractable roof resembling the rigging on ancient sailing ships. Corwyn knew that Mundaes use the stadium to play a game called Rugby — which was rather like Gromporske, only with violent humans instead of monsters. The facility was dark this late at night, but there was vicious action taking place in the blackened car park below.

A large gang of bald Mundaes with steel-toed boots and tattoos were wielding wooden clubs and knives in battle with another group, smaller in number but armed with guns. “Skinheads and drug dealers,” said Mukudor. “Th’ Nazis are upset thet th’ last batch o’ dope they bought was bad. Wal, they’re gonna regret havin’ this fight tonight — mus’ notta knowd th’ Wild Hunt was abroad.”

In the car park, three bodies lay still on the pavement — two Skins and a Cockney youth — and a third Nazi fell as three shots rang out. Then, over the sound of the fighting and gunshots, the rival gangs heard the blast of Gwynn ap Nudd’s great hunting horn and a gust of icy wind swept through the parking. They looked up to see the Wild Hunt bearing down on them in stormy fury. The gang fight broke up in a frenzied route. They took off as if pursued by all the demons of Hell — which in a sense they were. The wounded Skinhead’s eyes went wide in terror.

The Huntsman alighted before the stadium and cantered across the pavement to the inert bodies. From a leather pouch on his belt, he took three knuckle-bones and cast them onto the pavement. The bones sprang up into skeleton-horses, and the newly-dead bodies on the car park rose up and mounted. Gwynn turned to the wounded man and said, “I am due to take you next time, Bryan ap Hayes. Be prepared.” Then he mounted the sky.

• • •
The Hunt flew west over the Vale of Glamorgan and up the coast to Swansea. Corwyn could see the brick tower of Swansea Prison illuminated by spotlights. “Harold Kittering, th’ Newport Strangler, finally died o’ old age this evenin’ — th’ old bugger,” said Mukudor.

At the prison, two men from the Coroner’s Office had loaded the corpse of the murderer into the van for transport to the morgue. “Bad night to drive a man like ‘im,” said the older of the two officers, looking up at the sky. “Better to wait till dawn ...”

“Aw — you’re a superstitious lout,” said the young driver, laughing derisively. “‘Fraid of the dark, are ye?”

The older man did not reply.

Just as the hearse pulled away from the loading dock out onto the street, the Wild Hunt swirled around the arched stone prison tower and dropped to circle the vehicle, a maelstrom of wailing and moaning figures.

“Great lord!” shrieked the driver as he slammed on the brakes. “What’s that? Who are they?”

“Them’s wot I was afraid of,” said the older man. The driver looked frantically from right-to-left.

A clammy grey hand reached forward and seized the driver’s shoulder from behind, and a cold voice from the rear of the hearse moaned: “Don’t let them take me. I want an autopsy and burial and an end to it!”

The driver screamed.

Gwynn ap Nudd trotted ‘round the hearse and pointed a gloved finger at the double doors in back. The hatch burst open with a screeching of metal as though a hurricane wind were inside. “Harold Kittering, come forth,” said the Huntsman as he drew another knuckle-bone from the pouch on his belt. The corpse in the van raised up and climbed out, grumbling. The rest of the Hunt milled about the vehicle. The Newport Strangler climbed up onto his mount and cast a glance sideways at Corwyn Daniels. He grinned and licked his lips. 

“He’s also a cannibal,” remarked Mukudor.

• • •
The band of death riders rose on the night wind and headed towards Snowdonia some 140 miles to the north. When they passed over the first of the Welsh mountains, the Huntsman bugled and the death riders swirled and eddied down to drop at a cottage on a bluff overlooking a wild valley. “Marion Masset — come forth!” called the Huntsman.

Within the cabin, an old woman rose from her lonely deathbed and walked calmly out to meet the Wild Hunt. For her, the Huntsman provided the moldering corpse of a milk-white mare, much of the flesh gone but the mane and tail still long and silky. “Gwynn ap Nudd — I have long wondered when you would show up for me,” the old hag cackled at the deathriders through her missing front teeth as she clambered up onto the horse’s back.

“What did she do to deserve the Wild Hunt?” whispered Corwyn.

“She were a nurse at an old folks’ home,” said Mukudor. “Helped a lot of elderly folks cross over ...”

“Cross over?” echoed Corwyn.

“Held a pillow over their faces as they slept,” said Mukudor. “No signs of violence. Nobody evah suspected. Thought she were a fine nurse. Families of the deceased always gave her thank-you knick knacks an’ plates o’ cookies. Administrators of the Home presented her with a certificate an’ a gold watch when she retired — fer exemplary service.”

• • •
The Wild Hunt rode hard over the blackening sky into the realm of foothills and mountains. The wind shrieked like a Banehag, and the bones of the skeletal horses rattled like dice on a gaming table.

“Wal, Blockhead — yew didn’t listen ta me a-tall,” said Mukudor as the Hunt neared Snowdonia. “Now ye’ll either be taken underground ta thet dark land of Annwyn, or mebbe if yer unlucky enough, ye’ll be condemned ta ride forever with th’ Huntsman hisself. Crick, crick, creeee.”
“Shut up, Mukudor!” said Corwyn. The Huntsman’s great horn sounded somewhere ahead.

“Yonder cliffside is Mount Snowdon,” the black bird continued. Corwyn saw great stone doors part midway up the face of the cliff, holding darkness within. “Once in there, Corwyn Daniels, yew are DEAD!”

“Be silent, Mukudor!” said Corwyn. “What I’m going through is bad enough without having to listen to you!”

“Yew never listened ta me!” said Mukudor. “Yew never even tried ta solve th’ riddle of the Omen.”

“Well, I’ve thought of one way out of this,” said Corwyn, pulling his wand from his belt. “I’ll summon Possywickett. He said if I was ever in dire need, he’d come — and this sure as heck qualifies.”

Holding his wand above his head, Corwyn chanted a summoning spell for Possywickett the Sand Djinn Dervish:

“Spell of Ash, most powerful spell,

Mystic powers, now listen well — 

No matter if from far or near,

Bring Possywickett to me here!”

Nothing happened.

“Yew dumb cluck,” said Mukudor. “Yer familiar is in Shalninah — thet’s on another plane of existence. Yew can’t use an apprentice-level wand an’ summoning spell ta bring him here transdimensionally. Yew need a full wizard’s staff fer thet.”

“Now you tell me,” said Corwyn Daniels.

The foremost riders of the Wild Hunt were now following the Huntsman through the darksome portal into the depths of the mountain.

“Ah told yew, Corwyn Daniels, thet Ah would pestheckle yew till Death do we part. Well, the time has come — Ah’m outa here. Ah never signed on ta accompany yew where yer goin’ to now ...”

They were nearly to the Gates of Death.

“But before Ah go, I jess wanna say one theng,” said Mukudor. “Ah was th’ Omen that coulda saved yer life. Yew should never have come to Grackleflint’s. Didn’t yew ever get th’ Riddle? The arrowhead around my neck is made of flint — yew got that?”

The wild riders just in front of Corwyn were passing through the gate. 

“Ah’m a black bird from th’ Ozarks, yew idjut!” screeched Mukudor flapping his wings. “Ah am a boat-tailed ...”

“I don’t care if you’re the Great-Gleeking Bird of Paradise,” shrieked Corwyn Daniels. “I wish I’d never set eyes on you, Mukudor !!!”

GONGGG !!!!

GONGGG !!!!

GONGGG !!!!

GONGGGGGG !!!!

The great bell shook the mountainside. Just as the Gates of Death were closing, Corwyn Daniels was blasted off his mount and hurled back across the cloud-tattered sky. The last thing he heard was Mukudor’s “Crick, Crick, Jeeeeeb!”

CHAPTER 38

He landed with a thump on his back on the moorland just beyond the House With The Witch’s Hat. Mukudor fluttered down and landed on Corwyn’s boot. “Ah tole yew, Sucker — yew only git three wishes. Try fer a fourth an’ yew lose ‘em all.”

Corwyn Daniels lay on his back with all the wind knocked out of him; it felt like he’d broken every bone in his body. He closed his eyes and lay still. “I suppose that means my sack of pennies is gone ...” he said.

Then he heard the galloping of hooves approaching — but it was only Alacrity the Satyr, not the Wild Huntsman. 

“You okay, dude?” said the shaggy-legged youth. 

“Yeah — I guess so,” said Corwyn. He looked up at the welcome sight of Alacrity standing over him; the moonlight falling on the satyr’s horns made them gleam. 

“Didn’t I tell you not to leave the mansion after dark?” scolded Alacrity. “What were you thinking?”

“It was my crazy, misplaced sense of chivalry, I guess ...” said Corwyn. “I always gotta help a maiden in distress. Mukudor says it will be the death of me some day. Tonight it nearly was.”

“You rode with the Wild Hunt and lived to tell the tale,” said Alacrity. “WHY?”
“I was trying to help Misty cast her World Peace spell,” said Corwyn.

“Who?” said the satyr.

“Misty Callaghan — you know, the reverberaunt girl with platinum hair ...”

Corwyn Daniels’ blood went cold at the look of puzzlement on Alacrity’s face.

“Sorry, kid. No student here with that name,” said the satyr.

Corwyn’s head dropped back onto the turf with a crunch. “Oh, Croopus ...”
Then there came across the wasteland that hideous howl which Corwyn had heard twice before. It rode on the night air through the stillness of the dark; a prolonged, deep murmur, then a baying howl, and finally a melancholy wail that died away. Again and again it howled, the whole atmosphere throbbing with terrifying sound, harsh, feral, and menacing. It was coming closer ...

A dark shadow fell over Corwyn from behind, and he sensed something huge and dark and powerful looming at his back. His wizard instinct told him NOT to look over his shoulder. Mukudor took wing and vanished over the distant moorland. Alacrity glanced up and said, “Good evening, sir.”

A tranquil voice spoke from the shadow.

“You are very lucky to be alive, Corwyn Daniels,” said the Cappel in a voice as serene, kind, and profound as a placid ocean. “That talisman necklace given to you by the Old Ones brings you more than your share of luck. Too bad it does not give you more insight.”

“Old Ones ...” said Corwyn. “What Old Ones?”

But the Cappel ignored this.

“You assumed that Miss Callaghan was one of our students — but she is not a reverberaunt. She was in the Assembly Hall during your talk, but no one saw her except you.”
“But she talked about what happened before her death ...” said Corwyn.

“That is correct.”

“Misty wasn’t a ghost!” cried Corwyn. “She was real. I touched her hand. She was warm and soft and lovely ...”

The Cappel said: “She is what we call a ‘Ley Entity.’ During her lifetime, Miss Callaghan came to Grackleflint’s as an exchange student from Kingsbridge Academy in 1917 to work on a term paper about the Ley Nexus. No one knew that she planned to try casting ‘Verdaun’s Transcendent Pax Universitas’ ...”

Alacrity looked confusedly between Corwyn and the hellhound.

“That spell takes five archmages to properly cast,” sighed the Cappel. “Miss Callaghan thought the power of the leys would help her. She was horribly wrong. That spell, when not cast properly, can cause serious injury to the wizard who casts it. In Misty’s case, the backlash was deadly. Corwyn, when a wizard dies while casting great magicks at a Ley Nexus, they don’t just go away. Their personalities, their psyche-mêmes — the soul, if you will — is captured into the ley matrix. As is the corporeal body. They become a Ley Entity. That is what happened to Misty Callaghan. This happens only rarely, so there are few such beings in the world. The greatest of these is at your old school Killiecrankitt in Scotland, at the nexus of the Killiestanes. 

“Because Misty was only a child, and her death came relatively recently, she has nowhere near the power of the ancient Ley Entities. She can only fully manifest once each year on the anniversary of her death. Because she was neither a reverberaunt nor fully dead, the Huntsman felt she had cheated him. So the Wild Hunt returned each year on the same night in hopes of catching her. As long as she stayed within the building, she was safe under Headmaster Thoor Kilmainham’s protective spells. But she has never given up trying to bring World Peace — and to do that, she needed to go to the Folly. She had seen your activities in a Looking Glass and knew you had the Gift of Vision as well as the courage and power to help her. How she was able to send you letters from the netherwhere of the leys is a mystery I’m afraid we don’t understand.”

“No one could see her but me,” said Corwyn Daniels. “For over eighty years. How lonely she must be ...”

“True. I can see her, of course,” said the Cappel. “But for her to see me would mean ...”

“I get the picture,” said Corwyn.

“Alacrity will see you to your bedchamber,” said the hellhound. “And I respectfully suggest you go to bed and stay there for the rest of the night.”

“Yessir,” sighed Corwyn Daniels.

CHAPTER 39

“I have put some extra guardian spells on the stairwell to your room,” said Alacrity when they were back in Corwyn’s tower. “Nothing can climb up — or down — those stairs tonight. Now get yourself a good night’s rest. You’ve earned it.”

Corwyn put on his nightclothes and crawled under the covers. The satyr patted his knee through the quilt. “Sleep tight, dude.” 

Corwyn yawned and said, “Good night, Alacrity.” He curled up on the pillow and pulled the covers up over his head. He closed his eyes and listened to the sound of the satyr’s hooves vanishing down the tower steps. He sighed deeply.

Then he threw back the covers, slipped out of bed, retrieved his wand and a sturdy hunting knife, and walked out onto the little balcony. Corwyn spellcast the de-levitation charm: “Fjerflyde!” and then leaped over the stone railing. He drifted like a feather down the outer wall of the tower onto the moonlit lawn of the House With The Witch’s Hat. 

Corwyn made his way out to the wooded grove of dark ghostly trees, where he selected a slender ash sapling of just the right size. Using his hunting knife, Corwyn chopped down the little tree, trimmed off the side branches, and cut it to stand just exactly his own height. He put the knife in his pocket and, using the ash as a hiking stick, made his way silently back to Aristarchus’ Folly.

The moonlight was bright now, the dark clouds banished with the passing of the Wild Hunt. The sky was full of brilliantly shimmering stars. Corwyn Daniels stood at the very center of the Ley Nexus — the gleaming point where seven ley lines joined their power to the ley network over the entire world. He held the staff in both hands above his head and spellcast:

“Spell of Ash, most powerful spell,

Mystic powers, now listen well — 

No matter if from far or near,

Bring Possywickett to me here!”

This time his staff glowed with magefire — and Possywickett the Sand Djinn Dervish appeared before him, whirling and swirling merrily in his miniature whirlwind of dust.

“Hello, Master,” said Possywickett, grinning at him in genuine affection.

“Hello, my little friend,” said Corwyn. “Did you have a good time in Shalninah?”

“The very best, Master,” said the imp. “I presume you have an important wish for me to grant?”

“One of the very most important ever,” said Corwyn Daniels. “And then you may return to your own world until I have need of you again.”

“I’m ready when you are,” said the Sand Djinn Dervish.

“All right, now listen very, very carefully ...” said Corwyn Daniels. The wind sighed through the trees, causing the leaves to rustle softly.

“I wish that next year, on the appropriate day and at the appropriate hour, the moon and planets and stars being in the most favorable alignments — one year from today, I wish that Misty Callaghan shall return once more to the House With The Witch’s Hat; not as a Ley Entity, but rather as a reverberaunt with all the hopes and happy future that may entail.”

The wind rose to a howl out over the moor and clouds rushed across the face of the moon. Possywickett danced on his dusty whirlwind, spun around three times, looked up at Corwyn Daniels with gleaming merry eyes, and said:

“Granted ...”

• • •
Beyond the Sea of Stars, two Norn handmaidens nodded in satisfaction.

FINIS
.

.

.

.

THE JADE PROFESSOR
A Gallimaufriars Puzzle

• • •
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Corwyn Daniels was a sturdy lad of twelve summers, with wild straw-coloured hair, a firm squarish jaw, and a dusting of large freckles to match. Corwyn was one of the more well-liked lads in the Fifth Form at Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts. He had a hearty grin which tended to show up at the most inopportune times, such as when he was being reprimanded by one of the Masters or when having the daylights pounded out of him. 

When Corwyn and his mates showed up at the lecture lab for Magick Seminar, they found what they at first thought was a jade statue of Wandmaster Alastair St. Luke standing at the podium in the front of the classroom, holding his wand aloft in a striking pose. On a table next to him was an assortment of braziers, alembics, and distillation tubes, along with an elixir vial which had recently held some sort of enchanted potion. Upon closer examination, and with the help of a few divination spells, Corwyn determined that instead of being a statue of the eccentric professor, this actually was the old boy himself turned to stone.
“Crums,” commented Alfie Whitlock. “Now he’s more jaded than the Headmaster.” 

The Seminar was a week-long series of lectures sponsored by two wizard schools in Cumbria — Pennythraite Academy for Higher Learning of the Magickal Arts for Refined Young Ladies (which was just down the road) and Corwyn’s own school Gallimaufriars. The latter was noted for attracting rather ragmuffin boys — not ‘bad’ like the students at Long Step Academy in London, but rather the oddballs and misfits who don’t really fit in. The faculty at Gallimaufriars were known to be the eccentrics, crackpots, and rumpots of the magickal profession. Students at Gallimaufriars were not, frankly, expected to amount to much.

Wandmaster St. Luke had studied at the Berkeley School of Thaumaturgy in California during the 1960s, and was something of a hippie kook. Of all the professors at Gallimaufriars, he was the craziest.

“Look at this,” said Mazie MacAlister, pointing to the writing on the blackboard. Mazie wore a short emerald green shift with the Pennythraite emblem on her bodice. She had shoulder-length honey colored hair and bluegreen eyes. She would have been considered pretty but for the amazing freckle on the left side of her nose.

Corwyn Daniels noticed the writing on the blackboard for the first time:

“Welcome to my Practicum Seminar on Cryptothaumaturgy. As you can see, I have swallowed a draught of Enslin’s Ineffable Jade Potion. Your assignment will be to change me back to normal. Each of you will find at your workstations a packet of cryptograms, puzzles, mysteries, and other challenges which you must decipher in order to find the Magick Word that will disenchant me.

.

“Divide yourselves into teams of four to work on solving these puzzles. The first team to discover the correct Magick Word and restore me to my rightful form will all receive A’s for this assignment. Other teams who subsequently decipher the Magick Word will receive B’s. Teams who solve only four of the five puzzles will get C’s, three correct answers D’s. Any team that solves two or fewer clues will fail the assignment and be required to memorize lines from “The Song of Barien.”

“Crikey!” said Benjie Newton. “That’s the worst poem ever written. I’d hate to have to memorize that horrid ballad!”

“You got that right, my mage,” said Harvey Blankenship. One of the girls from Pennythraite made gagging noises.

Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton, the school snob, sneered at Harvey and Benjie. “It would serve you lads right if you did.” 

• • •
There were twelve students in the Seminar, with three girls and nine boys. So Corwyn, Mazie, Harvey, and Alfie formed a team. The other two teams each had one girl from Pennythraite and three Gallywogs from the boys’ school. They found dragonhide satchels on the magick lab workstations for each of the teams. Inside were five document, each with a different puzzle, code, or clue.

The first document was a vellum parchment with nothing but an encoded cipher written in the middle. “Unless there’s invisible ink here or something, I’d guess that this is a code for the Magick Word,” said Corwyn Daniels.

Mazie picked up a large piece of brown paper. “Here’s one of those logic puzzles like where you have Mr. Brown living in the green house driving a blue car and his neighbor on the left has grey hair and drinks milk,” she said. Her eyes sparkled. “Only this one’s about wizard schools. That should be easy ...”

“You’re barmy if you think those things are easy,” said Harvey. “Look at this one.”

He picked up a piece of flimsy rice paper with a drawing of Mt. Fuji in Japan at the top. “The whole bally thing is in Japanese! Do any of you read Japanese?”

“I didn’t know Wandmaster St. Luke could read Japanese,” said Corwyn, taking the clue from Harvey’s hand.

“This one’s a Nihilist Narwhal Cipher,” said Alfie Whitlock, picking up and unrolling a deerhide scroll. “I once read about Nihilist Ciphers in an old copy of Games Magazine.”

Corwyn Daniels was examining the rice paper from all angles. “Hmmn — I think I’m beginning to see the light,” he said.

“Hey, look! — This last one’s a Word Search puzzle,” said Harvey, picking up a sheet of ordinary typing paper. 
“Wizzzard !!!  I’m good at these things ...”

“Me, too!” said Alfie. “Let’s get cracking on that one.” The two lads went to work.

“We should make up our own logic puzzle for the Wandmaster,” said Mazie. “The girl wizardling holding the brown paper clue stood next to the boy with the Word Search Puzzle who attends Gallimaufriars. The boy with straw-colored hair was holding the rice paper ...”

“Get off it!” said Harvey.

Across the lab, Benjie Newton stood looking at his team’s package of clues. “These are awful!” he moaned. “What happens to the Wandmaster if nobody solves the Magick Word?”

Corwyn Daniels walked over to the jade statue and patted it on the shoulder. “It’s a nice statue,” he said. “Maybe the Headmaster can put it in the garden next to the front gate ...”

[ If you feel you need a few hints to solve the problem of the Jade Professor, Corwyn Daniel’s story is continued after the Puzzles. ]

• • •
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.
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Puzzle #1:
The Magick Word

.
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. Puzzle #2:
The Golden Staff

.

Killiecrankitt University periodically hosts a respected International Magick Symposium. At the most recent of these prestigious events, headmasters and mages from five of Britain’s wizard academies sat next to each other at the dinner table in Gorey Hall. Each of these wizards used a magick wand or staff made from a different kind of wandwort. Each of the mages’ schools is known for an unusual kind of monster.

You know the following facts about the banquet:

1. Theodoric Grimwalter is from the school in Cumbria.

2. Augustus Balfour owns a Spagpie.

3. The mage from the Welsh wizard school uses a wand made of Ebony.

4. The Matador uses a wand made of Teak.

5. The Welsh headmaster sat immediately to the right of the headmaster from the Cottswolds.

6. The Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts zoo owns the Black Dragon.

7. Killiecrankitt is the wizard school in Scotland.

8. The headmaster who sat in the middle uses a wand made of Cocobola wood.

9. Angus Sean Ewan Joshua MacDonald-Findlayson-MacGregor sat in the first seat on the left.

10. The Long Step Academy headmaster sat next to the master from the school with Water Leapers.

11. Killiecrankitt’s headmaster sat next to the master of the wizard school where an Acerodi attacked students in the Cafeteria.

12. The Kingsbridge headmaster has an Ivory wand.

13. Irene Holmwood is assistant headmaster at the House With the Witch’s Hat.

14. Angus Sean Ewan Joshua MacDonald-Findlayson-MacGregor sat next to the school master from London.

Now — which mage uses a magick staff made of Gold? Which school has a Hellhound?

It should be noted that each of the five academies of magick is located in a different area, and each of the schools is known for a different unusual monster. Each of the mages uses a different kind of magick wand or staff. 

• • •
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Puzzle #3:
Sumdumcloo
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Puzzle #4:
Nihilist Narwhal Cipher
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Puzzle #5:
Wandmaster’s Monster
Word Search

Here is the list of monsters and creatures found in the Wandmaster’s Monster Word Search Puzzle. Keep an eye out for clues and red herrings. The diagonal word is one which you can ignore in the Logic Puzzle.

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . . .— Alastair St. Luke
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Acreodi
Banshee
Bats
Black Dog
Bogie
Bogles

Doppelganger

Dragon
Drauger
Fachan
Foxcastle
Giant
Glastig
Goblin
Grendel
Hellhound
Hobgoblins
Imp
Kelpie
Kobold

Litch
Lutey
Manticore
Merrow
Nadur
Orpinicus
Owl
Pooka
Redcap

Shellycoat
Spriggans

The Blue Hag

Troll
Urisk

Water Leapers

Weredog
Wyvern
Yale




[image: image15.jpg]o m r~ > < O MO C M & D222 0oN 0n =

O P -« 0O 0O X X M © O 3 OX O o o m < M 0D O XX C O D>®$P 2 C O

< Z m < -3 XN

X = O =

O XM &E 0 0O P M 00O &E =N 0 NN C Z T N OO N WX

o 06 om C

2 = 0O < =) m m X &

O I < O rrrMd)onoocCcCHYT T T MmoD M Ce>» O

O X O M W 2 -« 0O~ &E OOC B C XX D &=

> D> O O O
m 2 X O O o =X

m -~ D2 DPmMm ~ C M X O O Y ZXT YO 2 200»h O

O X3 0O Z2 09 9 O rrmr O0mM OO O X X DPP)M XX O P} M X DX O O

o m < O O O M Z2 XX 00O ™ Z2 =

< X X X Om < C 0 XX X 2 ©O

~r r~ < ~ O O

m Z Z m € Z =

> m O 2

2 rr r~ 0O 2 X &E O 0oOxn o
N O O PP X M €C <X X T &ET mMmMODA_N XotEOmM

<N = X 0O m O

N - =T O X - X -1 r~ 0O

——o—

—o—

O O ®mm D & 2 2 D

X ® O O N ¥ U 2 0O v 9 2 O D2 0 r

O m O Z2 MM rmr m W C & OMm D®€®$ OM & W T mMm <

m -5 X O O N -3 N

o O O —
O m

N 22 & I3 m 22 m > m m < O O X =

T X X 00O M r~ 0n -
2 Z N = 9 m X 9 33 2 r Do X

o r 0O % FN'®OO X MM r~

> m C

O dPm X r m C v o6 r~ O

O D D 0O -~ O N O =« D C M B X X D)oo 2 0O = X2 »»)\ &£ 2 Db oo »»rmm

> T m N

~ N C 2Z

© W C O rr &E OD X 2 — 2Z2 M O &£ N & O
m O O r~ <X Z DDrr Y 3 E O0MPMMm N O Z OO » OZXT " mMm

N - O Xm m CcC ™ D

- P r~

N 2 O O o mMm XM &E oYY OMO P} 2 o 0Y 9 XM »YCr ocCcrnr

N OO XN O C O m

O O 0N

M ~ O0Om X N

- N X = D 2
2L 23 M T OO0OMm L OO XM O3 MMEZ2?2?)}=~1 N MO Z = 2 = 0n =

-_— o~ = C X X
N ~ mMm X O m m

T W O I O P XM T O -

O =2 & < 3 v »» 2 o 2 vV X 2 UOnN O XTomMm m

N mMm m X O MM O Y =

CcC O &E € X O C OY MM oOoCcCm x>
S - 0o o r"'rcr 0" " DYO O rmTrmMIT OnNn 2To X

m 2 X O M D>Pm O D r~ C O

~ < X ©O

—m—

O r~r~ > 2 O X 02 0, mMm X O X DC omMmMm X O

> X O 2 m <
2L v mMm M X 0O Z P20 ®mMm M O OZT M r

“o m C r~r O &

= m ©O




[ For copies of these puzzles on large pages where you can fill in your answers, watch for THE JADE PROFESSOR booklet for sale online. The first person to correctly solve all aspects of this puzzle will receive a Wizard Academies paperback book. Second and Third Place Winners will receive an ebook of Chris Malloy’s MAGICK GETS A LITTLE CRAZY SOMETIMES. In the case of a tie, the winner will be the person who describes most fully the method he or she used to solve the puzzle. Send entries to: 2005@interdrama.com — Good Luck !! ]
.

. • • •
.

 “Crums!” said Harvey Blankenship as he scribbled on the parchment. He had given up on the Word Search and was working on the Magick Word Cipher. “I thought I had it figured out, but the bally thing just doesn’t work ...”

“What’s the problem?” said Mazie, who was working on the logic puzzle. 

Harvey scratched his head. “Well, the number of letters in the Magick Word cipher are exactly the same as in the Wandmaster’s name. ‘Alestair St. Luke’ and ‘SSZOBGVR ZLFAJS’ both have fourteen characters, so I reckoned that his name was the keyword to solving the cipher.”

“Not according to this,” said Alfie, waving the typing paper. “Scrye this, my mage. According to this clue, Mazie should have the Keyword.”

Mazie looked up from the brown paper clue and said, “Well, if I do — then Corwyn has the instructions that tell what to do with it.”

Harvey looked astonished. “Did you figure out the Japanese clue?” he asked Corwyn. 

His classmate just grinned. “It’s the easiest one,” he replied.

Mazie looked at Harvey and added: “I’m sure you could figure it out, too. After some reflection.”

Across the room, Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton jeered, “The bleedin’ Webmaster doesn’t even know how many days there are in April ...”

• • •
Having deciphered the Word Search clues, Alfie went on to the Nihilist Narwhal Cipher. “This one uses only a single Nihilist transposition, once you figure out the key. Most Nihilist ciphers use two. But then there’s a Narwhal twist to it ...”

When the wizardlings had solved all the clues, Corwyn Daniels said: “There — we now know what to do with the wand hand and with the other hand — and what Magick Word to say.”

And so they did. Wandmaster St. Luke was soon restored to his usual pixilated self. Corwyn, Mazie, Harvey, and Alfie each got A’s for the seminar.

Benjie Newton’s group all got B’s for the assignment.

Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton and his mates each had to memorize ten stanzas from “The Song of Barien” ...

.
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..

.

.

.

.
[image: image16.jpg]sSR\SRuB 78O Feremerenos

\ L &
:
5
g

5

7= Wligard A cademios
& Http: //wow. Iulu. com,/spatlight /rivals &
R W ¢ TraRuRuHuES

PR/




• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •

Dinner with the Archmage

BE TRUE to your Academy — Your Wizard Academy !! 

Some wizard schools are large, highly-accredited, and well respected. Others are smaller, but serve elite clientele and have high academic standards. Return with us now to the lowest-accredited school in Wizardom: Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts in Cumbria, where the students are a lot more on the ball than their crackpot instructors. 

Discover fascinating stories about magickally-gifted youngsters training to become the Wizards of Tomorrow at a school that isn’t quite right ... The problems young Corwyn Daniels faces are a bit more challenging than most wizardlings encounter:

• Who is Luthuch the Old One?

• What do you do with a Black Dragon 
——..after you’ve captured it?

• When will Gargantual the Great Goblin 
——..of Foxcastle return? 

• Where do you get rid of the Left-Handed Wand?

• Why is there a Hydra in Lake Wastwater? 

• How do you shut up Mukudor the Pestheckler? 

Corwyn Daniels and his pals really have their work cut out for them in this sequel to Wizard Academies: Rumpots, Crackpots, and Pooka-Mazed Halfwits — the magickal misadventures of a boy from the least influential Wizard Academy in Britain.

YOU HAVE BEEN ACCEPTED INTO THE WORLD OF MAGICK.

See what happens to young wizardlings at a school run by professors that other schools call “a bunch of rumpots, crackpots, and pooka-mazed halfwits” — in this new entry in the series featuring Wizard Academies.

[image: image17.jpg]Training the Young Wizards of Tomorrow. )
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DINNER WITH 
THE ARCHMAGE

By Alan Lance Andersen
• • •
Part I

Prologue

At precisely five minutes before dawn, Evgren O’Shanks, Headmaster of the Institute for the Study of Unusual and Possibly Useful Magickal Arts, stood in the school’s circular Central Room and gazed up at the crystal clear ceiling, beneath which the Refractory Mirror and Diffraction Prism slowly moved on great wooden gears, magickally orienting to catch the first rays of the sun. O’Shanks was a sturdy mage at the height of his magickal and worldly powers, with clear orange eyes, flowing red hair and long russet beard, square shoulders, and a narrow waist. 

To his left, the room’s central pillar narrowed to a point as it reached upward, stopping just short of touching the ceiling. Along the north wall in front of him was a “wizard’s time” sun clock. Twenty-seven niches were recessed into the stone, and each niche had a Roman numeral between one and twenty-seven carved in the back. Adding to the wall’s seemingly-disordered appearance was a hodge-podge of diminutive magickal odds-and-ends arranged haphazardly into each niche.

The Regalis Amasian Sun Clock itself was the most amazing thaumaturgic mechanism in wizardom. Regalis Amasian, inventor of the marvelous Sun Clock, was a crazy king back in the 16th Century who overwhelmed people with wonder. If he couldn’t confuse them with contradictions, he’d baffle them with muggelmuck.

The Sun Clock had baffled mages and clockmakers for the past several hundred years. Not only did it tell the time — but various beams of light were distributed by the Prism through the dozens of reflective surfaces, rubies, emeralds, and sapphires about the Chamber. These sent coloured rays to indicators along the cornice which told the date, month, and year; the phase of the moon, the date of the next solar and lunar eclipses, and the current position of the tide at Brighton Spa. But for the present, the great Sun Clock was lost in darkness.

Regalis Amasian may have also been the founder of the Institute for the Study of Unusual and Possibly Useful Magickal Arts, but no one had ever gotten a straight answer from him; and after he was dead, there was no one else to ask. It seemed the Institute was just ... there.

The Headmaster gazed at his huge, chained, golden-cased pocket watch, which he’d pulled from one of the pockets in his vestments. It was now three minutes till dawn. The Head Boy was late.

Then came a scuffling sound from the hallway. Scotaidh Scott staggered into the room and fell into headlong O’Shanks’ arms, causing the Headmaster to drop his gold watch. Scotty was thirty-five years old and moderately competent as a mage — in fact quite good at Illusions and Verisimilitude Spells — but he was lackadaisical about the everyday practice of magick. A large Scottish oaf with no inclination to leave the Institute and make his way in the World, Scotty was the oldest Apprentice-level wizardling in Britain. He had been a student at the Institute for twenty years or more ...

The Head Boy looked up into O’Shanks’ eyes and stammered: “Headmaster, I swear I have no idea what happened.” 

The Headmaster frowned. “You do not recall our discussion yesterday — ‘Whether ‘tis best to overstay one’s welcome, or to go forth into the World and make one’s way there as best as one knows how ...’?”

Scotaidh Scott shook his head, but it was unclear whether he meant ‘No’ or that he was simply trying to shake cobwebs out of his brain. The Headmaster went on:

“To refresh your memory, the Regalis Amasian Sun Clock has fallen out of time over the past century or three. It is three seconds slow. Of course, three seconds over the course of two and three-quarters million hours isn’t much of a problem, but it has come time to correct the error. Yesterday at breakfast, I challenged you set it right. You recall the terms of our agreement?”

“I feel sick,” said the Head Boy.

O’Shanks smiled at the mentally-squirming lad leaning on his arm. “If you have been successful at restoring the Sun Clock to a satisfactory state of perfection by sunrise this morning, then a new Office will be created here at the Institute for the Study of Unusual and Possibly Useful Magickal Arts — Master of Passive Activities — which you will assume for as long you wish to hold it.

“But if you have NOT set the Sun Clock aright, that fact will show that all of our efforts to provide you with a proper magickal education have been in vain, Mister Scott. You will be sent down from the Institute. Banished from the school.”

“But Headmaster! — those awful twins Homar and Omar cast Hedwig’s Temporal Stasis Hex on me last night. I haven’t been able to move until a few moments ago ...”

O’Shanks looked up to see a pair of tousled head peering into the room from the doorway.

“I feel terrible,” Scotty groaned. “My Tempus has up and Fugit ...”

“Mister Scott, a thirty-five year old mage should be more than competent to ward against the pranks and spellcastings of a pair of ten-year-old ‘prentice-level wizardlings. Did you repair the Sun Clock, or didn’t you?”

Scott shook his head to clear it. “Has the sun risen?” he asked.

At that precise moment, the sun’s rays crested the horizon and shown brightly on the English countryside surrounding the Institute. Trees and cottages sprang to light in the golden glow of the dawn. When the first beams touched the glass dome of the Central Room of the Institute, the tower filled with flashes of colored light. Beams glistened from the multi-hued jewels, rays sparkled and scintillated to various positions along the Cornice, and the shadow of the main pointer fell on the niches with the markings of hours, minutes, and seconds ...

It was nearly 7:00 am.

Omar and Homar crept into the Central Room to witness the Final Act.

“I trust you young gentlemen passed a pleasant night,” O’Shanks said to the twins, and then retrieved his pocket watch from where it dangled at the end of the gold chain. The shadow of the main pointer on the Sun Clock was edging slowly towards the ‘seven’ niche. 

Scott’s eyes shot daggers at the two lads, but he held his tongue. His expression promised that there’d be vengeance later. 

O’Shanks held the watch so everyone could see it. “Seven o’clock,” he said just as the minute hand touched the 12. Everyone looked up at the wall; the shadow was still a sliver away from the registration mark above the Roman numeral in the ‘seven’ niche. Three seconds slow ...

Scott sighed as the twins slapped each other’s hands above their heads. 

The Headmaster said: “Let us remain composed, gentlemen — and remember that while some may see this as a joyful occasion, it is a severe blow to others. Proper gentlemen do not revel in the misfortune of others.” 

They do so in private after the poor sod has been disposed of ... O’Shanks thought privately. 

“Yes, Headmaster,” the twins answered in unison, touching their forelocks respectfully. But the smirks on their faces could not be wiped away. 

O’Shanks turned to Scott and laid a hand on his shoulder. “Mister Scott, by the terms of our agreement, it seems we must sever all ties.” 

Scott shook his head. “Aye, that we must. I could plead ...”

O’Shanks held up a finger. “A gentleman does not make excuses. He allows the Game to play itself out with the cards dealt him.”

“You’re correct, as always, Headmaster.” Scott turned his attention to the twins. “I’m sure that in the future, the situation will be ... quite different.”

“I believe I promised you a trip to some less-traveled region,” said the Headmaster. The old wizard smiled, thinking of Scott at a certain school in Cumbria. O’Shanks flipped his forefinger, and Scott’s trunks appeared next to him. “I think you will find that they are fully-packed.”

Scott held out his hand to O’Shanks. “ ‘Till we meet again, Headmaster.”

O’Shanks shook hands with the ex-Head Boy and then moved towards the far wall. 

“Before you leave us, Mister Scott, there is something here you would probably be interested in seeing.” 

O’Shanks reached inside the ‘number two’ niche and pushed on the stone slab at its back. A trap door opened, and a series of wheels and knobs were visible. O’Shanks took a wheel in hand and turned it three notches. Above him, the shadow of the Sun Clock moved ahead three seconds. “Simple as that,” he said.

When the Headmaster turned back, Scotty was shaking his head. Headmaster Evgren O’Shanks twirled his finger — and Scotaidh Scott and his trunks were gone. 

• • •
CHAPTER 1

It was past midnight in mid-October; the moon shone clear on the Cumbrian hills and across the moorland to the southwest of Pennythraite Academy for Higher Learning of the Magickal Arts for Refined Young Ladies. Autumn leaves which had not yet fallen rustled softly in the breeze as a dark figure made its way through a gap in the hedge that surrounded the back garden of the Wizard Academy. The scattering of early snow earlier that week had blown away on a chill wind.

Pennythraite was a lofty, narrow edifice that nestled on a slope amid the Cumbrian mountains, replete with tall towers and even taller conical roofs with slate-grey shingles and high pointed steeples. The light-brown stonework and half-timbering were more reminiscent of an eastern European hunting lodge than a British girls’ boarding school. There were dormers and bay windows, parapets, terraces, and walkways everywhere. Corwyn Daniels made his way to the foot of one of the tall, narrow towers that overlooked the garden, picked up some pebbles from the walkway, and tossed one of them at a particular leaded-glass window on the second floor.

“EEEeee-Ahhh-KEEeeeee !!” Corwyn cried, trying to sound like a night bird as the pebble clinked off the mullioned glass.

“EEEeee-Ahhh-KEEeeeee !!” came the reply from the oriel window, which swung open as a honey-haired girl in a Pennythraite sweater and skirt emerged onto the window sill. She clambered down the thick ivy vines that covered the stonework of her tower in the chill moonlight.

When she arrived at the base of the tower, Mazie MacAlister said: “Harvey let me know that you’d be back from the House With the Witch’s Hat today, and I thought you might stop by. So I was dressed and ready.” Her breath was misty white in the night air after the climb. The amazing freckle on the side of her nose gave her face a pale mystique in the moonlight. Her blue-green eyes sparkled.

“Good to see you,” said Corwyn Daniels with a smile. “How do be you?”

“I do be fine,” Mazie grinned. “What’s up? How did your trip go?”

“It was okay,” said Corwyn. “Here — I brought you this.”

He handed her an oval box wrapped in oilskin and tied with waxed string. She untied the bow knot and opened the lid. Within was a grim, shriveled head the size of a man’s fist, with coarse, black hair and the eyes and lips sewn shut. The muzzle was elongated in a way that was definitely not human.

“From the House With the Witch’s Hat?” cooed Mazie. “Oooooh — Totalsome Cool. Wizzzard!”
The girl stuffed the box with the shrunken goat’s head into her leather pouch. 

“Corwyn, you are so sweet!” said Mazie.

Corwyn looked at his shoes.

The two friends turned to walk along the garden pathway to the Arboretum and then cut through the hedge into the country lane that led back to Gallimaufriars. “Tell me about Grackleflint’s Academy for Reverberaunts,” said Mazie. “Is it really as spooky as everyone says? Did the boogeymen get you?”

Corwyn dropped his eyes. “I’d rather not talk about it ...” he said. 

“How’s Harvey doing?” asked Mazie. “Does he still have Weasel Pox?”

“I had Possywickett cure Harvey before the imp went back to Shalninah,” said Corwyn. “Possywickett wanted to travel, so I gave him permission in exchange for a ‘loyalty and fealty’ oath that he’d come to me whenever I summon.”

“Why do you keep letting your familiar wander all over the Omniverse?” asked Mazie. “Shouldn’t you have him with you?”

Corwyn looked serious. “How can I ever hope to be a real wizard if I keep letting the little guy bail me out by granting wishes whenever I get in trouble? I need to stand on my own two feet.” Corwyn thumped his wizard staff on the ground and glared at the moon.

Mazie looked at the rugged ash staff in his hand. The magestaff was exactly the same height as the boy wizard. “So you’re sporting a rod now, eh lad?”

“Quite right, lass,” muttered Corwyn Daniels. “After what I saw at Grackleflint’s, I need a lot more power than a wand.” 

Corwyn shifted his weight uncomfortably and looked sideways at her. “I don’t trust wands anymore; not powerful enough. There are ... things ... lurking about that I don’t care to go up against without some real power. Things I couldn’t see before I rode Aszirol. Things I saw lurking in the shadows at Grackleflint’s.”

“Like the Gnorra you zapped off the ivy outside my window last time you were here?” said Mazie. “We’ve had more of those little buggers — and some Digglerts and Unthings too. Of course, none of us can see them like you do, but Mistress Cawruthers had to put wards and charms on all the windowsills and thresholds. And we aren’t allowed go outside after dark.”

The two wizardlings looked up at the starry night sky.

“Normally, those things are Omens of Death,” said Corwyn. “We’ve got them at Galley now, too. I wonder what’s bringing them on.”

Mazie put her hand on his forearm. “I hate to say this, lad. But these things started appearing in our schools right after we captured Aszirol. And they’ve been increasing in numbers.”

“Crums!” said Corwyn. “You don’t think it’s our fault?”

“That black dragon we brought back for the Zoo still gives me the whillies,” said Mazie. “He’s one scary monster, that one! And none of the wizard schools have these little creepies except Pennythraite and Gallimaufriars. But tell me, Corwyn — how can a lad your age sport a staff? It takes real power to make a magestaff. Not even Adepts have what it takes to enchant a true wizard staff.”

“Possywickett enchanted it for me before he left for Shalninah,” said Corwyn. “Wishgrant.”

The truth was that riding the black dragon named Aszirol had given Corwyn Daniels a massive infusion of Karma, which had increased his magickal potentials exponentially. And a badger’s tooth given him by what he thought was a wee faery was actually an ancient dwarfish luck talisman with sublime powers installed by the Norns Hamingjur and Giptur. But Corwyn was unaware of these truths ...

“Ye’ve got the Gift o’ Vision now,” said Mazie. 

“Yeh,” said Corwyn. “I see weird stuff that I couldn’t see before. Things that have probably been around us all along. Boogeymen and ghosties and ghoulies and long-leggedy beasties ...”

“And things that go ‘bump’ in the night,” said Mazie. 

The two friends laughed.

Just then a black shape rushed out of the midnight sky, swooped over their heads, and crashed into the bushes that lined the lane. Mazie squealed and drew her wand. Corwyn twirled his magestaff to the ready. The dark shape stabilized on a branch, ruffled its feathers all over, and croaked:

“Wal, iffen it ain’t Romiette and Julio — th’ two star-cressed livers. Crick, Crick, Cree!”
It was Mukudor the pestheckling black bird.

CHAPTER 2

“Oh, Lordie —” said Mazie. “Harvey told me about this bird. Some kind of Ozark Mountain Granny Hex you got playing Mumbletywort with Alfie Whitlock.”

“Too true,” sighed Corwyn Daniels.

“An’ yew must be the winsome Miss Marjorie MacAlister,” croaked Mukudor, who was huddled in an awkward position among the leaves with his wings downswept. The flint arrowhead on the gold chain around his neck dangled among the vines. “Known throughout Wizardom for her tomboyfoolery. Jeeeb! Wal, Ah’m pleased ta meet yew, young laydee. But why you hang out with this acrimonious agglomerate of adolescent angst is beyond me.”

“Shut up, Mukudor!” said Corwyn. “I thought I stuck your feet to my bedpost for the night with a binding spell.”

“Thet yew did, Mush-fer-Brains!” said the bird.

Mukudor raised up and spread his wings. His feet were tightly attached to a large brass bedknob. “Took me one heckuva long time ta pry this dang thing loose from yore bed! An’ flyin’ here with this weight on mah feet nigh on ta wore me out. Thass why I’m so late gettin’ here, Miss Mazie. But Ah certainly didn’t want ta miss out on this heartwarmin’ reunion of yers.”

“I see that everything Harvey told me about this ... nemespest ... is true,” said  Mazie. “And then some.” 

Corwyn said: “Mukudor is a harassmentor.”

“But Ah only pestheckle this lump of sod,” said the bird, turning his head to one side and looking at Corwyn with his left eyeball. “Ah have great respect fer yew, missy ... Crick, Crick, Jeeb!”
“Look, Mukudor ...” said Corwyn Daniels. 

“Ah do think mebbe Ah’ll start in on hecklin’ thet Headmaster of yours, though. Jess fer good measure. An’ thet Wandmaster St. Luke. Th’ durn fool keeps calling me a crow. Ah am not a crow. Ah’m not a blackbird. Not a jackdaw, not a raven.”

“What are you?” asked Mazie.

“Ah’m an Omen!” said Mukudor. “Or at least I was. Somehow or other, this young idjut managed to save hisself from horrible doom without ever figuring out the significance of mah arrowhead necklace.”

Mazie looked at Corwyn. “I don’t understand.”

“He’s a marsh grackle,” said Corwyn. “Also called a boat-tail grackle. The arrowhead is flint. He was trying to warn me not to ...”

“OOHHH — I get it !!” squealed Mazie. “And black because he’s an Omen of Death.”

“See how easy it was, Cluckhead?” Mukudor said to Corwyn. “You are the dumbest thang thet Ah ever ran acrost. Yew never figgured it out — even at the very Gates of Death. Why, you’re so dumb ...”

“Care to do the honours?” asked Corwyn.

“Gladly,” said Mazie. She made a fist of her right hand and cast the thumb at Mukudor.

“Mute!” she spellcast.

Mukudor’s beak snapped shut. He opened it again, but nothing came out. He flapped his wings and thrashed about in the leaves and branches. But he couldn’t make a sound.

“Thank you, my lady,” said Corwyn Daniels.

“You are most welcome, milord!” said Mazie MacAlister.

“I think I better get back to my dorm bedward,” said Corwyn, brushing Mazie’s hand with his fingers and then starting off down the lane.

“Don’t forget your pet bird,” called Mazie.

“You can have him!” said Corwyn.

“OH — a present for me ... !!” exclaimed Mazie, and she turned to the stricken black bird. Her eyes gleamed wickedly and her mouth twisted in a mock-grin.

“Come to Mazie, pretty bird, pretty bird ...”

The girl wizard picked Mukudor up, stuffed him under her arm, walked back along the path to her dormitory tower, and began climbing up the ivy.

CHAPTER 3

The mage-solicitor looked rather like a balding Charles Dickens; that is, whenever Theodoric Grimwalter could bring himself to look at the gentleman directly. But the man’s yellowing teeth (which had the appearance of having been filed straight along the bottoms), the jaundiced pallor of his skin, the disgusting goatee beard, and the appalling cut of his tailored suit made it difficult — if not nauseating — for the mage of Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts to look at the man for any length of time; so instead he studied the paperwork that the man had given him, which lay on the escritoire in Grimwalter’s study.

Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter of Gallimaufriars Academy was, in his own opinion, a man of refined sartorial taste — a large, powerful man with a broad forehead, raven hair with a widow’s peak, and two bushy jet-black eyebrows. His firm chin was counterbalanced by flabby jowls. He wore a dark blue brocade smoking jacket with thunder-and-lightning buttons. Gold gryphon cufflinks and gold watch-chain in his vest pocket completed the man’s jewelry; the watch chain had a carved-ivory elephant as the fob on the other end. The Headmaster’s study was full of all manner of alembics, optoscopes, astrolabes, scrying devices, alchemical apparati, magic candles, singing stones, brass telescopes inlaid with precious stones, faery crosses, wands, spirit boards, porcelain skulls from Mexico, stuffed monsters, and a glass-and-cloisonné globe of the planet Venus mounted on a brass base. The Headmaster’s massive brocade-upholstered chair was attached to a base and pivoted on a dowel at the back, so that the chair could lean back whenever the mage wanted to prop his feet up on the desk. This was not a magickal chair, but due to its clever construction, it was more comfortable than any chair ever created by enchantment.

The visitor cleared his throat. “I am here on a matter concerning, as you may have discerned, the admission of a new student,” said Mr. Augustarian S. Phinquenaudle, smiling in a way that made his teeth much too apparent. (Hard to imagine what the man’s breath must smell like.) The Headmaster winced and studied a painting on the wall. The mage-solicitor continued: “No — it is not a son of my own, nor any relative; but rather the offspring of one of my ... shall we say ... more distinguished clients. I refer to Escarott ibn Skotardh, the Punjabahri of Sampourduc. Crown Prince, you would say. This young man, the Punjabahri, will one day upon the death of his father, become the Sultanrajah of the most magickal and fantastic country East of Shangri-La. It is his express wish particularly to study here at Gallimaufriars.”

Theodoric shuffled the application forms on his desk and muttered, “It seems to me perhaps a tad unusual that the Sultanrajah should choose to send his son, a student of such ... shall we say ‘affluence’ ... to attend Gallimaufriars. Not that we are in any way inferior to the other magickal academies, nay verily I should say ...”

“Of course, of course. You need say no more,” said Mr. Phinquenaudle, removing his monocle and tapping it absent-mindedly on the Headmaster’s brass alembic. “You must understand that this application must be handled with a certain ... delicacy. You see, the Sultanrajah is not exactly sending his son. The young man has chosen to come here of his own volition. His father had wished the Punjabahri to study at the traditional magick schools in the Near and Far East, with Persian mages and Chinese masters and Tibetan gurus. But the young man is enamoured of receiving a Western education, and accordingly has ... absquatulated ... to this country on his own recognizance.”

“You mean he ran away from home?” said the Headmaster, aghast.

“To put it crudely, yes,” said Mr. Phinquenaudle. “And accordingly, there is a little matter ...” He cast a jaundiced eye down at his cuff. “Of remunerative difficulty. That is to say, as to tuition ...”

“He has no money,” said Master Grimwalter. “Well, under those circumstances, I hardly think that ...”

“There is a compensatory element which I believe you may wish to consider,” said the mage-solicitor. “When he left home, the Punjabahri brought with him from his father’s Talisman Palace — the veritable Light of Allah Din.”

“Never heard of it,” said Theodoric Grimwalter.

“I had thought that a scholar as versed as you in Reliciana would surely have known of it. Also called ‘The Lantern of the Thousand and One Nights.’ The original and genuine article. The young Punjabahri is considering the possibility of bartering the relic for his tuition. Oh, it is truly one of the quintessentially renowned of Persian artifacts, owned by Allah Din — the most famous of the Old Kings related in the tales of the Princess Scheherazde.”

“Never heard of him, either,” said the Master. The mage-solicitor tapped his yellowed teeth with the monocle thoughtfully. The Headmaster winced and looked out the window at the school grounds, where Corwyn Daniels and Alfie Whitlock were playing Mumbletywort on the greensward. 

Mr. Phinquenaudle said: “Could it possibly be that you have only heard of Allah Din by his anglicized Western name, so popularized by American fiction and animated features for children? Let me think for a moment, what is it? Oh, yes — ‘Aladdin.’ ”

Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter shot bolt upright in his chair and almost looked Augustarian S. Phinquenaudle in the eye. “You don’t mean to say that ‘The Light of Allah Din’ — this Lantern is ...

“Aladdin’s Magick Lamp !!”

“Well ... er ... some illiterate people have referred to it so,” said Mr. Augustarian Phinquenaudle, blushing with embarrassment.

“Aladdin’s Lamp! The original lamp! And he wants to barter it for his tuition at Gallimaufriars?” The Headmaster was close to nervous prostration with ecstasy and bewilderment. “Oh, my ...”

“Well, I believe I said that he was ‘considering the possibility’ of bartering the relic for his tuition. He is, of course, anxious first to see whether Gallimaufriars lives up to its reputation.”

“Oh, my. Oh, my. Oh, my,” said Headmaster Grimwalter. “Yes, by all means. Tell this young Escarott ibn Skotardh that his application has been most heartily approved, and that there need be no thought of anything so crude as payment of tuition until he is fully settled here, happy and content with the quality of his magickal education. We shall cater to his every need, rest assured.”

Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter lurched forward and gripped Mr. Phinquenaudle by the hand, wringing it in an enthusiastic handshake and wishing he dared smile into the man’s sickly face.

When the mage-solicitor had left the study, Theodoric Grimwalter sank back into his rocker and tried to catch his breath. The Lamp of Aladdin — here at Gallimaufriars! This was beyond his wildest dreams. 

• • •
Once Mr. Phinquenaudle was back in the taxicab and headed for London, he removed the false beard and his Halloween teeth. Even enhanced by a fairly good Illusion Spell, he never would have pulled the meeting off without the added Verisimilitude Charm to keep the Headmaster from seeing through his disguise:

“Sharpest eyes shall never halt 

Long enough to notice fault.

So I shall appear to be:

A. Phinquenaudle to all who see ...”

Now he must attend to sending the young Punjabahri to Gallimaufriars. 

CHAPTER 4

“The Law of Mythopoesy,” said Professor Braktiss, a sleek and well-fed gentleman in his late thirties with slicked-back hair of lustrous black, “states that ‘if sufficient people believe in something enough for a sufficiently long period of time, that thing will come to pass.’ The significant word here is ‘enough’ — and this may vary a great deal from one circumstance to another. Mythopoesy generally requires a very sizable number of people and a prolonged span of time. But the general concept is exemplified in that old size-reduction spell that begins:

“ ‘First I close my eyes real tight; 
then I wish with all my might ...’

“Of course, a single person wishing is hardly sufficient to invoke Mythopoesy, but the concept of believing with all your might is fundamental. The belief must be powerful ‘enough.’ ”

Professor Theophile Braktiss was the school’s expert on Bizarre Thaumaturgical Theory, Murphy’s Law, and the Manifestations of Trickster. He was something of a twit, and rumour had it that he was considering running for public office.

Corwyn Daniels and his mates were seated in one of the general studies classrooms in the north building of Gallimaufriars. Benjie Newton listened to the professor attentively, while Barfy Bradish chewed on his wand and squirmed. Harvey Blankenship sat with his elbows on his desk and his chin resting on his knuckles.

“There is a prevalent misunderstanding that Mythopoeic belief causes something to magickally come into being,” the professor continued. “This is not the way Mythopoesy works. When enough people believe something strongly enough for a long period of time, a concatenation of circumstances bring it about. Things don’t just pop into existence suddenly. That would require massive amounts of belief and a Herculean infusion of magickal potential; that is to say Manna.”

“What about UFOs?” asked Corwyn Daniels. “Lots of people believe in them. Does that mean someday they will become real?”

“Perhaps ...” said the professor. “With enough believers and enough magickal power. However, you must take into consideration the Disbelief of all the Skeptic organizations, which serve to counterbalance the notions of the True Believers. There may be UFOs some day, but they won’t be spacecraft with little green men from Mars. Most likely, UFO researchers will find an ordinary Hobgoblin with delusions that he’s an alien from Outer Space.”

“So you’re saying that Mythopoesy could never actually create something from scratch that never existed before?” said Harvey. The professor thought for a few moments before replying.

“Well — ‘Never say never’ is my motto,” said Professor Braktiss. “I suppose if somehow you could compress a huge amount of Mythopoeic belief into a geographically confined region and then infuse it with a massive amount of magickal energy; well — anything might happen then.”

Little did he know how true those words were to be ... 

• • •
The boys’ wizard school, Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts, was housed in an abandoned railway station near the village of Cleaton Fell; Pennythraite, the girls’ academy, was near a village some miles away. The Gallimaufriars campus consisted of two rows of buildings on either side of the former railroad right-of-way. The area between the two rows where the tracks used to be was now called the Long Alley, and served as central campus.

On the east side of the Long Alley, the former train depot building had been subdivided to hold the school cafeteria, kitchen, assembly hall, dining facility, and several classrooms. The Headmaster officially christened this building ‘Old Main’ — but students refer to it as the Depot. Just north of Old Main, the former railroad administrative office building now held additional classrooms for novice and apprentice wizardlings, while the upper floors housed dormitories. 

Opposite the Depot on the west was the one-time stationmaster’s house, where Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter now made his home. North of that, the garage, stables, and equipment buildings had been converted into the school library, Wandmaster’s residence, and magick laboratories. Beyond them, the large old warehouse now housed the academy Zoo and storage areas.

A tall stone wall had been built from the north end of the warehouse to the corresponding north wall of the office building to enclose the campus, forming a lengthy greensward in the Long Alley. An English garden of low brick walls and profuse flowers formed the entrance to the campus at its south end. The flowers were, at the time of this tale, in winter hibernation. A magnificent life-size bronze statue of a gryphon stood regally next to the entrance gate. 

In the middle of the Long Alley was a rather whimsical campanile that served as home to an eccentric clock with faces on each of the four sides. The campanile bell would chime occasionally, but with no clock-like predictability; and the clock faces had louvered shutters on either side which would close whenever the clock desired privacy. Some of the larger Zoo habitats were constructed outdoors, up against the outer wall of the warehouse building. Behind the Zoo on the west, past a cluster of sheds and outbuildings, was the Victorian era Biomagickal Greenhouse and Conservatory, beyond which was the Gromporske Arena.

• • •
The day after Professor Braktiss’ lecture on Mythopoesy, in a far back corner of the Greenhouse behind the carnivorous plants display, several of the Gallimaufriars lads had set up a Snailbaiting track on the dirt floor. An old wheel-hoop outlined the perimeter, and the sand had been raked to provide a smooth base for the competing snails. This Snailing Arena had been operating now for over two weeks without detection by the schoolmasters. This was due largely to the fact that the Floramage, Heloise Marmleton, was deathly afraid of the Martian Mantrap, and she wouldn’t go near the carnivorous plants exhibit. Of course, it was only a matter of time before one of the Masters caught on, and then the lads would all get a few days of Detention — but Jarrod Millerton had already laid out an alternative Snailing Arena back of the Hippogryph stables so that the game would continue without interruption. 

Meanwhile, Corwyn Daniels and Mazie MacAlister were looking up information on Gnorras and Unthings in the Gallimaufriars school library, which in the building’s earlier days had been the railroad master’s garage. It was a Saturday morning, and Corwyn planned to use the information in a paper for his Wraiths and Apparitions Class. The Snailbaiting finals were coming up that afternoon, Sunday was Boat Race Day, and the lad wanted to get his studies out of the way for the weekend so he could have a little fun with his mates. Mukudor the pestheckler sat on a bust of Apollonius of Tyana and gave Corwyn grief; but the lad had learned to ignore the black bird. It was difficult, however, to ignore the scraping, banging, and clanking noises that came from behind the school stables to the north.

“Thar’s nothing wrong wit’ yew thet reincarnation won’t cure,” said the black bird, ruffling his wingfeathers. “If yore brains were water, yew wouldn’t have enough ta drown a flea. Crick, Crick, Jeeeeeb!”
“Muzzle yourself, Mukudor,” muttered Corwyn. He fingered the badger’s tooth he wore around his neck for good luck, but it didn’t stop the obnoxious bird.

Mazie had brought Mukudor with her from Pennythraite. His feet were no longer attached to the brass bedpost.

“Ickle birdie-poo should be nicer to Corwyn Daddykins,” said Mazie. “Mamakins will put birdie-wordie in his cage if hims doesn’t behave.” She winked at Corwyn.

The black bird gave Mazie an anguished look and turned back to Corwyn.

“Yer about as sharp as a stocking full of borsch,” croaked Mukudor. “When yew go out in the wind, yew better stuff some cotton in yore ears so thet yore head don’t whistle. Crick, Crick, Cree! Yew remind me of Paul Revere’s ride — a little light in the belfry. Jeeeeeeeeeb!”
Corwyn sighed, closed the heavy, leather-bound book he’d been reading, gave an anguished glance at Mazie, and made for the door that led to the stable yard. Mukudor flapped over and perched on Corwyn’s shoulder. With a quick motion, the wizardling flipped Mukudor away, slipped through into the stable yard, and slammed the door shut behind him. Mukudor squawked invectives from behind the closed door, but his raspy voice was drowned out by the clattering noise outside the library. Corwyn turned to see who was making all the racket in the stable yard. As he might have guessed, it was Harvey Blankenship — his fellow culprit in many exciting misdemeanors.

Harvey was the same age as Corwyn; but his hair was the color of clay and his nose was lumpy. His figure was chunky and his mouth had thick purple lips that tended to talk at the most inopportune times. His face and arms were also riddled with red marks from Harvey’s recent bout with Weasel Pox. Harvey and Corwyn were the best of friends. The lad was now busy piling debris from one of the warehouse buildings into a pile on the hard-packed ground.

“Got Detention?” asked Corwyn. “Or are you planning to start a bonfire?”

“Naw, I’m building something,” said Harvey. The lad dragged a huge pair of old, heavy, wooden wagon wheels with carved spokes and a shoddy axle up against a tree. There was a large pile of rough wooden boards, dimension lumber, and kegs of rusty nails. He’d piled a few highly-carved panels of black wood by the outer wall of the Zoo building. There were coils of old rope, bits of rotting leather harness, brass and copper rings, and musty old floor planking.

“And just what are you planning to build, old mage?” asked Corwyn.

“Ox-cart,” said Harvey. “Lend a hand, will you?”

“I can for a while,” said Corwyn. “But I don’t want to miss the Snailbaiting finals after lunch.”

The door from the library opened, and Mazie emerged with her book bag slung over one shoulder and a cardboard box containing Mukudor under her arm. “I put a Mute spell on old squawk-beak,” she said. 

Then, looking from Corwyn to Harvey and then at the pile of junk, Mazie whispered to Corwyn: “What’s he up to now?”

Corwyn Daniels shrugged.

Much of Harvey’s debris had come from the many abandoned storage rooms in the old Gallimaufriars warehouse labyrinth. Most areas of the warehouse had been converted to make up the school Zoo, but there were still uncharted hallways and dusty rooms piled with flotsam in the far reaches of the building. A few of the back rooms had been used for storage over the years, and they held piles of motley gimcracks, obsolete geegaws, and obscure wizardly paraphernalia. 

The former railroad warehouse was now a confusion of vast hallways and corridors, great storage rooms and little side rooms and cul-de-sacs, with no discernable layout or recognizable pattern. It was one of those fascinating irregular drab stone buildings where you go up and down a few steps, out of one room into another, and discover more rooms just when you think you’ve seen them all; where there is an abundant provision of halls and little passages in which you find still older storage rooms in unexpected places, with multi-paned windows covered with dusty cobwebs. Corwyn had always thought it would be fun to spend a Saturday afternoon exploring all this stuff and seeing what might be under some of the piles. Harvey had evidently done so.

“Where do you suppose these carved panels came from?” Corwyn asked as he and Mazie helped Harvey carry them across the stable yard. The planks they were moving appeared to be made of bog oak, and featured panels carved with maidens and grapevines and flocks of what appeared to be ravens.

“They were in with a bunch of junk in a room back there,” said Harvey. “A sign on the door said: ‘Pre-Hiatus’ — whatever that means. I’m going to use them for side-panels on the cart. Now — come help me carry out a heavy old oak bench I found. It’ll make an absotively wizzzard driver’s seat.”

“I will allow that you have all the ingredients for an ox-cart,” said Corwyn Daniels. “But what’s beyond me is the reason why you would want such a contraption. And where will you get an ox?”

“It’ll be spellish!” said Harvey with enthusiasm. “And I won’t use an ox. I have something much better in mind to pull the thing with.”

Corwyn was afraid to ask.

CHAPTER 5

Boat Race Day was one of the great outdoors events at Gallimaufriars; it was the day when the wizardlings were expected to display the skills they had learned in weatherworking classes to create wind spells in order to sail watercraft around Lake Wastwater. Students at Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts formed teams and vied with one another to build the fastest, sleekest mageboats. The winner’s trophy invariably went to the team with the best-designed boat as well as the best windwork spells. Thanks to one of Harvey’s hair-brained ideas, Corwyn and his mates had the most unique boat in Cumbria this year.

It had started the previous spring, when Harvey had become enamoured of the magick found in faery tales and children’s books. He tried making wishing rings, enchanted tinderboxes, ruby slippers, and a host of other magickal gadgets — all of which singularly failed to work. Finally, he because obsessed with the tale of “Jack and the Beanstalk.”

“Listen live, my mage,” Harvey had said to Corwyn one day the previous June. “According to everything I’ve read, Jack was from Ennerdale and grew his beanstalk somewhere around here. I mean, that is just too fantawsome! You know what that means?”

“Uhm — no, not really,” said Corwyn.

“It means the giant’s castle is up in those clouds overhead!” Harvey chortled. “The giant’s long dead, so that castle full of gold and treasure is just up there waiting for us to find it.”

“You’re bonkers,” said Corwyn.

• • •
Nevertheless, Harvey had made a trip to Mildred’s Greenhouse and Florist in Whitehaven, where he purchased a packet of horse beans which he began ensourceling. He spent three weeks casting everything from Mendelhorf’s Enlargement Ensorcelment to Prairie Jan’s Greenthumb Charm. He even sent off to America for a canister of Burbank’s Bountiful Bean-Booster.

Harvey planted three of his enchanted beans in a mound at a remote location on the moor not far from Gallimaufriars and fertilized it thoroughly with muck from the Zoo cages. The following day, a bean plant had sprouted as big around as Corwyn’s leg and three feet tall. The next day, it was big around as Corwyn and ten feet tall. Within a week, it was twenty feet in diameter and three hundred feet tall; a monumental beanstalk, gnarly and rough-hewn, with shaggy bark and huge leaves the size of lawn umbrellas. It had a single blossom, and over the summer formed an enormous horse bean pod over ten feet long.

But Harvey was disappointed. “Three hundred feet doesn’t come anywhere near the clouds,” he said as the lads climbed up the beanstalk. “We’ll never get up to the giant’s castle with this dumb thing.”

Corwyn had smiled and leaned out to pat the gigantic pod. “We may not have a castle full of gold and jewels,” he said. “But we do have the sleekest boat-hull in Cumbria.”

• • •
Alfie Whitlock and Barfy Bradish joined the team, and the four lads had rigged ropes to lower the bean pod cautiously to the ground. They found a secluded ravine, which they shielded with wards and charms and notice-me-not spells to keep outsiders away from their project. Over the rest of the summer and well into Autumn, the young wizards used axes, hatchets, knives, and chisels to shape the pod. They carefully cut through the pod along the inside curve and removed the seeds and inner membranes. Harvey wielded a large machete knife he had purchased from a military surplus mail order catalog. 

They used binding spells and caulking on the remaining seam to hold the two halves of the bean pod together. The rounded end of the pod formed an upturned prow vaguely reminiscent of a Viking knurre. They squared off the stern and added hardwood railings, benches, and mast supports. They carved loose designs in the green outer hull like those on a Norwegian stave church. When the pod dried, the carvings tightened and made for a magnificent relief border around the sides of the boat. It was also light-weight, which made it easy for the four lads to carry. When the mast and sail were added, and it was truly a magnificent and unique mageboat.

• • •
On the Sunday morning after Harvey and Corwyn started building the ox-cart, the wizardlings at Gallimaufriars gathered behind the stables to load their various mage skiffs and dories onto a big, tough 1948 Dieter flatbed lorry that the Headmaster rented from a nearby farmer. Boat Race Day at Gallimaufriars had come at last. A muscular farmhand named Bert came with the rig, and he helped the students manhandle their boats onto the flatbed. Corwyn was feeling especially chipper since his snail Wolverine had won the weekly tournament the previous afternoon. 

The arrival of The Starsailor on the shoulders of the four teammates created nothing less than a sensation among the other students, faculty, and staff. The dried beanpod was so light, the lads could carry it easily. 

“That thing should float across the water!” cried Benjie Newton enthusiastically.

“If not fly ...” said Harvey.

When the boats were all loaded, everyone piled into wagons, carts, carriages, cars, and vans for the trip to the Wasdale Valley. Mistress Koch packed dozens of picnic baskets and coolers of lime crushie, cider, and strawberry smash into nooks and crannies in every vehicle. With high spirits, the entire school body of Gallimaufriars set off in a cloud of dust for Lake Wastwater.

On the way to the Lake District, Corwyn Daniels, Alfie Whitlock, Harvey Blankenship, and Barfy Bradish rode with Professor Cavalcante in her totally non-magickal Volkswagen Bug convertible. The Exotic Lore Instructor was a large, jovial woman with a strikingly-feathered mage staff of carved koawood and muirapiranga. She wore a huge traditional ‘witch hat’ with an amazingly wide brim, which flapped like the wings of a condor as she sped her little car through the byways leading to Wasdale Head. As usual, she lectured the lads — even though this was a weekend and most definitely not a classroom.

“The terms ‘Karma’ and ‘Manna’ do not have the same meanings in the wizard world as they do in their religious contexts,” she said, steering with one hand and holding onto her big hat with the other. “Karma is the potential a wizard has for doing magick as the result of his or her life activities — especially noble deeds and acts of valor. It is the capacity for holding and controlling Manna, which is the very stuff of magick. Scholars may argue whether a wizard holds Manna within his or her body — or simply ‘channels’ it through a wand, staff, or other such spellcasting appurtenances ...”

Alfie Whitlock said: “Acts of valor? Like a wizard might get a great deal of Karma for slaying a dragon. Would a dragon get Karma for slaying a wizard?”

The Loremistress laughed. “Not unless the wizard was awfully powerful — like maybe an archmage. Then there would be a lot of death Manna involved.”

Professor Cavalcante turned to Corwyn. “Now you, my lad, have more Karma than any wizardling your age in history — as a result of riding that nasty black worm, Aszirol.” The Professor patted Corwyn on the knee with the hand she had been using for steering, and then had to grab the steering wheel with both hands to keep from running into an embankment. “The Gift of Vision you’ve developed is the result of that huge influx of Karma. Your Pole of Power must be simply teeming with Manna.”

Corwyn blushed under the woman’s praise, and then had to grab the wheel when she let go with both hands to snatch at one of her books that blew off the dashboard. The other three lads cowered in the back seat and held on to the armrests for dear life. Professor Cavalcante smiled a hearty grin at Corwyn. “No one knows just how such huge influxes of power in a lad your age will manifest. I just hope you don’t do anything else on such a grand scale that might overload you with Karma.”

She laughed a hearty chuckle. Corwyn reflected soberly that he hadn’t told anyone at Gallimaufriars about riding with the Wild Hunt at Grackleflint’s ...

Professor Cavalcante’s convertible Volkswagen roared through Nether Wasdale, then down the road to the lakeshore and the Wasdale Hall Youth Hostel.

“What happens when a wizardling has too much Manna at an early age?” Corwyn asked as the Volkswagen roared around a bend and skidded down to the boat-loading area on the shoreline of Lake Wastwater.

“Oh, I don’t know, dear!” said the professor as she slammed on the brakes barely in time to prevent tail-ending the Dieter flatbed lorry, which was unloading skiffs and dories on the greensward. She patted Corwyn’s knee again. “Don’t keep asking such silly questions. You’d probably just ... explode.”

“But Professor Cavalcante ...” Corwyn gulped.

She winked at Corwyn. “Call me ‘Celina,’ dear ...”

CHAPTER 6

Wasdale is a small, tranquil, and rather remote valley in the West of Cumbria surrounded by England’s tallest mountains — Scafell Pike, Great Gable, Pillar, Lingmell, Kirkfell, and others. The lake is the deepest in Britain. 

To the south of the lake is the village of Nether Wasdale, with its charming white stone cottages lining the roadside. On opposite sides of the village green are two inns, the Strand and the Screes Hotel, which are exact mirror images of each other. At the far end of the lake is Wasdale Head, a tiny but charming hamlet, with a church reputed to be the smallest in the land. It is not so much a village as a loosely-connected set of cottages and farmsteads. Behind the Wasdale Head Inn is a stone-arched packhorse bridge. In the old days, smuggling routes led from the Inn over the Black Sail, Sty Head, and Burnmoor passes. The region is generally rocky, with huge boulders along the shoreline and only a few feet of small pebbles forming a staging area for launching boats. 

“Wasdale is either the biggest or smallest in everything,” said Wandmaster Alastair St. Luke as the students unloaded their boats and launched them onto the placid waters of the lake. “Highest mountains, deepest lake, smallest church ... They’ve got everything a person needs — several pubs, a brewery, and a corpse road. What more could you ask?”

• • •
Corwyn and his teammates unloaded The Starsailor while Alfie Whitlock retrieved a brown paper parcel he’d stowed in Professor Cavalcante’s car. The lads carried their boat over to the embankment. Harvey used his machete knife to cut a long mooring line, and they tied the sleek podboat to a fence post. The lads then moped around the lakeside while other teams ran their preliminary qualification trials. 

Freddie Melling, Michael Rutherford, and Jarrod Millerton had come up with a birch-bark canoe, to which they’d attached a home-made mast and sail. Cedric Thompson had modified an old sailing dory, while Jamie Fetlock was sailing a sleek windsurfing sailboard. Tristan Heriott, Angus McDonahue, and Trinian Croft had fixed up an old sloop. Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton’s team had built a fairly sleek steam launch, which only qualified as a wind-propelled craft because it used wind power to cool the boiler.

There was a wooded area at this end of the lake, where it formed into a small river with a pump house opposite the wood. The vegetation varied between shrubbery, small copses of trees, and fields with grassy or rocky banks along Lake Wastwater. There was a path along the shore of the lake, sometimes right on the shoreline — but at other times disappearing for a ways, only to reappear further on.

The four lads walked through the woods over a little stone bridge to get to the other side, where jagged screes loomed ominously, towering high above the water. The shoreline was strewn with boulders and loose rock debris that had fallen into the lake from the cliffs above. Here it was very rocky, with only sparse vegetation and few trees or shrubbery. Alfie carried his brown paper parcel under his arm.

They found an old man fishing from a rock about a quarter mile up the shoreline from the Hostel. The gaffer had a square chin and sidewhiskers. “Any luck today?” Corwyn asked. “Fish biting?”

“Not with these boat trials going on,” said the old man. “But last Wednesday, I landed a fish that was bigger than my three-year-old grandson. When my wife cut it open, she found twelve more fish inside that the big fish had swallowed whole. And inside the smallest of these fishes, I found a pocket watch that had belonged to my grandfather which he had lost when I was a boy. Now that I call a lucky day of fishing.”

“Right,” said Harvey Blankenship.

“I had another experience many years ago,” the fisherman continued. “I rescued a golden eagle with a broken wing. Put ‘im in a chicken pen behind the inn up at Wasdale Head. But then one night, Jim Sanders’ old fox hound Lassie got into the chicken coop and raised havoc with the birdies. Found ‘er in th’ cage with the eagle next morning. The eagle wasn’t hurt; an’ two weeks later, I was able to release ‘im back into the wilds. Then after a few months, that fox hound of Jim’s gave birth to a litter of puppies with wings. Strangest things you ever saw. The little cross-breeds could bound over the tallest stone walls and catch hares and badgers on the wing when they were just eight weeks old. We were going to sell them to the local hunt club, but one day during a great thunderstorm they all flew off up the Scafell Pike, and that was the last any man ever saw of them. They say when it thunders, you can still hear them baying up among the highest mountain ridges.”

“Fascinating,” said Alfie Whitlock. Barfy Bradish grinned.

Corwyn held out his hand. “My name is Corwyn Daniels. I once rode a black dragon into a volcano, and later was taken by the Wild Hunt in Wales. I’m a wizard and can do all kinds of magick.”

“Glad to meet you, boy,” said the old fisherman, shaking Corwyn’s hand firmly. “My name is Will Ritson, and I used to be the innkeeper up at Wasdale Head.”

• • •
Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter supervised the laying out of the race course from the deck of his pleasure barge, which was a one-third scale replica of one owned by Queen Cleopatra of Egypt. Old Doric (as he was called by the students behind his back — but never to his face) reclined on a plush-upholstered divan, with young novice Benjie Newton fanning the big man with a date palm leaf. Pennythriaite Headmistress Aristabelle Cawruthers sat demurely in a deck chair nearby sipping pink lemonade. She was stylishly dressed in white shorts and top, with matching white-frame Audrienne sunglasses.

Master Grimwalter’s broad forehead was shaded from the sun by a wide-brimmed safari hat, his lion’s mane of black hair fluttered in the breeze, and his two jet-black eyebrows were narrowed to watch the lads skimming their boats over the waters of the lake. Today he wore a deep burgundy terrycloth robe with gold embroidery on the cuffs, an ivory polo shirt, and a pair of Bermuda shorts in a multi-colored tropical floral pattern. He wore a green paisley ascot tied beneath his compact chin and flaccid jowls. 

Professor Braktiss, Haunk the Zookeeper, and Rasmus the Dane zipped around the lake in vintage Chris Craft speedboats, setting out marker buoys for the timing trials. Professor Autolycus piped Wandmaster St. Luke aboard the Headmaster’s barge with a Boatswain’s whistle. 

“Oh, it’s a grand day for the race,” Grimwalter said to the Wandmaster. “Sunny and brisk — eh, what?”

Wandmaster St. Luke, an aging relic of the 1960s hippie movement, was wearing an unbuttoned Hawaiian flowered shirt over a tie-dyed tee shirt, fluorescent pink swim trunks, rainbow sunglasses, and raunchy thong sandals. His long grey hair was tied back in a ponytail. “Ah, the lads are in for a grand one today,” he agreed. “There’s no question about that.”

Professor Cavalcante stood over by the rail, tapping the dial on the Mannalogue. “I don’t think this thing is working correctly,” she said. “Manna levels are dropping much faster than they should be with the amount of magick being cast.”

The Mannalogue was a thaumaturgic instrument that measured ambient levels of magickal power the way a barometer measures atmospheric pressure. Masters at wizard academies use the devices to monitor the amount of spells being cast by students — which is especially important in a Mundae community like Wasdale Head, normally a magick-free neighborhood. The influx of Gallywog students and faculty meant that a lot more spells were flying around than usual, and the Headmaster had mounted the Mannalogue on one of the pillars that supports the canopy awning to make sure the students didn’t overdo it.

“It’s dropped from 87 to 40 since we got here,” said the Exotic Lore Instructor.

“Dashed thing is probably on the fritz again,” said the Headmaster. “Don’t bother with it.”

“I have two questions,” said Benjie Newton, who was so small that he had difficulty wielding the enormous palm leaf fan.

The Headmaster eyed him suspiciously. “Yes?”

“Well, first of all ...” said Benjie. “You have this great hulking barge and all these enchanted boats right out in front of the Mundaes at the Youth Hostel. Magick flying about everywhere. Won’t the Ministry of Wizardry object to non-magickal folks seeing all this? Queen Cleopatra’s pleasure barge, for golly sakes ...”

Headmaster Grimwalter chuckled and Wandmaster St. Luke said: “I can answer that. Back in the 1800s, Wasdale Head was the original home of Will Ritson, universally acknowledged as the greatest liar in Christendom. He was the innkeeper at yon public house. Old Will died back in 1890 — but his tall tales, fables, and stories were the foundation for the World’s Biggest Liar’s Festivals, which are held here in Wasdale each year. Over the decades since, the World’s Champion Liars have gathered and told the most outlandish tall tales imaginable. They give out trophies for the most fantastic lies ...”

“What’s that got to do with the Ministry of Wizardry?” asked Benjie.

“Quite simple, my young peacock!” said the Headmaster. “It’s the very reason why we chose Wasdale Lake for our Boat Race Day. There’s normally no magick here. The Mundaes on shore can tell anyone they like about what they’ve seen us do. No one will believe them! In a community known worldwide for its liars, everyone will think it’s just another tall tale.”

Mistress Cawruthers smiled into her lemonade.

“The very atmosphere of this community is supersaturated with the essence of liars and tall tales,” said the Wandmaster. “The air reeks of prevarication. It would be interesting to know how the Law of Mythopoesy might function in such a locale.”

Mistress Cavalcante was still fiddling with the Mannalogue, tapping the glass tubes and adjusting the dial with a screw driver.

“What’s your other question?” asked the Headmaster.

“Well, it’s a brisk and cool October afternoon,” said Benjie Newton.

“Yes?” said Old Doric.

“So — why do you have me fanning you with a palm leaf?”

Theodoric Grimwalter merely fixed the young wizard with the baleful gaze of his bleary eye.

• • •
Corwyn and his teammates sat on a bench outside the Wastwater Hostel and sipped lemonade. Harvey was trying to toss his machete and make it stick in the ground like a Slivverwand, but it was not balanced properly for throwing. Finally their names were called, and the four lads launched The Starsailor onto the deep waters of Lake Wastwater. Corwyn privately wondered whether the craft was really seaworthy, and wouldn’t have been surprised in the least if it had promptly sunk. But the sleek beanpod boat glided smoothly across the glassy water light as a feather. It was broad enough that it didn’t need much ballast to remain upright, and it seemed quite stable and seaworthy. Alfie retrieved his brown paper parcel from the bench and the lads clambered aboard their boat.

Harvey dug into his pisthsack and pulled out a bronze statue and mounted it on the prow. The upturned tip of the bean pod fit up inside the hollow base of the figurine, which was a man’s head with a long nose and a funny-looking four-corner hat. Harvey looked at the bronze with pride. “There — makes a fine figurehead, he does.”

“Where’d you get that thing?” Corwyn asked.

“Found it in the warehouse when I was getting materials for the ox-cart. The writing on the base says it’s the ‘Talking Head of Folly Bridge.’ ” 

“Does it talk?” asked Barfy Bradish.

“Not so far,” replied Harvey.

“Where’s Folly Bridge?” asked Alfie Whitlock.

“Haven’t a clue,” said Harvey.

They had to rearrange some of the ballast in the bottom so the boat would float upright, but when they raised the sail and summoned a magewind, The Starsailor really showed her stuff. The sleek little craft skimmed over the lake like a water beetle.

“I really think we’ve got a good chance of winning,” Barfy said as they put the podboat through her paces. Corwyn managed the windspell and Harvey manned the tiller, while Barfy stood on the prow and Alfie sat on one of the benches clutching his package.

“Say — what is that thing, anyway?” Harvey asked.

“I got it at Dahgwort’s,” said Alfie. “It’s from Louisiana. Swamp magick.”

“Well trot it out and let’s see,” said Harvey. Alfie unwrapped the brown paper parcel and proudly displayed a crafted hardwood plank about twice as long as a skateboard, but not nearly the size of a real surfboard. 

“It’s called a Swampboard,” said Alfie. “Kids at the wizard schools in New Orleans use them to play Warball in the swamps and bayous.”

The Swampboard was a real beauty, carved from cyprus knee then waxed and polished to a lustrous sheen. “This one’s from The Sazerac — one of the cooler wizard schools in the States,” said Alfie. “I thought I’d try it out on the lake.”

“Well, let’s see it fly, my mage!” said Barfy.

• • •
While the team maneuvered the sleek podboat over to the Headmaster’s Barge for their timing trials, Alfie slid over the side and stood on the surface of the water atop the Swampboard. “It says in the instructions that your magickal alignment influences how you work this thing,” said Alfie. “I’m water aligned, so it should work fine for me.” He struck a Surfer Joe stance, and the Swampboard began moving across the surface of the lake.

“Wizzzard!” said Barfy Bradish.

As Alfie gained confidence, he sped up and skimmed the surface of the lake like a skipping stone. “Let me try it,” Barfy called the next time Alfie came within shouting distance. “I’m water aligned, too!”

After Barfy had glided around for a while, Alfie said: “You try it next, Corwyn! You’re air aligned, and I’d like to see what happens.”

When Corwyn stepped cautiously onto the sleek little deck, the Swampboard lifted several inches upward. Then it took off flying a few feet above the surface of the water.

“Fantawsome!” shouted Alfie Whitlock. While Corwyn could not travel as fast as the water aligned wizardlings, he could bank and turn and do aerial flips. 

“Whoooeeeee !!!” Corwyn shouted as he swooped back to The Starsailor.
The podcraft was now at the front of the line, so they stowed the Swampboard for the time being and concentrated on their Timing Trials. They logged their ship with Wandmaster St. Luke and then sculled over to where Rasmus the Dane stood in a dory with a green flag. “Now when I drop this flag, yer off — understand?” said the Webcasting Master. “You shoot for that big boulder in the far end of the lake, where Haunk is standing with the red flag. When you pass him, yer done. Mind ye stay inside the channel we marked with buoys, laddies. Ready?”

The green flag dropped, and The Starsailor was off.

“Hang onto your wands!” shouted Corwyn Daniels as he summoned a magewind. 

“Aeolioi!”

Harvey grinned as he grasped the rudder handle and a huge blast of air filled the sail. Barfy and Alfie stood in the prow with the wind whipping their hair about their faces. 

The craft took a few moments to build up to full speed, but then it began accelerating swiftly through the race course. “Whooeee!” shouted Barfy Bradish. The sleek podboat skimmed over the surface like an albatross searching for fish. The mast tipped gracefully as the boat veered around the first buoy and into the straightaway channel. “I think we’re going to win!” shouted Harvey.

Carried away with the excitement, Alfie jumped over the side of the boat and hopped onto his Swampboard as he fell. When he hit the water, he was off and skimming. As the sleek sailboat careened up Lake Wastwater, Alfie darted and swerved along its sides like a dolphin beside a cruise ship. Barfy stood on The Starsailor’s prow and yelled down at Alfie when he cut in front of the ship, laughing as the spray hit him in the face. 

Along the east shoreline, grasses and shrubbery lining the lake seemed to fly past. To the west, the majestic Cumbrian mountains raised their lofty heads to the clouds. The sky was as blue as the lakewater. The Starsailor sailed three miles up the lake, nearly to Wasdale Head.

It was a glorious run.

When the wizardlings finally got to the far end of the lake, Haunk the Hobgoblin Zookeeper dropped the red flag, clicked a button on his stop-horologe, and registered their time on his record chart. “Bes’ tahm sa far ...” he called to them. The four Gallywogs cheered as one.

• • •
The Starsailor returned to the south end of Lake Wastwater by a more circuitous route along the mountainous side of the lake. The shoreline here was occasionally broken where rockfalls from the screes had formed shallow tarns and backwater pools. 

“Hey Alfie, let me try the Swampboard on the way back,” said Harvey Blankenship.

“What’s your alignment?” asked Barfy.

“Earth-aligned,” said Harvey. 

“I’m not sure how that will affect the board,” said Alfie. “But right you are, lad. Here — have a go at her.”

When Harvey set foot on the Swampboard, the little plank went crazy. It began bucking like a bronco and jerking from side-to-side while Harvey tried desperately to keep his footing. Then the Swampboard took off like a hare, zooming toward the mountainous shore at breakneck speed.

“Earth aligned,” muttered Corwyn. “It must be attracted by all the minerals in the mountain.”

The other lads whooped with laughter as Harvey skidded around a number of boulders into a rock-strewn backwater. “If he scratches that board, he’ll buy me a new one!” chortled Alfie.

No sooner was that said than the Swampboard smacked straight into a largish boulder, sending Harvey into a head-flip into the shallow water. “Now I bet that’s the coldest bath he’s had in a long time,” whooped Barfy.

Harvey retrieved the Swampboard, climbed up onto the boulder, and waved frantically to his mates for help. Corwyn took the tiller, brought The Starsailor around, and headed for the rockbound tarn. It was slower going now, because he had to pick his way carefully through the labyrinth of stones and rocks along the shoreline. He smiled as he saw his friend shivering atop the boulder. Poor Harvey — he always has the worst of luck.

Then Corwyn saw something that made his blood run cold. From up out of the shallows in the backwater, something rose and turned its head toward Harvey Blankenship. It looked like some kind of snake or eel, but its neck was over fifteen feet long and its head was a good ten feet above the water. 

A lake monster!

“I hope the little boat can stand up under this,” Corwyn said as he lifted his magestaff and spellcast the great Words of High Power:

“Aeolioi Maximundum!”

The words that summon hurricanes.

The sky darkened as a terrible wind blasted across Lake Wastwater. At the far end of the lake, the Headmaster’s Barge tipped to one side. Little boats and dories swamped.

“What in Balderation is going on?” roared Theodoric Grimwalter. “Who cast that spell !!!”
Typhoon waves formed on the lakewater. The Starsailor’s mast cracked and strained as the tempest hit the sails, lifting the podcraft up out of the water so that it literally flew across the surface of the water, above the submerged rocks and debris.

• • •
“Oh, Mother!” Harvey exclaimed when he saw the lake monster rise out of the water. The sky was turning dark and the wind whipped the fins on the back of the monster’s neck. It looked to be a Highlands longfin eel — but it was bigger than any eel the Gallimaufriars lad had seen in any fish market. Its eyes made Harvey feel sick. As the monster swam towards him, its submerged body formed humps exactly like those of the mythical Loch Ness Monster. It was a sickly sand-grey color, with a wide mouth that reminded the boy of a grim curmudgeon schoolmarm in the town where Harvey grew up. The lad’s hair was whipping in his eyes as he drew the machete from the scabbard on his belt. “Here’s where Mrs. Blackenship’s little boy shows his stuff,” Harvey muttered as waves began smashing on the little rock where he stood.

The eel lunged at Harvey, but he dodged to one side and swung down hard with the machete using both hands. The eel’s head turned just as he struck, and the blade of the machete clove the soft tissue like a hot knife through butter, splitting the head in two down the middle. “Hah! That will show you,” said Harvey as the eel pulled back.

But the eel did not die. Instead, it lunged again at the boy. Harvey struck twice more, slicing the head again and again. Still the eel kept darting and lurching at him. The wind howled. Twelve times Harvey had to split the monster’s ugly head before it finally sunk down into the waters. Covered with gore and muck, but uninjured, Harvey Blackenship wiped the wet hair out of his eyes. The wind died as suddenly as it had come.

Through the inlet into the shallow backwater, The Starsailor moved gracefully towards him.

• • •

“Well, I suppose I’ll catch it now for summoning the Great Wind,” said Corwyn Daniels as he pulled Harvey, dripping and gasping, back aboard The Starsailor. “I’ll probably pull Detention for a fortnight.”

Cleopatra’s Barge was indeed making its way slowly up the lake towards the inlet where Corwyn and his mates were lowering the sail on the podboat. Using long oars, the lads turned The Starsailor around and maneuvered back towards the main lake. “Guess I’ll just have to go face the medicine,” said Corwyn. 

Alfie muttered as he examined the damage to his swampboard.

But before The Starsailor reached the lake, the great eel arose at the entrance to the inlet between the wizardlings and the lake. The monster was now towering a good thirty feet above the surface of the water. And where before it had only one head split into slices and slivers, it now sported thirteen full-grown heads, with great fangs in the gaping mouths, hissing and snapping as it attacked.

“Croopus!” said Corwyn Daniels.

CHAPTER 7

“It’s a Hydra!” shouted Barfy Bradish. “The heads have regenerated. It’s a blooming Hydra! What’s a Greek myth doing here in Cumbria ?!”

“If we cut the heads off, it’ll just grow more,” shouted Alfie Whitlock.

“I don’t think I can fight any more,” moaned Harvey.

“As I remember it,” said Corwyn Daniels, “there is a way to keep the heads from re-growing. You have to burn the stumps. How many fireballs among us, lads?”

The Gallywogs quickly checked their pisthsacks. “Eight fireballs, the lot ...” said Corwyn. “Here, Harvey, take mine and give me your machete. You can still throw spells, right? I’ll cut the heads off and you lads burn the stumps so they won’t grow back. Got it?”

“But there are thirteen heads and only eight fireballs,” said Alfie Whitlock. “What do we do when we run out?”

“Maybe the Headmaster will be here by then,” said Corwyn, fingering the badger tooth necklace around his neck.

“Not blinking likely,” said Barfy Bradish. “Not at the rate that pleasure scow of his wallows along.”

There was no time for further discussion; the monster was on them.

• • •
Alfie clambered up the mast pole and Barfy hopped over the gunwale and onto the Swampboard so that they could lob fireballs at the Hydra from different angles. Harvey stood just behind Corwyn with a fireball matrix in each hand. Corwyn waved the machete back-and-forth horizontally to make it difficult for the monster to strike. One head darted in under his guard, and Corwyn got a bad gash in his left forearm from the creature’s fangs. He tried to riposte, but missed. 

But then one of the other heads got too close, and Corwyn chopped it off just below the jawline. “Mine!” shouted Harvey, and he lobbed a fireball onto the oozing stump. “One down, an even dozen to go ...”

Another head lunged at Corwyn, but this time he sidestepped and slashed down the machete with both hands, chopping off that head and eighteen inches of neck. Corwyn was between Harvey and the monster, but Alfie casually tossed a fireball down onto the creature’s neck wound. 

“You’re not throwing rice at a bally wedding!” shouted Harvey. “Put some force into it, my mage ...”

Alfie said: “I hit him square — no comments on my throwing style, if you please.”

Two heads struck Corwyn in unison from either side. The Cumbrian lad chopped one head off, but the other head seized him by the leg and lifted him up off the deck. Corwyn twisted and chopped between his legs, then dropped the machete and fell to the deck with the second head still attached to his thigh. Fireballs from Alfie and Barfy flashed in to sear the first stump, but missed the second. A little head began to grow from the non-burned neck stem.

Corwyn pried the severed Hydra head off his bleeding thigh and did a backwards somersault to avoid yet another attacking head. “Where’s the stupid machete?” he shouted. Two more heads were coming at him, and he ran like a hare to the opposite end of The Starsailor. The two heads turned on Harvey, who vaulted overboard on the opposite side of the boat.

The monster swam around to the stern of The Starsailor — and Corwyn sprinted for the prow. He found the machete under one of the benches. “Nine heads to go,” called Alfie from the masthead. “Plus a little one growing from one of the stumps ...”

“I’m down to my last fireball,” called Barfy as he darted the Swampboard around the monster’s rear hump.

“Make it count!” shouted Corwyn as he retrieved the machete and chopped off the nearest Hydra head. Two fireballs smashed into the neck stump from opposite directions.

“One-fireball-per-head is sufficient,” Corwyn bellowed as he dashed for the rear of The Starsailor.
“Sorry about that,” called Alfie as one of the monster’s big heads reached up to make a snatch for him. The boy made a graceful dive off the masthead into the lake.

“Look out, Corwyn! There’s still eight big ones to go ...” shouted Harvey from the water.

“I’m out of fireballs!” shouted Barfy.

“Me too ...” called Alfie.

Harvey crawled up onto one of the rocks and readied his remaining fireballs. “I’ve got two! Have at ‘im, mate!”

There was a strange, barking sound from high overhead.

Corwyn took a mighty swipe and chopped off two heads in one stroke. Harvey’s fireballs neatly seared them both. “You’re on yer own now, lad!” Harvey shouted. “Old Doric’s barge is nowhere near ...”

The barking and baying was getting louder. The Hydra’s little head was now fully regenerated, so Corwyn was facing a seven-headed monster. He managed to chop off two more heads before a third head grabbed Corwyn by his middle and lifted him high in the air. The monster’s fangs bit deeply into the lad’s stomach. Two other heads darted in to begin tearing the wizard boy to shreds for the monster’s dinner.

But then, down from the heights of Scafell Pike, with a rush of great wings and frenzied baying, a pack of golden foxhounds swooped onto the Hydra from all sides. The monster let go of Corwyn and began snapping its jaws in every direction — but the flying hounds darted and struck and worried the monster. And whenever a winged hound ripped open the monster’s throat — no new head grew to replace it.

“Well, I’m a codfish!” said Harvey Blankenship.

“God bless Will Ritson,” said Corwyn Daniels.

• • •
“Odd’s Balls Hammers and Tongs!” exclaimed Theodoric Grimwalter, Headmaster of Gallimaufriars Academy when Corwyn and his teammates were safely aboard Cleopatra’s barge. “It is absolutely astonishing, unprecedented, and unbelievable! We carefully researched the Wasdale area, and there was absolutely no record of real monsters or fabulous beasts. Reports of possible large eels in Lake Windermere, perhaps — but lake monsters and flying hounds in Lake Wastwater: preposterous! How could they be there?”

“These injuries of mine are not imagination,” said Corwyn Daniels as he lay on the Headmaster’s lounge divan aboard the barge. 

Professor Cavalcante and Wandmaster St. Luke were busy applying healing spells and magesceptic ointments to Corwyn’s wounds. Headmistress Cawruthers stifled a smile at the look in Grimwalter’s eye as he glowered at the blood stains on the rich brocade upholstery of his lounge. 

“Here, now — drink this potion,” said Professor Cavalcante. “It’ll make you feel better.”

Corwyn drank from the flask, and then gagged at the horrid tasting concoction. 

“Tastes vile because it works ...” said the Exotic Lore Mistress. 

“We’re getting reports now from all around the lake,” said Rasmus the Dane. “Talking guinea pigs, mermaids in the village well, an honest politician — all the tall tales from over the years are coming to life.”

“But how could this be?” thundered Grimwalter. “Hal’s toupée !!”
“Quite simple, actually,” said Mistress Cawruthers, who stood looking at the Mannalogue. “As Wandmaster St. Luke pointed out earlier this afternoon, the very atmosphere of this region was supersaturated with falsehoods and prevarications due to the many years of liars contests. A huge mythopoeic overload potential must have built up, waiting to be discharged. But there wasn’t enough Manna in the valley — enough magickal power — to handle so much mythopoeic energy. Do you see?”

“So what?” said Headmaster Theodoric. “What would cause all these ridiculous tall tales to suddenly come true?”

“That’s why the manna levels dropped. Magical power was being used up bringing lies to life ... Think of it as a room full of acetylene gas,” said Wandmaster St. Luke. “What happens when someone comes in and lights a match?”

“KABOOM !!” said Harvey Blankenship.

“Precisely!” said the Wandmaster and the Headmistress in unison.

“But what created the spark?” said the Headmaster. “Who lit the match?”

“We did,” said Mistress Cawruthers. “Here you have a valley full of mythopoeic energy — twisted around because the stories are all lies that people pretend to believe. It is a non-magickal region with very little Manna.”

The Headmaster looked baffled.

“So in waltzes a whole herd of young wizards who start casting magickal spells around like confetti,” said Wandmaster St. Luke. “Suddenly there is Manna to spare. KABOOM !!”

“But could we possibly have brought in that much Manna?” said Grimwalter.

Mistress Cawruthers indicated the Mannalogue. “This instrument was reading down below 20 half-an-hour ago,” she said. Then she pointed to Corwyn. “But ever since we brought that boy aboard the barge, it started climbing. The dial just went up past 500 and off the scale; then the glass tube burst.”

The faculty mages all stared at Corwyn Daniels.

Corwyn pretended to be asleep ...

• • •
That evening, Corwyn and his mates hiked the three miles along the lake to Wasdale Head. The inn was a three-story white stone building with three chimneys. The pub featured a large, inviting fireplace and sturdy trestle tables. A radio was playing the news from the BBC World Service; the announcer was describing the “freak windstorm” that had hit the Wasdale Valley that afternoon. 

The lads feasted on Herdwick lamb with all the trimmings. While they were eating, Barfy Bradish noticed a small, framed sepia photograph, faded with age, of an old gentleman with mutton-chop sidewhiskers. “Here now, isn’t that the bloke we met on the lake?”

Corwyn studied the photo. In the picture, the man had bushier sidewhiskers, but it was indeed the old fisherman they had met that afternoon. When the barmaid brought their dessert, Corwyn said: “Pardon me, miss — but can you tell me about the man in this picture?”

“Oh, ‘im ...” she said with a touch of respect. “That’s Will Ritson, the first landlord of this place back in th’ 1800s. It was called ‘the Huntsman’s Inn’ in them days. Old Will always kept his customers enthralled with stories an’ tall tales. Had the reputation of being the world’s biggest liar, he did. He claimed there was turnips in Wasdale so big that after the Dalesfolk ‘quarried’ into them for their Sunday lunch, the left-over shells could be used as sheds for the Herdwick Sheep up on the fells.”

“Right, that sounds like the kind of story he’d tell,” said Alfie Whitlock.

The barmaid continued. “Each year in November, they hold a contest over at th’ Bridge Inn to award th’ title of ‘The Biggest Liar in th’ World’ to th’ person who is worthy of following in Will Ritson’s footsteps.”

“Old Will must be getting on in years by now,” said Corwyn Daniels.

“Now that’s a good one,” laughed the girl. “Will Ritson died in 1890 at the age of 83 ...”

Corwyn Daniels thanked the barmaid and tugged his forelock respectfully. He’d read in a lot of old books that Mundaes in rural areas always do that, although he could never quite figure out why.

“Cor!” said Harvey Blankenship. “Was that bloke we met one of the local liars having us on, do you suppose? Or was it a ghost?”

“It was no ghost,” said Corwyn, studying the photograph. “I shook his hand; he was solid. And this is the same chap, no doubt about that. This picture is well over a hundred years old — look at how it’s aged.”

“Then what was he?” asked Alfie Whitlock.

“I wish I knew,” sighed Corwyn. “Too bad we can’t be here in November — we could win the Liar’s Contest by telling the gospel truth.”

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •
Part II

CHAPTER 8

On Monday morning, Corwyn Daniels awoke feeling refreshed and happy. In spite of everything, his team had won Boat Race Day. His wounds were nearly healed. He yawned and stretched, rubbing his sleepy eyes, and looked around the bedward. No one else was in the room ...

Corwyn looked up at the Regulatron on the wall — it was 8:30 am !! He’d overslept, missed breakfast, and was a half-hour late for his Magick Civics Class. Corwyn leaped out of bed, jumped into his clothes, dashed down the hallway, and careened down the stairs. Wild-haired and out of breath, he crashed into the classroom. Professor Sebastion Autolycus looked up from his desk where he sat reading a copy of Enchanter’s Rock. The student desks were all empty.

“Oh — hello, young Corwyn,” said the professor. “Good to see you here early for a change.”

“E-early?” stammered Corwyn, stealing a glance at the tall old long-case curio clock standing in the corner. It was still five minutes till eight ...

“Oh, well ... yess,” Corwyn went on, “I do so enjoy your ... stimulating lectures that I ... ah ... hate to miss even a moment. Your ideas are always so ... exhilarating and well-spoken.”

Autolycus frowned. “Your perspicacity does you credit, my boy. Odd, it has never kept you from being late in the past ...”

Corwyn strolled casually over to his seat. The Regulatron in the bedward must be out of order again. Probably the governator’s out of synchronicity. Corwyn took out his notebook and pretended to study his class notes.

• • •
When the other lads arrived, Professor Autolycus began lecturing on the history of the magick academies in Britain. “After the Treaty of Accommodation in 1727, many schools of magick were established throughout Europe. Of course, the Crankitt School and Killiecrankitt University in Scotland go back much further than that. And Gallimaufriars Academy was first established in Derbyshire in 1642. Then it was founded again in 1678, and again in 1712 ...”

“What do you mean?” asked Benjie Newton. “How could the school be founded more than once?”

“Yeh —” said Jarrod Millerton. “I thought Old Doric founded this dump in 1986.”

“Well,” said Professor Autolycus, who was known as something of a dunderhead with a habit of picking up unconsidered trifles, whether artifacts or bits of useless knowledge. “You see, there has always been in the history of your school, a tradition of putting academic ideals and lofty intellectual standards above such Mundane considerations as money. And as a consequence of this, the Headmasters of Gallimaufriars have throughout the centuries had a propensity for ...”

“Going bankrupt ...” said Harvey Blankenship.

Professor Autolycus sniffed and looked down his nose at Harvey. 

“Precisely,” he said. “Gallimaufriars has, on the average, lasted for no more than twenty or thirty years at a stretch — except for the glory days of Headmaster Horatius Findlebaum who took the reins in 1862 and lasted until 1950. At which time, alas, began the Great Hiatus. It was Findlebaum who so greatly expanded the Gallimaufriars Zoo, which had been founded back in 1695 by Alexanker Jeremiah Poindexter — that great zoothaumaturgist who was the first to breed dodos in captivity and who captured the only Sand Djinn Dervish known to wizardom. When Poindexter ...”

“What was the Great Hiatus?” asked Corwyn Daniels.

“Oh — that was the period of thirty-six years in which the school was totally bankrupt, defunct, and without entitlement. The Zoo was kindly cared for during the interim by the Earl of Bathhing on his estate in Yorkshire. The Earl was a Mundae himself, but he had great understanding and appreciation in his heart for wizardom. He also loved monsters. Much of the unfortunate remains of the Old Gallimaufriars school were so kindly stored at Gardenleigh.”

“What happened to the original school building in Derbyshire?” asked Freddie Melling.

“Well, there was a rather unlucky debacle there after a competitive Spellcasting Bee between the Gallimaufriars lads and the maidens of Saint Dunsany’s School of Magick for Young Ladies.”

This made the lads sit up and take notice. Saint Dunsany’s was a girl’s school, and unlike the demure and ladylike young girls at nearby Pennythraite, the inmates at St.D’s were little horrors. Their parents were far too rich and the girls far too clever ever to end up at Long Step, but their fabled escapades were enough to make even the Gallywogs’ blood run cold.

“Did the Old Gallimaufriars lecture chamber or dining hall have any tall, narrow panels of black wood?” asked Harvey Blackenship. “Perhaps with carvings of girls feeding grapes to birds or something?”

“Oh, those were not in the main building,” said Professor Autolycus. “Those were in the Gallimaufriars Artifactorium: the old school museum of magickal artifacts and talismans. There were a great many wonderful exhibits in those days, unlike your museum of today. Most were sold at the bankruptcy auction, and other were lost in the fire.”

“Fire?” asked Benjie Newton.

“The main building of the original school was destroyed in 1932 by a fire of suspicious origins,” said the professor.

“Saint Dunsany’s ...?” said Barfy Bradish.

“Quite so,” said Professor Autolycus.

“So how did Grimwalter happen to restart the academy?” asked Michael Rutherford.

“Saw an advert in the Times, I believe,” said Autolycus. “And the old railroad station had been on the market for ages. Bought it for a song.”

“Where did Old Doric get the money for all that?” asked Corwyn Daniels.

“Scrounged it off his Old Maid Aunt,” said Professor Autolycus.

• • •
Even as the Gallimaufriars lads sat in Professor Autolycus’ classroom learning school history, a band of horrid little girls at St.D’s School in Kent were working like busy bees in the school Potions Laboratory, making up batches of Love Philters which they sold at Private Auctions on eBay for considerable profit. Avalon Potion #13 was the most popular; it has a number of advantages over other love enchantments. It produces hopeless adoration, slavish devotion, and romantic bliss all in one easy-to-administer dose. And St.D’s Fourth Form girls possess the only recipe for the antidote.

The Potions Mistress lectured at the head of the class unnoticed by her students, while she herself was benignly oblivious to the girl’s activities — thanks to a particularly virulent Notice-Me-Not Spell cast by Janandra Millerton, a girl in the Fifth Form.

CHAPTER 9

That afternoon, Corwyn Daniels and Alfie Whitlock pulled Detention for animating their wizard robes to look like phantoms and scaring the bejabbers out of the Cook’s assistant, Miriam Landsbury. Mistress Koch the Cook was very protective of the kitchen help, and she could be severe when inflicting Detention. The two lads were assigned to help Haunk the Zookeeper clean the tusks on the sabretooth tigers.

“It wouldn’t be so bad,” said Alfie afterwards when the two wizardlings reported to the Infirmatory to have their wounds and scratches treated. “If it weren’t for the big kitty’s bad breath ...”

Nurse Kitterage sighed as she daubed magesceptic onto the scratches.

“Some day, you lads will be the death of yourselves,” she sighed.

• • •
The Dining Hall in Old Main was one of the most popular places in Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts, due largely to the cooking ability of Mistress Koch and her kitchen assistants. The food was remarkable, and mealtime was the traditional occasion for swapping gossip. Corwyn was generally acknowledged as the best source for scandals from other wizard academies, since he was so often invited to visit them.

“What news do you hear from the other schools?” asked Michael Rutherford as the lads sat down for a hearty meal.

“Rumors and more rumors,” said Corwyn. “Ley lines running amok around the world. The Scheherazade Irregulars have solved a couple more murder cases. Some Journeyman at Penruddock got devoured by the Kraken, and ...”

“Those sorcerers at Penruddock are bonkers!” said Michael. “I hear they have to dive into the Kraken’s lair to graduate?” 

“Something like that,” said Corwyn. “Let’s see ... a Golden Gryphon was seen in the sky over Potent Conch, and some poor duck got sent down from the Institute because he couldn’t fix the Headmaster’s clock.”

“CRUMS !! Sent Down from The Institute ...?” said Michael. “They only had three students there to start with. Why would they boot a fellow out just because he couldn’t fix a clock?”

“The lad was thirty-five years old,” said Corwyn. “A real moocher. Twenty years older than the other lads. He’d been hanging on for years and never tried to graduate. Lazy as a codfish. The sort of ‘lazy’ that will work for hours to get out of a few minutes labour ...”

As Corwyn was tucking into his ham roast with gravy, hard rolls, and vegetables, he heard footsteps behind him and turned to find Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter standing behind him. Old Doric wore a deep burgundy brocade wizard coat with thunder-and-lightning buttons and gold gryphon cufflinks. The gold watch-chain in his vest pocket now had a carved-ivory rhinosaurus on the fob.

“Ah, Corwyn, my boy ...” he said, patting the lad’s shoulder. “Here’s a list of several more schools that have requested your lecture presentation on black dragons.”

Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey actually knew little more about black dragons than anyone else, but since no wizardly scholars had any actual experience with one, the little information the three wizardlings knew from their now-infamous Service Quest was in high demand on the academic lecture circuit.

The preceding September, Corwyn Daniels, Harvey Blankenship, and Mazie MacAlister had undertaken to recapture the rare Sand Djinn Dervish which Corwyn and Harvey had inadvertently let loose from the Gallimaufriars zoo. They had brought back instead a yearling black dragon — one of the rarest and most dangerous monsters in nine worlds. Aszirol was the only black dragon in captivity, and for a group of mere apprentices to capture such a malevolent and powerful creature was the talk of the magickal community the world over. Corwyn, Harvey, and Mazie had become the heroes of the school, toasted and feted by their classmates and masters alike. They had been invited to lecture at the other academies, including Silentium Atrum and Potent Conch. Corwyn had even made a solo trip to the infamous Grackleflint’s Academy — The House With the Witch’s Hat.

Headmaster Grimwalter had been ecstatic over the addition of Aszirol to his Zoo. It gave him a leg up in magickal circles; a prize to his zoological collection that not even Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies could match.

As the Headmaster beamed down at him, Corwyn glanced at the list of Wizard Academies. There were a few schools on the continent — the Academie Royale de Magie in Paris, Konigsmage near Copenhagen, and Chi-Hae Academy in Romania. Corwyn had never been out of Great Britain before ...

And there were also a few closer to home. Kingsbridge. Long Step. Corwyn’s old school Killiecrankitt. Mauritania Academy of Maritime Magick. Saint Dunsany’s School of Magick ...

“Saint-Dunsany’s !!!”

Harvey dropped his fork. Alfie, Barfy, and Jarrod all looked up from their food. Even Benjie Newton put down the Games Magazine crossword puzzle he was working on next to his dinner plate. 

“Oh merciful God — deliver me,” whispered Corwyn Daniels.

• • •
After class, Corwyn and Alfie wandered down to the school canteen to get something cool to drink. The canteen was housed in the old Depot building, back of the meeting room in the old ticket window area. Corwyn bought a strawberry smash. While waiting for Alfie to get his lime crushie, Corwyn looked over the announcement board to the left of the ticket window and which had formerly served for Departures and Arrivals when the building still functioned as a train station. 

Carved in the stone above the bulletin board was the Gallimaufriars crest, with the school motto emblazoned on an engraved ribbon beneath: Nolite te Mundanae Carborundorum. Beneath this on the bulletin board were a number of notices, warnings, cancellations, schedules and schedule changes, and official documents from the Ministry of Wizardry. There were flyers from other wizard academies as well, including one from Kingsbridge that caught Corwyn’s eye:

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •


To all Headmasters of the

Distinguished Magickal Schools of the World:

I bring you Greetings! 

I hope that this letter finds you all in the best of health (or spirit, as in the case may be for our friends from Grackleflint’s) and enriching your own lives by passing on your vast knowledge of magick to the next generation of wizards.

In that vein, I come to the purpose of this letter. 

Kingsbridge Academy is pleased to sponsor a wizard academy-wide competition, to take place at the end of this coming school year. The purpose of the contest is for your students to better understand Mundae technology, as well as to give students an outlet for their creative and mechanical talents. 

The event will consist of an Overland Race through an obstacle course, three miles in length, to be completed within a minute or less. Sounds easy, eh? But, there is a catch ... highest points will be awarded to vehicles which are propelled without using magick. Or as little magick as possible. The purpose of this criterion is to familiarize students with Mundae technologies and to stimulate thinking outside the container.

And so, it gives me great pleasure to invite you and your students to join us at the village of Castlecombe, Wiltshire for the first annual Kingsbridge Academy Invitational Design Competition, Tournament, and Overland Race. The event is to take place at Wilton Downs on June 12, after end-of-term exams and prior to the summer holiday.

Here are the Rules:

Entrants are to design a vehicle capable of carrying at least one passenger a distance of three miles in one minute. Entries may be submitted by a single student, twosome, or team of students from any wizard school in the world. Vehicles may be any type of transportation, Mundae or Magickal, and hold any number of passengers.

All entrants must be currently enrolled students at an accredited Magickal academy, school, or university. Students from Master/Apprentice venues are also eligible.

Extra credit will be given for the use of non-magickal propulsion. Use of Magickal animals is forbidden as sole means of transportation, but may be used as a source of power to pull a student-designed vehicle. No Dragons, please.

Prizes will be awarded for the following, based on points determined by our Panel of Judges:

RULES

• Grand Prize Winner (overall most points)

• Overland Race Winners (Win, Place, and Show)

• Most Original Single Student Entry

• Most Original Team Entry (single or multi-passenger vehicle)

• Fastest Single Passenger Vehicle (actual speed in miles-per-hour)

• Fastest Multi-Passenger Vehicle (actual speed in miles-per-hour)

• Fastest Vehicle To Use Completely Non-Magickal Propulsion

• Most Ingenious Use of Combination Magickal/Mundae Propulsion

Judges will consist of a distinguished panel of Archmages, Ministry Officials, and Representatives from the Elfin Courts of Broceliande and Elfhame.

Entries may, of course, win in more than one category; for example, the Race Winner may also be the Fastest Multi-Passenger Vehicle. ‘Most Original’ categories are based on creativity as well as functionality. The Grand Prize will be awarded for the highest overall number of points.

The deadline for entrance applications is February 21. Please use Pixie Post, with delivery confirmation to assure that your students’ applications do not get lost. Please include with your applications a list of all students and teachers who will be attending the tournament, so that adequate accommodations can be arranged. If you have any questions or concerns, please don’t hesitate to astral project directly to my office, or you may arrange a magick mirror meeting.

The Ministry of Wizardry has a limited number of funding grants to pay for transportation of the vehicles from your school to Wiltshire.

Hope to see you in June!

Yours in magickal service,

Augustus Balfour

Headmaster, Kingsbridge Academy of Magickal Studies

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •
“Going to enter?” asked Alfie as he joined his friend.

“Not on your life,” replied Corwyn. “I’m so mechanical, I have trouble putting a bus token in the right slot ...”

• • •
Meanwhile, at Hamingwell Manor in Lesser Swottingdan, a group of Fifth Form girls stood just inside the great oak entrance doors to the Great Hall at Saint Dunsany’s School of Magick for Young Ladies. Each girl wore the standard St.D’s navy blue pinafore uniform with the school emblem on the bodice, black knee-stockings, and sashes. Their white Madeline hats were perched at rakish angles. 

Ten-foot high oil paintings hung on the high stone walls next to the stained-glass windows, shields and spears were arranged over the doors and arches, and a small suit of armor holding a broadax stood next to the steps leading to the bedwards. The girls were gathered around the school Bulletin Board, reading the latest postings. 

Janandra Millerton said: “Look, girls — those three Gallywogs are coming to lecture on the black dragon.”

“So sing me a faery tale,” said Maude Chatterleigh.

“Wot’s it to us?” said Millicent Culpepper.

“Well, it’s like this —” said Janandra, a gawky girl with boyish features. “One of them is Corwyn Daniels ...”

“So?” said Maude in a snide voice.

Janandra dropped her eyes and smiled. “He’s the one with a Sand Djinn Dervish for a familiar,” she purred. “One that grants wishes.”

“Cruel!” said Millicent. “So how do we snare ‘im?”

“What are Corwyn Daniels’ best-known personality traits?” asked Janandra.

“ ‘E’s fiercely loyal to ‘is friends an’ he can’t help but rescue damsels in distress,” said Millicent Culpepper.

“I think Lamore’s Fey Glamour spell will do it,” said Janandra as the Fifth Form crowd walked off down the hallway.

As soon as they were gone, the painting of Cardinal Richelieu next to the Bulletin Board swung open on hidden hinges. Zelda Gillwalter leaned out to read the announcement, then turned to the other two Fourth Form girls peering out from the Secret Passage. “Did you hear that, kids? Wishgrants! We’ve got plans to make ... Ca-mon!” They disappeared into the gloom of the hidden passageway.

After the painting had swung shut again, the suit of armor moved. It walked over to the Bulletin Board and looked up at the posted notices. A metal-gloved hand moved to raise the helmet visor, revealing the chubby, freckled face of little Minnie Birdhanger. Once she had read the announcement, Minnie chirped: “Cor! — I’ve got to tell the rest of the Third Form!” She dropped the broadax and rushed off up the stairs with a crashing and jingling of plate armor and chainmail. 

CHAPTER 10

The letter of introduction which Escarott ibn Skotardh, Punjabahri of Sampourduc, Defender of the Weak, Merciful Prince, Sword of Justice, and Lover of Beauty presented to the Gallimaufriars admissions clerk — who on the day in question was Master Alastair St. Luke — was most impressive. It made very clear, in no uncertain terms, that the young prince was travelling incognito, and that no one but Headmaster Grimwalter and St. Luke himself must know the lad’s true identity. For the time being, he was to be ‘Mohammed Fitzwalter, Duke of Southumberland.’

The dusky-skinned boy was only about eleven years old, a frail lad well under five feet tall, with thin arms and great brown eyes. Alastair St. Luke was tempted to point out that anyone in his right mind would know that there is no such place or title as Duke of Southumberland, but then he remembered the Headmaster’s admonition to humour the young princeling. The lad carried a leather satchel of the sort which doctors in the Victorian era used for their medical supplies. The bag evidently contained something weighty, but the boy insisted on carrying it personally — in spite of the fact that the school hobgoblins had taken charge of the rest of his luggage.

“Welcome to Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts, young sire,” said Wandmaster St. Luke. “The Headmaster has arranged special quarters for you in his own house, thinking perhaps that it might be more comfortable for you there a bedward in the ‘prentice dorm.”

Escarott looked at the Wandmaster with one eyebrow aristocratically raised. “Do tell,” he said. 

St. Luke coughed and looked at the carpet. “Well, it’s not a palace by any means,” the Wandmaster said. “But it’s the best we can manage.”

“I shall expect my morning and evening meals to be served in my chambers,” said the prince. “I shall deign to dine with the other lads for lunch except when I am in town. I presume there are suitable restauranteries in Workington and Whitehaven? What about Ogremount and Cleaton Fell?”

“Well, there’s the Crown-and-Bladebone in Ogremount, but I wouldn’t eat there if I were you. The place is low, and they keep bad wine. The Olde Red Gryphon in Cleaton Fell has fine hearty country food, strong ale, Guinness, and the best English cider in Cumbria. Not fine dining by any means — but good nourishing food and really excellent drink. Though I suppose a lad your age isn’t interested in strong beverages, Your Highness.”

“No, of course not,” said the prince. “And don’t call me ‘Your Highness’ — it will blow my cover. ‘Your Grace’ will do for the servants and staff, and I suppose I’ll have to let the other students call me ‘Mohammed.’ Or perhaps ‘Moe’ for short. Do you think that is suitable?”

“Of course, Your High — I mean, Your Gra — er, I mean ... That sounds just fine, young Moe.”

Master Alastair St. Luke cast aside his eyes, embarrassed by his social faux pas ...

“Very good, St. Luke old chap,” said Moe. “Show me to my chambers.”

The Wandmaster winced at this familiar use of his own name, but hurriedly escorted Moe to the lad’s new living arrangement, which had been hastily but opulently furnished by Master Theodoric from an antiquities dealer in Whitehaven. 

• • •
After dinner, Corwyn and Harvey were working on the ox-cart when Mazie MacAlister strolled up carrying a Chinese bamboo birdcage covered with a brightly-colored silk scarf. There was a strange scuffling sound from inside the cage.

“ ‘Lo Harvey, ‘Lo Corwyn. How do be you?” said Mazie.

“We do be fine,” said Corwyn as he hammered some bent nails straight on a flat stone. Harvey was standing in the cart, attaching vertical posts on the sides, and then fastening the bog oak panels in place. 

“ ‘Lo Mazie,” said Harvey, wiping sweat from his forehead on a large purple-and-white bandanna.

Mazie stood back and examined the ox-cart with a critical eye, rubbing her chin between her thumb and fingers. “Looks like a splendid cart to me,” she said. “What’s it for?”

Harvey looked uneasy. “Well, I don’t exactly know. It’s just one of those things a fellow has to do ...” he said.

“Like growing a giant beanstalk or climbing Mount Everest?” said Mazie. 

“Something like that,” said Harvey. “Here — lend a hand, will you?”

Mazie set the bird cage aside and lifted another black panel up to Harvey and held one end while he fastened the other in place. “We had a lecture on Positional Orientation and Juxtapositional Magick this week,” she said. “You know, the way pentagrams should always point north and the menhirs at Stonehenge are positioned to form patterns and alignments? I’m just wondering what having these old museum panels turned sideways will do to their embedded protection and organizational spells.”

“Besides that, Harvey has no idea which panels were originally intended to be side-by-side with each other,” said Corwyn.

“Aw — you two are reactionaries!” said Harvey.

“What’s under that?” said Corwyn, indicating the Chinese scarf covering the bamboo cage. He reached out a hand, but a raspy voice crackled:

“Don’t touch that cloth!”

Corwyn jerked his hand back and looked up at Mazie. “It talks ...” he said.

“Aw, iddle-bidie snooky wookums is just shy,” said Mazie. She walked over and lifted the silk scarf from the cage.

Inside was Mukudor.

Mukudor — wearing knitted pink-and-blue baby booties, a cute little blue knit sweater with white doilies appliquéd on the sides, and a yellow sun bonnet trimmed in white lace and tied under his chin with a pink ribbon.

“AW — how’s mommy’s cute iddle-piddle snookie wookums birdie-pie?” crooned Mazie. “You precious iddle fluffy-wuffy feather poo-buns.”

Mukudor did not say a word.

Corwyn and Harvey stared in amazement. “What have you done to him?” gasped Corwyn. Mazie stood up and turned so that Mukudor could not see her, winked broadly, and grinned.

“Come talk to us, lovely Muk-Muk, iddle birdie-poo,” said Mazie. “Here’s your Daddy-waddie. Say hello to Corwyn, pretty-bird, pretty-bird.”

Mukudor remained absolutely silent.

“What’s the matter, Mukudor?” said Harvey. “Cat got your tongue?”

Mukudor glared at Harvey and a funny rattling sound came from his throat. He shifted his feet from side-to-side on the perch.

Corwyn Daniels was having a great deal of trouble keeping a straight face. He was laughing so hard inside that his stomach hurt. Mazie picked up the cage with a flounce. “Maybe if Mukkie-Wukkie is a good iddle birdie-poo, Mazie will let him come home to Daddykins one of these days.”

She turned with a swirl of her pleated skirt and trounced out through the front gate of Gallimaufriars. She set the bird cage down at the side of the macadam road and ran back to Harvey and Corwyn.

“Don’t worry, mates!” she whispered. “By the time I’m through with that putrid pile of pestheckling pigeon, he’ll be begging me to let him come home to you. And he’ll be a better behaved bird for it.”

Mazie turned with a swirl of her honey-gold hair and power-walked back to the roadside. She rearranged the silk scarf over the cage, picked it up, and strode off down the dusty road toward Pennythraite.

Corwyn and Harvey actually fell on the ground laughing.

• • •
Professor Theophile Braktiss was spouting his personal (and not academically recognized) theories on Applied Murphy’s Law and Trickster Multiplicity Paradoxes. He said: “We know that Murphy’s Imp cannot ignore an opportunity to bring about annoying situations whenever possible. Suppose that you have been waiting for the delivery of an important package and are standing at the front door. Suddenly you become desperately thirsty — but you know that if you leave the front door, the deliveryman will come while you are gone. 

“Knowing this, you have two options. You can continue to wait, in which case the deliveryman will not show up for hours and you will experience a great deal of discomfort. OR — you can go to get a strawberry smash from the kitchen, knowing that he will show up the moment you are gone. The latter strategy will force the issue, and the deliveryman will come at the worst possible moment. But at the very least, you have been saved a long period of physical discomfort. And at best, you may possibly be able to dash back and catch the deliveryman before he returns to his van. Of course, it will be very likely that you trip and hurt yourself in the process — but at least you have a chance at getting your package in a timely fashion. You must weigh your priorities against the certainties of Murphy’s Law.

“It is my contention that, when dealing with such preternatural entities as Murphy’s Imp and Trickster, that you can set up situations in which these beings will be compelled by their very natures to act on your behalf. Consider Sodd’s First Law: ‘When a person attempts a task, he or she will be thwarted in that task by the unconscious intervention of some other presence (animate or inanimate). Nevertheless, some tasks are completed, since the intervening presence is itself attempting a task and is, of course, subject to interference.’ If you set up a situation in which your rival is likely to sustain more setbacks from Murphy’s Law than you are, you will both experience problems — but you will come out ahead in the endgame.”

Corwyn tried to follow all this, but Harvey, Alfie, and Barfy just looked bored. Benjie had a copy of Games Magazine under his desk open to a word search puzzle.

The professor continued: “The entity Trickster is more easily understood and, in my opinion, manipulated to achieve your personal ends. I have developed what I call ‘Braktiss’ First Law’ — 

‘Trickster cannot pass up 
the opportunity
to inflict a really awful joke 
on the World.’

“If you stack the cards so that if things go your way, a truly awful pun or atrocious prank takes place, then Trickster will actually help you simply because the opportunity for mischief is too great. I will expand on this notion in future lectures. I see that our time is up for today, so you are all excused — except for Mr. Daniels and Mr. Blankenship. Remember that your term papers are due next Tuesday.”

Harvey and Corwyn glumly approached the lectern after the rest of the lads had clamoured off to the Dining Hall for lunch. Professor Braktiss frowned at the two Gallywogs. 

“You lads were both three days late in submitting your last assignment. Your Detention will consist of helping me unload my lorry. Please follow me.”

The two friends followed the professor to the car park, where they found his dilapidated 1932 Bedford delivery lorry loaded down with large pasteboard boxes labeled: 

Dr. Banniels’ Badges, 
Buttons, & More.

Professor Braktiss told Corwyn and Harvey to hop onto the running board while he drove ‘round to one of the doors leading into the warehouse labyrinth. “Just stack all these cartons in one of the unused bins,” he said, “and then you can come have your lunch.”

Harvey looked at the truckload of boxes and moaned: “By the time we get all these hauled, it will be time for dinner.”

• • •
Two weeks later, Corwyn was sitting up late one night reading an old grimoire dealing with potions and antidotes. He and Harvey were teammates in Potions Class, and needed to come up with something really smashing to pass the upcoming practicum. Possibly a healing potion with ground unicorn horn or something like that. (Although Corwyn had no idea where he and Harvey would find unicorn horn in Cumbria). There was a good recipe that used Blooms-by-Night — those healing flowers that are said to grow year-round in the area. He’d have to ask Mazie ...

The bedward was silent but for the ticking of the old Regulatron clock on the wall; all of Corwyn’s roommates were sound asleep. After the incident in Professor Autolycus’ class, Corwyn had been a bit surprised to find that the clock was keeping accurate time after all. At first he’d thought possibly Trinian Croft had readjusted the clock’s governator, but there had been three more times in the ensuing weeks where Corwyn had overslept and still made it to class early. It was a puzzle.

Corwyn sighed and went back to his book; he was having trouble keeping his eyes open. The Regulatron struck midnight. Corwyn was about to nod off to sleep when he heard a curious tapping sound at the door of the bedward. “Who would come visiting at this time of night?” he mumbled to himself as he climbed out from under the bed covers. “All right, I’m coming ...”

He sleepily trudged over to the door and flung it open. There was no one there. Corwyn squinted out into the gloom of the hallway. “Hallo?” he said, and stuck his head out so he could see the study lounge at his end of the third floor corridor. No one in there, either. 

“Must be spooks,” Corwyn muttered as he closed the door and stumbled back to bed. But before he got halfway there, the curious tapping started again. Corwyn rubbed his sleepy eyes and peered around the bedward. Could the noise be coming from the window? Probably a vine blowing in the wind.

Corwyn sighed and shuffled over to the window. The tapping sound was getting louder. The boy wizard opened the shutter, and amid a gust of wind and black feathers, in stepped — Mukudor.

The bird stood sullenly staring at Corwyn Daniels. He was perfectly silent. Without a word, and with all the regal bearing of a lord or lady, Mukudor flew up to his favorite perch, a statue of Athena that stood on a high bookshelf above the bedward’s doorway. Perched and sat and nothing more.

Corwyn stared at the black bird for a long moment. Not a word was spoken. Finally, the Gallimaufriars lad grinned, turned around, and crawled back into bed.

CHAPTER 11

Finally the morning came for Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey to depart for the lecture at Saint Dunsany’s. It was a Friday, and the trio had been given the day off to make the trip. Mukudor sat on Corwyn’s shoulder — as far away from Mazie as he could manage. The wizardlings caught a Mundae bus from Cleaton Fell to the nearest British Rail line. The Wizard’s Underground System did not serve St.D’s — in fact, even the non-magickal train only made one 5-minute stop a day in the village when the school term was in session.

During the first part of the journey, Harvey and Corwyn passed the time by filling Mazie in on their adventures on Boat Race Day. When they finished, the Pennythraite girl frowned and chewed her lip. Her dark eyes flashed, and she said:

“Look here, mates. This thing with Will Ritson puzzles me. All of the stories and tall tales coming to life can be explained by Mythopoesy run amok. But there have never been any legends about that old innkeeper coming back to life or mysterious reappearances of the long dead. Yet you say he was definitely not a ghost. Something much stranger than lake monsters and winged hounds was going on at Lake Wastwater that day. I wish I’d been there.”

“Me, too!” said Harvey.

“What do you think it all means?” asked Corwyn.

“I don’t know,” said Mazie. “But between the Gnorras, Shandies, Digglerts, and Unthings at our schools and what Mistress Cawruthers said about the Mannalogue, I’d be willing to bet ...”

She paused and glanced sideways at Corwyn. Then she bit her lip.

“What?” said Corwyn. “Tell me.”

Mazie MacAlister took a deep breath. “Somehow or other, Corwyn Daniels, I’d be willing to bet that it’s all your fault ...”
• • •
The trip to Kent took a good many hours, and they had to change trains in London. Accordingly, they stashed the sack lunches made by Wandmaster St. Luke in their bags and ate a hearty meal in Victoria Station, washed down with some bottled English cider from one of the vendors. Once aboard the train to Kent, Harvey fell asleep under a newspaper someone had left on his seat. Mukudor flew up and nestled on the luggage rack. 

Corwyn and Mazie played a game of Scrutiny, which they had picked up from Joshua Bedlamming, a Journeyman who had once been an inmate at Long Step Academy. The object of the game is to pay attention to details that a detective might notice when working on a case. The player who is able to recollect the most number of accurate details wins. The Cumbrian students were rather fuzzy about how the Long Step kids decided whose observations were correct in case of disputes. Corwyn and Mazie simply used an ordinary Divination spell to see who was right. 

As the train made its way into the Kentish countryside, the wizardlings saw a land of orchards, oast houses, and hop-gardens. The little village of Lesser Swottingdan was an old-fashioned working class community. The Cumbrian wizardlings were booked into rooms at a cozy red-brick Mundae guest house called Hambledon Grange. (Wandmaster St. Luke had thought it wiser for them NOT to stay overnight at St.D’s school itself). 

Mrs. Lane, the grey-haired innkeeper at the Hambledon, provided a hot dinner of roast beef, lamb stew, and hard rolls with tall, cold glasses of fresh milk. She was a cheerful and doting hostess all evening — until Harvey happened to mention that the trio was to lecture at Saint Dunsany’s School the next day. After that, her face dropped, the warm smile vanished, and she busied herself around the kitchen with a nervous and forlorn look. Every time Mrs. Lane glanced at Mazie, Harvey, and Corwyn, she would mutter something about “poor lambs” and wad her apron hems in her fists.

The three wizardlings spent the rest of the evening sitting in Mrs. Lane’s garden trying to feed her cats the sack lunches that Wandmaster St. Luke had packed. Mukudor perched in a tree overhead and sulked.

• • •
The next morning, Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey were up early for a country brekker of eggs and toast with marmalade, piles of crisp bacon, cereal with fresh cream, and lots of orange juice. Mazie spent an hour in front of the mirror in her dressing room, fixing her hair, pinching her cheeks to make them pink, and trying without success to cast a Notice-Me-Not spell on the amazing freckle on the side of her nose. Finally, when they could put it off no longer, the three wizardlings trudged along the lane toward the castle.

Saint Dunsany’s School of Magick for Young Ladies was currently housed in a 16th Century castle — and had only been there for a few months. The Bursar, a nervous little man named Peabody with a beak-like nose and thick-framed black spectacles, met Mazie, Corwyn, and Harvey at the front gate of the campus and led them on an impromptu tour of the grounds. “You will note that the castle is constructed of solid granite blocks and that the campus rests on stable bedrock,” he said. “You can relax and feel perfectly safe here ...”

“Why wouldn’t we feel safe?” asked Harvey.

“Well, the former venue for the school was an 8th Century fortress on a cliff in Cornwall,” said the Bursar. “Unfortunately, the Third Form girls were studying Earth Science. When they came to the unit on Manna and earthquakes, the lasses conducted some rather unfortunate — ahm — experiments. The former school building slid down into the ocean two winters ago. We had to make do with temporary facilities in London until the present castle was — ah — located. But you need have no worry, these grounds are quite stable.”

“Crums! — if the Third Form girls could cause earthquakes that destroyed a fortress, I’d hate to think what the Fourth and Fifth Form girls might be capable of doing,” said Corwyn.

The Bursar’s face went pale. “That’s no matter for joking, young man!”

“I wasn’t joking ...” Corwyn muttered.

• • •
When the Bursar finally led Mazie, Harvey, and Corwyn in through a side door into the main building of Saint Dunsany’s School, they entered a long, narrow hallway with ancient stone walls, hanging tapestries, and rare old oil portraits of long-dead lords and ladies. Some of the faces in the paintings had been painted over with schoolgirl parodies — eyes crossed, tongues sticking out, and arrows going in one ear and out the other. There was a disturbing number of swords, lances, crossbows and bolts, pikes, daggers, and maces in decorative arrangements along the walls. The points on one of the maces appeared to be dripping fresh blood. The scarlet runner carpet on the floor of the corridor was burned in places, and also had what appeared to be holes eaten by acid. There was no sign of the Saint Dunsany’s girls.

“The door on our left leads to the Armory,” said the Bursar. “The castle boasts a number of historic armaments, including the original Warbadger Trebuchet — ahm — used by Joachim the Mad Mage against the Welsh wizards in 1327.”

The three Cumbrian wizardlings could hear giggling and scuffing of feet, but saw no sign of anyone but themselves in the castle. Just before they came to a large cross corridor, there was the sound of stampeding feet and scuffling, but when they came abreast of the great hallway, it was deserted. Once they continued past it, Corwyn heard giggling and grinding behind them. He turned and saw pigtails and bangs peeking at them from around the corner they had just passed. Corwyn Daniels sighed and rubbed his lucky badger’s tooth amulet. 

The Bursar led them up a curving stone staircase that spiraled steeply upward inside the thickness of the castle wall. They emerged onto a hallway in the residential wing and crossed over to a small lounge furnished with overstuffed chairs and a small sofa. There were refreshments on a low coffee table, with a washbasin and pitcher of water on the sideboard. 

“We are attempting to gather all the girls together in the Lecture Hall,” said the Bursar. “We hope to have them corralled within fifteen or twenty minutes. Meanwhile, make yourselves quite at home. Now I’ll go try to find some birdseed for your ... ehm ... familiar.”

“All thangs considered, Ah’d rather be in Philadelphia,” said Mukudor.

• • •
“Well, I guess we’re in for it now,” said Harvey once the Bursar had gone. “I’d sooner have travelled to Witch’s Hat with you ...”

“They’re just a bunch of little girls here,” said Mazie. “How bad can they be?”

“You don’t know what you’re saying,” said Corwyn. “These little witches ...”

“Coming here was mos’ near as stupid as riding with th’ Wild Hunt,” said Mukudor. “Corwyn Daniels, you are so dumb thet ...”

“Careful, birdie-pie —” said Mazie, “or I’ll put you back in your cage.”

“Croopus!” said Harvey. “I vote we do the briefest talk on Aszirol we’ve ever made and absqualate as soon as possible. Or could we just leave now and tell Old Doric we got lost?”

“We promised,” said Corwyn. “A wizard can’t go back on his word.”

“Now thet is about as dumb as anythang yew have ever said, Mugglebrains!” said Mukudor. “Yew misbegotten muck ...”

“Okay, that does it!” said Mazie, and she did a quick Summoning spell for the birdcage. “In you go, Muk-Muk ...”

“Ah’ll feel safer inside here,” said the marsh grackle as he hopped into the bamboo cage. Mazie arranged the Chinese silk scarf over the top.

• • •
Forty-five minutes later, the Bursar returned (with no birdseed), accompanied by a large, lumpy woman with lugubrious eyes and hairy legs. She wore a gathered knee-length organdy dress with an empire waist, narrow wire spectacles, and old-maid’s high-buttoned shoes. Her hair was pulled straight back over the top and sides of her head and bobby-pinned into a messy clump in the back.

“This is Miss Phoebe Bassingstoke,” said the Bursar. “She is our Headmistress here at Saint Dunsany’s, and she will be introducing you to the Assembly.”

“So glad to meet you kiddies,” said the Headmistress, tapping the tips of her fingers together. “We hope you will have a rewarding educational experience in higher thaumaturgic education here. Now if you will, please, just walk this way ...”

Miss Phoebe waddled out into the hallway with a galumphing stride. Harvey shrugged and galumph-waddled out the door after her, followed by Corwyn, Mazie, and the scowling Bursar.

• • •
They walked through a warren of corridors and hallways, down a main flight of stairs, and finally came to the Great Hall. At one end was the big front entrance, with the suit of armor standing next to the Bulletin Board. Greek statues stood at various places along the hall, and there was a small brass cannon with several balls and a keg of powder. Miss Phoebe led the wizardlings to large double-doors of heavy black oak at the rear of the hall and into the school Lecture Hall. The Saint Dunsany’s faculty sat in a row of chairs at the very back of the room. 

Harvey indicating the motley group with his thumb. “And they call our faculty ‘Rumpots and Crackpots ...’ ” he said. 

The Spellcasting Mistress was a plump bimbo who looked like a sparrow; the Webmistress was dressed like a spider with black lace hanging from her shoulders and elbows; the Exotic Lore Mistress was a fat Chinese woman in bib overalls; the History of Magick Instructor was a dwarf; the Potions Mistress looked like Katherine Hepburn pulling the African Queen through a swamp; and the Wandmistress was a surly woman who looked like Humphrey Bogart in drag.

The chamber was full of horrid little St.D. girls, all wearing navy blue pinafores over white blouses, Madeline hats, long black stockings, and sharply-pointed black shoes. On the bodice of each pinafore was the school logo — which Corwyn noticed was a hangman’s noose and iron manacles against a shield of blood red.

The Third Form girls sat at the front of the room with sweet, innocent faces. Their knees were primly together and their dresses smoothed neatly in place. Their big wide eyes regarded Corwyn above their freckled noses and rosy cheeks. Several of these little girls appeared to be making notes on what appeared to be racetrack betting forms.

Behind them, the Fourth Form had mischief written all over their features. They smiled gleefully and whispered among themselves. On the left side of the room, the Fifth Form girls looked strangely demure, while the Sixth Form on the right smiled sweetly from faces made up with eye shadow, lipstick, and blush. The latter wore pinafores that had been shortened to miniskirt length. 

Seated among the Fifth Form girls, Millicent Culpepper elbowed Janandra Millerton in the ribs and smirked. Janandra smiled and ran her hands down the front of her pinafore to smooth the fabric over her painfully thin figure. Maude Chatterleigh sniggered. Janandra fingered the vial of Lamore’s Fey Glamour potion in the pocket of her pinafore.

Corwyn, Harvey, and Mazie followed Miss Phoebe up to the dais at the front of the room and sat on wooden chairs behind the speaker’s podium. The Bursar stood to one side of the stage as the Headmistress stepped up to the lectern and addressed the Assemblage:

“Today, girls, we are honoured to have among us three of the most famous — might I say renowned — students in Wizardom. Children whose vast learning and veneration for Truth is exceeded only by their intellectual achievements and great personal modesty. I refer in these vague, general terms to none other than Mazie MacAlister, Corwyn Daniels, and Harven E. Blankenship ...”

There was a sullen murmuring among the St.D. girls — except for Janandra Millerton and her cronies, who began applauding politely. Eventually, the other Forms caught on and began clapping as well. Two or three girls in the back row whooped and made personal remarks about Mazie’s figure.

Miss Phoebe rapped her wand sharply on the lectern. “Now girls, no rude comments please. A little less noise. These are our guests. We must show courtesy and respect. Thenk you.” She beamed around the room. “And now, to begin our Saturday Morning Seminar, I will ask Miss Mazie MacAlister to take the stand.”

Mazie nervously smoothed the pleats in her skirt, stood erect, and marched over to the podium. She glanced at her notebook and then looked up at the Headmistress, who stepped down off the dais to sit in a big chair in the front row. Mazie began her standard lecture: 

“Well, you see — dragons of the world come in a variety of colours. Not counting Chinese Dragons, of course, which are long and snake-y and generally come in shades of red or gold — European dragons are commonly grey, brown, green, or red ...”

A bunch of the Third Form girls began giggling, and there was a shuffling sound from the Fourth Form. Mazie paused, then cleared her throat and continued:

“Grey and brown dragons are large, slow-moving beasts, not too bright, and seldom have wings. They come in a variety of sizes and shapes. Some look like enormous toads, while others look like snakes or lizards, and still others resemble (if you will excuse the expression) ... uhm ... dinosaurs. Those that do have ...”

At this point, a large over-ripe tomato hit Mazie square in the face. The Pennythraite girl’s mouth dropped open, and she was at a loss for words. Three rotten eggs hit Mazie from different directions at the same time, and their contents dripped down her school sweater.

“Girls — Girls !!! Enough of this !!” shouted Miss Phoebe as she rushed to the podium. She looked around the room with her bleary eyes. “These are our guests !! Behave yourselves this instant, or I’ll ...”

An enormous stinkflower pod hit the Headmistress right square in the mouth, the revolting black juice streaming down her chin. Then the stage was pelted from all directions with stenchbombs, smokers, firesizzlers, squealer stinks, rotten tomatoes and eggs, and a variety of other vile and disgusting objects. Mazie and the Headmistress ducked for cover. A noxious Goo-glob burst over Mazie’s head, and the horrible contents oozed down her freshly-shampooed and styled hair. 

The lights went out. Someone screamed (it sounded like the Bursar). And an enormous thunderclap detonated in the dark ...

• • •
When the lights finally came up, not one of the Saint Dunsany’s girls remained in the chamber. The faculty stood bewildered at the back of the room, the Headmistress and Bursar were covered with dripping muck. Mazie was having conniption-fits about her hair. Corwyn Daniels stood clean and untouched at the rear of the dais, his magestaff held at the ready. His eyes darted around the room. There was no sign of Harvey Blankenship.

“Croopus !! — they’ve got Harvey !!” said Corwyn.

“My Hair !!!” wailed Mazie.

“Never mind that now,” said Corwyn. “I’m very sorry about your hair, but these little witches have kidnapped Harvey !! — We’ve got to find him.”

Corwyn took one look at the faculty and staff cowering at the back of the room. “And I think we’re on our own to do that ...” he added.

• • •
“Get a grip on yourself, my girl,” said Corwyn as the two dashed out into the Great Hall. “Where shall we start?”

“There are two wings to the castle,” said Mazie. “You take the East Wing, and I’ll take the West Wing ...”

“An’ we’ll be in Scotland afore ye ...” said a grackly voice from inside the birdcage.

“Shut up, Mukudor!” said Corwyn Daniels as he sprinted down the corridor leading East. Mazie drew her wand and dashed off in the opposite corridor, the birdcage flapping wildly on her elbow.

The downstairs rooms consisted of offices and classrooms, and were all deserted. Corwyn came at last to a staircase with a blue runner carpet fringed in gold leading upward. He made his way up to the second floor — and found himself in the Fifth Form dormitory. There was no one in sight, but he thought he heard someone weeping from one of the rooms. Corwyn cautiously made his way along the corridor, his magestaff at the ready. There was a door leading into a small study library; and through the doorway, the Cumbrian lad could see a cozy little fireplace burning. Someone inside was sobbing her heart out. Corwyn gripped his staff and leaped into the room.

Before him, seated on a chaise lounge, Corwyn Daniels saw the most lovely girl he’d ever encountered in his lifetime. Her soft hair was spun gold glistening in the firelight, her eyes were two of the fairest stars in all the heavens. The delicate skin on her arms was smooth and creamy, and her long, lovely fingers danced over the strings of a golden harp. Her cheeks were like peaches, and her great dreamy eyes glistened with tears.

“Hello, Corwyn ...” Janandra Millerton said softly. 

Corwyn’s heart beat like a drum inside his chest. “H-hullo,” he stammered awkwardly. “Uhm — have you seen my friend, Harvey?”

“No, of course not ...” murmured Janandra. “What would Harvey be doing here in my chamber? Come, sit next to me.” She began sobbing again.

“What’s the matter?” said Corwyn, setting his magestaff aside on a footstool. He sat down next to the girl and took her hand.

“My name is Janandra ...” she said, brushing the tears from her cheek with the back of her lovely hand. “It’s just that I’m so ... so very sad !!”
“Is there anything that I can do to help?” asked Corwyn.

“No — no, there’s nothing anyone can do to help me,” said Janandra, sniffing into her lilac-scented lace handkerchief. “It’s much too painful and embarrassing to discuss. Some things are just too private for a girl to tell a man — ever. Oh, Corwyn, I know you are so kind and gentle and understanding. But you could never help me. Not — not unless you had the power to grant wishes ...”

“Oh,” said Corwyn. “Well — maybe there is something I can do. Poss — er, that is, my familiar can grant wishes. But he’s far away, in Shalninah. I’ve promised never to ask him to grant wishes unless it’s a real emergency. I can’t abuse his power.”

“I understand perfectly, Corwyn dear ...” said Janandra. “If only you could summon him here. I only need one teeny, tiny little wishgrant. But of course if he’s in Shalninah, you could never summon him all the way here. It would take too much power.”

“Actually, I can,” said Corwyn. “I have a magestaff, you see. It can summon him pandimensionally.”

“It’s too much to ask of you,” said Janandra. She turned away, and her soft golden hair brushed Corwyn’s cheek. “My problems mean nothing to you. Just please go away and leave me to suffer alone.”

“Well, Croopus ...” said Corwyn Daniels. He stood and raised his magestaff above his head.

• • •
In the depths of the Saint Dunsany’s School dungeon, Harvey Blankenship lay tied to a medieval rack. A gaggle of Fourth Form girls gathered ‘round. 

“Crank him up another notch, Zelda!” said Lucinda Briggs. Zelda Gillwater turned the crank, and the ropes on Harvey’s ankles and wrists pulled tighter. Harvey screamed in agony.

“Will you tell us the True Name of Corwyn’s Sand Djinn familiar?” demanded Zelda Gillwater.

“No — never !!” screamed Harvey. 

Zelda cranked the rack another notch or two.

“I think maybe we’re going about this all wrong,” said Katherine Diggs. “The lad is too loyal to his friends. We need him to be loyal to us.”
“And just how do you suggest we go about achieving that?” asked Zelda Gillwater, cranking the rack another notch.

Katherine waited until Harvey stopped screaming. “I suggest we use a little of this ...”
She held up a flask of Avalon Potion #13.

• • •
In the West Wing, Mazie searched in vain for a sign of Harvey. Finally, she came across Minnie Birdhanger, who was leaning casually against a stone wall, her right foot braced on the wall behind her and a wooden clipboard balanced on her knee. The Third Form girl was wearing a green sun visor and was busily scribbling notes on a chart. Beside her, Crosby the Marsh Bogle peered over her shoulder at the odds sheet. The little goblin was the Saint Dunsany’s school mascot.

“Please help me!” gasped Mazie. “Where’s Harvey Blankenship?”

“He’s in Dungeon 5 on sublevel B,” said the freckle-faced girl. “Rack and Love Philtre. The odds are 60 / 40 in favor of Janandra Millerton, who is wooing Corwyn in her dorm wing with Lamore’s Fey Glamour.”

“WHAT ?!?!” howled Mazie.

“Didn’t you know?” Minnie said mildly. “The Fourth Form and Fifth Form are both trying to get the Sand Djinn Dervish away from Corwyn. I can spot you five points if you want to wager on Janandra before the Fourth Form girls administer the potion to Harvey. After that, the odds will change — depending on how Harvey reacts. Chip in a fiver now while the betting is hot.”

“A fiver? — You Third Form girls are making book on who will win?” shrieked Mazie.

“Well — we’re too little to come up with any good plan on our own,” said Minnie. “This way, we make money no matter which way it goes. We play the odds. Corwyn is summoning the Sand Djinn now, so you better place your bets.”

“How much do you expect to make on this bookie operation?” asked Mazie.

“Oh — maybe forty or fifty quid,” said Minnie Birdhanger. “We don’t take newpence or any of that rot. How much you want to bet?”

“Look,” said Mazie. “I’ve got a hundred and twenty-five quid here for travel expenses. Wizard gold of the Realm.”

“I can’t cover that much,” said Minnie.

“I’ll give you the whole lot if you lead me to Corwyn Daniels right now!”
Minnie Birdhanger bit her lip. “You got a deal, lady. I’m just not used to making swag on the square. Follow me.”

The two of them dashed off to the East Wing, followed by Crosby the Marsh Bogle.

CHAPTER 12

Corwyn Daniels held his magestaff above his head and chanted the Summoning that would bring Possywickett back from Shalninah. He was careful to murmur the spell so that no one could hear the Sand Djinn’s True Name.

There came a swirl of dry leaves and a scattering of desert sand formed up into a little whirlwind. Atop the whirling sand was a tiny face. An impish face — on a head shaped like a potato laid on its side. A broad nose like a mushroom, little beady sharp eyes, and a mane of hair like a miniature lion’s, black and ratty. It’s ears were long and floppy like a donkey’s and sharply-pointed; the left ear drooped like a lop. Tiny neck, pipe-cleaner arms, and huge knobby hands with gnarled knuckles. A wide grin split the face from ear-to-ear. The imp stuck out its tongue at Janandra Millerton and gave a loud obnoxious raspberry.

“Behave yourself, my lad,” said Corwyn. “I have a wish I want you to grant for this young lady. Just one wish, and that’s all.”

“You want me to grant HER a wish, Master?” said the Sand Djinn Dervish.

“Yes — she’s only going to ask one small wish.”

“Oooooh, if you say so, Master. But —”

“Just do it,” said Corwyn. “Give her whatever she wishes for.”

“Okay,” said the imp, but he looked dubious. Janandra Millerton smiled a wicked grin.

“I wish —” she said, but was interrupted by a commotion of dashing feet and scrambling arms as Mazie MacAlister, Millie Birdhanger, and Crosby the Marsh Bogle crashed into the room, Mukudor screeching and squawking in the birdcage on Mazie’s elbow.

“WAIT !!” shouted Mazie. “What’s going on here?”

“I have given my little friend here permission to grant one wish for this lovely lady,” said Corwyn. “Only one wish ...”

“I don’t think ...” Mazie began, but before she could say more, Janandra Millerton quickly said:

“I wish that Corwyn Daniels’ familiar would cease to serve him and come to me and be my own familiar for as long as I want!”

“What ?!” gasped Corwyn. 

“Let me get this straight,” said Mazie. “You want his most recent familiar — the little creature that follows him around everywhere? You can’t mean that!”

“That’s exactly what I mean!” said Janandra. “Corwyn gave me his word of honour.” She turned to Possywickett and said: “I wish that Corwyn Daniels’ most recent familiar would cease to serve him and come to me and be my own familiar, serving me in every way exactly as he has served Corwyn in the past for as long as I want him to. I am specifically referring to the little creature that follows him around everywhere!”

Possywickett grinned and turned to Corwyn Daniels. “Must I grant that wish, Master?”

A light dawned in Corwyn’s mind. “Yes, old lad. I gave my word of honour.”

Possywickett twirled around three times, dancing in his little whirlwind of sand, and said: “Granted.”

The door on the bamboo cage in Mazie’s hand flew open, the Chinese silk flew off, and with a squawk, Mukudor hopped out and flew over onto Janandra Millerton’s shoulder. “Wal — Ah nevah woulda believed thet a gal could be as dumb as Corwyn Daniels,” he said. “But you, missy, are even more stupid than that idiot. Yew are a woesome wad of wacky wigglebottomed wench; a tactless terror of tangle-haired tart; a preposterous pile of pixilated putritude. Yer a geeky, gangly gob of glamourless git. Crick, Crick Cree ...”
Lamore’s Fey Glamour spell faded away, leaving Janandra Millerton a homely, lanky, bony-faced girl with blemishes. 

“If mah dawg had a face like yours, Ah’d shave th’ other end and teach him ta walk backwards ... Chick, Chick, Jeeeb!” Mukudor ruffled his feathers and shook his tail. “Yer a great gleekin’ fen-sucked moldwarp!”

“But this isn’t the Sand Djinn Dervish !!” shrieked Janandra. 

“No — this is his most recent familiar,” said Mazie. “The one that follows him around everywhere while the Sand Djinn is off in Shalninah.”

“Yew got jess what yew wished fer, blunderbrains!” said Mukudor. “Ah’m yer new little frenn. Mah name is Mukudor. Ah’m yer tormentuensis, yer harassing sidekick; Ah’m here to pestheckle the daylights outa yew. Jess like Ah did fer thet idiot Corwyn Daniels ... Crick, Crick, Jeeb!”
Minnie Birdhanger and Crosby the Marsh Bogle were laughing their insides out. Corwyn Daniels was apoplectic with laughter. Without Lamore’s Fey Glamour, Janandra was just another gangling Saint Dunsany’s Fifth Form girl in all her adolescent wrath. Her enchantment over Corwyn was broken. She turned furiously on Mazie MacAlister.

“You little witch!” shrieked Janandra Millerton, her blemishes turning a fiery red. “You think you’re so fancy smart, just because you wear expensive Shetland mammoth sweaters and have pretty hair and that beauty mark on the side of your pert little nose! Well, I’m here to tell you, miss smarty-pants — I’ll get even with you some day. Just wait and see !!” 

With that, Janadra turned on her heel and stalked out of the room, followed closely by Mukudor the Pestheckler. Mazie blinked her eyes several times in wonder. “Beauty mark?” she gasped, raising her hand to her cheek. “She said I have a beauty mark on my nose? What beauty mark ...?”

“Come on,” said Corwyn Daniels. “We’ve still got to rescue Harvey. Then I vote we get out of this place and catch the next train home to Cumbria. To heck with that stupid lecture ...”

“I think we’ll need to use Possywickett to get us home,” Mazie whispered in Corwyn’s ear as they dashed out the room. “I spent all the money for our train fare.”

Minnie Birdhanger chewed her lip for a moment, then turned to the Marsh Bogle and said: “You know, Crosby, that Corwyn Daniels is kinda cute ...”

• • •
They found Harvey in Saint Dunsany’s Tropical Conservatory Greenhouse, seated on a wicker lounge under a date palm with half-a-dozen Fourth Form girls stroking his hair and feeding him peeled grapes. Tropical flowers bloomed in the thick greenery that surrounded them, and Harvey was rhapsodic: “My love is bounteous as the seven seas,” Harvey was saying. “You are each lovelier than the starry climes of Andalusia, and your ruby lips are sweeter than the dearest nectar of Eden ...”

“What’s with Harvey?” asked Corwyn. 

“Avalon Love Philtre #13,” said Mazie. “It affects everyone differently. “

“Oh please, tell us your secrets, dear sweet Harvey,” cooed one of the Fourth Form girls. 

“Gladly, my love,” said Harvey. “My heart is open to you as the shell of the Golden Conch opens to reveal it’s hidden pearl, and in my heart that pearl is the purest love.”

“But what about the Sand Djinn?” asked another girl.

“The Sands of Time flow through the Hourglass of my Love for all of you,” said Harvey. “Your sweet faces — each and every one — are more intoxicating than any Gin.”

“Ca-mon, Harv — time to go home,” said Corwyn Daniels. 

“But I don’t want to leave ...” said Harvey, smiling foolishly at the nearest three girls. “I like it here.”

Corwyn Daniels turned to Possywickett and said: “Make it so, Number One.”

Harvey said to the nearest girl, “Two of the fairest stars in all the heavens, having some business elsewhere, do beseech ...”

The Sand Djinn Dervish grinned and said: “Yes, Master.” He spun around three times in a whirlwind — and Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey found themselves back at the entrance gate in front of Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts.

“There’s no place like home,” said Mazie MacAlister.

CHAPTER 13

Scheherazade Academy in London seemed tame after Saint Dunsany’s School. This was in spite of the fact that most of the students there were delinquent wizardlings — misfits and wild talents too disruptive to attend traditional wizard schools. The Scheherazade Irregulars were tough, streetwise kids with nicknames like Sideways, Cruncher, Cast, and Squeaky. These were a whole different breed of young wizards than those Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey had known before. 

The school was housed on the top floor of an inner-city hotel. It featured a multidimensional elevator, talking doors, disappearing windows, and endlessly long hallways. The thirty or so students ranged in age from eight to eighteen, with temperaments all they way from hyperactive to homicidal. Everyone at the school went by nicknames — even the faculty. 

Matador and Maestro, the two instructors of the school, had their hands full trying to channel the kid’s destructive energies into battling crime.

Corwyn and Harvey were delighted to find a school where the students had worse behaviour problems than the lads at Gallimaufriars ...

• • •
A boy called Busker met them in the lobby of the Scheherazade and took them up the talking elevator (named Otitis) to the thirteenth floor of the twelve-story hotel. In the Common Room, they met Headmaster de Valencia, better known as Matador, and the other instructor, Professor Finnegan, who was called Maestro. The Long Step students sat, stood, or lay around before the fire on an assortment of overstuffed chairs, divans, and other furnishings. A few of the inmates were sullen, while one or two seemed friendly; but most were flippant and insolent. They made a few rude comments and catcalls during the black dragon presentation. But after Corwyn’s experience at Saint Dunsany’s, these kids were a welcome contrast.

When Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey had finished the standard lecture on Aszirol the black dragon, there was only a smattering of applause. Most of the Long Step students got up and left the room without comment. Two students called Polt and Limewise walked up to the Cumbrian wizardlings. “Care to come join us at the Konig to see the show we put on?” said Limewise, a pimply-faced boy of about fourteen.

“You put on shows?” said Mazie.

The boy grinned. “As part of our training, students here at Long Step perform at the Konig theatre four times a month. The shows we put on are a mix of circus acts and old-fashioned stage magic. Students come and students go at Long Step, but the shows we do at the Konig go on. It’s become popular entertainment with Mundaes who like to see other people do amazing things. 

“Why do they call your school ‘Long Step?’ ” asked Harvey. 

Limewise replied: “Most of the students here were formerly enrolled at one of the other magick academies. We’re the problem children, the tough boys, the troublemakers. Mostly, we just don’t like Rules — except Sideways and Eubee. Keep away from those guys. They make their own Rules. I’m not any goody two-shoes myself, but at least I’m not homicidal.”

“For many of us, Scheherazade was the last alternative before prison,” Limewise’s companion Polt explained. “And that’s how the school got its nickname. The ‘long step’ is the last thing you take on the gallows — before hitting the end of a short rope.” 

“Oh — that’s grim!” said Mazie.

“Crums!” said Harvey. “I guess that puts you lads in bad with the local constables.”

“Far from it,” said Polt. She was a sweet young girl dressed in white, with a high forehead, a widow’s peak hiding under soft brown bangs, and dark eyebrows that nearly met above her nose. “The shows at the Konig are only one of the non-traditional forms of education we use here. We also solve mysteries. It’s part of our training. The Ministry of Wizardry frequently calls on Scheherazade students to help with criminal investigations too magickal for Scotland Yard to solve.”

Mazie looked over the frail, eleven-year-old girl and smiled dubiously.

“Polt’s not a delinquent,” Limewise explained. “She’s a ‘wild talent’ — a non-wizard with inborn psionic abilities, a poltergeist child. Rocks fell on the roofs of houses where Polt used to live, pots and pans flew around kitchens when she was upset, and delicate figurines of rare and venerable antiquity smashed to pieces when she was hurt. All without her knowledge or malicious intent. Polt’s Mundae parents finally sent her to Scheherazade when they couldn’t deal with her unconscious manifestations anymore. Polt is not a troublesome girl and is by no means a juvenile offender. She’s a Mundae by birth — and couldn’t cast a magick spell to save her life. Her poltergeist attacks are wild and unmanageable, but she herself wouldn’t hurt a fly.”

“We’d better get going now, or we’ll be late for the show,” said Polt.

The five wizardlings took the lift to the lobby and walked out of the hotel. Polt and Limewise led the way to a bus stop, where they all boarded a Mundae bus that would take them to the Konig Theatre. Harvey and Corwyn had never ridden on a double-deck London bus before, so the group all climbed up to the roof where the Long Step kids could point out landmarks and scenery along the way.

• • •
Twilight had fallen over the West End of London when the bus arrived. The marquee lights and illumined statues on the façade of the Konig Theatre glowed like amber in the evening dusk. On the sidewalk outside the ticket box, two other Long Step students were spruiking at the people passing by. Busker played music on his guitar while a boy named Soap stood on a detergent crate and railed at the crowd to “Step right up, ladies and gentlemen ...”

The matinée had been cancelled that afternoon for the black dragon lecture, but the evening performance was about to begin. Polt and Limewise said there would be juggling and “Magic-with-no-K” — sleight-of-hand and prestidigitation stuff. This would be followed by what Professor Finnigan called “recreational nonsense” — fake mind reading, spoon-bending, and psychic weight lifting. 

Standing on his wooden box, eight-year-old Soap brandished a bamboo cane in the air as he shouted his ballyhoo: “That’s right ladies and gents, we’re gonna have a really great show right here. Step right up for the big show! Gather around and don’t miss what we’re gonna do — it’s all fantastic and it’s starting right now! This is the show you’ve read about, the one you’ve heard your neighbors talking about — and here it is, all live, right here, and starting in just a few moments!”

Polt and Limewise led Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey into the theatre foyer. Just inside the entrance, MakeMe was selling tickets from the glass ticket booth, while Magpie and Cherryline acted as ushers and coat-check girls. A meek fat boy called Grievous took the Cumbrian guests backstage, while Polt and Limewise dashed off to the dressing room to get ready for their act.

The three wizardlings from Cumbria looked out at the stage from the wings. Two of the taller Long Step boys were performing an amazing juggling act with switchblades. There was a wooden post mounted at one side of the stage with a machete sticking into the top. A volunteer from the audience stood Center Stage between the two jugglers with a cigar in his mouth, and the flashing knives passed in front of and behind his head as he stood perfectly still with wide, terrified eyes. Each time a blade flashed in front of his nose, it trimmed half-an-inch off the end of the cigar. When the stub of the cigar was less than an inch long, one of the jugglers threw his knife like a dagger and pinned the rest of the stogie to the wooden post.

Then another pair of kids — a boy and a girl — walked onstage. A woman was chosen from the audience and asked to hold a rose between her teeth. The boy then handcuffed the girl’s left hand to her right ankle so that she had to balance on one leg. He then handed her a bullwhip, which she began cracking with loud reports. To make it more interesting, she also held a sword crosswise between her teeth while cracking the whip with one hand. Finally, she nipped the rose out of the volunteer’s mouth with one smart Crack of the whip. 

“Who’s that girl?” whispered Mazie.

“We call her Whiplash ...” said Grievous. “Here comes The Great Lamborghini ...”

“He’s your magician?” asked Mazie.

“Well, the stage magic is actually performed by a different student each show,” said Grievous. “Tonight it’s Scoudrous, I think ...”

The magician strode onstage wearing a black cape and a wide Mississippi riverboat gambler’s hat. He was attended by three of the Long Step girls wearing black leather miniskirts, black knee boots, and chains. The tricks were the usual sort of magic things one sees on Mundae television performed by Copperstone or Blackfield, but each with a rather grim twist. 

The Great Lamborghini called for volunteers from the audience and selected a fat little American girl with red hair and orange freckles. One of the attendants injected the child’s forearm with a huge hypodermic syringe — which the magician explained was full of novocaine to kill the pain.

“It’s a retracting needle that doesn’t even penetrate the skin,” Grievous explained in a whisper offstage. “Just water in the glass tube. The machete is gaffed with a trick blade and a rubber bulb full of fake blood.”

The Great Lamborghini pulled the machete from the post and sharpened it dramatically with an old-fashioned butcher’s hone. He then held the volunteer’s hand with his left hand and used his right hand to savagely chop deep into her arm with the machete. A great gout of blood gushed from what appeared to be the nearly-severed forearm. The girl’s eyes went wide in horror — but when the magician removed the machete, her skin was unbroken. The child returned to her seat with her arm and dress covered with dripping blood.

“The blood’s like disappearing ink,” said Grievous. “It’ll vanish from her dress after she leaves the theatre. Just chemistry, not magick.” 

When one of the leather-clad girls brought the props offstage, Corwyn and Mazie were allowed to examine the trick machete to see the part of the blade that pivoted in the middle.

The crowd loved it. Everyone applauded — except for one heckler who booed and jeered. The Great Lamborghini ignored the lout and went on to make snakes appear out of thin air. He swallowed flaming torches, made a Zombie ball float around the stage, and walked through a solid brick wall. The audience clapped and cheered after each trick — except for the heckler with the black mustache. This obnoxious young man made rude remarks during the act, booed and hissed during the applause, and once threw a rotten tomato at the performer. His wife looked embarrassed at his behaviour. 

For the Finale, The Great Lamborghini presented Houdini’s Siberian Chain Escape, selecting the heckler with the black mustache as his volunteer. The man swaggered and made insolent comments as the leather-clad Long Step girls ushered him onstage. Two sets of chains and padlocks were produced, and both men were chained in exactly the same manner. The Great Lamborghini explained that they needed to escape on the count of three. Persian rugs were draped over each of their hands. The assistants orchestrated the audience to count in unison:

“One — Two — Three !!!”

The Great Lamborghini flung aside his Persian rug, his wrists now free and the chain-and-padlock dangling at his side.

The heckler swore and struggled with his manacles. The magician walked over and peeked underneath the other Persian rug. Then he leaned an elbow on the man’s shoulder and said:

“Perhaps you didn’t understand. The idea is to escape on the count of three. Let’s try it again. One — Two — Three !!!”
The man with the black mustache threw off the rug and began hopping around the stage, twisting and struggling against the chains. The Great Lamborghini watched in amusement. 

The audience began chanting “One — Two — Three !!!” over and over again like a litany.

Finally, the heckler stood silently Center Stage and glared at the magician in a black rage. The Great Lamborghini smiled and said casually, “What’s it worth to you to get out, lad?”

The act ended with the man’s wife coming up on stage, removing the heckler’s wallet from his hip pocket, and handing £50 over to the magician in exchange for a key to the padlock. The man left the stage and the theatre amid thundering applause.

• • •
Polt and Limewise performed during Intermission. 

Very few of the audience members left their seats during Intermission; they were absolutely captivated by singing of the delicate girl on stage, her lovely voice filling the entire hall. Limewise played accompaniment on classical guitar. It was not only the audience members who were entranced by the girl’s singing voice — even Tough and Sideways looked dreamy-eyed, and Professor Finnegan stood in the wings swaying in time to the music as he listened.

Grievous explained: “One of Polt’s compelling natural talents is called ‘Angelsong’ — the ability to enrapture people with the haunting loveliness of her voice. Professor de Valencia says it’s a compensatory talent under the Law of Payment for all her negative manifestations. She can’t do a magick spell or use a wand to save her life, and that breaks her heart. But her singing could bring tears to the eyes of a mermaid.”

When Polt finished, there was no applause. It took people several moments to come out of the rapture of her Angelsong. The girl simply stopped singing, stood up from the stool on which she was perched, and inclined her head with a winsome smile. The curtains fell and she walked offstage. It was not until Polt was in the wings that someone began to clap, then another and another — then a crescendo of applause filled the Konig Theatre till it shook the rafters.

• • •
The second half of the show consisted of Professor Finnegan’s “recreational nonsense.” There were old classic sideshow gaffs done with mirrors and stuffed monsters in crates that people in the audience could come up and see if they paid a few coins extra. There was the Electric Girl, the Seal Boy, the Headless Scotsman, the Ethiopian Glass Eater, and other carnival favorites. Froggy Moggy, the cat with no front legs and beloved school mascot at Long Step, hopped around on stage like a kangaroo. For talking to dead people, one of the older students pretended to be a medium and held a séance.

“There’s no magick to that at all,” said Grievous. “Busker and Soap listen to people talking as they come in the front door before the show; and then they send a crib sheet backstage to whoever’s doing medium. The audience eats it up. Harrumph! Uri Geller move over ...”

• • •
When the Cumbrian students were packing for their return trip, Headmaster Valencia called Corwyn to his office alone. 

“Your Headmaster asked me to pass this information on to you. The London Stone Collegium is a nationwide meeting of British wizards that is convened when the London Stone summons them. 

“The London Stone is an ancient stone, said to be the place from which the Romans measured all distances in Britannia. You, Corwyn, are invited to London next year to attend the Collegium and lecture on dragon-riding. You will be staying here at Long Step during the event.”

“I see,” said Corwyn.

The Matador continued: “Rest assured that you will be here as a distinguished guest of the school and not as one of our students.”

“Better than being an inmate,” said Corwyn.

Little did Corwyn Daniels know that the next murder case the Scheherazade Irregulars would investigate would be one in which Corwyn himself was to be one of the Homicide victims ...

But that’s another story.

CHAPTER 14

Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey strolled along Knockendarroch Road, the magickal shopping district in Edinburg, Scotland, doing a little sightseeing while looking for a few odds and ends they might need before their upcoming trip to Kingsbridge Academy. Corwyn used his magestaff as a walking stick as they sauntered along.

“Croopus! I can’t believe Old Doric gave us ten quid apiece to go shopping,” said Harvey as he looked in store windows that lined the cobblestone street.

“Kingsbridge is a bit more respectable than the other schools we’ve visited so far,” said Mazie. “He wants you to make a good impression.”

“It wouldn’t take much to be more respectable than Saint Dunsany’s,” muttered Corwyn.

The wizardlings passed the local branch of Alivan’s Master Wandmakers shoppe, walked by an alchemical supply house called The Copper Kettle, and finally came to Dahgwort’s Emporium. 

Mazie said: “No, Harvey — you can’t go in Dahgwort’s. Remember what happened last time you bought something there.”

“I changed her back again ...” blurted Harvey.

“Yeah, but you got us all ten Demerits and three weeks of Detention,” said Corwyn. “No Dahgwort’s this trip.”

In the window of Another Man’s Treasure, the magickal pawnshop, something caught Harvey’s eye, and he pressed his nose to the plate glass. It was a marvelous antique spyglass, made of ornate polished brass covered with cloisonné and inset with a strange jeweled compass. The needle of the compass didn’t seem to point in any one direction, but drifted around laconically. 

“Crums! That thing is fantawsome!” said Harvey. Corwyn and Mazie shrugged and followed their friend into the shop. The place was full of wizardly junk — yellowed old copies of Mages’ Home Journal, faded and mended robes, collectible Victorian children’s paraphernalia, outdated jars of herbs and potions, a stupid-looking old vocative witch’s hat that talked nonsense, and a stuffed Fiji mermaid. Harvey went directly to the window display, picked up the spyglass, and looked through the eyepiece.

“What do you see?” asked Corwyn.

“Not much,” said Harvey, who then began fiddling with focus ring and examining various carvings, buttons, and filigree on the telescope.

The shop’s proprietor was a fat, earnest fellow named Bucephalus Matthews, who looked like he might be the brother of Tweedle Dee and Tweedle Dum from Alice in Wonderland. The little man bustled over and said: “How much will you give me for that thing?”

Harvey said: “There’s no price tag on it.”

Matthews sighed. “I kept changing the price for several years, but finally gave up.”

Mazie asked: “What is that thing, anyway?”

“A peculiar old sea mage pawned it maybe thirty or forty years ago,” Matthews replied. “Never came back for it. I don’t recall him saying anything about how it works or where it came from. He was a strange fellow with a big earring.”

Mazie rolled her eyes and said to Harvey, “Look — it’s just a piece of junk, Harv. Let’s get out of here.”

Harvey said: “I dunno. I kinda like it. How much do you want for it?”

The proprietor said: “Make an offer.”

Corwyn, whose rule of bargaining was to never make the first offer, said: “Mister, any offer Harvey would make would be so embarrassingly low that you’d be insulted and throw us out of here.”

Harvey said: “Three shillings, tuppence.”

Mazie said: “Harvey — the gems on it alone are worth a hundred times that!”

“Stifle it, Mazie ...” hissed Corwyn Daniels.

Bucephalus Matthews said: “Sold.”

• • •
The next day, Corwyn Daniels pulled Detention for selling Benjie Newton an enchanted quill pen that would always write the correct answer for simple math problems. Corwyn thought it was a bit unfair for himself to get Detention for this, since the pen actually worked as he claimed it would. But Benjie had used the pen on a Mathmagickal examination, and Wandmaster St. Luke considered that a form of cheating; so both lads were punished (albeit not equally).

Benjie had to help Garnsworth the Hobelf polish Headmaster Grimwalter’s personal collection of bone china, while Corwyn was told to report to the machine shed behind the Headmaster’s living quarters to help the Wandmaster with ... unspecified tasks. 

When Corwyn Daniels showed up in the cobblestone alley behind the old stationmaster’s house, he found the aging hippie mage wearing a pair of torn and badly-stained old Persian pajamas with the sleeves and pant legs rolled up. 

“What’s up?” Corwyn asked.

The Wandmaster said: “You lads and Mazie are headed for Kingsbridge next week to lecture on the black dragon. We need to get the Beardmore ready for the trip.”

Corwyn’s eyes brightened. “The Beardmore? Croopus! Do we get to ride in that? Crums! — I’ll be glad to help work on the Beardmore ...”

Only a few weeks earlier, Wandmaster St. Luke had driven Corwyn to Whitehaven for the lad’s memorable trip to Grackleflint’s — the House with the Witch’s Hat. It had been the first time in his life that Corwyn had actually ridden in an automobile, and he had been very curious to find out how such mechanical contraptions work. It was the general understanding among the Gallywog lads that cars generally work on the little-understood principal of Science.

Corwyn and Master St. Luke walked past several little shacks and outbuildings to the machine shed, which served as garage and home to the Beardmore. The Wandmaster unlatched the door and swung it open.

The Beardmore — a 1954 Mark VII London taxicab considered in its day to be the Rolls-Royce among cabs — stood gleaming inside the shed. This particular limousine was a burgundy-and-black two-toned model, with separate headlights and great black fenders like a 1930s-vintage car. The Beardmore was a positively magnificent vehicle. The burgundy hood and side-panels were kept polished to a dazzling luster. The tall chrome radiator and headlight trim, the bumpers, and the wheel covers all gleamed like burnished silver, while the fenders and roof shone deep black like obsidian.

The interior of the Beardmore was even more elegant. The rear compartment was tall enough that a gentleman could enter and seat himself without removing his high top hat. The leather on the high-backed seats was of the finest dragonhide, while the walls and roof were upholstered in plush Shetland mammoth wool. In the driver’s compartment, there was a leather-covered steering wheel, a walnut-finished dashboard with chrome dials and Bakelite knobs, a gear-shift lever, a clutch, and a pedal on the floor which activated the hydraulically-actuated brakes. But there was no gas pedal! 

• • •
That had seemed odd to Corwyn, who didn’t know much about Mundae technology. He had been almost certain that all Mundae automobiles had gas pedals. In place of the ignition switch, there was an old-fashioned acoustic brass speaking tube with a small trumpet-shaped mouthpiece, which the Wandmaster used to command the car’s movements.

Corwyn had been privileged to learn the secret of the Beardmore’s locomotive power — a secret which he had never revealed to his mates: the taxi was powered by Sckroggits!

“I’ve been upgrading the mill,” said St. Luke. “We’ve got a full four horse power now. I need you to help me change the plugs and grease the skids.”

Corwyn smiled and nodded, but he didn’t understand a word of what the Wandmaster had said.

Alastair St. Luke grabbed an oil can and grease gun from a nearby shelf and handed them to Corwyn. He then walked out the back door of the machine shed and returned carrying a heavy pasteboard box tied with twine. There were three circular holes punched in each side of the box, and strange clumping sounds came from within. St. Luke set the box down on a workbench, walked over to the front of the Beardmore, and unlatched the bonnet. He lifted the hood and dropped in a bag-full of tiny watercress sandwiches, which Corwyn understood to be the taxi’s fuel.

Corwyn peered inside the engine compartment. There — where an ordinary automobile would normally have wires and spark plugs and maybe a carburetor or two — Corwyn Daniels saw a miniature factory floor with cages and pulleys and conveyor belts and squirrel cages attached to the walls and floors manned and operated by a hoard of Sckroggits. 

The little imps were dressed in coveralls the hues of Gallimaufriars school colours and wearing little white hats. Some of the imps ran in squirrel cages with pulleys attached to the hub, while others turned cranks and adjusted dials or made notes on miniature clipboards. One Skroggit sat on an exercise bike with the chain attached to the gear on its wheel turning a generator mounted on the wallboard. 

A team of the little imps sitting on wooden benches arrayed along a power train were manfully pulling on oars that turned the cams on the crankshaft. These were supervised by a Skroggit wearing a red cap who shouted into a miniature megaphone: “Stroke — stroke — stroke ...” 

There were gears and pulleys everywhere, and a large dial on the inside of the right fender had an arrow pointing to the word ‘Idle’ on a gauge where other divisions read: ‘Go Faster’ — ‘Slow down’ — ‘Ready to Shift’ — and ‘Full Stop.’ A number of lady Skroggits wearing green caps were gathering the sandwiches and distributing them to the various workstations. Corwyn saw the speaker end of the brass trumpet mounted on the firewall between the engine chamber and the driver’s compartment.

All this Corwyn Daniels had seen before — but there were some new elements to the Beardmore’s drive train which had not been there before. 

The benches upon which the Skroggits sat had been modified into a wooden framework, whereby each individual seat slid forward-and-back on little grooved wooden runners, something like a rowing exercise machine seat. Some of the seats squeeked and scratched as the imps moved them.

“You grease the skids while I change the plugs,” said the Wandmaster. He handed Corwyn the grease gun and showed him where to squirt goo under the little benches.

The most notable change in the Beardmore’s engine compartment was the addition of a four-spindle capstan with a series of gears at the bottom that ratcheted into the taxi’s driveshaft. The spindles attached to the capstan were turned by four tiny horses that walked very slowly in a circular enclosure on the floor of the engine factory.

Corwyn had never seen horses like these. Each was barely six inches tall, and they were all sway-backed, broken down, and flea-bitten. Flies buzzed around the little nags, who laconically flicked their tails to ward off the pests. 

“Genuine Mexican Plugs!” muttered Alastair St. Luke. “That’s the last time I’ll buy horselets on the internet ...”

The Wandmaster unlatched the little horses from their harnesses and set them free on the garage floor. He then opened the pasteboard box and gingerly lifted out a beautiful miniature Clydesdale draft horse that was fully three-quarters of an inch taller than the swayback nags. He lowered it into place and carefully harnessed it to the capstan. Corwyn saw three more spirited little draft horses in the pasteboard box, and watched in fascination as St. Luke lifted each one out and installed it under the hood.

“Finestkind,” said the Wandmaster as the little horses began walking briskly in a circle, turning the winch of the capstan. He fitted tiny oat-filled feed sacks to each horse’s muzzle.

“Don’t just stand there gawping, lad,” said St. Luke, raising one eyebrow — and Corwyn Daniels hastened to grease the skids.

“Sorry, sir,” said Corwyn. “It’s just that I’m always fascinated to learn about how Science really works ...”

• • •
The following Monday was the scheduled day of departure for the Kingsbridge lecture, and Old Doric had assigned Wandmaster St. Luke to drive the wizardlings to the academy in Kent. Corwyn and Harvey climbed into the back seat of the Beardmore, and the Wandmaster set off along the road to Ennerdale till they came to Pennythraite Academy. 

This was Harvey’s first ride in the Beardmore, and he made funny faces whenever Wandmaster St. Luke shouted into the brass speaking tube. They picked up Mazie, who was wearing a stylish Hrolf Lowrobin school uniform in the Pennythraite colors of emerald green with burgundy-and-gold trim. Her hair was styled and fragrant.

“Fancy!” commented Corwyn Daniels.

Mazie looked at him from the corner of her eye. “Your Headmaster spoke with Mistress Cawruthers. Old Doric is really obsessed with us making a good impression at Kingsbridge.”

“Where is Kingsbridge, anyway?” asked Harvey.

“Somewhere between Castlecombe and North Wraxall in Wiltshire,” said Mazie. “Possibly in Wiltun Downs. They keep the location a deeply-guarded secret.”

“Look, if we don’t know where the bally school is, how can we drive there?” said Harvey, who was fiddling with his magickal spyglass and trying to see things through it out the windows.

“Beats me,” said Mazie.

• • •
They headed south through half a dozen English shires, bound for the Cotswolds. After a great deal of driving along winding roads and past quaint little villages, the Beardmore came at last to the village of Castlecombe. The travellers enjoyed lunch at a little Mundae restaurant that served wonderful food, after which the wizardlings clambered back into the car and the Wandmaster headed the Beardmore out into the countryside. About thirteen miles from town, they came to a little red-clay-tile building that looked like a cross between a round barn and a miniature railroad roundhouse. 

When the car pulled to a stop, a man in a railroad porter’s uniform emerged and spoke to the Wandmaster through the driver’s window of the Beardmore. Wandmaster St. Luke showed the man a letter of introduction. The man nodded, then ran to open one of the big doors that led into the roundhouse. The inside of the building was built around a turntable in the form of a huge disk. The hippie mage drove the Beardmore in and up a small ramp onto the raised platform. 

“Hold onto your hats!” said Wandmaster St. Luke as the porter shifted a great lever that was high as his waistcoat, and the platform began to spin slowly counter-clockwise. Gradually, the turntable began to increase in speed. Faster and faster. Corwyn’s eyes blurred as the walls of the building spun past in dizzying motion.

“I’m getting seasick!” moaned Harvey as the platform whirled at even higher speed. Mazie sat with her hands held tightly over her eyes. Faster and faster yet the Beardmore spun on the turntable. Corwyn began to feel extremely light-headed.

The next thing they knew, they were driving along a quaint country lane lined with green hedges that bloomed with blue morning glories that grew profusely over them. Corwyn shook his head and checked the wrist-horologe he’d bought at a jewelry shoppe in Knockendarroch Road. It was now an hour-and-a-half after their lunch in Castlecombe !!

“How long have we been driving from that roundhouse?” he asked the Wandmaster.

“Who cares?” replied Alastair St. Luke, grinning at him over the back of the driver’s seat.

“Keep you eyes on the road, if you please!” said Harvey. 

The Beardmore was now winding its way down into a misty glen, the road was slowly becoming obscured by shrouds of fog that rose from the marshy embankments. They bumped over a stone bridge and around a few curves, then up a gradual incline. St. Luke waved his wand out the driver’s window and spellcast: “Tåge Fejl Begonie!”

The mist parted and the road began to rise. Corwyn Daniels could make out ahead of them, materializing atop a solitary and rather craggy hillside — Kingsbridge Academy of Magickal Studies. 

The Academy was a cluster of cream-coloured villas with red roofs. According to the guidebook that Mazie had brought along, Kingsbridge was built in the eleventh century by a little-known and very disreputable knight named Sir Robert the Bludgeoner. 

“Who was this Robert the Bludgeoner, anyway?” said Harvey. 

Mazie grinned wickedly. “They say the ghosts of his victims still roam the hallways and corridors of Kingsbridge, their arms, legs, and faces covered with blood, wounds, and scars as they bemoan their lack of a pleasant afterlife. Ghastly!”

“Crums!” said Harvey.

The original castle had been added onto several times over the centuries. The low, three-story main building sprawled over nearly two acres, not counting the several small, freestanding buildings that surrounded it. The stone had been stuccoed over in the Nineteenth Century so that the buildings were off-white instead of the usual stone-grey that most people think of for castles. The many-gabled roofs were made of red clay tile imported from Andalusia. From the middle of the central roof rose a tall, steepled clock tower. 

The Beardmore crossed a heavy-planked drawbridge at the bottom of the hill. Harvey looked down the precipitous, lichen-covered bank at the scum that floated on the moat beneath. “Yuck — what’s that thing down there?” 

Mazie leaned over him to look at the repulsive eight-foot-tall creature standing in murky, algae-covered water. “Bog Troll,” she said, and sat back. “They act as guards. The moat is full of them.”

Harvey gulped, his body twitching. “Trolls? Do they eat students?”

“Not as long as you stay out of their throats,” Mazie replied. 

On the other side of the drawbridge was a stone-paved road that wound up the steep hillside and then through a stone gate that was the only break in a long, low perimeter wall. The Beardmore pulled into a large open courtyard and stopped before a tall pair of carved oak doors. Corwyn, Harvey, and Mazie climbed out of the taxi.

Wandmaster St. Luke leaned out the window of the Beardmore and said: “All right, kiddies; just remember this: When you walk through a storm, hold your head up high — and they’ll call you ‘Chief Rain-In-The-Face.’ ”

The aging hippie pulled his head back into the car, put it in gear, and shouted into the brass speaking tube: “For’ard-Hooooo!” before driving away.

As the three wizardlings watched the Beardmore vanish into the distance, Corwyn muttered: “You know, I still wonder about that guy ...”

The school was like a sprawling Italian villa, with several single-story buildings of cream-colored stucco walls and red tile roofs. As the Cumbrian wizardlings entered Kingsbridge through the front doors, Harvey said: “Well, this is certainly a cut above the architecture at Gallimaufriars.” 

Corwyn said: “The Victoria Station loo is a cut above Galley ...”
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CHAPTER 15

That evening, the Kingsbridge Dining Hall was crowded. The tables were full of empty plates and platters; the meal was over. Headmaster Balfour, a rather short man with wild, flyaway hair like Albert Einstein’s, stood on a little box behind the lectern at the front of the room. Corwyn, Harvey, and Mazie stood to the left of the podium. 

Professor Balfour spoke in a pontifical voice: “I am gratified to announce that Barrie House has been selected to host our young visitors from Cumbria, who have come to us to give a lecture tomorrow afternoon on the fascinating subject of black dragons.”

While the Headmaster rambled on, several of the Kingsbridge girls at the Barrie House table whispered their first impressions of the trio. 

“Oh, that Corwyn Daniels is so cute!” whispered Penny Miller. 

Lucinda Davis replied, “I think that Harvey kid has ‘animal magnetism.’ And look at the girl’s school uniform! Spellish! It’s just got me chewing my lipstick!”

Mazie’s outfit was very stylish compared with the Kingsbridge outfits. 

Colette Nicholson, who knows all the Kingsbridge scuttlebutt, said: “Corwyn Daniels actually rode the black dragon Aszirol into the lava of a live volcano!”

The Kingsbridge girls squealed their delight.

“A little less noise there, girls!” admonished the Headmaster.

• • •
After the Hall was dismissed, the Barrie House Proctor approached Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey to introduce himself. “Hello there,” he said. “My name is Jack Davis, and I’m to be your official guide during your stay here. You boys will be staying with me in Barrie House, and you Miss MacAlister, will bunk with my sister Lucy.” 

The trio of Cumbrian wizardlings retrieved their luggage and followed Jack. On the way to the dorm, they ran into Penny and Lucy, who were giggling in the Front Hall. Jack introduced everyone and told Penny and Lucy that Mazie will be lodging with them in their dorm room. 

Corwyn bowed. Harvey scratched his nose. Penny blushed; Lucy giggled.

“Is it true that you actually survived swimming in volcano lava?” asked Penny.

“No, not really ...” said Corwyn. “But it was a close call. I remembered a Word of High Power just before we hit the lava, and that saved the day.”

“Oooooh — what word was that?” asked Penny.

Corwyn looked nonchalant. “Oh, that was ‘Udbyttelyrke’ — it gives temporary command over dragons. Hostilities must cease, and the wizard has 150 words to convince the dragon not to attack. This allows the wizard to parlay with a dragon — assuming the dragon wants to listen and that the wizard has anything to say that will change its mind.”

“And you tamed him in 150 words?” said Penny.

“Er — well, no. Not exactly ...” said Corwyn.

“It gave us time to catch him in a magick cage!” said Harvey.

Penny and Lucy were impressed. Jack and Mazie stood by frowning.

“Corwyn, you must be awfully brave,” said Penny.

“Well ...” said Corwyn modestly. He cast a sidelong glance at Mazie and Jack.

“What’s that thing in your belt?” Lucy asked Harvey, pointing to the magick spyglass.

“OH — well, it’s something I picked up at a pawnshop in Scotland,” said Harvey.

“It looks terribly enchanted,” said Lucy.

“I’m sure it is,” said Harvey. “If I can ever figure out how it works. Here — let me show you ...”

Jack, Penny, and Lucy lead their visitors to the Barrie House dormitory. There was a bit of a magick spark from the spyglass, but they were all talking so much that nobody noticed.

CHAPTER 16

In the boy’s dorm room that evening, Jack Davis lay on his bed, reading. Corwyn Daniels sat at the small study table, absently twirling his lucky Badger Tooth Amulet. There was a noticeable tension between two boys, but Corwyn couldn’t figure out what Jack had against him. Harvey, not sure what to do to smooth things over, stood at the window inspecting his spyglass. He talked out loud to no one in particular, just trying to fill the silence. 

“This stupid spyglass must be broken,” moaned Harvey, holding it up to his eye. “I can’t see a thing through it.” 

He rubbed his thumb across the front, inadvertently depressing one of the jewels — which clicked rather like a button. 

The brass spyglass suddenly began to glow brightly in Harvey’s trembling hand. A wave of brilliant magick light emanated from the lens of the spyglass and shot out the bedroom window like a beacon. The beam of light could be seen shining on clouds ten or twenty miles away. Corwyn, Harvey, and Jack stared at the spyglass in wonder — but nothing else happened. 

Harvey shrugged and said: “I guess this thing is just a flashlight.” He pushed various buttons until finally the light went out. Corwyn and Jack clustered around to look. The body of the telescope still glowed with magickal light.

“The compass on it is spinning like a Roulette wheel,” said Corwyn.

“Funny — it didn’t do that in Scotland,” said Harvey. “Must have something to do with being a torch.”

“Some quirk of the artifact,” muttered Jack. 

Harvey laid the spyglass on a shelf above the study desk and the boys went to bed. None of them thought to look through the eyepiece after Harvey had pushed the button ...

The spyglass continued to glimmer subtly after they were all asleep.

• • •
In the night sky, somewhere distant from Kingsbridge Academy, the clouds shimmered in a wave of lavender magick, and a huge flying galleon appeared from the netherwhere. One-by-one, the sails of the great ship unfurled; dark figures manned the decks and climbed into the rigging, while the Captain stood at the wheel. The sails caught the night wind and the ship turned, the masts creaking as the ship set a new course directly toward Kingsbridge Academy, which could be seen in the far distance. A dark flag ran up to the top of the mainmast and billowed out into the night wind. It was the Jolly Roger ...

CHAPTER 17

The following morning, Penny and Lucy were talking with Fiona Burkhardt, Colette Nicholson, and Alice McCrery at the breakfast table. Mazie sat among the other girls looking uncomfortable. Jack Davis arrived and quickly sat down beside Penny, leaving Corwyn and Harvey to squeeze in with the other girls. Lucy giggled.

Corwyn sighed contentedly, stretched, and said: “The pillows in your dorm rooms are great! Did you sleep well, Penny?”

Before Penny could answer, Jack interrupted. “The pillows are stuffed with spidersilk from Persia. The Headmaster imports them especially.”

Penny started to say something, but Jack went on: “We have our usual daily schedule this morning. You three can come with us to classes, or you can waste your time in the library or the gardens.”

Corwyn said, “Mazie and I saw an interesting insect on a bush in the garden last night. It was a big, round, marvelous bug with the most amazing colours ... so busy at its work, whatever that may be.”

Penny started to reply, but Jack said quickly: “That was the Risseybug. You’ll see a lot of the Risseybug around Kingsbridge.”

“I see you carry a Wizard’s Staff, Corwyn,” said Colette Nicholson. “I thought only Adepts and Archmages used those — not students.”

Corwyn answered: “After what I saw at Grackleflint’s, I need a lot more power than a wand. I don’t trust wands anymore; not powerful enough.”

Penny squealed, “Oooooh, Grackleflint’s ... I’d be scared to go there!”

Jack grumbled: “Nothing but a bunch of spooks.”

Harvey turned to Lucy. “Your Kingsbridge uniforms are wholly frigid! We don’t get anything so formal at Gallimaufriars. Just sweaters with school badges on them.”

“They’re formal, all right — but I love Mazie’s outfit!” said Lucy. “Do all the girls dress like that at Pennythraite?”

Mazie said, “The Headmistress at Pennythraite has our uniforms custom-designed by big name fashion mages like Abracadam and Hrolf Lowrobin and Lloyd Andrews ...”

Before Mazie could say more, she was interrupted by the booming of cannon-fire that shook the walls of the Dining Hall. Plaster and stones crumbled from the ceiling as screaming students ducked under the tables. Wizard shields flashed into existence around the room.

“Good Heavens!” said Headmaster Balfour. “I do believe we are under attack ...”

The entire student body and faculty rushed to the Entrance Hall and crowded near the front door. Professors Brittlebottom and Farandole stood with wands raised as they opened the heavy oak door. Outside, above the courtyard, a Sixteenth Century pirate galleon floated in mid-air. Along the rail stood a host of unsavory-looking scoundrels.

Harvey gasped: “Pirates!”

Instead of cutlasses, each crewman held an oddly-stylized wand. No less than eight large cannons were pointed at the wizard school.

“Avast ye blaggards!” called the Pirate Captain. “Hand over the Spyglass of Gorrión — or suffer my wrath!”

Headmaster Balfour shouted: “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Go away!”

The pirates responded by firing one of the cannons. Professor Farandole flashed her wand to repel the cannonball (which was fortunately made of lead rather than steel). 

The ball flew away from the building, but it didn’t fall to the ground. Instead, the ball absorbed the professor’s spell and continued back, up, and over the galleon until disappeared down into the hatch — where there was the sound of a distant explosion. The pirate ship appeared undamaged by this explosion in the hold. The pirates laughed derisively.

“Ye’ll have to do better than that, lassie,” called the Captain. “Ye’ve got thirty minutes to deliver the swag — or we open fire with a full volley.”

• • •
The Kingsbridge hallway was full of frightened students; the teachers corraled the kids and sent them back to their dorms by way of back hallways. Corwyn and Harvey stood in a bay window that looked out at the pirate ship. Harvey fingered the heavy draperies that flanked the alcove.

“The Spyglass of Gorrión ...” said Corwyn.

“Crums! — You don’t think he’s talking about my magick telescope?” said Harvey.

“Hard to say,” said Corwyn. 

“How would they know that my spyglass was even here?” wailed Harvey.

“Quite a signal beacon you sent out the window last night,” said Corwyn.

Harvey moaned. “Why am I always the cause of all the trouble? Maybe I should just hand it over ...”

“Not till we know what that thing is and what powers it has,” said Corwyn. He gripped his magestaff with firm determination. “And why these sky pirates want it so badly.”

“I never heard of sky pirates before,” said Harvey. “What keeps the bally ship up in the air?”

“Magick,” said Corwyn Daniels.

A group of teachers strode down the hallway looking for wayward students. Corwyn and Harvey darted behind the heavy curtains just in time to avoid being seen by the Kingsbridge faculty. When the coast was clear, Harvey pulled the magick spyglass from his pisthsack. The compass needle was still spinning wildly, but much slower now, and the jewels were glowing. Cautiously, Harvey put the spyglass to his eye — and then nearly dropped it. 

“I can see through it now,” he gasped. “But stuff is glowing. Anything magick is glowing!”

“Here, let me see,” said Corwyn, taking the spyglass and looking through the eyepiece. “Nothing looks any different to me.”

“Well, Crums! You’ve got the Gift of Vision, lad ...” said Harvey. “You see magick things glowing all the time ...” 

“Oh, yeah — I forgot,” said Corwyn Daniels.

• • •
Lucy, Penny, and Jack came sneaking along the hallway looking for Corwyn and Harvey. 

“Harvey!” hissed Lucinda just behind his ear, and he nearly jumped out of his skin. 

“Don’t do that!” Harvey chortled back at her. “Scared me outa nine years growth.”

“Sorry,” said Lucinda.

“What’s up?” said Penny. “Why aren’t you two back in the Dorm? Are you planning to save the day again as usual?”

“Right — Corwyn Daniels, boy pirate-slayer ...” muttered Jack. “Eats cannonballs with his bare teeth.”

“Sarcasm does not become you,” said Penny.

Harvey showed the spyglass to the girls. “Here, look at this.”

“It didn’t do anything till Harvey pushed this button last night,” Corwyn said. “Now it has all kinds of spooky powers.”

“Gives you the Gift of Vision,” Harvey added.

The wizardlings passed the telescope around and took turns looking through the eyepiece.

Penny turned the spyglass to look at Corwyn Daniels, then dropped it with an agonized shriek and covered her eyes with her hands.

“What’s the matter?” asked Jack.

“Corwyn’s so bright!” cried Penny, blinking her eyes rapidly. “The light from him hurt my eyes. I can’t see ...” Tears were running down the girl’s cheek.

Jack scowled.

Penny looked at Corwyn in amazement. “Just how much Manna do you have in you, Corwyn Daniels?”

Corwyn blushed and looked away.

Lucy chewed her lip for a few moments, then said: “How about this: These sky pirates need a ton of Manna to keep their ship up in the air, right? So maybe they use this spyglass to scope out places where there is lots of magick. The compass is spinning so crazy now because there is so much magick power everywhere at Kingsbridge. Not only is the villa a wizard school, but the academy sits on a Nexus of ley lines — a tremendous source of great Manna.”

“Wait a minute!” said Penny. “I think I know these pirates. I remember them from our Arcane Lore class. The ship must be Mordred’s Revenge — the faerie ship feared throughout Wizardom for centuries.”

“But Mordred’s Revenge hasn’t been seen or heard of in the past two hundred years,” said Corwyn.

“Listen ...” said Penny. “The pirates aboard that enchanted ship were all former wizards who had stumbled into the Land of the Faerie. This made them immortal. But Brunilande le Fay took away their wizardly magickal powers and banished them from Faerie forever.”

Jack said: “The captain of the Mordred’s Revenge was an outlandish rogue named Dirk Buckley. A real wild rover. The pirate crew roamed the world stealing magick like parasites, sucking up Manna at any opportunity.”

“The spyglass could be the means by which they locate powerful sources of magick,” Penny deduced. “That would explain why the ship hasn’t been heard from in so long a time — because the spyglass has been in that pawn shop window for who-knows-how-long.”

Corwyn said: “The spyglass must have acted as a signal beacon when Harvey pushed that button. He summoned the pirates.”

“Crikey! I might have known this was all my fault!” wailed Harvey.

Jack said: “If we don’t get rid of that ship, the pirates will suck all the magick out of this school. Considering the all the students, teachers, talismans, and ghosts in the villa, not to mention the ley lines underneath — that’s a tremendous amount of Manna!”

“We are all doomed,” said Harvey.

• • •
Penny peeked out from their hiding place. The hall was empty. She then walked to the window and looked out onto the front courtyard. The Kingsbridge faculty and staff were making their stand against the pirates. Unfortunately, every spell the professors threw at the ship was instantly absorbed down the hatch and into the hold. The pirate crew taunted the professors to get them to throw more magick at the galleon. The Captain stood on the bowsprit and laughed. All seemed hopeless; the ship was obviously draining the professors’ magickal energy.

“How can the ship possibly do that?” said Lucy.

Jack said: “There must be a Zonathadid aboard the ship.”

“What’s a Zonathadid?” asked Corwyn.

“We just learned about the monster in Magickal Creatures class,” said Jack. “The Zonathadid is a kind of magickal sea-monster that absorbs any magick thrown at it, rather like a sponge, and then stores it like a battery. This makes the Zonathadid grow larger, which in turn enables it to suck up more Manna from a wider radius.”

“What does a Zonathadid looks like?” asked Lucy.

“Don’t ask,” said Jack. “It’s really grotesque.”

Mazie thought for a few moments. “Remember the funny wands the crewmen had? They must be talismans that lets the pirates tap the Zonathadid’s magick. They’re like Sorcerers, using the monster as the source of their power. They siphon off Manna from the Zonathadid for their own use.”

Harvey said: “But those wands can’t hold very much Manna.”

Lucy thought a moment. “They must need to stay near the Zona-ma-gig thing so they can get a recharge whenever they run low.”

Penny glanced out the window and gasped. The professors had retreated inside the main building, and the doors were barred and barricaded. The pirate ship was awash with activity; the crew was loading the cannons and preparing to bombard the school. 

“We need a plan,” said Penny. “And right now.”

Jack, Lucy, Corwyn, and Harvey pressed their noses to the window to watch. 

They saw the heavy front door of the villa open — and out stepped Mazie MacAlister, alone !! 

“WHAT DOES SHE THINK SHE’S DOING ?!” roared Corwyn Daniels.

Mazie rolled up her sleeves and marched right up to the galleon. 

“Plucky girl ...” said Jack.

Corwyn, Penny, and the others shouted down to Mazie to come back, but she couldn’t hear them through the thick glass. Mazie raised her wand and spellcast: “Pulvararus!”

This dreadful spell, which Mazie had learned at Long Step Academy, was meant to split the very atoms of the ship apart. The powerful enchantment erupted from her wand and hit the ship. The galleon rocked to one side as if it was going to tip over. Mazie looked pleased with herself — but then watched in horror as the ship righted itself. There was a terrible backlash of magick; the Manna was sucked with a huge roar into the ship ... and so was Mazie!

Penny and Lucy were horrified, Jack and Harvey dumbfounded. Corwyn Daniels, on the other hand, was very, VERY angry. He started to rush down to the ship, but Harvey and Penny tried to hold him back. Then Corwyn broke free. Jack made no move to stop him; but then as Corwyn dashed past him towards the front hall, Jack put out his foot and tripped him.

Corwyn Daniels fell flat on his face.

“Look, you idiot!” said Jack. “We need a plan to stop the pirates and  rescue Mazie!”

“You and your damsels in distress,” sighed Harvey as he picked his friend up off the flagstones. “Why don’t I just give them the spyglass?”

“Are you crazy?” said Corwyn. “You think they’ll stop there? With all the magick here at Kingsbridge, those pirates won’t leave until they’ve sucked the place dry.”

Jack looked thoughtful. “There may be another way,” he said. “Follow me.”

CHAPTER 18

The door to the Kingsbridge Academy Reliquary crashed open and Jack Davis led the group of wizardlings past various magickal artifacts to a large wooden steamer-trunk in the corner. 

“So what’s in the box?” said Harvey. “King Arthur’s sword?”

Jack looked scornfully at Harvey. “It’s a bar of Cold Iron.”

“WHAT ?!?!” roared Corwyn and Harvey in unison. “You have Cold Iron at a Wizard Academy? Is your Headmaster crazy?”
“We use it to banish really powerful evil magick creatures,” said Jack.

“But it could wipe out all the magick in this whole place,” said Corwyn.

Penny explained: “The bar of Cold Iron is suspended in a psionically maintained stasis field. That’s not magickal. It insulates the metal bar from the inside of the trunk.”

“The trunk is also lined with lead,” said Lucinda. “That prevents the iron from damaging the magick at Kingsbridge.”

Corwyn thought for a moment and said: “So maybe we could use it against that sponge-thing — if we can get it aboard the pirate ship.”

“You got it,” said Jack.

“There’s one minor hitch,” Penny added. “Cold Iron discharges any Manna it comes in contact with. So we can’t touch the iron with our bare hands, or we’ll lose the magick in our bodies. The slightest contact could kill us.”

“Then how are we supposed to get the piece of iron out of the box and into the ship?” asked Lucy. “Even if we somehow get it on board the Mordred’s Revenge, how can we get Mazie away from the pirates without her being killed by the Cold Iron?”

“I have a brainstorm,” said Harvey, a look of wild determination on his face. He pulled his wand from its holster. “I caused this mess — I’m going to fix it.”

Before anyone could stop him, Harvey Blankenship pointed his wand his wand at the steamer-trunk and spellcast: “Motorolus!”
The oak trunk grew four large, hairy legs and feet with claws. It then promptly crashed out through the closed door of the Reliquary and galloped off down the hallway. Harvey looked forlorn. 

Jack yelled at Harvey: “YOU IDIOT !!”
Corwyn held up his magestaff and said: “Don’t call my friend an idiot!”

Lucy added: “Hey, take it easy, Jack. Half my spells don’t work the way I want them to either.”

“So we need a new idea,” said Jack. 

Penny Miller though for a moment, then her face lit up. “I have the perfect plan ... I think.”

• • •
As the pirate ship sent volley after volley of cannonballs at the front of Kingsbridge Academy of Magickal Studies, a small door on the far side of the villa opened for a few seconds, then closed again. 

“I don’t believe we’re doing this,” came Harvey’s voice from mid-air. “Lamont’s Facile Invisibility Charm — pah! This is like something the Hoggies would try.”

“Owww —” said Lucinda. “Somebody stepped on my toe.”

“Sorry,” said Harvey.

“Shut up!” said Jack. 

Penny said: “Now remember — we’ll all be invisible so long as we aren’t near the Zonathadid. When we get aboard the ship, we’ll probably be visible again.”

“Right,” said Corwyn.

“Then we’ll probably all be killed,” said Harvey.

The wizardlings sneaked behind the greenhouse and tiptoed around to the front courtyard. Several pirates were standing in the courtyard. A rope ladder was hanging down from the deck of the pirate ship. 

“Right, mates. Up we go,” whispered Corwyn Daniels.

“Ouch!” cried Lucy as she climbed the ladder. “Somebody stepped on my fingers.”

“Will you be quiet!” hissed Jack.

Once on deck, Corwyn saw Mazie tied to the mast.

“All right now gang — stick together!” whispered Corwyn. 

The group of wizardlings was almost to Mazie before the invisibility charm failed and they all became visible. Penny rushed over to Mazie, waved her hand, and spellcast: “Frenelan!” The ropes tying her fell away onto the deck.

Corwyn and Mazie looked at each other and understanding passed between them.

Corwyn said: “Hello, Mazie! How do be you?”

“I do be fine ...” she replied. “Now that you’re here.”

Penny overheard this exchange; but before she could react, the wizardlings found themselves surrounded by cutlass-wielding pirates. 

At close range, Captain Dirk Buckley was perfectly ferocious to behold; his eye was jaded, his face was mottled with blue veins, his long filthy mustache was braided, and he chewed on a human finger-bone (which he sometimes used as a toothpick). His long, greasy hair was strung with bones instead of beads.

“Well, well, well ...” said the pirate. “What have we here? Some more striplings come to rescue the little lady? What shall we do with them, lads? Walk the plank or keelhaul the blaggards?”

Several of the crew expressed opinions which Corwyn found extremely unsavoury.

“Ah, but first — let’s drain the little twits of what little Manna they may have stored up.” Captain Dirk plucked the spyglass from Harvey’s belt. “Not that they’d have all that much ...”

The pirate captain adjusted the settings on the spyglass and turned to look at each of the wizardlings in turn.

When he pointed the glass at Corwyn Daniels, Captain Dirk Buckley howled in pain and dropped the spyglass. “AAAAaarrggghh !!” he screamed as he clutched his eyes. 

“That’s our cue, mates ...” said Corwyn as he ducked under the captain’s arm and dashed for the hatchway leading below deck. Mazie, Penny, Lucy, and Jack lost no time in following. Harvey Blankenship stooped to retrieve his spyglass and kick Captain Dirk in the shin before bolting for the companionway that led below deck.

• • •
The wizardlings stampeded down the stairs looking for anything that might possibly help, but they were closely pressed by the pursuing pirate crew. A snarling pirate nearly grabbed Lucy — but Harvey smashed the pirate in the teeth with his brass spyglass. The pirate fell back onto his shipmates, which gave the wizardlings time to dash on down the corridor and find a place to hide. 

What followed was a game of cat-and-mouse. While the pirates were searching the cabins and storage rooms, the kids ducked through another hatch and fled further down into the ship — until they reach the very belly of the galleon. But there they stopped and gaped in horror.

There before them, like a monster from a terrible nightmare, they saw the Zonathadid shifting and throbbing in the hold. It was a big, nasty, yellow-green creature with sticky tendrils attaching it to the wall — it was really grotesque — pulsing and glowing with magick. Any moment, the pirates would be coming down the stairs; the wizardlings found themselves trapped between the monster and the pirates. 

“Look, Corrie — ” gasped Harvey. “We are way out of our depth this time. Why don’t you summon Possy ...?

Corwyn clapped his hand over his friend’s mouth before Harvey could blurt out the Sand Djinn’s True Name. 

“Stifle yourself, Harvey!” Corwyn hissed.

Jack groaned and looked at Penny. “I can’t believe these two !!” he muttered. “ ‘Summon the posse’ — This isn’t some American cowboy movie where you can have a posse ride in and save the day ...”

Corwyn whispered to Harvey: “I can’t summon the Sand Djinn because this Zonath-monster would drain away all his magick — and that would kill the little guy!”

“Oh,” said Harvey. “I didn’t think of that ...”

The pirates were searching the decks above with drawn cutlasses and talisman wands. 

Corwyn could feel the effects of the glowing Zonathadid draining away his own magickal energy. The other wizardlings moaned and collapsed onto the flooring. Only Corwyn’s tremendously high levels of Manna kept him on his feet. 

But what could he do? Any spell that he might manage would be sucked into the dreadful bloated creature. Lucinda had fainted; Harvey was being sick, and Jack and Penny were trying to crawl on their hands and knees away from the Zonathadid. The pirates were coming ...

Corwyn picked up an empty crate and flung it at the monster. It had no effect. The monster absorbed it and spit out splinters. The pirates were stomping down the steps into the hold.

Just when all seemed lost, there was a tremendous CRASH off to the right. Corwyn whirled to see a great hole gaping in the hull of the galleon. Through the shattered planking of the ship, a darksome shape loomed — 

It was the steamer-trunk! 

The heavy trunk struggled and clawed its way into the hold and trotted over to Corwyn Daniels on it’s stubby legs.

Corwyn grabbed the trunk and unlatched the lid. He and Jack managed to each take a handle and aim the box at the Zonathadid. Behind the trunk, Penny lifted the top as the two boys swung the box. 

A large bar of Cold Iron flew out, arched through the air, and landed directly on the Zonathadid. 

The Zonathadid’s glowing light winked out instantly. The monster howled in agony. There were shouts of dismay from the pirates. Corwyn and Jack dropped the trunk, drew their wands, and helped Harvey and Lucy to their feet. 

“Stay away from the iron,” warned Mazie.

Corwyn pointed his magestaff at the pirate crew. “Your wands don’t work now without the Zonathadid. My spells are good as ever ...” He shot a spark from his wand at the nearest pirate and set his mustache on fire.

Mazie drew her wand and pointed it at Captain Dirk. “BACK OFF !!” she growled.

The Zonathid was throbbing on the deck of the hold. Then it began to grow in size, quivering and emitting a strange clicking sound.

“I have a bad feeling about that,” said Harvey.

Captain Dirk Buckley stared at the monster. The wizardlings moved quickly past the pirates, then raced up the steps and out onto the deck. The ship lurched violently and the wizardlings hit the deck, waiting for an explosion. 

But there was no explosion — only a loud “BURP” resonated from far below deck. 

Corwyn, Mazie, Harvey, Jack, Penny, and Lucy looked look around, at each other, and then began laughing. 

• • •
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Three days later, the Beardmore sat with the engine idling, the doors open, and the baggage inside. The black dragon lectures were over; and Corwyn, Harvey, and Mazie stood waiting to go. Officials from the Ministry of Wizardry had taken charge of the pirate ship and its crew. Wandmaster St. Luke was loading the last of the suitcases onto the luggage rack.

Penny and Corwyn said goodbye to each other, with snarky looks flying from Mazie and Jack. 

“Don’t forget to write,” said Corwyn.

“Maybe we can all get together over Christmas break or next summer,” said Penny.

Jack and Mazie made gagging gestures. 

Lucy and Harvey made the usual jokes about not being very good at spellcasting. Corwyn and Jack shook hands. Then Corwyn, Harvey, and Mazie climbed into the back seat of the Beardmore. 

Penny, Jack, and Lucy stood on the front steps watching as they slammed the doors.

“Hey Penny,” muttered Jack. “Do you really like that bloke?”

Penny chewed her lip, tilted her head to one side, half-closed one eye, and looked up at Jack.

“What?” said Jack. 

Penny said: “Oh — I was just wondering what YOU would look like ... riding a black dragon.”

Jack, Penny, and Lucy walked back inside the main building. 

• • •
Wandmaster Alastair St. Luke squeezed into the small driver’s compartment of the Beardmore and settled himself behind the steering wheel. Harvey peered through the glass partition window from the back seat. He looked at the leather-covered steering wheel, the dark walnut-finished dashboard with chrome dials and Bakelite knobs, the gear-shift lever, a clutch, and a pedal on the floor that operates the hydraulically-actuated brakes. There was no ignition key or gas pedal.

The Wandmaster adjusted his robes, settled himself in his seat, and took hold of the steering wheel. Then he shouted into the small, trumpet-shaped mouthpiece of the old-fashioned goose-neck acoustic brass speaking tube:

“Head ‘em up; move ‘em out !! Fo’ard-Ho!”
The Beardmore started moving forward. 

Harvey said: “You know, Corwyn — I always thought that cars had ignition keys and gas pedals like Professor C’s Volkswagen did. What makes this thing go, anyway?”

Corwyn gave Harvey a funny look.

“I’ll tell you some other time ...”

The Beardmore drove off into the distance.

CHAPTER 19

Winter was coming on at Gallimaufriars Academy, and a light snowfall covered the Cumbrian countryside. The powdery snow was too dry for a good snowball fight, building snow forts or snowmen, or other such pastimes; and it prohibited Gromporske, Mumbletywort, or other outdoor sports. 

Most of the lads were engrossed in a rousing Snailbaiting match in the access pit behind the Anfanc enclosure. This Snailing Arena had been operating now for four days without detection by the schoolmasters, largely because so many of the faculty and staff are terrified of the great whale-bull monster of the Scottish Highlands. Snailbaiting is perhaps the slowest sport in the world, the least action-packed, and probably the safest for the animals involved. It wasn’t much of a sport — but it was the only game in town.

The object of the game was to get your snail to bump into the opposing snail in such a way as to tip it on its side without tipping over your own snail in the process. An elaborate scoring system gave points for tips, leaners, and glancing bumps. Each week’s competition matched snails in an eliminations tournament, culminating with the winning snail’s Champion Ride around the Zoo perimeter. Sometimes, the wizardlings held mixed doubles tournaments — and those could get to be almost exciting. The lads bet heavily on the snails, which made this game a real favorite at Gallimaufriars when there was nothing else to do.

The Punjabhari of Sampourduc walked out the Headmaster’s front door, breathed the cold, bracing air deeply, and surveyed the campus. The Punjabhari’s eyes narrowed as he saw Corwyn Daniels emerge from the scullery, where he had been serving Detention for posting Trinian Croft’s love letters from Honoria Glendorp on the Main Lecture Hall bulletin board. (Not that Trinian was in love with Honoria, but by far the other way around !!) At any rate, thought Duke Moe, Corwyn is the chap with the Gift of Vision — it won’t do to run into that lad. The Punjabhari of Sampourduc slipped into a short alley behind the kitchen and watched Corwyn Daniels head toward the Zoo grounds for the big Snail Race.

• • •
That evening after dinner, Corwyn joined Harvey behind the stables and helped him assemble the ox-cart. The contraption was nearly finished by now, and Harvey was busy lashing the side-panels together at each end with strips of rawhide. “Oi, mate! Grab that tub of fat and grease the axle hubs,” he said.

Corwyn dragged the tub to a position under the cart and crawled under to begin greasing the axle. “One thing you won’t have to worry about, mate, is Digglerts and Gnorras. Your side-panels have heavy enchantments from the old Galley Artifactorium. That’ll keep the Unthings at bay ...”

“Yah, that’s what I thought,” said Harvey.

“Only thing I wonder ...” said Corwyn. “Those panels were originally upright vertically. You’ve got them sideways on this wagon. Won’t that influence the way the spells work? The ‘torium had housekeeping and tidiness spells built in to clean up after students. How does that work when you re-arrange the panels like this?”

“Haven’t a clue,” said Harvey.

On the way back to the Dining Hall for dinner, Corwyn and Harvey ran across Professor Braktiss, who was lounging in a hammock tied between two trees and reading a magazine. The Thaumaturgical Theorist had a tray-full of sandwiches and a tall cool glass of strawberry smash sitting on a stump beside the hammock.

“Professor,” said Harvey. “I heard that you are running for public office. Prefect of Magick in Cumbria. Is that true?”

Professor Braktiss smiled languidly. “Oh yes — I’m running against that Montmorency fellow.”

“But you never do any campaigning or make speeches,” said Harvey. “People won’t even know that you’re running for office.”

“Oh, that’s no problem ...” said the professor. “I’m a cinch to win. This whole thing is really just a thaumaturgical experiment. Applied Braktiss’ First Law, don’t you see?”

“No, I don’t see,” said Harvey.

“Well, I’m sure you will eventually,” said the professor, who laid back his head, put the copy of Wizard’s Home Journal over his eyes, and fell asleep.

CHAPTER 20

Garnsworth, the Hobelf who acted as manservant, valet, and major domo for Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter, sighed and stroked his long beard as he cleaned up after the school’s latest and most ‘respected’ scholar. Duke Moe, as the Punjabhari of Sampourduc had come to be called, was by far the most inconsiderate eleven-year-old boy Garnsworth had ever encountered — and at Gallimaufriars, that was saying a lot. 

The boy’s bedroom in the Headmaster’s quarters was littered with magazines, books of popular fiction and fantasy, racing forms, pin-up photos, and an astonishing amount of junk and flotsam. 

The previous evening, the lad had manipulated the Headmaster into inviting him for a private gourmet dinner of Chinese cooking in Grimwalter’s home — succulent Szechwan Hog with black rice and Peking Owl under glass. Only the finest wines and brandies. Garnsworth had cooked all afternoon.

As usual, Duke Moe’s bed hadn’t been slept in when Garnsworth checked at seven o’clock the next morning. But the boy was snoring away a few hours later and didn’t get up for lunch bell. The Hobelf hadn’t a clue where the lad spent his nights. 

Then the little brat wanted a special luncheon served to him in bed at 3:30 in the afternoon. Not fish-and-chips either, but more gourmet delights — which the Hobelf had to cook himself because Mistress Koch hit Garnsworth on the head with a frying pan when he asked her to fix it. 

Duke Moe’s bed looked like a tornado had slept there. Piles of personal effects were stacked on the desk and dresser so high that they blocked the window and cascaded in avalanches whenever anyone walked past. 

There were body lotions and colognes and grooming implements, boxes of dark chocolate, dice and playing cards, a bag of Runechips, and even an ancient and dilapidated copy of the American pulp magazine Captain Billy’s Whiz-Bang. 

Then there was the mysterious leather satchel that was always kept locked and spell-shut, about which Headmaster Grimwalter seemed so strangely curious. When Garnsworth shook the bag, something heavy clunked and rattled inside.

The young lad’s trunks, suitcases, and footlockers had unpacked themselves magickally — and the wardrobe was hex-locked, so at least Garnsworth didn’t have to deal with the young duke’s dirty underwear. 

• • •
Duke Mohammed spent the early evening hours strolling around the campus. He avoided Corwyn Daniels, to whom he had taken a dislike for some reason. He spent time placing wagers with the other students on whatever topic you could imagine — anything from who would get Detention next to the exact moment when a particular icicle would drop from the eves of the dormitory roof. The young git had no friends; more so because he won bets so frequently that the other lads suspected (but could never detect) magickal cheating.

The Gallimaufriars Zoo was housed in and around the former railroad depot warehouses. Many smaller exhibit cages were arranged within the labyrinthine rooms inside, while larger habitat-style cages were attached to the outside walls and were open to the sky. The black dragon’s cage was outside, but it was definitely not open to the sky ...

That evening, the incognito wizardling wandered around the Gallimaufriars Zoo, poking a stick between the bars to torment the Yale, speculating on how Hippogryphs might fare on the racing forms at Newmarket or Ascot, throwing rocks into the Anfanc’s pool, and staring in fascination at the black dragon, Aszirol — which lay curled in a cage with his chin resting on his paws, regarding Duke Moe through slitted red eyes.

“Well, well,” hissed the dragon in a disturbing, sibilant voice. “Young, old, and middle — the pride of Sampourduc. You outdid yourself there, laddie. Three wizards in one.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said Duke Moe.

Aszirol smiled, exposing his long, sharp white fangs. “Oh, lad! So much effort just to sleep in a nice soft bed with eiderdown pillows and warm, comfy quilts; and less than 300 metres from my cage. What a concept! Don’t worry — I’ll help you in every way I can. I approve of your every thought, word, and deed.”

Duke Moe walked on, strangely troubled by the black dragon’s remarks without knowing why. 

CHAPTER 21

Corwyn Daniels walked through the south door of the lecture hall, which led onto the veranda of the former railroad depot. The setting sun behind the school complex filled the countryside to the east with rose-tinged clouds mixed with purple twilight. In the distance, he could see the buildings and cottages of Cleaton Fell tipped with the last rays of the sunset. Corwyn strolled around to the front entrance of the school, where the gated garden of the Long Alley opened out onto the roadway. The carved bronze statue of a gryphon gleamed amid the glory fires of sunset. The clock in the campanile was chiming twenty-six.

And smack in the center of the entrance gateway was Harvey Blankenship — seated on the driver’s bench of his newly-completed ox-cart. The carved panels of bog oak glistened with linseed oil, the wheel hubs and rack were newly-painted, the ornate carved wheel spokes freshly waxed, and a cobbled-together makeshift harness attached the two-wheeled contraption to a shaggy brown beast the size of a Highland bull calf. But it was not a bull ...

It was Buffie, the Shetland Mammoth.

“Harvey, have you gone bonkers?” said Corwyn. “Haunk will have your hide for taking Buffie out of the Zoo! You’ll pull Demerits till the cows come home ...”

Harvey grinned.

• • •
John Wendel Pinkwater drove his delivery van along a dusty backroad southeast of Frizzleton, his tires kicking up clouds of dust and gravel as he barreled through the countryside. He was a thin-mouthed and beefy man with a ruddy complexion. He rested a tatooed arm out the open window of the driver’s side door. 

John Wendel was not in a good mood. He’d had a flat on the lorry just after lunch, then three crates of eggs had tipped over and smashed where Pooley had stacked them too high, and finally old Mrs. McKernon had talked his ear off for nearly an hour when he dropped off her groceries. 

(Try to get away from that old bat when her tongue is a-waggin’ ...) 

Now he was two hours late with his final deliveries, and sure to miss the opening of the big Rugger match against Wales. All he wanted was a tall pint of Guinness and some shepherd’s pie, and a nice booth at the Old Ram and Sythe in Frizzleton. Was that too much for a man to ask after a hard week’s work?

The delivery van roared around a bend, startling a herd of stray sheep as it passed. John Wendel downshifted as the lorry started up a low rise in the road. These blasted gravel backroads were bumpy as a washboard. But they saved three miles over taking the tarmac to Cleaton Fell. John Wendel Pinkwater topped the rise, shifted the gearbox, and gunned the accelerator as he thundered down the road and under a low stone bridge.

• • •
“It’s like this, my mage,” said Harvey as he and Corwyn lumbered along a country lane in the ox-cart behind the Shetland mammoth, whose long shaggy wool swayed from side-to-side as he plodded along. “I have a Special Dispensation Pass from Mistress Cavalcante to use Buffie as power for my entry in the Kingsbridge Tournament.” 

The little mammoth trudged step-by-step along the byway, his silky forelocks hanging over his brown eyes. The wagon creaked and groaned as they made their way slowly through the evening twilight. 

“The Kingsbridge Tournament?” chortled Corwyn. “You can’t mean it, Harvey! Buffie’s a cute little guy — but he’s a wooly mammoth. Slow and ponderous. Look — it’s taken us forty-five minutes to drive this cart less than a mile!”

“Yeah, well ...” said Harvey.

• • •
Shetland mammoths are biothaumaturgically-enhanced beasts descended from the last of the Wrangle Land Mammoths, which lived on an island in the Arctic Ocean off the north coast of Siberia until around 1700 B.C. The Wrangle mammoths were smaller than their extinct cousins in other parts of the world, and they became very popular in the Wizard community as exotic pets. The little pachyderms took well to domestication, and over a period of several centuries their wooly coats became increasingly fine in captivity. 

A herd of the creatures on the Shetland Islands were specifically bred for their wool, and the resulting silky mohair was wonderfully fine. The wool soon became popular with mages and sortilegières for cloaks, robes, and carriage upholstery. In more recent years, Shetland mammoth wool sweaters have become fully as trendy among young wizards as Abracadam jeans and Lloyd Andrews fashion accessories. 

The magickal breeding programs also resulted in the beasts becoming even smaller in size, so that the typical Shetland mammoth of today is about the size of a large St. Bernard dog. However, in connection with certain aspects of the Law of Payment, while the animals grew smaller in size, they grew denser and heavier in an inverse ratio. Mehndelsohn’s Sixth Theorem explains the magickal principles of this phenomenon in detail, but the net result was that little Buffie was heavier and stronger than a full-grown, twenty-foot-tall bull mammoth during the Ice Age would have been.

And being that heavy with such short legs and big feet, Buffie was a very slow-moving little beast. The ox-cart moved gradually along the dusty roadway. Harvey looked at the election posters for Ministry of Wizardry that were tacked on to utility poles and fence posts. The handbills had Notice-Me-Not spells on them that worked only on Mundaes, so that only magickal folk could see them. Most of these were for Philip Montmorency, who was the leading candidate for Prefect of Magick in Cumbria. The posters depicted grinning pictures of the politician. 

“I don’t get it about Professor Braktis running for Prefect,” said Harvey. “Funny he doesn’t have any posters or ads — and he never holds rallies or makes political speeches. ‘Applied Braktiss’ First Law’ — what’s that supposed to mean? How can he possibly hope to win?”

Corwyn shrugged. The ox-cart rumbled slowly along, with Buffie occasionally stopping to rub his tusks against a fence post or to pull up a bunch of roadside flowers with his trunk. These he chewed with a sleepy expression on his face.

“How can you possibly hope to win the Kingsbridge Tournament with Buffie pulling the ox-cart?” said Corwyn Daniels. “You have to be able to go three miles in under a minute! How are you going to get Buffie to move that fast?”

“I don’t know, yet ...” said Harvey. “I’m still working on that. What’s that cloud of dust up ahead?”

• • •
John Wendel Pinkwater’s delivery van emerged from under the stone bridge. He stomped briefly on the brake; then jerked the steering wheel sharply to the left, floored the accelerator, and rounded the corner on two wheels. He was swearing and looking at his wristwatch, with only one eye on the road. 

When he looked up, John Wendel saw a sight that would haunt his nightmares for years to come. He would later describe it as “a horrible monster fifty feet tall with ghastly red glowing eyes in its demonic head and great fangs twenty feet long.” It was, of course, no such thing.

It was Buffie pulling the ox-cart.

John Wendel screamed and threw his hands over his eyes as the van careened wildly from side-to-side until one wheel slid off the roadway. The delivery van catapulted into the ditch. Corwyn and Harvey sat on the driver’s bench of the ox-cart, blinking their eyes and watching the right rear wheel of the delivery lorry spin in the air. Buffie trumpeted.

“Crums!” said Harvey.

Then the little mammoth walked over to the ditch, reached out his trunk, and lifted the van back up onto the road, gently setting it upright on the gravel. The two wizardlings heard shrill screaming from within the vehicle. Harvey turned to Corwyn and said: “Must be somebody hurt.”

Harvey jumped down to the gravel and walked over to look in the driver’s window. He tugged his forelock respectfully.

“Oi, mate! — are you all right in there?” he called.

Harvey saw a red face with bulging eyes staring at him. The man shrieked: “Gaaaahhhhh !!!” and rammed the shift lever into gear. He then grabbed the steering wheel and floored the gas pedal. The delivery van spun gravel for several seconds, and then roared off down the road as fast as it could go. Harvey walked back over to Corwyn as the vehicle disappeared into the distance toward Cleaton Fell. 

“I’ll never understand Mundaes,” Harvey commented. “Bloke didn’t even say ‘Thenk yew.’ ”

CHAPTER 22

That night, Brandie the Barmaid’s new boyfriend Fitzgerald arrived at the Olde Red Gryphon around 9:00 pm as usual. He was a largish fellow, wearing a khaki Australian bush hat with the brim turned up jauntily at the side, a tuxedo shirt with ruffled front, a cream-coloured cashmere sweater vest, and a green paisley ascot tied nattily around his neck. His pants were corduroy in an unusual shade of lavender. He hung his Inverness Cloak (in the clan McDonald tartan) on the antlers of a Black Hart that was mounted on the chimney over the fireplace. Fitzgerald’s usual repartée was sparkling in tone but banal in content, his eyes languid and handsome in a mediocre sort of way. His teeth look like they had been manicured.

Fitzgerald was about thirty-six years old, and Brandie found him boyishly virile. She particularly liked the way Fitzy spent a lot of money on her — not only buying her dinner and drinks, but also bringing expensive presents from Workington or Whitehaven or faraway London. Some gifts were even bought on eBay!

But tonight, Brandie thought Fitzy’s conversation was unusually insipid. He actually dropped off to sleep in mid-sentence at 10:30 pm, dropping his head with a Bonk onto the rustic hardwood table. “ ‘Smatter, lad? Been burning the candle at both ends?” asked Brandie, lifting his head between her hands and planting a wet kiss on his nose.

“Nawr —” said Fitzgerald. “I don’t know why I feel so ... bonkered. Like somebody put a black hex on me. Sleepy. Look, I’m truly sorry, Luv; but I better call it a night. I’ll make it up to you tomorrow.”

“Make it up on my next day off,” said Brandie. “There’s a big Orange Night Out concert up in Edinburg. We could take the train up to Scotland, mate.”

“That’s a date, my lovely sweetheart,” said Fitzgerald, trying to give her a kiss but missing her face. 

He staggered to his feet, took down his cloak, and made his way unsteadily to the door. Once in the street, he staggered off in the direction of Gallimaufriars.

“That bloke’s well-knackered,” said Ben Tweems over his pint of ale at the bar. 

“He didn’t drink a drop tonight,” said Brandie, scratching her head in puzzlement as she walked back to the kitchen.

Just then, a yammering hoard of Spriggans burst into the public house. Screeching and scratching, they clambered up the fireplace and dismantled the stuffed head of the rare black stag above the mantelpiece. Then, squealing and gibbering, they rushed out the front door into the darkness of the night, several of them holding the trophy above their heads as they ran. 

“Wot was thet all about?” said Ben Tweems when they were gone.

“Blessed if I know,” said the bartender. 

• • •
In the wee hours of the morning, Aszirol the black dragon began Dreamdiving. He had never before tried entering the dreams of two sleepers at once, but it was a challenge he relished. He needed only to cast a Somnoconferencum spell to get the two dreamers to share the same dream, and then he could join in at will. Aszirol had prepped the Scottish lout for this night during previous sessions of single Dreamdiving.

He’d had to wait till the oaf got back from town. Fortunately, it didn’t take long for the lad to drop off to sleep. Scotty Scott was out the moment his head hit the pillow ...

Dreamdiving, according to Masters who are knowledgeable about this unusual magickal art, is the process of entering the Dreamscape of a sleeping person. It can only be performed when the Dreamdiver is within 300 metres of the sleeping Subject. The procedure can be very therapeutically beneficial when performed by a trained and licensed professional magickotherapist; but extreme care must be exercised when entering the Dreamscape of a sleeping person. The astral Dreamdiver is aware and conscious of the hypnogogic aspects of the pseudoreality, while the Subject is unaware that it’s just a dream. It is necessary for the therapist to exercise extremely high ethical standards to avoid interfering with the Subject’s subconscious personality. There is the very real possibility that there may be irreparable damage to the sleeper’s psyche ...

Aszirol had no ethical standards whatsoever. 

• • •
Corwyn Daniels, of course, was not asleep that night. He and Harvey were out on the moorlands with Mazie looking for white ladies. These exotic miniature feys are known for leading wanderers far afield in the wastelands, but the trio of wizardlings had no intention of following any of these little lovelies they might encounter. White ladies are known to congregate in ravines under treacle bridges, which are the natural habitat of Blooms-by-Night. Mazie had offered to help Corwyn and Harvey search for these enchanted flowers for their upcoming Potions Class practicum. Mazie would be a great deal of help on the weight of her superior knowledge in such matters.

Mazie said: “Remember, if you spot any white ladies, don’t follow them — but keep your eye on where you first saw them appear. There will be a treacle bridge nearby with Blooms-by-Night growing around the base of its arches.”

Treacle bridges are small faery constructs found in meadows and fens far out on the moorlands. They are built over “treacle springs” — flowing wells which have waters with medicinal properties. The little bridges are much too delicate to bear the weight of a human, being constructed of straw and gossamer spiderwebs. The Blooms-by-Night are little purple-and-white flowers nurtured by the magickal qualities of the springwater; they essentially distill and store the healing properties in their blossoms. True to the name, the flowers only bloom at night, so the trio of wizardlings needed to find them by the light of the moon. Because they grow in enchanted ground, they can be found any time of year — even in winter.

On the way back home with a wicker basket full of fresh-picked potion flowers, the three wizardlings cut through the Gallimaufriars Zoo. They were surprised to hear a bizarre rumbling voice from the shadowy depths of Aszirol’s cage. “Yessss — master! ... wish is my veriest ...”

They tiptoed over and peered through the bars of the black dragon’s cage. The great dark monster was sound asleep, his eyes closed and his chin resting on crossed forepaws. He snored for a spell, and then mumbled: “Granted ... master.”

“What do you know?” said Harvey. “He talks in his sleep.”

The young wizards made their way to the Long Alley and walked Mazie to the front gate. “Thanks for the help, old enchantress,” said Corwyn.

“Yeh — good show!” echoed Harvey.

Mazie paused and put her hand on Corwyn’s sleeve. “About that dragon talking in his sleep ...” she said.

“Yes?” said Corwyn Daniels.

“I have a bad feeling about that,” she said, and then was gone into the night. 

CHAPTER 23

In the wee hours of the morning, Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter awoke feeling a bit peckish. He climbed out of his baroque four-poster bed, put on his mohair slippers, and padded off towards the kitchen to find a middlenight snack. But in the hallway he paused, for there were mysterious sounds coming from the front parlour. Theodoric tiptoed along the carpet to peer in, then slipped behind a rococo drapery that hung in the archway between the corridor and the parlour. He peeked cautiously around the fringed tassels that trimmed the curtain and marveled at the grotesque scene that was taking place on the hearthrug before his fireplace.

Duke Moe — the Punjabahri of Sampourduc — was kneeling before the fire with an ancient clay oil lamp of Persian design with mystic words inscribed around the base. The young boy was chanting: “Allesam culietok noda-ting meenzit!”
The light from the fireplace dimmed, and a blue-green aurora filled the room. Suddenly, a phosphorescent cloud of lavender smoke erupted from the snout of the lamp, swelling up into a mushroom shape with the huge form of a massive Genie at the top. His tremendous arms were folded across a mighty chest; he wore an enormous turban with a black ruby the size of a man’s fist, and his upper torso dissolved into smoke below the midriff. The dark Genie’s eyes glowed unearthly red — and steam came from his nostrils.

“Yesssss, Master,” hissed the Genie in a terrifying sibilant murmur. “Your wish, little one, is my veriest command.”

The hidden Headmaster scarcely dared to breathe.

“Well, I’m getting bored,” said the eleven-year-old prince. “I’d like some new reading material. Those books from the Lost Library of Alexandria are a bit outdated. What I’d really like is to find out the ending of the Potter Cycle before the final book hits the bookstores.”

“Your veriest wish is my command,” whispered the Genie, handing the boy a hardbound book — the final volume, as yet unpublished at the time of this story, which half the children in the World would have given their allowances for ten years to possess.

Then there was darkness as the Genie vanished. 

• • •
The next morning, Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter tarried outside Duke Moe’s bedchamber, waiting till the young prince deigned to awaken. The mage of Gallimaufriars paced nervously and excitedly, dreaming of what great things he would do with the enchanted lamp once the young prince had paid his tuition. When the boy finally came out, Grimwalter said: “Oh most noble and graceful of Princes, flower of Sampourduc — is there anything this poor wizard, your humble servant, can do to make your stay here more pleasurable? Anything your heart desires which (unlikely though it may be) I can provide which you do not already possess. ANYTHING?”

“Yes,” said Duke Moe. “Stifle your mouth and get out of my way so I can go to the loo.”

The wizardling incognito was feeling unusually sassy and self-satisfied this morning. He strolled past the flustered Headmaster and down to the bathroom. After pulling the window shade and double-checking the lock-hex on the door, he enjoyed a luxurious scented bath, manicure, and shave. Then, dressed in bathrobe and slippers again, he sauntered out and used the hall telephone to order twelve dozen roses sent to Brandie the Barmaid at the Olde Red Gryphon. Then he padded back to his bedchamber. 

No sense in worrying about money after this latest development.

Back in his bedroom, Scotaidh Scott cast off the disguise of the eleven-year-old Persian prince and resumed his normal aspect — in which form he had lately also been known as ‘Fitzgerald’ at the Olde Red Gryphon. The former Head Boy from the Institute for the Study of Unusual and Possibly Useful Magickal Arts flung himself down into a well-padded and opulent armchair by the fire, put his feet up on the Ottoman, and breathed a deep sigh. Let those blisters at the other schools call him “some poor duck” — he was now, for all practical purposes “some rich duke,” with the Headmaster of his newly-adopted school at his beck and call. 

The disguise as Mr. Augustarian S. Phinquenaudle had served its purpose well, preparing the school for the arrival of the Punjabahri; and the illusion of being an eleven-year-boy old ensured that Scott would not be sent down due to his age for many years to come — if ever. The cock-and-bull story of Aladdin’s Lamp had suckered the Gallimaufriars Headmaster as nothing else in the Magickal World would have done. It was a masterly plan. Scott’s only real regret was that he couldn’t lord it over Omar and Homar at his old school, not to mention his former Headmaster, Evgren O’Shanks. Alas, it was a success he must keep to himself.

But this latest development was so totally unexpected that it shook Scotaidh Scott to his very core. What an amazing stroke of coincidence! What a blindingly marvelous piece of luck!

Scotaidh Scott rose to open his leather satchel and withdrew the cheap clay Arabian lamp he’d bought on eBay for use as a stage prop. These old lamps are a-dime-a-dozen in the Middle East. Scott turned the lamp from side-to-side, looking at it from every angle; it was lumpy and dirty and was covered with little cracks and blemishes. 

It was truly astonishing to think that — out of all the clunky old lamps in the world — Scotaidh Scott had somehow managed to actually buy the original Aladdin’s lamp! Complete with a powerful Genie. What a concept ...

Scott sank back in his chair and sighed as he dreamed of the wishes it would grant. 

• • •
Within his cage at the Gallimaufriars Zoo, Aszirol chuckled as he imagined the wild thoughts and greedy imaginings that Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter and ex-Head Boy Scotaidh Scott must be having today after their mutual — and very realistic, the black dragon thought — dream of the previous night. 

“If I do say so,” Aszirol smiled to himself, “I made a pretty good Genie ...”
CHAPTER 24

Corwyn found Harvey in the paddock behind the stables trying to teach Buffie to walk faster. The wizard lad had the little wooly mammoth on a training lead, and was flicking the pachyderm’s rump with a riding crop. In spite of all Harvey’s efforts, Buffie plodded along at his usual casual rate, blinking his big brown eyes under his shaggy forelocks.

“You really think you can race Buffie in the Kingsbridge Tournament?” said Corwyn. “It’s hopeless, mate! You have to make it three miles in under a minute. Your ox-cart would be lucky to go that far in two weeks.”

A voice behind them spoke: “Well, I see you’ve let the Boy Blunder out of his cage again. Harvey strikes me as the sort of lad who’d trip over the wire on a cordless telephone.”

Corwyn and Harvey turned to find Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton leaning over the paddock fence. The older boy’s black hair was coifed into greasy spikes, and his thin smile was sardonic. Bartleby was first string Driver Captain on the Gallimaufriars Pêlgwyddon team, while Corwyn was only second string. The boy’s dark eyes narrowed as he looked at Buffie.

“Stupid animal will probably get its trunk caught in the Starting Gate,” he said with a sneer.

“Take that back, Sckroggit-brain!” said Harvey, fumbling for his wand. Bartleby whirled out his wand and, with a flick of his wrist, sent Harvey tumbling into the paddock muck. Corwyn’s hand was on his magestaff — but this was his friend’s fight and he couldn’t interfere without humilifying Harvey.

Bartleby arched his head back and raised one eyebrow. “You give true meaning to the word ‘Gallywog,’ ” he said to Harvey, and strode off chuckling.

“One of these days,” muttered Harvey, “I’m going to pound that bloke into mugglemuck!” 

Corwyn Daniels said nothing, but stared grimly after the retreating older lad.

• • •
“Danger warning talismans,” said Professor Cavalcante, “are one of the easiest magickal gadgets to make. The most basic design consists of a necklace made of sweetbitter and crackleweed berries, pop-pods, dragonbush nibs, rednoggers, and Mexican Jumping Beans strung on a silken thread composed of unicorn mane. The necklace is then soaked in an ambergrisian potion distilled to a concentration of 05.6 on the Abirian Scale. You will find the pods and berries you need in this wooden box. The unicorn mane hair is in the supply cupboard, and you will find the chemicals and liquidments for the potion in your supply drawers on your worktables. Darkmus paper is on the counter — it is used for testing the concentration of the distillates you produce in your Alembics.”

The Exotic Lore Mistress took a large tome from the bookcase. “Now let me see ... Ah, yes! Here it is. The spell for your necklace will be found on Page 39 of Gramvoldssen’s Small Magick Primer. When properly enchanted, the beads on your Danger Warner necklace will burst with a loud popping sound whenever you are in danger. By consulting the colour of the exploded beads, you will be able to determine what sort of trouble to expect. 

Three red beads indicate immediate physical danger. Two yellow and one red means you are about to do something rather stupid which will eventually lead you into harm, but not for a few days. A green pod means a relatively minor threat, like tripping on a loose brick. 

You will find a complete guide for descrying the meaning of the various bead pop combinations in the Significances Appendix of the Small Magick Primer. Now, does anyone have questions?”

Harvey raised his hand.

“We’ve been using Danger Warner necklaces we bought in Knockendarroch Road for years,” he said. “Why do we need to learn to make them ourselves?”

“Because you’ll fail this class if you don’t,” said Mistress Cavalcante.

• • •
The balloting returns finally came in from the British National Thaumaturgical Elections. A new Minister of Wizardry had been elected; the old Home Office Liaison Wizard was re-elected as usual, and results were trickling in from the various district and local elections. 

To Wizardom’s everlasting astonishment, Professor Theophile Braktiss from Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts had been elected Prefect of Magick for the Wizardly District of Cumbria. Most people had assumed that Philip Montmorency would win hands down. Those who voted for Braktiss gave such reasons as: “Well, I didn’t much care for Montmorency’s toothy smile ...” — or — “I usually tend to vote for the underdog ...” — or — “I pushed the wrong button by mistake, but figured it didn’t matter.” 

Professor Braktiss was rather smug about the whole thing. He commandeered Corwyn, Harvey, and Alfie to help him retrieve his pasteboard boxes labeled “Dr. Banniels’ Badges, Buttons, & More.” 

“The time has come to distribute these blessèd things,” said the professor when the lads were assembled in the warehouse labyrinth. “They’ve done their job well. Trickster will be pleased.”

Professor Braktiss ripped open one of the crates, and Corwyn Daniels saw that it was packed with smaller grey parcels about the size of shoe boxes and labeled ‘political badges.’ The Thaumaturgical Theory instructor took out a couple of the smaller containers and opened them proudly. Inside each parcel were a hundred small, round campaign badges of the sort used by politicians the world around.

“Yes, this certainly tends to confirm Braktiss’ First Law,” he chuckled. “I shall be writing scholarly papers about this experiment for some years to come. We’ll send these buttons all over the District.”

“But no one ever saw your campaign buttons till now!” said Corwyn Daniels. “How could they possibly help you win the election? Nobody even knew you were running ...”

“AH — remember Braktiss’ First Law,” said the professor. “ ‘Trickster cannot pass up the opportunity to inflict a really awful joke on the World.’ I stacked the cards so that if I won the election, a truly awful pun would result.”

He held up one of the badges so that the lads could read the slogan:

Braktiss makes Prefect.

• • •
Next morning, Harvey and Corwyn were up at dawn to continue Buffie’s training. “Today, I’ve got a plan that will really get the little guy moving,” said Harvey. He held in his hand a white pasteboard box with bits of straw sticking out from under the lid.

“What’s your plan, my mage?” asked Corwyn as they led the little Shetland mammoth into the training paddock and attached his training lead.

“Motivational psychology,” said Harvey as he walked Buffie through his paces twice around the paddock. “Woah, Buffie! — I’ve been training him to stop on ‘Woah’ and speed up on ‘Giddup.’

“Now Giddup, lad!” said Harvey, tweaking the lead and flicking the pachyderm’s rump with his riding crop. “Woah, Boy!”

Harvey turned to Corwyn with a twinkle in his eye. “Now get a load of this ...”

He walked up beside Buffie, stroked him behind his ears, and then held the white pasteboard box in front of the mammoth’s eyes. “Now GIDDUP, lad!” said Harvey — and he opened the box.

Inside the box, nestled in a bed of straw, was a little white mouse.

Buffie’s eyes went wide, and he trumpeted. The frightened mouse leaped out of the box and ran around the mammoth’s shaggy feet. The wooly mammoth reared up on his hind legs, bugled again, and took off ...

As Corwyn Daniels watched in astonishment, Buffie the Shetland mammoth galloped off at breakneck speed in a straight line. He smashed through the paddock fence and crashed into the corner of the stables, knocking out the support structures and bringing the roof down in a thunderous ruin. 

He kept on running, demolishing two sheds and an outbuilding. Buffie crashed through the stone perimeter fence of the school grounds, ruined crops in the next field, and disappeared into the distance. The last they saw of him was when he plowed through the oast house on a neighboring farm, knocked down a pumphouse, toppled a harvesting machine, and vanished as a speck over the horizon.

Harvey stood with his mouth hanging open.

“Bad strategy, mate,” said Corwyn Daniels. “I expect we’ll pull about two months Detention for this little fiasco.”

When their parents had paid for all the damages to the surrounding countryside and Headmaster Grimwalter had blown his gasket, they actually got three months of Detention.

CHAPTER 25

Corwyn spent the Winter Holidays with his family. It was marvelous to have a whole month of vacation, but Old Doric was a firm believer in taking a winter trip to the French Riviera each year, so the whole school benefited from his decadence. The first few weeks of Spring Term were dreary, as was the weather. Harvey was anxious for warmer weather so he could continue working with Buffie. (Their two attempts to drive the ox-cart in the snow were disastrous, but at least there were no lawsuits or damages to pay). Corwyn pulled night duty Detention zapping the Gnorras, Shanties, and Digglerts that were now infesting the school. (Corwyn was best suited for this job since he was the only one who could see the nasty little buggers.)

At last, warm weather arrived, and the lads at Gallimaufriars were all out and about in their usual devil-may-care fashion. Among the less pleasant duties imposed on Harvey and Corwyn during their extended Detention was the task washing all the windows in Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts. Mrs. Higgenbotham, the bedchamber mistress for Corwyn’s dorm bedward, insisted that the windows be washed and polished by hand — no magick allowed. 

Because so many of the school’s windows were multi-paned and mullioned, it was tedious work doing each little pane of glass separately, especially those windows on the upper floors or in the roof dormers. Armed with chamois cloths, rags, buckets, sponges, squeeges, and a spray bottle of Windolene, the two lads worked diligently on the window-cleaning, for Mrs. Higgenbotham was a stickler that neither specks nor smudges were to be left on her windows.

The two lads had improvised a way to get at the upper windows. They devised a harness-seat made out of leather belts that some of the older boys had outgrown. This seat was attached by means of a hook to a rope which went up through a pulley mounted on the peak of the roof gable and from there down to ground level. One of the lads would climb into the harness and the other would hoist him up to the appropriate height. By pulling or loosening the rope, the window washer could move up-or-down (and to a certain extent from side-to-side). A cord attached to a smaller pulley suspended a bucket of water and a basket of cleaning supplies.

“This rots my socks!” said Harvey. “I’d rather work with the sabretooth kitties.”

“Or even the Anfanc,” muttered Corwyn.

As a general rule, Harvey was usually chosen to wash windows because he was several stone lighter than Corwyn, and the person on the ground needed to have more weight to lift the other lad up. On the day in question, however, Harvey was suffering from saddle sores after spending too much time in the harness. Accordingly, Corwyn was aloft washing windows while Harvey was on the ground holding the rope. Harvey had wound the long end of the rope several times around his waist so as to keep a better grip, and he had attached several lead weights to himself to give him the added weight to hoist Corwyn aloft. 

Corwyn was just giving the last polishing touches to one of the high dormer windows when he heard a very snide voice from below spellcast: “Blivefyrtøj!” — and suddenly the rope went slack! Corwyn plunged twenty feet downward. A moment later, he found himself hanging in the air about six feet off the ground with Harvey dangling at his side with the other end of the rope wound around him.

“Harvey! What happened?” gasped Corwyn.

“Dunno,” grunted Harvey, who was being squeezed uncomfortably around his middle. “You got heavy all of a sudden.”

“Or else you got lighter,” said Corwyn. “Hold still ...” 

He tried to reach the wand in Harvey’s boot-holster, but just then Harvey swung upside down and his foot clouted Corwyn along side of the head. 

“OUCH !!” Corwyn cried. “Watch where you put your boot.” 

“This rope is killing me!” wailed Harvey. “AAAaaarrrggghhhhhhh !!”
Corwyn tried again to reach Harvey’s wand, but this time he ended up with his head stuck in the bucket of rinse water. When he finally managed to pry the bucket off, he had a soapy sponge in his mouth.

“PPfffffttt!” said Corwyn, spitting out the sponge just as Harvey’s wand slipped out of its holster and dropped toward the ground. 

Corwyn spun upside down and pushed off with his boots against a window casing. Harvey shot up as his friend shot down, but Corwyn managed to catch the wand before it fell out of reach. He spun around blindly, pointing the wand upwards. He waved his hand and shouted: “Frenelan!”
Instantly the tangled ropes around Harvey came loose, and the two boys fell to the ground — directly into a clump of stinging nettles and thorns that hadn’t been there before.

“Well, well, well ... just look at the Dover Boys,” said Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton. “My but you two would make a lovely picture just now. Too bad I don’t have a camera ...”

By the time Corwyn and Harvey managed to get untangled from the bushes, thorns, and rope, Bartleby was long gone. When Harvey tried to walk, he had trouble keeping his feet on the ground. He was light as a feather.

“Take it easy, my mage!” said Corwyn. “Bartleby put some kind of Lightweight spell on you. Stay still and I’ll get my staff to disenchant you.”

Harvey glared at the thicket of nettles, briars, and thorns they had landed on. “Lurain’s Fourth Pricklythorn Spell!” he growled. “Wait till I get my wand on Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton ...”

• • •
That evening, Corwyn and Harvey met Mazie at the sweet shop in Cleaton Fell. The three wizardlings bought strawberry smashes with ice cream floating on top and strolled through the town park sipping the delicious treats. It was a lovely spring evening, and the lamplights cast deep shadows among the bushes and flower beds. A fragrant breeze stirred Mazie’s hair. They walked in silence for some time.

Finally, Mazie said: “Well, lads — Merlin Break is coming up this weekend. Any plans ...?”

“Harvey and I were thinking of heading up to Edinburgh,” said Corwyn. “Care to come along?”

Mazie’s eyes sparkled. “I could be convinced.”

“Harvey is still trying to figure out ways to make Buffie go faster in the Kingsbridge race,” said Corwyn.

“You really think you have a chance?” asked Mazie.

“He can’t use magick to make him go faster — that’s against the rules of the Tournament,” said Corwyn.

“I am fully acquainted with the rules,” said Mazie with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “So what are you planning?” she asked Harvey.

“I’m working on it ...” said Harvey.

• • •
CHAPTER 26

Dengie Fincastle glowered at Harvey Blankenship, who was gawking at the collection of slivverwands, hex talismans, and talisdiggles in the crusty display cases at Dahgwort’s Magick Emporium on Knockendarroch Road. The skulking, pimply-faced shop clerk clearly didn’t think Harvey could afford to buy anything. Dengie resented the Gallywog taking up space in the shop that might profitably admit more prosperous clientele. 

Corwyn and Mazie shared Dengie’s opinion of Harvey’s finances, but went along with the lad’s desire to buy “something totalsome cool.” Mazie did not really approve of Dahgwort’s shop at all, but hey — it was Merlin Break, and you had to cut Harvey some slack on a holiday. Mazie sniffed at the musty odors in the shop, wrinkled her nose, and declined to examine the merchandise. Corwyn was looking at a book of sliv-hexes from Spain, so neither he nor Mazie noticed when Harvey drifted back near an ominous black curtain that hung at the rear of the shop. 

A rickety bookshelf next to the dark curtain held a number of disturbing talismans and vile-looking books. There was the miniature skull of some strange creature never seen on Earth. There was a little black ball of darkness that light simply seemed to fall into. There was a copy of The Call of Luthuch by L.V. Poafchert, bound in what looked like human skin. There was a diminutive, odiously-carved wand of some sort. The dark curtain was dusty and musky, made of very heavy fabric. Harvey’s steps wavered a little as he approached it, and he swayed to one side and then the other. 

Just as Harvey reached out his hand to a fold in the fabric to draw back the curtain, he heard a raspy voice whispering to him: “Come to meee, I am your friennnd.”
Harvey paused and looked to the side. The sound was coming from the dusty bookshelf. The wizardling abandoned the hanging curtain and stepped over to look more closely at the talismans on the shelf. The voice repeated:

“I am your friennnd. Pick me uppp ...”

It was coming from the wand. Harvey reached for the wand, but the voice said:

“Not with your righttt hand; use your leffftt ...”

Harvey picked up the wand and looked at the evil carvings along its length. “Did you talk?” he asked.

The wand was silent. 

Harvey waved the wand and spellcast: “Luminatos!” 

That should have created a werelight, but nothing happened. He shook the wand and tapped it on the shelf. Nothing happened. Harvey sighed and dropped the wand back where he’d found it. He started to look at the pictures in the Poafchert book, but winced at what he saw there and put the book down in horror. 

“Pick me uppp; I am your friennnndd ...”

The voice really seemed to come from the wand. Harvey picked it up in his left hand and frowned. 

“I am the Left-Handed Wand; I am your friennnndd. I am a vocative, non-responsitive, recrudescent talisman. I am a sympathetic wax/wane talisman. I can help you get your heart’s desireeee ...”

“You want to buy that item?” said Dengie Fincastle, who had come up behind Harvey and nearly scared him brainless. 

“H-how much?” asked Harvey.

“All the money you have,” said the shop clerk, scratching one of the warts on his nose.

“A bargain at the pricceee ...” whispered the Left-Handed Wand.

“Well — okay,” said Harvey. “Here’s my money.” He set the wand down and dug coins out of his pocket, handing Dengie three pounds, two-and-sixpence. The shop clerk took the Left-Handed Wand between the thumb and little finger of his left hand and extended it to Harvey. 

“You must take the wand with your left hand, between thumb and little finger, just as I hand it to you. Do you accept the Left-Handed Wand as your very own property, to retain and to hold henceforth?”

Harvey said: “Yeah, I guess so ...” as he took the wand.

The wand seemed to wriggle between his fingers like a snake. Then it whispered:

“I am yoursss ...”

Harvey stuck the Left-Handed Wand into his pisthsack and forgot to mention the purchase to Corwyn and Mazie till they were back in Cleaton Fell.

• • •
“Croopus! This wand is fantawsome!” said Harvey Blankenship that night in the third floor lounge outside the bedward. “It can do all kinds of things — if I ever figure out how it works.”

“What do you mean?” asked Alfie Whitlock. “How do you know what it can do if you don’t know how to work it?”

“Oh — the Left-Handed Wand tells me what it can do,” said Harvey.

“You mean you tell it what you want to happen and it teaches you the spell?” said Benjie Newton. “That’s Wizzzard!” 

“Well, not exactly like that,” said Harvey. “In fact, it never talks to me when I talk to it. But if I shut up and keep my mouth closed, then it tells me all kinds of stuff.”

“Commendable thinking on the wand’s part,” said Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton.

Corwyn glared at Bartleby.

“But scrye this, my mages!” said Harvey. “It doesn’t even work by magick. I found out from Professor Autolycus that the Left-Handed Wand is an antimagic talisman.”

“Antimagic?” said Alfie. “Isn’t that dangerous? Are you sure he didn’t say ‘Anti-Magick’ — that’s more likely.”

“What’s the difference?” asked Benjie Newton.

“ ‘Anti-Magick’ means any magickal counter-charm,” said Jarrod Millerton. “Or anything that counteracts magick.”

“Like when Old Doric takes away your powers for three days for cheating on an exam,” said Alfie.

“Or like a Warlock’s Wheel that sucks all the Manna out of an area leaving a Dead Zone,” said Jarrod. “Those are both examples of something that’s Anti-Magick. Cold Iron is the ultimate in Anti-Magick. But ‘antimagic’ does not use Manna at all. It’s an entirely different kind of preternatural power. Like psionics or science.”

“Croopus!” said Benjie Newton.

“So have you learned any antimagic spells?” sneered Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton.

“Just the Spell of Slow Swiftness,” said Harvey. “That is, the wand said it would teach me that.”

“Isn’t that what the Whispering Mage used in New Orleans to kidnap student wizards?” said Jarrod. “That’s really madwiz!”

“I thought that antimagic exacted a terrible price from the person who uses it,” said Freddie Melling. “Like it drains your soul or makes you evil.”

“I haven’t noticed anything so far ...” said Harvey Blankenship.

• • •
At Daghwort’s Magick Emporium in Edinburgh, stuffed bats hung in strings from the ceiling, grimoires lined the dusty bookshelves, and strange alembics, amulets, and thuribles stood in silent glass cases. A candle by the cash register burned low. Rasnuss Dahgwort looked up from trying to polish his grimy countertop and saw a darkling phantom slowly manifest in a dark corner behind the mummified animals case. The old man grinned a crooked smile at the phantom, his knobby fingers tapping nervously on the hardwood surface of the display case. The phantom loomed closer and extended a sepulchral hand toward the old man. Rasnuss looked at the open hand and then rang a little silver bell on the counter.

“Dengie, I have a customer,” the old man called into the back room. The slinking, skulking lad with warts and pimples on his face emerged from the storage room, wiping his hands on his apron.

“Yes, Dahgwort?” he said.

“This ... thing ... has come to pick up a special order,” said Rasnuss Dahgwort. “But I haven’t been able to find it. Where is the Left-Handed Wand? I left it in that cubicle.”

“Why, Master, I sold that wand on Tuesday!” said Dengie. “To that stupid lad from Gallimaufriars ...”

“Fool!” said Dahgwort, sending a bolt of electricity at Dengie that knocked the clerk to the floor. The old man chewed his gums for a long moment. “That wand was intended for the Dark Lady of Foxcastle!”

“Sorry, Master! I didn’t know. You never told me ...” Dengie whined, writhing in agony on the rough wood boards of the floor. “Don’t blast me again! Please, Master ...”

Rasnuss Dahgwort turned to the implacable phantom that stood waiting for the special order, cold, dark, and aloof. “It seems we have a little problem here ...” the old man said, smiling his crooked grin at the spectre.

The phantom did not smile back at him. 

CHAPTER 27

The next morning before class, Corwyn Daniels sat at his study desk reading a spell from an ancient grimoire in his Wandworking class, but he wasn’t sure what the spell was supposed to do — or why. But it was an assignment from Wandmaster St. Luke, so the boy wizard waved his wand and chanted the spell:

“Itot Atah Apud Etat!”
There was a puff of smoke, and a large black-and-white tomcat appeared.

Corwyn looked at the cat for a long moment, then turned to Alfie and Harvey. “I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again. Wandmaster St. Luke spent way too much time in California ...”

The tardy bell rang, and Wandmaster St. Luke himself wandered into the classroom. “Today, my young mages, we will be learning about the history of Whitherwands. In the early Eighteenth Century, a little-known and not terribly well respected wizardly scholar named Anthonie J. Bellairs developed an entirely new concept of magick, one which revolved around interfacing randomness, wish-fulfillment, and Murphy’s Law. Bellairs was, at that time, Wandmaster at Gallimaufriars Academy at its previous location in Derbyshire. He was also a Fellow at the College of Absentia at Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies.

“Tony Bellairs was very fond of taking carriage rides in the countryside. He originally developed this new form of magick to enable him to visit more interesting places and faraway locales than he could normally hope to get to on his Saturday afternoons off. He devised specialized carriage wheels with rune-carved spokes that acted as a sort of dimension portal to interesting places. So he would set out in his phaeton and activate the spell on the wheels. He’d end up in some fascinating place behind the moon, beyond the rain ...”

“Crums! — I know where I’d visit if I had a carriage like that,” said Barfy Bradish. “Akron, Ohio. I’ve always wanted to see Akron.”

“Tony later refined the spell and modified one of the wheel spokes into a specialized wand that could transport you to anywhere you wanted to go,” the Wandmaster continued, ignoring Barfy. “Whitherwands are available today at most fine wandmaker shoppes, but they are very expensive. The amazing aspect of this is that you can even go to places you didn’t know exist. You simply break the wand in two and say: ‘Carry Me Whiter’ — and off you go. Whitherwands are now extensively used by wizardly police forces to locate criminals.”

“But if you break the Whitherwand in half, how can you use it again?” asked Benjie Newton.

“You don’t,” said Wandmaster St. Luke. “It’s a one-time-use wand. It takes a huge amount of magickal power to teleport you absolutely anywhere — especially when you don’t know where you want to go.”

“But they cost something like three-hundred-and-fifty quid!” said Benjie. “If you break it ...?”
“It takes a powerful lot of magick — and that doesn’t come cheap,” said St. Luke. “Law of Payment, you remember ...”

“Wasn’t it by using a Whitherwand that BSCI Agent Malcom Portière finally tracked down the Whispering Mage in Louisiana?” asked Corwyn.

“Yes — as a matter of fact, you are right!” said Wandmaster St. Luke. “Three Bonus Points for Corwyn Daniels. Of course, as it so ironically turned out, the Whispering Mage had already been killed by a black panther before the federal agents arrived.”

“What ever became of Tony Bellairs’ carriage with the carry-me-whither wheels?” asked Corwyn.

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Alastair St. Luke. “Probably got thrown out with the junk when the school moved.”

• • •
“I am your Friennnndddd ...” the Left-Handed Wand whispered to Harvey Blankenship. “I can help you win your heart’s desireees.. The Spell of Slow Swiftness will help you runn the race.”

Harvey kept his mouth shut and said nothing. 

“When the Race begins, wave me in the air and chant: Aknoth Blictor Taget!”

“What will happen then?” asked Harvey, his eyes wide with wonder.

The Left-Handed Wand was silent.

• • •
That night, Corwyn awoke in the wee hours to the pop-pop-crackle of his Danger Warner necklace. The boy wizard sat up yawning and tried to see which of the beads and pods had exploded, but it was too dark. He took the talisman over to the window and attempted to see the colored pods in the moonlight, but stopped when he saw someone moving in the Long Alley below. A pale figure walked out of the Headmaster’s house and was moving slowly towards the Zoo grounds. At that distance, it was hard for Corwyn to determine whether it was a grown man or a boy. 

Corwyn slipped out of his bedward, then ran down the stairs and around to the Long Alley. He dashed toward the Zoo. Corwyn arrived just in time to see the moonlit figure walking towards the cage of the black dragon! At first, it seemed to be a tallish man; then a young lad. Corwyn blinked his eyes and looked again.

It was Duke Moe. The boy seemed to be under some sort of enchantment. Or was he simply walking in his sleep? Corwyn sprinted after him. 

When Corwyn arrived at the black dragon’s cage, he saw to his horror that Duke Moe — apparently in his sleep — was unlatching the door to the dragon’s cage !! Aszirol was murmuring low encouragements to the lad. 

“That’s the way ... good lad!” hissed the dragon.

Corwyn yelled “HEY” at the top of his lungs and hurled himself forward. Just as Duke Moe was opening the door to Aszirol’s cage, Corwyn’s body collided with the other boy’s, knocking the lad to the ground. Corwyn slammed the cage door shut, latched it again, and hurled half-a-dozen binding and locking enchantments on it just for good measure.

The black dragon was watching all this with great interest, his head inclined to one side and his great jaws grinning in amusement.

Corwyn rounded on Duke Moe and shrieked: “What in Mundaeration do you think you were doing?”
There was something of a double image as the Persian boy shook his head. And then, as Corwyn looked more closely, the image of Duke Mohammed (also known as Escarot Escarott ibn Skotardh, the Punjabahri of Sampourduc) shifted and shimmered and was overlaid with the figure of a much larger man. Corwyn cast a Banish Enchantment charm — and saw before him, sitting sprawled on the pavement, a young man perhaps thirty-five years of age with tousled hair. 

It was Scotaidh Scott, late Head Boy at the Institute for the Study of Unusual and Possibly Useful Magickal Arts.

“I guess my disguise is shot,” said the Scottish lad. “Where am I? What was I doing?”

“You’re in the Gallimaufriars Zoo,” shouted Corwyn Daniels. “You were walking in your sleep, and you just opened the door of the black dragon’s cage !!” 

“W-what?” murmured Scotty. “Sleepwalking? But I was dreaming that ...” 

He rubbed his eyes and looked up at Aszirol’s face inside the bars of the cage. The dragon winked at him.

“You nearly let the Black Dragon escape !!!” roared Corwyn Daniels.

Scott’s eyes went wide as he looked at the dragon. Aszirol spurted a little gout of flame at him and then turned to Corwyn.

“This oaf has served my purposes and is of no further use to me. You needn’t have worried about me getting loose,” Aszirol said to Corwyn. “I wasn’t trying to escape. It was only that I was getting a little peckish ...”

The dragon looked at Scotty Scott again and licked his teeth. “I just wanted a little midnight ... SNACK !!” 

The former Head Boy leaped to his feet with a screech and took off running. Corwyn Daniels thought he’d never seen anyone move so fast in his life. The last that Corwyn saw of the lad, Scotty Scott was sprinting along the dirt road to Ennerdale as fast as he could travel. 

After all of his enchanting illusions and carefully laid plans to lead a life of leisure and pampered luxury, Scotaidh Scott left Gallimaufriars Academy of Magickal Arts so fast that he forgot to take along the veritable lantern of Allah Din ...

• • •
Corwyn and the black dragon watched Scotty Scott vanish into the night. Then Aszirol turned his head and gazed at the wizardling. He raised one eyebrow and said:

“I suppose, Young Daniels, that you think you are pretty clever capturing me and bringing me to your little Zoo.” The black dragon chuckled. “It’s true that the bars of this cage were forged by a Persian Sand Djinn and are strong enough to hold me — that was how you worded your wish. And they are strongly enchanted ...”

The dragon grinned.

“But have you ever considered that the gaps between these bars are wide enough to allow my fiery breath, even though I cannot pass through them myself? I am a black dragon, which is many orders of magnitude more powerful than any other type of dragon. My hide can withstand a shot from the most powerful cannon. My strength is as the strength of ten thousand because my soul is black. My vocabulary is more erudite than your Headmaster’s. And although I am but a yearling, my fire is hotter than a small nuclear explosion. Yet, there you stand calmly a few feet from the bars of my cage ... 

“You see that little storage shed over there?” said the dragon.

Corwyn looked at the old, decrepit shed about three hundred yards away where the groundskeeper stored his tools. He nodded.

Aszirol’s fire erupted from his jaws like a holocaust, illuminating the surrounding buildings with incandescent brilliance, flaming between the bars of the cage and rippling like napalm across the school grounds, blazing high into the cold night sky. It enveloped the tool shed and burnt it to a cinder in less than a heartbeat. The dragon had not even inhaled ... 

Danger Warners snapped and crackled throughout Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts. Students, staff, journeymen, adepts, and masters were awakened buy the fire’s fury. Everyone rushed to the glowing windows to see what had happened outside. Corwyn Daniels eyes were huge and he took half-a-step backwards. 

“I could incinerate you before you took another step,” said Aszirol.

“Y-you agreed to come peacefully when you lost our original wager,” said Corwyn.

The black dragon shrugged and smiled. “What makes you think I’m the kind of person who keeps his promises?”

“I suppose not,” said Corwyn as the air around him filled with bolts of magefire. Wizards in nightgowns were running from all parts of the school with their wands ablaze. Wizard Shields began erupting from the staffs of the Wandmaster and the Headmaster, who were in the lead of the mages headed toward the Zoo. Close behind were Professor Cavalcante and Haunk the Zookeeper. Alarm bells were chiming in every building. Grass fires were spreading from the tool shed. Waterfall enchantments were being cast in every direction.

Aszirol smiled at Corwyn. “It amuses me to think how much Detention you’ll get for this — for egging me on the way you did ...”

• • •
“All right, it’s like this,” said Mazie MacAlister the next day after Corwyn had told her the tale. “The former Head Boy from The Instie shows up here at Galley disguised as a young Arabian potentate. He moves into the Headmaster’s house so that he can lead the life of Little Lord Fauntleroy. He’s within Dreamdiving distance of Aszirol’s cage. Fortunately, your bedward is across the Long Alley, so the dragon can’t reach the rest of you. Now we find that Scotty Scott has served Aszirol’s ‘purposes’ and is no longer needed. The dragon tries to eat him, presumably to get rid of the evidence, but is thwarted by our hero Corwyn. Have I got everything right?”

“What is that black dragon up to?” muttered Corwyn Daniels, looking out the window of the classroom in the direction of the Zoo. “Why isn’t he trying to escape? Why is he so content to stay in that cage? What’s his plan?”

Mazie looked at him steadily. “Once again, my good friend, I have this bad feeling that it’s all your fault.”
CHAPTER 28

The stretch of land southwest of Castlecombe among the winding streams that flow into the Bybrook River, bordered by North Wraxall on one side to the west, Nettleton to the north, and Slaughterford to the south, is an enchanted area known to the magickal community as Wiltun Downs. It is an expanse of Wiltshire countryside characterized by high downlands​, numerous brooks and rills, and wide valleys; it has been designated by the Ministry of Wizardry as a Region of Outstanding Rustic Beauty.

On Mundae maps, the area north of A420 between Castlecombe and North Wraxall is only 3.78 miles; yet within that stretch of land is an additional — and remarkable lovely — 20-mile region, making the actual distance between the two villages nearly 24 miles. 

This excellent countryside was snatched up by wizards and mages back in the 13th Century, who promptly enchanted their lands with guardian and protection enchantments, avoidance charms, and notice-me-not spells. Accordingly, Wiltun Downs does not show up on any Mundae maps or photographs, and most people think that all the land between Chippenham and Marshfield is picturesque Cotswold farmland. In actual fact, there are a number of private wizardly estates and manors, nine villas, two castles, and (it is rumored) Kingsbridge Academy of Magickal Studies.

• • •
Corwyn Daniels’ first glimpse of Wiltun Downs was from atop the cab of the 1948 Dieter flatbed lorry. Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter had chartered the old rig to transport Buffie, Harvey, and the ox-cart to the Kingsbridge Tournament (using funds from a Ministry of Wizardry competition grant, of course). Alfie Whitlock was in the back of the lorry helping Harvey steady the ox-cart while attempting to soothe the wooly Shetland Mammoth. Buffie was nervous and tended to shift his feet — which with his massive weight threatened to tip over the flatbed from time-to-time. There wasn’t room for another person in the back, so Alfie and Corwyn took turns riding on the cab roof.

The valley was like something out of a picture post card from another century. That is, if they had picture post cards in other centuries — Corwyn Daniels wasn’t certain. There were granite houses with high-pointed gables, half-timbered cottages with tile or thatch roofs, and stone bridges arching over picturesque brooks and rivers whose banks were lined with flowers. 

Once past Castlecombe and into Wiltun Downs, the landscape was like something from a faery tale. There were hillsides with lush green bluffs, deep romantic chasms, faery glens, and babbling brooks. A network of valleys, gills, dingles and dales, ravines, meadows, and glens wound among the Wiltshire Downs. There were copses of trees here and there, with wildflowers and ferns growing among glades of oak, ash, and walnut. 

And at the end of the lane down which Bert was driving the lorry, Corwyn saw an open meadow with canopies, tents, bleachers, viewing stands, and bivouacs with colorful banners and pennants fluttering in the summer breeze. Wagons and lorries converged on the entrance gate, each loaded down with odd-looking vehicles and claptrap inventions.

• • •
It was a brisk late Autumn afternoon; a fine day for the Tournament. The sun shone brilliantly on the Cotswold Hills, and the various dales, valleys, and glens were filled with students from all Wizardom busily tuning, testing, and running their motley assortment of locomotion contrivances. Referees sporting high top hats with rosettes of blue ribbon patrolled the field, serving both as game officials and proctors. Headmasters and archmages from the various schools strolled about the staging arenas viewing the scene. 

Elves, wizards, and hobgoblins hurried around the greensward; faery courts from Elfame, Broceliande, and even Foxcastle had sent representatives to act as Judges; and there was even a contingent of gossamer-winged light faeries from Alfheim come to watch the festivities. There were Norse wizards from the far northern region of icy fogs and mists, darkness, and cold. A giant or two stalked the landscape.

“Well, good luck, my mage!” said Corwyn when Harvey had found his place in the starting lineup.

“I don’t need luck — I’ve got a knockem-dead antimagic spell and the Left-Handed Wand on my side. We’ll make Buffie go like a greyhound !!”

“I thought you couldn’t use magick as the means of propulsion,” said Alfie.

“Ah — but this isn’t magick,” said Harvey. “It’s antimagic. Nothing in the rules against using antimagic.”

“Well, I hope it works ...” said Corwyn dubiously. 

Harvey opened his knapsack, pulled out the Talking Head of Folly Bridge, and mounted the brass statue on the tongue of the ox-cart. 

“Did you ever find out where that thing came from?” asked Alfie.

“Yeah — according to one of Professor Cavalcante’s old books, it belonged to Roger Bacon, the mage monk of Oxford back in the 13th Century.” Harvey looked proudly at the bronze bust. “ ‘Folly Bridge’ was where Roger Bacon had his alchemical laboratory ...”

Corwyn took out his pocket handkerchief and polished the brass head. “According to the books, it’s a prophetic device described by medieval scholars who were believed it could correctly answer any question asked of it. But it could only answer yes-or-no questions, and then only once a month.”

“Has it ever talked to you?” Alfie asked Harvey.

Harvey’s face fell. “Not a word.”

• • •
While Harvey was checking Buffie’s harnesses and smearing behemoth lard on the axles and carved spokes of the ox-cart, Corwyn and Alfie wandered off to see what the other entrants had come up with. Most of the magick schools in Britain were represented. There were also entries from Scandinavia, France, Spain, Romania, Bulgaria, Russia, New Zealand, Mexico, Brazil, China, the Federation of Magick schools in the United States, and even a few oddballs from California, (although the latter had to meet strict guidelines to avoid the hazards of New Age Magick).

The Conchies’ entries were mostly sea-based contraptions. One lad had a coach-and-four made out of a gigantic silvery abalone shell and drawn by prancing white hippocampoi. Another had built a go-cart out of a chambered nautilus shell that was powered by a gasoline lawnmower engine. “Not likely to go very fast, that one,” Alfie commented.

The Hoggies, of course, had any number of enchanted broomsticks. There was a team of Gravediggers from Dreadlore Manor in America with a diesel-driven swampboat mounted on wheels. Corwyn choked on the exhaust fumes from its foul-smelling engine. Three girls from Silentium Atrum had flying carpets, while two midshipmen from Mauritania Academy of Maritime Magick had attached wings to one of the ocean liner’s lifeboats. Two journeymen Killies had a solar-powered rocket ship, while the team from Long Step had a souped-up standard Mundae stock car. The Spooks from Grackleflint’s had a wagon made up of graveyard bones tied together with what looked like human hair. 

“I hate to think what spell they use to make that thing go,” said Corwyn.

“The engine probably has a reverberator instead of a carburetor,” replied Alfie.

Then Corwyn spied Jack Davis and Alex Whitaker.

“There’s some lads I know from Kingsbridge wearing rocket-powered roller skates!” cried Corwyn. “Hey Jack! Go for it ...”

Jack looked up and waved. Penny Miller was helping tighten his skate-straps. She smiled at Corwyn and blushed. It was good to see Penny, Lucy, and Alice from Kingsbridge again. Corwyn was embarrassed that he had neglected to write Penny, but she didn’t seem to mind. 

The other contestants from Kingsbridge had an amazing hodgepodge of inventions, including a Rube Goldberg contraption with baling wires, bamboo, large ball bearings, and little buckets on a drive chain. 

The Fourth Form from Saint Dunsany’s School was backing Zelda Gillwalter’s trebuchet. The St.D’s Fifth Form entry was to have been Janandra Millerton’s Speedmobile, but Corwyn heard that she’d had to scratch it after she pulled Detention when Mukudor called the Headmistress a “scum-sucking moldwarp.” The St.D’s Sixth Form girls were wearing bikini swimsuit tops and micro-miniskirts while walking around with the Judges.

• • •
One boy from Anaheim, California had carved a meticulous wood replica of a 1934 Aston Martin sports car, painted a natty British racing green-colour. The kid wore scruffy blue jeans with the knees torn out, grubby sneakers with grass stains on the toes, a T-shirt with some awful artwork airbrushed on the chest, and a baseball cap on his head backwards so the bill hung down the back of his neck. A box of Granola perched on the fender of his car.

His vehicle was a larger version of the toy car used in Snailbaiting, and was (he said) powered by a Perpetual Motion machine of his own invention. The car was about the size of a soap-box derby racer, and was wonderfully carved with superb detailing. The power engine looked like a wooden clockwork mechanism about the size of a steamer trunk, with various carved wooden rack-and-pinions, gears, cogs, rocker-arms, dials, sprockets, and escapements. There was a cylinder of richly-finished and hand-rubbed cocobola wood that shuttled back-and-forth inside a coil of bentwood bamboo which generated the Perpetual Motion power field. An engraved plaque on the field generator read: “Things Go Better With Cocobola.” A series of sheshamwood gyros and zebrawood pulleys with shiny brass mazolators transferred the perpetual kinetic motion generated by the monopiston to the drive train of the sports car wheels. The kid was lying underneath the rear of the vehicle tweaking the Kinetic Spell that activated the mechanism, hoping to gain greater speeds.

“That yank is Obsessive,” Alfie remarked.

“We have representatives here from Alfheim, Jotunheim, Niffleheim ... and Anaheim,” commented Corwyn. “It seems like that should be significant somehow or other ...”

• • •
They passed by the group of American students from Louisiana. The rather bizarre students from Dreadlore Manor were called “Gravediggers” and wore black leather clothing with chains and skulls. Many wore trenchcoats and combat boots with metal buckles. They had tattoos and body-piercings, pasty faces, and black or fluorescent-colour dyed hair. The three-man crew was working on their vehicle, while other Gravediggers slouched around making snide remarks. 

The girls wore black-and-purple striped stockings and black mesh shifts; their eyes were accented with green eyeshadow and black lipstick. They wore clinging, low-cut shirts under the mesh that might have been revealing if they were older. The longhaired leader wore chainmail chromegloves and dark glasses. His two lieutenants’ faces were painted with voodoo skulls, and one wore a top hat. The gang’s belt buckles and body ornaments were the skulls of small bayou animals, and the leader wore a partial human skull as a helmet.

Their vehicle was a jet-black swampboat with a huge propeller blade at the rear. The whole craft was mounted on a set of four ATV wheels for travelling overland. The Gravediggers had mounted black-painted animal skulls along the sides of the craft the way Vikings mounted shields on a longship. 

One of the vampirish girls suddenly squealed, then climbed aboard the swampboat and whispered something to the crew captain, pointing into the crowd of bypassers. The leader smirked, then jumped lightly over the benches to the control panel.

Corwyn turned to see what the spooky girl had been pointing at. Two archmages and a Minister of Wizardry were strolling along through the crowd, each with a Saint Dunsany’s Sixth Form girl on either arm. Corwyn pulled Alfie back away from the rear of the swampboat. Just as the archmages came up behind the Dreadlore Manor entry, the crew leader switched on the drive motor. 

A hurricane of wind roared out of the propeller cage, blasting the wizards and girls off their feet in a whirlwind of flapping wizard cloaks — and flying miniskirts. The swampboat crew busied themselves with the controls, trying to look innocent. Corwyn and Alfie did not stick around to see what happened next.

• • •
Corwyn and Alfie saw Wandmaster Alastair St. Luke wandering through the entries; he was wearing rose-coloured glasses, pink Bermuda shorts, huarache sandals, a straw hat, and a T-shirt with an airbrushed cartoon of a monster race car spewing smoke and flames out the tailpipe. The picture was animated, and the car would raise up on its back wheel while the horrible creature driving would roll its eyes and drool slobber.

Behind a screen of bushes, the Gallywog lads found a contingent of Third Form girls from Saint Dunsany’s School running a bookie table. The odds posted on the board currently favoured the Killiecrankitt rocket, the 1934 Aston Martin, and two or three of the Hoggie’s broomsticks. At the very bottom of the chart, with odds of 5000-to-1 against, was Harvey’s ox-cart.

Alfie laid five bob on the rocket to place, tuppence on the abalone coach to show, and half-a-crown on one of the faster broomsticks to win. Alfie also bet half-a-crown on St.D’s Fourth Form to have the highest bonus points. In deference to the talents of their Sixth Form, he said. 

“Want to have a fling, Corrie?” asked Minnie Birdhanger. 

“Yeah, sure. Why not?” Corwyn wagered £5.oo on Harvey to win, place, or show.

“You putting five quid on the mastodon?” said Alfie. “What — have you gone bonkers, old mage?”

“Well, Harvey’s my best friend,” said Corwyn, rubbing his badger’s tooth amulet thoughtfully. “And five quid seems like the right amount. That’s all I can afford and still have brass left over for lunch. Besides, Buffie’s a mammoth — not a mastodon.”

“He don’t look very mammoth to me,” commented Alfie.

Just then, a fat little girl with HP glasses and orange freckles rushed up and hissed: “Stow it, kids — The Flying Squad.”

With the twist of a lever, the odds board folded down and the table top flipped over, panels swung ‘round, and in moments the bookmaking table was transformed into a toy baby buggy, complete with dollies and doilies and miniature tea service. The girls’ money aprons turned wrong-side-out became pinafores, and the sun visors and shades were replaced with Victorian bonnets.

When an elderly Kingsbridge professor in tails and top hat peered around the bushes, he found a quiet group of little girls giving tea to the nice boys from Cumbria. “Would you care to take some tea with our dollies?” said one of the former bookies. The Referee twished his bushy grey mustache from side-to-side.

“No, but thenk yew veddy much,” said the old man. “Have fun now, kiddies ...”

With an airy wave of his hand, Professor Brittlebottom bumbled off down the valley.

Alfie regarded the perambulator for a moment and sipped his tea. “Do you know how to drive a baby buggy?” he asked.

“How?” said Corwyn.

“Sprinkle itching powder in his nappies ...”

• • •
On the way back to rejoin Harvey and help him get ready for the race, Corwyn and Alfie passed a plump little wizard sitting on a stump shaking his wand and banging it against his hand. “Bally thing doesn’t seem to want to work,” the little man grouched. The Gallimaufriars lads paused to watch for a while at the comical effects produced by his efforts. The wand would glow and then sputter. The little wizard would sputter. Corwyn grinned and turned to walk on — when something like a giant bug or lightweight hummingbird smacked straight into his face. He reached up to his cheek, and found that he was holding a diminutive light faery. The air was teeming with them as they streamed down the valley and off up the hillside towards Castlecombe. “Where are you headed in such a hurry?” Corwyn asked.

“Let me go, please. We’re flitting!” said the tiny creature, and with a flurry of gossamer wings she darted after her companions. “No time to lose ...”

“That was odd,” commented Alfie.

There was a hoard of hobgoblins running around, tripping over each other’s feet and shouting: “Absqualate, absquatulate !!” in high, tinny voices. Two of them crashed into each other face-to-face, fell into a heap, and then jumped up and ran off leaving their pisthsacks behind on the ground. Then one of them ran back and grabbed the two little bags. He hopped up and down three times and shrieked: “ABSQUALATE !!!” 

“I never really understood hobgoblins,” said Alfie as the little creature dashed off after his mates.

The kid from Anaheim whizzed by in his miniature sports car and waved a cheery hello as he passed. Girls on flying carpets were soaring overhead in tight Blue Angels formation, and the Hippocampoi carriage cantered by with great dignity. Hoggies zoomed around on broomsticks as they usually do. Then the California kid was back with the Aston Martin. 

“Here — help me,” he called as he braked to a stop and jumped out of the driver’s seat. He tossed Alfie his tool kit, crawled underneath the car, and began fiddling with the Perpetual Motion engine again. “Hand me a Number 3 wrench,” he called, holding his hand out from under the running board.

“A — wot?” said Alfie.

“A wrench, please. Are you deaf? The one with ‘Number 3’ on the handle.”

“He means a spanner,” said Corwyn, fetching the tool in question and handing it to the kid. Corwyn crouched down and looked under the car. The underside of the Perpetual Motion drive was exposed, and the cocobola wood cylinder was swishing back-and-forth inside the bamboo coil much faster than it had been earlier. The faster the piston, the more Perpetual Motion generated. There was a magickal nimbus about the contraption, and little clouds of rainbow-colored light were falling into the mechanism like fog into a vacuum cleaner. It looked like raw Manna was actually being sucked from the air ...

“Now my wand,” said the kid. “I’m gonna tweak this monopiston as far as it’ll go.”

Corwyn handed the Californian a magick wand from the toolbox. He noticed colored light coming out of his own chest and wafting into the mechanism. The kid tapped both ends of the bamboo coil with the wand. 

“Silicon spray!” he mumbled, holding the wand in his mouth and reaching out his hand. Corwyn handed him a spray can of something called WD-40. The kid sprayed it liberally onto the cocobola wood cylinder and handed the can back to Corwyn. Then he retrieved his wand from between his teeth, tapped the cocobola at both ends again, and spellcast:

“By this magick wand I wield:

To and fro — increase the field,

Cocobola wood shall yield

Magick power thus annealed.

“By this magick spell eclectic,

By my logic dialectic,

I now cast this spell Kinetic

At a rate of increase geometric!”

“Wot did he say?” said Alfie.

“I’m not sure,” said Corwyn. 

But the cocobola monopiston began smoothly shunting back-and-forth even faster within the bamboo coil. A chill ran down Corwyn’s spine, and the flow of colored light into the mechanism increased. The wood cylinder was now traveling twice as fast as it had been a moment before, now four times as fast, now eight, now sixteen, now thirty-two ...
Raw Manna was being sucked from the atmosphere at a terrifying rate. The American kid grinned, held his wand between his teeth, then flipped the cover lid shut and latched it. “There !!” he said. “That outta do it.” 

Through the open wooden framework of the Perpetual Motion engine, Corwyn could see the cocobola wood cylinder moving so fast now that it was a blur. And it was doubling it’s speed every few seconds. At this rate, it would soon reach the speed of light. Corwyn was feeling very sick.

The California kid crawled out from under his car and got into the driver’s seat. He engaged the transmission, waved his hand, and streaked out of sight up the valley. Corwyn looked at Alfie. The kid was back again in less than a moment. Alfie Whitlock said: “I wonder if it’s too late to put a wager on this bloke.”

The driver of the Aston Martin climbed out of the car and held out his hand to Corwyn. “Thanks for the help,” he said, shaking Corwyn’s hand. “Now I can beat anything in the race with this little buggy.” He patted the fender affectionately. He grinned; then his eyes rolled up in his head and he keeled over unconscious.

Corwyn Daniels was feeling terribly ill. Alfie was now green about the gills and hyperventilating. Magickal energy was swirling from all over the valley and converging into the racing sports car. Wizards were becoming sick farther along the dale, the flying carpets and broomsticks stalled out and crashed to the ground, and all magick quit working except for the Aston Martin sports car. Wizards and archmages were running toward Corwyn with drawn wands, but their spells didn’t work !!!
“It’s using up all the magick —” gasped Corwyn. “At a geometric rate. At this rate of increase, he’ll drain all the Manna on Earth in a matter of hours.”

Wizards were hysterical. Animals were stampeding. 

“The faeries knew this was coming,” whispered Corwyn. “Their metabolisms are magick — they die without Manna ...”

Corwyn was feeling weaker by the moment.

“Do you understand, Alfie? All the magick animals will die.”

But Alfie Whitlock was on his knees being very sick. The sky was growing dark — even though the sun was still shining brightly. People with horses were galloping for the hills. There were dreadful screams from the magickal creatures. Wagons and carts overturned as terrified wizards panicked and fled in a horrifying route. Carriages collided and careened into tents and viewing stands. There was the trumpeting of a terrified wooly mammoth.

The last thing Corwyn Daniels saw before he died was the out-of-control ox-cart crashing towards him, with Harvey Blankenship hanging onto the driver’s seat for dear life as a stampeding Buffie trampled everything in sight with his massive wooly feet.

CHAPTER 29

At least Corwyn Daniels felt like he had died. Having all the magick sucked out of a wizard is not the fatal experience it would be for a faery, hobgoblin, or unicorn. But it makes you dreadawesomeful sick. This had been much worse than facing the Zonathadid. When he finally regained consciousness, the first thing Corwyn saw was Harvey’s blurry face twisted into sobering concern for his friend. “You okay, mate?” said Harvey.

“Croopus!” said Corwyn Daniels. “I feel like I had all my insides ripped out.”

“In a way, ye did, laddie!” said the Archmage of Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies. Angus Sean Ewan Joshua MacDonald-Findlayson-MacGregor was a tall, forceful man with square features and close-cropped grey hair. “Yourself, Alfred Whitlock, an’ this American idiot were the closest to th’ source of the Disruption. Ye had the Manna from yer Poles of Power drained right out of ye; an’ th’ area for a hundred feet around is now dead to magick.”

Corwyn saw that Alfie and the kid from Anaheim were lying on stretcher cots next to his own. “Where are we?” he asked.

“Infirmatorium tent,” said Professor Brittlebottom, whose blue Referee rosette was now dangling behind his left ear. “Once the anomaly subsided and sufficient Manna levels re-established, we had Healers brought in to work their spells on you youngsters. You and young Alfred were fortunate. Your poles-of-power were not fully discharged. You will not lose the ability to perform magick. Unlike this unfortunate fellow —” He pointed to the American kid, who was now sitting up on the edge of his cot, moaning and holding his head in his hands. “He was so severely discharged that he will never recover his powers. That joy ride he took cost him dearly.”

“YOU, on th’ other hand, are amazing,” said the Archmage. “Your Manna levels are actually higher than mah own — even after this near-catastrophe. Ye evidently projected a shield thet somehow protected young Alfred as well. Like th’ wing of a great bird spread protectively over its young. Which, o’ course, is daft — yer Manna was being absorbed by thet ... infernal device ... at a terrible rate. Yet somehow, ye had magick power to spare.”

The Archmage looked at Corwyn in bafflement.

“Young man, what have ye ever done that gave ye sech high levels of Manna as thet?”

Corwyn gulped. “Well, I took a little horseback ride in Wales one time ...”

• • •
Kingsbridge Academy is not the school to let a little drawback like Manna depletion interfere with the 3-Mile-Minute Invitational Competition and Tournament. The Dead Zone was roped off and guarded with wards and avoidance spells well outside the Manna-depleted event horizon. Environmental Technicians from the Ministry of Wizardry would come in later in the week to see if the Dead Zone could be healed.

But the races were still on. A few of the enchanted animals were too weak to run, and those entries were scratched. But Corwyn was pleased to see that the beautiful white Hippocampoi were prancing around as graceful and stalwart as ever. 

“I still don’t get it,” said Corwyn as the Cumbria lads trudged back to the ox-cart. “Why didn’t the Perpetual Motion Engine destroy all the magick on Earth?”

“Take a look at the Dead Zone,” said Harvey.

Corwyn and Alfie walked over to the cordoned-off area. Amid the clutter and debris was the shattered and sad remains of the 1934 Aston Martin. The PM drive was smashed flat as a pancake. “What happened?” asked Alfie.

“Buffie stepped on it,” said Harvey. 

When they got back to the ox-cart, the little wooly mammoth was surrounded by wizards, photographers, and pretty girls. Small children were feeding him handfuls of aspen bark, daisy bells, purple-heads, and I-am-goods, which he munched with evident satisfaction. “Buffie is something of a celebrity now,” said Harvey. “Not many Shetland Mammoths around who’ve saved the World ...”

• • •
“There’s one little problem,” said Harvey. “I know I promised you blokes that you could ride in the ox-cart during the race. But ... ahm ... well, you see I promised Ashley and Gwen and Cynthia and Betty here that they could come with me, and there isn’t room for more.”

Corwyn looked at a small group of Fourth Form girls from Saint Dunsany’s School. These were the same girls who’d given Harvey the Avalon Love Philtre #13, but wouldn’t give him the time of day. Now that he and Buffie were heroes ... evidently their attitude had changed.

“Well, you see, I love them all ...” Harvey said. “You fellows can hardly expect me to turn them away. Can you?”

Corwyn laughed. “No problem, mate. Enjoy the race.”

The four girls, dressed in dark blue St.D. pinafores, white sashes, broad-brimmed white Madeline hats, and black knee-stockings clambered into the back of the ox-cart holding on to the black carved side-panels, while Harvey took his seat on the driver’s bench. He chucked the reins to wake up Buffie, who had fallen asleep. Someone had put a garland of flowers around the mammoth’s wooly neck. The ox-cart lumbered off toward the Starting Line, and Corwyn and Alfie walked over to find seats in the repaired viewing stands. The two Gallywogs saw Harvey waving at them from the Starting Line holding the Left-Handed Wand.

“I have a bad feeling about this,” muttered Corwyn Daniels.

CHAPTER 30

From the viewing stands, the lads could see far out over the valley. It was a colourful spectacle; pennants flying, banners flapping in the wind, and the contestants’ wheeling their vehicles to the Starting Line. There were a lot of race entries that Corwyn and Alfie had not seen in their brief tour of the grounds. Clairaudience spells and visual enhancement enchantments allowed spectators in the bleachers to zoom in on any part of the race concourse, so the Gallywogs could see and hear the contestants as if they were close up.

There were two girls dressed in Victorian outfits riding a bicycle-built-for-two up to the starting gate. They wore goggles and had wide-brim bonnets tied on with scarves, long dresses, high-button shoes, and bustles.

“Bustles, for cripes’ sake!” exclaimed Alfie.

A gaggle of Saint Dunsany’s girls in pinafores and Madeline hats were wheeling Zelda Gillwalter’s catapult up to the Starting Line. The girls had found the contraption in the castle’s armory museum a week before the Tournament. Zelda had dusted off the war engine and repaired the mechanism. She had also found a wooden toy rocket ship about three feet long. 

The Warbadger trebuchet consisted of a wheeled cart with a fifty-foot-long, weight-loaded arm. The toy rocket was installed in the bucket where there normally would have been rocks and stones to be launched when the machine was used as a siege engine during the Middle Ages. 

“You don’t suppose they’re going to try and launch that little rocket three miles with the stupid thing?” said Corwyn Daniels with an appalled look on his face. Alfie just shrugged.

The St.D’s mascot, the skinny marsh bogle named Crosby, climbed up into the pilot’s seat of the wooden rocket. The little goblin was wearing a World War I fighter pilot’s helmet with the goggles up on his forehead and baggy brown coveralls. He waved at the crowd as he settled down into the cockpit.

Zelda Gilwater was arguing with Matilda Brinkwater about angles and trajectories. 

“It should be 45o plus X2 !!” Matilda shouted.

“No — I’ve calculated this twenty-seven times,” Zelda retorted. “It should be 45 o plus X3 !! It’s MY trebuchet project, and we’ll do it my way !!!”

“I still wish we’d had time to try this contraption out ahead of time,” Minnie Birdhanger commented.

• • •
The Gravediggers were sitting on their swampboat and making rude remarks to bystanders. The prancing white hippocampoi from Potent Conch chomped at their bits and strained at the reins on the abalone coach. The lawn mower engine on the nautilus cart made a terrible racket and spewed black smoke into the air.

“He’ll lose points for environment pollution,” commented Alfie.

The kids on broomsticks were flying around and showing off. “Did they design their own brooms, or what?” said Corwyn.

“According to the program, yes!” said Alfie.

“Program? Where’d you get a program?” asked Corwyn.

“From some Third Form Saint Dunsany’s kid,” said Alfie. Corwyn looked around the viewing stands and finally found a program on the ground underneath the bleachers.

Finally, all the contestants were strung out in a wide line that filled the valley from one side to the other. Professor Brittlebottom from Kingsbridge Academy of Magickal Studies climbed to the judges’ podium, activated a clairaudence spell, and spoke to the assembled crowd:

“Welcome, and thank you for coming today to the first Kingsbridge Invitational Race and Tournament.”

He adjusted his black satin top hat, cleared his throat and continued. He read from a prepared written speech:

“This is a three-mile minute race, meaning that the winner will be whoever first crosses into the End Zone, which is three miles from where I am standing, in one minutes or less. All vehicles have been inspected to be sure of conforming to the guidelines pertaining to the use of Mundae and Magickal propulsion. After the race, once the judges’ scores have been tabulated, the awards for the most creative single and multi-passenger vehicle and Most Ingenious use of combination propulsion will be given along with the awards for race standings. 

“The race course will be monitored at all times by the panel of judges, as well as other wizards, in order to make sure all the rules and the race course is adhered to, and to be on hand in case of an emergency. Now, if all the competitors would please take their places, we can begin.”

Three girls and a boy on a flying carpet waved at their families in the viewing stands. The sailors in the R.M.M.S. Mauritania lifeboat stood ready. Crosby the Marsh Bogle put his goggles down over his eyes and grasped the rocket joystick as if it were really a steering mechanism. Then the Archmage of Killiecrankitt struck his great golden staff on the ground, and a crash of thunder and flash of lightning signaled the start of the race. “They’re off !!” shouted the announcer. 

Now of course, the whole race only lasted 60 seconds, so it was over in much less time than it takes to describe here.

The Hoggies and other flying entries took off like a flash, speeding along over the concourse at nearly 170 miles-per-hour. The abalone coach was even faster. The swampboat from Louisiana went fast, but not nearly fast enough to keep up. The nautilus cart chugged along at a snail’s pace, and was the second slowest vehicle in the race. (Harvey’s ox-cart was the slowest, as the little wooly mammoth plodded along one foot in front of the other).

“And it’s Fletcher de Camp on White Abalone by five lengths. Here comes Perry Hatfield on his Marx-57 homestyle broomstick,” said the announcer. “Chatsworth Marlsbourough is coming up hard on Persian Carpet. Next is Ponyboy from Long Step. Now it’s White Abalone by six lengths with Marx-57 and Persian Carpet running neck-in-neck, close behind ...”

Zelda Gillwalter pulled the trip lever on the Warbadger trebuchet, and the long arm flipped forward, over, and down with a crash, driving the wooden rocket and Crosby the Marsh Bogle six feet into the ground just in front of the Starting Line. 

“I told you it should have been 45 o plus X2 !!” Matilda commented dryly.

The two girls on the bicycle-built-for-two pedaled forward about thirty feet from the Starting Line; then they stopped, and the taller girl dismounted. She ran forward, set a little carved stone down in front of the bicycle, and then dashed back to hop on the bike again. “That’s a Dimension Door!” shouted Corwyn Daniels in amazement. “What are they up to?”

“Now it’s White Abalone by six lengths, followed by Persian carpet,” the announcer went on. He rattled off the other contestants, ending up with: “Coming up the back stretch is Nautilus. And in final place — it’s Wooly Mammoth.” 

The stone doorway quickly grew to twenty feet tall, then swung open as the two girls pedaled through. A similar door opened at the far end of the race concourse about fifty feet from the Finish Line. The girls pedaled serenely out of it and headed for the Victory Line. They were a good quarter mile ahead of the nearest runner-up.

“Now it’s Pennybirds in front by 264 lengths, followed by White Abalone. Then Marx-57 and Persian Carpet ... and Beobahm. Those girls sure stole a march on the other entrants ... And in last place, it’s Wooly Mammoth.”

“Do it nowww ...” whispered the Left-Handed Wand in Harvey’s wand holster.

Harvey Blankenship waved the Left-Handed Wand over his head, holding it carefully between the thumb and little finger of his left hand, and intoned: “Aknoth Blictor Taget!”
Then the ox-cart began moving forward, very ... very ... slowly — step by plodding step — until it was just behind the two girls on the bicycle, and still moving v-e-r-y s-l-o-o-o-o-o-w-l-y. 

The announcer was astonished. “Woah — Now it’s Pennybirds by four lengths, followed by Wooly Mammoth coming up from behind! We’ve sure seen some surprises here today, folks. What a race!”

The carved panels on the side of the ox-cart began glowing with unearthly bluish light. Suddenly, Harvey was flung up off of his bench like a fighter pilot in an ejector seat, and landed ten feet behind the ox-cart. The three girls from Saint Dunsany’s began whirling around in their seats and their hair-dos changed from ponytails to prim buns, then pigtails, braids, cornrows, and finally dreadlocks. One of the girls ended up with a buzz-cut.

Harvey sprinted after the ox-cart and hopped back aboard just as it came up behind the bicycle. The St.D. girls were trying to jump out of the cart, but they kept landing back inside again. Their uniforms kept changing — from pinafores to bikinis to striped prison uniforms to raccoon fur coats. The two girls on the bicycle glanced over their shoulders, took one look at Buffie, and started pedaling like crazy. The little ox-cart was still moving v-e-r-y s-l-o-o-o-o-o-w-l-y.
But because Aknoth Blictor Taget, the Spell of Slow Swiftness, is an antimagic spell for following someone, Harvey could not pass the bicycle.

The abalone coach and flying broomsticks and magick carpets were still a few hundred yards behind, but the rocket-propelled roller skates of Jack Davis and Alex Whitaker from Kingsbridge cut the distance in half. Jack and Alex looked smashing in their aviator goggles and leather helmets, steering themselves around the obstacles using a pair of ski poles.

The announcer said: “We just have word that Marx-57 and the Persian Carpets are disqualified for using magick as their vehicular means of propulsion. Pennybirds are way out in front ...”

“And here comes Wooly Mammoth! Now it’s Pennybirds by a length, followed by Wooly Mammoth, White Abalone, and Beobahm. Pennybirds by half-a-length and Wooly Mammoth is coming up very slow behind. Look at that pachyderm go !! And coming up to the finish, it’s Pennybirds followed by Wooly Mammoth, White Abalone, and Beobahm.

A bunch of old mages with grizzled white hair from the College of Abstentia at Killiecrankitt picked up on the announcer’s remark and began chanting to the tune of an old rock-and-roll song:

“Gallywog, Wog, Wog-Wog,

Gallywog, Wog, Wog-Wog,

Look at that pachyderm GO-ooooo !!!”
“And the winner is Pennybirds !!! Wooly Mammoth in second place, and White Abalone comes in third.”

So it was that Pennybirds crossed the Finish Line first to win the Kingsbridge Tournament. The crowd went wild, cheering and flashing fireworks from their wands.

The two girls on the bicycle dismounted and removed their goggles and bonnets. To Corwyn’s amazement, he recognized the taller girl. “That’s Mazie,” Corwyn shouted. “MAZIE !! I didn’t even know she was entering the race ...”

• • •
When Corwyn and Alfie finally dashed up to the end zone, the old gassers from Abstentia were still singing about Buffie, even though the ox-cart had only placed second in the Tournament. Young girls from Potent Conch and Kingsbridge were lacing garlands of flowers in the Shetland mammoth’s forelocks and stroking his long, silky wool — and were now singing along with the old mages. Harvey stood nearby blushing, with Lucinda Davis from Kingsbridge at his side. Although Mazie and her friend from Pennythraite had won first prize, everyone ignored them to cluster around Buffie. Wizardlings from other schools were beginning to pick up the wog-wog refrain:

“There’s a cute little wooly mammoth we all know ...

Gallywog, Wog, Wog-Wog,

And he moves real fast when he’s walkin’ slow ...

Gallywog, Wog, Wog-Wog,

He got long silky fluffy wool ...

Gallywog, Wog, Wog-Wog,

And an rough wood ox-cart that he loves to pull ...

Gallywog Wog, Wog-Wog.

“Now he’s the coolest elephant there is alive ...

Gallywog —

Silky wool hanging down his hide ...

Gallywog —

He’s the mammoth that I’d love to ride ...

Look at that pachyderm GO-ooooo !!!”

CHAPTER 31

In the days following the Kingsbridge Tournament, Corwyn, Alfie, and Harvey tried to kick back and take life easy. Corwyn was a little weakened after his encounter with the Perpetual Motion Drive and Alfie was so ill that he was confined to the Infirmatory for three weeks. Corwyn won £25,000 on his bet, which broke the St.D. Third Form’s bank, but he still got all the money in the betting till. No one else had bet on Wooly Mammoth. Harvey was worn out from building the cart and training Buffie, and he had a number of bruises from the bizarre effects of the side-panels ejecting him from the driver’s bench. Mazie was still furious about being ignored after winning the race.

Alfie and Corwyn improved in time with rest and the salubrious effects of Mistress Koch’s extraordinary cooking. But Harvey seemed to go into a slump. He became listless and even more absent-minded than usual. He looked pale and began to complain of tummy aches. 

One day, Corwyn and Harvey were hanging around the study lounge at the west end of their dorm floor. Corwyn was curled up on a love seat reading an old copy of The Hobbit while Harvey slumped in a big easy chair with his feet propped up on an overstuffed footstool. He diddled around with the junk in his pisthsack. There were the usual potions and matrix items, a jar of pickled beetles, an expired pawn ticket, three copies of old Constable Rabbit comic books, and a parchment with a list of magick words he was supposed to have memorized last year. And then there was the Left-Handed Wand, which he had not used since the Kingsbridge Tournament. Harvey picked it up and twiddled it between the thumb and little finger of his left hand. The wand was rather dingy and a felt a little bit limp.

“I am your friennnd. It’ssss about time you pickeddd me upppp ... I am a sympathetic wax/wane talisman. Use me each day and we both grow stronger. Fail to use me at least once a day, and we both decay ...”

“What?” said Harvey. “What did you say?”

The Left-Handed Wand was silent.

“Hey Corrie — what’s a sympathetic wax/wane talisman?”

“One that gets stronger when you are strong and weaker when you are weak,” said Corwyn, absent-mindedly.

“Croopus! — that’s why I’ve been getting sick!” said Harvey.

“What are you talking about?” said Corwyn.

“This wand gismo. It told me I need to use is daily ...”

“Or we both die ...” said the Left-Handed Wand.

“Crums!” said Corwyn Daniels. “What are you going to use it on now that the race is over?”

“I don’t know!” moaned Harvey. “I don’t even know what all it can do.”

Just then, Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton slouched into the lounge and kicked Harvey’s feet off the footstool, picked the stool up, and took it back to his room.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do with the Left-Handed Wand,” said Harvey. “But I certainly know who I’m going to do it to ...”
• • •
In her Sanctum Santorum in the highest tower of the Elfin Court of Foxcastle, the implacable phantom stood before its mistress, Delisandre le Fay. A crisp breeze blew in the tall mullioned window, wafting the purple spidersilk draperies against the gold-trimmed fixtures and woodwork of oak, ash, and thorn. The fire in the hearth was not nearly so hot as the wrath of the Dark Faery.

“HE SOLD IT ?!” Delisandre shrieked. “The idiot fool sold the Left-Handed Wand?”

The phantom merely nodded. Delisandre smashed her fist onto the heavy oak table, spilling wine and scattering the bread and cheese.

“Fetch Titlsk from the Oubliette! Summon the Spriggins ... send out spies to all of Britain. I want that wand !!”
• • •
Harvey spent a lot of time with the Left-Handed Wand. He kept his mouth shut and the wand talked to him freely. 

“What are you learning from that thing?” Corwyn asked with a certain amount of concern in his voice.

“Lots and lots of antimagic spells,” said Harvey. “But I haven’t a clue what they do. Most of them are really hard to pronounce, but I’ve been practicing. And I’m getting stronger ...”

“Yeah, right ...” said Corwyn. “Just watch yourself, my mage.”

Three days later, Corwyn and Harvey were visiting with Mazie and three other girls from Pennythraite who had come over to Gallimaufriars for a joint seminar taught by Wandmaster St. Luke. The girls were sitting on a park bench in the Long Alley watching Harvey try to levitate a small brass ball with hand gestures only. Harvey waved his hands and chanted, beads of sweat standing out on his brow. 

Suddenly the ball flew straight up at his face and stuck tightly in his mouth. The girls giggled, and the snide voice of Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton cut the air. “Reminds me of a pig with an apple in its mouth.”

Corwyn tightened the grip on his magestaff, but this was Harvey’s fight and his friend would look bad if Corwyn intervened. Harvey looked up at Bartleby and drew his wand. 

Harvey used an unbinding spell to get the brass ball out of his mouth, and then said: “All right, wise guy. Wizard duel ...”

Several other students gathered around as the two lads squared off. Harvey started to throw a spell, but quicker than lightning, Bartleby pointed his wand at Harvey’s and spellcast: “Wandflue Bortrejst!”

Harvey’s wand flipped out of his hand and flew high into the air, disappearing over the rooftop of Headmaster Grimwalter’s living quarters.

“Now, my little cowslip — what shall I do with you?” asked Bartleby. “First, I think: Feet Forbinde!”
Harvey’s feet stuck to the ground, preventing him from chasing after his wand.

The older boy then walked slowly over to Harvey and tapped him on the head with his wand. Harvey’s ears sprouted like the eyes of a potato into ugly-looking gnarled sprouts. Another tap and Harvey’s skin turned green. A third tap and Harvey’s pants fell down, revealing his red-and-white polka dot underwear. Bartleby sneered. 

“Can’t you even do an ‘Avert,’ mucklebrains?” he said.

Harvey groaned. The other students were no longer giggling at his discomfort. The a voice said:

“Thiss isss your enemmmy. I am your friennndd. Nowww is your chancee! Point me at himmm and use Jackvie’s Desolate Entombment Charmmm ...”

Harvey blinked his eyes, reached down into his wand holster, and drew the Left-Handed Wand. He pointed it at Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton and shouted: “Kavjacnce Kanavjencc!”
Bartleby sneered and placed his left fist over his heart with the thumb up and said: “Avert!”
The High Avert spell will repel any magick.

But the Left-Handed Wand is antimagic.

A circular hole three feet in diameter appeared under Bartleby’s feet, and the astonished lad dropped straight down out of sight. 

Corwyn, Mazie, and the other wizardlings walked over and looked down the hole. A straight cylinder of smooth rock extended down as far as they could see. The figure of Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton was disappearing into the depths. 

Then there was a sound something like VOOOooooppp! and the circular well closed up again and sealed itself. There was no sign that it had ever been there.

Corwyn Daniels stared at the place where Bartleby had stood. “Well, what do you know? Go straight to Hell; do not pass Go, do not collect $200.”

“What did you do to him, Harvey?” asked Mazie. “Where did he go?”

“I dunno,” said Harvey. “I just did what the Left-Handed Wand told me to ...”

• • •
Bartleby was missing for three days before the Headmaster noticed. When Summoning Spells and Divinations failed to reveal the older boy’s whereabouts, a Faculty Meeting was called to discuss the problem. Wandmaster Alastair St. Luke voted to forget about the whole thing. Professors Cavalcante and Autolycus tried some experimental and rather bizarre spells that totally failed to bring back Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton. Eventually, the old Prefect of Magick for Cumbria was called in and an Inquest was held. (Braktiss would not be sworn in as Prefect until Midsummer’s Day). The matter was referred to the Ministry of Wizardry. A Tribunal was held.

The Administrative Law Mage in charge said: “Young man, are you aware that Jackvie’s Desolate Entombment Charm is one of the most forbidden and diresome of all known antimagic curses? It drops the victim 45 miles straight down into the center of the Earth and encapsulates him in a spherical bubble of solid rock eight feet in diameter. There is no food or water or light. The victim never ages and never dies. He is imprisoned in bedrock indefinitely. And because this is antimagic, no magickal intervention can bring him back again. You have doomed this young man to an eternity of loneliness and suffering.”

Harvey groaned. “I didn’t know ...”

“That’s no excuse,” said the Administrative Law Mage.

Harvey was given neither Demerits nor Detention. He was expelled from Gallimaufriars for a full three months. The Ministry confiscated the Left-Handed Wand. 

Corwyn Daniels spent a very lonely summer until his friend returned in September. The minions of Delisandre le Fay scoured all of wizardom, but were unable to find the Left-Handed Wand.

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •
Part III

CHAPTER 32

On the day after autumn term started at Gallimaufriars, Harvey was unpacking his gear in the bedward and putting away his clothes in his bureau. There was a tired and haunted look about his eyes. Corwyn sat on Harvey’s steamer trunk and watched his friend with some concern. From the bottom of his satchel, Harvey withdrew a slender carved wand.

“AH — we are backkk togetherrr againnn, my gooodd friennnnd!” said the wand.

Corwyn gaped. “I thought the Ministry confiscated that thing!”

Harvey sighed. “The Left-Handed Wand is a vocative, non-responsitive, recrudescent talisman ...” he said. “ ‘Recrudescent’ means I can’t get rid of it. The dang thing keeps coming back. I’ve thrown it in trash bins, dropped it down sewers, chopped it to pieces. Sooner or later, it just comes back again. I once tried mailing it to China.”

Harvey walked over to the fireplace and lit the fire. 

“I am your friennnndd ...” said the Wand.

“Yeah, right ...” said Harvey. He broke the wand into tiny pieces and tossed them one-by-one onto the fire. “This is the best way I’ve found. Gets rid of it for about a month. With any luck ...”

“What about ‘without any luck’?” said Corwyn.

“The blasted thing can come back any old time,” said Harvey.

• • •
The Secretariat of Regents, Council for Higher Thaumaturgy, was created by the Ministry of Wizardry in 1740. It consists of a group of thirteen wizards who oversee the four colleges, two permanent research institutes, and the Crankitt School at Killiecrankitt University; as well as the London Stone Collegium, Penruddock Academy of Sorcery, and the school aboard R.M.M.S. Mauritania. The Regents administer policymaking, systematization, and oversight as provided by ordinance. Administrators from the various schools must petition the Regents for approval of policy and planning issues, maintenance and new construction funding, and curriculum development.

The Secretariat holds monthly formal meetings to determine policy and rule on issues that arise in the Regent Institutions, and these conferences are invariably held at luxury venues throughout Britain, with gourmet catering supervised by Colin Bradford, a private wine steward whose impeccable taste in vintage wines is unexcelled. Even so, there are seldom more than seven of the seated Regents at any one meeting; the others being occupied at their villas on the Black Sea coast, having spa treatments in Vail, sunning themselves in Rio, gaming at the Annatar Wizard Casino in Monte Carlo, or perhaps strolling on the links in Jamaica for a game of golf. The last monthly Regents meeting had only five members attending, and the upcoming session would be lucky to have even that many.

Inverbesom Lodge, part of the old Braemoor Forest, is an estate of approximately 20,000 acres extending from Loch Besom southeast to Chaillevery Peak and including the whole of the south bank of the River Besom. Inverbesom is a charming Victorian wizard lodge owned by the Bell and Candle, the most exclusive private magickal club in Britain. The lodge is situated in one of the loveliest valleys on the west coast of Scotland, half a mile from the head of Loch Besom and eight miles from the idyllic fishing town of Ullepond. In 1948, the lodge was completely refurbished to provide every comfortable accommodation that a high-ranking mage or sortilegière might desire, with eight bedroom suites and two smaller sleeping rooms for servants. The lodge now comfortably accommodates fourteen, and is frequently used for meetings of the Secretariat of Regents.

On a crisp morning in late September, no less than nine administrators from the various schools were scheduled to petition the Regents on such subjects as intercollege cooperation issues, new development funding, and policy interpretation. 

In the large, main floor sitting room of Inverbesom Lodge, the heads of the four colleges of Killiecrankitt University sat before a log fire discussing the latest scholarly articles in Sortilege Review with Harald Mactavish, the Killiecrankitt Bursar. Soren Beckhurst, Director of the Banquo Institute, was standing in the window alcove conversing in hushed tones with Amelia Linquist, Director of the Bestial Institute. 

The Seneschal, who acts as steward, bailiff, and protocol officer for the Regents, was preparing refreshments in the kitchen. The Pendragon of Penruddock and the Archmage of Killiecrankitt were unable to attend the meeting, although a prospectus for building improvements at Penruddock had been submitted in advance. 

In the game room, the four attending Regents were playing a quick game of Snooker while they awaited the arrival of Quentin Melhørst, Bursar of the London Stone Collegium, and Sir Francis Nelson Ridgewick, Commander of R.M.M.S. Mauritania.

A sibilant burbling sound above the gravel driveway in front of Inverbesom Lodge announced the arrival of the air-coach bringing Melhørst and Ridgewick. A liveried footman met the two mages as the air-coach settled onto the crushed obsidian landing pad. “Fine weather on the loch,” said Ridgewick as he descended to the sidewalk. “Perhaps I’ll try a spot of fishing before I go back to the ship.”

The footman escorted the two mages up the marble steps to the entrance door. They joined the others in the sitting room. The Seneschal rang a small crystal chime to announce the meeting, and the interested parties gathered in the council chamber. 

It was several minutes before the four Regents finished their Snooker game and sauntered in from the game room, during which time Lord Arthur Lancaster, Fifth Earl of Meachingham, had potted the last three balls. He collected his winnings from Sir Richard Burnstead and Phillip Bradbury as they entered the council chamber. Lord Palin Chapsworth, Tenth Earl of Pettifogue, scurried in behind the other three Regents, closing the game room door and latching it firmly before finding his chair at the conference table. Lord Palin did not gamble, and did not approve of wagering by the other three Regents. The Seneschal rang the glass chime three times and called the meeting in session.

Lord Arthur, a massive man with a firm jaw, a square chest, and a granite eye, was Chairman of the Secretariat of Regents. In a low rumbling voice, he asked Sir Richard to read the minutes of the last meeting. (The Chairman and Lord Palin were the only Regents present who had attended the previous session). The wine steward, Colin Bradford, passed around a particularly excellent claret while Sir Richard Burnstead read the minutes. The footman offered a silver tray with watercress-and-maggot-cheese sandwiches and barking muntjac coffee. The minutes were approved.

The Seneschal then passed around copies of the agenda to the attending mages, while the Regents opened gold-trimmed dragonhide padfolios at their places on the conference table. Lord Palin studied his copy of the agenda diligently, while the other Regents were more interested in their glasses of claret. Lord Arthur cleared his throat and said:

“Well, I’m glad to see so many colleagues from the various schools here today. That’s fine. Now I see that several of you have some rather important matters to bring before the Secretariat, so let’s get down to brass knuckles. The first item on the Agenda is ...”

“Before you begin,” said Soren Beckhurst, “I’d like to raise a question. I think perhaps it is of greater thaumaturgical interest than the funding of new lifeboats aboard R.M.M.S. Mauritania or paving the recreation court at Penruddock.”

“Yes, Mistress Beckhurst?” said the Chairman. “And what is your question?”

“It’s about this boy from Killiecrankitt with such high levels of Manna. Conwidd Danforth, or something like that ...”

“Corwyn Daniels,” chuckled Lord Palin, fussing with his necktie. “A remarkable lad. Quite remarkable.”

“There has been a great deal of talk about this boy,” said Mistress Beckhurst. “Riding black dragons and suchlike. Anomalies at Wasdale Head, pirates at Kingsbridge, hijinks at Saint Dunsany’s. Are these stories true? Shouldn’t the Regents be showing more interest in the boy? Has Killiecrankitt conducted any enquiries into how the lad has come into such power?”

“Corwyn Daniels is no longer a student at Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies,” snapped Harald Mactavish curtly. “The mages there have not had the opportunity ...”

“Not a student at Killie?” said Quentin Melhørst. “I thought he was. Where does he study — Kingsbridge, Potent Conch, Silentium Atrum?”

“It’s my understanding that he is now at Gallimaufriars,” said Phillip Bradbury.

“WHAT?” said Soren Beckhurst. “Did you say Galli —?”

“Good Heavens!” said Melhørst.

“Is it true that his Manna levels are higher than Angus MacGregor’s?” asked Sir Francis Nelson Ridgewick.

“They certainly are!” chortled Lord Palin, squirming his plump bottom in his chair. “Why ...”

“There are informal reports to that effect,” interrupted Lord Arthur. “But there has been no definitive study.”

Sir Francis said: “It would seem to me that the lad should be transferred from Gallimaufriars to Killiecrankitt so that the appropriate evaluations can be made.”

“Not to mention the publicity factor,” added Jaspar St. Martin, Head of the College of Arcana at Killiecrankitt. “His popularity on the lecture circuit would suggest ...”

“I’m not certain that would be wise,” objected Harald Mactavish. The Killiecrankitt Bursar lowered his wire spectacles and peered over the top of the frames. “He was sent down, you know ...”

“Sent Down?” exclaimed Soren Beckhurst. “I was not aware of this!”

“Nor was I,” said Ridgewick and Melhørst in unison.

“What was his crime?” asked Amelia Linquist.

“Got a fellow student impacted during a game of Featherwars ...” said Mactavish. “The poor lad is still stuck in the bird after three years.”

“Was it Corwyn Daniels’ fault that the other boy got impacted?” asked Melhørst.

The Killiecrankitt Bursar sniffed.

“We are simply not convinced that it would be wise for him to return to Killie at this time,” said Mactavish.

Lord Palin burst in enthusiastically:

“But, but, but — Why of course Corwyn Daniels needs to be brought back to Killiecrankitt !! Don’t you seeee? It’s apodictic !!”

“In what way?” asked Lord Arthur.

“Why, he’s one of the most fascinating enigmas in wizardom!” said Lord Palin, his eyes gleaming with excitement. “He rode the black dragon Aszirol and survived. He slew a thirteen-headed Hydra in Lake Wastwater. He defeated the crew of the Mordred’s Revenge at Kingsbridge. He thwarted a pair of Nazi sorcerers at Penruddock. He dampened the effect of a Warlock’s Wheel at Wiltun Downs until help could arrive. His pole of power charge is higher than that of the Archmage’s at Killiecrankitt ...”

“And so ...?” said the Chairman.

“Don’t you seeee?” squealed Lord Palin. “The opportunities for thaumaturgic research are incalculable. He Must be brought back! We must have an opportunity to study what happens when such high levels of Manna are invested in one so young. And it’s vitally important that we bring him back sooner rather than later, because his tremendous power can only grow with time. If the proper academic mages are not involved in helping shape this remarkable magickal talent, who knows what might become of it? Who knows what he might evolve into?

“Why — why, this is the magickal academic community’s first and greatest opportunity to have a chance not only to study, but to direct and mold this young man into the true magickal force that he should become. This is to say nothing of the potential opportunities involved for tapping into his sources of power ...
“If he is brought back to Killie with the proper recognition and accolades appropriate to his station, not only will his fame bring significant financial contributions to the university, but ... but just think of all the wizards from all over the world who will come to Britain to meet with him and study the remarkable forces that he has tapped into. Students will clamour to come to the school where Corwyn Daniels attends. Why, the increased tuition revenues alone will keep us in good standing for years!

“Think of having an endowed wing of the university dedicated to the study of the taming of dark dragons! Think of the ectobiological research alone that would be published in the thaumaturgic journals! Think of the opportunities for scholarly publications and for the fame, revenue, and increased prestige associated with having this young man at Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies. It would benefit all of the magickal academies overseen by the Regents. Of course Corwyn Daniels must be brought back !! It’s apodictic!”
Lord Arthur regarded the Earl of Pettifogue with a stony eye. “If you are quite finished, would it now be permissible for us to get on with our regular scheduled agenda?”

• • •
In early October, Mazie, Harvey, and Corwyn journeyed to Klompen Magickal Academie in Holland, where the only memorable thing were the kid goats that were busy eating the ivy that grew on the walls of the school building. They visited a number of wizard academies over the following months, including Konigsmage in Denmark; R.M.M.S. Mauritania, which was docked in Stockholm at the time; and a school in Ireland called Pooka’s Hill.

In the evenings or sometimes between classes, Corwyn Daniels took to haunting the black dragon’s cage at the Gallimaufriars Zoo. He would stand, silently, leaning on his Wizard’s Staff at a safe distance from the cage, looking steadily at the monster and trying to fathom what was going on in the dragon’s mind. Sometimes Aszirol would taunt the young wizard or try to lure him into conversation, but Corwyn remained soundless and vigilant. Once Aszirol spouted a great blast of fire at Corwyn, but the lad’s springloaded Wizard Shields sprang out of his staff between him and the flames, and the lad never so much as flinched.

• • •
In her Spellcasting Pit far beneath the elfin court at Foxcastle, Delisandre le Fay gazed deep into the Pool of Bathrabbim. The ultramarine waters swirled and then stood still; the vision forming at the very center of its depths. “Where is my wand?” whispered Delisandre. “Show me the Left-Handed Wand.”
The aroma of lilies filled the chamber as the lady’s head swam with delirious ecstasy of the vision forming. “Bathrabbim, O Bathrabbim! — show me the Left-Handed Wand.”

A shape took form at the center of the vision. “Darkness, darkness ... show me my heart’s desire.”
The shadow took shape ... and formed into a shaggy little animal pulling a lumbering ox-cart. On the bench sat a wizardling with hair the color of mud.

“What did you see, my lady?” asked her minion, a boggart named Kumin.

“I seek a weapon that will allow me to wreak vengeance on all those wizards that thwarted me,” said the Dark Faery of Foxcastle. Then she spellcast: “Gargantual!” 

The Great Goblin of Foxcastle appeared instantly before his mistress. 

“YYYOOOUUU WAAANNNTTT, MILLLAAADDDY?” said Gargantual; the huge monster’s bloodshot eyes were as big as millstones.

“Yessss —” said Delisandre le Fay. “There is an oaf in Cumbria ...”

• • •
On a cold morning in early November, the young wizards travelled to Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies to give their standard lecture. They did not take the Wizard’s Underground System or the Mundae bus system. Fanagmoor was far too remote for any form of public conveyance, and Killiecrankitt itself stood on Niblick’s Head at the most remote corner of Scotland. The wizardlings rode in the Beardmore.

The Headmaster and Master Alastair St. Luke both went along for the trip. The Wandmaster squeezed into the driver’s compartment while Mazie and Corwyn sank into the rich upholstery of the seat on either side of Old Doric, while Harvey sat on the fold-down bench attached to the back of the driver’s compartment. 

Mukudor sat on Corwyn’s shoulder. It had taken Janandra three weeks before she realized that she had wished for the bird to “be my own familiar for as long as I want!” 
All she had to do to get rid of Mukudor was to tell him she didn’t want him any more. So now the pestheckling nuisance was back with Corwyn.

“Ah have to admit,” said Mukudor. “Thet girl were even dumber than yew. Jeeeeb!”

• • •
St. Luke opened the little glass panel that separated the driver’s compartment from the passenger area of the taxi. “All set to go?” he asked merrily. The Headmaster nodded solemnly and promptly fell asleep. 

Alastair St. Luke turned and patted the steering wheel affectionately. Today, he was dressed in a tie-dyed judo outfit with Love Beads and a Peace Medallion on a heavy chain around his neck. He wore flowers in his hair, a mood ring, and an ivory Ankh earring. The Wandmaster pulled the brass gooseneck tube over so that the speaking trumpet was positioned before his mouth.

“Head ‘em up; move ‘em out!” Wandmaster St. Luke shouted into the mouthpiece. “Fo’ard-Ho!”
In the back seat, Corwyn Daniels rolled his eyes and sighed. “Sometimes I worry about that guy. I think being around him is beginning to affect our minds.”

“How so?” asked Mazie.

Corwyn turned to Harvey and said: “Like I was diggin’ on some chicks and groovin’ on a number when this far-out dude come by and laid good vibes on me. Really blew my mind. Know what I mean, man?”

Harvey said: “Groovy.”

Mazie looked aghast. “You understood what he just said?” she asked Harvey.

“Sure,” said Harvey.

Corwyn looked grim. “That’s what worries me ...” 

• • •
They drove north along the familiar route from Cleaton Fell to Glasgow by way of Carlisle and Hamilton. From there, they passed through Cumbernauld and Stirling on the way to Perth, where they stopped for lunch. Once on the road again, they found themselves at a stoplight alongside a Mundae motorcycle driven by a young man with long black hair tied back under a navy-blue and white bandanna headscarf. Wandmaster St. Luke was playing 1960s vintage Surfer music very loud on the Beardmore’s CD player, which seemed to annoy the driver of the motorcycle. 

The biker turned and gave St. Luke a long, cold look — then revved the motorcycle engine into a loud, throaty roar which effectively drowned out the Beach Boy’s rendition of “Surfin’ Safari.” Wandmaster St. Luke, whose grey hair was longer than the biker’s, ran his eyes mildly over the motorcycle and its rider. The bike was a custom-modified Triumph, powerful and sleek. The biker was dressed in blue jeans and a lavender T-shirt under an unbuttoned checkered flannel jacket. He wore black leather gloves with little silver studs on the back. The biker eyed St. Luke with disdain. The Wandmaster smiled wryly and murmured: “Nice bike” as he turned up the volume on the music. 

This seemed to irritate the biker, who revved his engine again as the light turned green. The Triumph took off with a deep rumble and roar, leaving the Beardmore behind in a cloud of exhaust fumes. St. Luke spoke into the brass speaking tube: “All right, lads. Let’s go ...”

Once outside of Perth, the road narrowed and the taxi accelerated smoothly along the two-lane highway till it was just behind the motorcycle. The biker looked over his shoulder, scowled, and sped up. As he pulled away, St. Luke stroked his beard with one hand, keeping the other hand on the steering wheel of the Beardmore. “Cool dude, nice machine,” he said. 

Alastair St. Luke took out his wand. “A little more speed, lads ...” he said into the brass tube. The Beardmore pulled up to within twenty yards of the motorcycle, and the old hippie wizard studied the bike some more, a mild smile on his face. 

“Make ready, lads ...” he said into the tube. 

The biker was accelerating with a rumbling roar. Wandmaster St. Luke pointed the wand at the retreating bike. He tilted his head to one side, chewed his lower lip, and squinted with one eye — casually trying a couple different wand angles before spellcasting: “Levitatorium!”
The motorcycle raised twelve feet straight up off the pavement. 

Then the Wandmaster spoke into the tube: “Warp speed, Mr. Sulu ...”

The Beardmore took off and shot under the motorcycle at over a thousand kilometers-per-hour. The biker’s mouth dropped open as he watched the old taxicab vanish over the horizon. The wind from the Beardmore’s passing actually blew the biker’s hair forward.

“How is that guy going to get down?” asked Harvey from the back seat of the taxicab.

“ ‘Levitatorium’ wears off slowly after a few minutes,” said St. Luke. “He’ll be fine.”

Corwyn and Harvey turned around to look out the back window at the flying motorcycle, which was now a tiny spec in the distance.

“Far out,” said Harvey.

“I rode a Harley Davidson, myself ...” said Alastair St. Luke.

• • •
This trip was the first time Corwyn had been back to Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies since he was sent down during his Fourth Form year as the result of an unfortunate game of Featherwars in which Jaspar Rutherford had gotten impacted in the body of the falcon. According to rumours, Jaspar’s body was still in the school Infirmatory while the bird was in the Archmage’s laboratory. Thaumachirurgien and Parasortilege Technicians were still trying to get Jaspar’s psyche back into its rightful clay. It had not been Corwyn’s fault that the silly oaf got stuck in the bird, but he’d taken the blame for it anyway.

The abrupt change to Gallimaufriars had been unsettling. The Cumbrian academy was a much smaller institution than the Crankitt School at Killie. It used the Novice-Apprentice-Journeyman-Adept student ranking system rather than Third Form, Fourth Form, Fifth Form method of classification that Corwyn had been used to. Of course, Corwyn had been born in Cumbria (his father Cumbrian and his mother Scottish), so his transfer to Galley had been something of a homecoming for him. But there had been undeniable heart-breaks as well.

Corwyn had been Pêldewin at Killie and next-up for second string Driver Captain on the Pêlgwyddon team, and he had even earned a Rune for buckmastering in Gromporske. Gallimaufriars doesn’t even have Rune Sweaters ...

So it was ironic now to be returning to Fanagmoor in honour after so many months. Corwyn would be greeted by Angus Sean Ewan Joshua MacDonald-Findlayson-MacGregor, the Archmage of Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies. There would be Harald Mactavish the Bursar and Deirdre Cairngorm the Head Mistress. Corwyn would see his old classmates: Eric Hazeltine and Daniel Abrahamson, Elspeth Sanders, Jeanette Wadale, and mousy little Iris Laughlin. He’d even be glad to see that noxious little twit Alestair Ridpath ... 

What made the long drive to Scotland especially tolerable was when Old Doric put a Nevermore Mute Hex on Mukudor to shut him up. The spell lasted well past Tarbet, where the Beardmore turned Northeast along Conc na Cuthaige to skirt Loch Gobhloah and proceed out onto the Fanag Moor itself towards Niblick’s Head.

“Wal, dang!” said Mukudor when the silence spell finally wore off. “This place is more dismal that yew are, Corwyn Daniels. Crick, Crick, Cree!”
• • •
The wild and desolate moorland aroused poignant and mixed feelings in Corwyn Daniels. The coastline where Loch Laxford stretches southeast from the Sound of Handa is wild and bleak. 

The familiar road to Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies brought back memories — good and bad — that had been forgotten after his exile to Gallimaufriars Academy. There on the horizon were the Pictish ruins, there the rocky stream haunted by the Shellycoat, there the bogs where Corwyn and his pals used to play hide-and-seek, and far off in the other direction was the little village of Fanagmoor. 

And there, at last, stood the castle itself, sitting atop the grey, rocky headland with its pebble-strewn trails and twisting footpaths winding among the gorse and heather. 

The only sounds to be heard were the wind blowing off the Solway Firth and the cries of sea gulls and hunting kestrels and falcons. There were the familiar ramparts and bulwarks of the great castle: the twenty-seven turrets and towers, some circular, others quadrangular, some tall and narrow, others massive and resting on the granite bedrock upon which the University stands; the conical roofs of the spires and steeples like so many upside-down ice cream cones.

The Beardmore drove up to the perimeter wall and through the Main Gate. Inside, a contingent of faculty and scholars stood awaiting their guests. Corwyn rubbed his eyes in disbelief. The Archmage himself and the Bursar were among those awaiting the arrival of the wizardlings from Cumbria. And to his amazement, they were there mainly to greet him — their wayward former pupil who had been sent down in disgrace not three years before.

“Ah — young Mr. Daniels, welcome!” said the Archmage. “Ah trrrust yer Manna levels ha’ stabilized since thet little mishap at th’ Kingsbridge Tournament.”

“I feel fine, sir ...” said Corwyn Daniels.

“Weel, thet’s grrreat!” said the Archmage, slapping Corwyn on the shoulder. “An’ this must be yer Headmaster Grimwalter, of whom Ah’ve hearrrd so much.”

“Oh, yes, that I am, most respected sir,” said Grimwalter, pushing past Corwyn to shake the Archmage’s hand. “I am so gratified to have been invited to your noble and prestigious institute of higher thaumaturgic learning.”

“Oh, fer gawdsakes!” said Mukudor. “Next thang you know, he’ll probably want ta kiss the Archmage’s boot!”

“I wouldn’t doubt it,” said Wandmaster St. Luke.

Introductions were made all around. The Bursar, Harald Mactavish, greeted Corwyn politely if rather sternly. (It had been the Bursar who had read the Notice of Expulsion to Corwyn when the lad was kicked out of Killiecrankitt).

Old Doric and the Wandmaster went off into the castle with the Archmage and the Bursar, and the three wizardlings followed one of the Dons who had been assigned to escort them to their rooms. As Corwyn trudged across the Quadrangle, he noticed a gaggle of smirking Journeymen lounging outside the entrance to Kaleidoscope Tower; and among them was Tristaine Fotheringay-Smythe. 

The dashingly handsome git was Grand Prefect of the Brotherhood of Rogues, a secret society so clandestine that most people didn’t even know it existed. The blighter was also a self-styled ladies’ man and prankster extraordinaire who had once filled Corwyn’s writing pen — and that of all the other players on the Crankitt School Pêlgwyddon team — with disappearing ink when they were writing their term papers. The prank was timed to take effect just before the championship Pêlgwyddon match against Kingsbridge. Corwyn and his team mates had to stay after class to re-write their term papers — and so missed the big game. 

It was generally believed that the prank had been pulled off by students from Kingsbridge; but Corwyn later learned from his Uncle Casper (a former Rogue himself) that Tristaine Fotheringay-Smythe was behind the stunt and had won over £150 in wagers against the Killiecrankitt home team.

Today, Tristaine was feeling his oats. The Rogues seemed to find it vastly amusing to see Corwyn with Mukudor perched on his shoulder. Corwyn tramped along the sidewalk amid catcalls of “Featherbrain!” and “Bird Boy!” and “CAW-CAW-CAW!”
“Ah am not a crow ...” muttered Mukudor.

• • •
After Corwyn and his friends had disappeared up the stone steps into Alabaster Tower, Tristaine Fotheringay-Smythe and his fellow Rogues guffawed with glee. “You suppose the lad’s doing Featherwars now with a crow?” chortled Gerald Shaw-Saunders.

“Not a chance! — that mangy bird couldn’t fight its way out of a wet brown paper bag!” said Chalmers de Witt.

“Oh, I don’t know about that ...” said Tristaine, languidly fingering the green-and-burgundy ascot around his neck. “It looks like a mighty formidable birdie to me.”

“Care to wager on that?” said Chalmers de Witt.

“I might be persuaded,” said Tristaine, carefully brushing a speck off the sleeve of his immaculate Killiecrankitt blazer. “Tell you what — I’ll go you £5 that the mangy rook can take on a bird three times his weight. Shall we say, Old Mother Hathaway’s fighting brood hen?”

The Brotherhood of Rogues laughed uproariously. “You’re on, my mage!” said Chalmers de Witt.

CHAPTER 33

Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies sits atop its grey rocky cliffs on the wild northwest coast of Scotland. Fanag Moor is one of the most desolate, forsaken stretches of land anywhere in Britain. The untamed stretch of coastline between Loch Laxford and the Sound of Handa is wild and bleak; pebble-strewn trails and twisting footpaths wind along the cliffs among the gorse and heather. The only sounds to be heard are the gales blowing off the Solway Firth and the clamouring of sea gulls and the cries of hunting kestrels and falcons.

When Corwyn was a student at the Crankitt School, the academy for younger wizards situated within the grounds of the great university, he had frequently found time to steal away from his studies for a solitary walk among the sea cliffs of Niblick’s Head. He loved to smell the salt breeze and feel the wind in his hair and the warmth of the sun shining on his freckled nose. He had been most likely to take such walks on days when term papers or research projects were due but which he hadn’t finished. 

After the wizardlings from Gallimaufriars were settled in a rather posh guest suite in the Alabaster Tower, Corwyn decided to get away from the others and walk along the sea cliffs as he had in the old days. Things were so different now. His old room had been a rather cramped, blocky chamber in the Fourth Form boys tower; but now, the suite he shared with Harvey and Mazie had luxurious bedrooms with rich antiques and a common Sitting Room with fireplace and small library.

Stealing away from his friends and making his way off campus, Corwyn wandered along the gravel road that followed the coastline in the opposite direction from the little village of Fanagmoor. He passed the spot where he had once rescued a diminutive faery and been rewarded with his good luck Badger’s Tooth amulet. The wizardling was walking along the trail, his hands in his pockets as he looked out over the Minch. The November sky was sunny and clear, the brisk sea breeze carried up spray from the breakers crashing on the rocks far below the cliff.

Corwyn could see the Sound of Handa sharply outlined against the blue sky on his left; and to the right, the gravel road stretched for endless miles into the wastelands of the Fanag Moor. Once well away from the school campus, there wasn’t a sign of humanity for as far as the eye could see. 

The breeze died, and a few low-lying clouds in the distance merged with mists rising from the Sound to form whispy banks of Highland fog that could rise so unexpectedly this time of year. Corwyn stopped and looked out far over the waters. A faint sound reached his ears, which he at first took to be the cries of the sea birds that darted and dove up and down the rocky face of the cliffs. But then he realized that it was music. 

Music. Where could music be coming from out here?

There was a bank of rising mist over to his right, and the sound seemed to be coming from within the swirling vapours. Corwyn Daniels peered into the fogbank, and thought he saw shadows moving on the road — where moments before it had been deserted for miles.

Large forms moved slowly towards him out of the mist. The clip-clopping of great hooves, the creaking of wagon wheels, and over all a high-pitched piping that sounded for all the world like the wheezing of:

A Steam Calliope !!

Slowly emerging from the mists came a great dark caravan — a circus on wheels; the lead wagon being a gentleman’s house caravan drawn by six beautifully-matched black winged horses. Behind this wonder stretched a line of vardas and wagons, cages and buckboards and buggies; all drawn by the most amazing assortment of creatures and monsters. 

There was a pair of full-sized mammoths pulling a cage full of dragons; prancing unicorns pulling a cage with a great white Kodiak bear; gryphons or hippocampoi pulling cages containing harpies, manitcores, and basilisks. A Hound of the Hedges capered on the dusty road alongside the caravan. There was a large cage pulled by two grey mastodons driven by a Hob and containing a Great Persian Roc. At the end of the line was a huge ebony cage draped in black canvas ...

And at the very front, just behind the Circus Master’s varda and pulled by a pair of sphinx, the steam calliope rolled over the bumpy road with a satyr seated on the bench playing the anthem of circuses the world over: Thunder and Blazes.
Someone was singing:

“Come now Lords and come me Ladies, 

‘Tis the finest show this side of Hades —

Come to the circus, Lord D’Arque’s Circus !!

Don’t be slackers, don’t be shirkers.

“Dragons! Gryphons! It’s a fine show;

There are Werewolves in the Sideshow.

Lord D’Arque’s Circus — Come to the circus !!

Step Right up today !!!

Corwyn stepped off the road to let the circus pass. A tall, strongly-built man in a black tuxedo and high top hat sat on the driver’s seat of the frontmost varda. He had a high forehead, a widow’s peak, and dark black eyebrows that nearly met above his nose. At his side sat a red-haired man in the traditional glittering garb of Ringmaster. The two men waved at Corwyn Daniels as the varda rolled past.

“We’ve got a Gorgon named Medusa,

But don’t worry; she won’t get loose — AHH !!
Come to the circus, Lord D’Arque’s Circus !!

If ye don’t come, it will really irk us …

“We’ve got Harpies, we’ve got Mermaids —

They can really cause a stir, mates;

Wizards and Mugglers go for the Jugglers.

Step Right up today !!!”

“We’ve got a Martian Man-Eating Flower —

Don’t get too close, you might be devoured …

Come to the circus, Lord D’Arque’s Circus !!

Step Right up today !!!”

• • •
We’ve got one of those man-eating flowers at Galley, thought Corwyn Daniels. I have to feed the stupid plant whenever I get Detention ...

The singer was a good-looking bearded fellow in the garb of a medieval minstrel. He wore a broad-brimmed hat with rounded crown, a wide-collared shirt with loose sleeves, a brown tunic, and knee-high buccaneer boots. He had a mandolin slung on a strap over his back. The fellow was driving the wagon that held the calliope, while the satyr played the familiar tune on the keyboard.

Other vardas and wagons followed, hosting an amazing array of monsters, performers, freaks, clowns, wizards, and roustabouts. When the lumbering wagon with the Persian Roc came abreast of Corwyn, the Gallimaufriars lad heard a pair of cheerful voices calling his name. “Hey Corwyn !! — Corwyn Daniels !! Up here ...”

Corwyn looked up to see the two wizardlings he’d encountered in London waving down at him from the roof of the big cage. It was Polt and Limewise, the two inmates of Long Step Academy the Gallywogs had met when they lectured there. “Come on up, Corrie ...” called the girl. 

Not needing to be invited twice, Corwyn Daniels clambered up the side of the circus wagon to join his mates.

• • •
“What are you two doing in Scotland?” Corwyn Daniels asked in astonishment.

“Well, we had some ... trouble ... in London,” said Limewise. “So we ran away and joined the circus.”

“Ran away from Long Step?” Corwyn exclaimed. “I didn’t think anyone could do that!”

“Well — it was rather something of an accident. We were performing at a Mundae tavern called The Old Boar’s Head Inn in Southwark,” said Limewise. “Polt had a recurrence of her wild talent after a little problem with one of the other performers ...”

“Little problem ?!?” Polt shouted. “That crazy Lurain the Hob raised the God of Hellfire on stage and scammed the patrons out of all their pocket cash — and left us holding the bag! The Mundaes nearly lynched us, and then ... well ... I had one of my poltergeist attacks.”

“I’d hate to have been one of those Mundaes,” said Corwyn, grinning. “This Lurain fellow actually raised the God of Hellfire?”

“Oh, it wasn’t really the God of Hellfire,” said Limewise. “It was all a scam. Fireworks and a talking parrot. Anyway, we were afraid to go back to the school and face the Headmaster. Lurain gave us tickets to the circus, and we decided we couldn’t get in any worse trouble than we were in already. So we went to see the show — and then we got sleepy and fell asleep in the hay wagon. And when we woke up ...”

“We didn’t realize this was a pandimensional circus!” said Polt. “The owner is a Worldwalker. We woke up in China or Tibet or someplace on another world. We’ve been trying to get home ever since ...” 

“Today is the first time we’ve been back to England since we joined the circus,” said Limewise. Lord D’Arque says he’ll drop us off at Long Step and square things with the Headmaster.”

“Fat chance of that,” said Polt as the caravan bumped over the gravel entrance to Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies. “I’ll be lucky if I’m not sent to Kittiwake.” 

As the circus reached the Killiecrankitt campus, university students and Crankitt School pupils ran out to stare at the wagons as they rolled around the outer walls of the Quadrangle and out onto the playing fields.

“Well, at least you got to go someplace where you could do magick, you gotta look at that!” Limewise said to Polt.

“You could do magick?” Corwyn said to the girl. “That’s great! How did that come about?”

“It’s a long story,” said Polt. “It turns out that the Laws of Magick are a bit different on every world. We found a few places where it worked for me ...”

CHAPTER 34

The Cumbrian group had been invited for a private dinner with the Archmage in his residential quarters. Normally, Angus Sean Ewan Joshua MacDonald-Findlayson-MacGregor dined in the Gorey Hall with the rest of the University. This would be the first time Corwyn had ever been inside the Archmage’s personal home.

When Corwyn got back from the circus, he met Harvey and Mazie on the Common near the Killiestanes. His friends were looking around the great University with awe and wonder in their faces.

“You never told us it was like this!” said Harvey.

“It’s amazing,” said Mazie. “Just look at it!”

The three wizardlings looked around the greensward.

“Woah!” said Corwyn and winced, squinting his eyes and rubbing the sides of his head. “This place didn’t give me a headache like this when I was here before.”

“What’s the problem?” asked Mazie.

“Well, the Common was always a triangle before, in spite of the fact that it’s always been called ‘The Quad.’ But now it keeps shifting between being rectangular and triangular.”

“Looks like a triangle to me,” said Harvey.

“Me, too ...” said Mazie.

“What’s this monument over here?” asked Harvey, pointing to a large granite statue of a furry creature wearing waistcoat and vest with plus-four britches. 

“Dunno,” said Corwyn. “It’s new since my day.”

On closer examination, the statue was a depiction of the March Hare from Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. The rabbit was standing on an anvil-shape granite base and holding a large brass bell aloft over its head. While the statue was stone, the bell appeared to be a real one. There was a plaque attached to the base which read:

Monument to the Unknown Prankster

In Recognition of and in Honor to

The Unknown Rascal who on September the 17th

In the Year of Our Lord 2000

Did Perpetrate upon Tristaine Fotheringay-Smythe

Grand Prefect of the Brotherhood of Rogues

The First and Only Practical Joke

Ever Successfully Pulled Off on Mr. Tristaine

During his Lifetime.

Erected by the Brotherhood of Rogues

October 31st of That Year.

“Awesome,” said Harvey. “Wasn’t Fotheringay-Smythe the bloke that was ragging us when we arrived?”

“Yes,” said Corwyn. “Stay away from this statue.”

“Why?” asked Mazie.

“It’s got an enchantment on it,” said Corwyn. “I can see glowing words superimposed over those engraved on the Plaque, and the whole thing has a muddy green aura. It’s a complicated curse — I can’t quite make out what it’s intended to do.”

“Try a Divination,” said Harvey.

Corwyn waved his hand over the Plaque, and muttered a simple Divination Clarification charm. 

He frowned and said: “Well, according to this spell, if I ... that is, if ‘the Unknown Prankster who ensorcelled Tristaine Fotheringay-Smythe should touch this monument, The March Hare’s bell shall chime aloud until the Brotherhood of Rogues be assembled here to catch the Perpetrator, whose hand shall remain attached to the monument by a Spell of Binding until such time as they arrive.’ ”

Corwyn Daniels backed well away from the March Hare Monument. 

“I think we’d best leave that thing well alone,” he said.

Of course, it had been Corwyn Daniels who cast the spell against Tristaine for losing them the Pêlgwyddon match against Kingsbridge. The big oaf had never found out who spiked his wineskin with a love philtre that made him fall in love with the Blue Hag of Fanagmoor! It had taken over six months for Tristaine’s mates to cure him of that charm. That prank took place years ago — before Corwyn was sent down over the Featherwars fiasco. 

• • •
Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey trudged up the steps to the Great Door of Foindlegarth Rectory, the main building of Killiecrankitt University, which housed the administrative offices, a few graduate-level classrooms, and the living quarters of Archmage Angus Sean Ewan Joshua MacDonald-Findlayson-MacGregor. Mukudor flapped along behind, trying to perch on Corwyn’s shoulder, but each time he was repelled by an avoidance charm Corwyn had worked out the previous night that dumped the squawking bird into the nearest mud puddle. Earlier that afternoon, Corwyn had bound Mukudor to the bedpost in his guest room with strips of enchanted dragonhide; the jesses now hung in shreds around the black bird’s feet.

The entrance doors to Foindlegarth Rectory were massively made of huge hickory planks sixteen inches thick. The doors were perfectly balanced, however, and opened to the lightest touch without magick. Once they were inside, Harvey made a point of slamming the doors in Mukudor’s face. 

Corwyn had never been inside the main building during all the years he had been a student at the Crankitt School. A lush crimson carpet led from the entrance foyer along a magnificent hallway that stretched away before them. Smaller corridors on either side led to the north and south. The halls were furnished with sturdy and functional Victorian era high-backed chairs, low tables, and framed photos of wizards Corwyn did not recognize. Mazie looked around, wide-eyed in appreciation. Even Harvey was subdued.

The wizardlings were met in the foyer by crusty old Edwyn Maxpoffle, the Rectory Seneschal (whom Corwyn had seen only a handful of times before at university-wide functions and ceremonies). Maxpoffle led them a hundred feet down the main corridor to a tall-but-narrow polished walnut door on one side. This led to a steep, narrow staircase that wound sharply upward to the next floor. At the top, the three wizardlings found themselves in a wing of the castle Corwyn had never expected to see — the Archmage’s private living quarters. 

The ceilings were high and the walls were carved granite (at least Corwyn took it for granite), but the furnishings were more like his great-grandfather’s townhouse in Edinburgh than a medieval castle. As Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey walked along the corridor behind Maxpoffle, they saw more framed photos on the walls and a number of ancient books in Victorian-era walnut book cases. Corwyn noticed that a few of the tomes glowed faintly. There were small tables and wall shelves holding meticulous miniature models of famous oceangoing ships — the Bounty and the Titanic, the Mauritania and the Flying Dutchman. The runner carpets here were ivory Persian rugs with ornate burgundy and navy-blue patterns. 

They came to a burl-paneled formal dining room containing a long trestle table with candlesticks, Edwardian silverware, linen napkins, and bottles of rare wine, all precisely arranged on an ivory tablecloth. The chairs were tall-backed and elegantly upholstered in ivory mohair. Gold-lettered parchment nametags at each place setting showed where everyone was expected to sit. There was a small group of elder mages standing around the room engaged in murmured conversations, which died away to whispers when the wizardlings arrived. 

Maxpoffle said: “Will everyone please be seated now? The Archmage will be with you presently.”

Corwyn found himself sitting halfway down one long side of the table across from Mazie. To his right was Harald Mactavish, the Killiecrankitt Bursar. (Mactavish had been the administrator who notified Corwyn that he was being kicked out some years earlier). On Mactavish’s right was Deirdre Cairngorm the Head Mistress of the Crankitt School (who had always hated Corwyn for some reason). 

In the empty high-backed chair on his own left, Corwyn could vaguely make out the shadowy form of a grey-haired lady in an old-fashioned patterned dress with a high ruffled collar, a long pearl necklace hanging down her bosom. No one else seemed to be aware of her. At that end of the table sat Lord Arthur Lancaster (whose photos Corwyn had seen in wizardly newspapers). On Lord Arthur’s left sat Harvey, looking out-of-place as a warty toad on a plate of scrambled eggs. Beside Harvey was Lord Palin Chapsworth, then Mazie, Wandmaster St. Luke, and Old Doric. The empty chair at the other end of the table was evidently intended for the Archmage. 

Old Mactavish began a whispered conversation with Mistress Cairngorm about funding and tuitions. The balding Lord Palin patted Mazie on her forearm and said something Corwyn couldn’t hear. Whatever it was, Mazie was not happy about it. Old Doric was babbling away to the Wandmaster — about the Arabian Nights, for some reason. Harvey was squeezing a pimple on his cheek. Corwyn sighed and looked at the stuffed dodo on the mantle over the small fireplace.

Then a curtain parted and Angus Sean Ewan Joshua MacDonald-Findlayson-MacGregor, Archmage of Killiecrankitt, entered the room and made his way to the head chair. He was dressed in a casual spidersilk robe with a gold-trimmed blue velvet skullcap. Everyone rose.

The Archmage took his place and said, “Thank ye all for coming. Please be seated.”

Just then, Mukudor flew into the room through an open window and landed on the mantle, where he began examining the dodo with a critical eye. 

Mukudor croaked: “Crick, Crick, Jeeb!” under his breath.

Other than that, he was quiet throughout the meal.

They were served by the Archmage’s personal valet while the wine steward poured beverages. Dinner consisted of venison bourginogne and escargot in wine gravy seasoned with garlic, thyme, parsley, and pine nuts. There was a large bowl of spicy haggis with neeps and tatties. There were savoury dinner rolls with rich creamy butter. There was a fruit salad of rare tropical harvest, fine wine for the adults, and a variety of ciders and herb teas for the wizardlings. 

Harvey had a hard time getting his snails out of their shells — until the steward lifted the linen napkin and showed him the special silver tongs designed for this purpose. Corwyn looked at his own escargot, thinking of Freddie Melling’s prize snailbaiting champion, Pride of Battersea; of Michael Rutherford’s plucky little snail Niffleheim; and of Corwyn’s own snail, Wolverine. Corwyn found he just couldn’t eat escargot, so he concentrated on the venison. 

Most of the dinner conversation was over Corwyn’s head, consisting of advanced thaumaturgic theory or debates about the potency of the Five Ineffable Herbs. Headmaster Grimwalter kept babbling to the Archmage about Aladdin’s Lamp. Harvey just gobbled his food and ignored the conversation, while Mazie carried on an interesting discussion with Wandmaster St. Luke about his misadventures in Berkeley, California during the 1960s. Old Mactavish ignored Corwyn to speak in hushed whispers with Mistress Cainrgorm, and the spectral lady to Corwyn’s left was disinclined to conversation. Corwyn felt sorry for Lord Arthur, who was seated between the ghost and Harvey ...

“It was really most remarkable,” Headmaster Grimwalter was saying to the Archmage. “Who would have ever suspected that so puissant a talisman, a relic of such fame and antiquity, would be bartered for tuition at Galley. ‘The Lantern of the Thousand and One Nights.’ The original and genuine article, milord. Amazing !!!”

The Archmage nodded in a drowsy sort of way.

“I’ve been having my wishes come true every night,” continued Old Doric. “The Slave of the Lamp has been most accommodating, despite the rather ... er... disturbing quality of his voice. You really should come to visit Cumbria, milord, and see this fascinating and powerful artifact.”

The Archmage muttered something like: “Perrrhaps, some day soon.”

Dessert consisted of an amazing Greek pastry-cake with almonds, marzipan, and lots of whipped cream. When most of the guests were finishing up, Lord Palin Gopsworth raised his wineglass and said:

“I do propose a Toast! To our former student and illustrious alumnus, the inestimable young Corwyn Daniels — whose exploits have brought honor and dignity to all his former teachers and mentors, and whose notoriety exceeds even that of the infamous Perry Haughter ...”

Mistress Cairngorm (who had been finishing up the last of the haggis) began choking violently on her food at this point, and several Heimlicher Charms had to be cast on her before the fit subsided. No one remembered to drink the toast except Lord Palin and Mazie.

• • •
Aszirol lay in his cage at the Gallimaufriars Zoo resting his chin on his forepaws. He tapped his claws lightly on the floorboards as he listened to the conversations at the Archmage’s dinner by means of Rasmussen’s Clairaudience Spell, which he had placed on Headmaster Grimwalter during one of his previous Dreamdiving sessions. The dragon was pleased to note that the spell worked over so far a distance, and that his draconic ears picked up each and every word of all the conversations — no matter how hushed or whispered they were.

It gratified the black dragon no end that his post-hypnotic commands were being so nicely carried out by that fool Grimwalter ...
• • •
Lord Arthur, sitting alone at the far end of the table from the Archmage, looked at Corwyn and said, “Well, lad — from what I hear, it does seem that you have made something of a name for yourself since you left Killie. Black Dragons !! It seems astonishing to me that a young wizard of your description should have captured Aszirol. Is it true that you actually rode on the monster’s back?”

“Rode on his back and Buckmastered him !!” added Lord Palin.

Corwyn looked sheepish. “Well, sir, it wasn’t exactly Buckmastering. I nearly got killed twice during that dragonride. And Aszirol is, after all, very young and inexperienced. I doubt if I’d have been able to survive an encounter with a full-grown and mature black dragon. Fortunately, I remembered the Udbyttelyrke spell. There had been questions whether it would even work on blacks ...”

“There are questions as to whether we captured him or he captured us ...” muttered Harvey.

Lord Arthur continued: “Be that as it may, it is clear to the wizard community that you have most certainly behaved in an exemplary manner since leaving Killiecrankitt.” Lord Arthur cast a stern eye at Mistress Cairngorm, who was on the verge of another choking fit. “I believe that Master Mactavish would like to have a few words with you in private after dinner.”

Mactavish looked at Lord Arthur, then at the Archmage, then at his dinner plate. He sighed and said, “If ye don’t mind ...”

The guests rose and walked down the hallway into a small parlour. Mactavish and Cairngorm intercepted Corwyn in the hall outside the parlour and closed the door so that the others would not hear what was said. The Bursar stepped up to Corwyn as Cairngorm chewed her lips in nervous irritation.

Old Mactavish sighed and said: “It’s like this, laddie. We — that is the Archmage and the Ministry — feel that you have learned your lesson and overcome the ... ahm, shall we say ‘personality deficits’ that resulted in you being sent down from Killiecrankitt. Ahem. You are quite evidently of fine wizard stock and you show a good deal of proficiency and residual magickal power. Accordingly, it has been recommended that you be re-admitted to the Crankitt School here beginning with the next school term.”

There was something like a stifled groan from Head Mistress Cairngorm.

“The final decision is, of course, up to you entirely,” the Bursar continued. “But of course, we recognize that the advantages of a prestigious school like Killiecrankitt over a place like Gallimaufriars are ... well, let us say that they are too obvious to be mentioned.”

Master Mactavish heaved a huge sigh. “Welcome back to Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies, Corwyn Daniels, my son ...”

Corwyn couldn’t believe his ears. They wanted him BACK at Killie?  He felt his stomach lurch. “I’ll have to let you know,” he said. “I’ll tell you tomorrow morning.” 

Mistress Cairngorm opened the door to the parlour and they re-joined the others. 

“What was all that about, my mage?” asked Harvey.

“You won’t believe it when I tell you,” said Corwyn. “Save it for later.” 

Corwyn looked like he was in shock.

“You all right?” asked Mazie, concerned. “How do be you?”

Corwyn sighed. “I do be okay ...”

Back in the archmage’s parlour, the adult mages were discussing the latest news from America, where a plague of ley disturbances were disrupting the southern Gulf Coast. Wandmaster St. Luke was sitting cross-legged on the Persian rug doing his mantras. Harvey said, “Wish we could go Slivverwands. Want to play Scrutiny?”

“On the dinner we just had?” said Corwyn. “That would be ... most interesting.”

So Corwyn, Harvey, and Mazie sat on a divan and compared observations from the past two hours. Finally, the socializing at an end, the Seneschal rang a little glass chime and announced that the Archmage wished to retire. 

“If you will follow me, I will escort you to the entrance doors,” he said to the wizardlings.

As the guests were leaving the little parlour, the Archmage happened to notice that Harvey was carrying the Left-Handed Wand in his boot-holster, and called the lad back.

“ ‘Tis a mighty risky talisman for a laddie like yerself,” he said. “Antimagic fra the depths of darrrkest space, I believe ...”

“I’d be glad to get rid of it,” said Harvey.

“Well, then — perhaps I shuld jest take it off yer hands,” said the Archmage. “Some of the sortilige masters ha’ been wanting to study one of these beasties fer some time.”

“You’re welcome to it!” said Harvey, handing the wand to the great mage. “Take it and do what you like with it. Destroy it if you can. But I doubt you can. The bally thing will probably come back to me — it always does.”

“Like the plague ...” said Mukudor as he flew off the mantel and out the door.

Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey headed toward the circus camp. None of them noticed that when Mukudor flew out of the castle behind them, a burlap sack flashed down and snared the odious bird before it even had time to squawk. Rough hands tied the neck of the sack with twine. 

• • •
Later that night, Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey strolled through the circus grounds looking at the cages and equipment. Roustabouts were busy cleaning and repairing the canvas for the Big Top, while keepers and handlers were working with some of the animals. The sideshow folk were practicing their spruik while others loafed around or read magazines. 

“I’ve never seen the backstage side of a circus before,” said Corwyn.

“I’ve never seen a circus at all!” muttered Harvey.

“You’ve led a repressed life,” commented Mazie as they walked past Madame Gura, the gypsy fortune-teller. This rather eccentric old woman was examining her Tarot cards, crystal ball, scrying talismans, and other paraphernalia; putting things in order, and wrapping fragile objects in colourful silk scarves.

“Is she for real?” whispered Harvey. “Can she actually foretell the future?”

The old woman arched an eyebrow and looked at Harvey with one eye. She said: “You will soon have your great downfall, lad.”

“Huh?” said Harvey, looking at the gypsy over his shoulder. Then he tripped his foot on a tent rope and fell flat on his face.

“Do you suppose she really knew that was going to happen?” asked Mazie. “Or did she just see the rope there and guess that Harvey would trip? Does she really have psychic abilities?”

“One way to find out,” said Corwyn. He walked over to the old gypsy, held out a silver coin, and said: “Cross your palm with silver?”

The fortune-teller took the five-shilling piece and gestured for Corwyn to sit on a nearby wooden keg. She spread a silk scarf over her lap and picked up a small burlap sack. 

Madame Gura untied the string, opened the sack, and held it out with the mouth open. The bag was filled with all kinds of potatoes. She looked into Corwyn’s eye and murmured: “Reach into ze sack and pull out three potatoes, young lad.” Corwyn shrugged, reached inside, and pulled three potatoes out of the bag. There was a red potato, a brown Idaho russet potato, and a blue potato. 

The old woman sighed in satisfaction. “Now place one of ze potatoes on ze silk in my lap. Ze bumps of ze potato vill tell your fate better zan any crystal ball or Tarot reading. Ze eyes of potatoes ... see all.”

Corwyn put the Idaho potato on the scarf.

The gypsy closed her eyes and tilted her head back. “Ze brown, ze brown ...”

She ran her fingers over the bumps on the potato. “A large bump and two small ones together ...” 

Madame Gura opened her eyes in surprise. “You like American candy. Leedle round colored ones with writing on zem. Yesss ... yesssh. You like M&M candies, am I right?”

“I love them,” said Corwyn. “My Aunt Bertha brings them to me whenever she comes back from the States.”

“Do you prefer ze plain M&Ms or ze ones with peanuts?” asked the gypsy.

“I kinda like the plain ones better,” said Corwyn.

“Ze plain ... ze plain ...” said the old woman, closing her eyes again. “I see a man in a white suit. You will meet another man with tattoos. You will find that your strangest fantasies will come true.”

She put her fingers to the sides of her forehead. “But you are too young to understand ...”

Then she opened her eyes. “Now — here we have a leedle bump shaped like a heart. Zat means some girl likes you verra much.”

She glanced at Mazie, who was blushing. The gypsy grinned, and Corwyn noticed that one of her front teeth was gold.

“Put another potato onto my lap!” the gypsy commanded, and Corwyn handed her the red potato.

“Ze red potato ... ze red ... Have you read your homework assignment?”

“This is bilge,” said Harvey, shaking his head. The three wizardlings turned and walked away as the gypsy picked up the blue potato.

When they were almost out of earshot, Madame Gura whispered in a voice so low that Corwyn barely heard: “You may leave Killiecrankitt tomorrow, Cairn Denyslow. But you will return — after the long day and the bloodletting night ...”

CHAPTER 35

The circus camp was a tableau of colorful sights and sounds. There were tents and wagons and equipment everywhere. Dragontamers and clowns and acrobats. There was the steam calliope. Down the aisle to the left, a line of wheeled cages housed the Menagerie. In the center of the camp, the troupe had a great huge bonfire roaring, and when the various performers were finished with their tasks for the night, they came one-by-one and joined the others.

Playing a stringed instrument and cavorting around the fire was the tall man Corwyn had seen on the calliope wagon; the name ‘Meldisar’ written around the sound opening in ornate rosemaling on the front of his Lute. Meldisar danced and whirled around, singing the Lord D’Arque’s Circus theme music. Then he capered directly up to Mazie and Corwyn and sang to them:

“Come now laddie; come now maiden,

Find within this distant Aidenn:

Marvels and Wonder crashing like thunder.

If ye don’t come it would be a blunder …”

Just then, there was a chorus of shrieks as a crashing sound emerged from the Menagerie. The wizardlings turned to see a large Bulgarian dragon climb over the top bars of an iron cage, scattering bystanders in all directions. Rune the Dragontamer rushed up cracking his whip and cowed the monster back into its cage.

Polt and Limewise saw Corwyn and waved him over to sit with them. The Cumbrian lad introduced Mazie and Harvey to his circus friends.

“Hey — the best part of the evening is about to start,” said Limewise. “When the last of the troupe gets here, we have storytelling from the old hands. Adventures from past days of Lord D’Arque’s Circus !!”

Harvey yawned and rubbed his eyes. 

“Harvey will be lucky if he stays awake to hear them,” said Mazie. “Too many neeps and tatties.”

Polt laid her hand on Corwyn’s arm and said, “By the way — a word of warning. Stay away from that wagon over there with the great huge cage draped in black.”

“Why?” asked Corwyn.

“It’s our most dangerous monster,” said Limewise. “You don’t even want to look at it.”

“Aw, danger is nothing to Corwyn,” yawned Harvey. “He laughs at danger and eats monsters for lunch. He once buckmastered a black dragon!”

“Well, that thing over there is a lot more dangerous than a black dragon,” said Polt.

“Nothing is more dangrous than a black dragon,” murmured Harvey.

“What is it?” asked Mazie as Harvey curled up and went to sleep.

“What is it?” sang Meldisar the Bard. “ ‘What is it?’ you ask. Well, sit back my lassie, and we’ll spin you a tale that will curdle your blood and uncurl your pretty hair.”

“Aye — that it will,” muttered one of the roustabouts.

“But first you must understand that Lord D’Arque’s Circus is pan-dimensional,” said Meldisar. “His Lordship is a Worldwalker, and he takes us to wild and strange worlds where the Laws of Magick are twisted and twirled from those you know so well. In each new place we visit, our wizards must learn the new rules before we run afoul of the local denizens. Sometimes Similarity and Contagion and Mythopoesy work, sometimes they don’t. Some worlds have magickal principals you never heard of. Others have the magick you know — but with bizarre variations. It was in a world like that where we found him — the thing that’s in that Black Wagon over there ...”

• • •
It had been two or three worlds after Polt and Limewise had joined the circus. It began early one dawn on a misty dirt road that ran between the desolate marshlands on the north and the cold waters of the sea to the south. The road was deserted but for the cry of a marsh curlew and the murmur of waves on the rocks to seaward. A heavy fog lay over the landscape, and the quiet was otherwise unbroken — until a faint sound was faintly heard deep within the mists. Phantom shapes took place in the haze and grew slowly more solid. The sound grew steadily stronger until it became recognizable. It was the steam calliope playing “Thunder and Blazes.” Lord D’Arque’s Circus rolled out of the mists into a new world.

It was a lonely road, but a broken sign read: “Battersea on the Marsh — 3 miles.” 

The wizards began doing divinations to find out how magick worked in this new place — and none of the divinations worked. No normal spells worked, nor did any of the other ‘offworld’ spells they had learned in far-flung places where magick was really twisted. The circus caravan rolled along the roadway and into the little village of Battersea on the Marsh as the wizards tried one charm after another ...

It looked like a typical New England town, with white clapboard houses and steeples on the charming one-room churches (of which there were two — one built of white wood frame construction and the other of red brick). But the town was not charming. Hanging over the whole community was a cloying smell — rather like that of spoiled milk. 

Now in hundreds of villages on many different worlds, the arrival of the circus is always met with wonder and excitement. Children run to watch the parade of wagons and cages and vardas roll into town. But when the caravan rolled into Battersea on the Marsh, mothers took their children off the streets into their houses and shut the doors. Merchants in the business district closed the shutters on their windows and barred the doors. Not even the dogs came out to bark at the mastodons and gryphons. The churches appeared to be abandoned in ruins.

There was a village green suitable for setting up the show grounds — and Lord D’Arque had evidently made arrangements with the town elders to do so. But no curious yokels came to watch the roustabouts set up the Big Top. No one came to buy candy or have their fortunes told. The few villagers that passed by glared at the circus troupe and then, averting their eyes, scurried onward towards their homes.

No one came to the show that night. 

This had never happened before. Lord D’Arque gave his performers the evening off. Many of the roustabouts and acrobats headed for the local public house, where their gold coins were more than adequate to buy food and drink. 

Polt and Limewise wandered into the pub as well, since there was nowhere else in town to buy food. Other than the circus people, there were only a half dozen local patrons — mostly habitual drunks. The beef stew and fresh-baked bread was good enough; but the smell of sour milk was overpowering, and Polt ate little. Her eyes wandered around the room, trying to locate the source of the dismal odor. Then her eyes caught a movement behind the bar, and she saw a strange, emaciated creature dart around the corner and skitter off down the back hall. 

“Eweh — did you see that?” she said to Limewise. “It was like a dwarf with the head of a frog and horrid white skin like raw oysters. It had big, bulging eyes and ...”

The door to the pub burst open, and a wizard entered the pub. It was plainly a wizard, dressed in a black robe with cabalistic symbols and a tall, pointed hat like wizards wear in Mundae faery books. He strode to the bar and ordered a tall stout ale. Swilling the beverage down in one great draft, he tossed a gold piece onto the bar, strode to the door, threw up his arms, and spellcast:

“Far away above the rooftops

Loftily I go ...

Yonder like the wind.”
That was it. 

He spread his cloak and flew off toward the church steeple.

• • •
“What kind of a spell was that?” shrieked Corwyn. “I never heard of such a thing! That spell didn’t rhyme, it had no meter, and it invoked no magick words or talismans. It was just plain lousy. It never should have worked. How did he do it?”

“That’s what we all wondered,” said Limewise. “Now sit back and listen to the rest of the story.”
• • •
Several of the circus wizards rushed to the door and stared at the flying mage in wonder. The black figure soared over to the high steeple of the white church, landed on the balcony, and went in through a small door. 

Rune the Dragontamer stood beside Polt and Limewise, looking not at the church steeple but rather at the darksome clouds that raced overhead against an ultramarine sky. The moon was nearly full, and it had a bizarre bluish cast that Polt and Limewise had never seen before.

“I got a dreadful feeling ’bout this,” said Rune. “Blue Moon tomorrow, or mebbe the next night.”

“I didn’t think Blue Moons were really blue,” said Polt. “I thought it was just what folks called it when there were two full moons in the same calendar month.”

“No — this kind of moon be different,” said Rune in his soft, low voice. “This kind of Blue Moon only happen once in a thousand years. It mean the forces of darkness are in their fullest power. Not the evil demons of Hades, no; these are the Dark Old Things who existed long before Heaven and Hell were ever dreamed of. Bad, bad mischief ...” 

Polt and Limewise returned to their vardas after that, but it was a long while before either young wizardling got to sleep that night.

The next morning, no villagers came to the midway or the menagerie. 

“Why did Lord D’Arque bring us here?” asked Eva, the Ringmaster’s daughter. “Surely he knew what this place is like. We’ll get no trade in this town.”

“His Lordship always has reasons,” said Lurain the Hob. “He just never tells the rest of us.”

That night, the show was cancelled again. Polt and Limewise ate at the mess tent and then went for a walk. Darkness had fallen early over Battersea on the Marsh. As they walked past the old red-brick church, Limewise noticed strange movements in the cemetery. “Get down!” he hissed at Polt.

The two wizardlings crouched behind a honeysuckle bush and peered into the cemetery. Figures wearing long white robes with high pointed hoods were gathering around a tall man wearing a ceremonial mask. Small grey creatures moved among the tombstones.

“Those things are like the creature I saw in the pub!” whispered Polt.

The marsh creatures joined the robed cultists and they all moved off into the mists.

“Let’s go home,” murmured Limewise.

“Back to our vardas?” asked Polt.

“No — home to London!” said Limewise.

• • •
A horrible sound roared over the campfire causing Corwyn and Mazie to twitch in their seats. But it turned out only to be Harvey snoring ...

“So what happened?” asked Mazie. “Did you ever find out how magick worked?”

“Not until after it was too late,” said Meldisar. “You see, that night Polt was kidnapped from her bed and dragged off into the bogs by the marsh creatures.”
• • •
Rune and three of the roustabouts had spent that day pouring drinks into a local wino, who finally unlimbered enough to tell them what was going on. There was indeed a Blue Moon rising the next evening, and on that dreadful night that came once in a thousand years, the Cult of Luthuch would hold a forbidden ritual on the banks of the Langadang Bog. 

There, aided by the marsh creatures, they would summon up the Old One himself — a being so terrible and unthinkable that his real name could never be spoken. They would sacrifice a young maiden to appease his unsatiable urgings. After that, life as we know it would end on this world and a reign of horror would engulf the globe. Or so the drunk said...

“Right,” said Rune the Dragontamer. “The most horrible monster ever known. Luthuch; I heard of that one. Well, lads — how we gonna catch this bad thing for the menagerie ... ?”

The Dragontamer and the Rousties spent that night drawing up plans, then worked all the next day building a really strong, large, spring-loaded cage.

That second morning, Polt’s bunk had been empty and there were signs of a struggle. Outside her varda, there were footprints of clawed feet in the mud, and signs of Polt’s heels as she was dragged off into the swamp. When it was discovered that Polt had been captured and taken off into the marshes, Limewise went nearly out of his senses. 

But Polt and Limewise were both former students of Long Step Academy in London, and the Scheherazade Irregulars are never the ones to give up in a fight, no matter how tough. Limewise spent all day searching the bogs and marshes around Battersea — unrolling large balls of twine so that he could find his way out of the labyrinthine mazes when he became lost. 

But without magick, what could he do?

Finally in desperation, Limewise determined to visit the white frame church and find out the secret of magick from the wizard in the steeple tower.

Darkness descended early again over Battersea on the Marsh on this, the third night in town. This time the full Blue Moon shone in its uncanny cerulean light over the desolate countryside, casting bluish shadows on the houses in the village and deeper shadows yet on the tombstones in the churchyards.

Limewise made his way to the deserted white church. The shutters were rotted and hung askew on their hinges; one of the front doors had fallen off completely and lay to one side. Within, the pews were covered with dust and debris where the roof had collapsed. But the door to the tower led to a well-maintained but steep wooden set of stairs that led up and up some more to where a trap door overhead barred his way. Limewise reached up, cautiously raised the trap a few inches, and peered into the room at the top of the tower.

“Don’t just lurk there, my lad — come on in!” said a friendly voice, and Limewise saw the old wizard pouring over a massive tome of ancient forbidden lore. The tower room was like an alchemist’s laboratory, with ancient tomes, talismans, and other wizardly implementia. “My name is Panderglome, by the way,” said the wizard. “But don’t expect me to be too sociable. We only have three hours to save the world.”

“But how?” asked Limewise. “What is going on here, please tell me!”

Panderglome said: “At the stroke of midnight, by the light of the Blue Moon which comes but once in a thousand years, the Cultists of Battersea will hold the Ritual of Summoning. Luthuch will rise from the bog, devour the young damsel, and grant unspeakable powers to the dark priest who summoned him. After that, we are all doomed.”

“Well, can you at least explain to me the rules of how magick works in this place? What are the Laws of Magick?” asked Limewise.

“Rules? Laws of Magick?” Panderglome looked confused. “I dunno. You just say the spell and it works.”

“You mean you don’t even know ?!?” moaned Limewise.

“Should I?” asked Panderglome. “Well watch, I’ll show you.”

He took a hamster from a cage and set it on the table. He waved his hands at it and spellcast:

“From the ponds and meadows of happier days,

Reveal the form I wish you to take.

Open the powers that rule the night,

Go on, do something.”
There was a flash of magelight from his fingers — and the hamster turned into a frog.

“I don’t get it,” said Limewise. “Where did you get that spell?”

“From Tworks Small Grimoire. There’s a copy on the shelf.”

Limewise grabbed the book and began studying the spells. They all looked like they had been written by a demented troll. He began leafing through other books and grimoires.

• • •
“Have you twigged to it yet?” Limewise asked Corwyn and Mazie. It took me nearly the full three hours, and I had the book of spells to look at.”

“It’s all Greek to me,” said Corwyn.

“It helped to just LOOK at the written spells,” said Polt.

“I’m beginning to get an idea,” said Mazie. “Was it Acrostics?”

“You got it ...” said Limewise.

CHAPTER 36

In the depths of the marshes, the cultists formed a torchlit procession through the mists to the forbidden Langadang Bog. In the shadows behind them, dark figures followed stealthily. Rune the Dragontamer, Dzenitis the Knife Thrower, Lurain the Hob, Liralena the Bear Tamer, and Horne the Tracker followed the white-clad figures. Behind them were half a dozen roustabouts carrying the enormous black ebony cage and related equipment. Liralena hoped the cage would be big enough — they really didn’t know how large this Luthuch creature was supposed to be. It would also have helped if they had been able to put better enchantments on the cage itself; but they’d had to rely on ready-made potions of strength, potency, and entrapment — which worked well enough on most other worlds. It remained to be seen if they worked here. Oh well, on with the show ...

When the cultists reached the Langadang Bog, they erected a post near the shore of the foul waters and tied Polt to it with rough hemp ropes. The High Priest began chanting a bunch of nonsense while his white-clad followers kneeled and moaned. The frightful-smelling marsh creatures were dancing about, working themselves into a frenzy.

“O Ancient Ones, we abase ourselves before thy swamp,” said the High Priest. “Forsake us not, but heed to the call of you loyal followers. We stand before the Gate. Come to us. Arouse the latent powers within us that we may serve your Loathsome and Unsatiable Needs ...”

And suchlike.

Rune and the roustabouts circled the cultists and crept into the shadowy margin at the edge of the bog. They positioned the huge trap on the sand between the bank and the sacrificial post. The Dragontamer then strung a stout line off to some nearby bushes where they could hide until the creature emerged from the swamp and stepped onto the trap.

IF it steps onto the trap, thought Liralina.

Then when Rune pulled the line, the sides and top of the cage would spring up and hold the monster within the enchanted bars.

IF the bars of the cage are enchanted, thought Liralina. And IF the cage is big enough ...

They settled down to wait.

• • •
Meanwhile, Limewise had been staring at the stupid frog spell for the past half-hour. It was nearly midnight. He needed to come up with the answer soon — he had read the True Name of Luthuch and knew now what they were up against. What was it about that “Go on, do something” spell that had turned the bally hamster into a frog? What was in the rotten flight spell that allowed Panderglome to fly? Then suddenly he saw it:

F-L-Y

The first letters of each line spelled out FLY.

F-R-O-G

The first letters of the other spell spelled FROG !!

“It’s the Acrostic Principal!” shouted Limewise. “The first letters spell the spell !!”
“What’s that?” asked Panderglome.

“Never mind — I just made it up. Let me see. Oh, Crums! — there’s only five minutes till Midnight. How can I get there in time?”

“Beats me,” said Panderglome. “We’re doomed to a Fate much worse than Death.”

Limewise spellcast:

“To the rescue I go,

And I must not fail.

Keep my courage up.

Ever so fast;

My words will whatever.

Egad !!

Take me away

Over the marshes.

Pleeeeze let this work !!!

Oh great powers of the marshlands,

Lift me up and fly me

To the rescue now!”
To Panderglome’s everlasting astonishment, Limewise flashed out through the open window and vanished from sight. “Clever lad,” muttered the old mage. “Wonder how he did that ...”

Over the houses and trees of Battersea on the Marsh, Limewise flew like a bolt of lightning. In mere seconds, he was dumped unceremoniously into the bushes next to Rune on the banks of the Langadang Bog. 

Dzenitis whipped out his knife, but Liralena recognized Limewise before the knife-thrower could attack and stopped him from gutting the boy.

“What’s the setup here?” Limewise asked Rune.

“The girl over there, tied to that post. The geeks be working up their stuff. The monster due to arrive over there. We have trap in the sand. We used magick potions ...”

“No potion will ever stop what’s coming here tonight!” cried Limewise. “Oh, Lordy ...”

The High Priest rang a bell and the moaning stopped. The cultists slowly rose to their feet and began swaying from side-to-side. The marsh creatures began to likewise sway. In the faraway village, the clock began chiming midnight ...

The Priest raised his staff and spellcast:

“Come to us O Great One.

Tonight is the night.

Heed our call.

Understand our Need.

Help us to rule the World.

Lead us onto Power.

Understand our Desires ...”
“Oh, no ...” moaned Rune. “Not HIM !! — The cage will never hold.”

It was midnight beneath the light of a Blue Moon.

There arose from the muck of that loathsome bog an enormous baleful creature; simultaneously an octopus, a dragon, and a human caricature — with a pulpy, tentacled head and malevolent eyes surmounted upon a grotesque and scaly body. 

To look upon it was madness. It was an abominable monster of vaguely anthropoid outline; but with an octopus-like head, the face of which was a mass of snaky feelers. It had a scaly, rubbery-looking body; prodigious claws on hind and fore feet; and long, narrow pterodactyl wings behind. The thing cannot be described; but it was the green, sticky spawn of the darkest stars, with flabby claws and disgusting stench. The awful squid-head teemed with writhing feelers as the monster looked about for its sacrifice. Then the creature’s dreadful gaze fell on Polt, who was trembling on the stake. As Luthuch moved up the shoreline toward the terrified girl, it was as though a mountain walked or stumbled on that diresome beach.

Liralena screamed. The roustabouts fled. The cultists moaned. The marsh creatures began tolling on little copper bells. Ding-Dong ... Ding-Dong. Ding-Dong ... Ding-Dong. Luthuch the Old One moved up onto the beach toward Polt. It was nearly to the hidden but woefully inadequate cage-trap.

Limewise spellcast:

“Hope springs eternal !!

Always keep up Hope ...

Powers that rule these marshes:

Pleeeeze let this work !!!

Yonder is the foe.

Envelope it in the bars of the cage.

Never give up Hope.

Down with the evil monster !!

Into the cage he goes ...

NOW !!!

Grant this, my dearest wish.”
Just as Limewise said “NOW” — Luthuch stepped onto the trap. Rune pulled the line and the spring-loaded hinges snapped the bars into place. The walls of the cage sprang up about the Old One. 

A shimmering radiance flowed from Limewise out over the sands of the Langadang Bog and swirled around the bars of the ebony cage. Luthuch howled and raged against the walls and roof of his prison. The cultists screamed and fled. The High Priest fainted dead away. The marsh creatures dived into the marsh and sank from sight beneath the light of the Blue Moon. But the ebony bars held.

Rune walked out onto the beach and surveyed the cage. Huge writhing tentacles squirmed out from between the bars, but the monster was contained. Liralena and Limewise rushed to untie Polt from the sacrificial post.

Rune said: “All right, lads. Get some poles under that cage and jack it up. Hey Rube! Move it out. Slough the cage — HOoooo ... !! Get wheels under there. Bring in some more mammoths — the thing’s too heavy. Head ‘em up, move it out.”

Polt and Limewise watched as the circus men obeyed Rune’s commands. The makeshift wagon followed Horne the Tracker, lumbering back the labyrinthine trail back to the circus grounds. Silence lay once more upon the Langadang Bog.

Then Rune shouted: “Will somebody throw a canvas over that cage? I can’t stand to look at the filthy thing ...”

• • •
Corwyn and Mazie’s mouths were open wide. The circus troupe sat around the campfire watching the two wizardlings with grim expressions on their faces.

Finally Corwyn said: “Oh, come on! You don’t expect me to believe that you have Luthuch the Old One in that wagon over there? You people are worse than Will Ritson!”

Silence lay steadily around the campfire. Then from the direction of the Black Wagon came an unspeakable sound — a great horrible moan like subterranean caves collapsing during an earthquake. Corwyn turned to look, and saw a great, long tentacle emerge from under the black canvas and wave in the moonlight.

Something screeched behind Corwyn and sharp talons clutched at his throat. 

Harvey woke with a start.

Corwyn nearly jumped out of his skin as the sharp claws pierced the back of his neck — but it was only Mukudor. The marsh grackle fell back off Corwyn’s shoulder and into a nearby mud puddle. 

He looked terrible. Many of his feathers were missing, he was covered with mud, and there was a bad scratch bleeding just under his left eye. The black bird said:

“Wal Dang !! While y’all have been out here enjoyin’ fairy tales around the campfire, Ah bin nearly kilt by them drunken Rogue fellers ...”

“What are you talking about?” asked Mazie.

“Tristaine Fotheringay-Smythe and that Chalmers de Witt feller had me in a cock-fight against a brood hen that musta bin born in Hades. Thet durned fowl nearly tore off alla mah pinfeathers! Never seen sech a critter. Crick, Crick, Cree! — Ah should knowed better. The Omens was all there fer me ta have a bad day. My horoscope said to stay in bed.”

“If I’d known you were fighting, I’d have bet against you!” said Corwyn.

“Wal, at least Ah’m not as dumb as yew, mush-head!” squawked Mukudor. “At least I know the importance of recognizing Omens when Ah see them.”

“Okay, come off it,” said Corwyn. “So I didn’t get the pun about you being a grackle with a flint arrowhead. Get over it ...”

“It’s not jest the Grackleflint Omen,” said Mukudor. “Lookit them Gnorras and Digglerts and Shanties and Unthings yew got at Gallie. Omens of Death, every one of them; and yew don’t even try ta figger it out. Big Death — lots of death. Not jest yerself this time, them little buggers are forebodin’ somethin’ truly dreadawesomeful bodacious. A death that could change the world — ruin life as we know it.”

“I think he’s right, Corwyn ...” said Mazie. “I’ve been worried about those things myself. They’re only at Pennythraite and Gallimaufriars — but there are so many of them now. They are Omens of Death.”

“Do you know what they mean, Mukudor?” asked Corwyn.

“Not on yer life. When Ah was th’ Omen, Ah naturally knew what was forebodin’. But these thangs are way beyond mah poor ken. Crick, Crick, Jeeeb!” 

Mukudor fluttered his wingfeathers and twitched his beak.

“We’re probably all doomed ...” said Harvey.

CHAPTER 37

Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey did not return to their quarters in the Crankitt School guest hall that night. They were so enthralled with the camaraderie of the circus troupe that they accepted bedrolls and blankets and slept on the ground around the campfire. Many of the circus performers did the same, for it was a soft and lovely starlight night, and it was far more pleasant on the open moorland than in their vardas and wagons. Polt and Limewise went to their own vardas, retrieved down-filled sleeping bags, and joined the three Cumbrian wizardlings. “Don’t this beat Long Step?” sighed Limewise as he nodded off to sleep.

It was two or three hours later when Corwyn awoke to the snapping of three kernels of pop-pod, two rednoggers, and one dragonbush nib on his Danger Warner. Corwyn thought back over the Significances — he’d never had that combination of berries before. Crums! It meant that things are abroad in the night which could, if left unchecked, bring disaster to Corwyn and his friends. Corwyn shook Mazie awake, and the two peered deep into the starlit night while Polt and Limewise crawled out of their sleeping bags. Harvey stopped snoring and sat up in his mass of blankets and canvas. Mukudor was sound asleep on one of the sideshow tent stakes, and they did not wake him.

“There it is — over toward the castle!” said Mazie, pointing. Sure enough, a moonlit figure was striding across the Fanag Moor from the direction of Killiecrankitt towards the Pictish ruins on the far end of the moor. Something glistered and glittered in the man’s hand as he walked.

“Come on,” said Corwyn. “There’s something odd here. He’s not walking right. Oh Croopus! — it’s old Doric, and he’s sleepwalking!”

Corwyn broke into a run across the circus grounds and out onto the moor, Mazie ran close behind him. Polt and Limewise stood staring for a few moments before following. Harvey got tangled in his groundcloth and fell with a thump against a mastodon cage. Mukudor slept on.

As Corwyn and Mazie reached the moonlit figure, they saw that it was indeed Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter — fast asleep, if not in some kind of deep trance. He was wearing a paisley embroidered nightgown with long black fringe and a silly nightcap with a long peak that hung down over his face. His eyes were closed, and he walked with long, smooth steps over the rough ground — using a great golden staff as a walking stick. 

“Crikey!” shouted Corwyn. “He’s got the Archmages’ Great Staff of Power! What’s he doing with that?”
“I don’t think he knows what he’s doing,” said Mazie. “He was staying in a guest room in the Archmage’s quarters — maybe he just picked the staff up from the umbrella stand without knowing it.”

“Not bally likely!” snorted Corwyn. “That staff has more safeguards and wards on it than the front gate at the Ministry of Wizardry in London! It would take a Headmaster level mage to nick it. Pox and Hex! What’s Old Doric gotten us into now?” 

Polt, Limewise, and Harvey arrived in due time, and the wizardlings walked slowly across the moorland, keeping pace with the sleepwalking mage. 

“They say it’s dangerous to wake up a sleepwalker,” said Harvey.

Corwyn said: “It’s a whale of a lot more dangerous to having him taking a jaunt across the Fanag Moor with an archmage’s Great Staff as his hiking stick. Oie — Headmaster! Wake up !!”
Mazie turned to Polt and Limewise. “Go fetch Lord D’Arque! Maybe he’ll know what to do.”

The two circus wizardlings ran off toward their encampment as Corwyn took hold of Master Grimwalter’s arm and pried the golden staff from his fingers. Mazie shook the Headmaster, murmuring: “Wake up, Master G. !!”
“I think he’s ensorcelled,” said Harvey.

Mazie did a Divination Spell. “Someone’s been Dreamdiving in his mind. It’s black in there!”

Corwyn handed the gold staff to Harvey. “Here — take this back to the Archmage while Mazie and I get Old Doric back to the castle. We’ll put him in my bed.”

“Wait a minute!” wailed Harvey. “You want ME to tap on the Archmage’s door at this time of night, wake him up and say, ‘Excuse me, sir, here’s your Great Staff of Power; thought you might need it before breakfast ...’?”

“Get going, Harvey!” hissed Mazie as she and Corwyn each grabbed one of Master Grimwalter’s elbows and they began steering the mage back to Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies.

• • •
When Old Doric was safely snoozing in Corwyn’s bed in the guest dormitory, the two friends walked back out to the Quad, where they found Harvey nervously hiding in an alleyway between two buildings. Corwyn hissed: “Hey Harvey — did you get the staff back to the Archmage?”

Harvey, who had not seen them coming, jumped about two feet. “Croopus! — Don’t scare me like that! Of course I didn’t take it back to him. The old boy would think I was the one who nicked it, and I’d have wound up in the Oubliette or something worse.”

“Where is it, then?” whispered Mazie.

“I stuck it in one of the circus cages for safe keeping,” said Harvey.

“Which one?” asked Mazie.

“I have a bad feeling about this ...” said Corwyn.

“I dunno for certain,” said Harvey. “It was a big one with a black canvas hanging over it. I can find it again, I’m sure.”

Corwyn and Mazie looked at each other with wide eyes. Corwyn fell forward and put both hands on Harvey’s shoulders. “Oh, please my friend. Don’t tell me you put the Archmage’s staff in Luthuch’s cage ...”
• • •
Polt and Limewise soon joined the three Cumbrian wizardlings as they trudged back to the circus camp. “We couldn’t rouse Lord D’Arque or the Ringmaster,” said Polt. “They have too many wards and charms on their vardas. Where are we going?”

“Don’t ask,” said Corwyn Daniels.

“Here — I think this is the one!” said Harvey. “I shoved the staff well inside so no one would see it.”

It was indeed the Black Cage of Luthuch the Old One.

“Crikey!” said Corwyn.

“Well Harvey,” said Mazie. “Get in there and fish it out.”

“No, we can’t let Harv go in there,” said Corwyn. “Luthuch would have him for an hors d’ourvre.”
“I’ll go,” said Polt. “Maybe my wild talents will protect me. They did before ... sort of.”

“No, I’ll go,” said Corwyn. “Harvey’s my best pal, and I’m responsible for him.”

“Well, I’ll go with you then,” said Polt. 

Corwyn and Polt lifted the black canvas, squeezed through the bars, and crawled into the Black Cage on their hands and knees. 

Limewise looked at Mazie. “If Polt goes in, I go in ...” he said as he followed the two wizardlings.

“Same goes for me and Corrie,” said Mazie as she clambered into the wagon.

That left Harvey Blankenship standing alone in the darkness. He looked around for several moments before it dawned on him that he as the only one left and alone.

“Hey Gang — don’t leave me out here!” he shouted. “Wait for me ...”
• • •
Corwyn Daniels and his friends were walking along a rough-hewn road on a bizarre landscape that looked like a small planetoid in a badly-drawn children’s picture book. The horizon was actually curved — as though the world were no more than a few miles in diameter. The sky was black, in spite of the fact that a blue sun shone brightly overhead. It was unbearably hot. Corwyn studied some of the nearby planets and asteroids, which looked like cardboard cutouts done by the same surrealist artist who painted the landscape. There were numerous small craters; and the natural décor was something out of a painting by Salvador Dali, with a melted clock hanging over a cactus, skulls and ribcages dotting the countryside, and other demented features.

“How much further to Godot City?” asked Harvey. “My feet are getting really tired.”

This was no surprise, because gravity was strangely afoul in this place. Corwyn’s left foot was weightless while his right foot was twice its normal weight.

“You know, I think something’s wrong here,” said Mazie.

“No kidding,” said Harvey.

“What?” asked Corwyn.

“Well, with a Sun like that, we should see the sky. I think this place has no atmosphere. In which case, we should all be asphyxiated.”

“I think the atmosphere here is like something out of my Aunt Nancy’s badly decorated penthouse,” said Polt.

“A certain genocaisqua ...” said Limewise.

“I think we should all knock off the banter and worry about that dragon,” said Corwyn.

“What dragon?” said Harvey.

“That pink-and-green-and-yellow-and-blue-and-red one that’s attacking us right now.”

“Hmmn — I hadn’t noticed him,” said Mazie.

• • •
Fortunately, Harvey was dressed in full knight’s armor; with sword, spear, and shield. He rushed forward with his sword and sliced open the orange bag under the dragon’s chin, cutting its throat. The dragon screamed and fell back as gritty globs of musk dropped out of the wound and formed into tiny little trolls that rushed toward the rest of the wizardlings. Corwyn, Mazie, Polt, and Limewise clubbed the little monsters to powder with clubs which they found nearby.

“There’s really something wrong here,” said Corwyn.

The dragon rallied and lumbered toward the wizardlings again. Harvey speared it through the heart (which was bright blue) and a cloud of mustard gas emerged and nearly poisoned everyone. Mazie did a wind summoning spell to blow the poison away, but instead a huge stone wall erupted from her wand, with the mustard gas on the other side. The dragon jumped over the wall and attacked, but Harvey cut the dragon’s head off with his axe. The monster dropped dead, with thick black ooze running out of the stump of its neck.

“That was a close call,” said Harvey.

“It’s not over yet,” said Polt as the black ooze rolled and gnarled itself up into the form of a giant golem nine feet tall.

“BLOMDAIGH !!!” roared the Golem as it raised its club to smash the wizardlings into mush.

Corwyn and his friends rushed into a nearby castle and slammed the door. 

“That was a close call,” said Harvey.

“You keep saying that,” said Limewise as a trickle of black ooze seeped under the door. The ooze flowed and gathered and formed itself into the Golem again.

“BLOMDAIGH !!!” roared the Golem, raising its club as the kids ran from the room.

“You know what?” said Corwyn when they had finally eluded the monster. “I think I’m dreaming. This can’t be real.”

“Look — you can’t be dreaming,” said Limewise. “If anyone’s dreaming, it’s me. Cogito Ergo Sum.”

“We can’t all be dreaming,” said Mazie. “Maybe we’re Dreamdiving. Maybe we are ALL in someone else’s nightmare.”

“I don’t think so,” said Polt. “I think we’re in someone else’s pleasant dream ...”
“WHAT !?” said Limewise and Harvey together — but everyone knew that it was horribly true.

“I dunno about you people,” said Corwyn Daniels. “But I’m going to wake up.”
• • •
Corwyn Daniels awoke from the Dreamdiving; the floor was hard and he was laying on something knobby and uncomfortable. It was his magestaff. Corwyn grasped the staff and glided softly to his feet in one smooth movement. It was horribly dark, and an unspeakable odor filled the area. About him on the floor lay his four companions: Mazie, Harvey, Polt, Limewise ... all sleeping deeply. Next to Mazie’s slumbering form was the archmage’s golden staff. 

They were all inside the Black Cage.
Corwyn could dimly make out the metal bars on either side of the circus wagon and the black canvas flapping slightly in the breeze at the corner where they had crawled in. Ahead of him lay something monstrous; a great stygian darkness that loomed over the wizardling, its tentacles laying like a sticky tangle of great serpents on the floor of the wagon. The creature’s loathsome squid-like head was a mass of shadows that rose up and up before Corwyn Daniels, more terrible than the most unspeakable demon of the deepest Netherhells. Its repulsive eyes were closed in slumber. “Merciful Heavens,” Corwyn thought to himself. “We’ve been Dreamdiving into the grotesque fantasies of that vile monstrosity.”

Quietly, Corwyn bent and shook Mazie’s shoulder. “Wake up,” he whispered.

The bulging left eye of the monster opened slowly, the red glowing orb fixing on the pitiful figure stooping before it. “No, no — not you!” muttered Corwyn. The other abominable eye slowly opened to stare balefully at the wizard lad, and the creature began lifting its malevolent bulk and moving the scaly tentacles. The pterodactyl wings stirred.

Corwyn stood up straight and brought his magestaff between himself and The Old One. The lad closed his eyes and thought quickly. A werelight kindled on the tip of his staff, and the boy sighed raised his eyes to gaze steadily into those of the monster. Corwyn spellcast:

Calm Thy Self and close Thy eyes,

Time to go to sleep;

Heaven’s void and unknown skies,

Under stars so deep;

Hushabye and close Thy eyes,

Lay Thee down to sleep — 

Under stars so deep.

Sing a song of sixpence

Lullaby baby mine ...

Ever so soft and sweetly

Ever close Thy eye.

Pleasant dreams be thine.

Now gently go to sleep, my child;

O Luthuch baby mine — 

With sweet dreams be thine.

On the floor of the cage, Polt awoke and glanced up at the hideous monster that loomed above them. Without missing a beat, she picked up on the melody and sang harmony as Corwyn hummed and chanted the spell to a tune his mother had used for lullabies when he was a very small child. Three times Corwyn repeated his enchantment — accompanied by Polt’s Angelsong — before the great loathsome orbs closed again, and a hideous reverberation resounded in the cage. 

The monster was snoring. 

“Lullaby and good night, Old Thing ...” Corwyn Daniels murmured as he bent to wake his other companions.

CHAPTER 38

For the return trip to Cumbria the next day, Headmaster Grimwalter took it into his head to drive the Beardmore himself. The stout mage seemed fully recovered from his sleepwalking episode of the night before. Corwyn had returned the Archmage’s staff and made adequate explanations. After their usual presentation on black dragons to the assembled faculty and students of the great university, the group from Cumbria headed out that afternoon. 

Now Old Doric was firmly ensconced in the driver’s compartment of the taxi. Accordingly Corwyn, Mazie, and Harvey had to share the passenger compartment with Wandmaster Alastair St. Luke — whose robes and sashes and accoutrements took up two-thirds of the bench seat; so Corwyn and Harvey had to crowd together on the other part while Mazie sat on the fold-down seat. The car tended to jiggle and bump a good deal more with the Headmaster at the wheel than it did when St. Luke was driving. 

The Beardmore slowly made its way down out of the Scottish Highlands, through Dumfries and Galloway and the Border Counties toward England.

“Man, that Killie pile totally blew my mind,” said Wandmaster St. Luke. “What a castle! You shoulda dug the crash-pad I had last night. Really far out, man.”

“Wandmaster,” said Corwyn. “When you were at Berkley in California during the sixties, did you ever do any surfing? I’ve been reading about the swampboards in Louisiana like the one we had at boat race day, and ...”

“Surfing?” said St. Luke. “WOAH! — I was like King of the Surfer Mages, dude. I was psychedelic! But I haven’t gone surfing for like maybe ten or fifteen years.”

“Why did you give it up?” asked Mazie.

“Oh, man — like the old beaches just lost their glamour for me. The heavies at Pipeline and Waimea were tame after I rode the Moro Gulf Tsunami in ‘76. What a trip! Real monster wave. Out-of-sight.”

“You surfed a tsunami?” gasped Harvey. 

“W-what happened?” asked Corwyn. 

“Like I was hangin’ ten and doin’ Quasimodos for over thirty miles,” said the Wandmaster. “Way far out, man.”

“But how did you get there — how did you know there was going to be a ...”

The Wandmaster’s eyes glazed over, lost in his own dreams and reveries, and he did not answer. Corwyn recognized the expression. The old hippie mage was in a world of his own. Mazie looked disgusted. Harvey scratched himself.

“So what did you think of the Archmage?” asked Corwyn.

Harvey said, “He’s a righteous dude all right, but I think he’s a bit potty.”

“Really? What makes you think so?”

“Well, he had a place set for that empty chair next to you,” said Harvey. “Lord Arthur told me that chair belonged to the Archmage’s mother. He always sets a place for her, and she’s been dead for sixty years. Seems barmy to me ...”

“I think it’s sweet,” said Mazie. “What do you think, Corwyn?”

Corwyn looked uncomfortable and said, “Never mind ...”

“You never told us what that old geezer said to you after the dinner,” said Harvey.

“Oh — they invited me to come back to Killiecrankitt next term ...” said Corwyn.

“You mean you’d leave Galley?” said Harvey.

“Corwyn, that’s a wonderful honour!” exclaimed Mazie. “They never ask someone back who’s been sent down.”

“Yeah, well ...” said Corwyn. “I told them no this morning.”

“Why?” asked Mazie, astonished.

“Better to be a big frog in a little puddle than a pollywog in the great ocean,” said Corwyn.

“Better Galleywog than pollywog — that’s our Corwyn!” said Harvey.

• • •
Suddenly, Mazie looked around the taxi with a startled expression. “Hey — where’s Mukudor?”

Corwyn looked baffled. “I dunno; now that you mention it, I haven’t seen him since last night at the campground.”

Harvey scootched down in his seat and looked sheepish. “Well, it’s like this ...” he said finally.

“Yes —?” said Corwyn and Mazie in unison. Harvey was digging into his pants pocket and pulled out a handful of money.

“I hope you don’t mind, Corrie; I’ll split the money with you,” said Harvey.

“What are you talking about?” said Corwyn.

“Well, you see — I got talking with the circus people after breakfast and, well, I sold Mukudor to the Ringmaster for their Menagerie. He gave me fifteen quid for him. You can have all the money if you want ...”

“You Sold Mukudor !?!?” screeched Corwyn. “He’s GONE? — Oh, keep the money, Harvey; you’re welcome to all of it! You’re my dearest friend. How can I ever repay you?”

“Well,” said Harvey. I kinda figured it’s a pandimensional circus, and they’re moving on to another plane of existence today. It should be pretty hard for ol’ Muckhead to get back.”

Corwyn bit his lip and looked at Harvey with tears in his eyes; for once, he was at a total loss for words.

CHAPTER 39

When the travellers returned to Gallimaufriars, the place was a shambles. Saplings and shrubs in the garden were uprooted, the bronze gryphon statue at the front gate was canted at a forty-five degree angle, and there was broken and smashed debris everywhere. Windows to the buildings were cracked or missing, and the campus was generally a mess. 

“Odds Balls Hammers and Tongs !!” roared Headmaster Grimwalter. “What happened here? Can’t I leave this place for a few days without all havoc breaking loose?”

Professors Cavalcante, Braktiss, and Autolycus stood forlorn and disheveled, their robes torn and scorched and their faces covered with bruises. Celina Cavalcante had a long ragged scar on her forehead that was still bleeding slightly. The students and staff hung around in the background and shuffled their feet.

“We were attacked, sir ...” said Professor Braktiss. 

“Attacked ?! — By whom or what?” shouted the Headmaster.

“Saint Dunsany’s girls?” asked Corwyn.

“No,” said Professor Cavalcante. “It was this roaring huge goblin like I’ve never seen before. The wards and shields on the building held, so the damage was confined mostly to the Long Alley. He was wearing enchanted faery armor.”

“But you fought him off, eh?” said Grimwalter. “Good work, men.”

“Actually, we didn’t ...” said Professor Autolycus. “It was the lads that did the most effective fighting.”

Corwyn noticed that Alfie, Jarrod, Freddie, Cedric, Angus, and Benjie were grinning wickedly and twirling their wands a bit too casually.

“It seems that mustard pies, stinkbombs, and rotten tomatoes are more effective than fireballs on certain occasions,” said Professor Cavalcante.

“So what was this monster doing here?” asked Wandmaster St. Luke. “What was he after?”

Professor Braktiss looked sullen. Celina Cavalcante rubbed her nose and said: “He kept roaring and demanding we give him one of the students. He finally left when we convinced him you weren’t here.”

“Who did he want?” asked Corwyn.

Celina winced and said reluctantly: “Harvey Blankenship ...”

Harvey moaned. “Oh no! Don’t tell me it’s all my fault AGAIN ...”
• • •
Corwyn and Harvey unpacked their luggage in the bedward. “I don’t get it, mate. Why would this creature be asking for me?” Harvey said, looking very pale and disheartened.

“Haven’t a clue,” said Corwyn.

“Don’ttt worrry, I amm your friennndd. I’ll hellp you dessstroy thisss ogre ...” said the Left-Handed Wand.

“No thanks,” muttered Harvey. “I should have known you’d be back.”

“Maybe we can go to Dahgwort’s this weekend,” said Corwyn. “He has a Bag of Nevermore, and we could try dropping the wand into that. It would cease to exist.”

“I feel like crawling into that bag myself,” moaned Harvey.

“Well, try to get some sleep tonight, my mage ...” said Corwyn. “We have classes tomorrow morning.”

Harvey climbed into bed and fell asleep. Corwyn walked down to the potions lab and dissolved the Left-Handed Wand in a beaker of sulfuric acid.

• • •
“All rightie, students —” said Professor Cavalcante during Exotic Lore class the next day. “Who can name the Five Kinds of Directable Power?” She looked around the room. 

Angus McDonahue was asleep at his desk and snoring, Freddie Melling and Charlie Ashton were gazing dreamily out the window, Benjie Newton was chewing his quill pen and working on an American crossword puzzle on his lap under the desk, while Corwyn and Harvey were slumping down in their seats trying to look inconspicuous. Jarrod Millerton had his hand up as usual, but he had answered all the other questions so far that day (and only been right three out of seven). So finally Jamie Fetlock raised his hand.

“Magick, Science, Psionics, Antimagick, and The Sublime,” Jamie said. “Then, of course, there is The Divine — but only God can do that.”

“What’s ‘The Sublime’?” asked Benjie Newton.

Corwyn sat up. This was one question he knew. “It’s a high level of spirituality, sometimes found in martyrs and saints, and occasionally in rare creatures. The Turtlehawk has sublime knowledge of all things. Some very old unicorns develop sublime powers.”

“That’s right, Corwyn,” said Professor Cavalcante, beaming at him. 

“Sometimes very powerful wizards become sublime,” said Jamie.

“That’s correct, too,” said the professor. “Can you give an example?”

Jamie looked glum. “Uhm — no, I’ve just heard that it can happen.”

Professor Cavalcante said: “In 1557, a wizard named Frenal engaged in a wizard duel with the Dark Mage Neckroton. Frenal used white magick, but the dark mage used black magick and antimagic. In the end, Nekroton cast Jackvie’s Desolate Entombment Charm at Frenal. The old wizard was entombed in a bubble of rock 45 miles beneath the surface of the Earth for all time. 

“I know way too much about that spell,” muttered Harvey.

“When I say ‘For All Time’ I mean exactly that. Frenal was trapped in rock forever — until one-by-one, the stars all went out, the worlds were all dead, and matter itself ceased to exist ...”

Professor C. looked around the room with a gleam in her eye.

“Wait a minute!” said Jamie Fetlock. “The end of time hasn’t happened yet. How could ...”

Celina Cavalcante said: “According to scientific mathematics, all straight lines can be proven to actually be curved, and are really just very small segments of an unimaginably large humongous circle — and the same is true of the Time Line as well. Frenel went on existing forever — even after the End of Time, around the back side of the circle; and he ended up back at the Beginning of Time.”

“Croopus!” said Benjie Newton.

“So then Frenel lived from the Beginning of the Universe all the way back to present?” asked Corwyn.

“Not all the way,” said Professor Cavalcante. “When Frenel got back to 1557 — which was where he started — he had endured All of Time. The whole shebang. The Karma of doing that elevated him to the level of The Sublime, and with a simple wave of his hand, Frenel freed himself from the rock bubble, defeated Nekroton, and went on to become one of the most powerful mages ever known. His name itself has sublime power and has come to mean Freedom. 

“The Great Word of Power ‘Frenelan’ means ‘Freedom by a wave of the hand.’ It is the ultimate Unbinding Spell. While most of you think that it’s a magick word, Frenelan is actually much more powerful than that. It is one of the few truly sublime Words of Power.”

“So that’s how Penny could work it to free Mazie on the Mordred’s Revenge where magick didn’t work ...” said Harvey. “It’s sublime power, not magick.”

“Croopus!” said Benjie Newton.

“You really should work on expanding your vocabulary,” said Professor Cavalcante, frowning at Benjie.

Harvey Blankenship chewed his lip and looked thoughtful.

• • •
After class, Harvey walked out to the Long Alley looking very contemplative. Corwyn followed, wondering if his friend was sick. It was not usual for Harvey to look thoughtful ...
They came to the spot where Harvey had dueled with Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton. Harvey stood for a long moment looking at the spot where Bartleby had vanished. Then Harvey waved his hand at the ground and said: “Frenelan!”

The earth shook and a fissure rent the earth, rumbling sounds came from deep underground. Harvey and Corwyn peeked in. A vertical chasm dropped down as far as they could see.

Harvey held his wand above his head and spellcast:

“Spell of Hickory, most powerful spell;

Mystic Powers now listen well.

No matter if from far or near,

Bring Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton to me here!”

A speck appeared at the bottom of the fissure and whizzed rapidly upwards. Bartleby Sloane-Binghampton shot out of the chasm, arms and legs flailing, and fell at their feet looking like something the cat dragged in. His hair was in shambles, his clothing wrinkled, and there was a wild, hunted look in his eye. He glared at Harvey.

Bartleby said: “Some day, Blankenship, I’m really going to get even with you for this!”

CHAPTER 40

“What are you doing, old mage?” said Corwyn Daniels.

Harvey was kneeling beside the left wheel of the ox-cart with a sheet of paper in his hand. 

“I’m comparing the carvings on the spokes of this wheel with sketches I made at Alivan’s wand shoppe of a Whitherwand. You know, I think they’re pretty much the same.”

“You think your wheels might be from old A.J. Bellairs’ carriage?” asked Corwyn.

“Might could maybe be ...” said Harvey as he stood up. “Just one way to find out. Help me hook up Buffie.”

“Wait a minute,” said Corwyn. “What are you planning to do?”

“Ah, lad — give me a hand and you’ll find out soon enough. I can be just as mysterious as you are sometimes.”

They led Buffie out of his paddock and harnessed him up to the whippletree of the ox-cart. “Hop in, lad,” said Harvey as he climbed up on the driver’s bench. “GIDDUP, Buffie!”

Corwyn clambered into the wagon bed as the cart rumbled out onto the dirt road leading to Ennerdale. Harvey halted the cart, climbed out, and went up to the wheels and began polishing the spokes of the left wheel with beeswax. “I read that Whitherwands work best when worked with beeswax,” he said as hurried around to wax the spokes on the right-side wheel.

“Harvey, I’m not sure we should be doing this ...” said Corwyn. “Maybe we should get Wandmaster St. Luke to help.”

“Naw, we’ll be fine,” said Harvey. “I read all about Bellairs last weekend. I know just what we’re doing.”

“I wish I could say the same,” said Corwyn.

Harvey stowed the cotton rag and can of beeswax in the wagon bed, climbed back onto the driver’s bench, and picked up his riding crop from under the seat. “GIDDUP boy!”

“Bellairs’ carriage wasn’t as powerful as the Whitherwands, because the spokes weren’t designed to take you anywhere you need to go. Just to someplace different and exciting. So you don’t need to crack the spokes like you would a Whitherwand.”

“What do you mean by ‘someplace different and exciting’?” said Corwyn. “And how did he get home again?”

“All you had to do was crack a whip like this one,” said Harvey, and he gave the riding crop a brisk snap. “GIDDUP boy! Carry Me Whither ... !!”

Buffie started rumbling forward at a faster pace than usual. Corwyn saw a faint magickal glow forming a nimbus around the wheels. “I have a weird feeling about this ...” he said as the Cumbria countryside dissolved away and the lads found themselves rolling down quite a different roadway.

• • •
The cart now rumbled very slowly down a back-country road in the midst of a herd of small kangaroos. There was no one in sight except for a thin man on a bicycle pedaling toward them. He was wearing a floppy hat, dark glasses, and a short greying chin-beard. 

“Oi! — can you tell us where we are?” said Corwyn.

The man braked next to the ox-cart. “Nice wagon,” he said. “Did you make it yourselves? How did you get all that hair to grow on your elephant?”

Harvey said: “We put it together out of parts from other stuff.”

“But where are we?” asked Corwyn. “Is this Australia? What are all these kangaroos doing here?”

“I think I’m in New Zealand,” the man said. “And these are wallabies, not kangaroos. But they don’t belong in New Zealand either.”

Harvey said: “Buffie’s not an elephant, he’s a miniature mammoth.”

“Looks like an oxymoron to me ...” said the man. “Where do you think you are?”

“Last we knew, we were in Cumbria,” said Corwyn.

“Maybe you’re right.” The man scratched his head. “Too many cyberdrinks, I suppose. I must have Dengue Fever and you are just hallucinations.”

“What’s a wallaby?” asked Harvey.

“I think I will move to someplace like Idaho or Montana,” said the man. “Things are more rational there. Normality is the exception in New Zealand.”

Chris Malloy rode off down the road, the front wheel of the bicycle wobbling as he tried to steer around the wallabies or kangaroos or whatever they were.

• • •
“So how are we supposed to get home again?” asked Corwyn.

“Get back in the cart,” said Harvey. When the two lads were back on the driver’s seat, Harvey cracked the whip and said: “There’s no place like home, there’s no place like home, there’s no place like home!”

Buffie started lumbering forward, and a misty nimbus swirled around the ox-cart. When the mist cleared away, they were lumbering toward the front gate of Gallimaufriars. 

A strangely sibilant voice behind them hissed: “Therrre’s nooo plaaacce like Hooommmeeeee ...”
Harvey’s face took on an anguished expression. The voice seemed to come from inside the duffel bag over his shoulder. The two lads looked inside.

It was the Left-Handed Wand.

“I am your friennnndd ... Therrre’s nooo plaaacce like Hoommmeeeee ...”

CHAPTER 41

“What I don’t understand,” said Corwyn Daniels to Mazie the following weekend, “is how that goblin was able to attack a school full of wizards and not be killed. Our professors may not be so hot, but they still know how to throw fireballs and thunderbolts.”

Corwyn, Harvey, Mazie, and Mazie’s chambermate Katerina Martin were walking in the moonlit garden at Pennythraite late Saturday night. The crisp winter air was brisk and invigorating. The two wizard lads had climbed out the window of their bedward after curfew for a middlenight rendezvous with the Pennythraite girls. 

The Proctor of the Gallimaufriars third floor bedward, Trinian Croft, was widely considered to be the most priggish thorn at Gallimaufriars. Just a few months short of making Journeyman, Croft had deputized himself as judge and jury over morals and high conduct among the Gallywog lads. He spied, he confiscated, he levied fines, he reported to the Masters. His room was between Corwyn’s bedward and the stairway, so the lads had deemed it prudent not to pass by his door on their way out for their evening adventure. (Trinian had been laying for them ever since last year when Corwyn had put a love philtre into Trinian’s cocoa mug, causing all the female bog trolls in the neighborhood to fall head-over-claws in love with the Proctor). So this time, Corwyn and Harvey had tied bed sheets together and climbed out the window in the time-honored tradition.

As the four wizardlings walked through the formal Pennythraite gardens, Harvey looked particularly glum. The notion that a fearsome goblin had come calling for him was distressing.

“The monster was wearing heavily-enchanted armor,” said Katerina. “We girls saw him from a distance. There was so much noise from the battle that we could hear it clear over here at Pennythraite. We hiked over to Belsom Hilltop and watched the battle from there. It was Gargantual.”

“Gar-gan-tu-what?” said Harvey.

“Gargantual, the Great Goblin of Foxcastle,” said Mazie. “Katerina and I looked him up in the Library after we got home. I found him in Fergusson’s Monsters and Creatures of the 21st Century. One of the most fearsome war goblins of all time. He serves Delisandre le Fay ...”

“Delisandre!” said Corwyn Daniels. “The Dark Faery ...”

“Oh, Crums!” moaned Harvey. “SHE’S after me now? Oh merciful Heavens! What do I do?”

“It might be wise to summon Possywickett,” Mazie murmured in a low voice to Corwyn.

“Yeah,” said Corwyn. “If Delisandre made his armor, no wonder the thunderbolts didn’t faze him.”

“But his faery armor wasn’t designed to ward off stenchbombs and rotton vegetables,” said Katerina. “The fumes from the stinkers would go in through the breathing slots in his helmet, and the gooey garden gunk would slip through the cracks and joints in his armor.” 

“Where is this Great Goblin now?” asked Harvey.

“Professor Cavalcante told him that you were at Killiecrankitt in Scotland,” said Katerina Martin. “Last we saw of him, the monster was headed North.”

“What have you got with you for scrying?” asked Corwyn.

“Ink bottle,” said Mazie. “It’s not much, I know. But I’m not too good at scrying, so I don’t bother with crystals.”

“Let me try it,” said Corwyn. “With my Gift of Vision, I may have more luck.”

Mazie took a small antique bottle of blue-black ink out of her pisthsack, along with a little sea shell that had pearls glued on the bottom to act as legs. She set the fragile vessel on the stone wall of the garden and poured some of the ink into the shell, forming a dark, limpid pool. Corwyn unfocussed his mind and stared into the inky blackness. First he focused on the light of the moon reflecting on the surface, and then he looked deep into the depths of the little black pool. 

“Gargantual ...” Corwyn muttered. “Where is Gargantual?”

A tiny bright vision formed within the ink. Corwyn saw the front gate of Killiecrankitt, where the Archmage was throwing sunbolts at the Great Goblin of Foxcastle, a huge and hideous beast — and the monster was parrying the spells with the spiked metal bracelets on his wrists. Gargantual was also wearing ornately-tooled golden body armor with eldritch carvings all over the surface. 

“Enchanted armor, all right,” muttered Corwyn. “And some pretty powerful gauntlets as well. But the Archmage himself is dealing with that beast. We are probably safe, at least for a few days. If old Angus can’t take care of that thing, I don’t know who can.”

• • •
After bidding the girls good-night, Corwyn and Harvey made their way back to Gallimaufriars. They reached the hanging bed sheets they’d knotted together to make a rope when they’d climbed down from their third-floor bedward. 

On top of all his other worries, Harvey was feeling weak from not using the Left-Handed Wand on a daily basis. “I don’t know if I’m strong enough to climb up, Corrie ...” he said. 

“Don’t worry, Harv —” said Corwyn. “I’ll stand underneath and catch you if you fall. I can use the de-levitation charm ‘Fjerflyde’ if I need to.”

“I think I’ve figured out what was wrong when I gave the wand to the Archmage,” said Harvey. “I should have held it in my left had and had him take it the same way. There was also some nonsense I had to say when I bought it — agreeing to accept the Left-Handed Wand. To retain and to hold henceforth, or something like that ...”

Harvey was stronger than he felt, and slowly made his way up the knotted sheets to the open window of the bedward. 

“Did you make it?” called Corwyn softly. Hearing no answer, Corwyn swarmed up the sheets and over the window sill.

Standing in front of Corwyn in the darkness, just inside the window, was Trinian Croft, the self-righteous and irritating Proctor of the third-floor dorm. Harvey was standing behind him — unable to speak under Trinian’s Mute Spell. 

“Well, Corwyn my lad — I’m glad to see that you’ve finally come back,” said Trinian Croft. “Out long after Curfew, I see. You know, while I was waiting for you to get home, I’ve been making up a little list of chores for the two of you to work on for the next week. You are going to be busy lads ...”

• • •
And indeed they were. On Sunday, they had to muck out the cages of the Gallimaufriars Zoo. On Monday, they hauled boulders from a nearby field to build a new rock wall the Headmaster wanted in the garden — manual labour, no wands allowed. On Tuesday, they had to polish the brass lightning rods on the red-tile roofs of all the building, which left them with skinned knees and torn britches. (It might not have been so bad if a flash thunderstorm hadn’t come up suddenly and a bolt of lightning struck one of the rods only a few feet from where they were perched).

Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday were even worse. When Saturday finally came around, Corwyn Daniels was full of plots and plans to get even with Trinian Croft — and it was going to be a lot worse than lady bog trolls this time.

“Rasmussen’s Vile Transmogrification?” said Harvey. “Oh, man, Corwyn — you have the recipe for that spell? Fantawesome! That’ll teach that ol’ prig-face Trinian Croft a thing or two.”

“Right,” said Corwyn. “But we need some really vile ingredients for the potion. Troll’s kidneys we have in the laboratory, and I can probably borrow some Hag’s Breath from Alfie. But the Black Figglewort Mold has to be fresh. There’s probably some of that growing in the abandoned well behind the Greenhouse. We’ll get that tonight.”

And so they did. 

This time, they used Notice-Me-Not spells to get past Trinian’s doorway without him spotting them. “We shoulda used that in the first place,” said Corwyn. “Would have saved us a lot of grief.”

They stopped by the old warehouse building and found a length of stout rope. When they got to the well, there was a light sprinkle of snow falling, and the well itself was dank and cold. “I better be the one to go down,” said Corwyn. “You’ve been sickly enough lately.”

Corwyn leaned his magestaff against a nearby thorn tree and tied one end of the rope around his waist. He handed the other end to his friend. “Send a werelight down with me,” he said to Harvey. “There should be some Figglewort about twenty feet down. I’ll scrape it into this flask, then you can haul me out.”

He cast a Warm-Me-Up spell to take the chill off the well, and then clambered over the rim of the stonework. Harvey carefully lowered his friend into the dank hole. “Why don’t you use the de-levitation charm for this?” Harvey asked.

“Because I would keep going DOWN,” said Corwyn. “I couldn’t stop to gather the mold and I couldn’t get back up again.”

“Oh, yeah. Right ...” said Harvey.

“Hold it, my mage!” called Corwyn. “Here’s the Black Figglewort Mold. Keep the rope steady while I scrape it off the stones.”

“You got it, lad!” said Harvey, who braced his feet against the side of the well and peered down at his friend, keeping a firm grip on the rope.

A darksome shape fell across the moon, and Harvey was in deep shadow.

“Hey — the moon just went out!” said Harvey. He turned and looked over his shoulder.

Behind him, looming over him like a massive pillar of muck — was Gargantual, the Great Goblin of Foxcastle! 

CHAPTER 42

Harvey dropped the rope and screamed bloody murder. 

The monster was a good twelve feet tall and six feet wide at his waist. His great glowing eyes were shot with red veins, his breath smelled like a rotten corpse, and his lips were like dried cicada husks. Gargantual’s coarse, stinky hair was braided into long, greasy, whip-like cords. He wore spiked metal bracelets on his wrists, and his body was protected by ancient golden armor enchanted with spells crafted by Delisandre le Fay, the Dark Faery of Foxcastle herself. The Great Goblin’s hands and feet were covered with hair and warts, and he had thick, crusty claws on his fingers and toes.

“YAAAGGGHHHH !!!” screamed Harvey Blankenship.

When the rope went slack, Corwyn Daniels plunged over 150 feet straight down the well and splashed head-first into icy cold water at the bottom. Gargantual roared and rushed at Harvey.

“HELP!” yelled Harvey as he took off.

“What’s going on?” called Corwyn, treading the icy cold water. There was a thin coating of broken ice on the surface.

Gargantual roared.

“Summon Possywickett!” screamed Harvey as he ran in circles around the well, hotly pursued by the slavering monster. “It’s Gargantual! — Summon Possywickett!”
“What?” called Corwyn. “I can’t hear you!”

Harvey stuck his head down the well and screamed: “It’s the Great Goblin! — Summon Possywickett!”
Gargantual made a snatch for Harvey, and came away which a bloody hank of the lad’s hair. Harvey took off running again.

“I can’t summon Possywickett!” called Corwyn. “My staff is up there! Throw me down the other rope.”

Harvey picked up the extra coil of rope on the run and heaved the whole thing down the well. It hit Corwyn smack in the face and pushed him down under the slimy surface of the icy water. The tangle of rope pulled him deeper, and Corwyn thought he was going to drown — until it occurred to him to wave his hand and say: “Frenelan!”
Immediately the ropes came free and sank into the depths of the well.

Corwyn screamed: “I meant for you to throw me one end of the rope!”

“Sorry mate, I didn’t have time for that!” hollered Harvey as he ducked under the Great Goblin’s outstretched hairy arm and started running in the opposite direction.

“HHHAARRRVVEYY BBBLLLAAANNKKKEENNNSSSHHHIIIPPP !!!” roared the Great Goblin of Foxcastle. “AHHH WANN’ DE LEFFF HHHAAANNNDDD WANDDDDD !!”

“What?” said Harvey, stopping in his tracks. 

Corwyn used a minor levitation spell and began climbing out of the well.

“WANN’ DE LEFFF HHHAAANNNDD WANNNDDDDD !!” said Gargantual.

“You want the Left-Handed Wand?” said Harvey. “Is that all? Why didn’t you say so?”

“WANN FORR MAH MISSSTRESSSS.”

Harvey pulled the Left-Handed Wand out of his boot holster.

“Sure, no problem,” said Harvey. “You are welcome to it.”

“Do you think that’s wise?” said Corwyn. “Think what the Dark Faery will do with that wand!”

“Better her than me, mate!” said Harvey.

Gargantual held out his paw.

“Wait a minute ...” said Corwyn Daniels. “Gargantual — you can’t just take the wand from Harvey. It’s enchanted, it will keep coming back to him. He has to GIVE it to you.”

“Yeah,” said Harvey, holding the wand in his left hand between the thumb and little finger. “It’s a special ritual. Like this. Can you hold it this way, between your thumb and little pinky?”

“YUSS ...” said the Goblin.

“Okay,” said Harvey.

“Buttt I amm yourrr frienddd,” the Left-Handed Wand said to Harvey. “You donnn’tttt wannntt to give me upppp ...”
“Shut up, Wand!” said Harvey. The wand was silent.

Corwyn climbed out of the well and walked over to stand by Harvey.

“Do you accept the Left-Handed Wand as your very own property, to retain and to hold henceforth?” Harvey said to Gargantual.

“YUSS ...” said the Goblin.

Gargantual took the wand between his massive thumb and the smallest of the enormous fingers on his left paw.

“I now pronounce you monster and wand,” said Harvey. “What wizard has joined together, let no man put asunder.”

The wand seemed to wriggle between the Great Goblin’s fingers like a snake. Then it whispered: “Now I am yoursss ...” 

“THUNKS ...” said the Goblin.

The wand said to Gargantual: “I am the Left-Handed Wand; I am your friennnndd. I am a vocative, non-responsitive, recrudescent talisman. I am a sympathetic wax/wane talisman. I can help you get your heart’s desireeee ...”

“Hey Gargantual, listen,” said Corwyn. “You are going to give that thing to Delisandre le Fay, right? So that she can rule the world?”

“YUSS ...” said the Goblin.

“Listen, my monster,” said Corwyn. “With that wand, you are more powerful than the Dark Faery of Foxcastle. YOU can rule the world instead of HER ... Give it some thought.”

“I amm yourrr friennnddd ...” the wand said to Gargantual. “I cann helpppp you rule the worlddd.”

“YUSS?” said the Great Goblin.

“Yessss ...” said the Left-Handed Wand.

“Just give it some thought,” said Corwyn Daniels as the monster lumbered away into the night.

CHAPTER 43

It was getting on towards Christmastime, and nearly time for the winter holidays. Most of the end-of-term examinations were over, and a sense of goodwill and camaraderie had fallen over Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts. It was an hour after curfew, but Trinian Croft was out on a date with some girl from the village, so there was no one to enforce bedtime. Corwyn, Alfie, and Harvey were loafing around in the little lounge just outside their bedward. Jarrod Millerton was working on an overdue assignment for Spellweaving class, Malcom Widgeon was making cat’s cradles with a length of string, Jamie Fetlock was reading, and Benjie Newton was working on a crossword puzzle in Games Magazine, as usual.

“What’s a four-letter word for ‘broken-down worthless horse’?” asked Benjie.

“Nag,” suggested Harvey. 

“Can’t you count better than that?” asked Jarrod.

“Pony? Mare? Colt?” said Alfie.

“Those don’t fit the cross words,” said Benjie. “And they don’t have the ‘good-for-nothing’ connotation.”

“Plug,” said Jamie Fetlock. 

“Yeah, that fits!” said Benjie. “Thanks.”

“PLUG?” said Corwyn Daniels.

“Yes, plug,” said Jamie Fetlock. “American slang word for a worn-out or inferior horse.”

“HAH !!” shouted Corwyn, who dashed to a shelf and grabbed his notebook. 

“What’s so interesting about that?” asked Alfie as Corwyn scribbled some notes on one of the pages.

Corwyn said: “I’m studying Mundaen auto mechanics.” He grinned at Alfie.

“Genuine Mexican Plugs ...”

• • •
Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter sat in his study composing a letter to the Archmage of Killiecrankitt. It was the middle of the night, and Old Doric sweated to make his handwriting neat and scholarly, to choose his words carefully, to give the impression that he was a mage to be reckoned with. Someone fit to correspond with an archmage. It was the twenty-seventh letter he had sent to Scotland since they got home (to which he had received three replies).

It has been some weeks since the Punjabari left Gallimaufriars Academy, and having heard nothing more from him, I have naturally come to the conclusion that he left behind the veritable Lamp of Allah-Din as payment for his tenure here. Accordingly, I have been subjecting the lamp to various thaumaturgic tests and divinations, trying to recall (until now fruitlessly) the words by which the young princeling summoned up the Slave of the Lamp. 

Last night, while nearly nodding off to sleep at nearly 4:30 am, I managed finally to conjure the Genie. What an amazing and puissant creature that is ! My wish was to be taken on a tour of the Treasure Cave of Ali Baba by magick carpet ride, and oh ! — what wonders I beheld ... My dear sir, I can scarcely describe the marvels of that magnificent cavern. It was like a dream.

You have on occasion expressed an interest in seeing our zoological specimen of black dragon, and so now I should like to extend you an invitation to visit my humble academy in Cumbria at your earliest convenience so that you can experience for yourself the amazing powers of Aladdin’s Lamp while at the same time having an opportunity to study the black dragon Aszirol ...

Headmaster Grimwalter chewed on his quill pen and pondered what other flattering remarks he might make to entice such a prestigious guest to visit Gallimaufriars.

• • •
“I’ve been thinking,” said Corwyn Daniels the next evening. “There is no way for a wizard to protect himself from the Left-Handed Wand by using magick — because antimagic and magick are two completely different forms of power. Just as light waves and sound waves are different. Neither one can affect the other.”

“So?” said Harvey Blankenship.

“So by the same logic — there is no way for the Left-Handed Wand to protect itself against magick.”
“What a concept,” said Harvey, blinking his eyes.

“And eldritch armor and fancy bracelets can’t shield whoever’s wearing it from the faery who enchanted the armor in the first place ...” said Corwyn. “Now can it?”

“I wouldn’t think so ...” said Harvey.

Corwyn Daniels smiled wickedly.

• • •
Corwyn was one of the honour guard that welcomed Archmage Angus Whozit MacWhatsit to Gallimaufriars Academy for the Magickal Arts. A long dinner table had been set up on the Zoo grounds outside the black dragon cage. Harvey Blankenship, dressed like the White Rabbit in Wonderland, was blowing fanfares on a brass trumpet. Headmaster Grimwalter stood on a raised dais rubbing Aladdin’s Lamp. The Genie of the Lamp that emerged was Louis Armstrong singing “It’s a Wonderful World.”

The Archmage arrived in Cinderella’s coach. He descended the gold steps and walked over to Aszirol’s cage to inspect the black dragon through the bars. Harvey blew another fanfare on his trumpet, Scotty Scott and Duke Moe opened the door to the cage; and the dragon leaped out and seized the Archmage in his enormous jaws.

The Archmage’s shriek of agony was so loud that it woke Corwyn up screaming. 

“Crums! — These nightmares are getting worse every night,” he said to Harvey and Benjie, who were awakened by the lad’s screams.

CHAPTER 44

Delisandre le Fay reclined on a great pile of silk-and-lace pillows in the innermost Sanctum Sanctorum of the highest tower at the Elfin Court of Foxcastle. At her side was her servant minion, Kumin the Boggart. A peaceful breeze wafted through the tall, mullioned windows in that country where it is always springtime. The chamber was opulently furnished with silk draperies, gold-trimmed fixtures, and woodwork of oak, ash, and thorn. A tray full of succulent morsels of fruit-and-wine-filled chocolates stood on a heavy table of bog oak, the wood darkened to blackness after a thousand years of immersion in a marsh. There was no sound in the room.

Then the Dark Faery heard heavy footsteps ascending the spiral steps leading to her tower. A strange voice was speaking:

“I amm yourrr friennnddd. I willll helppp you gettt yourrr hearttt’s desirrre ...”

There was a crashing knock at the chamber door. “Enter, Gargantual!” said the Dark Faery.

The door splintered open and the Great Goblin of Foxcastle lumbered into the tower chamber. 

“I see that you brought me the Left-Handed Wand,” said Delisandre le Fay. “Give it to me now!”

She held out her left hand.

“Holddd me between the thummmmb and little finger of your lefffftttt pawww. Pointtt me attt the ladddy and sayy: ‘MALOR RICTA’ ...”

Gargantual held the Left-Handed Wand as directed, pointed it at Delisandre, and said: “MMM-ALLUH WAZIT?”

“Pointtt me attt the ladddy and sayyy: ‘MALOR RICTA’...”

The Dark Faery looked stricken.

Gargantual stammered: “MMMAAALLLOOORRR ...”

Delisandre le Fay quickly leveled her faery wand at Gargantual and spellcast: “Pulvararus!”
The Great Goblin of Foxcastle and the Left-Handed Wand both disintegrated into infinitesimal motes, the very atoms of their being blasting apart in a flash.

“Stupid Goblin,” hissed Delisandre le Fay.

“Stupid Wand,” said Kumin the Boggart.

CHAPTER 45

Corwyn and Harvey found themselves trundling up an ancient road on which the ox-cart seemed right at home. They passed signposts pointing to Abingdon and Banbury, and ahead lay a quiet, peaceful river flowing among grassy banks and under a stone bridge. Farmers with carts and donkeys loaded down with rustic goods were passing by in both directions. These men were dressed in doublets and hose, with leather boots and floppy cloth hats. At one point, a group of men-at-arms galloped past armed with swords and pikes. In the distance, Corwyn could make out the towers and spires of Oxford University.

It was the winter holidays, and the two friends had been using the magick spokes of the ox-cart to explore exotic parts of the world. The Archmage of Killiecrankitt was due to visit Old Doric to inspect the Gallimaufriars Zoo, and Corwyn thought it might be best if he and Harvey left the Headmaster to his own devices when entertaining the powerful mage. So the two friends had hitched Buffie up to the ox-cart, cracked the whip, and spellcast: Carry Me Whither ... !!”
It was wintertime in Cumbria — but the meadows and trees here were in the full bloom of midsummer.

“What do you make of it?” asked Harvey.

“Either Oxford is having a really big Renaissance Festival ...” said Corwyn. “Or else we aren’t in Kansas any more, Toto.”

One of the passing farmers hailed the ox-cart. “Prithee, sirrahs — but what manner of beast is that which draws yon cart?”

“ ‘Tis known as an oliphaunt,” replied Corwyn. “Canst tell me where we have arrived, good sir?”

“Yon river is the Thames, milads; the toll-booth is Folly Bridge, and ye’ve come to goodly Oxford town,” said the man as he drove his wagon off towards Abingdon.

“So what’s Folly Bridge?” Harvey asked Corwyn. “Other than the home of the Brass Head ...”

The Talking Brass Head of Folly Bridge was still mounted on the front of the ox-cart, and it was silent as ever.

“I seem to recall that’s where Lewis Carroll went boating with Alice and her sisters when he made up Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland,” said Corwyn. “But this Oxford looks more medieval than Victorian. And the season is all wrong. Oh, my! What have we gotten ourselves into now?”

The bridge was sturdily built of well-cut stones, and there was a four-story hexagonal tower-like structure built up and over the top at one end. The turnpike ran under a high stone arch that was nearly two stories tall. There was a small, red-tile roof about three-quarters of the way up, and above that was another story with a steep, six-sided hip roof atop that. Buffie trudged up to a doorway at the side of the road and stopped, much to the annoyance to the toll-booth operator who stood a short ways ahead.

“Here now! Are you lads crossing over, or come to see the mad monk?”

“How much is the toll?” asked Corwyn.

“Ha’penny,” said the tollman.

“We’ll take the monk,” said Harvey. “What’s his name?”

The tollman gave the lads a disgruntled look.

“Roger Bacon,” he said.

“I should have known ...” said Corwyn Daniels.

• • •
Corwyn and Harvey trudged up the steps that led to Roger Bacon’s door. The alchemist’s quarters were in the stone tower that arched over Folly Bridge, and the portal was a thick door of time-worn oak. Corwyn knocked on the door.

“Do you suppose this is another one of your nightmares?” asked Harvey. 

“You should know ...” said Corwyn. “Are you real or a figment of my dream?”

“Maybe we’re Dreamdiving again.”

“No — I think this is one of those time anomalies like when we met Will Ritson at Lake Wastwater.”

The lads heard scuffling sounds inside the door. Between the bars in the little window, they could see an old man making his way down steep stone steps. A skeleton key rattled in the lock, and the door flew open to reveal:

Roger Bacon.

The famous alchemist was a rather ordinary-looking man with a funny-looking nose, dressed in a long robe with sheepskin slippers and wearing an odd four-cornered hat. He held a great staff in his left hand — much thicker than any magestaff Corwyn had ever seen. The sides were carved to look like dragon scales (or were they real scales?) and at the top was a curious carving of a Borgund Dragonhound curled into the shape of a question mark. The great alchemist looked at Corwyn and Harvey, blinking several times before saying: “Do I know you? No matter — welcome! How may I do for thee?”

Then he saw Buffie and the ox-cart in the road behind them.

“AH !! — Ye must be the lads who’re delivering the Talking Brass Head. Grammercy! I had forgotten t’was due to arrive this day.”

The alchemist walked over to the cart and lifted the statue off its mounting.

“So thou are back once again, my brass friend!” the alchemist said to the Brass Head. Then he turned to the lads and said, “Come in, come in. I presume ye would like some refreshments after so long a journeying.”

Corwyn and Harvey followed Roger Bacon up the stone steps of the tower into his alchemical workshop. The old monk took the Brass Head over to the fireplace and placed it carefully on the mantle. 

“Thou seemst to have withstood the span of years quite well this time, old head!” he said. “Well, don’t just sit there. REPORT!”

The Brass Head spoke.

“I made it as far as the beginning of the Third Millennium,” said the Talking Brass Head. “I found this straw-haired lad to be a Time Stalker, so I exploited his talent to hitch a ride back to you.”

Corwyn and Harvey looked astonished.

“You mean the bally thing really talks?” said Harvey.

“Verily ...” said Roger Bacon. “But only to me, I’m afraid.” He poured cider into leather mugs and gave them to the two boys. “He is, however, exceedingly observant and highly intelligent.”

“I thought the Brass Head could only speak once a month, that it only spoke three times ever,” said Corwyn as he took his mug. “And then it could only say ‘yes’ or ‘no.’ ” 

The alchemist shook his head and smiled ruefully. “Oh, that be the fiction that a foolish playwright will invent about me some three hundred years hence from now,” said Bacon. “The Honourable History of Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay. T’is all nonsense and fancy. The Brass Head told me about that theatrical bit of folly two or three visits past. 

“Thou must understand that in the years to come after I am dead, this effigy will experience many diverse adventures over the centuries. Whenever possible, it comes back through time to me to report what it has seen in the Future. But verily, this is the first time it’s made it to the Third Millennium! What wonders thou must have to report ...”

The Brass Head said: “I have indeed many marvels to relate, but we can do that after these two lads leave us. For now, I must tell you about THEM:
“These lads are actually student wizards — true magick, not just alchemy. The straw-haired one has enormous magickal power stored in his body, which manifests in strange and wondrous ways. He has the Gift of Vision as a result of riding on a black dragon. He has a Badger Tooth amulet given him by the Norns, which he thinks has magickal power; but of course, ‘tis actually sublime endowment. He encountered the Wild Hunt in Wales, which gave him the Timestalking powers. He subsequently defeated a Hydra and put to sleep Luthuch the Old One. The massive influx of manna from those heroics have not yet manifested. But when they do, ‘twill be prodigious.

“Although he does not know it, the lad is now on a mission to prevent the black dragon Aszirol from devouring the Archmage of Killiecrankitt, by which means the monster hopes to gain for himself the Death Manna released upon the old mage’s demise. With that kind of power, the evil dragon could rule the World. Corwyn and the other students at his school, along with their Headmaster (who is a pompous fool), have unwittingly abetted the dragon’s plans by arranging for the Archmage to visit their otherwise undistinguished little academy in Cumbria. The dragon had convinced the Gallimaufriars Headmaster that a worthless clay lamp has magickal powers as bait to lure the Archmage to their academy. The Archmage was due to arrive at Cleaton Fell the very evening after our departure from the Future ...”

“WHAT ?!?” shouted Corwyn and Harvey in unison. 

“Uhhh — We’ve got to go!” said Corwyn.

“Oh, but ye must stay for dinner and tell me tales about the 21st Century,” said Roger Bacon. “The Future will always be there when ye get home.”

“No time for that!” said Corwyn Daniels as he and Harvey dashed down the stone steps of Folly Bridge Tower. 

“We’ve got to get back to Gallimaufriars fast!” said Corwyn as he and Harvey dashed out of Roger Bacon’s dwelling and jumped into the ox-cart. “Have you got a white mouse?”

“What’s the rush?” asked Harvey.

“The Archmage of Killiecrankitt is coming to visit Old Doric tonight,” said Corwyn. “I mean 700 years from now. Or whenever ...”

Buffie started moving slowly back the along the Abingdon-to-Banbury turnpike. Corwyn grabbed the the riding crop and cracked it above his head, shouting: “There’s no place like home, there’s no place like home, there’s no place like HOME !!”
• • •
A number of agonizing and timeless moments later, Buffie’s ox-cart rumbled through the main gate at Gallimaufriars. It was cold winter and the dead of night. There was no one in sight except for Benjie Newton, who was lounging under a tree and sucking on a chocolate bar. Corwyn noticed that the clock in the campanile read 3:00 am.

In front of the Headmaster’s house stood the gold-and-ivory coach of the Archmage of Killiecrankitt University of Magickal Studies.

“Oh, Crums!” cried Corwyn Daniels, jumping out of the cart and rushing up the three steps that led to Old Doric’s front door. “The Archmage is already here! We may be too late!” Corwyn pounded on the door with the dumbbell-shaped knocker, but there was no response from within the darkened residence. “They all must be asleep!” he cried. “Check the dragon!”

Corwyn and Harvey ran around to the Gallimaufriars Zoo, with a bemused Benjie Newton trotting curiously behind. When they got to Aszirol’s cage, they found the black dragon in a deep sleep. The monster was twitching and murmuring in his sleep.

“He’s Dreamdiving !!” shouted Corwyn. “We need to wake him up! He’ll mindboggle the Archmage!”

“And just how do you propose to do that?” asked Harvey.

“Poke him with sticks or something,” said Corwyn, grabbing a pitchfork and jabbing the dragon’s scaly hide. 

Harvey winced. 

“Mazie always says that black dragons can take over three million sword strokes without breaking the skin or drawing blood,” said Harvey. “How much do you think a hay fork is going to accomplish?”

“Crums!” said Corwyn Daniels, throwing the tool down and dashing back to the Headmaster’s house. He pounded on the door again, shouting: “Wake Up!” at the top of his lungs.

“What’s got into Corrie?” Benjie asked Harvey as they ran after Corwyn.

“Don’t ask,” said Harvey. 

Then to Corwyn he said: “Look here, my mage. You’re a Time Stalker — at least according to the Talking Head of Folly Bridge. Why don’t you just hop back in time and warn the Archmage before he goes to bed so close to the Zoo?”

“It’s a wild talent, Harv!” said Corwyn. “I can’t control it.”

“You could if you used a spell!” said Harvey.

Corwyn blinked.

“What a concept ...” he said. “But I might throw myself clear back to the Jurassic age. How would I direct it? Maybe if I had a Whitherwand ...”

“Those things cost more boodle than you and I have in our canteen funds for the next three years,” said Harvey. “And I doubt there’s a Whitherwand anywhere in Cumbria.”

“Wait a minute!” said Corwyn. “Wasn’t Anthonie Bellairs’ carriage a phaeton? That would have had four wheels. Your ox-cart only has two. Where are the others?”

“Oh, they’re in the warehouse,” said Harvey. “They were falling apart and coming unglued.”

“Just what I need!” said Corwyn. “Ca-mon! — let’s find them quick!”

• • •
They located the other two phaeton wheels under a pile of cobwebs, straw, and rotting burlap sacks. The rims had fallen loose, but the spokes were like new.

“Must be the Whither charm acts as a preservative,” said Corwyn. He gathered up an armful of spokes and carried them back to the Headmaster’s entranceway, dumping them on the steps.

“Okay, said Corwyn as he took up his magestaff and grabbed one of the phaeton spokes. He chewed his lip in thought for a few moments, then spellcast:

“Like the hands upon a clock 

The wheel of Time goes spinning ‘round.

Now our Fates are on the block —

Let me not by Time be bound.

Dragon’s plans must go astray

Take me back to yesterday!

Carry Me Whither ...”
Then he snapped the spoke and disappeared in a flash of bright light.

• • •
Benjie Newton shook his head in wonder and said: “Okay, so how did he know he was going to do that?”

“What?” said Harvey. “What are you talking about?”

“How did Corwyn know he was going to vanish like that?” said Benjie. “He gave me this note for you yesterday evening and told me not to give it to you until he disappeared. I had to wait up half the night in the cold for you two to get here. Nearly froze my feet ...”

“You’re kidding!” said Harvey as Benjie handed him a long envelope.

“No, I’m not ...” said Benjie. “He said he’d give me his desserts for three months.” 

The envelope had Harvey’s name written on it in Corwyn’s handwriting. Harvey tore it open and pulled out the parchment inside.

“I’m going to bed now,” said Benjie, yawning.

Corwyn’s note to Harvey read:

MEET US AT THE OLDE RED GRYPHON AS SOON AS POSSIBLE.

Harvey stuck the note in his pocket and hurried off for the village of Cleaton Fell amid gently falling snow.

• • •
When Harvey dashed into the Olde Red Gryphon pub in the village (which should have been closed at that hour of night), he found a lively party going on before the fire. Seated ‘round a trestle table were Corwyn Daniels, Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter, Wandmaster St. Luke, Garnsworth the Hobelf, Possywickett the Sand Djinn Dervish, and Angus Sean Ewan Joshua MacDonald-Findlayson-MacGregor, the Archmage of Killiecrankitt University. Brandie the Barmaid had stayed up late to serve the group. There were mugs of hot chocolate, steins of cider, faery cakes, brownies, and the remains of several roast beef sandwiches with gravy. The Headmaster had a glass of fine French wine and Wandmaster St. Luke was sipping from a mug of applejack. Everyone was having a cheery time except for Old Doric, who was chewing his lip and composing a letter with quill and parchment.

“Here’s the man of the hour!” cried Wandmaster St. Luke.

“What are you all doing here?” asked Harvey, brushing the snow off his shoulders and stamping his feet.

Corwyn grinned at his friend.

“Well, obviously, I got back in time to intercept the Archmage and warn him not to sleep in the Headmaster’s house — which would be within Dreamdiving range of the black dragon’s cage ...” said Corwyn. 

“And of course, no one else can sleep there either so long as the dragon is at the Zoo,” said the Wandmaster. “So we’ve been staying at the pub and having a council to figure out a way to get rid of him. Safely.”

Corwyn grinned.

“I couldn’t hang around at Galley and risk me meeting myself when you and I got back from Oxford; that might have created a time paradox,” said Corwyn. “So the Archmage decided to sleep here at the Inn and the rest of us came to wait for you.”

“There — that should get his attention!” said the Headmaster as he finished his letter with a flourish of the quill pen. Then he turned to the Archmage: “Would you care to do the honours?”

“Aye, with young Corwyn’s help,” said the Archmage. 

“Corwyn came up with the plan,” said Garnsworth.

“But it was Harvey that gave me the idea!” said Corwyn.

The Archmage read the letter silently, rolled it into a scroll, and tied it with a dark blue ribbon. Then he held one end of the scroll together with another of the phaeton wheel spokes while Corwyn held the other end — and they cracked the spoke like a chicken wishbone, spellcasting together: “Carry this parchment Whither it must needs go ...”

The phaeton wheel spoke and the parchment disappeared in a flash of blue light.

“That should do it,” said Wandmaster St. Luke.

“Aye ...” said the Archmage. “His Lordship will ha received th’ message yesterday morn. If he agrrrees wi’ th’ Headmaster’s terrrms, they shuld be arrivin’ at the school abaht now.”

“I don’t get it,” said Harvey. “Who ...”

Corwyn Daniels turned to the rest of the little group. 

“And now, my lords and lady ...” said Corwyn. “I give you the man of the hour — Harvey Blankenship! He is the fellow who gave me the idea when he sold Mukudor to the circus.”

The little group applauded and the Wandmaster shouted: “Hear hear!”

“What are you talking about?” roared Harvey. “What idea?”

“Harvey, old mage — my dearest friend,” said Corwyn Daniels. “For once in the long history of Gallimaufriars, you are the wizard who saved the day ...”

• • •
It was an hour later when the little group broke up. The Archmage, Headmaster, and Wandmaster all climbed the stairs to their rooms at the Inn, while Brandie made up a little cot under the staircase for Garnsworth. The lads headed back to Gallimaufriars.

“One thing I don’t understand,” Harvey said to the Sand Djinn Dervish as they trudged through the light snowfall along the roadway to the school in the wee hours of the dawn. “When you first escaped from the Zoo, you were always playing nasty pranks on people, turning their hair green or growing potatoes on their noses. You gave me a monkey’s tail.”

“Such pranks are customary for my tribe,” said Possywickett.

“Then how come you don’t do it any more?” asked Harvey.

“Oh — I still do!” said the imp. “Last week I turned a fat washer woman’s vat of laundry into sour butter.”

“But you don’t play any tricks when Corwyn and I are around. I haven’t seen you do anything nasty or mischievous for ages.”

“Corwyn Daniels is my Master,” said Possywickett. “I have great affection for him. His normal behaviour is far more outrageous than any of my pranks. He gave me my True Name. He had been sent by your Headmaster to capture me and take me back to the Zoo, but instead he let me go home to Shalninah. He rode the black dragon Aszirol so that I might go free. He risked his life for me.”

“But Mazie and I also risked our lives for you!” said Harvey. “The black dragon was going to kill us, too.”

“Yes, Master ...” said Possywickett.

“Aszirol was going to burn me and eat Mazie,” said Harvey. “We didn’t ride the dragon, but we were in just as much danger for ... W-what did you say?”
“I said: ‘Yes, Master ...’ ” said the Sand Djinn.

Harvey gulped. “What do you mean by that?” 

“You and Miss Mazie both know my True Name,” said Possywickett. “You both risked your lives for me, just as Corwyn Daniels did. You have helped keep my name secret. Harvey Blankenship, you and Mazie MacAlister are as much my Masters as Corwyn Daniels is.”

“You mean you’d grant wishes for me, too?” said Harvey in amazement.

“Yes, Master,” said Possywickett.

“WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME THAT BEFORE ?!?” Harvey roared. 

Possywickett spun around three times in his whirlwind of sand and dust.

“You never asked ...” said the imp.

CHAPTER 46

It was early morning in mid-December, and the rising sun was melting away the light snow that had fallen during the night. Aszirol was sleeping soundly in his cage at the Gallimaufriars Zoo. Suddenly, the black dragon awoke to a strange, blazing sound from somewhere nearby. The dragon raised his head and looked out of the cage. 

An old-time circus caravan was lined up along the perimeter of the Zoo grounds. The black dragon blinked at the sight of colorful wagons and vardas, the cages and tent lorries, the oliphaunts and gryphons, mantacores and harpies. The sound that had wakened him was a steam calliope playing “Thunder and Blazes.”

The Gallimaufriars Headmaster Theodoric Grimwalter and Corwyn Daniels were approaching Aszirol’s cage, accompanied by a tall, dark-haired man with a high forehead and pronounced widow’s peak. “Is this the fellow?” said the stranger.

“Yes, that’s him,” said Old Doric. “The only black dragon in captivity.” 

The tall man looked Aszirol over carefully. “Yes, I think he’ll do nicely.” The dark-haired man handed the Headmaster a wallet full of money. “Here is the sum we agreed upon ...”

Master Grimwalter took the wallet and put it into his coat pocket.

Lord D’Arque turned to a group of roustabouts that waited nearby with poles and tackle. “Load him up, lads!”

From the far end of the grounds came the cry: “Flatties are clear — All Out and Over !!”
“All right, lads,” said Lord D’Arque. “Ready to slough the cage. Get wheels under that thing ... Head ‘em up, move it out.”

The workmen began fitting poles and ropes to the black dragon’s cage. Other Rousties were wheeling up a large flatbed wagon the size of the zoo cage. The rest of the circus began lining up in a wagon train.

All up and down the line came the calls of roustabouts and performers as they prepared to move on.

“Stow the snorting pole.”

“Gryphon Loose — Hey Rube!”
“Cast a line.”

“Got ‘im !!”

“Cage rings clear ...”

“Stow the Tilts!”

“What is going on here?” said Aszirol. “What are you doing?” 

The roustabouts were anchoring his cage in place on the wagon base. A team of handlers hitched an equine the size of the Trojan Horse to the whippletree of the wagon.

Corwyn Daniels grinned. “You just joined the circus, old worm.”

“What?” hissed the black dragon.

The big man with the high forehead and widow’s peak stepped up to the cage. His dark eyebrows nearly met in the middle. “Allow me to introduce myself,” he said in a deep, rumbling voice. “I am Quentin Ambarino Chihlimblar, Lord d’Arque. You may have heard of me.”

“Tentmen to the mammoths.”

“Check the slanger.”

“Ready the wagons!”

“Form the lineup! HOoooo ... !!”
“An Ambarino?” said the dragon. “You’re an Ambarino?”

“You may choose to escape from your cage,” said Lord D’Arque. “You are free to do so at any time. But as you should know — I am a Worldwalker. I have placed Dimension Portals around your cage on every side, as well as on the top and bottom.”

The circus owner smiled.

“Each of those portals will simply transport you into the cage immediately behind your own. As I said, you are free to try that at any time ...”

“Ready the lineup. Wagons HOoooo ... !!”
Aszirol looked puzzled. The cage lurched as the dragon craned his neck and stuck his head out between the bars. The circus wagon train was lined up and the lead vardas were moving out towards an odd-looking bank of mist. 

Lord D’Arque mounted his black horse and rode to the front of the line. The Circus of Lord D’Arque began to move on …

The black dragon twisted his head around to look back.

The wagon behind his in the lineup held a huge ebony cage draped with heavy black canvas that flapped at the corners. It was pulled by a team of twelve huge mastodons. 

Aszirol looked more closely. Dangling out from under the canvas and between the bars of the cage, he saw six feet of an enormous black tentacle ... 

THE END
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• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •

Those of us in the Wizard Academies project are saddened by the loss of one of our members. Pete Jordon not only contributed great and funny fantasy tales, he graciously shared his characters and school with the rest of us to use in our own stories.

Pete was the guiding hand in our dealings with Hollywood. He taught me everything I know about screenwriting, treatments, submission standards, and dealing with agents and moguls.

We all especially enjoy Pete’s memorable character Scotaidh Scott, the oldest apprentice in Wizardom — who makes a cameo appearance in this volume.

Our hearts go out to Pete’s family in this time of sorrow. Pete was a wonderful asset to Wizard Academies, and we shall miss him dearly ...
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THE WIZARD ACADEMIES BOOKS CAN BE ORDERED AT:

http://www.lulu.com/spotlight/rivals
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