Who says that | am dead

Knows nought at all.

| - amthat is.

Two mice within Redwall.

The Warrior sleeps

Twi xt Hall and Cavern Hol e.

| —amthat is.

Take on mmy mighty role.

Look for the sword

In noonlight stream ng forth,

At ni ght, when day's first hour

Refl ects the North.

From o' er the threshold

Seek and you will see;

1- amthat is,

My sword will wield for ne.

(Rhymefrom beneath the Great Hall tapestry)

It was the start of the Summer of the Late Rose. Myssflower country shimrered
gently in a peaceful haze, bathing delicately at each dew | aden dawn,

bl ossom ng through hi gh sunny noonti des, |anguishing in each crinson-tinted
twilight that heral ded the soft darkness of June nights.

Redwal | stood foursquare along the nmarches of the old south border, flanked on
two sides by Mssflower Wod's shaded depths. The other half of the Abbey
over | ooked undul ati ng sweeps of meadow and, its ancient gate facing the |ong
dusty road on the western perineter

From above, it resenbl ed sone fabul ous dusky jewel, fallen between a green
mantl e of light silk and dark velvet. The first nmice had built the Abbey of
red sandstone quarried frompits many mles away in the north-east. The Abbey
bui |l di ng was covered across its south face by that type of ivy known as
Virginia creeper. The onset of autumm would turn the | eaves into a cape of
fiery hue, thus adding further glory to the nane and | egend of Redwal| Abbey.
BOOK ONE

The Wal |

Matthias cut a comcal little figure as he wobbled his way al ong the
cloisters, with his large sandals flip-flopping and his tail peeping from
beneat h t he baggy folds of an oversized novice's habit. He paused to gaze

upwards at the cloudl ess blue sky and tripped over the enornous sandal s.
Hazel nuts scattered out upon the grass fromthe rush basket he was carrying.



Unable to stop, he went tunbling cow over tail

Bunp!

The young mouse squeaked in dismay. He rubbed tenderly at his danp snub nose
while slowy taking stock of where he had | anded: directly at the feet of
Abbot Morti ner!

| mredi ately Matthias scranmbl ed about on all fours, hastily trying to stuff
nuts back into the basket as he nuttered clunsy apol ogi es, avoiding the stern
gaze of his el der.

"Er, sorry, Father Abbot. | tripped, y see. Trod on ny Abbot, Father Habit. Ch
dear, | nean. "

The Fat her Abbot blinked solemly over the top of his glasses. Matthias again.
What a young buffoon of a nmouse. Only the other day he had singed ol d Brother
Met husel ah' s whi skers while Iighting candl es.

The elder's stern expression softened. He watched the little novice rolling
about on the grass, grappling with large arnfuls of the smooth hazel nuts which
constantly seemed to escape his grasp. Shaking his old grey head, yet trying
to hide a smle, Abbot Mrtinmer bent and hel ped to gather up the fallen nuts.

"Ch Matthias, Matthias, my son," he said wearily. "Wien will you learn to take
life alittle slower, to walk with dignity and hunmlity? How can you ever hope
to be accepted as a nouse of Red wall, when you are al ways dashi ng about
grinning fromwhisker to tail like a nad rabbit?"

Matt hi as tossed the |last of the hazelnuts into the basket and stood awkwardly
shuffling his large sandals in the grass. How could he say al oud what was in
his heart?

The Abbot put his paw around the young mouse's shoul der, sensing his secret
yearni ngs, for he had ruled Red-wall wisely over a great nunber of years and
gai ned nuch experience of nouselife. He smiled down at his young charge and
spoke kindly to him "Come with me, Matthias. It is time we tal ked together."

A curious thrush perching in a gnarled pear tree watched the two figures nake
their way at a sedate pace in the direction of Geat Hall, one clad in the
dark greeny-brown of the order, the other garbed in the lighter green of a
novi ce. They conversed earnestly in |ow tones. Thinking what a clever bird he
was, the thrush swooped down on the basket that had been | eft behind.

Twi sters! The basket contained only hard nuts, |ocked tight within their
shell's. Feigning lack of interest, |lest any other birds had been witness to
his silly m stake, he began whistling jauntily a few bars of his mel odi ous
sumer song, strolling nonchalantly over to the cloister walls in search of
snail s.

It was cool inside Great Hall. Sunlight flooded down in slanting rai nbow hued
shafts fromthe high, narrow stained-glass wi ndows. A mllion colored
dust - not es danced and swirled as the two mice trod the ancient stone floor
The Father Abbot halted in front of the wall on which hung a | ong tapestry.
This was the pride and joy of Red wall. The ol dest part had been woven by the
Founders of the Abbey, but each successive generation had added to it; thus
the tapestry was not only a priceless treasure, it was also a magnificent
chronicle of early Redwall history.

The Abbot studied the wondernent in Matthias's eyes as he asked hima
guestion, the answer to which the wi se nouse already knew. "What are you



| ooking at, my son?"

Matt hi as pointed to the figure woven into the tapestry. It

was a heroic-1ooking mouse with a fearless smle on his handsone face. Clad in
arnor, he | eaned casually on an inpressive sword, while behind himfoxes,

Wil dcats and vermin fled in terror. The young nouse gazed in admiration.

"Ch, Father Abbot," He sighed. "If only | could be like Martin the Warrior. He
was the bravest, npbst courageous nouse that ever |ived!"

The Abbot sat down slowly on the cool stone floor, resting his back agai nst
the wal |

"Listen to what | say, Matthias. You have been like a son to ne, ever since
you first came to our gates as an orphaned woodl and nmouse, beggi ng to be taken

in. Come, sit by me and | will try to explain to you what our Order is al
about .
"We are mice of peace. Ch, | know that Martin was a warrior nouse, but those

were wild .days when strength was needed. The strength of a chanpi on such as
Martin. He arrived here in the deep winter when the Founders were under attack
frommany foxes, vernmin and a great wildcat. So fierce a fighter was Martin
that he faced the eneny single-pawed, driving themmercilessly, far from
Mossflower. During the rout Martin fought a great battle agai nst overwhel ning
odds. He energed victorious after slaying the wildcat with his ancient sword,
whi ch becane fanous throughout the |and. But in the | ast bloody conbat Martin
was seriously wounded. He lay injured in the snow until the mce found him
They brought himback to the Abbey and cared for his hurts until he regai ned
his strength.

"Then somet hing seenmed to cone over him He was transformed by what could only
be called a mouse mracle. Martin forsook the way of the warrior and hung up
hi s sword.

"That was when our Order found its true vocation. Al the mice took a solem
vow never to harm another living creature, unless it was an eneny that sought
to harmour Order by violence. They vowed to heal the sick, care for the
injured, and give aid to the wetched and i npoverished. So was it witten, and
so has it been through all the ages of nousekind since.

"Today, we are a deeply honored and highly respected Society. Anywhere we go,
even far beyond Mossflower, we are treated with courtesy by all creatures.
Even predators will

not harm a mouse who wears the habit of our Order. They know he or she is one
who will heal and give aid. It is an unwitten law that Redwal |l m ce can go
anywhere, through any territory, and pass unharned. At all times we nust live
up to this. It is our way, bur very life."

As the Abbot spoke, so his voice increased in volume and solemity. Matthias
sat under his stem gaze, conpletely hunbl ed. Abbot Mrtimer stood and put a
wrinkled old paw lightly on the small head, right between the velvety ears,
now dr oopi ng with shane.

Once nore the Abbot's heart softened towards the little nouse. "Poor Matthias,
alas for your anbitions. The day of the warrior is gone, nmy son. W live in
peaceful times, thank heaven, and you need only think of obeying nme, your
Abbot, and doing as you are bidden. In time to cone, when | amlong gone to ny
rest, you will think back to this day and bless ny nenory, for then you will



be a true nenmber of Redwall. Conme now, ny young friend, cheer up; it is the
Sunmer of the Late Rose. There are many, many days of warm sun ahead of us. Go
back and get your basket of hazel nuts. Toni ght we have a great feast to
celebrate - ny Golden Jubilee as Abbot. Wen you've taken the nuts to the
kitchen, 1 have a special task for you. Yes indeed, |I'Il need sone fine fish
for the table. Get your rod and line. Tell Brother AIf that he is to take you
fishing in the small boat. That's what young mice like doing, isn't it? Wo
knows, you may land a fine trout or some stickl ebacks! Run al ong now, young
one."

Happi ness filled Matthias fromtail to whiskers as he bobbed a quick bowto
his superior and shuffled off. Smiling benignly, the Abbot watched hi m go.
Little rascal, he nmust have a word with the Al noner, to see if sone sandals
could be found that were the right fit for Matthias. Small wonder the poor
nmouse kept tripping up

The hi gh, warm sun shone down on C uny the Scourge.
Cl uny was comi ng

He was big, and tough; an evil rat with ragged fur and curved, jagged teeth.
He wore a bl ack eyepatch; his eye had been torn out in battle with a pike.

C uny had | ost an eye.
The pike had lost its lifel

Sone said that Cuny was a Portuguese rat. Others said he cane fromthe
jungles far across the wi de oceans. Nobody knew for sure.

Cluny was a bilge rat; the biggest, nost savage rodent that ever junped from
ship to shore. He was black, with grey and pink scars all over his huge sleek
body, fromthe tip of his wet nose, up past his green and yellow slitted eye,
across both his nmean tattered ears, down the I ength of his heavy verm n-ridden
back to the enornmous whiplike tail which had earned himhis title: Cluny the
Scour ge

Now he rode on the back of the hay wagon with his five hundred foll owers, a
mghty arnmy of rats: sewer rats, tavern rats, water rats, dockside rats.
Cuny's arny - fearing, yet followi ng him Redtooth, his second-in-conmand,
carried a long pole. This was Cuny's personal standard. The skull of a ferret
was fixed at its top. Cluny had killed the ferret. He feared no living thing.

Wl d-eyed, with the terror of rat snmell inits nostrils, the horse plunged
ahead without any driver. \Were the hay cart

16

was taking himwas of little concern to Cuny. Straight on the panicked horse
gal | oped, past the milestone |lodged in the earth at the roadsi de, heedl ess of
the letters graven in the stone: "Redwall Abbey, fifteen mles.”

G uny spat over the edge of the cart at two young rabbits playing in a field.
Tasty little things; a pity the cart hadn't stopped yet, he thought. The high
war m sun shone down on Cl uny the Scourge.

G uny was a God of War!

Cl uny was com ng nearer
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Beneath the Great Hall of Redwall, candles burned bright in their sconces.
This was the Cavern Hole x>f the mice. What a night it was going to be!

Bet ween them Matthias and Brother Af had caught and | anded a fully-grown
grayling. They had fought and played the big fish for nearly two hours,
finally wading into the shallows and dragging it to the bank. It was nearly
two pounds in weight, a tribute to Brother Al Ps angling skills conbined with
t he yout hful rnuscles of Matthias and their joint enthusiasm

Const ance the badger had to be called. Gipping the fish in her strong jaws,
she followed the two mice to the Abbey kitchen and delivered the catch for
them Then she made her farewells; they would see her at the Jubilee feast

t hat evening, along with nmany ot her Mssfl ower residents who had been invited
to share the festivities.

Brother AIf and Matthias stood proudly beside their catch amd the culinary
hustl e and bustle until they were noticed by Friar Hugo. Busy as he was, the
enornously fat Hugo (who would have no other title but that of Friar) stopped
what he was doing. Wping the perspiration fromhis brow with a dandelion that
he held with his tail, he waddl ed about inspecting the fish.

"Hrm nice shiny scales, bright eyes, beautifully fresh."” Friar Hugo smiled so
joyfully that his face di sappeared anid
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deep di npl es. He shook Alf by the paw and cl apped Matthias heartily on the

back as he call ed out between chuckles, "Bring the white gooseberry w ne!
Fetch ne sone rosemary, thyne, beechnuts and honey, quickly. And now, friends,

now, " he squeaked, waving the dandelion wildly with his tail, "I, Hugo, w U
create a G ayling a la Redwall such as will nelt in the mouth of mice. Fresh
cream | need lots of fresh cream Bring some mint |eaves too."

They had left Friar Hugo ranting on, delirious in his joy, as they both went
off to bathe and clean up; comnbing whiskers, curling tails, shining noses, and
t he hundred and one other groom ng tasks that Redwat|l m ce always performed in
preparation for an epic feast.

The rafters of Cavern Hole rang to the excited buzz and | aughter of the
assenbl ed creatures: hedgehogs, moles, squirrels, woodl and creatures and mce
of all kinds - fieldm ce, hedgem ce, dormice, even a famly of poor little
churchmce. Kindly hel pers scurried about naking everybody wel cone.

"Hello there, Ms. Churchmouse! Sit the children down! ['Il get them sone
raspberry cordial ."

"Why, M. Bankvole! So nice to see you! How s the back? Better now? Good.
Here, try a drop of this peach and el derberry brandy."

Matt hi as's young head was in a whirl. He could not remenber being so happy in
all hislife. Wnifred the otter nudged him

"I say, Matthias. Were's this giant grayling that you and old Al f hooked, by
the claw | wish that |I could land a beauty like that. Nearly a two-pounder
wasn't it?"



Matt hias swelled with pride. Such praise, and fromthe chanpion fisher
herself, an otter!

Ti mand Tess, the twi n Churchnouse babes, felt Matthias's strong arm nuscl es
and giggled aloud in adniration. He hel ped to serve themtwo portions of apple
and mnt ice cream Such nice little twins. Was it only three nonths ago that
he had hel ped Sister Stephanie to get themover tail rickets? How they had

gr own!

Abbot Mortiner sat in his carved willow chair, beam ng thanks as one by one
the new arrivals laid their sinple hone-

made gifts at his feet: an acorn cup froma squirrel, fishbone conbs fromthe
otters, nmpbssy bark sandal s made by the noles, and nany nore fine presents too
nunerous to mention. The Abbot shook his head in amazenent. Even nore guests
were arriving!

He beckoned Friar Hugo to his side. A whispered conference was held. Matthias
could only hear snatches of the convocation

"Don't worry, Father Abbot, there will be enough for all. '*
"How are the cellar stocks, Hugo?"

"Enough to flood the Abbey pond. Father."

"And nuts? W nust not run short of nuts.”

"You nane them we've got diem Even candi ed chestnuts and acorn-crunch. W
could feed the district for a year."

"Dairy produce?"

"Ch that, |I've got a cheddar cheese that four badgers couldn't roll, plus ten
other varieties."

"Good, good, thank you, Hugo. Ch, we nust thank A f and young Matthias for mat
magni fi cent fish. What fine anglers they are! There's enough to keep the
entire Abbey going for a week! Excellent mce, well done."

Matthi as blushed to his tail's end.
"The otters! The otters!"”

A loud, jolly cry went up as three otters in clown costunmes cane bounding in.
Such acrobatics! They tunbl ed, bal anced and gyrated, cavorting comically
across the |laden tabl etops w thout upsetting as much as a single sultana. They
ended up hanging fromthe rafters by a strand of ivy, to wild appl ause.

Anbrose Spi ke the hedgehog did his party piece. He amazed everyone with his
feats of |egerdemain. Eggs were taken froma squirrel's ear; a young nouse's
tail stood up and danced |ike a snake; the incredible vanishing-shell trick
was performed in front of a group of little harvest mce who kept squeaking,
"He's got it hidden in his prickles."

But had he? Anbrose nmade a few nysterious passes and produced the shell
straight out of the nouth of an awestruck infant nouse. Was it nagic?

O course it was.
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Al activity ceased as the great Joseph Bell tolled out eight o' clock fromthe
Abbey belfry. Silently, all the creatures filed to their allotted places. They
stood reverently behind the seats with heads | owered. Abbot Mrtiner rose and
sol emmly spread his paws wi de, enconpassing the festive board. He said the

gr ace.

"Fur and whi sker, tooth and claw, Al who enter by our door. Nuts and herbs,
| eaves and fruits, Berries, tubers, plants and roots, Silver fish whose life
we take Only for a neal to make."

This was followed by a I oud and grateful "Amen."

There was a mass clattering of chairs and scraping of forns as everyone was
seated. Matthias found hinself next to Timand Tess on one paw, and Cornfl ower
Hel dmouse on the other. Cornflower was a quiet young nmouse, but undoubtedly
very pretty. She had the | ongest eyel ashes Matthi as had ever seen, the

bri ghtest eyes, the softest fur, the whitest teeth. . . . Mtthias funbled
with a piece of celery and sel f-consciously turned to see if the twins were
copi ng adequately. You never could tell with these baby churchmi ce.

Brother AIf remarked that Friar Hugo had excelled hinself, as course after
course was brought to the table. Tender freshwater shrinp garnished with cream
and rose | eaves, devilled barley pearls in acorn puree, apple and carrot

chews, marinated cabbage stal ks steeped in creaned white turnip wth nutnmeg.

A chorus of ooh's and ah's greeted the arrival of six mce pushing a big
trolley. It was the grayling. Weaths of aromatic steamdrifted around Cavern
Hol e; the fish had been baked to perfection. Friar Hugo entered, with a slight
swagger added to his ungainly waddl e. He swept off his chefs cap with his
tail, and announced in a sonmewhat ponpous squeak, "Ml ord Abbot, honored
guests from Mossfl ower area and menbers of the Abbey. Ahem | w sh to present
nmy piece de resistance—=

"Ch get on with it, Hugo!"

After sone icy staring about to detect the culprit, and several snothered
sniggers fromaround the room the little fat friar puffed hinmself up once
nmore and declaimed firmy: "Gayling a | a Redwal L"

Polite but eager applause rippled round as Hugo sliced the fish, and placed
the first steaming portion on to a platter. Wth suitable dignity he presented
it to the Abbot, who thanked hi m graciously.

Al eyes were on the Father Abbot. He took a dainty fork | oaded precariously
with steaming fish. Carefully he transferred it fromplate to nouth. Chew ng
delicately, he turned his eyes upwards then closed them whiskers atwitch
jaws working steadily, munching away, his tail curled up holding a napkin
whi ch neatly wi ped his nouth. The Abbot's eyes reopened. He beaned |ike the
sun on mdsunmer norn

"Quite wonderful, perfectly exquisite! Friar Hugo, you are truly ny Chanpion
Chef. Pl ease serve our guests your masterwork."

Any further speech was drowned by hearty cheers.
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Cluny was in a foul tenper. He snarled viciously.

The horse had stopped from sheer exhaustion. He hadn't wanted that: some inner
devil persuaded himthat he had not yet reached his destination. Cuny's one
eye slitted evilly.

From the depths of the hay cart the rodents of the Warlord' s arny wat ched
their Master. They knew himwell enough to stay clear of himin this present
nmood. He was viol ent, unpredictable.

"Skul | face," duny snapped.

There was a rustle in the hay, a villainous head popped up

"Aye, Chief, d'you want ne?"

Cuny's powerful tail shot out and dragged the unfortunate forward. Skullface
cringed as sharp dirty claws dug into his fur. Cuny nodded at the horse.

"Junmp on that thing's back sharpish. Gve it a good bite. That'll get the lazy
brute noving again."

Skul | face swal | owed nervously and licked his dry |ips.
"But Chief, it mght bite me back."

Swi sh! Crack! duny wielded his mighty tail as if it were a bullwhip. H's
victimscreamed al oud with pain as the scourge | ashed his thin bony back

"Mutiny, insubordination!" Cluny roared. "By the teeth of hell, 1'll flay you
i nto mangy dollrags."

Skul | face scurried over on to the driver's seat, yelling with pain. "No norel!
Don't whip ne. Chief. Look, I'mgoing to doit."

"Hold tight to the rigging back there," Cuny shouted to his horde.

Skul | face performed a frantic | eap. He | anded on the horse's back. The
terrified animal did not wait for the rat to bite. As soon as it felt the

| oat hsone scratching wei ght descend on its exposed haunches, it gave a | oud
pani cked whi nny and bucked. Spurred on by the energy of fright it careered off
i ke a runaway jugger naut.

Skul | face had time for just one agoni zed scream before he fell. The iron-shod
cartwheels rolled over him He lay in a red mst of death, the life ebbing
from his broken body. The | ast thing he saw before darkness clai med hi mwas

t he sneering visage of Cluny the Scourge roaring fromthe jolting backboard,
"Tell the devil duny sent you, Skullface!"

They were on the nove again. Cuny was getting nearer
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Down in Cavern Hole the great feast had sl ackened off.

So had a | ot of belts!

Redwal I m ce and their guests sat back replete. There were still great
gquantities of food uneaten



Abbot Mortiner whispered in Friar Hugo's ear, "Friar, | want you to pack up a
| arge sack with food, hazel nuts, cheese, bread, cakes, anything you see fit.
Gve it to Ms. Churchnmouse, as secretly as you can without attracting
attention. Poverty is an ugly specter when a nmousewi fe has as many nouths to
feed as she does. Oh, and be sure that her husband doesn't suspect what you
are doi ng. John Church-nouse may be poor but he is also proud. |I fear he m ght
not accept charitable gifts."

Hugo nodded know ngly and waddl ed off to do his Abbot's bidding.

Cornfl ower and Matthias had become quite friendly. They were young mnice of the
same age. Though their tenperanents were different they found sonmething in
common, an interest in Timand Tess, the twin churchm ce. They had passed a

pl easant evening, joking and playing games with the little creatures. Tess had
clanbered on to Matthias's |lap and fallen asl eep, whereupon baby Timdid
likewise in the velvety fur of Cornflower. She snmiled at Matthias as she
stroked Tim s small head. "Ah, bless their little paws! Don't they | ook
peacef ul ?"

Mat t hi as nodded contentedly in agreenent.

Colin Vole tittered al oud and remarked rather foolishly, "Ooh, would you | ook
at Matthias an' Cornfl ower there, a-nursin' those two babbies like they was an
ol d wedded couple. Well, crunble my bank!"

Brother AIf reprimanded himsharply. "Here now, you keep a latch on that silly
tongue of yours, Colin Vole! Don't you know that someday Matthias will be a
Redwal I nouse? And don't let nme hear you slandering young Cornflower. She's a
decent nouse froma good famly. Mark ny words, Master Vole, | could say a
thing or two to your mum and dad. Only last evening | saw you playing 'catch
the bul rush* with that young harvest nouse. \Wat was her name now?"

Colin Vole blushed until his nose went dry. He flounced off, sw shing his
tail, nuttering about going outside to take die air.

Matt hi as caught a nod and a gl ance fromthe Abbot. Excusing hinself to
Cornfl ower, he deposited the sleeping Tess gently upon his chair and went
across to him

"Ah, Matthias, ny son, here you are. Did you enjoy mny Jubil ee Feast?"
"Yes, thank you. Father," Matthias replied.

"Good, good," chuckled the Abbot. "Now, | was going to ask Brother Alf or
Edmund to go on a special errand, but they are no | onger young mice and both
| ook quite weary at this late hour. So, | thought 1 m ght ask mny chi ef
grayting-catcher to carry out this special task for ne."

Matt hi as could not help standing a bit taller.

"Say the word and |'m your npuse, Sir.

The Abbot |eaned forward and spoke confidentially. "Do you see the Churchnouse
famly? Well, it's such a | ong way back home for themon foot. Good Heavens,
and there are so many of theml | thought it would be a splendid idea if you
were to drive themhonme in the Abbey cart, along with any others going that
way. Constance Badger would pull the cart, of course, while you could act as
gui de and bodyguard. Take a good stout staff with you, Mtthias."



The young mouse needed no second bidding. Drawi ng hinself up to his ful
hei ght, he saluted in a smart mlitary
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fashion. "Leave it to ne, Father Abbot. O d Constance is a bit slowthinking
"Il take conplete responsibility."”

The Abbot shook with silent [aughter as he watched Matthias march off with a
soldier-like swagger. Flip flop, flip flop; he tripped and fell flat on his
tail.

"Ch dear, I'll have to get that young nouse sonme sandals that aren't so big,"
the Abbot said to hinself for the second tinme that day.

Wl l, what a stroke of luck. Fancy Cornflower's famly living so close to the
Chur chmouse brood! Matthias was only too glad to offer thema lift hone.

Wuld Mss Cornflower like to sit next to hinf
She nost certainly woul d!

Cornfl ower's parents sat inside the cart, her rmum hel ping Ms. Churchnouse
with the little ones, while her dad chatted away w th John Churchnouse as they
shared a pi pe of old bracken tw st.

Friar Hugo came out and dunped a bul ky sack next to Ms. Churchmouse. "Abbot
says to thank you for the | oan of bowls and tablecloths, ma'am" The fat friar
gave her a huge wi nk.

"Al'l confy back there?" called Matthias. "Right, off we go, Constance."

The big badger trundled the cart away as they called their goodni ghts. She
nodded at Met husel ah, the anci ent gatekeeper nouse. As the cart rolled out
into the road a sliver of golden noon | ooked down froma star-pierced sunmer

ni ght. Mtthias gazed upwards, feeling as if he were slowy turning with the
silent earth. Peace was all about him the baby mce inside the cart whinpered
fitfully in their small secret dreams; Constance anbled slowy along, as

t hough she were out on a nighttime stroll pulling no weight at all; the stout
ash staff lay forgotten on the footboard.

Cor nfl ower dozed agai nst Matthias's shoul der. She could hear the gentle Iul
of her father's voice and that of John Churchnmouse, blending with the hum of
nocturnal insects fromthe neadow and hedges on this bal ny sumer night.

The Sunmmer of the Late Rose . . . Cornflower turned the words over in her
m nd, dreamly thinking of the old ranbler
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that bl ooned in the Abbey gardens. Normally it was in full red flower by now,
but this year, for sone unknown reason, it had chosen to flower late. It was
covered in dormant young rosebuds, even now, well into June - a thing that
happened only infrequently, and usually heral ded an extra-long hot sumrer. A d
Met husel ah coul d only renenber three other such sumers in his long lifetine.
Accordingly he had advised that it be marked on the cal endar and in the Abbey
chronicles as "The Summer of the Late Rose." Cornflower's head sank |lower, in
sl eep.

The old cart rolled on gently, down the |long dusty road. They were now over



hal fway to the ruined Church of St. N nian where John Churchnouse |ived, as
had his father, grandfather and great-grandfather before him Matthias had
fallen into a deep slunber. Even Constance was unable to stop her eyelids
droopi ng. She went slower and slower. It was as if the little cart and its
occupants were caught in the magic spell of an enchanted sumer night.

Suddenl y, and without warning, they were roused by the thunder of hooves.

Nobody coul d determ ne which direction the sound was conming from It seenmed to
fill the very air about themas it gathered nomentum the ground began
trenmbling with the runbling noise

Sone sixth sense warned Constance to get off the road to a hiding place. The
power ful badger gave a m ghty heave. Her blunt claws churned the roadside soi
as she propelled the cart through a gap in the hawt horn hedge, down to the

sl ope of the ditch where she dug her paws in, holding the cart still and
secure whil e John Churchrmouse and Cornflower's father junped out and wedged
the wheels firmy with stones.

Matt hi as gasped with shock as a giant horse gall oped past, its mane streani ng
out, eyes rolling in panic. It was towing a hay cart which bounced wildly from
side to side. Matthias could see rats anong the hay, but these were no
ordinary rats. They were huge ragged rodents, bigger than any he had ever

seen. Their heavy tattooed arnms waved a variety of weapons - pikes, knives,
spears and long rusty cutlasses. Standing boldly on the backboard of the hay
cart was the
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bi ggest, fiercest, nost evil-looking rat that ever slunk out of a nightmare!
In one claw he grasped a long pole with a ferret's head spiked to it, while in
the other was his thick, enornmous tail, which he cracked |ike a whip. Laughing

madly and yelling strange curses, he swayed to and fro skillfully as horse and
wagon clattered off down the road into the night. As suddenly as they had
cone, they were gone!

Matt hi as wal ked out into the road, staff in hand. Stray wi sps of hay drifted
down behind him His legs trenmbled uncontroll ably. Constance haul ed the Abbey
cart back on to the road. Cornfl ower was hel pi ng her nother and Ms.

Church-nouse to calmthe little ones' tears of fright. Together they stood in
the cart tracks amd the settling dust.

"Did you see that?"

"I sawit, but I don't believe it!"
"What in heaven was it?"

"What in hell, nore like."

"Al'l those rats! Such big ones, too."

"Aye, and that one on the back! He |ooked |ike the Devil himnmself."

Seeing Matthias still stunned by what had happened, Constance took over the
| eader shi p. She wheel ed the cart around,

"I think we'd best head back for the Abbey," she said firmy. "Father Abbot'U
want to know about this straightaway."



Knowi ng that the badger was far nore experienced than hinself, Matthias
assuned the role of second-in-command. "Right, Cornflower, get in the cart and
t ake charge of the nothers and babies,” he said. "M. Fieldnouse, M.

Chur ch-nouse, up front with Constance, please."

Silently the mice did as ordered. The cart noved off with Matthias positioned
on the back providing a rearguard. The young nouse gripped his staff tightly,
his back to his charges, facing down the road in the direction the hay cart
had t aken.

The horse had gotten away safely.

It was the hay cart that suffered nost damage. Bolting recklessly fromside to
side down the road, the blinkered aninmal failed to see the twin stone
gateposts on its right -skidding crazily, the cart smashed into the uprights.
There was a loud splintering of shafts as the horse careered onwards, trailing
inits wake reins, tracers and shattered tinber.

Hs lightning reflexes serving himwell, Cuny |eaped dear. He | anded catlike
on all fours as'the hay can upended in the roadside ditch, its buckled wheels
spi nni ng awkwardl y.

Feeling braced after his mad ride and the subsequent narrow escape, C uny
strode to the ditch's edge. The distressed cries of those trapped beneath the
cart reached his ears. He spat contenptuously, narrowi ng his one good eye.
"Come on, get up out of there, you cringing |load of catsneat," he bell owed.
"Redt oot h! Darkclaw Report to ne or 1'll have your skulls for skittles."

Cuny's two henchrats pulled thenmselves fromthe ditch, shaking their heads
dazedl y.

Crack! Slash! The whiplike tail brought themswi ftly to his side.
"Three-Leg and Scratch are dead, Chief."

"Dead as dirt. The cart crushed 'em Chief."

"Stupid fools," snarled Cuny. "-Serves themright! \What about the rest?"

"dd Wrntail has lost a paw. Some of the others are really hurt."

Cl uny sneered. "Aah, they'Il get over it and suffer worse by the tinme |I'm done
with them They're getting too fat and sluggi sh, by the tripes! They'd not

last five mnutes in a stormat sea. Come on, you dead-and-alive ragbags! GCet
up here and gather 'round.™

Rats struggled fromthe ditch and the cart - frantic to obey the harsh conmand
as qui ckly as possible. They crowded about the undamaged gat epost, which their
| eader had chosen as a perch. None dared to cry or conplain about their hurts.
Who coul d predict what nood the Warlord was in?

"Right, cock your lugs up and listen to me," Cluny snarled. "First, we've got
to find out where we have docked. Let's take a bearing on this place."

Redtooth held up his claw. "The Church of St. Ninian, Chief. It says so on the
noti ce board over yonder."

"Well, no matter,"” Cuny snapped. "It'll do as a berth until we find sonething
better. Fangburn! Cheesethief!"



"Here, Chief."

"Scout the area. See if you can find a better |odging for us than this heap of
rubble. Trail back to the west. | think we passed a big place on the way."

"Aye, aye, Chief."
"Frogbl ood! Scumose!"
" Chi ef ?"

"Take fifty soldiers and see if you can round up any rats that know the lie of
the land. Get big strong rats, but bring al ong weasels, stoats and ferrets

too. They'll do at a pinch. Mnd now, don't stand for arguments. Smash their
dens up so they won't have homes to worry about. If any refuse to join up
then kill themthere and then. Understood?"

"AH clear, Chief."

"Ragear! Mangefur! Take twenty rats and forage for supplies. The rest of you
get inside the church. Redtooth, Dark-claw, check the arnmor. See if there are
t hi ngs about that we can use as weapons: iron spike railings - there's usually
enough of them around a churchyard. Jump to it."

C uny had arrived!
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Matt hi as had never stayed up all night in his I[ife. He was just a bit tired,
but strangely excited. Great events seemed to have been set in notion by his
news.

| mredi ately upon being informed of the hay cart incident, the Abbot had

i nsisted upon calling a special council neeting of all Redwall creatures. Once
again Cavern Hol e was packed to the doors, but this time it was for a purpose
very different fromthe feast. Constance and Matthias stood in front of the
Council of Elders. Al about themwas a hum of whispers and nuttering.

Abbot Mortiner called order by ringing a small bell

"Pay attention, everyone. Constance and Matthias, would you please tell the
Counci | what you saw tonight on the road to St. Ninian's."

As clearly as they could, the badger and the young nouse related the incident
of the rat-infested hay cart.

The Council began questioning them
"Rats, you say, Matthias. Wat type of rat?" inquired Sister Ctenence.

"Big ones," Matthias replied, "though I'mafraid | Couldn't say what kind they
were or where they had cone from"

"What about you, Constance?"

"Well, | remenber that ny old grandad once knew a sea tat," she answered.
"Going by his description, 1'd say that's what they |ooked like to ne."
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"And how many woul d you say there were of these rats?" Father Abbot asked.
"Coul dn't say for sure, Father Abbot. There must have Been hundreds."

" Mat t hi as?"

"Ch yes, Father. |I'd agree with Constance. At |east four hundred."

"Did you notice anything el se about them Constance?"

"Indeed | did, Father Abbot. My badger senses told me right off that these
were very bad and evil rats.”

The badger's statement caused uproar and shouts of "Nonsense. Pure
specul ation" and "That's right! Gve a rat a bad nane!"

W thout even thinking, Matthias raised a paw and shouted al oud, "Constance is
right. | could feel it nyself. There was one huge rat with a ferret's skull on
a pole. | got a good look at him- it was |ike seeing some horrible nonster."
In the silence that foll owed, the Abbot rose and confronted Matthias. Stooping
slightly, he stared into the young nmouse's bright eyes. "Think carefully, ny
son. WAs there anything special you noticed about this rat?"

Matt hi as thought for a nmonent. Everyone was watching him

"He was much bigger than the others, Father."

"What el se? Think, Matthias."

"I remenber! He only had one eye."

"Right or left?"

"Left, | think. Yes, it was the left, Father."

"Now, can you recall anything about his tail?"

"I certainly can," Matthias squeaked. "It nust have been the | ongest tail of
any rat alive. He held it in his clawas if it were a whip."

The Abbot paced up and down before turning to the assenbly.

"Twice inny lifetime | have heard travel ers speak of this rat. He bears a
nane that a fox would be afraid to whisper in the darkness of mdnight. C uny
t he Scourge!"

A deathly hush fell upon the creatures in Cavern Hol e.

Cl uny the Scourge!

Surely not? He was only sone kind of folk | egend, a

war ni ng used by nothers when youngsters were fractious or di sobedient.

"Go to sleep or Cuny will get you!"



"Eat up your dinner or Cluny will cone!"
"Come in this instant, or I'll tell duny!"

Most creatures didn't even know what C uny was. He was just sone sort of bogey
that lived in bad dreans and the dark corners of imagination

The silence was broken by scornful snorts and derisive |aughter. Furry el bows
nudged downy ribs. Mce were beginning to smle fromsheer relief. Cluny the
Scour ge, indeed!

Feeling slightly abashed, Matthias and Constance | ooked pleadingly towards the
Abbot for support. Abbot Mrtiner's old face was stem as he shook the bel
vi gorously for silence.

"Mce of Redwall, | see there are those anong you who doubt the word of your
Abbot . "

The quiet but authoritative words caused an enbarrassed shuffling fromthe
Council Elders. Brother Joseph stood up and cleared his throat. "Ahem er
good Fat her Abbot, we all respect your word and | ook to you for guidance, but
really ... | nean ..."

Sister C enence stood up sniling. She spread her paws w de. "Perhaps Cluny is
comng to get us for staying up late."

A roar of laughter greeted the ironic words.

Const ance's back hairs bristled. She gave an angry grow followed by a fierce
bark. The m ce huddl ed together with fright. Nobody had ever seen a snarling,
angry badger at a Council meeting.

Before they could recover, Constance was up on her hind | egs having her say.
"I'"ve never seen such a pack of enpty-headed ninnies. You should all be
ashaned of yourselves, giggling like silly little otter cubs that have caught
a beetle. | never thought 1'd live to see the Elders of Redwall acting in this
way." Constance hunched her heavy shoul ders and gl ared about with a ferocity
that set themtrenbling. "Now you listen to ne. Take heed of what your Father
Abbot has to
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say. The next creature who utters one squeak will answer to ne. Understand?"

The badger bowed low in a dignified manner, gesturing with her massive bl unt
paw. "The floor is yours, Father Abbot."

"Thank you, Constance, ny good and faithful friend," the Abbot nurnured. He
| ooked about him shaking his head gravely.

"I have little nore to say on the subject, but as | see that you still need
convincing, here is ny proposal. W will send two mice out to relieve the
gat ehouse. Let ne see, yes . . . Brothers Rufus and George, would you kindly

go and take over from Brother Methusel ah? Pl ease send himin here to ne. Tel
himto bring the travelers' record volumes. Not the present issue, but the old
edi tions which were used in past years."

Ruf us and CGeorge, both solid-1ooking, sensible mce, took their |leave with a



formal bow to the Abbot.

Through a high slitted wi ndow, Matthias could see the rosy-pink and gold
fingers of dawn stealing down to Cavern Hol e as the candl es began to flicker
and smoke into stubs. Al in the space of a night events had noved from
festivity to a crisis, and he, Matthias, had taken a major role in both. First
the big grayling, then the sighting of the cart; |arge happenings for a snall
nouse.

A d Brother Mthusel ah had kept the Abbey records for as long as any creature
could remenber. It was his life's work and consum ng passi on. Besides the
official chronicle of Red-wall he also kept his own personal volune, full of
val uabl e information. Traveling creatures, mgratory birds, wandering foxes,
ranbling squirrels and garrul ous hares —they all stopped and chatted with the
ol d nouse, partaking of his hospitality, never dream ng of hurting himin any
way. Methusel ah had the gift of tongues. He could understand any creature,
even a bird. He was an extraordinary old nouse, who lived with the conpany of
his volunes in the solitude of the gatehouse.

Seated in the Father Abbot's own chair, Methusel ah took
his spectacles froma noss-bark case, carefully perching themcmthe bridge of
his nose. Al gathered around to hear as he opened a record book and spoke in

a squeak barely above a whi sper

"Hm hmm me Lord Abbot Cedric. It is Cedric, isn't it? Ch botheration

you'll be the new Abbot, Mortiner, the one who cane after Cedric. Oh dear ne,
| see so many of diem cone and go, you know. Hhm hnm nme Lord Abbot MNorti mer
and nenmbers of Redwall, | refer to a record of winter, six years back." Here

t he anci ent nouse took a while to | eaf through the pages. "Hmm ah yes, here
it is. 'Late in Novenber, Year of the Small Sweet Chestnut, froma frozen

sparrowhawk cone down fromthe far north . . .' - peculiar chap, spoke with a
strange accent. | repaired his right wing pinfeather - '. . , news of a mne
di saster, caused by a large savage sea rat with an extraordinary tail. It

seens that this rat - Cuny they called him- wanted to settle his arny in the
m ne. The badgers and ot her creatures who owned the mine drove themout. C uny
returned by night, and with his band of rats gnawed away and underm ned nuch
of the wooden shoring. This caused the nmine to collapse the next day, killing
the owners.'"

Br ot her Met husel ah cl osed the vol unme and | ooked over his glasses at the
assenbly. "I have no need to read further, | can recite other m sdeeds from
menory. As the hordes of O uny the Scourge have noved sout hwards over the past
six years, | have gathered intelligence of other incidents: a farnhouse set
alight, later that same year . . . piglets, an entire litter of them eaten
alive by rats . . . sickness and disease spread through |ivestock herds by
Cuny's arny. There was even a report brought to me two years ago by a town
dog: an arny of rats stanmpeded a herd of cows through a village, causing chaos
and much destruction.”

Met husel ah halted and blinked over his spectacles. "And you dare doubt the
word of our Abbot that Cuny the Scourge exists? What idiotic mce you are, to
be sure.”

Met husel ah' s words caused wi despread consternation. There was nuch agitated
ni bbli ng of paws. Nobody coul d doubt he spoke the truth; he was already old
and wi se when the
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nost elderly anmong themwas a blind hairless nite, puling and whinpering for a
feed fromits nother.

"Ch ny whi skers, what a ness.”
"Hadn't we better pack up and nove?"
"Maybe duny will spare us."

"Ch dear, oh dear, what shall we do?"

Matt hi as sprang to the mddle of the floor brandishing his staff in a way that
surprised even him

"Do?" he cried. "I'Il tell you what we'll do. We'll be ready."

The Abbot could not help shaking his head in adnmiration. It seened that young
Mat t hi as had hi dden dept hs.

"Why, thank you, Matthias," he said. "I could not have put it better myself.
That's exactly what we will do. We'll be ready!"

8
G uny the Scourge was havi ng ni ght mares.

He had |lain down in the Churchnouses* bed for a well-earned rest while his
arnmy was going about its allotted tasks. He should never have tried to sleep
on an enpty stonach, but weariness overcane his hunger

In Cuny's dream everything was shrouded in a red mst. The cries of M
victinms rang out as barns blazed, and ships foundered on a storny red sea.
Cattle bellowed in pain as he battled with the pi ke that had taken his eye.
The Warl ord thrashed about, killing, conquering and laying waste to all in his
dr eam

Then the phantom fi gure appear ed.

At first it seemed a small thing, a mouse in fact, dressed in a | ong hooded
robe. Cluny did not relish nmeeting with it —he could not tell why - but the
nmouse kept getting closer to him For the first tine in his life, he turned
and ran!

Cluny went like a bat out of hell. @ ancing back, he saw all the carnage,
death and nmisery he had caused in his career. The big rat |aughed insanely and
ran faster: on and on, past scenes of desol ation and destruction weaked by
him Cuny die Scourge. Roating through the red nists he could still see die
strange nmouse hard on his heels. Cuny felt hinself filled with hatred for his
pursuer. It seenmed to have grown larger; its eyes were cold and grim Deep

i nside, Cuny knew that even he could not frighten this oddly-garbed nouse.
Now i t
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was wielding a large bright sword, an ancient weapon of terrible beauty. The
battl e-scarred bl ade had a word witten upon it that he could not nmake out.

Sweat dripped fromduny's claws |like stinging acid. He stunbled. The strange
figure was closer; it had grown into a giant!



Cluny's lungs felt as if they were bursting. He realized that he had sl owed up
and the nmouse was getting closer. He tried to put on an extra burst of speed,
but his I egs would not obey. They ran nore and nore slowy - nore and nore
heavily. Cuny cursed aloud at his | eaden |linbs. He saw he was trapped in deep
icy mud. For the first time he knew the neani ng of mndl ess fear and panic.

He turned slowy. Too late. The eneny was upon him he was rooted helpless to
the spot. The avengi ng mouse swung the sword up high; a mllion lights flashed
fromits deadly blade as it struck

Bong!

The loud toll of the distant Joseph Bell brought duny whirling back fromthe
real ms of nightmare to cold reality. He shivered, wi ping the sweat fromhis
fur with a shaky daw. Saved by the bell.

He was puzzled. What did the fearful dream nean? C uny had never been one to
put his faith in onens, but this dream... it had been so lifelike and vivid
t hat he shuddered.

A timd paw tapping on the door snapped Auny fromhis reverie with a start.

It was Ragear and Mangefur, his scavengers. They slunk into the room each
trying to hide behind the other, knowing that the poor results of their search
were likely to incur the Chiefs wath. Their assunption was correct.

Cuny's bal eful eye watched themas his long flexible tail sorted through the
paltry offerings which had dropped fromtheir claws. A few dead beetles, two
| arge earthworms, some unidentifiable vegetation and the pitiful carcass of a
| ong- dead sparr ow.

Cluny smled at Ragear and Mangef ur
Wth a sigh of relief they grinned back at him The Chief was in a good nood.

At |ightning speed the big rat's claws shot out, and grabbed them both cruelly
by the ears. The stupid henchrats yow ed piteously as they were lifted bodily
fromthe floor and swung to and fro. In a fit of rage, C uny bashed their
heads together. Half senseless, they were hurled towards the doorway, with his
angry words ringing in their skulls. "Beetles, worns, rotten sparrows! Get ne
nmeat. Tender, young, red neat! Next time you bring ne rubbish like this, 'l
spit the pair of you and have you roasted in your own juice. |Is that clear?"

Mangef ur pointed an accusing claw at his conpanion. "Please, Chief, it was
Ragear's fault. If we'd gone across the fields instead of up the road—

"Don't believe that big fat liar, Chief. 't was hi mwho suggested going up the
road, not ne—=

"Cet out!"”

The scavengers dashed off, bunping clunsily into each other with panic as they
tried to get through the door together. Cuny slunped back on the bed and
snorted inpatiently.

Frogbl ood and Scunmose were next to report.

They bore news that cheered Cluny up sonewhat. They'd obtained over a hundred
new recruits, mainly rats but with a good scattering of ferrets and weasels,
and the odd stoat. There had been sone who needed convi nci ng. These had been
press-ganged by a savage beating from Frogbl ood, coupled with the threat of



horri bl e death. They were soon convinced that the wi sest course was to enli st
in Cuny's horde. Gthers were hungry nomads, only too willing to join up with
t he i nfamous O uny. They were greedy for plunder and booty and pl eased to be
on what they were sure would be the winning side. Lined up in the churchyard,
the recruits were supplied with weaponry by Redtooth and Darkcl aw. | npassively
they stood in ranks awaiting the Warlord's in--spection

C uny nodded his approval. Scurvy rats, hungry ferrets, sly weasels, bad
stoats - exactly what he needed.

"Read "emthe articles, Redtooth," he snapped.

Redt oot h swaggered back and forth on the churchyard paving as he recited the
formula fromnmenory. "Right, eyes front. You're in the service of Cluny the

Scourge now, me buckoes! Desert and you'll be killed. Retreat and you're under
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sentence of death. Disobey and you'll die. I'm Redtooth, C uny's nunber-one
rat. You will obey the word of your captains. They take orders fromne. | take

orders from d uny, renmenber that. Now, if any one, two, or a group, or even
all of you together want to try and beat Cuny and |lead the horde, this is
your chance."

Wt hout warning, Cuny charged headlong into the new recruits, |ashing out
wildly with his scourging tail. He bowed themleft, right, and center with
his massive strength. Baring his teeth and slitting his eye, he whipped
fiercely away until they fell back and scattered in disorder, hiding behind
gravestones. Cluny threw back his head and roared with |aughter

"No guts, eh? Ha, it's just as well! | don't want dead 'uns on ny claws before
| find a proper battle for you to fight. And make no m stake, when the right
time comes I'Il see you fight, aye, and die too. Now, raise your weapons and

let's see if you know who your master is."

A motley collection of evil-Iooking inplenments was franed by the cloudl ess sky
as wild cries rang out fromthe new y-inducted recruits.

"Cd uny, duny, duny the Scourge!"

Abbot Mortinmer and Constance the badger neandered through the grounds
together. Both creatures were deep in thought. Had they spoken and voi ced
their thoughts, they would have nmentioned the same subject, the safety of

Red- wal |

Down | ong ages the beautiful old Abbey had stood for happi ness, peace and

refuge to all. Diligent nice tended the neat little vegetabl e patches which
every season gave forth an abundance of fresh produce: cabbages, sprouts,
marrows, turnips, peas, carrots, tomatoes, lettuces and onions, all in their

turn. Fl owerbeds, heady and fragrant with countless varieties of sumer bl oons
fromrose to hunbl e dai sy, were planted by the m ce and husbanded by the

har d-wor ki ng bee folk, who in their turn rewarded Redwall with plentiful
supplies of honey and beeswax.

The two friends wandered onwards, past the pond. Early-norning sunlight
glinted off the water, throwing out ripples fromthe fish caught by the
overni ght lines which were baited and left to drift each evening by Brother
Al f. Ahead of themlay the berry-hedges - raspberry, blackberry, bilberry -
and the strawberry patch where every August sleepy baby creatures could be
seen, their stomachs full after eating the pick of the crop. Gradually they



made their way around the big old chestnut trees into the orchard. This was
the Abbot's favorite spot. Many a leisurely nap had he taken on sunny
afternoons with the aroma of ripening fruit hovering in his
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whi skers: appl es, pears, quince, plums, danmsons, even a vine of wild grape on
the warmred stone of a south-facing wall. O d Mdther Nature's blessing |ay
upon a haven of warm friendliness.

Now with the threat of Cuny upon Redwall, the two old friends assessed the
beaut eous bounty of their |ifel ong abode. Sweet birdsong on the still air
ringed Constance's heart with sorrow and regret that this peaceful existence
woul d soon pass. G uffly she snuffled deep in her throat, blinking off a

t hreateni ng teardrop. The Abbot sensed his conpanion's distress. He patted the
badger's rough coat with a gentle paw

"There, there, old girl. Don't fret. Many tinmes in our history has tragedy
been forestalled by miracul ous happenings."

Constance grunted in agreenent, not wi shing to disillusion her trusting old
friend. Deep within her she knew a dark shadow was casting itself over the

Abbey. Furthernore, it was happening in the present, not in bygone days of

fabl ed deeds.

Matt hi as seated hinmself to an early breakfast in Cavern Hol e: nutbread, apples
and a bow of fresh goatsm|lk. Cornflower, along with other woodl and creatures
granted sanctuary, was sleeping in makeshift quarters provided by the good
mce of Redwall. Matthias felt that he had grown up overnight. Duty was a
mantl e that he had taken willingly upon his shoulders. If there were a threat
to Redwall fromoutside it nust be dealt with. The mice of Redwal |l were
peaceful creatures, but that nust not be taken as a sign of weakness. Stolidly
he munched away as he confronted the probl em

"Eat heartily, Matthias. No point in facing trouble on an enpty stomach. Feed
t he body, nourish the mind."

The young nmouse was surprised to see that ol d Brother Methusel ah had been
wat ching him his eyes twi nkling behind the curious spectacles he invariably
wore. The anci ent nmouse sat dawn at the breakfast table with a small groan

"Don't | ook so surprised, young one. Your face is an open book to one of ny
years."

Matt hi as drained the last of the mlk fromhis bow, w ping creamfromhis
whi skers with the back of a paw. "G ve ne

your advice, Brother Methusel ah,” he said. "Wat would you do?"

The ol d mouse wrinkled his nose. "Exactly the same thing as you would - that
is, if I were younger and not so old and stiff"

Matthias felt he had found an ally. "You nean you would fight?"

Met husel ah rapped the table with a bony paw. "Of course | would. It's the only
sensi bl e course to take."

He paused and stared at Matthias in an odd nmanner. "Hmm y' know there's
somet hi ng about you, young feller. Did you ever hear the story of how Martin
the Warrior first cane to Redwal | ?"



Matt hi as | eaned forward eagerly. "Martin! Tell me, Brother, | love hearing
about the warrior nonk."

Met husel ah' s voice dropped to a secretive whisper. "It is witten in the great
chronicle of Redwall that Martin was very young to be such a warrior. He could
have been the sanme age as yourself, Mtthias. Like you, he was inpulsive and
had a great quality of youthful innocence about hi mwhen he first canme to our
Abbey. But it is also witten that in tines of trouble Martin had the gift of
a natural |eader, a command over others far superior to himin age and

experi ence. The chronicle says that they |looked to Martin as sone look to a
strong father."

Matt hi as was full of wondernent, but he could not help feeling puzzled. "Wy
do you tell all this to me, Brother Methusel ah?"

The ol d nmouse stood up. He stared hard at Matthias for a noment, then
turning, he shuffled slowy off. As he went, he called back over his shoul der
"Because, Matthias . . . because he was very |ike you!"

Bef ore the young mouse could question the old one further, die Joseph Bel
toll ed out a warning. Sandals flapping, Mitthias dashed out into the grounds,
nearly colliding with the Abbot and Constance, who, |ike everyone el se, were
beadi ng for the gatehouse.

Brot hers Rufus and George had an incident to report. A large evil-looking rat,
covered in tattoos and carrying a rusty
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cutlass, had turned up at the gate. He had tried to gain entry by pretending
he was injured. Linping about, the rat explained that he had been in a hay
cart that overturned into the ditch. Wuld they cone with himand render
assistance to his friends, many of whom were |ying trapped beneath the cart,
crying out for hel p?

Brot her Rufus was no fool. "How many rats were traveling in the cart
al t oget her ?" he asked.

"Ch, a couple of hundred," cane the glib reply.

Then why, reasoned Brother Rufus, did the rats not give aid to their own
conpani ons? Surely all two hundred were not trapped? The rat evaded the
guesti on and made a great show of rubbing his injured leg. Could they not take
himin and dress his wound and perhaps give hima bite to eat at |east?

Brot her George agreed, on condition that the rat surrender his weapon.

The rat made as if to do so, then suddenly lunged at Brother George, only to
be sent sprawing by a blow from Brother Rufus's staff. Realizing that he was
up agai nst two big, competent mce who would stand no nonsense, he becane
abusi ve and bad- nout hed.
"Ha! Just you wait, mce," he raged. "There's a whole army of us canped down
in the church. When 1 tell Cuny how you treated me, ho ho, just wait, that's
all. W'll be back, by the fang we will." Wth that he slunk off, cursing al
m ce.



The grimnews was digested in silence by the assenbled creatures. Ms.

Chur chmouse began sobbing. "Ch dearie me. Did you hear that, m dear? They nust
be living in our home at St. Ninian's Church. Onh, whatever shall we do? Qur
dear little home, full of dreadful rats."

M. John Churchnouse tried to confort his wife as best he could. "There,
t here, hush now, Mssus. Better to |l ose a house than | ose our lives. A good
job we got sanctuary here at Red wall."

"But what about the other creatures in the area?" cried Matthias.
"Sensi bl e nouse, " said Constance. "lIs Anbrose Spike
46

anywhere about? He'd better do the rounds and tell themto take sanctuary here
at the Abbey as quickly as possible. Spike' 11 come to no harm Once he curls
up, there's nothing can touch him"

This idea was greeted with enthusiasm Brother AIf went off to find the
hedgehog.

The Abbot suggested they all go inside the Abbey and await further
devel opnents. Matthias piped up again, "We'd best nount a guard on the walls."

One of the older mice, Sister Cenmence, chided Matthias as an upstart. Her
voi ce was stern and condescendi ng. "Novice Matthias, you will be silent and do
as your Abbot conmands."

Mich to everyone's surprise, the Abbot cane to Matthias's defense. "One
nmonent, Cl emence, Mtthias speaks sense. Let us hear what he has to say. W
are none of us too old to learn."

Al eyes were turned on the young nouse as Matthias heard hinself boldly
outline his plans for the defense of Redwall.

It was el even o' clock on that glorious June norning. Mss-flower Wod and the
meadowl ands stirred to the brazen voice of the great Joseph Bell. John

Chur chmouse heaved on the bellrope as he had been told to by Constance and
Mat t hi as.

Bong! Booml Bong! Boom Even the small creatures in wood and field who could
under stand no | anguage save their own knew what it neant. "Tine of danger
pl ace of sanctuary."

Carryi ng what sinple bel ongi ngs they needed, wood-Ilanders and their famlies
hurried fromfar and near to gain the safety of the Abbey before the storm of
C uny broke upon diem- squirrels, mce, voles, noles, otters, all save the
birds of the air, who were safe anyway. Up the long dusty road they cane,

not hers protectively herding young ones while fathers provided a rearguard.

Br ot her Met husel ah stood at the gate with the Abbot. He translated fully to
each group of creatures the Abbot's nessage, in turn construing back to the
Fat her Abbot their grateful thanks with pledges of help and loyalty to Redwall
Abbey. For what creature had not been freely given the aid
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and speci al know edge of the kindly mce? All knew that they owed their very
exi stence to the Abbot and his community. Healing, aid, food, shelter and good



advice were granted to all. Now was the tinme to unite and repay, to give any
hel p that was possible. Before much | onger Redwall would require the skills
and knowl edge of all its woodland allies. They would be gratefully given!

Matt hi as and Constance stood on top of the high perinmeter walls, watching the
road. It was noon, and the sun shone directly overhead. Despite the heat,
Matt hi as had ordered all the mice to put on their hoods. It served a double
purpose, to shield their eyes fromthe sun and create a canoufl age effect.
Silently each one stood, armed with a stout staff. The high red sandstone
walls were far too lofty to be scaled by any normal creature. Instinctively
Matt hi as knew this was a good defense and a form dabl e deterrent.

Const ance coul d feel her hackles beginning to prickle. She sniffed the air and
shivered despite the heat that shimrered in waves across the meadow ands. The
bi g badger nudged WMatt hi as.

"Listen to that."

Matt hi as pricked up his ears and | ooked at her, questioning.

"Even the biros have stopped singing,"” Constance said quietly.
The young mouse gripped his staff tighter. "Yes, it's the silence we can hear
The grasshoppers have gone quiet."

Const ance peered down the road as she spoke. "Strange for a sumer day, little
friend."

Bong!

Every creature standing on the ranparts twitched with fright as the Ioud voice
of the Joseph Bell rang out, and John Churchnmouse shouted from his position
high in the belfry, "They're comi ng, down the road! | can see them | can see
them "

10

Cuny's arny halted at the sound of the Joseph Bell, As the dust settled,
Fangbum | ooked to his | eader for approval

"They're ringing that big bell again. Chief. Ha! ha! Maybe they think it'lI
frighten us off."

The Warlord's eye rested balefully on his scout. "Shut your nouth, fool. If
you' d done as | ordered and cone right back to report, the way Cheeset hi ef
did, we mght have been inside that Abbey by now "

Fangburn slunk back into the ranks. He hoped Cuny had forgotten, but C uny
rarely forgot anything on a campaign. The el enent of surprise had been |ost -
now he must try another ploy, the show of force. The nere sight of a fully
arnmed horde had worked before, and he had little doubt it would prove
effective now Odinary peaceful creatures were usually panic-stricken at the
sight of Cluny the Scourge at die head of his army. The rat was a cunni ng
general , except die times when his mad rage took control of him but what need
of berserk fits for a bunch of silly mce?

G uny knew the value of fear as a weapon.

And C uny was a fearsone figure.



H s | ong ragged bl ack cl oak was made of batwi ngs, fastened at the throat with
a nole skull. The i mense war hel met he wore had the plumes of a blackbird and
the horns of a stag beetle adorning it. From beneath the slanted visor his one
eye glared viciously out at the Abbey before him
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Matt hi as's voi ce rang out sharp and clear fromthe high parapet, "Halt! Who
goes there?"

Redt oot h swaggered forward and took up the challenge in his Chiefs nanme, as he
call ed back up at the walls, "Look well, all creatures. This is the mghty
horde of Cuny the Scourge. My nane is Redtooth. | speak for Cuny our

| eader. "

Constance's reply was harsh and unafraid, "Then speak your piece and begone,
rats. "

Si I ence hung upon the air while Redtooth and Cluny held a whispered
conference. Redtooth returned to the walls.

"Cuny the Scourge says he will not deal with badgers, he will only speak with
the | eaders of the mice. Let us in, so that ny Chief may sit and talk to your
Chi ef . "

Redt oot h dodged back as his request was greeted by how s of derision and sone
| oose pieces of masonry fromthe ramparts. These plunmp little mce were not as
peaceful as they first | ooked.

The rats | ooked to duny, but he was eyeing the Abbot who had joi ned Constance
and Matthias. They appeared to be consulting quietly. Cuny watched tensely.
There seened to be sone di sagreenment between the old mouse and his two

advi sers. They conferred awhile; then Matthias came forward to the parapet. He
pointed at Cluny and Redtooth with his staff.

"You there, and you also. My Abbot will talk with you both. The rest nust
remai n outside."”

A runbl e of protest fromthe horde was silenced by a crack fromdduny's tail.
He lifted his visor.

"W agree, mouse, let us in."
"But what about hostages for safe conduct?" hissed Red-tooth.

C uny spat contenptuously. "Don't talk fool's talk. D you inmagine a | oad of
mce in funny robes could take nme captive?"

Redt oot h ghawed anxiously on a split claw. "Maybe not, Chief, but have you
cast a weat her eye over that badger?"

C uny answered quietly out of the side of his mouth, "Don't worry, |'ve been
wat ching her. A real big country bunpkin. No, these are mce of honor, they'd
sooner die than break their word to anyone. You leave this to ne."

As Cluny and Redtooth nade for the gatehouse door
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Const ance shouted, "Put down your weapons, rats. Throw off your arnor to show



us that you cone in peace."

Redtooth spluttered angrily. "Hell's teeth! Who does that one think she's
ordering around?"

C uny shot hima warning glance. "Quiet. Do as she says."

Both rats took off their arnor and placed it in a pile on the road. Matthias
cried domn to Cuny, "If you really are Cluny the Scourge, then we know of
your tail. It is a weapon. Therefore you will knot it tightly around your
wai st so that it cannot be used.”

C uny laughed mirthlessly. He squinted at Matthias and cracked his tai
dramatical ly.
"Young nouse,"” he called. "You do right to ask this thing, for truly you are
| ooking at Cluny the Scourge."

Havi ng said this he took his tail in his claws, and pulled the poison war
spike fromits rip. Tossing it on the arnor pile, Cluny hitched his tail in a
knot around his middle.

"Now wi || you let us in, .mce? You can see we are unarned."”

Ponderously the heavy gate inched open. The two rats passed through a
bristling forest of staves. The gate slamred shut behind t hem

Cluny nmentally estimated the walls to be of inmmense thickness as he and

Redt oot h, ducking their heads, energed fromthe tunnel-like arch into the
Abbey grounds, where Constance and Matthias were waiting in the sunlight. The
defenders followed the two rats closely, nmenacing themw th staves.

Matt hi as rapped out a curt command, "Leave us, mice. Go back to your duties on
the wall."

Unhappy at | eaving the Abbot unguarded, the mice hesitated to obey the order
to withdraw. O uny addressed Matthias scornfully, "Here, nouse, watch ne shift
D

Suddenly he whirl ed upon the apprehensive creatures. The single eye rolled
madly in its socket as Cuny bared claws and fangs, snarling, "Ha harr! 1've
got a powerful hunger for nmice! You d best get aloft on those walls. Ha harr!"

Cluny leaped into the air. The mice scattered in panic.

Const ance stopped the proceedings with a loud angry bark. "Here now Enough of
that, rat. You are here to talk with the Abbot. Get along with you."

Matt hi as was gl ad he was wal ki ng behind the rats; he blushed with shanme. C uny
had sent the defenders scattering like butterflies in a whirlw nd. Matthias
was furious; the enemy now knew he was dealing with untrained and untested
sol di ers.

As the party wal ked towards Cavern Hole, Cluny could sense hostility enmanating
fromthe young nmouse who flip-flopped behind himin overlarge sandals. Strange
for one so young to be counted as a captain, he thought. Mreover, the little
fellow didn't seemto fear him Ah, but enough of that. Cuny would deal with
hi m when the tinme came. Meanwhile, the big rat gazed about his surroundings in
secret admiration. What an astoundi ng pl ace!



He all owed hinself a peek at the future. One day this would be called Cluny's
Castle. He liked the sound of that. Secure fromattack, living off the fat of
the land, in his mind's eye he sawit all: those m ce and the woodl and
creatures enslaved, living just to serve him He would hold sway as far as the
eye coul d see; power; an end to his rovings; a dream cone true; King C uny!

Entering the Abbey, the party stopped to make way for a pretty little
fiel dnouse bearing a tray.

"Ch, Matthias," she said. "I've brought sone refreshnents for you and—=
"Thank you, Cornflower. Put them down on the table," said Matthias abruptly.

Redt oot h nudged d uny. "Cornflower, eh. Satan's nose, she's a pretty little
one for you!"

Cuny remained silent. He stood insolently watching Cornflower set the table
in Cavern Hole. A pretty one indeed!

The Abbot indicated chairs. They all sat except Cuny, who | ounged agai nst the
table using the chair as a footstool. He glared at Redtooth until he stood and
wai ted al ongside his Chief. Idly Cuny picked up a bow of honeyed m |k and
sampled it.

Sl op! He spat it out on the floor

The Abbot folded his paws into the wi de sleeves of his habit and stared
i npassively at the Warlord. "Wat do you want at Redwal | Abbey, ny son?"
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C uny kicked the chair over and | aughed madly. As the echoes died around the
roomhis face went grim

"Your son, ha. That's a good one! 1'll tell you what | want, nouse. | want it
all. The lot. Everything. Do you hear ne?"

Matthias's chair clattered on its side as he sprang forward, breaking free
fromthe restraining paws of the Abbot.

"Listen, rat, you don't scare nme! 1'll give you our answer. You get not hing!
Now do you understand that?"

Shaking with fury, Matthias allowed hinmself to be pulled back on to the chair.
The Abbot turned to d uny.

"You must forgive Matthias. He is young and headstrong. Now, as to your

proposal, | amafraid it is out of the question. Should you or your arny
requi re nedical attention, food, clothing or help upon your way, you will find
us only too willing to assist—=

Cluny interrupted rudely by pounding upon the table until die Abbot was
silenced. He pointed a claw at Redtooth.

"Read themthe articles."”

Redtooth held up a tattered parchnment. He cleared his throat. "These are the
articles of surrender to be obeyed by all creatures who cone under the claw of
C uny the Scourge or any of his comranders. One: surrender will be total and
uncondi tional. Two: Cuny will execute the |eaders of all who choose to oppose



him Three: all property conquered will belong solely to Cuny the Scourge.
Thi s includes honmes, food, crops, land and additionally all creatures dwelling
on said property: they shall be owned by d uny—=

Thwack!

Redtooth got no further. Unable to contain hinmself, Matthias sent his staff
ripping through the mddle of the articles. As the torn docurment fluttered to
the floor, Redtooth |aunched hinself at Matthias with a snarl

The rat was actually in midair when a huge blunt paw knocked himflat. He lay
stunned with Constance standing over him

"Why pick on a small mouse? Surely a big strong rat |like you can deal with an
ol d badger? Cone on, try nme for size."

It was only the tinely intervention of Abbot Mortimer that saved Redtooth's
life. ."Constance, would you please let the rat up? Mich as |
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would Iike to see himget his just desserts, you nust remenber we cannot break
the Iaw of hospitality in our Abbey."

Redt oot h staggered shakily to his feet, backing warily away fromthe badger
Cl uny spoke as if nothing had occurred, "You, Abbot nmouse, you have unti
tomorrow evening to give ne your answer."

Not normally given to anger, the Abbot stared Cluny in the eye, his face a
mask of cold fury.

"I will not need until tonmorrow, rat. You can have my answer now. How dare you
cone here with your robber band to read articles of death and slavery to me? 1
tell you that neither you nor your army will ever set paw or claw inside Red
wal I, not while 1 or any of my creatures have breath in our bodies to fight
and resist you. That is ny solem word."

C uny sneered and turned on his heel. Followed by Red-tooth, he stanped out.
On the stairs between Cavern Hole and Great Hall he stopped and turned, his
col d voi ce echoing between both chanbers, "Then die, all of you: every nale,
femal e, and young one. You have refused ny terns. Now you will suffer the

puni shment of Cluny. You will beg on your knees for death to come swiftly, but
| shall nmake your torment |oud and | ong before you diel"

It was then that Constance did something that creatures would speak of in
years to come

Exerting the full strength of a fermal e badger, she lifted the nassive Cavern
Hole dining table. It was a huge solid oaken thing that no dozen nice could
even nmove. Dishes clattered and food spilled as Constance heaved the table

above her head. Her voice was a roar. "Get out, rats! Leave this Abbey! |'m
weary of your voices. Hurry before 1 break the laws of hospitality and ask the
Abbot's pardon later. Go, while you still have skulls."

Wth the best grace he could rmuster, Cuny wal ked rather quickly up the
stairs, followed by Redtooth, who | aughed nervously. "Big country bunpkin, eh
Chief ? One nore word from you back there and she'd have thrown that table and
crushed us."

Remenbering who it was that he had spoken to in this



i nsol ent fashion, Redtooth cringed, expecting Cluny to deal hima blow for
i mpudence. But not hi ng happened.

G uny was standing transfixed.

Oblivious to all about him even Matthias and the Abbot who had foll owed him
out, Cluny stood staring at the tapestry.

"Who is that nouse?" he gasped.

Matthias followed the direction of the rat's gaze. He wal ked to the tapestry
wi th his paw outstretched.

"Do you nean this nouse?"
C uny nodded dunbly.

Matt hias, still with his paw outstretched, declared proudly, "This is Martin
the Warrior. He founded our Order, and I'll tell you sonething else, rat.
Martin was the bravest nouse mat ever lived. If he were here today he'd just
take up his big sword and send you and all your bullies packing. Those of you
he didn't chop up into crow neat."

Mich to everyone's surprise, Cuny allowed hinmself to be shown out. He was
like one in a daze all the way back to the gatehouse.

A hush fell over the mice on guard as Cluny and Redtooth were let out on to
the road. Swiftly, the horde gathered around the Warlord and his |ieutenant.
They awaited orders. Deputizing for Cuny, Redtooth called out, "Formup. Back
.to die church, everyone."

C uny marched automatically, shaking his head in disbelief.

Martin the Warrior. The nouse who pursued himthrough his nightmares. \Wat did
it nmean?

As Redtooth marched away, a voice hailed himfromthe wall. He turned and

| ooked upwards. The torn articles - the parchnent wapped around a fistful of
rotting vegetables -splattered in his face. Livid with rage he clawed the foul
mess fromhis eyes and saw Constance | eaning over the parapet with a w cked
grin of delight on her striped nmuzzle.

The badger shouted nmockingly, "Don't forget to call again, rat. 1'd be
delighted to see you. W've got sone unfinished business that |I'm | ooking
forward to settling. Just you and ne, Redtooth!"

Before the rat could reply, she had vani shed from sight.
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Later that evening Brother AlIf was patrolling his stretch of wall when he
noticed a novenment in the ferns at the edge of Mssflower Wod. Constance and
Matt hi as were sunmoned hastily. They peered over the parapet. Brother Alf

pointed to where he had seen the ferns moving.

"Over there, to the right of that aspen. Look, they're noving again."



Matt hi as had better nocturnal vision than either of his friends. He was the
first to recognize the forlorn figure that rolled on to the grass.

"I't's Anbrose Spike. He's hurt. Quick, let's get down there."
"Hold fast," Constance warned. "It may be a trap,"

Matt hi as was loth to hang about while a creature was lying injured within his
sight, but he had to heed his friend' s advice. There just mght be some of
Cuny's rats lying in anbush for any creature that ventured into the shadowy
fringes of Mssflower. However, Matthias was grow ng inpatient.

"W can't |eave poor Ambrose lying out there, Constance. He'll die. W' ve got
to do something."

The badger sat down with her snout between her paws. "Yes, we've got to think
Anyone got an idea?"

The two mice joined her. Hardly had Matthias sat down when he | eaped up agai n.
"I"ve got it. Stay here. I'Il be back in a tick!"

Brother AIf watched the little figure flip-flopping off. He
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gave a sigh and shook his head. "What do you suppose our Matthias is up to?"

The badger sniled affectionately. More and nore she was coming to trust
Matthias's natural skill as a |eader and tactician. "Don't fret, Brother Alf.
Whatever it is, you can bet your habit it'll be an original Mtthias gem That
young nmouse has got nmore in his head than a pile of acorns.”

Brother AIf |ooked out at the still formin the grass. "It may be too | ate.
Anbrose isn't even tw tching. Look, he's not rolled up in a ball anynore."

Furt her specul ation was curtailed by the appearance of Matthias. Wth himwere
hal f a dozen nol es.

Their | eader gl anced out at the hedgehog. He scratched sone hasty cal cul ati ons
on the wall with his claw, then turned to Matthias. "G | think we can get yon
' edgepi g back, sur. You' mget us outen the gate and stan' watch."

Turning to his team the Forenole (for that was his official title) began

di scussing tunnel width, coupled with reverse prickle drag, forward traction
and all the other specialist details that are routine to the average qualified
t unnel - nol e.

Mat t hi as whi spered to Constance and Brother A f, "Fore-nmpole and his crew are
first class at rescue work. They've often rescued burrowers from cave-ins. Al
we have to do is stand guard by the south-east w cket gate until they're

saf el y back."

"Right. What are we waiting for? Let's go," said the badger

Silently they slid outside the small green-painted iron door. Matthias
straining his eyes anxiously to see if there were any signs of life in the
hedgehog. He still lay about a hundred and fifty nouse paces from where they
st ood.



The nol es unravel ed a rope sling. Forenole stood watching as two of his team
started the dig.

Matt hi as | ooked on in wonderment. One ninute they were above ground, a nonent
|ater there was a veritable shower bf | oam and topsoil as they vani shed
beneath the earth: nature's own technicians.

In a trice they were back, nobist snouts poking fromthe excavation. They nade
their ground report to Forenole.

"Harr, he'm be noice an' soft, sur. Baint no rock nor root to stop us'ns,
straight furrer we'm a-thinking."
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Satisfied, Forenole noved towards the test hole with the rest of his team
"G'll dig ahead, you' m woiden workin's. Gaffer and Marge, foller up
a-shorin."” He tugged his snout respectfully to Matthias and Constance. "You' m
gennel beast bide by 'ere '"til us back."

Anot her qui ck shower of soft dark earth and the noles were lost to view
beneath the ground surface.

Constance sniffed the breeze as Matthias turned his ears to the nighttine
woodl and sounds. They watched the ground hunping into a continuous hillock
that progressed farther as the nmoles tunnel ed towards Anmbrose Spi ke. The ni ght
remai ned calmand still, but Mtthias and Constance stayed alert, both know ng
if they failed to observe this rudinmentary | aw of nature, the penalty could be
fatal .

Matthias did a little shuffle of excitenment. "Look, they've cone up right
under poor old Anbrose! My word, what splendid noles. Good heavens, he's
vani shed conpl etely! They nust have himinside the tunnel."

In a surprisingly short time the tunnelers were back. Emerging fromthe hole,
they carried the hedgehog in the rope sling across their backs, refusing any
hel p fromthe badger or the nouse. Forenole nmerely tugged his snout.

"Nay, nay, you uns on'y get yer paws durted."

As swiftly as possible Anbrose was hurried to the Abbey infirmary and sick
bay. He was attended by the Abbot hinself. A hasty diagnosis reveal ed that the
hedgehog was suffering froma |long jagged wound that ran fromthe back of his
ear to the tip of his paw. Brother A f nodded sympathetically.

"That's probably what caused old Anbrose to pass out. Pain and | oss of bl ood.
He nust have traveled a fair way in that condition. D you think he'll Iive,
Fat her Abbot ?"

The Abbot chuckled quietly. He cleaned the long ugly wound and applied a

poul tice of herbs. "No cause for alarm Brother Al f. Anbrose Spike is made of
| eat her and needl es. Tough as a boulder, this old ruffian is. Look, he's

begi nning to come around al ready."

Sure enough, after some peculiar grunts and much curling
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and uncurling, the hedgehog opened his eyes and | ooked about. "Ch ny aching
ear. Father Abbot, you wouldn't see a poor son of the Spike suffering |like



this without a drop of last Cctober's nutbrown ale to wet his parched gullet,"
he pl eaded.

Al the creatures |aughed aloud with delight and relief at seeing their old
friend alive and well once again.

Matt hi as was astoni shed at the anount of nutbrown ale that Anmbrose supped
bef ore he deened himself fit enough to make a report. The hedgehog smacked his
[ips noisily.

"Aaaahhh, that's better. Now, let ne see. | did as you asked nme, gave as many
creatures fair warning as | could. The Joseph Bell helped a great deal to warn
everyone. Well, to cut a long story short, it nust have been near noon when
stopped at Vole Bank. | told the Voles the bad news, and blow nme if that
little ninny Colin Vole didn't go to shrieking and screami ng all over the
place as to howthey'd all be murdered in their beds. Believe nme, there was no
way of silencing the daft young thing. Anyhow, his noise must have alerted a
pack of those rats who were out foraging. Before you could say 'knife' they
were upon us. There was such a gang of themthat | couldn't do anything, | had
to curl up. They carried off young Colin and his num and dad, but try as they
woul d there was no | aying claws on Anbrose Spi ke, no sir. Then one of them had
a goat me with a point of an iron churchyard railing. Stabbed away at ne, the
devil did. They reckoned | was dead. Said | was too spiky to eat, so they

dragged the Vole famly off and | lay still until the coast was clear. | made
it as far as Mossflower and that's all | can renmenber. Er, is there any nore
left in that jug? This wound's giving me jip. | need ale for nedicina

pur poses, Father Abbot."

Mat t hi as groaned and hung his head in despair. The Vole famly taken captive;
death or slavery was all the wetched creatures could | ook forward to.

Enbol dened by the rescue of the hedgehog, Matthias was about to suggest that
he and Constance, together with sone hand-pi cked hel pers, venture to undertake
a rescue mission to St. Ninian's Church. It was as if the Abbot and Constance
both read his thoughts at the
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same time. Abbot Mrtiner sighed and shook his head at Matthias. The badger
was nore vol ubl e.

"Matthias, forget it. Abandon any hopes you have of snatching the Vole famly
fromunder duny's nose. Imagine it, a few of us going up agai nst severa
hundred arned rats in their own canp. Ridiculous. A fat ot of good we'd be as
defenders of Redwall with our heads fixed to Cluny's standard. Matthi as,
you're a very brave young nouse, so please try to set an exanple to the rest
by not beconing a foolish or dead one."

On reflection, Matthias could see the wi sdom of the badger's counsel. Long
after they had all retired for the night he sat up thinking. A hundred nmad

i deas pounded through his brain, each one wilder than the last. Feeling at a
| oss, he wandered up into Geat Hall and stood in front of the tapestry.

Wt hout consciously realizing it, he found hinself talking to Martin the
Warri or.

"Ch Martin, what would you have done in my place? | know that I'monly a young
nouse, a novice, not even a proper Redwall nenber yet, but once you were young
too. | know what you woul d have done. You'd have buckl ed on your arnor, picked
up your mighty sword, gone down to that church and battled with the rats unti
they rel eased the Vol es or perished beneath your blade. But alas, those days
are gone. | have no magic sword to aid ne, only the advice of mny elders and



betters, to which | nust listen."

Matt hi as sat down upon the cool stone floor. He gazed longingly up at Martin
the Warrior, so proud, so brave. Wat a dashing figure he cut. Looking back
down to hinself in his baggy green robes and oversized sandals, Matthias felt
hot tears of shame and frustration spilling fromhis eyes and dripping on his
young whi skers. Unable to stop hinself, he wept freely. The soft touch of a
gentl e paw on his back caused himto | ook around. It was Cornfl ower.

Mat t hi as wi shed he were dead!
He quickly turned his face away, knowi ng she could see his tears.
"Cornfl ower, please go away," Matthias sobbed

The little fiel dmuse, howeverf would not go. She sat down on the floor next
to Matthias. Taking the edge of her

pi naf ore she softly wi ped away his tears. For such a shy little nobuse she had
quite a bit to say.

"Matthias, don't be ashamed, | know why you cry and grieve. It is because you
are kind and good, not a hard-hearted pitiless rat like Cuny. Please listen
to ne. Even the strongest and bravest nust sonetines weep. It shows they have
a great heart, one that can feel conpassion for others. You are brave,
Matt hi as. Al ready you have done great things for one so young. | amonly a
sinmple country-bred fiel dnouse, but even | can see the courage and | eadership
in you. A burning brand shows the way, and each day your flame grows brighter
There is none |ike you, Matthias. You have the sign of greatness upon you. One
day Redwall and all the land will be indebted to you. Matthias, you are a true
Warrior."

Matthias, with his eyes dry and his head held high, stood up; he felt hinself
stand taller than he ever had. He hel ped Cornflower to her feet and bowed to
her .

"Cornfl ower, how can | ever thank you for what you have said? You too are a
very special nouse. It is late now. Go and get sone rest. | think | will stay
here a while longer."

The fiel dnouse untied her headband. It was her favorite one, pale yellow
bordered with the cornflowers after which she was naned. She tied it to
Matthias's arm the right one, just above the elbow. A mmiden's colors for her
chanpi on warri or.

Silently she crept off. Matthias could feel his heart beating against his
chest. He spoke to the inmage of Martin.

"Thank you, Warrior. You spoke to ne through Cornflower. You gave ne the sign
that | asked of you."
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At the Church of St. N nian, Cuny sat in the weckage of what had once been a
pul pit. Redtooth, Darkclaw, Cheesethief, and Fangburn | ounged about at his
feet on old burst hassocks. Cluny was in one of his strange npods again. He
showed little interest in the captive Vole famly, merely ordering that they
be kept under guard until he found tine to deal with them Most of his arny



slept in the choir loft or the lady chapel. The rest were posted on sentry
duty outsi de.

Cautiously, his captains watched the Warlord. Cuny 's long tail sw shed
restlessly, the single eye stared at a carved eagle holding the rotting
lectern on its outspread wi ngs. Wat thoughts occupied the dark devious nind
of Cuny the Scourge? Finally he | ooked up and spoke.

"Go and get Shadow. Bring himhere to ne.

Dar kcl aw and Fangburn scurried off to obey the conmand. Silently the others
waited, their eyes glinting in evil anticipation

The Chief had a plan. Like all of his schenmes it would be cunningly sinple and
wi ckedly brilliant. There was no better general than Cuny when it cane to
strategy.

Shadow had been with Cuny for nmany years. Nobody was sure if he was rat or
weasel, or even a bit of both. He was very lithe and wiry, and his |ong sinewy
body was covered in sleek, black far. There was no hint of another color in
his coat; it was blacker than moonless mdnight. H s eyes were
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strangely slanted, black w thout any brightness in them The eyes of Shadow
were |ike those of a dead thing.

He stood before duny, who had to strain his one eye agai nst the darkness of
the church to nmake sure he was really there.

"Shadow, is that you?"

The reply sounded |ike a whisper of wet silk across a smooth slate. "duny, |
am here. Why do you want Shadow?"

The captains shivered at the sound of the voice. duny |eaned forward. "D d
you see the walls of that Abbey today?"

"l was there. Shadow sees all."
"Tell me true. Could you clinmb thenP"

"No beast | know of could clinb those walls."

"Except you?"

"Except nme."

Cluny gestured with his tail. "Cone closer then. | will tell you what nust be
done. ™

Shadow sat on the top pulpit step. Cuny issued his orders. "You will clinb

the Abbey wall. Many sentries patrol the top of the wall. Take the utnpst
care. If you get captured, you are of no use to nme. There is no point in one
alone trying to attack the gatehouse and open the aoor. It is too well
guarded, so forget the gate."

Shadow gave no hint that Cuny had inadvertently read his m nd. He renai ned
noti onl ess as O uny continued, "Once you have scaled the wall, make for the
mai n Abbey door. Should it be | ocked for the night you will use all your skil



to open it without any noise. It is vital that you get inside. The first room
you will find yourself inis the main one. The mice call it Geat Hall. Walk
in, turn around, and on the left wall facing you is a |long tapestry covered in
pi ctures and designs. Now |listen carefully. In the bottomright-hand corner of
that tapestry is a picture of a nouse dressed in arnmor, |leaning on a big
sword. | want it! Cut it, ripit, or tear it out, but get it for ne. | mnust
have it! Don't cone back wi thout it, Shadow. "

Puzzl ement was witten on the faces of the four captains who had overheard the
orders.

A picture of a nmouse?
C uny had never been known as a collector of pictures.
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Fangburn whi spered to Cheesethief, "Wat use is a picture of a nouse to the
Chi ef ?"

C uny heard. He cane to the edge of the pulpit. Gasping the sides of the
| ectern he surveyed his small congregation |ike sone satanic m nister

"Ah, Brother Fangburn, let nme explain. | will tell you why it is that you and
all your kind will forever remain servants, while | shall always be the
master. Did you not see the faces of those mce today? The nmere nention of
Martin the Warrior sends theminto ecstasies. Don't you see, he is their
synmbol . Hi s nane neans the same to those mice as mne does to the horde: in a
different way maybe. Martin is sone sort of angel; |I'mthe opposite. Think for
a nonent. If anything were to happen to nme, you'd all be a | eaderless rabble,
a headl ess nmob. So, if the mice were to | ose their nost precious onen, the
picture of Martin, where would that |eave then"

Redt oot h sl apped his haunches. He rocked to and fro, sniggering with
uncontrol l ed gl ee.

"Brilliant, Chief, diabolical! They'd just be a crowm of terrified little nice
wi thout their wonderful Martin."

Cluny's tail banged down on the rotting lectern, smashing it into severa
fragnents.

"And that's when well strike!"
The powerful tail |ashed backwards, wrapping itself around Shadow s body. He

was dragged forward, face to face with his master. Cduny's rancid breath
bl asted i nto Shadow s face as he ground out each syll able.

"Bring that picture back here to nme. Do this, and your reward will be great
when | sit on the Abbot's chair in Redwall Abbey. But fail ne, and your
screanms will be heard far beyond the woodl and and neadows! ™"

C uny the Scourge had spoken

The sun's first rays flung wi de the gates of dawn. The inhabitants of Redwal |
were al ready up and about. After breakfast the Abbot issued daily orders. Al

t hose not enpl oyed defendi ng the Abbey woul d husband the crops and gather in
supplies for the larders in the event of a prolonged siege. Young otters
col l ected watercress and fished; Cornflower headed a party of mice to reap the
early cereal crops; nore youngsters tended di e sal ad gardens. The bri ght



sumer norni ng hunred to the bustle of industrious woodl anders.

Anbrose Spi ke, now sufficiently recovered, sat in the storeroomtaking stock
lots of nuts and preserved berries fromlast autumm; apples and pears aplenty.
Unfortunately, the hedge-Jiog could not check the cellars; Brother Ednund and
Friar Hugo had the only two keys. He licked his lips at the thought of barrels
of nutbrown ale, strong cider, creany stout and the little kegs - ah, the dear
little kegs! - full of elderberry wi ne, nulberry brandy, blackcurrant port and
wi | d grape sherry.

"Yurr, 'edgepig. Where'mus a-puttin' these roots an* dannylines? 'Asten up
t hey' mroi ght *eavy."

Anbrose sighed wistfully as he attended the two nol es staggering under a
bundl e of dandelions and tubers.

"Arr, 'old *emliddle taters steady, Bill. Yurr, tip 'emup,

More baby nol es. Anbrose pawed the bandage on his wound. A hedgehog's work was
never done.

64

Matt hi as and Constance stood in the cloisters. They had taken charge of weapon
trai ning. The woodl anders were each showing off their special skills. In nore
peaceful days, these skills had only been used at fairs and sporting contests,
but now, when the need arose, they would be used with nore deadly effect.

The otters carried bags of snoboth pebbles which they hurled fromvine slings
with great force and accuracy. G oups of fiel dnouse archers nocked thistledown
shafts to the strings of their |ongbows. Many a marauding bird had been driven
of f by these sane tiny archers. Bands of Redwall mice practiced at thrust and
parry with staves.

Bel ow t he wall on the Abbey grass Forenole directed his crew as they dug a
trench. This was lined with sharpened stakes by a solitary beaver. A system of
ropes and pulleys carried the baskets of stone and trench debris up to the
ranparts. Defenders piled it in heaps at the edge of the parapet.

Matt hi as took a group of Redwall mce to instruct in the use of the quarter
staff- he had discovered in hinself a natural skill with the | ong ash pole.
None of the mice had ever conmpeted in any type of violent sport; they were
awkward and timd. But as it was a personal choice between |earning cudgel and
wrestling from Constance or quarter staff from Matthias, to a nouse they had
opted for the latter.

Matt hi as found he had to be quite severe with them Accordingly, he dealt out

some hefty blows and hard falls to make the nore timd souls angry enough to
retaliate.

"Keep that head guarded, Brother Anthony!"

Thwack!

"I warned you, Brother! Now |l ook out, |I'mcomng after you again."
Thwack!

"No, no! Don't just stand there, Brother! Defend yourself! Ht out at ne."



Thwack, crack!

This time, Matthias sat down hard, rubbing dazedly at his sore head. Constance
chuckl ed.

"Well, Matthias, you' ve only yourself to blane. You asked Brother Anthony to
hit out at you and, ny word, he certainly
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obliged. I'lIl have to recruit himfor ny cudgel class! He shows prom se."

Matt hi as stood up, smiling ruefully. He rested on his staff. "Yes, he's very
strong, but | do wish that we had sone real weapons of war - swords and
daggers and such like. W won't kill many rats with wooden staves."

"Maybe not," the badger replied. "But you nust renmenber that we are here to
defend, not to attack or kill."

Matt hi as threw down his staff. He took a di pper of water from an oaken pail,
drinki ng deeply, then splashing the remains over his aching head.

"A wi se observation, Constance, but you try telling that to duny and his
horde. See how far you get."

Lunch that day was served out in the orchard. Matthias lined up with the other
wood| and creatures to collect his food: a bow of fresh nmlk, a hunk of
wheat en | oaf and sone goats-m |k cheese. Cornflower was serving. She gave
Matt hi as an extra | arge wedge of the cheese. He rolled up the sleeve of his
habit and pulled out the corner of her scarf.

"Look, Cornflower, a very close friend gave ne this |last night."

She | aughed at him "Get along, and eat your |lunch, warrior nouse, or |'ll
show you ny deadly aimwith a piece of this cheese."

Strolling through the dappl ed shade of the orchard, Matthias sought out old
Met husel ah. Sl unpi ng down beneath a danson tree, the young nouse nunched away
at his lunch. Methuselah was sitting with his back against the tree, his eyes
closed in an apparent doze. Wthout opening them he addressed Matthias. "How
goes the practice war, young stavemaster?"

Matt hi as wat ched sone of the tiny ants carrying off his fallen breadcrunbs as
he answered, "As well as possible, Brother Methusel ah. And how are your
studi es coni ng al ong?"

Met husel ah squi nted over the top of his spectacles. "Know edge is a thing that
one cannot have enough of. It is die fruit of wisdom to be eaten carefully
and digested fully, unlike that |lunch you are bolting down, little friend."
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Matt hi as set his food to one side. "Tell me, what know edge have you digested
lately, old one?"

Met husel ah took a sip from Matthias's nmilk bow. "Sometines | think you have a
very old head for such a young nouse. \Wat nore do you wi sh to know about
Martin the Varrior?"

Matt hi as | ooked surprised. "How did you know | was going to ask about Martin?"



Met husel ah wri nkl ed his nose. "How do the bee folk know there is pollen in a
flower? Ask away, young one, before | doze off again."

Matthi as hesitated a nonent, then blurted out, "Brother Methuselah, tell ne
where Martin lies buried.”

The ol d mouse chuckled drily. "Next you are going to ask ne where to find the
great sword of the warrior nouse."”

"B-but how did you know t hat?" stanmered Matt hi as.

The anci ent gatehouse-keeper shrugged his thin shoulders. "The sword must lie
buried with Martin. You would have little use for the dusty bones of a bygone
hero. A sinple deduction, even for one as old as | am"

"Then you know where the Warrior |ies?"

Met husel ah shook his head. "That is a thing no creature knows. For nmany | ong
years now | have puzzl ed and pored over ancient manuscripts, translating,
follow ng hidden trails, always with the same result: nothing. 1 have even
used ny gift of tongues, speaking to the bees and others who can go into

pl aces too small for us, but always it is the sane - runors, |egends and old
nouse tales.”

Matt hi as crumbl ed nore bread for the ants. "Then the Warrior's sword is only a
f abl e?"

Met husel ah | eaned forward indignantly. "Who said that? Did I ?"
"No, but you—=

"Bah! Nothing of the sort, young nmouse. Listen carefully to me. | have an
uncanny feeling that you may be the one | have been saving this vital piece of
i nformation for."

Matt hias forgot his lunch. He listened attentively.

"About four sumers ago | treated a sparrowhawk who had pulled a sinew in her
foot. She could not use her talons properly. Hm as | renenber, | made her
proni se never
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to take a nmouse as prey. She was a fierce, frightening bird. Have you ever
been cl ose up to a sparrowhawk? No, of course you haven't. Well, let ne tel
you, they can hypnotize small creatures with those savage gol den eyes. Born
killers, they are. But this hawk said sonething that nade ne think. She tal ked
of the sparrows, called diemw nged mce, said that many years ago they had
stol en sonething fromour Abbey: a treasure that belonged to the mce.

Wul dn't say what it was. Just flew off. Huh, who expects gratitude froma
sparr owhawk, anyway?"

Matt hias interrupted. "Have you ever spoken to the sparrows about this
' somet hi ng' ?"

Met husel ah shook his head. "I'mtoo old. | can't clinmb up to the roof where
they nest. Besides, the sparrows are odd birds, forever quarreling and

chattering on in their strange voices. They are warlike creatures, extremely
forgetful and conpletely savage. They' d throw you fromthe roof and kill you



bef ore you had a chance to get near their tribal nests. Yes, I'mfar too old
for that son of thing, Matthias, and anyhow, |I'm not too sure that die
sparrowhawk' s story was true. Some birds can be dreadful l|iars when they have
amnd to be."

Matt hias tried questioning Brother Mthuselah further, but the warm sun had
wor ked its nmagi c upon the old gatekeeper as he sat in the orchard savoring the
peace and tranquility of a June afternoon. This tine there was no deception

He was genuinely fast asleep
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Clouds drifted across the sky, obscuring the thin sliver of noon. The Joseph
Bell tolled out its mdnight message to the slunbering countryside. A warm
sort drizzle was falling over the parched nmeadows and dry woodl and, bringi ng
relief after the hot dry day, danping down the dust fromthe road.

In the ditch a frog opened its eyes, disturbed by some slight noise fromthe
hedgerow. It blinked. Was that three figures creeping along, or two?

The frog remai ned perfectly still. There seened to be two figures, and sone
sort of shadow. The noon cane out from behind a cloud.

It was two huge rats . . . and a dark shadowy sornet hi ng*.

They crept al ong under cover of the hedge towards the big dwelling of the
mouse fol k. Rats were hunters; thankfully they had not noticed him The frog
stayed motionless and |l et thempass. It was none of his business.

C uny, Ragear and Shadow padded noi sel essly towards Red-wall. This was such an
i mportant m ssion that Cuny had decided to cone al ong and supervise it
personal ly. Around Shadow s wai st was strapped a skin pouch. It contained a
thin strong rope, a padded grappling hook, a vial of oil, sone |ocfcpicks and
a dagger: Shadow s usual burgling kit.

Ragear anbled proudly along, thrilled that he had been specially picked to
acconpany his Chief on such a vital task. Little did he know that d uny had
only included himas an
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i nsurance. If they should get into a tight corner, Ragear would serve as an
expendabl e fool. That way C uny could make good his own escape.

The trio halted beneath the I ofty Abbey walls. Cuny silenced themw th a wave
of his tail, then vanished into the night. Ragear felt distinctly nervous at
being left alone with Shadow. He attenpted a whi spered conversation

"Ni ce drops of rain* eh, Shadow? Good for the grass. Blow ne, these walls are
pretty high. I"'mglad it's you clinbing themand not ne. |1'd never make it.
Too fat, hahaha."

Ragear's voice trailed off. He funbled with his whiskers, wilting beneath the
basilisk stare of Shadow s dead bl ack eyes. He shuddered and fell silent.

Wthin ten mnutes Cuny was back. He nodded up at the parapet. "I've been up
and down the length of the wall for a fair distance. The sentry mice are al
asl eep, the fools! They've never had to do guard duty before - as soon as
night falls so do their eyelids. That's what soft |iving does for you."



Ragear's head bobbwd in agreement. "You're right, Chief. If they were in our
arny and ol d Redtooth caught them snoozing he' d—=

"Shut your trap, stupid,” Cuny hissed. "Are you ready, Shadow? Now don't
forget your instructions."

Shadow bared his yell owed fangs and started clinbing. Slowy he made his way
upwards, like a long black reptile, his claws seeking hidden ni ches and
crevices in the sandstone. Ever upwards, sonetines stopping spreadeagl ed

agai nst the surface as he figured out his next novenent, taking full advantage
of every crack and joint in the wall. No other animal in Cluny's army could
have attenpted such an ascent, but Shadow was a clinbing expert. He
concentrated his whole being on the job in hand, sometines clinging to the
stones by no nore than a single claw. Below on the ground C uny and Ragear
strained their eyes upwards. They could hardly make out his shape. He was not
far fromthe top of the wall.

Shadow shifted position and |l evered with his back Iegs and tail. Now he wedged
his claws into a fissure and stretched upwards, gaining inch by inch

On top of the wall Brother Edmund was snoring gently. He was nestled in a pile
of rubble, wapped in a warm bl anket with his hood up against the light rain.
Edmund was oblivious to the Iong sharp claws that |atched thensel ves over the
par apet edge. A nonent |ater the sleek black head appeared; two dense obsidian
eyes stared at the sleeping nouse. Shadow had succeeded in clinbing the Abbey
wal | .

Li ke a sinuous black lizard he slithered past slunbering creatures and around
rubbl e heaps, never once meking a sound. Friar Hugo rmumbled gently in his

sl eep, and noved his head so that his cowm slid off. Drizzle fell upon the fat
friar's face, threatening to wake him Gently as a night breeze, Shadow

repl aced the hood. Pausing for an instant, Shadow | ooked about before
descendi ng the stone steps fromthe ranparts to the cloisters. Using shrubs
and bushes as cover he noved furtively forwards, never taking any needl ess
chances or maki ng sudden novenments. Somnetinmes he stopped and waited, letting
the mnutes tick away as he planned his next progression, gliding like a

cl oud' s shadow cast upon the ground by the noon.

The door to Geat Hall was not |ocked. Shadow judged that the |latch was
probably old and creaky. He took out the vial of oil and lubricated the latch
and hinges. Carefully he inched the door ajar- apart froma tiny squeak it
swung effortlessly open. Sliding inside, he rel eased the door by nistake. A
swift night breeze slamed it shut with a dull thud.

Shadow cursed inwardly and flung hinsel f behind a nearby pillar. He lay inert,
not daring to breathe; one, two, three mnutes, good! Nobody had been

di sturbed by the noise. He ventured out to inspect the tapestry that hung upon
the wal |

A black noth on a nmoonl ess night woul d not have escaped Shadow s notice. He
needed no lanp to scrutinize the thing before him So this was the picture of
the warrior nmouse that Cluny lusted after. Using his razor-sharp fangs he
began gnawi ng into the ancient tapestry, working fromthe tassel ed hem

upwar ds.

Matt hi as tossed and turned in his bed, exhausted, but unable to sleep. H's
m nd revol ved around a host of problenms and

schenes: the sword, Martin's grave, defense of the Abbey, Cornflower. Finally,
after much ki cking and runpling of sheets, sleep started to take over. He was



somewhere in a long deserted room not unlike Geat Hall. A voice called to
him "Matthias."

n(],]’ go aV\ﬂy, "
tired."”

the young nouse muttered drowsily. "Get someone else. I'm

But the voice persisted, boring into his mnd. "Matthias, Matthias, | need
you. "

He peered down the length of the darkened hall. "Wat is it, why do you need
ne?"

Matt hi as began to wal k towards the voice. He could hear a w cked snigger
followed by a cry of despair. "Matthias, help, don't let themtake ne." - He
ran forwards. The hall seemed to grow | onger.

"Who are you, where are you?"

Far ahead in the murky darkness Matthias coul d vaguely distinguish a figure
| eaning out fromthe wall. It was a nmouse in arnor.

"Pl ease, Matthias, you nust help me quickly!"

Bunp.

Matt hi as | anded on the floor of his bedroom Sheets were tangled about his
body. Slowy he sat up and rubbed his eyes. Wiat a strange dream the |ong
hall, the plea for help, the arnored nouse.

Matthias felt the fur on the back of his neck rising.
O course, it had to be!

Great Hall. Martin the Warrior. Sonething terrible was going on downstairs. He
was needed urgently.

Mat t hi as ki cked the sheets fromhimas he | eaped up and dashed headl ong from

t he bedroom along the dormitory corridor and helter skelter down the spira
staircase. Through Cavern Hole he clattered in the darkness, stunbling and
tripping over furniture, his heart hamering loudly and | egs punping like twn
pi stons. Matthias fell over the top stair and went sprawling into Geat Hall
He lay on the floor, gazing through the gloomto the tapestry. Martin was
still '"there, but. . . he was noving.

Was it the breeze? No, it couldn't be. The likeness of the warrior nbuse was
jiggling about as though it were being
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tugged in sonme way. Matthias could see a shadow, but there was nothing to cast
it. He junped to his feet and ran forwards as the picture of Martin was ri pped
away fromthe tapestry.

Arat held it!

There was no doubt in Matthias's mnd. It was a rat, entirely black fromtip
to tail, barely distinguishable fromthe night itself.

Shadow heard the footsteps on the floor behind him Wth cold, calcul ated
det achment he wheel ed about as his opponent charged. He was certain to defeat



such a small creature in conbat, but his orders were to get the picture, not
to fight little mice. Besides, there was always the additional hazard that the
nmouse mi ght hang on to himand shout for help until it came. Like a waith of
oi ly smoke Shadow conpleted a cl ever doubl e maneuver. Bowl ing his body into a
forward roll, he knocked Matthias down like a skittle. Bounding up he slipped
around the door, slamed it and fled off through the cloisters.

Matt hi as sprang up, roaring at the top of his voice, "Stop that rat! Stop that
rat!"

I mredi ately the mice on sentry duty were alerted. As Shadow ran he saw

Const ance dash across the grounds at an angle which cut himofPfromthe stairs
up to the ranmparts. Switching direction, he made for the next set of stairs,
silently cursing the badger. Now he woul d have to use his clinbing rope to
descend quickly to the road.

Matt hi as emerged fromthe Abbey. He saw Shadow change direction. Thinking
fast, he ran diagonally, catching up with the thief at the foot of the stairs.
Throwing hinself in a flying tackle, Matthias grabbed Shadow by the | egs,
sendi ng himcrashing on to the | ower steps.

Still dinging to the tapestry, Shadow wiggled |ike an eel. Turning over on to
hi s back, he kicked savagely at the young nouse's head with a free foot.
Matthias tried valiantly to hang on, but his |arger and heavi er opponent

ki cked himviciously in the face, again and again. The big bony foot with its
sharp cl aws poundi ng and gougi ng away soon took its toll. Matthias went |inp
and bl acked out.

Const ance had nmounted the far steps. Gaining the ramparts, she ran al ong,
dodgi ng the heaps of rubble. She saw Matthias go down under the onslaught of

ki cks and ran even faster, inmpeded by mce all around who scattered in panic,

t hi nki ng they were under nass invasion. The only one besi des Constance who had
the sense to see what was happening was Cornflower's father. Being nearer the
top of the stairs than the badger, he ran straight into the intruder. Shadow
was struggling to get out his clinbing rope.

"Surrender, rat, |I've got you," cried M. Fieldnobuse as he grabbed hold of the
thief. But, rummaging in his pouch to free the rope. Shadow s cl aw had cl osed
on the handl e of his dagger. He drew it out swiftly and drove it twice into
the fiel dnouse's unprotected body.

Constance arrived just as the victimfell wounded. Shadow turned on her wth

t he dagger uprai sed. Constance swung her paw round in a mghty arc, and it
caught Shadow square on the chin. The force of the blowlifted the thief clean
off his feet, and, before Constance could grab hold of him he overbal anced
and hurtled over the edge of the parapet with a horrible scream Downwards he
pl unged, his body thudding ofl fthe unyielding masonry. He | anded in the wet
roadway with a sickening crunch

Cl uny came dashing towards the stricken Shadow, with Ragear scuttling in his
wake. Despite his appalling injuries, Shadow managed to |ever hinself up on
one paw.

"Cuny, I'mhurt, help ne," he gasped.

The piece of tapestry lay upon the road. Cuny snatched it , up eagerly.

Behi nd hi m he coul d hear the gatehouse bolts being withdrawm am d the shouts

of angry mice. Ruthlessly he kicked at Shadow s broken body.

"CGet up and run for it or stay there, fool. | don't carry cripples or



bungl ers. "

Leaving the injured Shadow to the mice, duny sped off across the road. He
covered the width of the ditch with a mghty | eap and ran off across the
meadows. | n open country he could outdi stance any mce that dared follow him
Wavi ng the tapestry, Cuny |laughed in exhilaration as he put on an extra burst
of speed.

Ragear had pani cked conpletely. He could not jump the
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ditch, so he scuttled off down the road in the opposite direction fromthe way
t hey had cone.

A group of mice ted by Brother Alf tried fording the ditch and dinbing up into
t he nmeadow. Unfortunately, the rain had nmade the going hard and sli ppery.
C uny was long gone, and die tapestry with him

Turni ng back to Redwal |, the pursuers came upon Matthias. He was | eaning on
Friar Hugo's armin a dazed condition. Painfully he staggered up the road to
where Shadow | ay. Wncing, he cast about, searching the nuddy roadway for the
fragnent of tapestry.

"It's got to be here sonewhere,"” cried Matthias. He fell upon die injured
Shadow, searching his waist pouch

H s flat black eyes clouding over. Shadow watched Matthias. Laconically he
spoke. His voice was strangely calm 'Too late, nouse. Martin is with C uny
now. "

It was the last thing Shadow ever said. He gave one final shudder and | ay
dead.

15

Dawn arrived as if it were aware of the previous night's events. Heavy grey
skies and steady rain prevailed over Redwall and the Mossfl ower area.

Abbot Mortiner |ooked old and stern as he addressed the assenmbly in Cavern
Hol e. The atnosphere was deci dedly subdued.

"Sl eeping at your posts, allowi ng the eneny into our Abbey to steal that which
we hold nost dear! Is this the way you defend us?" The Abbot's shoul ders
slunped wearily. There was an awkward hush - anger and guilt lay thick upon
the air. The kindly old mouse shook his head and held up a conciliatory paw

- "Forgive nme, friends, 1 criticize you unjustly. W are all creatures of
peace, unskilled in the art of war. Yet when | saw the late rose this norning,
| could not help but notice mat its | eaves are all shriveled; the tiny
rosebuds have died. Martin the Warrior is gone fromour Abbey. He has left
Redwal I . W& are forsaken. There will be hard and sorrowful days to cone

wi t hout hi m anong us."

- The mice and woodl and creatures shuffled their feet and ~gazed at the fl oor
They knew the truth in their Father Abbot's words. But hope springs eternal
There was one voi ce raised, that of Mtthias:



- "A bit of good news," he said. "1 have just conme fromthe ~infirmary. M.
Fi el dmouse is out of danger. He will live." «? The relief was audible
t hr oughout Cavern Hol e. Tensions
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wer e eased; even the Abbot tenporarily forgot his gl oony predictions.

"Thank you, Matthias," he cried. "Wat heartening news. | nust say that the
terrible injuries received by M. Hel dnouse al nost had nme believing the worst.
But | ook at yourself, ny son. You should be resting. Your face is stil

swol len after the fight with the black rat."

Matt hi as gave a | opsided grin. He shrugged cheerfully. "Don't worry about nme,
Fat her Abbot. I'Il be all right."

The mice smled with pride. A brave little warrior, Mtthias; he put new heart
into them Their resolve strengthened as he continued, "Huh, black rat indeed!

He didn't even scratch nme. Well, only a bit. But where is he- now, this sly
one? Deep under the soil, if the insects are doing their job properly. Listen
to ne, friends. W of Redwall are a tough lot to kill off. They couldn't

fini sh Arbrose Spi ke, could they? Wiy, even the black one arned with a dagger
couldn't slay M. Fieldnouse, so what's a scratch or two to a nouse |ike ne."

Cheers for Matthias's speech rang to the rafters. Constance sprang up beside
him shouting heartily, "That's the spirit, friends! Now let's see you al
back out there at your posts. We'll be wi de awake this time, and heaven help
any dirty rats that come marching up to Redwall this day!"

Wth wild yells very uncharacteristic of peaceful mce, the friends seized
their staves and charged out, fired with new zeal. After a while Constance
acconpani ed the Abbot to see M. Fieldnmouse, while Matthias went with

Met husel ah to Great Hall. Together they surveyed the torn tapestry.

The young nmouse stood with his paws fol ded, an expression of disgust upon his
features. The ol d gat ekeeper patted his shoulder. "I know how you feel
Matthias. | could see you were only putting on a brave face for the benefit of
the others. That is good. It shows you are learning to be a wise | eader. You
hi de your true feelings and encourage themnot to give up hope."

Matt hi as gingerly touched the swellings on his face. "Aye, that's as may be,
old one. But you can see as well as | that Martin is gone. Wthout himl do
not think we can win."

Met husel ah nodded in agreenment. "You are right, ny young friend, but what's to
be done?"

Matt hi as staggered slightly. He | eaned against the wall, rubbing a paw across
his brow "l don't know. In fact, the only thing | know right nowis that the
Abbot was right. | think 1'd better go and lie down for a bit.".

Ref usi ng Met husel ah' s hel p, the young nouse |l eft the old one gazing at the
torn tapestry. He tottered off unsteadily in the direction of the dormtory.

On the spiral staircase he nmet Cornfl ower.
"Hello there," he said, as cheering as he could. "How is your father?"

Cor nfl ower | ooked at Matthias solicitously. "He's doing fine, thank you,
Matthias. |'mjust going to get sonme herbs for the Abbot. Shouldn't you be



| ying down? Your face |ooks terribly puffy.”

Matt hi as wi nced and | eaned agai nst the banister. "Yes. As a matter of fact,
I"mjust going to my roomfor a good long rest. But don't you worry, before
long I'lIl nake those rats pay dearly for hurting your father."

Matt hi as staggered weakly into his room- but the nonment he closed the door he
became a different nmouse. Wth bright eager eyes he groped under his bed and
brought forth the wai st pouch that had bel onged to Shadow. Tucking the |ong
dagger into his belt, he wapped the clinbing rope around his shoul der and
said aloud to himself, "Right, Cuny, you and | have a score to settle."

Keepi ng a mound of earth between hinself and Brother Rufus, Matthias silently
| ooped the rope around a projection at the edge of the parapet. Fortunately
for him Rufus was |looking in the opposite direction. Matthias started to
slide . down the rope on the Myssflower side of the wall, where the woods cane
cl ose up to the Abbey.

He had inmagi ned the descent would be very difficult, and surprised hinself by
handling it with ease, his confidence growing as he slid swiftly and

noi sel essly to the fern-covered ground. Crouched in the undergrowth, he
mental ly rehearsed his plan of action. He would go through the woods to St

Ni ni an's Church, avoiding the road that was bei ng wat ched
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by sentries. Once at the church he woul d di scover where the piece of tapestry
was kept; then he would create a diversion of sone kind. Wile duny's horde
was occupi ed he woul d snatch the tapestry and get back to Redwail with al
speed.

Mat t hi as ducked deeper into the ferns and was soon just a silent ripple making
t hrough the lush sumer green of Mssflower towards the Church of St. Ninian
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At the camp of Cuny the Scourge, the rat army was girding itself up for war.

Weapons were bei ng sharpened upon churchyard headstones. Under the critica
eye of Redtooth a band of rodents was gnawing off a length of planking froma
rickety lych-gate fence at the rear of the church. Others collected stones to
provide amunition for slings, while sone coiled ropes about their bodies.

Inside the church Cluny sat up in the choir loft, the inmage of barbaric
authority. He held the scourging tail in one claw, while gripped in the other
was his war standard, topped by the ferret skull with the addition of the
tattered tapestry square depicting Martin the Warrior. He gazed proudly at it
as his arnorer dressed himfor war.

At Cuny's feet were the Vole famly. They were bound. He flicked his tail at
them and sneered. "Ha, | ook at nme, you spineless little creatures! Did you
ever see such a |leader of fighting animals as Cuny the Scourge? Soon | will
have every creature that noves down on its bended knees to ne."

M. Abram Vol e glared defiantly at his captor. "You filthy great bilge rat,
why |-

"Silence!" roared Cluny. "Hold your tongue, vole, or I will deal with you and
your famly here and now before |I set out to conquer your precious Abbey. Do
you see ny new battle flag? That is Martin the Warrior. Yes, the sane one who



i s supposed to protect that doddering old Abbot and his
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witless nob of mce. Now Martin is mne, it is nore fitting that he travels at
the head of real warriors. He will lead us to victory!"

Cuny ranted and raved on, the light of madness in his eye. "Death and
desol ation shall be the reward of those who dare stand agai nst Cuny. The only
ones | will spare are those 1 might choose to serve ne."

Ms. Vole struggled upright but was forced back down by Scummose and Fangbum

Chattering with rage she shouted at Cuny, "You'll never bend Redwall to your
evil will. Good will prevail! You'll see, Cluny. W are tied up, but our minds
are free."

Crack!

Cuny lashed out with his long tail, sending the Vole famly flat upon the

floor. M. Abram Vole struggled to shield his wife and son with his body as
the tail flailed out a second tine.

"A touching little speech, vole, but you wong ne. | don't want to capture the
spirit of Redwall. | mean to kill it! Take these whining creatures out of ny
sight. Lock themin the hut out at the back. Leave themto inagine what their
fate will be when | return.”

Colin Vole shrieked in terror. H's nother and father struggled bravely as they
wer e dragged off.

Redt oot h marched in and sal uted d uny.
"The horde is ready to march, Chief."

A rat arnorer set the war helnet firmy upon Cuny's head. He snapped the
vi sor down and ki cked aside the rat who had fixed the poison barb on his tail.

Striding out into the churchyard, Cuny clinbed up on the wecked gatepost.
Hs fierce eye gazed out across the mghty arnmy: black rats, brown rats, grey
rats, piebald rats, skulking weasels, furtive stoats and sinuous ferrets, all
gat hered round, their weapons glistening and dripping with the rain. As C uny
exhorted them they roared back their frenzied replies:

"Where does Cuny's army go?' -
"Redwal | . Redwal | . "

"What is the | aw of O uny?"

"Kill, kill, kill."
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"Who will lead you to victory?"

"Cd uny, duny, duny the Scourge!"

Springi ng down anmong his army, the Warlord waved the banner high overhead.
Wth a mghty shout the horde of C uny the Scourge marcHed out upon the road
to Redwal | Abbey.



Ragear was hopel essly | ost!

Separated from Cuny, he could not think for hinself. Scuttling off down the
road in the wong direction, he had kept on going in a state of funk
Frightened by the sound of a bird chirping suddenly, he rushed blindly into
Mossfl ower Wbod, and pressed on, deeper and deeper into this strange new
territory. It was only with the arrival of pale dawn that he stopped, sl unping
down under some bushes. Exhausted, soaking wet and dispirited, he curled up
into a wetched danp ball and sl ept.

Sone tine about m d-norning, Ragear was awakened by the sound of footsteps. As
Matt hi as tramped past he lay low, silently congratul ating hinself. \What a
find, alittle nmouse! He would take himprisoner and bring himback alive to
C uny. That way he could gain some prestige. Cuny might even forget that he
pani cked and deserted at the Abbey.

Matthias risked a swift glance over his shoulder. There was a rat clunsily
trying to stalk him a fat awkward-1|ooking rodent, but neverthel ess an eneny.
The young nouse strode onwards, his nind working coolly and wi thout fear
confident that he could handl e the situation

Breaki ng twi gs underfoot, stunbling ineptly fromtree to tree, Ragear watched
the nouse and fantasi zed.

"There was six of'em Chief, they tried surrounding ne, but | fought Iike a
devil! Then |I says to neself, Ragear, says
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I, you' d better capture this last one and fetch himback for the Chief to
gquestion.” Then Cuny'll say to me, "Ragear, good old Ragear, | knew | could
depend on you. Wy d'you suppose | took you along in the first place?
Mangefur, bring food and wine for nmy old pal, Ragear the Brave." Ha, yes, then
"Il pat the Chief on the back and say, "By Satan's whiskers, you old rodent!
Have you never thought of retiring and letting nme |ead the horde? Wiy, with a
gallant warrior tike ne in comm+

Thwack!

A long whi ppy larch branch sprang forward suddenly. It crashed into Ragear's
head, pol eaxi ng him

Matt hi as stepped out of hiding, rubbing his hands - it had been a strain
hol di ng the branch back for so long. Uncoiling Shadow s clinbing rope, he
bound Ragear paw and claw to a sturdy oak. The young nouse could not afford to
wait around for the rat to regain his senses. There was still a deal of
traveling to be done. He pressed onwards, |eaving his sensel ess eneny bound to
the tree.

The rain stopped. Wthin minutes the hot June sun burst down on Mdssflower, as
if in apology for its absence. O ouds of steam ng mi st arose from di e woodl and
floor, mingling with the gol den shafts slanting down through the trees. The

bi rds began singing. Each flower and bl ade of grass was decked out in jewel ed
pendantry wi th neckl aces of sparkling raindrops.

The sudden warnth fl ooded over Matthias, cheering himonwards. Humring a tune
beneath his breath, he strode out with a will, alnost breaking fromthe cover
of the trees straight out into the flat meadow and. He checked hinmself just in
time. Directly ahead lay a vast overgrown area which was neither pasture nor



meadow. It was the conmon | and mat had once bel onged within the curtil age of
St. N nian's.

Matt hi as crouched at the edge of the woods. He could see the back of the
church. There were ten or twelve rats patrol-ting it, some di stance away.
Before he dealt with that problemmere was still the common |and to be
crossed. Cunps of thistle and slight ground hunmocks woul d be his only cover.
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The young mouse spoke his thoughts aloud. "Hmm this could present a little
probl em"

A strange voice answered him "Problem a little problen? Wll at least it's
not a fully-grown adult problem"

Matt hi as squeaked aloud with fright. Whirling about, he | ooked for the source
of the nystery voice. There was no one about. Taking a grip of hinself, he
squared his shoul ders and called out boldly: "Come out here this instant and
show yoursel f1"

The voice answered. It seemed to cone fromdirectly in front of him "Show
m sel f i ndeed! How many pairs of eyes d' you want, young feller, eh, eh? Fine
state of affairs, bless msoul! Wat, what!"

Matt hi as narrowed his eyes and | ooked hard . . . still nothing.

"I warn you, cone out and show yourself,'
nmood for playing ganes."

he shouted irritably. "I"min no

As if by magic a | anky hare popped up right beside Mtthias. An odd

pat chworked creature, his fur was an ashen hue with blots of grey and

[ ight-brown-flecked white on the underbelly. He was very tall, with form dable
hefty hind | egs and a conical pouched face topped off by two i mense ears

whi ch fl opped about of their own accord. Wth a courtly ol d-fashi oned nanner
the hare nade a |l eg, bowing gracefully. H s voice carried a slightly affected
quaver .

"Basil Stag Hare at your service, sir! Expert scout, hindleg fighter

wi | der ness gui de and canoufl age specialist, ahem liberator of tender young
crops, carrots, lettuce and other such strange beasts. Pray tell nme whoml
have the pl easure of addressing, and please state the nature of your little
probl em"

Matt hi as deci ded the peculiar hare was either slightly mad or tipsy, but his
out roded manner was certainly friendly. The young nouse hunored him
accordingly, bowing low with a paw at his wai st.

"Good day to you, M. Basil Stag Hare. My nane is Matthias. | ama novice in
the Order of Redwall mice. My inmmediate problemis to cross this land to the
church over yonder w thout being discovered by the rats who are guarding it."
Basil Stag Hare tapped one of his huge feet gently on the
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ground. "Matthias," he | aughed. "What an odd nanme, to be sure!™

The young nouse | aughed back as he replied, "Not half as odd as your own nane.
Whoever heard of a hare being called Basil Stag?"



The hare di sappeared nmonentarily. He reappeared next to
Matt hias. "Ah well, Hare's the famly name, don't y'know
1 My parents njned me Basil, though the old mater wanted
me to be called Col unbi ne Agnes. Al ways |onged for a young
| ass, she did."

"But why Stag?" Matthias inquired.

"Nobl e creatures, stags," the hare sighed. "Did | ever tell you | wanted to be
one; a magnificent royal stag with great coathanger antlers? So, | went down
to the jolly old river one night and christened mself Stag! Had two toads and
a newt as wtnesses, y'know. Ch yes."

Matthi as was unable to hide his nerrinent. He sat down and chuckl ed. Basi
started chuckling too. He sat down besi de Matthi as.

"I think "'mgoing to like you, mboy," he cried. "Now, what about getting you
to that church? Wy, there's nothing sinpler. But enough time for that later

young rip. How about telling me what brings you here? | love listening to a
good yarn, y'know. Ch, by the way, | hope you like fennel and oatcakes. O
course you do! You'll share lunch with ne —of course you will - young 'un

i ke yoursel f."

In a flash Basil had | ugged a haversack fromthe undergrowth and was spreadi ng
a repast on the grass between mem For the next half hour Matthias related his
story between nouthfuls of the hare's tasty luncheon. Basil listened intently,
interrupting only when he required clarification on sone point.

Matt hias finished his tale and sat back awaiting coment. Basil's |long ears
fl opped up and down like railway signals as he digested his food and his
friend s information

"Hmm rats. | knew they'd cone eventually, through intelligence on ne
grapevine, y' know. Could feel it mthe old ears, too. As for Redwall, | know
it well. Excellent type, Abbot Mrtinmer. Splendid chap. | heard the Joseph
Bell tolling out the sanctuary message. Huh, even had sone
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cheeky ol d hedgehog telling ne to run for it. Couldn't go, of course. Dear ne,
no. That'd never do. Chap deserting his post; bit of a bad show, what, what?
prefer me own conpany, y'know. Present conpany excepted, of course.”

"Ch, of course,"” Mtthias agreed. He had taken enornously to the hare. Basi
sprang up in a smart mlitary fashion and sal uted.

"Right, first things first! Mst get you across to the church, young feller ne
mouse. | say, that green thingumyjig you' re wearin' - habit, isn't it?
Capital campuflage. You just try lying down anywhere in the shadows. Believe
you me, you'd have trouble finding yourself. Top hol e-cover, absolutely!"

Basi| stopped and ruminated for a noment. His ears lay flat, stood up, nen
pointed in opposite directions. He continued, "Now, when you' ve |iberated your
bit of tapestry or whatever, nake straight back across the comon. I'lIl be
wai ting, never fear. Good! Well, cone on, young bucko. W can't sit about here



all day like two fat rabbits at a celery chew Up and at 'eml Quick's the word
and sharp's the action! Nip about a bit, young un."

Agai n Basil vanished only to reappear sone three yards out on the common.
"Come on, Matthias. Tack to the left and wheel to the right. Bob and weave,
duck and wiggle. Look, it's easy."

Matthias hurried to follow, keeping in mnd Basil's instructions.
Surprisingly, they seemed to work perfectly and before |long the two friends
had covered nearly three-quarters of the common | and. Matthias could even
count the whiskers on some of the rats. He covered his nouth with a pawto
stifle a giggle.

"It's really very sinple, isn't it, Basil? How am| doi ng?"

The hare bobbed up beside him "Capital! Bung ho! Like a duck to water, young
feller. Flop me ears if you aren't the best pupil 1've ever had. By the way,
is there anything | can do to hel p?"

Matt hi as stopped and | ooked serious. "Yes, there is, Basil. But | fee
reluctant to ask you to involve yourself in my fight."

Basil Stag Hare snorted. "Rubbish. My fight indeed! D you fondly imagine that
I'"d sit there nunching at the ol d nosebag

whil e sone ugly great rodent and his band of yahoos run about conquering ny
countrysi de? Huh, never let it be said in the mess that Basil Stag Hare was
backward in coming forward! Ask away, Matthias, you young curnudgeon."”

The hare puffed out his narrow chest and stood with paw on heart, his eyes
cl osed and ears standing straight up. He awaited orders. The young nouse,
hiding a smle at Basil's noble pose, said admiringly, "Ch, M. Hare, you do
| ook heroic standing like that! Thank you!"

Basi| opened one eye to |ook at hinself. Yes, he did | ook rather gallant; a
bit like the Monarch of the Gen, or the Stag at Eve. Not that a young nouse'd
under st and anyt hing of that nature.

Matt hi as expressed his wishes to the "Stag." "Wuld it be possible for you to
create sone kind of diversion while I"'mgetting the tapestry? Could you keep
the rats occupi ed. Basil ?"

The hare twitched his ears confidently. "Say no nore, |addie. You ve cone to
the right stag. Listen carefully. You cut across the flank to their left. They
took a piece of planking out of the fence by the |ych-gate. That's where

you'll slide through. Wen you' ve got what you cane for, then nake your exit
the sane way. |'l|l be somewhere about keeping an eye on you. Right, off you
go."

Matt hias went swiftly, still remenbering to bob and weave as Basil had taught

him He made it with ease to the fence, glancing back to check on his
conpani on.

Basil went into a speedy run. He cleared the fencetop at a bound and tapped
the nearest rat on the back

"I say, old thing, where's this |eader feller? Cuny, or Loony, whatever you
call him"

Conpl etely staggered, the rat stood slack-jawed. Basil |eft himand popped up



besi de anot her rat.

"Phew! Dear, dear, don't you chaps ever take a bath? Listen here, you dreadful
creature. D you realize that you snell to high heaven? Er, by the way, did
your parents ever call you Pongo, or did they snmell as bad as you?"

It took the rat sentries a noment or two to recover fromtheir surprise. Then
they let out yells of rage and tried to seize the inpudent hare.
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It was tike trying to catch snoke with their claws. Basil ran rings round
them keeping up a steady streamof insults and adding to the rats' bad
temper. They shouted angrily:

"Grab that big skinny rabbit, lads.”

"Bi g skinny rabbit yourself! Catsneat!"

"I"ll stick his dammed guts on ny pike."

"Tenper, tenper! Tut tut! Such | anguage! If your nother could hear you!"
' Blast, he's as slippery as a greased pig."

"Some of ny best friends are greased pigs, bottle nose. Qops! M ssed ne again,
you old butterfingers, you."

Mat t hi as chuckl ed quietly and shook his head in adnmirati on. He watched twel ve
rats falling over each other and bunpi ng heads as they chased his friend
around the common | and. Every now and then Basil would pause and strike his
"Noble Stag" attitude, letting the rats get to within a whisker of him N nbly
he woul d kick out with his | ong powerful |legs and send themall sprawing in a
heap. Adding insult to injury, he danced around the fallen sentries,
sprinkling themwi th daisies until they arose, cursing him to continue the
chase.

Wary that there might be other rats about, Matthias clinbed into the church
t hrough a broken stai ned-gl ass wi ndow. He dropped down into the |ady chapel
The young mouse winkled his nose in disgust. The beautiful old church was

rank with the heavy odor of rats. Furniture was overturned, statuary broken
wal | s stained; the pages of torn hymm books | ay about everywhere.

Where was di e fragnment of tapestry?
And where was Cluny with the rest of his arny?

Instant realization sent a | eaden wei ght thudding into the pit of Matthias's
st omach!

They had gone to attack Redwal|l. Cuny must have the tapestry with him
Matthias felt sick at the thought.

Hastily he clinbed back out of the wi ndow Halfway across to the fence he
noticed a small shed. Sonebody was poundi ng upon its | ocked door and calling
hi s name al oud.

"Matthias, quickly, over here in the hut."



Through a small gap in the door he could see the Vole

famly. Their paws were tightly bound. Colin Vole huddl ed piteously on sone
dirty sacking in a corner, while M. Abram Vole and his wi fe battered away at
the door with their paws tied together. Matthias called through the crack to
them "Stop banging! Stay quiet! I'll have you out of there as soon as | can
break the | ock."

Matt hi as cast about for something that would force the padl ock and hasp.
Doubt | ess some rat had the key, but there was no tine for that.

By a stroke of luck he found an iron spike that had been thrown at Basil by
one of the rats. Forcing the spike in the hoop of the lock, Mtthias |evered
away.

"I't's not budging," he muttered.

Fromthe corner, Colin Vole started to weep aloud. "Ch we'll be locked in here
until Cuny gets back. | don't want to face himagain! Do somnething, Mtthias!
Save ne!"

Despite the Voles' wetched predi canent, Matthias could not help showing his
contempt for Colin. "Do stop whining, Colin! It doesn't help matters, and keep
your voice down. There may still be rats about. Try to be brave like your mum
and dad. "

In his frustration Matthias swung the spike at the lock. It bounced off,

| odgi ng deep between the hasp and the woodwork. He grunted in exasperation
pulling it savagely towards hinmself to | oosen it. Taken off bal ance, he went
head over tail. The hasp had broken; it canme away bringing with it sone

twi sted rusty screws. The door swung open

Drawi ng his dagger, Matthias hastily cut the bindings fromthe paws of the
Vol es, issuing orders as he worked. "Follow ne and do as | say. Myve as
qui ckly and quietly as you can."

Cautiously, they slid through the broken fence and began maki ng their way
across the common. There was no sight of the rat sentries. Matthias guessed
that they were off somewhere, still trying to catch the el usive hare.

It was mid-afternoon. The common was peaceful and sunny; butterflies perched
on thistle flowers and grasshoppers serenaded each other with their ceasel ess
cadences. Abram Vol e insisted on shaking Matthias by the paw and
congratul ati ng

him "Matthias, thank you with all mnmy heart for saving ny famly. W thought
we were dooned."

The young rescuer | ooked grim

"We're not back home yet by any means, M. Vole, and even if we do nmeke it
back to the Abbey, | dread to think what we may find."

Ms. Vol e nodded vigorously. "Aye, we saw them | eave the church to march on
Redwal . Cluny was leading the villains with Martin's picture tied to his
banner. My oh mny, you never did see so many wild rascals in all your born
days. "

Matthias's brow creased in a worried frown. "I wish | hadn't sneaked off from



the Abbey this nmorning. | do hope Constance has all the defenders on the
alert.”

It was only seconds later that Matthias wi shed he had al so been on the alert.

The sentry rats had becone tired of chasing Basil. Warily they made their way
out of the woods and back to the common | and. They sat on the grass behind a
| ow hummock, taking a break together

Matt hias and the Vole fam |y wal ked straight into die nmiddle of them

G uny massed his forces in the roadside ditch opposite Red-wall Abbey. He
stood well back in the nmeadow behind the ditch, surrounded by his captains.
Here, where he was out of range, he could direct the entire operation

But at the nonent he was not having things all his own way. For a start, he
did not have many archers. Rats are notoriously bad at bownaki ng and the
fletching of arrows.

Fromthe ranparts of Redwall the field and harvest mce sent down volley after
vol l ey of tiny arrows which, while they had no great killing power, were
causi ng much woundi ng and di sconfort in the ranks of Cluny 's horde.

St andi ng beneath his banner which was ramred into the earth, Cuny cracked his
tail. "Redtooth, Darkclaw, tell the sling-throwers to stand ready. \Wen | give
the signal | want to see a good heavy barrage of stones hitting the top of

t hat parapet. That'll nmake them keep their heads down. Frogbl ood, Scumose,
you two will organize the gangs with the scaling | adders and grappling hooks.
See they all get up on top of that wall, and no blunders." v The rat captains
mar ched off to the ditch to make ready. Cuny held his tail up to give the

si gnal

On top of the wall the nouse archers kept up their relentless hail of arrows
into the ditch. Constance strode up and down, holding a heavy cudgel in her
paws as she urged themon. 'That's the stuff to give 'em mce! Keep those
bows twang-
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Knowi ng the supply of arrows was not endl ess, the badger | ooked to the heaps
of rubble and stone al ong the parapet edges. "Brother Rufus! Forenole! Be
ready to shift that | ot overboard at a nmoment's notice."

Smack, cl ank, bang, thud!

A hail of sharp stones and pebbl es whizzed upwards, rattling against the
masonry as Cluny waved his tail in the meadow bel ow. Taken unawares, severa
mce were felled and a nole | ay stunned.

"CGet your heads down, everyone! Lie flat!" Constance shout ed.

The defenders instantly obeyed as the showers of missiles increased. Running
al ong the ranparts, bent double, the Abbot cried out, "Stretcher bearers! Over
here! Help me to get the casualties down into the cloisters.™

Wnifred the otter |ay al ongside Constance and whi spered to her, "Hear that
scraping! Cuny's lot are putting sonething against the walls. It's ny guess
they'Il be trying to climb up while we've got to lie low"

Even as Wnifred spoke two grappling hooks with clinbing ropes attached cane
cl angi ng over the parapet and | odged in the joints.



"Stay low, ny friends," whispered Constance. "G ve thema bit of tinme to get
of f the ground. | want plenty of rats to be high up before we nmake a nove
Pass the word al ong."

Bel ow i n the nmeadow, Redtooth waved his cutlass and | aughed wildly. "Your plan
is working out, Chief! Look, there's old Fangbum and his gang nearly at the
top of the wall."

Cluny lifted his visor to get a better view It was too late to call out
agai nst what he saw happen next.

A veritabl e aval anche of earth and rocks cascaded over the parapet. It smashed
straight on to the main | adder. Rats screamed al oud and grasped at mdair as
they were swept fromthe | adder to the road bel ow. The | adder fell sideways,
cannoni ng i nto anot her one that had been set up beside it. As both |adders
fell there were scenes of mass chaos. Badly wounded and shocked, the survivors
on the roadway tried to craw back to the safety of the ditch, only to be

buri ed beneath rubbl e which thundered down on them Many lay trapped

beneat h the heavy | adders that had fallen. The air resounded with screams and
noans.

Cuny ranted and swore. Leaving his standard, he rushed across the nmeadow.
Taking the ditch in a single |leap, he darted across the road. Grasping a
hangi ng rope he began hauling hinself up, claw over claw. As the solitary
beaver gnawed through the |ast strands, the rope parted. Cuny fell froma
fair height and sprawl ed on the dusty road in an undignified heap

Cluny flung hinmself into the ditch. Regrouping the sling-throwers and a few
archers, he ordered themto await his conmand.

At the top of the walls the last clinbing rope had been severed. A hearty
cheer rent the air as the Redwal | defenders

-broke cover to survey their handi work.

"Fire," Cuny roared.

Stones and arrows sped upward with devastating effect. Several m ce and

woodl anders cried out and fell. The results heartened Cuny. Al was not |ost.
He began devi sing a new pl an.

In Mossfl ower Wod, Ragear was struggling with the rope that bound himto the
oak tree. He could hear far-off sounds, which meant only one thing. H s Chief
was attacking the Abbey.

Straining his neck downwards at an unconfortable angle, Ragear was able to get
his teeth into the tough clinmbing rope. If he could manage to free hinself he
m ght be able to sneak ; back and join the horde. He could mngle with them
and deny that he had ever been m ssing. Cluny might also take a | enient view
of his desertion if he could distinguish hinmself during the battle.

The rope tasted foul. Ragear could tell by its scent that it had once bel onged
to Shadow. He'd never liked that surly poker-faced rodent! Ragear
congratul ated hinself as his teeth bit through another strand.

"Ha, take that, rope, and that! No rope can keep Ragear prisoner for |ong, he,
he, he! Poor old Shadow, if only you



- «oul d see your lovely rope now " Ragear straightened up for
-a nonment to ease his neck
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The laughter died on his Iips. A horrified gurgle bubbled fromhis throat. Icy
claws of terror gripped his chest.

Swayi ng hypnotically a foot fromhis face was the biggest, strongest; nost
evil -1 ooki ng adder that had ever been born

The rat was conpletely petrified. The breath seenmed to freeze in his |lungs.
The sinister blunt head noved in a lazy rhythm its forked tongue flickering
endl essly in and out, the round beadlike jet eyes never leaving his for an
instant. Its voice was like dry leaves rustling in an autum breeze.

"Asnodeus, Asnpbdeussssssss,” it hissed. "So kind of you to untie yourself,
rat! Conme with nme, I will show you eternity! Asnobdeus, Asnmpdeussssssss.”

It struck with lightning speed! Al that Ragear felt was a sudden sharp sting
to the side of his neck. Hs |linbs became flaccid, his eyesight shrouded by a
dark mst. The | ast words Ragear ever heard on this earth were uttered in the
adder's sibilant hiss.

"Asnpdeus, Asnbdeusssssssssss!”

Cuny scratched the floor of die ditch with his claw. It was all there, the
design for his next nove. He would attack the Abbey secretly fromthe
Mossf | ower side.

It woul d be a surprise maneuver. A handpi cked squad | ed by himwould carry out
the mssion. Dressed in Cluny's war helmet and arnor, Redtooth would stay back
in the nmeadow. Hi s disguise would be sufficient to fool the defenders fromthe
di stance of the high walls. The rats in the ditch were ordered to continue
pressing home the attack until Cluny and his party scaled the walls from
behi nd and fought their way across the grounds to open the Abbey gates.

After issuing orders to his remaining captains, Cuny, acconpanied by a score
of assorted rats, weasels, stoats and ferrets, crept off along the course of
the ditch. They carried with themthe long plank fromSt. Ninian's |lych-gate
fence. Silently they traveled in a northerly direction, until they were out of
sight of the walls. Cinbing out of the ditch, they crossed the road into
Mossf | ower Wod.

Cluny sat on a fallen tree trunk and told his squad what was required of them
"I"ll wait here with the plank carriers. The rest of you split up and search
the area for any big, high

trees growi ng near the Abbey walls. Make sure that the tree you pick is higher
than the wall itself and not too difficult to clinb. Got that? Ri ght, get

goi ng. "

C uny watched them strike off into the undergrowth. H s previ ous good nood had
deserted him He was working hinself into a foul temper over the day's
performance by his mghty conquering horde. Shown up by the sinmple tactics of
woodl and creatures and mice! He snorted and dug his powerful claws into the
rotten tree trunk, sending beetles and woodlice scurrying as he tore out a



chunk of the spongy tinmber. Ch, he had had themfrightened at first. As a
conmander he knew t he power of fright, but once they, had gai ned the upper
hand in the initial skirmsh the mce lost their fear and becane bol der. That
was when the battle had started to go against him G anted, he had scored one
or two small victories, but they were nothing to brag about. He couldn't use
them as an exanple to put fresh heart in his troops.

Cuny's only hope was that the m ce woul d beconme overconfident and eventual ly
make a mstake. It was the old waiting game. Just |let them nake one slip; that
was all he needed. Meanwhile, he had a greater obstacle to overcone man mce:
the walls. It was those same accursed walls that were ruining all his plans.
Cluny tore viciously at the rotting log until great chunks of it flew through
the air. If this schenme worked he woul dn't have to worry about walls anynore.
He woul d be inside those walls like a fox anong day-old chi ckens.

Chiny sniffed the air. H's senses told himthe searchers were returning.
Cheesethief and a ferret nanmed Killconey canme crashi ng out of the underbrush.
They were trenbling and twi tching. Both | ooked as if they had been badly

scar ed.

It was some tinme before Cuny could get any sense out of mem Cheeset hief
spoke haltingly, glancing back fearfully over his shoulder. "Er, er, we, like
we got a bit lost, Chief."

"Lost? Where?" duny snarl ed.

Kill coney pointed a shaky claw. "Over that way, yer honor, and didn't we find
a great strappin' oak?"
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"WAs it close to the wal | ?"

Cheeset hi ef shook his head. "No, Chief, it was further out into the woods.
Look what 1 found wapped around the trunk."

He hel d out the chewed and broken clinmbing rope. Cuny snatched it. "This
| ooks i ke Shadow s climbing rope. He's dead. What are you fools trying to
tell me?"

Killconey whinpered pitifully. "It's Ragear, yer honor

C uny seized the unlucky pair and shook them soundly. "Have you both gone
raving mad? D you nean to tell me you're frightened of that fool Ragear?"

Cheesethief fell to his knees, sobbing. "But you didn't see him Chief. He was
just lying there. His face was all swollen and his tongue was sticking out. It
had gone purple. Ugh! He was all sort of bloated like ... it was horrible!"

Kil | coney bobbed his head vigorously in agreenment. "Aye, so 'twas. Didn't we
see himwi th our very own eyes, sir? Pore ould Ragear, and hi m goi ng backwards
all the time."

"CGoi ng backwards?" echoed d uny.

"I ndeed he was," said the ferret, "and your man here says to ne, says he,
'There's sonmething pulling Ragear along.' Sure, we couldn't see what it was
for all the bushes, so we pulled themto one side between us, and what did we
see?"



"Well, what did you see?" barked Cluny irritably.

Kill coney stopped and shuddered. He spoke incredulously, as if he were unable
to believe hinself. "W saw the biggest snake you ever clapped eyes on. The
father of all serpents! He had poor Ragear's body by the feet and was draggi ng
it along backwards."

C uny's one eye wi dened. "Wat did this serpent do when it saw you?"
"It let go of Ragear and | ooked at us," squeaked Cheese-thief. "The serpent
stared at us. It kept on saying,' Asnodeus, Asnodeus'."

Cuny scratched his head with a sharp, dirty claw. "Asnodeus? Wat's that
supposed to nean?"

"Do ye not know? 'Tis the dreaded nane of the divvil hinself, sir," wailed the
ferret. "I know because nme ould nother told ne so, and she al ways said never
to look a serpent in the eye. So | sez to me mate here, 'Cheesethief,' sez |
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"don't look. Run for your life!' And that's exactly what we did, sir. On,

you' Il never know how horrible it was. 1'd rather be tied in a blazin* barn
than go back there, so | would! The great scaly body of the—~*

"Quiet, fool, "said Auny. "I think |I hear the others conmi ng back. Now
strai ghten yoursel ves up, and not a word to anyone about this serpent thing,
or you'll feel ny serpent across your backs." Cluny's long tail waved

nmenaci ngly under their noses. They took his point.

A weasel called Scragg came running up. He reported smartly with great
efficiency. "Hi gh tree near the Abbey wall. Chief, elm| think, mnuch higher
than the wall, lots of branches jutting out, just the job for clinbing."

"How far to this tree?" Cuny asked.

"About ten minutes' march to the east,"” Scragg replied.
When the rest of the party arrived back, Cuny had themformup in single
file. They marched eastwards at a smart pace.

The high tree did prove to be an elm an ancient giant covered in gnarled
bunps and handy branches. duny sized it up: exactly what he wanted, the
perfect distance fromthe wall. He turned to his conmando squad.

"Listen, we're going to clinb this tree. Wen we get up high enough I'Il find
a strong branch that we can bridge to the wall with the plank. If we go
carefully, the mce won't suspect a thing. Before they can gather their wts
about themwell be inside Redwall."
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It was difficult to tell who was the nmore surprised, Matthias and his party or
the rat sentries.

There was a second's pause, then they scattered. One or two of the rats were a
bit slow off the mark, but not as slow as Colin Vole and his nother, who were
roughly grabbed by the faster sentries.

Matt hi as dodged, wiggled and ran free, tripping a rat who was about to seize



M. Vol e. The young nmouse ran, pushing the vole in front of himand calling
out: "Run, keep going, M. Vole! Try to make it to the woods and hide."

The vole faltered. "But nmy wife - Colin - the rats have got them"

Matt hi as pushed hi mroughly forward. "They'll get you too, if you don't hurry!
Move yourself, vole. You'll be no good to your famly as a prisoner again."

Taki ng Matthias's advice, Abram Vole ran as fast as his legs would carry him
Matt hi as turned and picked up a heavy branch. He faced the onconming rats.
"Only a dozen of you,"
conme, first served.”

he taunted. "Let's see what you rats are nmade of. First

Matt hi as swung the branch. It whooshed through the air, causing the rats to
stop in their tracks. As he advanced on themflailing the branch, he shouted
at the top of his voice, "Basil, Basil Stag Hare, where are you?"

The rats tried to circle Matthias. One got too near. A hefty
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Mow fromthe inprovised staff sent himcrashing to die ground.
"Ch, wdl hit, sir! Jolly well hit!"

It was die hare

He cane bounding up, for all the world as if he were on a Sunday Schoo
picnic, grinning fromear to ear. Colin and Ms. Vole cane panting in his
wake. Matthias gasped with relief.

"Basil, where in heaven's nanme did you get to?"

The skillful creature dodged a rat, spun round and | anded a fierce

doubl e-footed kick to its stomach. The rat bow ed over, conpletely w nded, al
the fight knocked out of its body. Basil chuckled. "Sorry about that,

Matt hias, nmy old | ad. When these chaps gave up chasing me, | scooted back to
nmy den. Spring cleaning, y' know. A bit late, but I'monly a bachelor in single
quarters, what!"

Matt hi as was fl abbergasted. Here he was fighting off a dozen rats, trying to
rescue the Vole famly, while Basil was dusting out his den! The young nouse
could scarcely hold his tenper.

"Ch, how nice of you, M. Hare. So glad you could join us," he said
sarcastically, as they beat off rats and hurried die Voles along. "1 don't
suppose you put the kettle on for tea?"

Basil bowed to Ms. Vole and offered her his paw

"Allow ne, ma'am Wy yes, as a matter of fact | did. Nothing like a fresh pot
of mint tea after sone good heal thy exercise, what, what?"

Matt hias struck a rat square in the face with the butt of his branch. The hare
was obviously insane. Mnt tea, indeed!

"Well, | don't suppose you think I"mgoing to sit in your den drinking tea al
afternoon," he yell ed.



Basil had a hanmmerl ock on a rat. He swung hi mand knocked two nore flat on the
ground. He wi nked at Matthias.

"1 certainly hope not, old bean. You see, it'd be perishin* awkward, as |'ve
only got a four-piece teaset, and if |I'mnot m staken the small gent who took
off for the woods tike a scal ded duck is obviously the husband of this
delightful lady vole, so 1*11 have to invite himtoo, won't |?"

Matthias tripped a rat with the branch. He was |l earning to take Basil in his
stri de.

"Why, of course you will, M. Hare. What a bore you
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must think me. I'Il probably sit around on the common here and teach the rats

to make dai sy chains.”

Basi| dodged around a rat and | aughed approvingly. "No need to get uppity,
young feller. | thought I'd best shelter the Voles and see 'emsafe to the
Abbey later. Cbviously you need to get back to Redwall posthaste. A famly of
vol es woul d only sl ow you up."

Matt hi as grinned ruefully. "I apologize, sir. | accept your offer of help
gratefully, I didn't nean to be rude."

By now they were at the edge of the common | and. The rats had fallen back
monentarily.

Basi| shook paws with Matthias. "Good nouse. Right, cut along, young 'un. 'l
see you when | deliver ny charges back to the Abbey."

Al one and unencunbered, Mtthias struck off into the woods. Traveling doggedly
on wearied legs, he realized that his entry to Redwall would have to be from

t he Mossfiower side, as the main gate woul d probably be under attack. Could

t he defenders hold out? WAs Constance organi zing the retaliation correctly

wi thout him Had the sentries stayed alert? Was Cornfl ower safe?

Questions raced through Matthias's brain as he fought his way through the
undergrowt h. Taking a check on his bearings, he began to worry a little. The
Abbey wal ls should be in sight over towards the north-west. Perhaps he hadn't
fully realized the sprawing size of the woodl ands. Yes, that was it. Mybe if
he kept on trekking the walls would soon cone into view

From somewher e ahead Matthias could hear the trickle and gurgle of a stream
He renenbered that it had been sone tine since he had eaten and drunk
Changi ng direction, he followed the water sounds until he cane to the banks of
the stream

Lyi ng face down on a | ow outcrop of red sandstone, Matthias drank his fill of
the cool, sweet streamwater. Further down the bank he found sonme young
dandel i ons. Gathering a bunch of tender |eaves and buds, he nmade his way back
to the sun-warned sandstone and stretched out on his back, nibbling dandelions
and gazing up at the cloudl ess blue June sky
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t hrough the treetops. Wat an action-packed day it had been

Matt hi as was glad of the brief respite after all the excitenent. But he told



hinsel f that he could not afford to stay long. He nust press on to Redwall. He
heaved a great sigh. The life of a warrior was very tiring

Cosing his eyes nmonentarily, he thought of Martin the Warrior. Did he ever
feel tired? He must have, defending the Abbey with his |arge heavy sword,
wearing all that arnor. \Watever happened to the sword? It had to be
somewhere. Legendary weapons didn't rust and wear away to nothing; otherw se
they' d never get to be | egends.

A dragonfly hovered directly above the young mouse, gently stirring his

whi skers. What was this strange creature doing in his territory? He glided a
little closer. It was quite safe; the oddly garbed ani mal posed no threat to
his authority as bailiff of this stretch of water. He was fast asleep, snoring
like a squirrel in mdwi nter, oblivious to all about him
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It was |late afternoon. There had been one or two ninor setbacks, but Ctuny and
his squad had finally made it up into the elmtree. Sone of the rats were
really hopeless clinbers in Cluny's estimation. There had been quite a bit of
jostling and slipping, and as for that idiot Cheesethief, inagine waiting
until you were six yards above ground to find out that you were afraid and had
no head for heights. Cuny thought angrily that if there hadn't been such an
urgent need for silence, he'd have given himwhat for

The Warl ord began to wi sh that he had brought along nore ferrets and weasels.
They possessed good natural clinbing ability, and that weasel - what was his
nane? Scragg - he'd been an enornous hel p, boosting and encouraging the
others, even organizing the lifting up of the plank. Cuny nmade a nental note
for future reference. Oficer material, that one. Despite all efforts,
however, they were still bel ow the edge of die parapet. Hi gher up, the elm
branches becane thin and whi ppy, not strong enough to support the plank's

wei ght .

Cl uny took stock of the situation. This was really as far as he could go while
still retaining some kind of safety factor on their hazardous assignnent. He
decided to call a halt.

"Right, take a breather. Find somewhere that you won't fall from In an hour

or two it'll be evening; there' |l be lots of shadow and | ess daylight. The
mce will have sl owed up

a bit by then. W'll catch themoil guard. Scragg, see this |lot keep still and
quiet, will you?"

Scragg saluted smartly and offered a hel pful conment. "This branch I'msitting

on, Chief, |I've just been testing it and it feels good and strong. Maybe we
shoul d mount the plank fromhere to the wall. It'll reach easily enough. |
know it's a bit of an uphill clinb, but it shouldn't be too difficult. | don't

fancy those branches higher up - they're too thin."

Cuny clinbed across and sat next to Scragg. He spoke in a whisper. "Good

t hi nki ng, weasel. Yes, this branch'll do fine. Stick by me, Scragg. You're a
useful soldier. Wth sone of the bl ockheads |'ve got around me | could be on
t he | ookout for a new captain soon. You know what that neans: extra loot, a
bi gger share of the plunder. Cuny always rewards initiative, Scragg. Play
your cards right and you'll soon get pronotion."



"Thanks, Chief. Don't worry. | won't let you down," Scragg mnurmnured.

On a | ower branch, Cheesethief (who had been eavesdropping on the
conversation) sneered inwardly. Yes, Chief. No, Chief. Three bags full, Chief!
Who did that snotty weasel think he was?

And as for Cluny pronoting a weasel to captain over rats of his own kind, well
Redt oot h and Darkcl aw and the others m ght have sonething to say about that!
Upstart weasel, he'd only joined up a day or two ago. If he got half the
chance, Cheesethief would fix Scragg all right.

Abbot Mortiner |ooked thankfully up at the sky. Evening had cone. They had
lasted out well; the rats had not breached die wall in any way. Mst of the
main fighting had gone into a lull. duny's horde was only maki ng spasnodi c
sallies fromthe ditch now Taking advantage of the interval, the defenders
haul ed up nore rocks and rubble to the ranparts. Cornfl ower and her band of

hel pers were on top of the walls. Keeping their heads |ow, they noved from
post to post, serving each creature with a bowl of stew, sone wild grapes, and
a small teaf of honeyed nutbread.

"What a calm efficient young nmouse Cornflower is," the : 'Abbot remarked to
Const ance.
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The badger passed a bundle of arrows to Anbrose Spi ke for distribution as she
replied, "Aye, that she is, Father Abbot. But she | ooks worried. Matthias, do
you t hi nk?"

"Doubtl ess," said the Abbot dryly. "That young nouse is on my nmind as well as
hers and yours."

Const ance shook her large striped head. "It's not |ike Matthias to go off I|ike

that. |'ve searched everywhere in nmy spare nonents, but he's not in the
Abbey. "

"Well, wherever he is," the Abbot replied, "I'mcertain that he is hel ping our
cause, so we'll just have to await his return and trust to Matthias's judgnent

and good sense."

The two friends thankfully accepted food from Cornfl ower and her hel pers. Both
wat ched, mystified as Wnifred the otter and Forenole hoisted and pulled a
seesaw i nto vi ew.

It was a plaything, made in the distant past for the use of infant

woodl anders. It had lain near the strawberry patch for as |ong as anyone coul d
renenber. Baby aninmals played on it throughout the year. As a seesaw it was in
perfect working order.

Wnifred and Forenple set it down on the parapet. Bent double, two nol es
staggered up carryi ng between nem an enornous rock. Forenol e indicated the
opposite end of the seesaw. "Arr, purrunthur, that's a noice bow der, ny
beauties.”

When the "bowl der" was in position, Wnifred and Fore-nol e hugged each ot her
tightly. Wth a nod they junmped heavily on to the near seat.

Whoosh!



The big rock catapulted over the top of the parapet. Several seconds of
silence followed, then there was a crash, acconpani ed by screanms of pain and
shock fromthe rats packed into the ditch below Wnifred and Forenol e gravely
shook paws.

"Yurr, oi reckon they pesky varm nts got'n an 'eadache," chuckl ed Forenole, as
everybody on the ranparts ran to seek cover fromthe retaliatory mssiles
hurled by duny's horde.

The battle had started again in earnest.

Mouse archers sprang up and | oosed their shafts down towards the ditch; otter
sling-throwers whipped hard pebbles off* with fierce rapidity; long rat
javelins flew upwards, causing death and injury in the ranks of the defenders.
But now there
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was a new hazard. Some inventive rat had devised a fearsone weapon: chunks of
iron grave-railings fromthe churchyard, strung to I engths of cord. The rats

woul d swing the cord round and round, gaining nonentumuntil, judging the
right direction, they |oosed the cord. The nissiles sped upwards, two or three
ti mes higher than the wall, alnost out of sight; then they woul d pl unmet

downwar ds, whistling viciously, to burst on the ranparts. Any defender struck
by a missile was either instantly killed or horribly mained. Even if the iron
mssed its target, the stones and shattered netal fragments ricocheted about
dangerously.

Real i zi ng the danger of this new device, Constance ordered all but a chosen
fewto | eave the wall for the safety of the Abbey grounds. However, the strung
iron bits soon proved to be a two-edged weapon. Many that were rel eased
wrongly came hurtling back down into the ditch, sonmetines slaying the very
creatures that had hurled them Even Redtooth, in Cluny's arnor, guarding the
standard in the meadow, had to make an undignified scurry to avoid being hit,
but he could see the denoralizing effect the m ssiles were having on the

def enders, so he ordered the throwers to continue.

Const ance bravely stood her ground on the parapet, as did her small band of

pi cked fighters. Wenever one of the mssiles | anded intact on the rubble
pile, she would seize it, standing in fall view as she whirled the corded iron
round and round, releasing it in a blur of speed. Constance was a far nore
powerful and accurate thrower than any rat. The attackers bared angry fangs at
her fromthe cover of the ditch -of all the Redwall defenders the big badger
was the one they nost hated and feared.

Seated in the branches of the elmtree at the north wall of the Abbey, C uny
wat ched the shadows | engthen. To the west, the sky was crinmson with sunset.
Soon he would raise the plank to the parapet. Then let them beware! No tinpot
order of mce was going to stand against the might of Cuny the Scourge.

Met husel ah t he gat ehouse- keeper stood facing the danaged tapestry in the G eat
Hal| of Redwall. Being too old for active
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battl e service he reasoned that the best way he could serve his order was by
putting his fertile brain to work.

Sonmewhere there had to be at least a clue, a single lead that mght tell him



where the resting place of Martin the Warrior could be found, or where he
coul d regai n possession of the ancient sword for his Abbey. But where?

Every now and then over (he years Methusel ah had searched through Redwal | for
Martin and his sword. Now he stepped up his questing activities, alas with no
success. Vital dues and answers still eluded him Wat he needed was a
younger, fresher mnd to assist him What a pity that Matthias could not be
found. Now there was a young nouse with a head on his shoul ders. Long years
and nuch nental strain had taken their toll on the ancient nouse. Warily he
swayed on his feet and, putting out a paw to steady hinsel f, he touched the
wal | - the exact patch of stone over which Martin's |ikeness had once hung.

Met husel ah gave a sigh of satisfaction and allowed a small smile to creep
across his features. His search had not been in vain. Beneath his paw there
was witing carved into the dust-covered wall.

BOOK TWD
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Matt hi as cane awake slowy. He blinked, yawned, and stretched his body

[ uxuriously. The sun was setting, turning the little streaminto a flow of
molten red and gold tinged with deep shadow. He lay calm savoring the peace
and qui et of the woodl and sumer eveni ng.

Reality struck himlike a thunderbolt. He sprang to his feet, instantly
forgetting the beauty that surrounded him Lying there snoring and sl eeping
like a lazy little idiot, and all the while Redwall Abbey and his friends were
under attack!

Furious with hinsel f, Matthias strode off angrily into the darkening trees. He
could find no words strong enough to express his self-contenpt. It was not
until he had bl undered and crashed along his way for sorme tinme, wildly
upbrai di ng hinself, that he cal med down with the realization that he was well
and truly lost. No tree, path or landmark | ooked renotely famliar. He
despaired of ever seeing Redwall again. Night closed in on the small nouse
wandering alone in the depths of Mssflower Wod. Strange, imaginary shapes
Bitted about in the gloom eerie cries pierced the still air, trees and bushes
reached out their branches to catch and scratch like living things with claws.

Trenbling, Matthias took refuge in an ol d beech trunk that had once been riven
by lightning. Gradually he becane critical of hinself again: the great

warrior, frightened of the dark |ike a baby churchnmouse. From somewhere
overhead he heard a

in

scrat chi ng noi se. Sunmoning up all his courage he bani shed his fears. Draw ng
Shadow s dagger he stepped out into the open, calling aloud in what he hoped
was a gruff voice

"Who's doing all that scratching and scrapi ng? Conme out and show yourself if
you are a friend. But if it's a rat out there, then you' d best start running,
otherwi se you'll have to deal with me, Matthias, a warrior of Red wall."

Havi ng spoken his piece Matthias felt his confidence surge back. He stood
tense and alert. However, he received no answer, save the mocking echo of his
own voice ringing back at himthrough the dark woodl ands.



A slight noise at his back caused Matthias to wheel about with di e dagger

uprai sed. He found hinself confronted by a baby red squirrel. It gazed up at

hi m curiously, sucking noisily on its paw. Matthias practically dropped the
dagger through | aughing so much. So, this was the naneless terror that stalked
t he ni ght?

The tiny creature continued sucking its paw, shifting fromfoot to foot, its
bushy tail curled up over the small back, higher than the tips of its ears.

Mat t hi as st ooped, speaking gently for fear of frightening the infant. "Hello
there. My nane's Matthias. Wat's yours?"

The baby squirrel continued sucking on its paw
"Do your mummy and daddy kndw you are out ?"

It nodded its head.

"Are you lost, little one?"

It shook its head.

"Do you tal k?"

It shook its head.

"Do you often wander about like this at night?"
It nodded.

Matt hias smiled disarmngly. He threw his paws open wide. "I"'mlost!" he said.
The paw- sucki ng continued w t hout coment.

"I come from Redwal | Abbey."

Suck, suck, suck

"Do you know where that is?"

The baby squirrel nodded.

Matt hi as was overjoyed. "Ch ny little friend, please could you show ne the
way?" he asked.

112

It nodded.

"Thank you very nuch."

The tiny squirrel hopped and shuffled a short way into the woods. Turning to
Matthias, it took its paw fromits nouth and beckoned himto foll ow. He needed
no second urgi ng.

Suck, suck, suck

"Well at least,"” Matthias thought aloud, "if 1 lose sight of this fellowl'll
be able to hear him"



The baby squirrel smiled. . . and nodded . . . and sucked.

Abbot Mortiner sat in the grass of the Abbey cloisters. Al around himthe
def enders who had been sent down fromthe wall lay in slunmber. Not know ng
when the rats were going to stop fighting, and realizing that they m ght not,
the kindly Abbot advised those who had been relieved to try and get sone

sl eep.

Met husel ah cane shuffling up. Wth a sigh and a groan he sat down on the grass
al ongsi de his Abbot who greeted hi mcourteously.

"Good evening. Brother Methuselah."

The ol d gat ehouse-keeper adjusted his spectacles and sniffed the air. "And a
good evening to you, Father Abbot. How goes the battle against the rats?"

The Abbot folded his paws within his wide sleeves. "It goes well for us, old
one, though how | can say that anything goes well which causes death and
injury to living creatures is beyond ne. W live in strange times, ny friend."

Met husel ah grinned and winkled his nose. "But still, it goes well."

"Indeed it does. But why do you smile, Mthusel ah? What secret are you keeping
from nme?"

"Ah, Father Abbot, you read ne |ike a book. | do have a secret, but trust ne,
all will be made known to you in the fullness of tine."
The Abbot shrugged. "No doubt it will. But please make it soon. W are not

getting any younger, you and I|."
114

"Come now, " said Methusel ah, "conmpared with ne, you are still a nouse in your
prime. Yet |ike many others that think ny senses are failing, you cannot see
hal f the things that ny old eyes observe."

"How so?" inquired the Abbot.

Met husel ah touched a paw to his nose know ngly. "For instance, did you notice
that there is a southerly breeze tonight? No, | don't suppose you did. Then

|l ook at the top of that old elmtree sticking up above the wall. Yes, that one
over by the small door. Tell ne what you see.”

The Abbot's eyes foll owed Met husel ah's paw until he saw the tree in question
He studied it for a nmonent, then turned to the old nouse. "I see the top of an
old elmtree growing out in the woods. But what is unusual about that?"

Met husel ah shook his head reprovingly. "He still cannot see. Dear ne! If the
breeze is blowing fromthe south, then die elmtree wuld nove its | eaves and
branches in a northerly direction as it has always done. But that particular
tree is choosing to disobey nature. It is swaying fromeast to west This can
mean only one thing. Somebody is using that tree for a purpose. At |east, that
is what | think. Do you agree?"

W thout replying or showi ng any sign of al arm whatsoever, die Abbot arose.
Wal king calmMy over to the gatehouse wall, he beckoned silently to Constance.
The badger descended the steps. She held a whi spered conference with the
Abbot, nodding in the direction of the elm Less than a mnute |ater



Const ance, acconpanied by Wnifred the otter, Anbrose Spike and a few others,
padded carefully along the top of the wall, taking great pains not to be seen

On the woodl and side, O uny whispered commands to his followers as they pushed
the plank towards the wall fromtheir perch in the elmtree. "Steady now,
Cheeset hi ef, you noron. Keep your end up! Keep it goi ng upwards, not down!"

Cheeset hi ef struggled to obey. It was all right for the Chief, sitting back
there giving out his orders. He didn't have to bal ance with one claw while
pushing a silly plank about with die other. Cheesethief slipped. Wth a squeak
of dismay he let go of the plank. It clattered against a branch

"5

Fortunately, Scragg the weasel was on the alert. He caught the end of the
pl ank, steadying it. Cheesethief regained his balance and clung niserably to
his perch as duny hissed in rage at him

"d own! Bungling buffoon! Get out of the way! Shift your fat idle carcass and
| et Scragg take over."

Burning with resentnent, Cheesethief was shoved uncerenoniously aside. Cd uny
aimed a kick at himas the efficient weasel took his place. "You just sit
there and be still,” Cuny snarled. "And try not to nmake enough noi se to waken
the entire Abbey."

Scragg noved with skill and econony, issuing quiet confident directions to the
others. "Up a bit, left a touch, take it forward steady now, good, hold it."

The [ ong pl ank snaked out and upwards, conming to rest gently but firmy on the
par apet edge. Scragg saluted Cuny. "Plank in position and ready, Chief."

Cheeset hi ef shot Scragg a venonous gl ance.

Cluny clinbed on to the plank and tested it. The inprovised bridge wobbl ed and
sprang a bit, but it held.

Cuny turned to the raiding party. "I'lIl go first. We'd better have only one
at a tine on the plank. Wien |I'mon the parapet 1'l|l steady the other end.
Scragg, you cone next. The rest of you follow "

Cuny held on to branches for as long as he could. Soon he was out on the

m ddl e of the plank with nothing to steady him Trying hard not to gl ance
downwards at the dizzying drop, he inched his way "up the plank, towards the
wal | .

Cuny was alnost in reach of his goal when Constance appeared on the parapet.
She gave the plank a mighty kick, sending it off into space!

Wth a shout of dismay C uny plunged earthwards, snapping branches as he went.
Wnifred fired off a pebble fromher sling, knocking a ferret clean out of his
perch into enpty space, Scragg still held one end of the plank. He | eaned
precariously out fromthe elmto see where Cluny fell

Sei zing his opportunity for revenge, Cheesethief shoved Scragg hard in the
back. The weasel dropped like a stone with the plank on top of him duny's
foll omers were kicking at
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each other and screanming as they tried to clanber down fromdie high elm
branches.

Leani ng across the parapet, Constance and her friends watched the

pani c-stricken animal s descending. Wnifred the otter managed to speed up the
retreat with a few well -ai ned stones fromher sling. The defenders vi ewed
their work with grimsatisfaction

Anbr ose Spi ke squi nted short-sightedly down at the darkened woodl and fl oor. He
tried to assess the casualties.

"How many did we get?" he inquired.

"Hard to tell in this light," replied Wnifred. "But |1'd swear that was C uny
Constance tipped off the plank."

The badger's brow creased. She shot a quizzical glance at die otter. "So you
saw himtoo? I'mglad you did. | thought | was seeing double for a nonment back
there. How could Cuny be in tw places at once? I'msure | saw hi m standi ng
in the meadow not ten mnutes ago."

Wnifred shrugged. "Well let's just hope that it was Cuny. Personally, Pd
like to think that he's Iying sonewhere down there now, dead as a doornail."

Const ance peered downwards. "Difficult to say, really. There seemto be around
hal f a dozen or so laid out down there. Can't tell for sure; too nmuch shadow
and darkness. Still, | don't think any creature could survive a fall fromthis
hei ght . "

"Maybe we'd better go and see," suggested Amnbrose.
The defenders | ooked towards Constance.

"Maybe not," said the badger thoughtfully. "No, | don't Hke it. it suddenly
strikes me that this could be a diversionary tactic to draw us away fromthe
gat ehouse wall. If it was Cluny who fell fromdie plank, all well and good;
but if it wasn't, then he's still around the front. It won't serve any useful
pur pose counting dead bodies. Let's get back to the main action.”

Led by Constance, the defenders riled hurriedly off.

Cheeset hi ef slunk cautiously out of the undergrowth. It was safe to nove now,
t he woodl anders had gone fromthe parapet. Behind him |I|inping and
conpl ai ni ng, cane the survivors of the ill-fated raiding party. Cheesethief

i gnor ed
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them as he noved anmong the bodies that had fallen fromthe high branches: four
rats, a ferret, and one weasel. Three of the rats and the ferret were dead.
They lay where they had fallen, their linbs in grotesque positions. The
survivors i mredi ately pounced upon the bodies of their fallen conrades,

pl underi ng weapons and objects of clothing that they had coveted. Cheesethi ef
stood riveted by the single eye.

C uny was alive!

Beneath the plank Scragg stirred and groaned. Amazingly, he too had survived.

Cheeset hi ef sprang into action, surprised that Scragg still lived but



fatalistically accepting that nothing could kill Cuny. "Quick, get that plank
over here, you lot. W've got to get the Chief out of here.”

Using the plank as an inprovised stretcher they carefully lifted uny on to
it. Cheesethief knew Cluny was watching him Tenderly he lifted the dangling
tail and arranged it gently alongside his leader. "Try not to nove. Chief. Lie
still, we'll soon get you back to canp.”

The stretcher bearers noved off slowy through the woods. Cheesethief avoi ded
Cluny's eye. An idea was taking formin his mnd. He sniffed piteously, w ping
an imaginary tear fromhis cheek

"Poor old Scragg! What a good weasel! | think he's still alive. Listen, you
lot: carry on and get the Chief hone safely, I'll double back and see if | can
hel p Scragg. "

Cheeset hi ef sniggered to hinself as the survivors di sappeared into the night,
carrying Cuny on the plank

Matt hi as foll owed the baby squirrel through branble and bush. \Wenever he
tried to comuni cate, all that he received was a nod or a shake of the tiny
creature's head. They had been traveling for quite a long time. As the pale
fingers of dawn crept across the sky Matthias was beginning to doubt that his
conpani on knew t he way.

Then suddenly the little fellow pointed to the east with his paw. In the
di stance Matthias coul d make out the shape of the Abbey.
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"There's no place like hone," he said thankfully. "Wat a splendid pathfinder
you are, ny friend."

Still sucking his paw, the small squirrel snmiled shyly. He took hold of
Matthias's tail as they went forwards together, the nmpbuse tal king ani matedly,
t he squirrel noddi ng vigorously.

"I"ll take you to Friar Hugo's kitchen and see that he gives you the nicest
br eakfast you've ever had. Now what do you say to that?"

Suck, suck, nod, nod.

When Matthias arrived at the wall he felt like patting the old red sandstone.
He turned to his conpanion. "This is where | live."

A noi se nearby caused them both to freeze nonmentarily. It sounded |ike sone
creature groaning. Instinctively Matthias and the squirrel ducked down anong
the ferns. Cautiously, they crept along in the direction of the sounds.

Silently parting the ferns, they gazed in horror at the dreadful scene around
the base of the elmtree. Among the dead aninals that lay stretched in
unnatural attitudes was a badly injured weasel. He was nmoaning and tw tching
fit-fally.

Before either of the friends could decide what to do, a rat appeared on the
scene. They remai ned notionl ess.

Cheesethief was in a cheery nood. He hunmmred happily under his breath as he
prodded Scragg with his foot.



"Scragg, wake up. It's ne, Cheesethief. Ch come on now, |'m sure you renenber
me? The stupid one, the rat whose job you were going to take?"

Scragg's eyes were barely open. He groaned in agony.

Cheeset hi ef cocked a nockingly synpathetic ear. "What's that, Scragg, ny old
mate? Tired, are you? Yes, you nmust be, lying there like that. Tell you what,
"Il help you to go to sleep, shall I?"

The rat placed his foot on the weasel's throat and began pressing down. Scragg
struggl ed feebly, fighting for breath, unable to stop his tornmentor

Cheeset hi ef took malicious pleasure in his revenge. Cruelly he | eaned his ful
wei ght upon die weasel's rasping throat. "Hush now. Go to sleep, Scragg. Dream
of the comand you never had."
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Scragg nmade one final gurgling whinper and lay still. Cheesethief slunk off
chuckling with satisfaction. Hdden in the ferns, Mtthias and the baby
squirrel held their breath in disbelief. They had seen nurder committed!

Matt hi as and the squirrel waited until they were sure the coast was clear. At
| ast they emerged fromthe ferns, and Matthias, cupping his paws round his
nmout h, ventured a |l ow halloo up at the wall. There was no reply.

The little squirrel shook his head. He pointed to the floor with his pawin a
gesture that Matthias interpreted as "Stop here.”

Wth breathtaking speed and skill, the tiny creature raced up the trunk of the
old elm Reaching the thin branches above the parapet, he ran out al ong one.
Using it as a springboard, he bounced ninbly on to the ranmparts and vani shed,
sucking fiercely at his paw

Matt hi as had not long to wait before the small door in the wall nearby grated
open on its rusty hinges, and Constance peered cautiously out. Seeing
Matt hi as, she ran to greet him with the little squirrel perched upon her
back.

Matt hi as was not sure what sort of a reception was in store for him He need
not have worried. Constance hugged him patted his back and shook himby the
paw.

The badger forestalled the explanation that was upon the young nouse's |ips.
She beckoned Matthias inside, shutting the door behind them "You can tell us
everything later, Matthias. Right now !l insist that you cone to the main gate.
There' s somet hi ng you must see.”

A minute or two later all four were standing on the gatehouse wall, shoul der
to shoul der with countl ess ot her defenders. Cluny's horde was retreating, back
down the road to their canp at St. Ninian's Church. There was a wild cheering
fromthe ranks of the mice and woodl anders.

C uny was being borne upon the plank in the mdst of his armnmy. Redtooth, who
was still disguised in the Warlord's battle-arnor, had draped a bl anket over
Cuny to hide himand keep up the masquerade. But nobody was fool ed! Both
sides of the wall had heard the tale of nisadventure in all its

gory detail. They knew that the strutting rat in arnmor was not O uny the
Scour ge



Redt oot h nevert hel ess strode proudly along. Cuny might not recover. Besides,
he reveled in the respect that he received, dressed as he was in such barbaric
finery. He knew that it was only borrowed plumage, but he coul d al ways hope
that die position mght becone pernanent.

On top of the gatehouse ranparts feelings ran high. The Abbot had issued
strict orders that no mssiles or weaponry be discharged at the eneny in
retreat. Amid the cheering there was quite a bit of resentful grunbling.

Why not smash Cluny's army once and for all?

Now that they were on the run, this was the proper time to consolidate a
resoundi ng Redwal | victory!

But the good Father Abbot would not hear of it. Like a true gentl enouse he
believed in tenmpering triunph with nmercy. Thejubilatory sounds died away to an
eerie silence as die rats toiled raggedly off down the road, raising a colum
of dust in the early dawn. Dispirited and battleworn, carrying their fallen

| eader, the mai med and wounded hobbl ed painfully along at the rear, the bitter
ashes of vanqui shnent and defeat mingling with the dust fromtheir stunbling
vanguard.

Even the silent victors began to realize that victory cane at a high price.
Freshly dug graves and a crowded infirmary bore silent witness to the reality
of war.

Matthias felt a gentle pawintertwining with his own. It was Cornfl ower.

Rel i ef showed in her eyes and her voice. - "Ch Matthias, thank goodness you
are back safe! It was .dreadful, not know ng where you were or what had becone
of you. | thought you'd never cone back."

"I"'mlike an old bad penny, | always cone back," Matthias whi spered.

"Ch, by the way, how is your father?"

Cornfl ower brightened up. "He's made a nmarvel ous recovery. He refused to lie
in bed and has been up on the wall hel ping out. You can't keep a good

Fi el dmouse down, ny dad al ways says."

Matt hi as barely had tinme to bid Cornflower a hasty goodbye before he was
ushered off to the Abbot's roomfor an early-
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nmor ni ng conference. He took his seat and | ooked around the table. There were
Const ance, Anbrose, Wnifred, Forenole, the Abbot, and also his friend the
baby squirrel. He stood on a stool, dipping his pawinto a bowl of mlk and
honey, sucking it with noisy enjoyment.

"I think that you woul d have been in trouble without Silent Sam here,
Mat t hi as,” the Abbot said.

The young mouse nodded. "I certainly would, Father Abbot. So that's his nane?
Silent San? Well, he certainly lives up to it."

"I ndeed he does,"” replied the Abbot. "Hi s nother and father are old friends of
m ne. They'll pick up his tracks and be along here later to collect him Do
you know, this little chap hasn't spoken since he was born. 1've tried every



renedy known to Redwall on him but none has worked, so he was named Sil ent
Sam But don't let that fool you, he knows Mssflower Wod |ike the back of
his paw, don't you, San?"

The tiny squirrel licked his paw and smled. He indicated a large circle with
it, pointing at himself with his unsticky paw

Mat t hi as reached over and shook the paw heartily. "My thanks to you, Silent
Sam You are truly a great pathfinder."

During the neeting there was much useful information exchanged. Matthias told
of the rescue at St. Ninian's, and his encounter with the strange hare.

"Surely you don't nean Basil Stag Hare?" cried Constance. "Well, | never! Is
that old eccentric still bobbing around? |I expect we'll see himturn up with
the Vole fam |y around about lunch-tinme. | never knew Basil to m ss the chance

of ,a free lunch back in the old days."

The assenbl ed creatures passed on a vote of thanks to Matthias for his

resour ceful ness and bravery. Matthias blushed. Then he sat listening intently
whi |l e those who had taken part in the battle recounted all they could
remenber. In the aftermath of that nenorable conflict there was nuch

specul ation as to what the future held.

Wul d duny recover fromhis injuries? Had his horde been so soundly defeated
that they had | earned their | esson? O would they be back?

It was the Abbot's opinion that Cuny and his rabble would not bother Redwal |
again. Their leader's injuries would doubtless prove fatal. This statenment was
strongly opposed by the others, and Constance was el ected to speak for them
"Cluny is still the prine factor," said the badger. "That rat is physically
tougher than we could ever imagine. It is only a matter of time until he
recovers sufficiently to attack us again."

Const ance pounded upon the table with a heavy paw, enphasizing each word.
"And make no mi stake about it, Cuny the Scourge will attack Redwal | again.
I'd stake nmy life on it! Think for a moment. If Cluny were to give up the idea
of conquering this Abbey, he would | ose both face and credibility with the
arnmy he commands. Furthernmore, and nost inportant of all, word would spread
across the land that Cuny was not invincible, that he could be beaten by
m ce!

"This would nean the end of Cuny as a |l egend of terror; so you see, when
Cuny recovers he will be virtually forced to nount a second assault upon
Redwal I . "

There was a sober silence around the table.
The Abbot arose. He had arrived at a deci sion

"So be it. | have listened to your counsel and opinions, ny dear and trusted
friends. Although | yearn for peace, | feel that | must base my judgnent on
your words, which | know to be true. Therefore ny power as Abbot, and any
assistance that | can give are yours for the asking. It is my w sh that

Const ance, Matthias, Wnifred, Anbrose and Forenol e take conpl ete command at
Redwal I in the event of a second invasion. | will concern nyself wth aiding
the injured and 'feeding the hungry. And now, ny friends, | nust adjourn this
nmeeting, as | have other matters to attend to. Come, Sam We nust wash those
sticky little paws before your parents arrive. Oh, and before I forget,



Matt hi as, Brother Methusel ah would like to talk with you. He is in G eat
Hal | . "
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C uny the Scourge lay upon his bed, racked with crippling pains. Rat captains
gathered in the corner of .the sickroom They sat silent. The terrible
injuries would have proved fatal to any other rat on earth, but not to duny -
a broken arm a broken | eg, numerous cracked ribs, a fractured tail, smashed
claws and other hurts not yet di agnosed.

Redt oot h and four of the others m ght have set upon their |eader and finished
himoff for good.

But the fear of his | egendary powers was too strong!

Nobody knew for sure the extent of Cuny's renorseless vitality. Watching him
now, the barrel-like chest heaving up and down, the still-strong tail sw shing
spasnodi cal | y, Redtooth marveled at Cluny's strength. He was not even sure if
C uny was, shamming, pretending that his injuries were severe nmerely as sone
kind of test or trap that he had set for his captains.

The twel ve sentry rats were locked in the hut they had been set to guard. It
was now repaired. They had been soundly flogged for letting the Vole fanmly
escape. As a further punishment for concocting |ies about a big hare and a
young nmouse, Redtooth ordered that the twelve be starved until further notice.
He had been lenient with them C uny would have sentenced themto death and
personally killed themw th his bare cl aws.

Qutside in the churchyard the | eaderl ess horde did absolutely nothing to
reorgani ze. Sitting about licking their
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wounds and waiting for the Chief to recover seenmed to be the order of the day.

Again the nmouse warrior armed with his ancient sword returned to haunt Cuny's
fevered dreans.

Once nmore he was falling fromthe plank on the Abbey wall, falling, falling.
Bel ow hi mwai ted spectral figures: Rag-ear, with a blue face bloated to many
rimes its normal size, a rat-skeleton dressed in Cuny's own battle arnor, a
huge hare with enornmous feet, and a thick-bodi ed, venonous-| ooki ng banded
snake. He.tried to twist away fromthemas he fell, but, however nuch he
swerved and tried to change direction, Cluny had only to | ook down and see the
fierce-eyed warrior nouse —waiting, always waiting, the sword hel d point
upwards for himto be inpaled upon. Cluny tried to cry out, but not a sound
cane; it was as though his throat were being squeezed tightly.

He felt the sharp sword pierce his chest.

Bong!

Once nore the sound of the Joseph Bell tolling out across the fields from
Redwal | wakened the Warl ord. Fangburn, who was trying to extract a piece of

el m branch fromhis Chiefs chest, |eaped backwards in fright as Cuny's eye
snhapped open inches fromhis own.



"Cet away fromne," Cuny rasped.
Fangburn retreated, munbling excuses. C uny eyed hi msuspiciously - he didn't
trust any of them

"I'f you really want to help, go and get hold of sone of those new recruits who
live locally and bring themhere to nme," he gasped.

Wthin mnutes Fangburn had assenbl ed a band of the recruits around Cluny's
bed.

"Where's Scragg the weasel ?" Cluny grow ed.

Cheeset hi ef stepped forward, w ping imginary tears fromhis face with the
back of a filthy claw. "Don't you renmenber. Chief? He fell out of the big
tree. After 1'd taken care of you | went back for him but when | got to him
t he poor weasel was dead. Wat a good, kind—=

"Ah, shut your npaning face," said Cluny irritably. "If
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he's dead, then that's that. Here, you recruits, cone closer and listen to
ne. "

Apprehensively the little group shuffled forwards. O uny raised hinself
slightly on one el bow.

"Do any of you know where a heal er can be found? I don't nean one |like those
mce. | need a creature that knows the old ways, a gypsy, one who can cure
anything for the right price."

Killconey the ferret bowed el aborately. "Ah, 'tis your |ucky day, yer honor
for don't | know the very vixen."

"Foxes?" echoed C uny.
"Aye, foxes, sir," the ferret replied. "Didn't ne ould nother always used to
say, There's nothing like a fox to fix'? There's a whole tribe of "emlivin'
across the meadow, sir. Od Sela the vixen is the girl you'll be wanting, her
and her son Chi ckenhound. They'll fix you up as right as rain if there's
something in it for them Does yer honor want me to fetch then®"

Slowy Cuny's tail wound itself about the ferret's neck, drawing himin
cl ose.

"Cet them" duny said hoarsely. "Find the foxes and bring themhere to ne."

Killconey's throat bulged as he tried nervously to swallow. "dug! | wll

i ndeed, if you'll just let go of this pore ould ferret's neck, sir, I'lIl go as
fast as if the diwil hinmself was chasin' ne. You | ay back now and rest your
nobl e self, sir."

Cluny released the ferret and |lay back with an agoni zed sigh. Now was the tine
to think and plan ahead. Next tinme would be different.

"Redtooth," he called. "Take sone soldiers and scout around. See if you can
find a great hard tinber, a big log or tree trunk, something that will serve
as a battering ram"”



The nmice mght have won a battle, but duny had not yet |ost the war, by the
claws of hellthunder!

Those Abbey nice were going to pay with blood for what they had done to C uny
t he Scour ge.

Br ot her Met husel ah was busy with a small brush and a pot of black ink. As he
brushed the dust of ages fromeach letter on the wall, he filled it in with
ink. This would nmake it easier to read the nessage that had been graven
underneath the tapestry.

"Ah, Matthias, there you are," Methusel ah squeaked.

He blinked over the top of his glasses at the young nmouse. ."Look, this is
something | want you to see. Quite by accident | discovered this witing
beneath where Martin's picture once hung."

Matt hi as was full of unconceal ed excitenent.

"What does it say, Brother Methusel ah?" he cried.

The ol d gat ehouse- keeper sneezed as he brushed nore dust fromthe lettering on

the wall. "AI'l in good tine, young nmouse! Here, make yourself useful. You
brush the dust off the words while | ink themin. Between us we'll soon get it
done. ™

Matt hias set to work with an energetic goodw Il. He scrubbed vigorously,

sendi ng up clouds of dust. Between sneezes Methusel ah hurried to keep pace
with him

One hour later they both sat on the stone floor, drinking Cctober ale to
guench the dust while they adnired their handiwork.

"I't's witten in the old hand," said Methuselah, "but | can read it clear
enough. "

Matt hi as jostl ed himboisterously. "Wat does it say, old .one? Hurry up and
read it to nme."
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"Patience, you young scallywag," chided the ancient nouse. "Be quiet and
listen. It takes the formof a poem

"Who says that | am dead
Knows nought at all.

| - amthat is,

Two mice within Redwall.
The Warrior sleeps

Twi xt Hall and Cavern Hol e.

| - amthat is,



Take on mmy mighty role.

Look for the sword

In noonlight stream ng forth,
At night, when day's first hour
Refl ects the North.

From o' er the threshold

Seek and you will see;

| - amthat is,

My sword will wield for mne.

Matt hi as blinked and scratched his head. He | ooked at Methusel ah. "Well, what
did all that nean? It's ariddle to ne."

"Precisely," said die old nobuse. "It is indeed a riddle, but don't worry,
Matthias, we will solve it together. | have sent for food and drink. You and
will not nove fromhere until we have the answer."

Shortly afterwards, Cornflower arrived bearing a tray of breakfast for them
bot h: nutbread, salad, mlk and sone of Friar Hugo's special quince pie. She
was about to strike up a conversation with Matthias when Methusel ah sent her
packi ng.

"Shoo! Away with you, little fieldnouse. | need Matthias with a clear brain to
hel p ne solve an inportant problem so run along."

Cornfl ower wi nked at Matthias, shook her head at Methusel ah and wal ked of f
wi th nock dignity, her nose high in die air. Mtthias watched her go unti
Met husel ah tweaked his ear. "Pay attention now, young nouse. W nust study
this bit by bit. Let's take the first two tines:
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"Who says that | am dead Knows nought at all!""

Matt hi as waved a paw. His nmouth filled with salad, he nunbl ed, "But we know
that Martin is dead."

Met husel ah took a sip of mlk, pulled a wy face and reached for his Cctober
ale. "Ah, but, if we suppose that he is dead, then the words tell us we know
nothing at all. So, let us assune that he is alive."

"What ? Do you nmean Martin, alive and wal ki ng about?" said Matthias. "W'd
recogni ze him Unless, that is, he was disgui sed as soneone el se."

The ol d gat ehouse- keeper choked, spluttering ale over his habit. "Good grief!
| never |ooked at it that way. Very good, young one. Maybe the answer is in
the next two |lines. Wat do they say?"

"

-amthat is,

Two mce within Redwal [!""



Matt hi as repeated the words, but he could make no sense of them "l-amt hat
is.1 What is? 'Two mice within Redwall.' HmMm two nmice it tells of."

"OfF two mice in one," replied Methusel ah

They sat silent awhile, both racking their brains. Mtthias nentioned
somet hi ng that was bothering himas he | ooked at the graven lines. "\Wat |
cannot understand is that sort of dash. Look: '/- amthat is.' Do you see,
there is a small dash between the words T and 'am' In fact the sanme dash
occurs three tines throughout the rhynme: here, here and here." Matthias
poi nt ed.

Met husel ah adj usted his gl asses and peered closely. "Yes. You nay have
sonmething there. It could be the key to the whole thing ... '/ - amthat is.'
Let's say that the dash separates the line, so that we will ook at the |ast
three words, *amthat 15.' Suppose we took that part out, then it would read,
"7, two mice within Redwall.""

Matt hi as shook his head. "Wat do you nmake of that?"

"Conpl ete nonsense,"” replied the old nmouse. "Let's stick with, "amthat is.""
"Sounds all mxed up to nme," Matthias grunbl ed.
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Met husel ah | ooked up sharply. "Say that again."

"Say what agai n? You nean that it sounds all mxed up to nme?"

Met husel ah executed a little jig of delight. He patted the wall with his paw,
shouting, "That's it! That's it! Wiy couldn't | see that? It's all mxed up
of course!"”

The ol d mouse took a great draught of ale. Cackling with glee, he pointed a
paw at Matthias. "I know sonmething that you don't know . . . 'amthat is'

Matt hi as."'

The young nmouse frowned. So, the old one had finally cracked. He was in his
second i nfancy.

"Met husel ah, " he said kindly, "hadn't you better |ie down awhile?"
But the ol d gat ehouse- keeper kept pointing. He began to chant.
"Matthias, | that am Matthias, you that are.”

The young mouse stood tapping his tail in exasperation

"I wish you' d tell nme what you're so excited about,
are you saying ny nanme?"

he said severely. "Wy

Met husel ah wi ped tears of laughter fromhis eyes as he explained. "Wen you
said it was all mxed up, that got me thinking. Martin was tal king of two
m ce, hinmself and another. Ergo, Martin is represented by the word 'I."' The
other nmouse is '"amthat is' all mxed up. Now do you see?"

Matt hi as | eaned against the wall. "I'mafraid | don't follow you."

"Ch, you young booby," Methusel ah giggled. "I mixed the letters up and



re-arranged them It's your own nane . . . "amthat is' . . . Matthias."
"Are you sure?" said Matthias in astonishment.

"OfF course |'msure,” replied Methuselah. "It couldn't nean anything el se!
Your nane has eight letters init. So has "amthat is,” An M tw A's, two
Ts, an H an | and an S. Wi chever way you look at it, Matthias or 'amthat
is," it comes out the sane."”

"Met husel ah, do you realize what this nmeans?"

The ol d nmouse sat down beside him noddi ng gravely.
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"Ch yes, indeed | do. It neans that Martin sonmehow knew that one day he woul d
live on through you."

Matt hi as was staggered. "He knew about ne! Martin the Warrior knew ny nane!
Can you i magi ne that?"

The enormity of it overwhel med them both. For several mnutes they sat, no
word passing between them Suddenly Matthias leapt to his feet. "Right, let's
get on with it. Look at these lines:

' The Varrior sleeps

"Tivixt Hall and Cavern Hol e.

l-amthat is

Take on nmy mghty role.""

"Well, the last two lines are pretty clear," said Methusel ah. "They nean t hat
Martin, carrying on through you, has a great task to perform"

"What about the first two [ines?" Matthias said. "They seemfairly obvious,
too. Between Great Hall and Cavern Hole there is a flight of stairs. Cone on
ol d nouse."

In spite of his advanced years, Methuselah gripped Matthias's paw and ran so
fast that the younger nouse. had difficulty in keeping up

Bet ween Great Hall and Cavern Hol e there were seven stone steps. The problem
was, which one held the answer?

"Thi nki ng caps on again," said the old nouse. "Let's make a cl ose inspection
of these steps."

Toget her they exani ned the stone steps minutely, going back over each one
several times. Matthias sat on the bottom step. He shrugged. "They appear to
be seven ordinary broad stone steps; nothing special; quite the sane as any
other set of stairs in the Abbey, wouldn't you say?"

Met husel ah was forced to agree. After sitting awhile and letting his eyes roam

about, Matthias remarked, "I've just noticed sonething. The name of our Abbey
is carved into die wall as you go up the steps on the left-hand side, and al so
as you descend on the right-hand wall. It reads 'Redwall,1 either way."

Met husel ah wal ked up and down the steps, testing what Matthias had said. "Yes,



so it does. Do you see that each

letter is one step's width? Hmm Seven letters for seven steps. Surely that
nmust be some kind of a hint?"

Again the two friends sat to ponder the nystery. This tine it was Matthias's
turn to becone excited and point a paw at his comnpani on

"1 know sonet hi ng you don't know. "
Met husel ah pursed his lips in annoyance. "You know, Matthias, for a nouse that
clains affinity with Martin the Warrior, you can be singularly foolish

soneti nes. "

"Huh. No nore foolish than you were when you were saying the sane thing to ne
not so long ago," Matthias retorted.

Met husel ah coughed and cl eaned his spectacles on his habit. "Harrunph. Er,

yes, well, | apol ogize. Now pl ease tell ne what you have di scovered."
Matt hi as expl ained. "If you place the word 'Redwal | * running both ways as it
does here, you will notice that only one letter occurs in the same place, the

letter W Furthernore, if you were to turn a Wupside down it becones a letter
M which stands for Martin, Matthias, oh, and also for Methuselah, ny old
friend."

"Well, curl ny whiskers! The young scoundrel has a brain, and it works too.
It's got to be the fourth step, the niddle one up or down."

The step in question proved to be as solid and unnoving as its counterparts.
Even with their conbined strength, the friends could not budge it a fraction

Matt hi as wi ped sweat fromhis brow. "Take a breather, old one. | know who can
handl e this. Forenole and his team"

The noles were not long in arriving. They gathered around the step, sniffing
and scratching. Forenole exercised his authority, clearing themout of his
way.

"Yurr noles, get outten th' loight. Let'n umdog at bone thurr."

Forempl e paced the length of the step then shuffled sideways over it. He
tapped it with his great digging claws. He sniffed it, licked it and rubbed it
with his velvet head.

"Unmmm worra you' m gennel beast know abouten this yurr step?" he asked.

Together they related all the information to the attentive Forenmole. He
bl i nked short-sightedly as he rum nat ed.

"Arr, fourth'n uppards, sane down' ards. Yurr, WAlt, 'ark, Doby. B aint that
same as your grandmum do foi nd when she' mrooten about ol den toim
fortications?"

"What's he sayi ng?" whi spered Matthi as.

Met husel ah transl ated the curious nole dialect. "Forenole said, the fourth
step upwards is the sane as the fourth step down, that much we already know
Then he consulted the two nole brothers, Walt and Doby. It seens the step is
the sane as one found by their grandnother when she was exploring an



ol d-fashi oned castle or fortification. Mdles are very sensible creatures, you
know, and ! think they have the answer to our problem™

'*CGood ol d Forenole," said Matthias.
"Hush. Let's hear what Walt and Doby have to say," whispered Mt husel ah

The two nol e brothers respectfully tugged their noses to Forenol e before
answeri ng:

"Ur, that be true, zurr."

"Qur grandnum she'mfoind lots o' them"

"Aye, that she do. Never diggen or breaken, just turn 'emafter dustin'.

Met husel ah interpreted to Matthias. "Apparently their grandnother was sonewhat
of an authority on steps such as these. The clever old nole would neither dig
nor break them Evidently she could turn the step over, once she had brushed
it."

Mat t hi as addressed Forenol e courteously. "Excuse ne, sir, but do you know how
to deal with this step now? If you do, then ny friend and I would be only too
willing to help you."

Foremol e smiled, his whole face al nost vanishing into dark velvet winkles. He
cl apped Matthias on the shoulder in a chumy way. The young nouse was anazed
at the weight and strength of Forenble's paw. He was glad that it was a
friendly pat.

Foremol e chuckl ed deeply. "Nay, nay, bless your li'l 'eart,
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Mattw se, you'n owd Methusel am be but nouses, best |eave 'er to Foremole, oi'U
deal with'n."

"He says he can cope adequately w thout either of us," said Methusel ah

Forenol e produced a thick, fine-haired handbrush fromhis tunneling kit.
Bendi ng cl ose, he brushed furiously at the upper and | ower insteps of the
fourth stone. As he swept, he snuffled and blew, follow ng the path of his
brush. It soon became apparent that the stone had been cunningly jointed. The
dust cane away to reveal a continuous hairline crack which ran around the
edges of the step.

Next Foremole rummaged in his kit and cane up with a tin of grease and a
strong thin bar, one end of which was flattened |like a spatula. Snearing the
grease liberally on top of the third step, Forenole inserted the flat mnetal
tip agai nst the base of the fifth step. He dealt the blunt end of the bar a
smart blow, setting it firmy into the crack. Wth a swift novenment he | evered
the fourth step an inch forward, exposing a | ong dark gap

Wth a grunt of satisfaction Forenole called out to his team "Yurr noles,
gat her round an' set your diggen claws in um crack."

The nole teamdug their claws into the gap, chanting together as they heaved
with awll.



"Hurr she cone, if*n you please, Mvin' bow der, sloid on grease. '*

To the astonishment of the watching mice, the step slid snoothly outwards on
the greased stone. It turned conpletely over to reveal a dark opening with a
downward flight of stairs running off into the blackness bel ow

A d Sela the vixen nmuttered her charns and spells in a singsong voice.
Sonetimes she did a hopping little dance around the sickbed. C uny was not
f ool ed!

He wat ched as the fox sprinkled "magic herbs" on the pillow, reciting another
strange spell as she did so.

"The old fraud," duny thought. "Al'l that nunbo-junbo and magi ¢ nonsense. Wy
does she need it when she knows that she's a perfectly good doctor?"

Sel a had placed herb poultices and healing salves on all the Warlord' s wounds.
After bandagi ng them neatly she had adnini stered a potion that woul d deaden
t he pain and induce sl eep

G uny was satisfied. He had been treated by healers many times before. Sela
was the best; all the added muttering, dancing and trickery was done nerely to
enhance her reputation, to pull the wool over the eyes of stupid ignorant

creat ures.

"She may be a fox, but she'll never outfox me," Cuny thought to hinmself. Sela
had assured himthat with three weeks' rest,.conbined with her healing skills,
he woul d be fighting fit once nore.

"Three weeks!" At first the rat |eader had raged and sworn. He had never been
out of action that long in all his life. But secretly he knew that the fox was
right. Wthout her, duny would have been dead or permanently crippl ed.

Li ke all of her kind, Sela was a slippery character. What did she expect to
gain fromall this?

Loot and plunder from Redwal |!
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Sel a had never been allowed past the Abbey gates. She was certain that if
Cuny's arny overran Redwal |, there would be enough treasure to keep even the
greedi est creature happy for life.

Now, as the potions took effect, Cluny felt hinself drifting off to sleep
lull ed by the ceasel ess chantings and murrmurings of Ad Sela. He woul d have
cone awake like a scorched tiger had he known what the fox was actually up to!

Ad Sela had lived on her wits for many years. She was a counterspy by nature.
In any dispute or conflict she invariably sold secrets to both sides. It was a
danger ous gane, but one that she had played well thus far. Her crafty, golden

eyes had not been idle for a second since entering Cuny's canp.

Sel a knew exactly how many rats, weasels, stoats and ferrets were abl e-bodi ed
enough for combat. Al so, she had seen the working party gnaw ng industriously
at the base of a tall poplar. If that wasn't going to be used as a battering
ramthen Sela was a trout, and by her own diagnosis of three weeks, she knew
to the day when the date of the next attack on Redwall woul d be.



The vi xen wat ched O uny's eyes cl osing under the influence of her nedicine.
These warlords were all the sane - they never gave credit for brains to anyone
except thensel ves. There the big oaf was, snoring like a fox cub in his earth
on a winter's night.

She turned to the arned rats who guarded the sickroom She issued orders in a

confidential whisper, "I want no noise, please. Your Chief nust have conplete
rest. Don't let himexert hinmself when he wakes. Now you'll have to excuse
ne. "

She nade her way to the door. Fangburn and Redtooth stood barring it.

"Where do you think you are off to, fox?"

Sela licked her lips. She tried to | ook kindly but earnest. "Actually | was
goi ng back to nmy den to replenish ny stock of herbs, that's if you wish ne to

treat your |eader properly, of course."

Redt oot h prodded her with a spear. "C uny gave strict orders that you nust
stay here until he's better."

The sly fox blustered. "But ny good rats, surely you mnust

realize that | can do nothing wthout nmy stock of herbs? Now please let ne
pass. "

Fangburn shoved her roughly. "Sit down. You're not going anywhere."

Sel a seated herself. Her mind was racing. "Er, then at |east let ne go out
into the churchyard. 1've got to have sone fresh air. Besides, 1 can tell ny
young assi stant what herbs | require, and he can fetch themfor ne."

Redt oot h was not convinced. "But the Chief said you' d got to stay here."
Sela smiled inwardly. She had them where she wanted t hem now.

She put on a serious expression, shaking her head gravely.

"Then you had better | et me have your nanes. That way |

- can tell duny when he awakes full of pain with festering

wounds. No doubt he'll want to know who it was stopped

me trying to cure him"

This crafty statenent did the trick. After a few whi spered words between the
two rats, Redtooth turned to Sela. "Listen, fox, you can go out into the
churchyard and tell your assistant to run this errand, but Fangburn here will
be right beside you with a cutlass in your ribs. One fal se nove out of you,

and you'll be a dead healer. Is that clear?"

Sela smiled ingratiatingly. "By all neans. Let your friend come along. 1 have
nothing to hide."

Qut in the churchyard Chi ckenhound, who was the son of Sela, sat sunning
hi nsel f upon a tonbstone.

Fangburn did not see the secret wi nk that passed between the two foxes.
Chi ckenhound was as devious as his nmother in matters of espionage. H's face



was the picture of blank innocence as he listened to Sela's instructions.

"Now |isten carefully, ny son. W have a very sick rat inside that church. He

is in urgent need of ny special renedies. | want you to run as quickly as you
can back to our den. Bring me back sonme snakewort, cuckoo spit, a nedium
eel skin, three fine strips of willow bark ... oh, there's so nmuch to renenber,

I'd better wite it all down for you."
Sela turned to Fangbum "Do you carry any witing “materials with you, sir?"
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Fangburn spat scornfully at the fox's feet. "Are you trying to make fun of ne,
heal er? What d'you think 1 an? Huh, witing materials! The idea of it!"

Sela smiled disarmngly. "Ah, | thought not. Sorry, no offense. I'Il just nake
do with sonme bark and a burnt twi g. Were could | obtain such things, please?"

Fangburn pointed sullenly with his cutlass. "Over there by the cooking fire.
Be quick about it."

A few mnutes later Sela had presented Chi ckenhound with a scroll of bark that
she had witten upon

"There, that should do it. Now hurry along, ny son. Don't stop for anything on
the way. Isn't that right. Captain?"

Fangburn puffed out his chest, proud that the fox knew his rank. He pointed a
cl aw at Chi ckenhound.

"You listen to what your mother tells you, young feller. Get back here with
the stuff on that |ist as soon as possible. Be off with you now. "

The young fox took off like a rocket. Fangburn | eaned on his cutlass. "That's
the way to deal with young uns."

Sela | ooked at himadmringly. "lIndeed it is, sir. He never goes that fast for
me. It's obvious that you' ve got an air of conmand about you."

Fangburn colored slightly. This vixen wasn't such a bad creature after all. He
gestured nodestly to the church with his cutlass. "Er, | think it's time we
went back inside. Oders, you know "

"Ch quite. Can't have you getting in trouble, can we?" said Sela in her npst
flattering tone.

As soon as he was out of sight of Cuny's stronghold, Chickenhound slowed to a
| ei surely wal k. He unfastened the bark scroll and read his nmother's nessage.

To the Abbot of Redwall Abbey

| know exactly when, where, and how die hordes of Cuny will attack your
Abbey. What price will you give me for this inportant information?

Sel a the Vi xen

Chi ckenhound sni ggered noisily. He knew precisely what his nother required him
to do. He recalled Sela's favorite saying: "l've sold hens their own eggs back
and stol en the whiskers fromfarmyard dogs." The young fox anbl ed al ong the
dusty road to Redwal |, the hedgerows echoing with the sound of his sly



chuckl es.
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Cornfl ower was having a very busy day.

Havi ng delivered food to Matthias and Methusel ah, she went out on the ranparts
acconpani ed by her helpers. They fed the sentries and took back all die

di shes. Next she found hersel f naking an extra two trays of food up for Silent
Saml s parents. The two squirrels thanked her politely and set to with an
appetite. Little Sam stood wat ching them sucking his paw. Cornflower had a
speci al soft spot for the baby squirrel; she made up a tray for himtoo. She
had no sooner finished than Constance called to ask a favor of her. Wuld she
m nd nmaki ng up another four trays? Three for the Vole fanmly who had j ust
returned, and an extra-large one for Basil Stag Hare. Cornflower cheerfully
obl i ged.

Later, as they all ate, her eyes grew wide with amazenment. She had never seen
anyone shift such vast amounts of food, not even Constance or Anbrose Spike.
They were huge eaters, but nere amateurs conpared with Basil Stag Hare.

Basil w ped his nouth daintily on a napkin. He had inpeccabl e nmanners to nmatch
his insatiable appetite. He gushed forth praise for the Abbey victuals. "Ch
excel l ent! Absolutely top hole! D you know, |I'd forgotten how good the old
tiffin at Redwall could be. | say, mdear, would you mnd refreshing an old
bachel or hare's nenory? Anot her tankard of that fine Cctober ale, and perhaps
one nore portion of your very good sumrer salad. Ah, and | think | could
manage anot her few

slices of Friar Hugo's quince pie. Superb! Ahem don't forget the goatsnilk
cheese with hazelnuts. I'mvery partial to that. Cut along now, you little
charnmer. My word, what an attractive young fieldnmouse girl."

Cornfl ower sent two of her helpers. They had to go the |ong way around to
reach the kitchens. Abbot Mrtinmer had declared Great Hall and Cavern Hol e out
of bounds to all creatures, with the exception of those hel ping Matthias and
Met husel ah.

Bel ow t he new y-di scovered steps, a pair of l|lanterns cast pools of gol den
light into the inky blackness. The two mice made their way gingerly down the
secret staircase. The noles stayed outside, ready to help if they were needed
further.

The air was chilly but dry. Deeper and deeper the two friends went until the
steps ended at the beginning of a downward-w nding corridor. It had been
neatly dug and shored up with wooden supports. Matthias suppressed a shudder
How | ong had it been since any creature trod this silent nusty passage? He
brushed away cobwebs which disintegrated at the touch of a paw. Methusel ah
held on to his habit. Now they turned left, now right, then another left turn
| eft again, then right. Methusel ah's voice sounded hol |l ow and eerie. "The
passage was probably dug like this to give it extra strength. Have you

noti ced, Matthias? W seemto be going downwards still."

"Yes, we nust be nearly underneath the Abbey foundations,” Mtthias replied.
The friends pressed onwards. They could not estimate how | ong they had been

followi ng the course of this ancient w nding corridor. Methusel ah had ventured
slightly ahead. Now he halted.



"Aha, this looks like the end of the Iine," he squeaked.

It was a door.

Toget her they inspected it. Built of stout tinmber, banded with iron, beset
with florin spikes, the door did not appear to be |locked. Yet it would not

budge.

Matt hias held his lantern high. "Look, there's sone witing on die lintel over
t he door."

Met husel ah read it al oud:
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" '"The sanme as the steps 'twixt the Hall, Renenber and | ook to the center. My
password again is Redwall, Amthat is, you alone are to enter." "

The ol d nmouse did not hide his disappointnent. "Hunph! After all the help and
assistance that |'ve given, countless hours of study and val uable tine.
Real [ y!'"

H's words fell upon deaf ears. Matthias was already counting the florin spikes
that were driven into the door

Met husel ah feigned indifference, but his natural curiosity soon overcane any
chagrin he felt at not being allowed to pass the doorway.

"Need any hel p, young nouse?"

"Forty-two, forty-three, hush! Can't you see I'mtrying to count?" cane the
reply.

The ol d gat ehouse-keeper put on his glasses. "Wll, have you solved the riddle
all by yoursel f?"

Matt hi as wi nked at his conpanion. "Yes. At least | hope | have. There are
three clues in the rhyne you see, the sane as the steps. Look to the center
and the password is Redwal . Now, we nust renenber that Redwall has seven
letters. If you | ook at these ol d-fashioned nail s—=

"Florin spikes," Methusel ah corrected.

Matt hi as continued, "Yes, if you | ook at these florin spikes, you'll find that
they are in rows of seven, the sane as the nunber of letters in Redwall. There
are seven rows of spikes going fromside to side and seven rows fromtop to
bottom forty-nine spikes in all. Therefore, the twenty-fifth spike up, down,
or across is the exact niddle spike. The rhyne says, 'look to the center.'
That's this one here.”

As Matthias placed his paw on the spike in question, the door swung creakingly
i nwar ds.

Both mce could feel the hairs standing on their backs as the door opened wth
agoni zi ng sl owness.

When it stood fully open, Matthias put his paw around Methuselah's thin



shoul ders.

"Come on, old friend, we go in together," he said.

"But the rhyne," Methusel ah protested. "It says that only you nmay enter."
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Matt hi as answered in a strange, full voice. He seemed to grow in years and
stature. "/ amthat is, old one. Martin is Matthias. As ny trusted friend and
fai thful conpanion, | say that you may enter with ne."

Met husel ah felt hinself in the presence of one many tines ol der than he.
Lanterns held high, the two m ce advanced through the doorway.

It was a small, |lowceilinged chanber. A stone block rested squarely in the
center.

The tonb of Martin the Warri or!

Al'l around the sides of the stone were detail ed carvings, depicting scenes
fromMartin's life: deeds of valor and works of skillful healing. Lying along
the top of the stone was a life-sized effigy of the Warrior. He was clothed in
the fam liar habit of a Redwall rnouse, plain, with no trinm ngs.

Matt hi as stood reverently, gazing upon the calmfeatures of his own | egendary
hero in the silence of the small chanber.

Met husel ah whi spered in his ear. "He bears an uncanny resenbl ance to you,
young one."

As the ol d nouse spoke, the door behind himcreaked shut!

Feeling no panic, Matthias turned to | ook. On the back of the door hung a
shield and a sword belt.

The shield was a plain round steel thing of the type carried by the warriors
of old. The years had not dulled its highly-burnished front. At its center was
aletter M

The sword belt was in pristine condition, soft and as supple as if it had
newly cone fromthe tanner's bench: shiny black [eather with a hanging tab to
carry sword and scabbard. Its broad silver buckle gleamed in the lantern
light.

Wthout a word Matthias undid his novice's cord girdle. Handing it to

Met husel ah, he took down the sword belt and buckled it about his waist. The
belt fitted as if it had been made for him Wth great care he lifted the
shield fromthe door and tried it on his arm It had two grips, one below the
el bow, the other for the pawto grasp. It felt oddly famliar to Matthias.

There was nmore witing where the shield had hung upon the back of the door
Met husel ah read it:

" "By the moonlight, on the hour, In nmy threshold space |lay ne. Watch the beam
reflect nmy power, Unite once nore ny sword with ne. | - amthat is, stand true
for all. O Warrior Muse, protect Redwall.' "

As in a dream Matthias gave the door a gentle tug. It opened. By the lantern
lights the two mice made their way back fromthe |lonely chanber. Back to the



fam liar warnth and cheer of Redwall Abbey. Back to the hot June noonday sun.
7

Const ance stood on the ranparts. She | eaned over the parapet, watching as a
young fox approached along the dusty road, bearing a stick with a white rag of
truce tied to it.

The bi g badger was uneasy. She knew this one, a fox fromdd Sela's brood. You
needed eyes in the back of your head to watch that [ot!

"Stop right there and state your business, fox," Constance called gruffly.
Chi ckenhound sni ggered, but seeing the badger's stern expression, he quickly
took control of hinself.

"I want to see your Abbot," he called.

The reply was abrupt. "Well, you can't!"

The fox waved his flag, squinting up at Constance. "But | mnust see the Abbot!
| come in peace. | have inportant information for sale."

The badger was unnoved. "I don't care if you' ve got the rumbling foxtrot, you
aren't getting inside this Abbey. If you want to speak to anyone, then speak
to ne."

Const ance watched the crestfallen fox, then added as an afterthought: "And if
you don't like it, well, you can sling your brush back up the road."

Chi ckenhound was di smayed. This last insult had taken die wi nd conpletely out
of his sails. He tried to think how Sela woul d have handl ed a situation |ike
this. Eventually he unrolled the bark scroll and waved it up at Constance.

"This message is for the Abbot's eyes only. It's inportant.”
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The badger eyed himcoldly. "Then chuck it up here. I'll see that he gets it."

No amount of wheedling and bl andi shnent woul d cause the cynical badger to
change her mind. She was adamant. In the end, Chickenhound had to throw the
scroll up. He nade several puny attenpts, each one weaker than the last. As
the scroll fell back down into the road yet again, Constance called al oud,
"Put sone energy into it, you little mlksop. |I'm not hangi ng about here al
day."

Chi ckenhound heaved the scroll with all his strength. He was gratified to see
Constance | ean out and catch it. Hopefully he called, "I'"lIl wait right here
for an answer."”

The badger grunted noncommittaly. She sat down bel ow t he parapet out of sight
of the fox, and scanned the nessage. Constance stayed where she was until a
reasonabl e tine el apsed, then stood up, panting heavily for effect,

"Tell Sela that the Abbot will see her two days fromtonight at ten o' clock in
Mossfl ower Wbod. She must come to the old tree stunp, and mind you tell her —
no tricks!"

Chi ckenhound waved the flag. He went into a bout of uncontroll abl e sniggering.



"Right, 1've got the nmessage, fat one! Be sure your Abbot brings lots of
val uabl es with him Goodbye, old greyback."

Const ance poked an angry snout down at the insulting young fox. "You'd better
get running, frogface! |I'mcom ng down there to put ny paw behind you right
now "

Agai n Constance dropped behind the parapet. She hamered her paws |oudly
agai nst the stones. Standing up, she watched the terrified Chi ckenhound racing
off down the road in a cloud of dust.

"Snotty-nosed little upstart!" she nuttered.

There was no need for the Father Abbot to concern hinself with the underhand
dealings of traitor foxes. Constance would be well able to deal with the
situation herself.

Mat t hi as was fam shed. He sat down and took his lunch with M. and Ms.
Squirrel, the Vole famly, Silent Sam and Basil the garrul ous hare. The young
nmouse ate nechanically. He did not really want conversation. This | atest

di scovery of a new and baffling rhyme concerning nmoonlight, the north and

an unknown threshold nagged at his brain. Methusel ah had gone off to seek the
solitude of his gatehouse study, where he clained he could think nore clearly.

Matt hi as was not the liveliest of table conpanions. He smled and nodded,
paying little attention to the chatter of the Voles and Squirrels. He was not
even distracted by Silent Sam who sat upon his knee, stroking his whiskers
with a sticky paw. Basil Stag Hare eyed the food which Matthias had hardly

t ouched.

"Beg pardon, young nouse, old chap, but if you can't finish that bl ackberry
muffin or that red-currant tart "

Matt hi as absently pushed his plate across to the hare. Basil needed no second
bi ddi ng.

Abbot Mortiner entered. Seeing the | ook on Matthias's face, he | eaned across
and nmurnured in his ear, "All work and no play nakes Matthias a dull nouse.
Cheer up, ny son."

"What! | nmean, sorry, Father Abbot, 1 didn't nean to be rude. | was trying to
solve a problem you see."

The Abbot patted Matthias indulgently. "I understand, ny son. Methusel ah has
told me of some of the difficulties facing you both. My advice is, don't |et
it get on top of you. Relax a little. Time provides all the answers. You've
done splendidly so far, Matthias. Meanwhile you must not forget your nmanners
at table with the guests of our Abbey."

Matt hi as snapped out of his reverie. Silent Samwas adnmiring his sword belt.
He | aughed. "Do you like that, San? It's the sword belt of a famous warrior."

The little squirrel |eaped upon the table. He darted up and down, thrusting
out his paw as if he held a sword in it, stabbing away at thin air. He pointed
at Matthias. The young nouse gave hima hug. "No, bless you, Sam | haven't
got a sword of ny own yet, but I will have sone day."

Silent Sam pointed to hinmself, cocking his .head on one side. Mutthias prodded
his fat little stomach. "A sword for you too, San? Well, | don't know about



that. Your nmum and dad m ght not want you going about armed to the teeth.”

Basil Stag Hare had the answer. He produced a beautifully made knife. It was
very small, encased in a cunningly crafted willow bark sheath. The hare
beckoned Sam "C niere, you
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dreadful little rogue! I've got the very thing for you. This is a |l everet
dagger. All young hares carry one. Here, let's try it on you for size, young
buccaneer, what, what!"

Basil picked up a worn and di scarded sandal. He undid the foot strap
Threadi ng the dagger and sheath along the strap, he fastened it around Sam s
wai st .

"There, by the left, you look a regular little swashbuckl er now, " chuckl ed the
ki ndly hare.

Boundi ng up and down with delight. Silent Samcut a com cal figure as he
fenced his way along the tabletop, thrusting and parrying at cruets and
candl esticks with his new "sword," and sucking furiously on his free paw

Matthias joined in the laughter as M. and Ms. Squirrel thanked Basil for the
generous gift to their tiny offspring. Forgetting his imredi ate problens,
Matt hi as passed a happy hour in the conpany of the friendly woodl anders. He
enjoyed it even nore when Cornfl ower appeared. She shared Matthias's seat,
glad to be off her feet for a while. Basil nudged Matthi as.

"Excellent little filly, that girl! D you know, she can produce nore tuck in
the tw nklin* of an eye than you could shake a stick at. You mark ny words,
young feUer-my-nouse. A body would be lucky to settle down with her. | say,
have you noticed the way she | ooks at you? Hinds | ook at stags l|ike that.
Nobl e creatures, stags. It strikes ne that you could be just the stag for her
Why, | renenber when | was only a young | ancej ack. "

Cor nfl ower was nmki ng such faces that Matthias was about to silence Basil,
when Met husel ah popped in at the door. He beckoned urgently to Matthias.
Hastily the young nouse excused hinself and left. Basil |eaned closer to
Cornfl ower. He sniled roguishly.

"You didn't know | was a |ancejack, did you, mdear? Ah those were the days of
the old Forty-Seventh Hare Border Rangers! That was the first tinme | ever

cl apped eyes on a stag! | say,.l'mnot boring you, aml? Nod's as good as a

wi nk to old bachelor Basil, y'know "

Met husel ah was in a fernment of eagerness as he led his young friend over to
t he gat ehouse.
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"Matthias, |I've found out where the threshold is!”

The anci ent nouse refused to say nore until they were safely inside his

gat ehouse study with the door firmy shut. Even then he said nothing that nade

any real sense, shoving Matthias to one side as he delved through old
parchnents and manuscripts, scattering books left and right.



"Where is it? | had it not five mnutes ago. Hullo, what's this? Ch, the
treati se on Bee Fol k of RedwaW" Met husel ah hurled the dusty volune to one
side, narrowWy mssing his conpanion. "Wait a tick. | think | may have put it
down over there."

Matt hi as gazed in bew | derment at the overcluttered study. Books, scrolls and
manuscripts littered the small room In his excitenent Methusel ah opened a
desk and practically di sappeared under an aval anche of paperworKk.

"Hey! Steady on, old nmouse! What are you up to?" cried Mtthias.

Met husel ah emerged jubilant, clutching a yell owed book. "Eureka! This is it!
Sister Germane's literal translation of ' Martin the Warrior's Abbey

bl ueprints.”

He flicked swiftly through the dusty pages of the aged volune. "Let's see:
'CGardens,' 'Cloisters,’ '"Belltowers' . . . ah, here it is, 'The Geat Vall and

its Gates'."

The ol d mouse wi nked at Matthias gleefully as he adjusted his gl asses. "Listen

to this: '"On the west wall will be situated a main gate so that creatures nmay
cone and go, obtaining entrance to or exit fromthe Abbey of Redwall. This
entrance will be guarded both night and day, for it is the main gatehouse, and

as such is the very threshold of our Abbey.

The two m ce hugged each other. They danced around anid the chaos of paper
chanting with joy,

"The gatehouse is the threshold, The gatehouse is the threshold."

The Abbot, who was passing by, heard the noise. He shook his head at Anbrose
Spi ke who was coming fromthe opposite direction

1 "Mayhaps they've been at the Cctober ale a little too nuch, ; Father Abbot,"
sai d the hedgehog. <ii" The Abbot chuckled at the idea. "Well, if it helps
them on
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their m ssion of discovery, Anbrose, perhaps they ought to drink sonme nore,
eh?"
"Aye, " Anbrose agreed. '"Tis enough to inspire any creature, good Cctober ale.
Perhaps it might inspire you one day to nake nme keeper of the cellar keys.

Fat her."

I nsi de the gatehouse study the two conpani ons were once nore at work, trying
to break the code of the Great Hall rhyne.

"Well, that's another piece of the puzzle in place," said Methusel ah. "But
we' ve junped ahead of ourselves a bit. There are four lines before that to
crack yet:

"Look for the sword In noonlight streaming forth, At night, when day's first
hour Reflects the north.""

Matt hias interrupted. "Those first two lines sound as if they could only be
solved in the darkness. 'Look for the sword in noonlight streaming forth.'"

"I agree," replied Methuselah, "but the next Iine is of vital inportance. It



tells exactly when to look - '"at night, when day's first hour.1"

"Hrfm " Matthias nmused, "let's look at this logically. Go through it word by
word. "

SlowWy they repeated the line together, "'At night, when day's first hour.""

Met husel ah slunped in his arnchair. "I"'mafraid it doesn't nean anything to

ne_

"Wait!" cried Matthias. "M dnight is the |last hour of the old day, so by the
same token, one o'clock in the morning is the first hour of the new day, but
we still tend to class it as nighttime. It is as the rhyme says, 'at night
when day's first hour.'"
"I believe you are right," said the old nmouse. "'Day's first hour' is not when
it becones light. It's one in the norning, still dark."

Matt hi as | eaned wearily against a stack of books. "But if the gatehouse is the
t hreshol d, where are we supposed to stand to see anything an hour after
m dni ght ?"

"That's easy," grinned Methusel ah. "The rhynme says, 'fromo' er the threshold
seek and you will see.' It's sinmple! What is above our heads right now?"

Matt hi as shrugged. "The wall, | suppose.”

Met husel ah banged his paw down on the armof the chair. "Exactly. And where is
the only place you can stand on a wall but on top of it."

Suddenly it becanme clear to Matthias. "Ch, | see,"” he cried, "'Fromo'er the
t hreshol d* nmeans that we nust stand on the wall directly above the gatehouse.™

As fast as they could run, both mce hurried up the steps to the top of the
wall. Wth Matthias in the | ead they pounded along the ranparts. Matthias
st opped above the gat ehouse and stanped his foot upon the stones.

"I'd say about here. Wuld you agree?"

Met husel ah | ooked a trifle doubtful. "It |ooks to be a very rough
appr oxi mation."

Matt hi as had to concede. He | ooked sheepi shly about. The stones where they
stood were no different fromany other part of the wall. The trail seemed to
have gone cold again. Dejectedly Matthias sat down on a heap of rock and
rubbl e that had been there since the invasion

"Huh, what are we supposed to do now? Hang about up here until after mnidnight
and wait for a mracle?"

The ol d gat ehouse-keeper rai sed an adnonitory paw. "Patience, young one,
pati ence. Let us take stock and review the facts. Lend me your knife for a
nmonent . "

Matt hi as drew Shadow s dagger fromhis belt and gave it to his friend. He sat
wat ching as the ol d nmouse began witing in the dust fromthe rubble.

ltemone: Martin is Matthi as.

ltemtwo: We have found Martin's tonb.



Itemthree: We have also found his shield and sword belt.
Itemfour. Qur task is to find Martin's sword

Itemfive: Where? From here, the top of the gatehouse wall.

Item six: When? At one in the norning when noonlight streans forth.

Item seven: In which direction? To the north. * They sat in silence, digesting
the facts on the list. Then . Matthi as spoke: "Suppose we |ook to the north."
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Both mce turned their heads northwards.
"Well, what do you see, young one?" queried Methusel ah

Matt hi as's voice was tinged with disappointnent. "Only the Abbey, part of the
beehi ves, the north side of this wall, and the treetops beyond. Wat do your
eyes see, old one?"

"Exactly the sane as yours do, though perhaps a bit dimer. Don't give up
hope, though. Let us keep | ooking. Maybe we'll see sonething."

The surveillance continued. Apart fromretrieving his dagger, Mtthias sat
very still, peering northwards. Eventually he had to give up, as his eyes were
begi nning to water and he was getting a crick in his neck. Mthusel ah had
fallen asleep in the afternoon sun

Angrily Matthias slamed his dagger point deep into the edge of the rubble
heap. "I told you it was a waste of time. Can't you stay awake for five
m nutes? Miust you go to sleep on ne?"

The ol d mouse awoke with a start. "Eh, what's that! Ch, Matthias, there you
are. Dear nme, | must have dropped off for a monment. Sorry, it won't happen
again."

Matt hi as was not listening. He was digging in the nibble with his dagger
Met husel ah wat ched hi m curi ously.

"What in the nane of goodness are you up to now?"

The rubble scattered as Matthias dug away madly. "I think |I've found what
we're after! There's sonme sort of shape in the stone down here. Trouble is,
there's too nmuch rubbish on top of it. I think we need Forenol e's hel p again."

Foremol e and his team arrived panting, with Matthias runni ng ahead. The nol es
col | apsed on the rubble, breathing hard.

"Yurr on'y gotten biddy short legs, us noles do, oi takes it you' m gennel m ce
needin' our 'elp agin."

This time Matthias understood. "Yes please, M. Fore-nole. Do you think that
you and your team could possibly nove this pile of rock and rubble? There's
somet hing we need to get at underneath it all."

Foremol e spread his stubby paws wide. He smiled win-ningly. "Hurr, no soon as
sai d'n done, young un. Wirr ud* you' mloik 'er shiften to?"



Matt hi as shrugged. "Oh, anywhere, 1 suppose, as long as it's not in our way."

Forenol e spat on his paws and rubbed themtogether. "Arr roight, mateys, best
dunpen this lot whurr it corned from"

The two mice had to junp aside smartly as the nole teamtook over. Wth nuch
"Hurr-ing" and "Arr-ing," they waded busily in, bulldozing the enornous heap
of rock and rubble off the top of the ranmparts. It tipped downwards in earthy
showers, back into the trench in the Abbey grounds whence it had first cone.

Matt hi as wat ched admiringly. "Wat splendid workers these noles are,
Met husel ah. "

As the hill dwindled his friend heartily agreed. "lIndeed they are, their
skills and know edge are passed on through fanmlies, you know Earth, rock
shale or root, they can handle it all. Do you know, it was the noles that dug
the foundations for this very Abbey. Forenole can claimdirect descent from
the nole who was in charge of the operation. In fact, it was Martin who
bestowed the title Forenol e upon his ancestor.”

As the mce conversed, the nples hurled the |last of the rubble fromthe
ranparts, then set about brushing the stones clean

Forempl e tugged his nose in salute. "Harr, we'mdumnow, zurrs, oi'll bid ye
g' day."

Ten seconds later they were all gone.

"Mbles aren't too fond of heights,"’
what they've uncovered."

observed Met husel ah. "Right, let's see

It was a circle cut into the stone.

On one side it was cut shallow, while at the opposite side it was carved
deeply. The center was doned with two slots graven into either slope. At the
apex of the dome was the letter M Beneath it were carved thirteen smal
circles, each with a smling face upon it.

Const ance cane ranbling along the wall, checking on the road beneath. "Hello
there, you two! Are you staying up here all day? You'll miss afternoon tea if
you don't hurry. There'll be precious little left with three squirrels, three

vol es, and Basil Stag Hare as guests.™

152

153

Studyi ng the carvings, Mtthias waved absently at the badger.

"You carry on, Constance. W'll be down shortly."

The badger's natural curiosity was aroused. She came over and stood between
the two mce. After a cursory glance she threw up her paws in nock despair.
"Ch no, not nore puzzles and riddl es?"

Met husel ah gave her a severe stare over the top of his glasses. "My dear

Const ance, kindly do not pour scorn on things you know nothing of. Leave it to

those with specialized know edge."

Turning to Matthias, the ol d nouse continued, "Yes, nost interesting. These



thirteen small circles with smling faces. What do you nake of then®?"

Matt hi as coul d only shake his head. He could not think what the circles m ght
nean.

Constance interrupted. "Wat, do you mean those things? Huh, they're obviously
the thirteen full nobons of the year."

Met husel ah was distinctly piqued. "How do you know t hat? Explain yourself."

Const ance scoffed. "Ha, any badger worth its salt knows all about the noon. Do
you want me to recite all its phases? | can, you know "

Matt hi as was suddenly back on the track again. He counted al ong the noons,
stopping at the sixth one.

"That one will be this nonth, June! When is the full nmpon due in June,
Const ance?"

"It's tomorrow night," cane the pronpt reply. "Wy, is sonething supposed to
happen then? Some magic or a mracle?"

Met husel ah ignored the badger's attenpt at levity.

"I'f we stand up here at one o'clock in the norning on the night of the foi
nmoon, we rmay be able to find the sword of Martin the Warrior," he said, rather
sternly.

Const ance scratched her muzzle. "How are you going to manage that ?"

Matt hias ran his foot around the edge of the circle. "W're not quite sure
yet, but we are trying to figure it out. You see, it's all linked closely with
the rhyme fromthe wall of G eat

Hall, Martin's tonb, and the stuff we found in it, this sword belt, a shield,
anot her rhyme on the back of a d—=

Constance interrupted, "Wat type of shield?"

"Ch, pretty nuch the standard kind used by warriors,” Matthias replied. "A
round steel affair with hand- and arm hol ds."

The badger nodded know ngly and continued where Matthias had left off. "Yes,
I've seen that sort of thing before. Not much to ook at; in fact, just the
type of shield that would fit precisely into this circle. Can't you see the
slots for the armholds? But then again, if you |look at that carved circle,
you'll notice that it is cut so that the shield would tilt, probably to
reflect the noonlight. "

Both mce stared at the badger. There was awe and respect witten upon their
faces.

Matt hi as shook her paw with great cerenony. "Constance, wonderful badger, old
friend. Don't worry about afternoon tea. You just sit yourself down right

t here, because |, personally, amgoing to bring you the |argest, nost
delicious tea that has ever been served within the walls of this Abbey."

The warm red stone ranparts rang to the echo of the three friends* delighted
| aught er.
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8

Cluny lay with his one good eye hal f open

From beneath its slitted lid he watched Sel a the vixen

The sly old devil was definitely up to sonething, he was certain of it.

C uny had secretly questioned Fangbum about the conversation that had gone on
bet ween Sel a and her son. There was no doubt about it, the foxes were trying
to dupe the Warlord

C uny had cursed Fangburn for twenty different kinds of an idiot. Fancy not
being able to read, and allowing Sela to wite out a nessage! |Imagine letting
Chi ckenhound go free without first getting the scroll read.

If he had been a little fitter, he would have personally slain his oafish
captain. But as it was, Cuny kept silent about it all. Even if Sela was

pl ayi ng a doubl e ganme, he needed the fox's healing powers to regain his health
and strength.

Meanwhi |l e, Cluny the Scourge made his own count erespi onage noves. He all owed
Sela to minister to his wounds, but he secretly stopped taking the herbs and
potions to hel p him sleep

Early next norning Chi ckenhound returned. He carried a bag | aden with
medi ci nal ingredients. Cuny feigned sleep, but secretly he observed the foxes
cl osely. They nodded and wi nked at each other quite a bit. Wen they were
reasonably sure he was asleep, the two held a hurried whi spered conver-
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sation. And though, unfortunately, he could not hear what they said, their
behavi or was secretive enough to make Cluny sure he was right. They were
pl anni ng a doubl e cross!

Cluny did not tell any of his officers of his suspicions. He kept everything
to hinmself. This way there could be no possible | eak of secrets. Cuny was
content to watch and wait, getting a little stronger each day.

Then after a while he came up with a fiendishly sinple idea. He ordered that
the room be cleared: he wished to be alone so that he could rest. \Wen he was

quite sure that he would not be disturbed, Cuny took a quill and parchnent
fromthe bedside table. He drew a diagram conplete wi th pointing arrows,
horde positions, lines of attack and defense, together with witten

instructions. It was a plan for the second full-scal e invasion of Redwal |
Abbey. Cluny made it clear that the success of the attack depended solely on
the battering ram breaking through the main gate.

When he had finished witing, Cuny pushed the parchnent under his pillow,
taking care to |l eave just a small corner of it jutting out. His officers would
be too slow and dull to notice it - a tiny scrap of parchment show ng from
beneath the pillow. Even if they should, they would attach no inportance to
it.

But Sela the fox woul d!

Cuny settled down to wait.



Redt oot h and Fangburn returned with their captive guest an hour later. O uny
stretched hinself |uxuriously and yawned al oud.

"Aaaah, | had a nice peaceful nap without you three clattering about the room
and creating a noise. How s that tree-felling conmi ng al ong?"

Redt oot h | eaned upon his spear. "Shouldn't take nuch |onger now, Chief. |'ve
ordered sone of themto get a good bl aze going so that the trunk can be fired
and hardened. "

Cluny flexed his injured tail slowy. "Good, nake sure that all the |arge
branches are cut off close to the trunk. It'lIl make it easier to carry. Now,
fox, how about changi ng these bandages and giving nme sonething to make ne

sl eep tonight.
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That stuff you gave ne yesterday wasn't much use. | was tossing and turning
for hours before I got any rest."

Sel a made a sweeping servile curtsey. "Now that my son has brought ny new
ingredients | can certainly give you nedicine to make you sleep, sir. |
guarantee you'll go off like a bug in a blanket, if you'll pardon the
expression, sir."

"Just as long as it gets me to sleep,” said Cuny, smling inwardly.

That night, Cuny allowed Redtooth and Fangburn to guzzle their fill froma
cask of barley wine that had been found in the church cellars. He gave Sela
perm ssion to drink also. Cduny watched as the fox pretended to drink as mnuch
of the barley wine as the rat captains. Wile she was doing this, Cuny al so
pretended to take his sl eeping nedicine. Cuny and Sela continued with their
pantom me, neither letting a drop pass their lips.

It was late night. Cuny joined in the snores of his drunken officers. The
roomwas confortably warm A lone candle flickered in its socket. Cluny felt
the pillow nove slightly.

Sela was taking the bait!

Cluny gave a big inmtation snore and smacked his |ips contentedly. Sonme day he
must learn to play chess. He bet hinself that he woul d be unbeat abl e.

Cuny also made a wager with hinself that the plans would be back, safely
tucked under the pillow, by norning, and that Sela would have an accurate copy
of them hi dden away somewhere. Now he could catch a few hours' sleep

No doubt the mice would be interested to learn of his scheme to attack the
main gate with a battering ram They woul d strengthen the gatehouse and depl oy
the main body of defenders in the i mediate area. Cuny could have | aughed out
| oud.

Wil e they were defending the gate, he would be tunneling under the
sout h-western corner of the Abbey Wall

| S8

The deep, warm brazen voice of the Joseph Bell tolled across the tranqui
meadows, its echoes fading in the |eafy depths of Mssflower Wod. It was



el even o' clock on the night of the full noon.

I nsi de Cavern Hol e the candl es burned bright. Mst of the woodl and defenders
and Redwall mce had retired to their beds. Those who preferred to stay awake
were gathered by invitation of Matthias and Methuselah to a party supper. Al
who attended wi shed themwell on their quest. Abbot Mrtinmer took the floor

"My friends, Redwall mice and honored guests, we are gathered here tonight,
not only to pay tribute, but to add our heartfelt good wi shes to Matthias and
Br ot her Met husel ah. May they have success and fortune in their venture this

ni ght, and may our Abbey soon be enhanced by the restoration of the sword that
bel onged to Martin the Warrior."

The Abbot took his seat anong cries of, "Hear, hear." There was much
paw shaki ng and fur-patting. Matthias felt deeply honored, but very inpatient.
The hourglass had to enpty twice nore before the crucial time he awaited. He
stol e a sideways gl ance at his conpani on. Methusel ah could hardly stop his
eyelids from dropping. The hard work they had done, conbined with the nervous
tensi on, were beginning to tell upon the old gatehouse-keeper. Matthias nudged
himgently.

"Wake up, old one. If you're tired I'll help you to your
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room Constance and | can take the shield up to the threshold. You get a good
night's sleep. W'll tell you all about it in the norning."

Met husel ah cane wi de awake wi th indignation. "You'll do nothing of the son

You young scallywag, | could give you a ten-second start and still beat you to
the top of the wall! D you want to try ne?"

Const ance coughed and spluttered upon a candi ed chestnut. She roared with
| aughter. "Ha ha ha, ho ho ho, | wouldn't attenpt it if | were you, Matthias.
He's liable to beat you hollow in his present nood."

The ol d nmouse, seeing the hunor of the situation, began to chuckle. "And don't
think I couldn't, you great stripey lunp. Here, what do you say we put this
young nmouse up in the dormtory? It's way past his bedtime. You and | could go
to the threshold together."

Const ance and Met husel ah col | apsed agai nst each ot her, |aughing helplessly. It
was all Matthias could do to keep a straight face. He pretended to take
of fense at Met husel ah's statenent.

"Why, you old pair of relics! It wouldn't take ne two ticks to bring you sone
warm m | k and tuck you in your own beds. Then I'd be free to get on with the
job nysel f."

The three friends |aughed until tears streamed down their cheeks. Methusel ah
hel d his sides as he spoke between gusts of nmerrinment. "I say, Constance - ha
ha ha - you old fogey - oh ha ha ha tee hee! - you'd better come along with us
- ha ha ho ho oooh! - Matthias is a bit old for this sort of thing!
Hahahahahahaha. "

Matt hias had fallen off his chair. He waved his paws, pleading for the joking
to stop, as he rolled about on the floor, exploding frombouts of giggling to

fits of laughter.

Basil Stag Hare tut-tutted severely as he remarked to Anbrose Spi ke, "Teh



tch. Dreadful table manners. Just |ook at those three, kicking up a
hul | abal l oo like that! Eating's a serious business. They haven't touched a
bite of supper, y'know. "

"Aye, so | see," grunted the hedgehog. "Here, you don't suppose they'd m nd
do you?"

"Not at all, not at all, dear fellow " said Basil regally, as

he shared the contents of the three plates between hinself and Anbrose. " Saves
it all going to waste, what, what?"

It was fifteen minutes before one o' clock in the norning. Three figures
crossed the Abbey gardens as the noon broke from behind a drifting cl oudbank
The nearby pond was bathed in a silver sheen, parts of the sandstone wall

refl ecting back a wavery bluish light. Constance and Met husel ah carried
lanterns; Matthias bore the warrior's shield upon his arm They ascended the
wal | steps in single file, acknow edgi ng the murnured good wi shes of those on
sentry duty.

Matt hi as had deci ded against trying the shield in its niche before the

appoi nted hour. He felt sonehow that they nust abide by the rules of the
verse, waiting until day's first hour on the night of the full moon. It just
had to be so. No use tenpting fickle Danme Fortune.

Solemmly the three friends gathered around the carving upon the ranparts.
Matt hias clutched the shield tightly, waiting for the stroke of one. High
above the small world of Redwall the npon al so waited, suspended in velvety
space like a pale gold coin. It seemed that the minutes stretched into an
eternity in which silence reigned over all

The great Joseph Bell booned out once. It was one o' clock —day's first hour
Slowy, reverently, Matthias |owered the shield of Martin, down on to the
stone circle that had been carved many | ong years before to receive it. The
shield made a mld clanking sound as it was laid to rest inits niche. It
fitted perfectly into the stone receptacle. Al three creatures stood back a
pace to see what mi ght happen. Matthias was first to cry out.

"Look! The shield is reflecting the noonlight back into the sky!"

Moonl i ght seenmed to concentrate upon the highly-polished steel done in its
desi gnated position, sending an intense beam of white |light back off into the
ni ght sky.

Met husel ah blinked. Hol ding his paw across his eyebrows, he stared into space,
trying to follow the path of the reflected moonlight. "Truly it is a npst
beautiful, wondrous sight," he breathed. "Alas, ny old eyes are not what they

were. All | see is a light shooting off into infinity."
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"Wait. Look at the Abbey roof," Constance nurnured. "The beam cuts right
across the top gable. | can see the weather vane as clearly as if it were
day."

"Good heavens," Matthias squeaked. "You're right! The Abbey weather vane, it's
the one thing that's caught in the path of the light."



"The North! The North!" Methusel ah shouted. "It's the weather vane armt hat
poi nts north! That's where the sword nust be!"

Solemmly the three friends placed their paws one on top of the other. At |ong
| ast the nystery was sol ved. They knew now where the sword of Martin the
Warrior had been for countless years.

On the arm of a weather vane, pointing north!

However, it was three rather disconsolate creatures that sat down to early
breakfast after a few hours' fitful sleep. They had encountered a major
problem how to get the sword down?

"What a pity we haven't got about thirty or forty extra-long | adders that we
could tie together to reach the roof," nuttered Constance.

"Ch, do be quiet, Constance," Matthias grunbled. "That nust be the tenth tine
you've said that in the last hour."

"Sorry, only trying to help," she nunbl ed.

Met husel ah pushed his porridge aside. "There are only two ways that you could
hel p, my friend. One, by keeping silent. Two, by turning yourself into sone
creature that could clinb all the way up to that roof. A bird, or a squirre
or sonething."

They sat and stared at Methusel ah in amazenent. A solution of stunning
simplicity had been found.

"I do hope that Ms. Squirrel hasn't decided to sleep in," said Mtthias.
"She'll need an early start if she's going to make it back by lunchtine."

Ms. Squirrel (or Jess, as she liked to be called) was only too pleased to
oblige her friends from Redwal I .

Havi ng been given full instructions by Matthias, Jess stood at the base of the
i mense Abbey buil ding. The squirre
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performed what | ooked like an intricate acrobatic dance, followed by severa
cartwheel s at |ightning speed.

"She's just linmbering up," M. Squirrel explained to Matthi as.

A large crowd of mce and woodl anders had gathered to wi tness the epic ascent.
Not even in the ol dest recorded witings was there any mention of a creature
venturing to clinb as high as the Abbey roof. It was a nost form dabl e task,
for the roof soared to nearly twice the height of the bell tower.

Jess el bowed her way through the throng. She kissed M. Squirrel, patted her
son Silent Sam upon the head, then shook paws with Constance, Mtthias and
Met husel ah. Wth a brisk cheery manner she scooped up a handful of soil,
rubbing it into her paws to give sone extra gripping power.

"Lovely day for a clinb,"” she remarked of f-handedly.

Then away she went, paw over paw, up the nassive Abbey face.

The lower wall with its arched sandstone wi ndow franes held no difficulties



for the tough squirrel. She clinbed with speed and alacrity. Lifting herself
over the gutter with a neat flick of her bushy tail, Jess clattered across to
a small slate side roof. She was tenporarily lost to view at the start of the
second stage. As she canme into sight again, the watchers bel ow could not help
but notice that the clinmb was nmore difficult, progress was sl ower.

M. Squirrel cupped his paws and called up, "Are you all right there, Jess?"

Latching her tail around a projecting gargoyle, Jess shouted back, "Well, |'m
maki ng headway, m dear. This stone though - it's a bit rough on the old paws
and claws. Not |ike good old wood or tree bark."

Chi ns went up, heads tilted back, the crowd bel ow foll owed the ascent of the
pl ucky Jess Squirrel. By this tinme she seened to the watchers to be rapidly
di m nishing in size as she forged upwards.

Foremol e (who was never too keen on heights) covered his eyes with a paw
"Qurr,, moi dearie, dearie nme. She'm|loiken an ow yburd alia ways up thurr
Nay, oi'm afeared to |ook."

Al t hough Matthias had to agree with Forenole, he con-
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ti nued | ooki ng upwards. Jess was reduced to a nmere speck now. The young nouse
gritted his teeth, willing the brave squirrel onwards. "CGo on, Jess, you can
do it! Not far to the gable now"

The crowd fell silent. Al that could be heard was Silent Sam sucking his tiny
paw as he clutched on to his father's tail

Suddenly Wnifred the otter broke the quiet: "Look, Jess has made it over the
gutter! She's on the roof."

A mass cheer went up. The squirrel was on the last |ap. Now she would have to
call into play all of her clinmbing ability to keep going up the treacherously
steep snoot h sl ates.

Met husel ah polished agitatedly at his spectacles. "Were is she now? WI |
someone pl ease enlighten nme?"

"She's on top of the roof, walking with a foot either side of the apex towards
the gable," yelled Abbot Mortimer.

Met husel ah sniffed. "No need to shout, Father Abbot. |I'monly hard of sight,
not hearing."

M. Squirrel clapped his paws joyfully. "Ch she's made it! My Jess has mmde
it

Amid the riot of jubilation Matthias watched. The weat her vane moved slightly,
i ndicating that Jess, actually out upon the north pointer, must be trying to
retrieve the sword

What a daring clinb! Wiat a courageous creature! Jess Squirrel would surely
take her place in the annals of Redwal |l Abbey.

M. Squirrel held Silent Samup in his arnms. "Look, Sam Mim s done it! She's
on the way back down now. "



Silent Sam clenched his little paws over his head. He shook themlike a tiny
chanpi on. Nobody in all the world was a better clinber than his nother

Matthias waited for a glinpse of the sword, but Jess was not hal fway down when
a shout of consternation arose fromthe crowd bel ow

"Look out, she's being attacked by sparrows!"

Sure enough, the fierce birds were whirling in close to the intrepid Jess.
They tried to peck at her, seeking to dislodge her, or distract her enough to
make her fall. It was a fearsome, sickening drop should she |ose her-grip.

Matt hi as t ook command. He acted swiftly.

"Hurry, get the six best field and harvest nouse archers! Those birds have got
to be stopped inmediately."

The angry sparrows persisted with their savage assault. Jess kept on
descending resolutely. She couldn't seemto defend herself.

The Abbot and Constance had to leap forward to restrain Silent Sam He had
left his father and was trying to scranmble up the base of the Abbey wall wth
the smal |l dagger clenched in his teeth.

Constance attenpted to reason with Sam "Stay clear, little one. You'll only
di stract your mum Look, she's doing splendidly! An old bunch of sparrows
can't bother her. Stand back now, here cone the bownr ce!"

Speedily notching shafts to their strings, the archers angled their bows
upwar ds.

"Do not aimto kill any of the birds," the Abbot cried. "Shoot to frighten
them of f."

"Shoot," Matthias yelled.

The first volley of arrows was | aunched. They fell short of the sparrows. Jess
carried on scranbling downwards, beating off attackers whenever she had a free
paw.

"They're getting within range now," shouted Matthias. "Aim fire!"

The nmouse archers sent off a hail of arrows that came cl ose enough to cause a
scatter anong the sparrows. Taking advantage of their brief confusion, Jess
cl anbered down on to the small side roof.

The tenacious birds regrouped and cane at her again. Bel ow, the bowr ce stood
ready.

"She'll make it down," Anbrose Spi ke yelled. "One nore good volley should
scare themoff."

"Ready, fire!" called Matthias.

The deadly shafts hi ssed upwards, causing a nmad flurry anong the attackers.
Purely by accident a stray arrow struck one young sparrow. It cane tunbling
down the slope of the small roof, dropping to earth |like a stone, the arrow
sticking in its leg just above the knee joint. Cheated of their intended
victim the sparrows flew off, chirping bad-tenperedly.



Const ance snatched up a woven rush washi ng basket. Holding the small sparrow
firmy with her paw, she gri pped
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the arrow in her teeth and yanked it clear fromthe bird s | eg. The badger
t hen upended the basket, inprisoning the naddened sparrow beneath it.

Shouts of joy mingled with relief greeted Jess Squirrel as she dropped wearily
to the grass.

"Phew! " she gasped. "Wat a wild bunch of savages those sparrows are! |
t hought they had ne once or tw ce back there.™

Before the heroic squirrel could be united with her fanmily. Matthias cane
dashi ng across.

"Jess! \Were is the sword?" he panted.

The squirrel shrugged and shook her head. "It wasn't there, Matthias.

clinmbed out along the north pointer and actually saw the shape of the sword in
t he hol der where it was supposed to rest. There were even sone | oose rusty
wires that may have held it in position at one time or another. But there was
definitely no sword. I'msorry, Matthias, | tried ny best."

"OfF course you did, Jess," said Matthias, hiding his disappointnent. "Thank
you very much for your valiant efforts.”

Hal f an hour later, the crowd had di spersed and gone about their business.
Matt hi as sat with his back against the Abbey wall, his mind in a turmoil. All
that hard work, solving the clues, burning mdnight oil, endangering the lives
of his friends, it had all come to nothing. He beat his paws agai nst the
stones of the Abbey, a tear of frustration gleam ng in his eye.

"Why, Martin, why?" he npaned

The captive sparrow fluttered her wi ngs agai nst the upturned basket. "I killee
you!" she chattered angrily at Matthias. "I killee nouse, |et \Warbeak free,
you dirty worm"

Matt hi as peered through the cracks at the insulting prisoner

"Ch, shut your beak, you little nmonster!" he nmuttered. "You're in no position
to kill anyone."

The sparrow s venonous tenper increased. "King Bull Sparra, he killee you.
Make dead quickfast."

Matt hi as | aughed mrthlessly. "WIIl he indeed? Well, you tell King Thi ngunmy
if you should bunp into himagain, that you' ve nmet Matthias the Warrior, and
don't kill that easily, my bad-tenpered little friend."

This |last statement sent the young sparrow off into a veritable dance of rage.
"Mouse no friend of Warbeak! K-Killee, k-k-killeed"

Matt hi as tapped the basket with his foot. "Listen, Warbeak, if that's your
nane. You' d better inprove your tenper, or you'll find yourself w thout food
to eat or any nedical attention. So if | were you, I'd sit quietly for a while



and think about that."

Matt hi as spun on his heel and marched off, the eneny sparrow s chirps stil
ringing in his ears: "No wanta food, no needa 'tenshun. \Warbeak Sparra, al
brave, killeet."

Mat t hi as si ghed wearily.

There was just no talking to sone creatures.
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Sela the fox continued to conplain. She nmust have a certain type of herb that
was not in her kit. It could only be found in Mssflower Wod at the dark of
ni ght .

Cluny listened to the fox's pleas, knowi ng that they were nerely an excuse to
gain her freedom He paused as if to deliberate, watching the hopeful

expression on Sela's face.

"Hrmm | can see that you need this herb, so why don't you send your son
Chi ckenhound to get it?"

Sel a was never stuck for a ready answer. "No no, |'mafraid that's usel ess,
sir. He's too young and inexperienced. Chickenhound woul dn't know where to
start | ooking."

C uny nodded synpathetically. "Aye, you're probably right. | suppose I'll have
to stretch a point. You can go off to the woods to search for this vital herb
But be warned, fox! There will be two rats with you all the tine. One fal se
nove and |'Il have that bushy tail of yours to trimthe collar of ny war

cl oak. |Is that understood?"

Sel a's head bobbed vigorously. "OF course, sir. Wat reason would |I have to
play you false? 1'mlooking forward to a good share of plunder, once |'ve
heal ed you and Redwal | is conquered."

The huge tail snaked out and caressed the fox. "OfF course you are, ny friend.
How silly of me."

Cuny actually smled. Sela shuddered.

That evening Sela left the church, acconpani ed by Redtooth and Fangburn.
Secretly she could have danced with delight. Only two guards! Wth her
know edge of Mssflower, Sela could quite easily give themthe slip for
fifteen m nutes or so.

Back at the church Cuny had risen fromhis bed. He attenpted an exploratory
wal k, | eaning on his banner as he stunped gingerly around the room

Good! In a short while he would be back to his old self again.

Cl uny spoke aloud to the picture of Martin, bound to his standard: "Ha, that
fox should easily give those idiots of nine the slip. Then she can deliver ny
false plans to your Abbot. It's all going along quite smoothly. Bit of a bl ow
for your side, eh, nouse?"



Twi light tinged Mbssflower Wod. Sela sniffed the breeze. She gl anced up at
the sky. It would soon be dark and she coul d keep her rendezvous with the
nmouse Abbot at the ol d stunp.

Redt oot h and Fangburn were both unhappy and unconfortable. For the |ast hour
Sela had |l ed themthrough stinging nettles, swarnms of m dges and marshy
ground. They bl undered al ong, hacking at the undergrowth with cutlass and
spear.

"I think we nust be somewhere near the nouse Abbey," Fangburn said.

"Stow the gab! Keep your eyes on the fox," Redtooth snarl ed.

"I wish I'd brought some lanterns along with us," Fangburn whined.

Redt oot h' s al ready dangerously-thin patience snapped. He grabbed hold of his
sniveling crony and started shaking him "Listen, thickhead! If you don't stop
your moaning |'lIl chop your tongue out with my cutlass! D you hear ne?"

Fangburn struggled free. Angrily he jabbed at Redtooth with his spear. "You
dare try anything with that blunt old breadknife, and I'll spear your gizzard
bef ore you can blink an eye!™

"Ch you will, will you?"
"Yes, | will, smarty rat!"
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"Then take that, big nouth!"
"Quch! Punch me, would you? I'Il soon show you!"

Toget her the rats crashed into a prickly bush, kicking, biting and pumreling
each other. Caws, tails and teeth came into play. They went at it hamrer and
tongs for several minutes until Redtooth emerged the victor. H's nose was

bl eeding and he had lost a tooth, but he was in better shape than his
opponent .

Fangburn craw ed m serably out of the wecked bush. Both eyes were bl acked, a
chunk of his left ear was nissing, and his whol e body was covered in | ong
raki ng claw marks and prickles. He bent painfully to retrieve his spear

Sei zing the opportunity, Redtooth |anded hima mghty kick on the bottom Hi s
nose plowed up a furrow of soil.

Panting furiously, Redtooth berated Fangburn: "You halfwitted fool! Now see
what you' ve done! While you were busy assaulting a superior officer, you |et
the fox escape.”

Fangburn sat up. He wi nced through discolored eyes. "/ let the fox escape? Me?
Ch no. You're the one in charge! You let her get away, not nme. Wait'1ll

report this to Cluny. 1I'll tell himthat you—=
"WIl you shut up?" Redtooth yelled. "It's no use us standing here arguing.
W' d better get searching for the fox. I'll go this way and you go that way.

The first one to find her keeps shouting until the other arrives. Have you got
t hat ? Now get noving."



The two rats stunbled off through the woods in different directions.

Meanwhi l e, in another part of Mssflower Wod, Sela sneaked al ong | ooking from
left to right. There was the three-topped oak, there was the Abbey wall. Ah,
here it was, the old stunp.

The moonlight illum nated the scene clearly. She was al one. \Were was the
nouse Abbot ?

A heavy paw cl anped itself around Sela's neck from behind. Her tongue shot
out. Struggling usel essly, she gagged and choked.

Constance's gruff voice growed into her ear, "Be still, fox, or I'll snap
your neck like a dead twig!"

Sela froze. There was not hing nore dangerous than a folly-grown badger. Their
strength and ferocity were renowned.

Const ance's free paw snapped the herb pouch fromthe fox's belt. She shook the
contents out on to the stunp. G abbing the copy of duny's invasion plans she
studied it briefly, then stuffed it into her belt.

"Your Abbot was supposed to neet me with a reward," Sel a whi spered.

The badger's eyes bl azed with contenpt as she spun the vixen around. "Here's
your reward, traitor!"

VWkunp!

Constance dealt Sela a sharp bl ow between the ears. The fox fell in a
sensel ess heap. Constance ducked behind a tree and called out in a

hi gh- pi tched voice, "Over here! |I've got die fox! Quick, over here!"

Redtooth was first to arrive. He cane dashing through the bushes and halted at
the sight of the unconscious fox anbng the ferns.

"Hell's teeth, fox. \Were's Fangburn? What the devil do you nean slinking off
like that? Get up on your feet and answer ne."

Const ance energed from behind the tree. "I don't think she'll wake up for a
whil e yet! Fancy neeting you here, rat."

Redt oot h got over his surprise quickly. Seeing the badger unarned, he sw shed
his cutlass through the air and smled -nenacingly.

"Well, well. It's the friend of the mce! So, we neet again, badger!"

Const ance stood tall, her huge paws folded. "Redtooth, isn't it? | see you
still remenber me fromyour defeat at the wall. | told you then we had a score
to settle.”

Redt oot h bared his teeth and snarled. "I'mgoing to enjoy this, badger. [|'ll

make sure you die slowy."

The rat | eaped at Constance, swi nging his cutlass expertly. For a heavy
badger, his adversary noved lightly and skillfully. Neatly sidestepping a
cutlass thrust, she cuffed the rat smartly on the point of the nose. Stung
into retaliation, Redtooth charged Constance with the point of his blade.
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A fierce kick in the ribs and a swift chop to the claw sent the rat and the
cutlass in opposite directions. Redtooth |lay wi nded upon the ground. Constance
| eaned over him

"CGet up and retrieve your weapon," the badger grow ed.

As Redtooth stood, he grabbed a handful of earth and flung it in Constance's
eyes. The big badger staggered back, rubbing at the grit which cl ogged her
vision. The rat picked up the cutlass and swng it, slashing wildly at his
eneny's thick fur. He scored several hits.

Suddenl y panic gripped him The wounded badger had seized the bl ade regardl ess
of its keen edge. Constance pulled Redtooth in close. She gave a sideways
push, snapping the cutlass blade in two pieces. Kicking the rat over on his
back, she flung the broken bl ade away and grabbed the rodent's tail tightly

wi th both paws.

Redtooth screaned in terror as he felt hinself |eave the ground to go spinning
al oft over the badger's head. Wth his tail pulled taut and the wi nd whistling
t hrough his fangs, Redtooth how ed as the trees went by in a green blur. Like
an athlete throwi ng the hanmmer, Constance whirled on her hind |l egs, faster and
faster, until suddenly she threw her burden with a col ossal heave.

Redt oot h woul d have fl own a record di stance had there not been a stout
sycanore tree several yards away.

I gnoring her injuries, Constance called into the surroundi ng woods, "Over
here, he's over here!"

Then she linped swiftly off in the direction of Redwall with the captured
pl ans.

Only monents | ater Fangburn came bl undering through the ferns. He tripped upon
t he groaning fox who was just com ng round.

"Here, what's happened? Were's Redtoot h?" he asked anxiously.

Sel a sat up, rubbing her head, trying to recognize her surroundi ngs. She saw
the old stunp littered with her herbs and potions. The pouch |ay nearby.
Hol di ng her head with both paws, she tried to halt the thunping ache.

Dam that badger's hide! She'd taken the plans from Sel a

as if she were confiscating acorns froma baby nouse. So rmuch for the "rich
rewards. "

Fangburn prodded Sela with the spear. "Hey you, pay attention! | asked you
where Redtooth is."

Sel a probed a | oosened tooth with her tongue. "Leave ne al one. How shoul d
know?"

Fangburn persisted. "Now listen, fox. | want to know what's been going on
here. 1'msure | heard Redtooth calling out. Hell's whiskers, wait until C uny
gets to hear about this!"



Sel a pointed a shaky paw. "There's your rat, by that big sycamore yonder. Huh
| ooks like he's had a spot of bother, too."

Fangburn touched Redtooth with his foot.
sword' s been broken in two."

" Aaaaargh! He's dead. Look, this

The fox and the rat stood | ooking at each other, their thoughts running on
parallel lines. It was fairly obvious what nmust be done if they were to save
t hei r skins.

"Right," said Sela. "We'd better work out a good story to tell Cuny when we
get back. He's not stupid, so we'd better get it right."

The unlucky pair stunbled of f through the nighttine woodl and, gesticul ating
and nuttering together, weaving a fabric of lies that they hoped would satisfy
G uny the Scourge.
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Once again the Abbot's roomwas the scene of a |late repast. The news that
Const ance had brought showed w t hout a doubt that C uny would soon be on the
attack again.

Abbot Mortinmer was the first to adnmit that he had been nmistaken. "The
intelligence brought to us by our friend Constance is conclusive. Auny wll
never rest until he has Redwal| under his heel; therefore | feel that | nust
apol ogi ze for nmy m sjudgnment of the situation. You, ny commanders, were right,
and now, thanks to O uny, we know the secret details of the eneny horde's next
attack."

The Abbot sl apped a paw down on the plans. "It is all here, but as |I have said
before, I will not concern nmyself with the fighting of a war. It is ny task to
heal the injured and give sustenance to the defenders. It is the duty of you,
nmy generals, to plan the repul se of this invasion."

Matt hi as held up a paw. "Father Abbot, it is our duty not only to defend but
toretaliate.”

There was a strong murnur of agreenment from around the table.

The Abbot bowed and placed his paws within his wi de habit sleeves. "So be it,
he said with great solemity. "I |eave the salvation of Redwall to you, ny
comanders. "

The Abbot bowed once nore, then retired for the night, |eaving Mtthias,
Constance, Wnifred, Forenole and Anbrose Spike.

The neeting continued. They were joined by Basil Stag

Hare and Jess Squirrel. Methusel ah also attended to act as nedi ator and
counsel or, approving sone ideas while discouraging others, cal mng the hot head
and encouraging the timd. Mich good sense was tal ked and the tone of the
nmeeting was that of creatures who were deternmined to win at all costs. The

di scussion, running on sensible lines, went on until it was nearly dawn. It
was a confident and satisfied group of friends who shook paws as the neeting
ended.



Basil insisted on taking Constance to the infirmary to have her wounds
treated. The badger tried to shrug himoff.

"Pah! Such a fuss over a few nminor scratches," she grunbl ed.

The hare chuckl ed adnmringly. "A few mnor scratches! WIl you listen to the
her oi ne? Wy, my dear badger, those are honorabl e wounds, gained on the field
of combat. | say, Jess, lend a paw here. Have you seen the dreadful gashes
that friend Constance has collected? By the left, old girl, you should be hors
de combat. Not even a stag could put up with slashes |ike that. Cone on now,
let's have you, there's a sensible girl."

Constance was led off muttering by Basil and Jess. Al the rest retired to
their beds, with the exception of Matthias and Methusel ah. They strolled
around the cloisters, savoring the peace of the m dnight hours.

"You know, old one, |I can't help thinking that a victory would be assured if
only we had the Warrior's sword," Mtthias said.

Met husel ah nodded wi stful agreement. "Indeed it would. But alas, for all our
efforts, the trail is as cold as a mdwinter night. I'mafraid we nust resign
ourselves to the fact that the sword is lost or hidden sonewhere forever."

The ol d gat ehouse-keeper | eaned upon the young nouse's arm as they wal ked
along, talking of this and that. Eventually die conversation cane around to
the sparrows' attack upon Jess.

Met husel ah shook a warni ng paw. "Extrenely dangerous birds, sparrows. Very
war |l i ke and quarrel some. Luckily they keep to thenselves and will only attack
if their territory is intruded upon as you saw today. By the way, did you see
t hat young one who was brought down by the archers?"
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"I certainly did," Matthias replied. "Constance has got the bad-tenpered
little wetch inprisoned under a wash basket. What a nasty young villain. The
arrow only scratched her really. It was shock nore than anything el se that
brought her down. Says her nane is \Warbeak."

Met husel ah was taken aback. "Do you mean to tell me you' ve talked with her?
Remar kabl e! The sparrow | anguage, or 'Sparra* as it is called, is very
difficult to conprehend.”

"Ch, | don't know, " said Matthias casually. "I didn't find it too hard, and at
least the little hooligan seens to understand what |'m saying to her."

Met husel ah's curiosity was aroused. "And what has she been saying to you,
this, er, Warbeak?"

"Pretty much what you'd expect," Mitthias replied. "Either she, or the |eader
King Bull Sparra, is going to kill ne. Evidently she | ooks on anything that
can't By as an eneny."

They strayed over by the gatehouse. The old nouse invited Matthias in for a
| ate ni ghtcap. Methusel ah appeared very interested in sparrows. He | eafed
t hrough his record books.



"Let me see. 'Summer of the Big Drought' . . . '"Wnter of the Deep Drifts

yes, ! thought 1'd find it here. Do you renenber | told you of a sparrowhawk
whom | treated about four years back? Well, here is my report, sone small
notes | made at the time. This hawk tal ked of the sparrows. She called them
wi nged mce, though for the life of me | cannot see any conparison between
highly civilized mce and those prinmtive savages. Point was, though, this
sparrowhawk said she'd been told that the sparrows once stole an object of
great value to our Abbey. She didn't say what it was. | thought the bird ,was
nmerely trying to inpress me with idle gossip: | should have questi oned her
further. W may have found out just what that object was."

Matt hi as | ooked pensive. "Do you think it could have been the sword?"

The ol d nmouse sat tapping his paw upon the record book. "It could have been
Matt hias, it could have been. You see, the sparrows never conmunicate or
bother with us. They never fly into our Abbey. But up on the roof, well,
that's a different matter. They consider that to be their territory. As

J see it, the sword was the only object of value we had up there, although we
did not know it at the tinme. So who el se but another bird would know that the
sparrows had stolen it?"
"By the whiskers, old one," Matthias said excitedly, "I think you' ve hit the
nail on the head. Do you think that our bad-tenpered captive m ght know
somet hi ng about the runor?"

Met husel ah grinned m schi evously. "Lend nme your dagger. | have a sinple
experiment that | wish to try on our prisoner. Come on."

Matt hi as escorted his friend to where the basket lay by the Abbey walls. There
was no sound fromwithin. Methusel ah tapped the basket sharply with the bl ade
of the dagger.

War beak had been caught napping. She canme to life in an irate nmood. "Wrns,
all worns, you old nouseworm Stay 'way, Warbeak killeel™

Met husel ah tried his level best to act tough. "Be silent, you little baggage,
or I'll spike you on this dagger, and your king too, if he dares to cone
down. "

In a fury Warbeak snmashed her small body agai nst the sides of the basket,
causing the old nmobuse to take a step back

"Ha, go on, you killee Warbeak wi th dagger! Wit see! You not get King Bul
Sparra with little wormknife. King have a big sword! Chop all npbuses up
Killee pretty quick, you betcha."

Met husel ah | aughed with delight. "You see! The Sparrow King owns a big sword!"

Matt hias did a cartwheel. He whooped withjoy. "Methuselah, you' re a magician
an anci ent wzard."

The ol d mouse shook his head nodestly. "Ch, dear ne, no. | like to think of
nmysel f as an aged but extrenely erudite scholar.”
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Sitting confortably propped up on pillows, Cuny sipped a beaker of barley
wine as he listened to the inprobable tale spun by Sela and Fangburn. They
both fidgeted nervously during the course of their deceitful narrative, trying
desperately not to contradict one another, while at the sane tine avoiding the
col d inpassive eye of the Warlord.

"Er, it was like this, Chief," Fangburn stamered. "M and old Redtooth were
keepi ng our eyes on the fox here, when suddenly Redtooth hears a noise in the
woods, so off he goes to investigate.™

"Where was the noi se com ng fron?" snapped C uny.

The deceivers spoke toget her

"North," said Sela

"West," said Fangburn, simultaneously.

"Er, er, it was sort of north-west," Sela gul ped, realizing how foolish she
sounded. Knowi ng that Cuny was snmarter than either of them she w shed she
didn't have this big dunb rat to corroborate the story.

"So Redtooth went off to see what the noise was," Sela faltered. "W told him

not to go, sir, but he insisted."
G uny wat ched Sel a's | egs shaki ng.
"Go on, what happened then?" he nurnured.

Fangburn took up the tale again. "Wll, you see, Chief, he was gone an awf ul
long tinme. We both called out to himbut there was no answer."

"So we both went to look for him" said Sel a.
Cuny toyed with the beaker. His eye bored into the fox.

"W searched and searched, sir," Sela nunbled, "but all we could find was this
big stretch of marshland and bog. "

"Whi ch poor ol d Redtooth had wandered into and been sucked down never to be
seen again," Cuny suppl emented.

Sel a kept wishing the floor would open up and swal | ow her

Fangburn sobbed brokenly. "Qur poor friend Redtooth, gone forever!"

"Yes, our poor friend Redtooth," Cuny agreed synpathetically. Suddenly his
voi ce hardened as he shot a question at Fangburn: "You! How did your face get

knocked about, and where did you get those |ong scratches fronP"

Sela junped in hastily. "Er, er, he walked into a big thorn tree, didn't you,
Fangbur n?"

"What ? Ch, yes. | was dashing about and 1 didn't see it, Chief. The fox can
tell you. She sawit, and if she didn't, well, | already told her," said
Fangburn, his voice trailing off m serably.

C uny laughed mrthlessly, his fangs showi ng yell ow and sharp. "So, you wal ked
into a big thorn tree and got two bl ack eyes, a torn ear and your whol e hide



covered in | ong scratches?"

Fangburn stared at the floor. He had to swall ow tw ce before he could answer.
H s voi ce subdued, "That's what happened, Chief."

Cluny's tone was |laden with sarcasm "And then | suppose that three little
pigs with wings flew down and gave you a toffee apple each?"

"Er, yes. Er, | mean, what was that, Chief? . . . Oouch!" Fangburn hopped on
one leg as Sela kicked his ankle to silence him

"You, fox!"™ Cduny snarled. "Were's the special herb you went to search for?"
Sel a was conpl etely nonpl ussed. "Special herb? |I—=

C uny hurled the beaker. It bounced off Fangburn's nose, splashing barley w ne
over them both.

"CGet out! Qut of ny sight, before | have you tortured and roasted!" C uny
roared at the unlucky pair.

There was an undignified scranble. The door sl anmed
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shut behind the conspirators. Cuny lay back and smirked. Everything was goi ng
according to plan. He had | ost Red-tooth, but what the devil ? Redtooth had
been an anbitious rat. Cuny only admred anbition in one rodent - hinself.

Far off in Mssflower Wod, the night breezes stirred the treetops gently. The
nmoon rode in a cloudless sky. Its pale light filtered through the wavi ng
foliage to create the beautiful but strange effect of a shimering, swaying
carpet on the woodl and fl oor

"Asnpdeus, Asnbdeussssssss.”

The covering of dead noonlit vegetation on the ground trenbled and rustl ed.
What better cover than a |ight breeze and a hunter's moon? Qittering black
eyes searched the night, a forked tongue tasted the air, the small living
pl ants appeared to shudder as the |ong scaly body brushed by them trailing
its way al ong.

"Asnpdeus, Asnbdeusssssssss. "

Softly rustling, deceptive as the speckl ed shadows, the huge adder roaned his
domain. Patience and stealth were acquired by |ong experience. Sonetines the
serpent would He totally inert, awaiting the unsuspecting paw that trod too
close. Gther tines it would raise itself, uncoiling to |l ook into bushes for
eggs and birds on the nest. Some nights it was | ean hunting. "Many creatures
sensed the approach of the slithering evil, or scented its dry, mnusty,
deat hl i ke odor. The snake had often gone hungry at tines |ike these. But

pati ence and stealth, patience and stealth; a | esson soon |learned is a neal
soon earned. At the foot of the sycanobre the adder stretched itself al ongside
the still formof Redtooth. Well, an unexpected bonus! This was another rat
that could not scurry off. No expenditure of venom or hypnosis needed. How
fortunate! The huge reptile coiled itself |anguorously around the dead rodent.

"Asnpdeus, AsnDdeusssSSSSSSSsSs. "



No need of burial patties. Nature and the woodl ands took care of their own
funeral arrangenments. There was but one efficient undertaker. The adder's jaws
opened in sonething resenbling the nightmare of a smile. The pathway to
eternity

was open.
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Matt hi as was excused fromduties at the gatehouse fortifications. The counci
had agreed that both he and Met husel ah, plus any creature they chose to help
them were to be left to their own devices. The majority of the Redwall mice
t hought that Matthias was acting a little oddly, but the young nouse knew
exactly what he was about. He strolled slowy through di e Abbey grounds.

Behi nd hi m hopped Warbeak on a lead with a collar about her neck. On the
sparrow s uninjured leg Matthias had tied a brick; not a very big brick, but
one | arge enough to stop the bird getting airborne or trying any sneak attacks
upon its captor. Thoroughly disgruntled, the sparrow hopped along like a
feathered convict with a ball and chain, forced to follow the young nouse
wher ever he chose to wander.

At first, Warbeak had raved and threatened. Death was too good for Matthias!
War beak was going to kill himtw ce, then cut himup and drop himfromthe top
of a high tree for the worns to feed upon! Matthias had merely tugged the | ead
sharply and qui ckened his pace. When the savage young sparrow showed signs of
good behavior, Matthias woul d feed her norsels of candi ed chestnut.

The treatnent was worki ng.

Qut si de the gatehouse Matthias rested. He fed the sparrow conme nore of the
candi ed nut.

' There now, you good bird, well done," he said approvingly.
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War beak scowl ed fiercely, but she munched the nut readily.

Met husel ah popped his head out briefly and beckoned. "Cone into the study,
Matt hias. Ch, and bring that little horror too."

In the cluttered study the ol d nouse produced a yell owed volunme. "CQur old
friend Sister Germaine's translation of the original Redwall Abbey bl ueprints.
I think I've found what we are | ooking for in the main diagram See."

Matt hi as studi ed the blueprint carefully.

"Brilliant!" he exclainmed. "You ve done it again, ny friend! Aroute to the
Abbey roof fromthe inside."

Met husel ah breat hed upon his glasses, polishing themon his fur. "Really, it's
thanks to Sister Germaine for keeping such fastidious records, young nouse.
Now, here's where you'll start.”

An hour later Matthias left the gatehouse with Warbeak bobbi ng behind. As they

went the young nouse muttered to hinself, "I'lIl need five or six strong
clinmbi ng ropes, sone spikes, oh, and a hamer. Mist have a hammer. Now let's
see, a good haversack to carry it all, enough food and drink, ah, and sone

candi ed chestnuts for you, nmy friend."



Warbeak uttered a stream of curses as she stunmbled on the brick. Mtthias
wai ted as she picked herself up. "Tut tut, such |anguage for a young sparrow. "

Const ance and Anbrose Spi ke watched the odd pair pass by. The badger tapped
the side of her head with a paw.

"Bats in the belfry."
"Or sparrows," giggled the hedgehog.

Basil Stag Hare superintended the willing creatures who carried | ogs and
ruling to shore up the gatehouse entrance. The hare had brought a touch of
mlitary efficiency to bear upon the exercise. He had formed the vol unteers
into a living chain which constantly passed the defense materials al ong.

Basi| brought his good-natured authority into play. "You there! Fourth from
the end, chappie! Liven your ideas up, |addie buck. That's the third tine
you' ve spilled a basket of soil. Here, let ne show you how "

The timd mice snmiled anong thensel ves. The bl ustering

hare was quite a kindly creature really, all bark and no bite at all. He
shared the tasks with them working as hard as anyone.

"No, no, Brother Whatsyournane. You pass logs along like this. Look, you go
and get a bite to eat. Cone on, the rest of you beautiful dreamers! Stir your
stunps or 1'll have your whiskers for bootl aces."

The hel pers | aughed and did the best they could. Now and again there would be
barely stifled giggles as they watched the performance of Silent Sam He stood
behi nd Basil, pantom m ng the hare's every novenent, puffing up his tiny chest
and strutting about inportantly.

In the Abbey kitchens, Cornflower carefully wapped Matthias's food in fresh
dock | eaves. Matthias sidled up, helping hinself to a candi ed chestnut.
Cornfl ower rapped his paw with a wooden | adl e.

"Those nuts are for that poor little sparrow. Leave them al one, you great
glutton," she scol ded.

Matt hi as snorted indignantly. "Poor little sparrow, nmy eye! Listen, Mss, if |
et .that young hussy off her lead for five mnutes, we'd all be nmurdered in
our beds."

The young fiel dmouse hel ped Matthias with the haversack straps. She tried not
to let her concern for himshow "Matthias, | know you won't tell me where you
are goi ng, but wherever it is, please take care of yourself."

Matt hi as adj usted the dagger in the black sword belt. He stood franmed in the
doorway, snmiling confidently. "Don't worry, Cornflower. | fully intend to take
care of myself, for the safety of Redwall Abbey . . . and for you."

A moment | ater he was gone.

Hal fway al ong the top dormtory passage, Matthias halted. A stepladder was set
up underneath a wooden |oft door in die ceiling. Methusel ah cane al ong,

| eadi ng War beak. The sparrow was still wearing the collar, lead and brick
shackl e.



Matt hi as | ooked up to the door. "So, that's where we're going, eh

The ol d gat ehouse-keeper gave hima neatly-drawn map. "You'll find it al
mar ked down there, Matthias. That door leads to a loft. Turn to your right and
keep wal ki ng until you
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touch the wall. To your right you will find a gap in the wall. On the other
side of that gap you will cone out about hal fway up the wall of Geat Hall. It

is a |l edge between the arches of the sandstone columms. Fromthere you mnust
climb up to a higher row of |edges al ongsi de the stained-glass w ndows. Scal e

the rib in the center of the first windowto the left. You will find yourself
on a wooden ridge that runs along parallel to the curve of the roof. Further
along that ridge there is another wooden |oft door. I'msorry, but | cannot

locate it exactly; you nust find it yourself. Wen you do, go through it and
you shoul d be directly underneath the top roof attic. Fromthere on you are on
your own. | cannot help you, Matthias."

The anci ent nouse placed his paws on his young friend s shoul ders. H s voice
trenbl ed as he bade goodbye. "Good fortune go with you, Matthias. | w sh that
| were young and agil e once again so that | could acconpany you."

Met husel ah enbraced the young nouse as if he were his own son, and as Matthias
ascended the | adder, the old mouse called out final instructions to him

"If that sparrow causes you any trouble, don't hesitate to kick her off into
thin air. She'll come down as fast as the brick she's tied to!"

War beak scowl ed but nmade no comment. She knew Met husel ah spoke the truth. The
brick was |ike an anchor agai nst her |eg.

Matt hi as gave the | oft door a strong shove upwards and slid it to one side. He
covered his eyes and coughed as the dust of ages poured down upon his head.

Tuggi ng the sparrow behind him he clinbed into the loft.

It was very dark and gl oomy. Matthias peered over to his right. Faintly he
could make out a strip of wan, greyish light filtering in.

"Hmbe gap in wall |ike old worm nouse say about," Warbeak chi ned.

"Hey, keep a civil tongue in your head, sparrow That's my friend you're

tal king about," gritted Matthias as he strode off to the right, tugging the

| ead. H s concentration broken, he stepped awkwardly upon a joist and tripped
heavily into the thick dust.

War beak was upon the young nouse in a flash

The sparrow scratched hard at Matthias's neck and pecked at the back of his
head, forcing it down to the floor

Matthias felt the suffocating dust clog his mouth as he struggled to turn his
body over. Warbeak pecked and scratched frantically, her target obscured by

t he bul ky haversack. Reaching up behind hinmself, the mouse felt around unti
he grasped the sparrow s leg. Gving it a hard pull, he rolled over, plucking
out his dagger in the same novenent. Matthias |ay across Warbeak, pinning her
to the floor, the point of his dagger pricking the sparrow s throat.



"Li sten, Warbeak," Matthias panted. "One nore nove like that and it will be
your last. Do you hear nme?"

Both creatures lay still awhile, their faces close together, breathing
heavily. The sparrow was still defiant. "I get chance, Warbeak kill ee nmouse.
Sparra not give up, you seel"

Matt hi as sprang to his feet, tugging the Iead viciously. He dragged the
sparrow stunbling and tripping to the crack of light. Swinging the bird
forwards, Matthias pushed her through the narrow aperture, squeezing through
after her with great difficulty.

They were on the first |edge, high above G eat Hall.
Wt hout warning, Mtthias shoved Warbeak roughly off die |edge.

The startled sparrow shot downwards and stopped with a jerk, only thick neck
feathers saving her fromstrangulation. Matthias held the lead tightly with
both paws, straining backwards as the sparrow dangl ed and fluttered over G eat
Hal | .

"Now, you prom se to behave yourself, or down you go, ny friend," Matthias
shout ed.

Wth her heart hanmering at the surprise attack and her predi canent, Warbeak
realized that she was conpletely at the nercy of her captor. Burdened with the
brick, she had no chance of flying. As she hung flapping usel essly, Matthias
call ed down, "Make up your mind! My paws are getting tired. This lead's

begi nning to slip."

Aforlorn little voice answered. "Warbeak not wanta die. Mouse win. Pull
Sparra up. Be good. Gve word."
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Braci ng hi msel f against a stone arch, Matthias pulled the sparrow back to
safety. Together they sat on the | edge sharing a canteen of water, both weary
and dusty. Matthias was still wary of his prisoner.

"How good is the word of a sparrow?" he asked.

War beak puffed out her chest. "Sparra word al ways good. Warbeak no say lie. Me
swear by nother's egg. That big swear."

Matt hias refl ected that he had used desperate neasures to secure a pronise,
but with justification. He was being unconprom sing with hinself as well as
his captive. No nore could he afford to be the silly little novice that had
bunbl ed about the Abbey before the start of the present troubles. He was
maturing, learning the warrior's way. This mission was vital. Redwall depended
upon him just as it had once depended upon Martin the Warrior.

War beak cocked her head quizzically to one side. "Wat Mtthias think about?"

The young mouse repacked the water canteen into his haversack. "Ch, nothing
much, Warbeak. Come on, we'd better get on."

Wth an odd feeling, Matthias realized that he and Warbeak were now on



first-nane terns.

Cl uny m ght be naking promotions. There were now three rat officers on the
list of the dead.

First it had been Skullface, killed beneath the wheels of the cart. Next to go
was Ragear. There was talk of a serpent. He was never seen again. Now
Redt oot h, duny*s first officer, was mssing, presuned dead.

Most of Cluny's arnmy had an eye to pronotion; not only for prestige - there
were the extra shares of oot to be considered.

Killconey the ferret extolled the virtues of his weasel friend, Scragg, who
had met his death at the foot of the big elmtree. "Aye, let ne tell you,
buckos. Scragg: now there was a weasel with a head on his shoul ders! Oficer
material he was, definitely. D you know, | still can't figure how a smart boyo
like that could let hinmself be killed in a fall fromsonme old tree.”
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Cheeset hi ef sneered. "Clunsiness, 1'd say. 1 was there and saw it all
Besi des, Cluny wouldn't have a weasel officer ordering rats about."

"And why not?" challenged the ferret. "I'll wager the Chief would pronpte any
creature that showed good sense and a fightin' spirit. WIIl you | ook at ne
now? I'ma fine figure of a ferret. Wiy, if | was the Chief 1'd nake ne a
Captain just like that!" The ferret snapped his claws.

Cheeset hi ef spat upon the ground in contenpt of Killconey, know ng there was
not much chance of pronotion for hinself. He was only rated as a mnor sort of
officer. If it canme to a decision, Darkclaw was the natural choice. Fangburn
had fallen fromfavor since the incident with Sela and Redtooth. Nevert hel ess,
the weasels, and their brethren the stoats and ferrets, argued their case
hotly. Why shouldn't others be pronoted? Wiat was so superior about rats?
Mangef ur, Scumose and Frogbl ood considered rats to be the elite of Cluny's
horde. Darkclaw sided with themwhile trying to placate the others, attenpting
to keep a foot in either canmp, should it come to a vote. One never knew

Littl e chance there was of anything denocratic being allowed by duny the
Scourge, who lay on the bed with his eye closed, ignoring the whispered

bi ckeri ng and backbiting around him He would pronote only when he was good
and ready. Meanwhile, just let any of his horde dare try to press the issue!

Sela and her son skulked in a corner. They felt trapped. Nobody had spoken to
them since the denise of Redtooth. «It was as if they were being bl aned.

Suddenly, Cuny called over to Sela, "Hey, fox, take that brat of yours
outside for a bit! Get some fresh air, and renenber, no wandering off! Send
Darkclaw in here to nme, and that gabby ferret, whatsisname, Killconey."

The foxes hastened to do as they were told, glad to be out of the oppressive
at nosphere of the sickroom

Dar kcl aw and the ferret came marching in, not know ng whether to be confident
or apprehensive. You never knew with C uny.

They both sal uted. "Chief?"
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Cl uny got out of bed. He paced back and forth, testing his | egs. Each day they
were a bit stronger. He wal ked past the pair and spoke without turning to face
them "wWho knows anythi ng about tunneling?"

Killconey stepped smartly forward. "Ah, the tunnels, yer honor. You're talkin'
tt the very creature.”

C uny rested upon his standard. "You?"

"Who el se but neself, sir?" the ferret wheedl ed. "And don't | know some grand
ould animals that could hel p? Ferrets like nme, stoats and weasel s; why, sure,
we're as good as any nole when it comes to the tunnelin', so we are; shorin’

and bankin', sinkin' shafts and galleries—=

C uny banged the standard agai nst the floor. "Enough! Were are these others
that you nenti oned?"

Kill coney cocked a claw over her shoulder. "Sure, they're all outside, your
worship. Shall | go and fetch thenP"

"Go, and don't be all day about it," Cluny replied
Killconey threw a fancy salute and departed. Cuny pulled Darkclaw cl ose to
him He spoke confidentially. "Don't you know anythi ng about tunnels,

Dar kcl aw?"

The rat shook his head unhappily. Cuny put his claw around Darkcl aw s

shoul der. "Well, never mnd, |'ve got other work for you. We can't |et
ferrets, stoats and weasels take all the glory, can we? You' ve always been a
good solid rat, Darkclaw. You help me and 1'll see that you get a rich reward

when the time comes.”

Dar kcl aw nodded obediently.

Sone tine later, Cuny was deep in conference with Killconey and his squad. It
was interrupted by a scuffle and conmotion from outside. Cheesethief strode

i n, draggi ng Chi ckenhound and proddi ng Sel a ahead of himw th a spear

"What's going on here?" C uny denanded.

Cheeset hi ef smirked triunmphantly. "It's these two foxes, Chief. | caught them
with their ears against the door. They were listening in."

He skillfully tripped Sela and Chi ckenhound with the spear butt. They fell in
a heap at Cuny's feet, where they lay shivering and protesting their

i nnocence.

"Not us, sir. W weren't eavesdropping."

"W were just leaning there for a rest. We're only sinple healers.”

C uny nodded understandingly. "I see. You just wanted to help with the
digging, is that it?"

Eager to pl ease and panic-stricken, Chickenhound blurted out, "Yes, that's
right, sir. Gve us a chance and we'll tunnel with the best of them"

Sel a groaned despairingly as C uny kicked her son viciously. "Wo said
anyt hi ng about tunneling, fox? | only nentioned digging."



Sela attenpted to save the situation. "Please, sir, take no notice of the
young fool. Al he neant was that when you said dig—

A whack fromthe bannerstaff silenced Sela. Cluny's voice was icy with
condemation. "Traitors! Al that he meant was that you slipped up when you
copied ny plans for an attack with a battering ram So now you know t hat |
intend to tunnel into Redwall."

Sela licked dry lips. She stared pleadingly at the Warlord. There was no mercy
in the single eye.

"You know too rmuch, vixen. You and your son played a dangerous gane. Nobody
outsmarts Cluny. |'ve won, and you have both lost."

The foxes clasped their claws. They knelt, whinpering pitifully. duny stood
over them enjoying his power as judge. He signaled to Cheesethief and
Dar kcl aw.

"Take these m serable turncoats out of ny sight. You know what to do."

Shrieking and screaming for nercy, the foxes were dragged away. C uny turned
back to the ferrets, weasels and stoats.

"Now, about this tunnel."
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Matt hi as and Warbeak had made sl ow progress. The clinmb up to the arches and
st ai ned- gl ass wi ndows was | ong and arduous. Matthias had relieved the sparrow
of her brick hobble, pinioning her wings, nake the going easier. At intervals
t he young nmouse drove spikes into the joints of the stone. He was careful not
to look down: it was a terrifyingly inpressive distance down to the Abbey
floor. Only once did he risk a quick glance, not certain if the dark spot on
t he ground m ght be Methusel ah watchi ng t hem

There was real peril negotiating the curve at the top of the arch. Hanging
tightly to the spikes he had fixed, Mtthias |eaned out dangerously. There was
not hi ng but determination and the strength in his paws to stop him from

pl ungi ng down to a frightening death. Gitting his teeth, he nade it to the
apex of the arch. He reached over the stone | edge which divided the arch from
t he stai ned-glass wi ndows above and, taking a firmgrip, propelled hinself
upwar ds and sideways. Hi s |legs |anded further along the | edge. Wth his cheek
resting on the stone, he gave one | ast heave and rolled on to the safety of

t he | edge.

Sitting up, Matthias knotted two ropes together. He |l owered themto Warbeak
who was waiting below at the base of the arch. The sparrow | ooped the rope
about herself. As she clinmbed she aided Matthias by finding clawholds and
maki ng use of the spikes.
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Leani ng back agai nst the stained-glass wi ndows they ate |unch. Warbeak gave a
twittering |augh.

"Matthias all red nouse.”

"Ha, you should talk, Warbeak!" Matthias replied. "Look at yourself. You're



blue all over."

The bizarre effect was created by sunlight shining through the stained-glass.
As they ate, Warbeak woul d dodge her head from side to side, changing col or as
she did so. "Lookeet! Now me green, blue again, nowred |like a Matthias
nouse. "

"I'f you don't sit still you'll be white with fright, because you'll fall,"
Mat t hi as war ned.

When they were sufficiently recovered to start again, Matthias tried the
sandstone center rib of the window It was carved into a profusion of
curlicues and niches which made the clinb considerably easier. Soon they
reached the wooden ridge at the bottom of the roof curvature. It was
perilously narrow. Together they edged along it, their backs bent unsafely
forward with the curve of the ceiling behind.

Nei t her of them was aware of the inquisitive, beaked face of a sparrow who
wat ched them fromthe corner of a stained-glass window It noted the woul d-be
intruders, then flew off.

Matt hi as drew his dagger. He stuck it into the wooden ceiling to steady
hinself as they halted to | ook for the next |oft door

"I can see it," said Matthias, "there, along to your left. You'll have to
| ead, Warbeak."

, G ngerly the sparrow slid her claws along the snooth wooden ridge.
Suddenly Matthias felt the dagger cone free fromthe wood. He lost his grip
and | eaned outwards, teetering and waving his paws. Warbeak stopped him
falling by pulling himback. The dagger went spinning down. It was a
considerable tine before they heard the faint clatter as it hit the Abbey
fl oor.

"CGosh!" said Matthias in an awed voice. "I thought 1'd had it then. | was
certain 1'd fall. Thanks for saving nme, \Warbeak."

Gradual ly they inched their way along until they arrived beneath the |oft
door. It was too high and difficult for either of themto reach. Matthias nade

several attenpts before he had to adnit defeat. He sat upon the ridge, kicking
his | egs
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and feeling quite angry with hinself. Failure stared himin the face.

"Afool, that's what 1 aml Alittle fool, clinmbing all this way to Be beaten
by an old |l oft door."

The sparrow tapped himw th her claw. "Wy not Matthias cut Warbeak free? Then
fly with Sparra wings and open little worm door."

Mat t hi as | ooked bl ank. "Beg pardon?"

War beak expl ai ned again. "You no |isten. Warbeak say, cut wings free, fly up
and open door."

"Gve me your sparrow s word that you won't fly off.

"I's good. Gve Sparra word. Prom se no 'scape."



"Swear by your nother's egg."
"By nother's egg, Warbeak swear."

Matt hi as undid the tw ne that pinioned the sparrow s w ngs, and Warbeak
fl apped her wings experinmentally. "Long tinme no fly. Me good, you see."

The young sparrow | aunched herself off the ridge. She went into a series of
zooming circles and perforned a few acrobatic turns for her conpanion's
benefit.

Matt hias grinned. "Righto, |I'minpressed. Now get back here, you little
showoff, and open this door."

War beak sped back, hovering level with the |oft door as she set her claws into
the latch. "Watch out. . . . Door open, fall on mouse."

The young mouse backed away as the sparrow rel eased the door. It banged down
hard, flapping on its hinges.

This time Matthias was aware that there woul d be anot her shower of falling
dust when the door opened downwards. Wsely he had edged sufficiently along
the ridge to avoid both.

Wth Warbeak flying behind himas a backup in case he fell, Mtthias used the
open door as a | adder. He was soon up through the opening. Though the inside
was dull and gl ooy, he could see they were in a long trenchlike defile, one
side of which was a fairly straight wall while the other side was a high
curving slope, the reverse side of the arched wooden ceiling.

Matthias call ed Warbeak to him. He undid the collar and | ead fromthe
sparrow s neck, and packed them away in the
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haversack. He patted his flying friend. "Warbeak, | can no | onger keep you
collared. You are a free sparrow and a very good friend."

The young sparrow blinked her fierce little eyes. "Matthias, ny nmouse friend.
I no leave. Stay with you."

Toget her they spent several nminutes searching the high ceiling above. Warbeak
havi ng the advantage of flight, was first to find the final trapdoor that they
had guessed must exist.

It was not a hard clinmb for Matthias, nerely an excited and rather undignified
scranbl e up the curving wooden roof back. This tine they found that the door
opened inwards. It was really heavy. The two conpani ons strai ned together

until it creaked | oudly and opened.

Matt hi as scranbl ed t hrough, foll owed by Warbeak. They found thensel ves

conpl etely surrounded by sparrows as the door slammed shut behind them The

bi rds argued and chattered al oud as they sprang upon Matthias, pinning himto
the Iid of the door with nmany claws. He was unable to nove a single whisker

As quickly as it had started, the noi se ceased. The flock of birds parted.
Matt hi as found hinmself staring straight into the bold aggressive face of a big
strong-1 ooking mal e sparrow. The bird glared at himwith a crazy light inits
bright, nmad eyes.



"Mouse worm you ny prisoner! This court of Sparra! Me King Bull Sparral™
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The bodi es of Sela and Chi ckenhound, the two traitor foxes, lay linp in the
ditch that ran al ongside the road. The rats of Cuny's horde had executed t hem
with spears and tossed themthere. Sela lay still, her once bright cunning
eyes gl azed over in death.

But gradual | y Chi ckenhound began to twitch and groan.
He was still alive!

The fox's entire body was afire with pain. Tw ce they had stabbed him once in
the back leg, and again right through the | oose skin and fur at the scruff of
hi s neck. Chi ckenhound had screaned and fallen into the ditch, hel ped by the
feet of the rat executioners. He had imredi ately bl acked out. Sela's carcass

| anded on top of her son's body in the shall ow nuddy wat er

The rats were satisfied that both foxes were dead, and if they were not, well,
who was going to clinmb down through all of those stinging nettles into the
slippery ooze to find out? They hurled clods of earth at the prone forms in
the ditch and stood watching themfor a tinme. Wien flies began to gather on
the foxes, the rodents lost interest and wandered off,

Chi ckenhound regai ned his senses. He lay quite still with Sela's body draped
across him Wen he was satisfied that the coast was clear he struggl ed
painfully clear of the grisly carcass that had once been his nother

ad fool! She would never have been in this mess if she'd | et a nmuch younger
and smarter fox handl e things.
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Wth a total lack of sorrow for his deceased parent, Chickenhound began
figuring out his next nove. He would have to He lowin this stinking ditch
until darkness fell. Even though he was severely hurt, the irony of the
situation caused the young fox a silent snigger. It was he, not his nother
who had outwitted C uny. Now he would soon be free with die revised plans of
the attack upon Redwal| Abbey. Surely that would be worth sonething?

As soon as it was dark, Chickenhound made his nove. He was only too glad to do
so. Flies, wasps, wornms and all manner of craw ies had been thoroughly
i nvestigating himall afternoon. Slowy and carefully he rolled about in the

thick nmud until it forned a poultice, cooling the wounds in his |leg and neck
preventing further blood | oss. Under the cover of night he wobbl ed unsteadily
to his feet, linping away up the bed of the ditch towards Redwall.

The going was painfully slow, but Chickenhound consol ed hinself on the | ong
journey by boosting his own ego. "Maybe a silly bunch of rats could put one
over on Sela. Huh, she was old and had lost a lot of her, guile. Not Iike nel!
They hadn't reckoned with a smart intelligent young fox like Il am [|'Il show
them Revenge will be mne! They'|ll see what it's like to be up against an
expert in espionage.”

Hours later, within sight of the Abbey walls, Chicken-hound di scovered a sl ope
that was not too steep and started to pull hinmself up out of the ditch. He
gasped and cried out in agony as he clinbed. Using sone creepers and an

over hangi ng bush, the young fox finally made it to the road.



Conpl etely exhausted, he lay in the dust. How |l ong he had been dragging his
wounded body along the ditch bed he could not tell. In his present weakened
condition he could not go a step farther, but fell into a state hal fway

bet ween unconsci ousness and sl eep

Silent Sam was Cornfl ower's bodyguard on her nightly round of the ranparts. He
mar ched sol etmly by her side as she gave out nugs of hot soup to the grateful
sentries that watched through the night hours. Anbrose Spi ke watched hungrily
as she poured him a steam ng nug of the delicious soup. The

195

hedgehog t hanked her profusely, hoping that there m ght be seconds after the
ot hers had been served.

"What a thoughtful little body you are. Mss Cornflower. | always say there's
nothing |Ii ke some good honmenade vegetable soup to keep the life in ny old
spines. It's a fair night, but mark you, it gets a bit chill tw xt dark and

dawn, nidear."

Whi |l e the hedgehog and the nmouse were chatting, Silent Sam was never still for
a second. He trotted about on the parapet, always sucking his paw, | eaping
fromstone to stone, fighting off imaginary foes with his tiny dagger

At first Cornflower thought he was play-acting as usual. The baby squirre
stood on top of the gatehouse threshold. Pointing down to the road with his
kni fe, he beckoned Cornflower and Anbrose with his well-sucked paw to cone and
see sonet hi ng.

The young fiel dmouse wagged her ladle. "Put that dagger away and stop your
clinmbing, you little scanp.”

Silent Samremained as he was, like a well-trained pointer dog.

"P'raps he's trying to tell us summat, M ss?" grunted Anbrose. He waddl ed over
to the parapet and | ooked down to where Sam poi nt ed.

"Well, bless msoul. Mss Cornflower. | do believe that our little soldier
"ere has spotted a hobject. There's a creature a |ayin* down there, but |'m
blowed if it's fish or fow, there's so nmuch nud and dust plastered onit,"
whi spered the hedgehog. "You stay put, Mssy. I'll go and fetch help."

Cornfl ower and Sil ent Sam stood | ooki ng down fromthe parapet. Anbrose, aided
by Jess Squirrel and Forenole, ventured out into the road to investigate. At
their back stood a dozen stout mce guarding the gatehouse door under the
conmand of Basil Stag Hare.

"Steady in the ranks there," said the hare quietly. "Keep your eyes peeled for
si gns of ambush, and no tal ki ng now. "

Chi ckenhound was | ugged inside as rapidly as possible. Unable to contain their
curiosity, the defenders questioned the |linp, half-awake fox as they carried
hi m across the Abbey grounds.

"Did your friends the rats do this?"

"I suppose it's sanctuary you want now?"

"Harr, warra you' m be about, a layin' in yon road?"



Chi ckenhound s head fl opped fromside to side as he was borne al ong. He woul d

only say one thing. "The Abbot. | nust see the Abbot. Keep that badger away
fromme, or you'll learn nothing."
Basi| dism ssed the rearguard and caught up with Anbrose. "I say, you'd best

get that rascal straight to the jolly old Abbot. Let himmake his statenent
bef ore he pegs out, don'cha know "

Chi ckenhound was haul ed into the Abbey building and laid out on a bench. Abbot
Mortimer shuffled up in his nightshirt, rubbing sleep fromhis eyes. He

i nspected the fox's wounds with a critical, practiced | ook and spoke

di spassionately, "Wll, fox, what do you want from us? No doubt C uny your
mast er has sent you here to spy."

Chi ckenhound shook his head in weak denial. "Please, | nust have sonme water."
Jess Squirrel picked up the water jug but withheld it.

"Tell the Father Abbot what you want, sly one," she rasped sternly.

The fox reached out feebly for the water jug. Mich to the Abbot's di smay, Jess
still held it at a distance.

"Speak first. You'll get water when we get information," she insisted.

The sight of an injured ani mal distressed the Abbot, but he decided wisely to
| eave matters to Jess. The squirrel knew what she was doi ng.

"Cuny's horde did this to nme," croaked the fox. "My mother, Sela . . . they
killed her. I know of Cluny's new plans. Care for ne and | will tell you all."

Chi ckenhound fai nted cl ean away.

"Huh, | certainly wouldn't waste good tinme and nedicine on this one," said
Jess col dly.

Anbrose Spi ke scratched his stomach specul atively. "True, Jess, neither would

I. But mayhap he has vital information, otherw se why would he drag
hinself'ere in this state?"

The Abbot inspected the fox's neck-wound beneath the muddied fur. "What
Anbr ose says makes sense. Wul d you
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l[ift the wetched creature up and carry himto the sick bay, please?"

Cornfl ower and Silent Sam watched the fox being carried away. Sam stood in
front of her, his dagger drawn to protect them both. She ruffled his pointed

ears.

"It's all right now, Sam" she said, gently. "The fox cannot hurt us. Thank
you for protecting nme."

The little squirrel sheathed his knife and resuned paw sucki ng.
Wnifred and Abbot Mrtinmer sat by the bed in the sick bay. They kept up their

vigil until Chickenhound regai ned consci ousness. The fox whi npered. He gazed
around at the honmely little room



"Ch ny neck! What is this pjace? Were am|?" he groaned.

Wni fred pushed the patient gently back on to the pillows and held a bowl of
water to the cracked, dry Ilips.

"Please drink this and lie still," she ordered.

Chi ckenhound sl urped and gul ped greedily at the water as the Abbot enlightened
him "You are in the infirmary at Redwal |l Abbey. As yet | do not know the ful
extent of your injuries. Wien you have rested, ny friends will cleanse you and
dress your wounds."

Chi ckenhound coul d hardly believe his ears. "You mean | can stay! But |
haven't told you of the new plans yet."

The Abbot w ped driblets of water fromhis patient's chin. "Listen to nme, ny
son. W would not turn you away from our gates, unless you were an eneny that
meant us harm All creatures are cared for at Redwall Abbey and it is my task
to care for the sick and injured. You are ny responsibility. Wether or not
you choose to give information is a matter that your own heart must deal with.
Meanwhil e you will receive our hospitality and sanctuary until you are fully
recovered."

Chi ckenhound | ay thi nki ng about what the kindly old nouse had said. Suddenly
he blurted out, "The battering ramis only a decoy. Cluny neans to use it as a
di version so that he can tunnel underneath your Abbey walls. | don't know
exactly where he plans to start digging, but I do know that he will cone at
you from under the ground."

The Abbot shook his head reprovingly as Wnifred | owered the lanp flame and
drew the curtains. "Cuny is surely the spawn of darkness. He will stop at
nothing, my son. Now | realize this and | believe what you tell ne is true.
But why did you crawl all the way to Redwall with this information

 alnost at the cost of your life?"

Chi ckenhound did his best to | ook sorrowful and outraged as he |ied. "Because
they killed old Sela, sir. She was ny

e« mother. | will not rest until justice is done to her nurderers." The Abbot
patted the young fox's paw. "Thank you for entrusting your confidence in us,
young one. C ose your eyes now, and try to get sone rest."

When t he Abbot had departed, Chickenhound snuggled his filthy body down
agai nst the clean white sheets. He felt a little better already, well enough
to have a qui et snigger

o There was no fool like an old fool

Thi s mouse was as stupid as Sela had been. Let the mice fight the rats and the
rats fight the mce; what did he care? Redwall nust be a veritable treasure
house to a cl ever young fox.
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Dunwi ng was the wi dowed not her of Warbeak. She was al so sister to the mighty



King Bull Sparra. \Wien her daughter was shot down by the arrow, she had given
her up as dead. Now that she was back safe and sound she stroked and scol ded
her at the sane tine with relief. Wen she could get a chirp in edgeways,
Warbeak related the strange story to her nother in the rapid Sparra dial ect.

As she was doing this, Matthias lay pinned to the floor by the claws of many
fierce Sparra warriors. As far as he could tell, the place was one enornous
loft. This was the court of King Bull Sparra, whose wath seened about to
descend upon him

The sparrows |ived higgl edy-piggledy here in one great untidy tribe. The roof
above met in the shape of an upturned V, thus making the court a |ong
triangul ar structure. Under the eaves at either edge were countl ess
scruffy-1ooking nests, all of which appeared to be filled to overflowing with
shri eki ng baby sparrows. At one end the |oft was bl ocked off by roofing slates
and old nesting materials. This was the King's own private chanber. Matthias
estimated that it was probably underneath where the weather vane was situated.

King Bull Sparra was not a bird to be trifled with. He noticed the young
nmouse's evident interest in his surroundings and quickly diverted his
attention with a- savage kick at the hel pless figure.

"Whatta mouseworm want in court of King?" he snapped.

Matt hias, realizing that this was no time for idle chit-chat, pronptly shouted
out in a loud, courtly nmanner, "OKing, | cone to return one of your brave
young warriors!"

The statenent caused an inmediate hullaballoo. Bull Sparra flapped his w ngs
once and qui et descended. He cocked his head to one side, assessing this bold
young i ntruder.

"You lie, mouseworm Not help Sparra! Muse eneny," he shrieked. "King Bul
Sparra say killee eneny, k-killeet!"

Instantly Matthias found hinself fighting for his life. The Sparra soldiers
piled in on him jabbering, claw ng and pecking. He managed to get a paw free
and struck out left and right, dealing hefty blows to several of the sparrows.
Matt hi as realized that he would soon be overwhel ned as nore sparrows pressed
in on him urged on by the mad exhortations of their King. "K-killeet,

k- ki Ueet, make nousa dead, killeet!"

As Matthias battled to free his other paw he felt hinmself envel oped by two
pairs of w ngs. Warbeak and Dunwi ng were attenpting to shelter him The nother
sparrow was crying out, "No killee! Muse good! Save my egg Sparra."

The King was not convinced. "Muse eneny, gotta nmake dead."

King Bull Sparra had no fledglings of his own. Warbeak, who was his favorite
ni ece, called out to her uncle, appealing for mercy. "No, no, King Bull. Not
killee Matthi as nouse! Hi m save Warbeak! G ve Sparra word to nouse that you no
killee."

The King sprang in anong his warriors, scattering them Kke chaff. They cowered
bef ore himas he shouted out a new edict. "Foolworns! Stop! King say no killee
mouse! W have Sparra word of ny sister's eggchick.”

The Sparra warriors backed off. Matthias picked hinmself up. Luckily, he had
not come to rmuch harm He dusted his habit off. "Wiew Thank you once again,
Warbeak, ny friend. | owe you ny life."



The King issued orders to two Sparra warriors. "Battle-hawk, Wndplune! Cetta
bag. Find out what nopuse carry."

Matt hi as stood firmas the haversack was pulled fromhis back. The two
warriors could not figure out howto open it.
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They tore at the material with beak and claw until it gave way. The contents
scattered upon the floor. Matthias stood respectfully to one side as the King
rummaged t hrough his neager possessions. .King Bull Sparra drank some water
fromthe canteen. He

spat it out.
"No worns, only mousefood,” he comrented.

War beak sighed wistfully. She | ooked |ongingly on as her uncle found the
package of candi ed chestnuts and ripped it open. Bull Sparra dubiously sanpl ed
one. His face lit up with pleasure. "This good food for Sparra King. Not good
for nouseworm Me keep."

He tucked the candi ed chestnuts under his w ng, then picked up the collar and
| ead and beckoned to Matthias. "Museworm cone here. You lucky King letta
live."

The young nouse approached the sparrow with trepidation, not wanting to

ant agoni ze the noody, dangerous bird. The Sparra King buckled the collar
tightly about Matthias's neck. Scarcely |eaving himroomto breathe, he
attached the | ead and | aughed aloud. Dutifully the other sparrows |aughed with
hi m

Matthias felt his blood boil. He tried to contain his rising tenper; the court
of the Sparra King was no place to have tantrunms. Mentally he prom sed hinsel f
that he woul d never again use a collar on any living creature. The indignity
was

unspeakabl e.

Bul | Sparra handed the |l ead to Warbeak. Turning to his subjects, he chuckl ed

i nsanely and pointed at Matthias. "King Bull Sparra spare nouse. How you like
himfor pet, ny niece? Muse, you obey ny sister and her eggchick, funny,

ha?"

Al'l the sparrows | aughed | oud and long, vying with each other to show t he nost
merrinment. The King was a conpletely unpredictable tyrant. Wen he nade a joke
it was

al ways funny.

War beak gave the |l ead a tug and whi spered to her friend, "Matthias, you see
War beak and not her not nake | augh.

Sorry."

The young captive wi nked at his warder. He was beginning to hatch a plan



"Don't worry, ny friend. At least I'malive."
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War beak handed the lead to her mother. "This Dunwi ng; she nother. Good Sparra;
not hurt nouse. See!"

Dunwi ng gave the lead a light pull. She gave Matthias a snmile and a nod. He
deci ded that he |iked Warbeak's not her.

The King issued his orders to Warbeak and Dunw ng. "You keep nmousewor m on
| ead. No wander, no stray. Gve plenty work. Mich kick, like this."

Bul |l Sparra raised a kick at Matthias, who dodged ninbly and started to dance
and sing with a silly expression on his face.

The King stood with his head cocked to one side, amazed at the performance of
thi s strange nouse.

Matt hi as pranced com cally about, inprovising a song as he went:

"Up higher than before. |I'm near the roof indeed, The King gave nme a collar,
His sister holds the lead."

Round and round he skipped, repeating the verse over and over.

Bul | Sparra Happed his wi ngs and | aughed hysterically. "Hahahahahahaha! Look,
Batt | ehawk! See, W ndpl une! Mouseworm be hurt in headbrain. He crazy!
Hahahahahahaha. "

oedi ently everybody | aughed with the mad nonarch.

After a while the sparrows drifted off, some to their nests, others to hunt
wor ns. A chosen few went with the King to play three feathers, a popul ar
Sparra ganbling gane of which Bull Sparra was very fond. Dunwi ng and her
daughter |ed the dancing mouse off to their nest at the rear of the court
under the farthest eaves.

Despite its outwardly untidy appearance, the nest was neat and cozy on the

i nsi de. \Warbeak had gathered Matthias's gear together. Repacking it into the
torn haversack, she returned it to her nouse friend, eyeing himin an

appr ehensi ve nmanner.

"Matthi as be sick in head?" she inquired.

The young mouse |ay back gratefully in Dunwing's nest and smiled reassuringly
at themboth. "Not at all. |I'mas sane
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as you are. However, ifl act as if I'mnmad then maybe your King and his
warriors will not regard nme as a threat. Perhaps they will |eave ne al one and
forget about ne.'1

Dunwi ng | ooked up fromthe neal she was preparing. Her

,» €yes were serious.

"Matt hi as nmouse do right thing," she said. "Bull Sparra be w cked; bad tenper.
Sonetimes Dunwi ng think Bull Sparra mad. Best he thinks you no-harm nouse."



Matt hi as bowed deferentially to her. "Thank you. Dun-wi ng. You are a very
brave sparrow. You put yourself and Warbeak in great peril, saving ne as you
did."

Dunwi ng served them both sone food. Thankfully Matthias noted that she
refrained fromputting worns and dead insects on his portion. The nother
sparrow wat ched himw th soft intelligent eyes. The nouse was about the sane
age

as her daughter.

"Matt hi as save ny Warbeak," she said. "W have no Sparra warrior to | ook after
us. Warbeak brave |ike father was. Now father, he dead. | learn to stand up
for us '"til Warbeak grow into great warrior some day."

The hours slipped by as the three conversed. Matthias | earned nuch of the
Sparra custonms and way of life.

Dunwi ng, being the King's sister, was of royal blood. Her husband had been
killed the previous spring in a battle with some starlings. He had saved the
life of the King, whereupon Bull Sparra had vowed to care for her and her
daughter: but he had instantly forgotten his prom ses, |leaving the pair to
fend for thenselves. Only in nmonents of urgency woul d Dunwi ng rem nd hi m of
his vow, knowi ng that Bull Sparra was a dangerous despot. So nornmally Dunw ng
mai nt ai ned a di plomatic silence in his presence.

Sonetimes Bull Sparra would retire to his private chanber. He would remain in
t here brooding for days, suddenly energing to fire his warriors with grandi ose
schenes and wild ideas. No one dared to di sobey him even though half an hour

| ater he had forgotten his previous fool hardy noti ons and wandered off to hunt
worns. Later he would return to find that his plans had not been carried out.
In a furious squabble of accusation and recrimnation he woul d denote officers
and pronote the nost unlikely soldiers fromthe ranks. Next day
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he had forgotten it all again and was hatching nore crazy plans. Matthias was

constantly anmazed at the node of life in the Sparra court. The sparrows showed
no kindness or civility to one another, often fighting savagely anong

t hensel ves on the slightest pretext. Warriors, and even fledglings, joined in.
The injuries they inflicted upon each other were appalling.

Sparra fol k knew nothing of the firemaker's art. By day the court was

illum nated by sunlight that streaned in through the cracked and broken sl ates
and sl anted up through the eaves. Al food was eaten uncooked, worns and snal |
i nsects providing the main diet. The Sparra did not discrimnate between

di fferent species of insects. Al cane under the genera] heading of "worm"
Thus a sparrow m ght nmake a neal of a butterfly or a grasshopper and refer to
it as "wornfeed." "Wornf was al so used to denote an eneny or a coward or
anything alien to the Sparra. Fresh flowers and tender shoots of vegetation
were used to supplenent the wormdiet, also berries and whatever fruit a
Sparra could carry in flight. Matthias was grateful for this. He abhorred the
i dea of eating live wornms or dead insects.

There was no strict routine of chores ever carried out. Apart from parents
feeding fledglings, everything was | eft undone until tomorrow, which nmeant it
never was done. The evidence of this lay all about the court; dirt, dust,
filth and general chaos prevail ed.



Matt hi as gradual ly found that once he could keep pace with the speedy delivery
of Sparra language it was relatively sinple. Sone of the Sparra chattered with
such rapidity that Matthias was sure they could not understand thensel ves.

Matt hi as was not sure whet her Warbeak knew of his mission to bring back
Martin's sword; certainly Dunwing did not. The young nmouse had had a good | ook
round nost of the Court, but the sword was not to be seen. Matthias reasoned
that it must be in the one place he had not yet explored: the private chanber
of the King. He thought |ong and hard about how he mi ght obtain access to the
royal apartment. He did not want to cause trouble for his friends, nor did he
want tbemto suspect what he had cone for. And supposing he did regain the
sword, the next problemwould be how
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to take it safely back down to the floor of the Abbey and his

own Ki nd.

i

I Matt hias figured that he had been in his new surroundings 1 for a
ni ght and a day. Towards the evening of that day, he 1 was sitting

outside the nest, repairing his torn haversack and taking stock of his
personal effects. Each time a sparrow passed by he would grin vacantly and
strike up his song. No one bothered to take nuch heed of him

Warbeak flew in froma | one wornmhunt. She stood watching Matthi as.

"Me hunt worns," she chirped. "Bring dandelions for

Matthi as. Mouse |ike eat flowers."

Matt hias replied in Sparra | anguage, "Warbeak good hunter. Muse |ike flower.
Make good wor nf ood. Where be Dunw ng not her ?"

War beak pointed to the King's chanber. "Dunwi ng get Bull Sparra wornfood
ready. King have no wife to make

food. "
Matt hi as acted unconcerned. He pulled at the collar to
| oosen it.

"Col | ar hurt mouseneck," he grinned. Warbeak shrugged sympathetically. "King
say you weara. No can take off. Me sorry."

Matt hi as conti nued sorting through his bel ongings. He canme across an unopened
package. What a stroke of luck! It was candied chestnuts. Hastily he slipped
theminto the haversack, hiding the nuts from Warbeak. Under nor mal

ci rcunmst ances he woul d gladly have given themto his friend, but this was
different. Matthias needed them as bait.

They continued gossiping until Dunwing returned. After a decent interval the
young nmouse spoke to her, "You go to King's roomall lotta tinme." Dunw ng
nodded.

"Me only Sparra King Bull let into there," she |aughed. "He | azy Sparra. Not
make own wornfood." Matthias shared her |aughter



"Betcha King not know how to make own wornfood," he chuckl ed. "Wat you think
Dunwi ng? Matthias find a gift for King?"
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The Sparra nother |ooked up sharply. "Wat nouse nean. Gft?" Mtthias drew
cl ose and whi spered conspiratorially. "You

*menber how King Bull |ike nouse candynuts? Me find nore. You take ne. W give
nuts to King."

Dunwi ng | ooked doubtful. "What for nouse wanta give nuts to King?"

Matt hi as spread his paws as if stating the obvious. "So King |l et nouse free.
Wanta go back to mousehone. "

Matt hi as held his breath and watched Dunwing. Finally tier face softened. She
sm |l ed synpathetically. "All right, Matthias. We try. Not do rmuch harm but
"menber, not fttake Bull Sparra bad tenper. He killee sure.™

Wth an inward sigh of relief Matthias swept up the packet of nuts.

"Thank you, Sparra nother,"'
make Ki ng happy, you see."

he said. "Muse not make jbrouble for you. Nuts

Wth Matthias trailing behind her on his | ead, Dunwi ng | apped on the slates
which formed King Bull Sparra's wall. An irate voice came fromwthin. ' "Fly
"way, Sparra! King wanta sleep."

- Dunwi ng realized they had chosen a bad nmoment. Neverthel ess she
persisted, this tine tapping harder. "Let in, King iferother. It Dunwi ng and
crazy nmouseworm Cotta gift for great King."

A sl eepy head poked round the door opening. Bull Sparra

ced owmishly at them and yawned in their faces. .~ "Better be 'portant,
Maj esty no like to be woked," he grunbl ed.

"* As they entered the room Matthias skipped about and sang his ditty.

VWhi ppi ng out the packet he selected a nut and topped it straight into the open
beak of the astonished ruler. ' "Museworm find nore candynuts for big King
Sparra," Mtthias giggled. "Fetch here quick. Maybe nouse give King lib nuts.
King letta nouse go hone free."

The King nunched and chonped greedily on the sweet «Ut, eyeing the packet
covetously. "Ha, nousewormgive King alia nuts. Majesty have great things on
m nd. Me thinka %ut, hmm Iletta nmouse go freehone. ™
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Matt hi as capered about. He went down on one knee, offering the nuts. Bul
Sparra snatched the parcel. Hoggishly he stuffed far nore of the nuts into his
beak than it could cope with. Cosing his eyes in ecstasy, he gobbl ed
furiously. Pieces of nut falling fromhis beak littered his breast feathers.
Matt hi as' s eyes roved about the chanber, searching. It was nothing special as
Sparra habitations went; a straw palliasse, some butterfly wi ngs stuck to the
wal | by way of decoration. In one corner there was a huge overstuffed old
chair. How it got there would forever remain a nystery. Matthias's attention
was held by sonething that protruded out of the back of the chair. It was an



ol d- f ashi oned-1 ooki ng obj ect made from bl ack | eather with lots of silver
trimmng, identical to the belt he was wearing.

The scabbard of Martin's sword! Surely the sword nust be somewhere close by?
Mat t hi as wi shed that he coul d see around the back of the chair to confirmhis
di scovery, but he had to bring hinmself back to the issue at hand.

King Bull Sparra cramred the |ast candied chestnuts into his beak and chonped
wi th evident enjoynent.

Dunwi ng attenpted to press for justice. "King eat gift. Now mouse go free?"

The King held out a grasping claw. "Mre! Museworm got nore candynut gift for
Maj esty?"

Mat t hi as renmai ned kneeling. He appealed to the gluttonish
ruler.

"O Ki ng, nouse have no got nore candynuts. Gve all to great Mjesty. Now you
| et mouse go freehone," he said

hopeful | y.

Bul | Sparra pecked nut norsels fromhis feathers, his eyes

gl eami ng craftily.

"Ah! Now King give Sparra word. | say if nouse-worm give nore candynuts then

go free, but must give lot." The King spread his wi ngs wi de apart. "This many
lot!"

The young mouse bowed his head. "But Mjesty, ne got
no nore nut."

Unexpectedly Bull Sparra's mpood changed for the worse. He crunpled the enpty
dock-1 eaf packet and hurled it into Matthias's face.
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"Mousewor m get nore! More, you hear?" H s eyes shone nadly as the feathered
hackl es rose around his neck. "King not argue with crazy nmouseworm You get
gone now, plenty quick or ne killee. Go now Majesty sleep.”

Sensing that the King had become dangerous, Dunwi ng did not hesitate. Roughly
she dragged the nmouse by the |l ead fromthe chanmber.

Matt hi as spluttered with uncontrolled rage. "Dunwi ng, how you |letta stupid oaf
be King of Sparra?" he choked. ; The not her sparrow shushed soot hi ngly and
dragged Matthias off to the safety of her nest.

War beak had gone off hunting again. Dunwi ng sat down and tried to reason with
t he angry young nouse. "Matthias not let King Pull hear say himstupid oaf.
You be dead >wornbait much soon/'

Matt hi as opened his mouth to protest. The sparrow silenced himw th an

uprai sed wing. "All birds know that King Bull mghty fighter. H m save Sparra
tribe many time fromeneny. He sonetime |azy, sonetine bad temper, but not
stupid. Bull Sparra sly like fox, only pretend to be stupid, just |ike



Matt hi as. "

i Dunwi ng had guessed that Matthias had gone to the King' s chamber for
ot her reasons than to gain his freedom This was

-» very wise mother bird. He decided to put all of his cards
~on the table.

"Dunwi ng, listen. I want to tell you a story," he said. "It i-k all about the
mce who live in the Abbey beneath us, and

; of one mouse in particular called Martin the Warrior.

V. The sparrow listened intently as the young mouse unfol ded ithe story of
Redwal | Abbey and the part that he was playing ,in its hour of need. When
Matt hi as had finished his tale, Dunwing saw the truth of it in his open face.
She drew close land said quietly, "Mtthias, Dunwi ng knew First day you ' Cone
here | see belt you wear. It all same as thing behind yfihair in King's room"

v'e: "But why—=2" Matthias interjected. Agai n Dunwi ng

v. silenced him

+eo "Young nouse sit still,"” she said. "Now ne tell you story.

-"vMany tine ago, before ny nother was egg, King naned
-j Bl oodf eat her. He steal sword from northpoint. Sword make
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Sparra fol k proud, brave fighters, strong eggchi cks, nuch wornfood to eat.
Sword hang in court of Sparra. Bl ood-feather die, who know how? Bull Sparra
become King. My husband Geytail tell me this 'fore he die. Bull Sparra wear
warrior sword. Case be too heavy. Leave case behind in room backa chair. Carry
sword in clawfeet. King Bull he rmuch showoff. Dig wormw th sword. My husband
go longa with him One day they hunt in Mssflower trees, giantworm conme, one
wi th poisonteeth. Alia tinme say ' Asnodeussss', like that. Bull Sparra drop big
sword. Even he scared of poisonteeth. G antworm curl round swordhandl e. Bull
Sparra, he order ny husband, Geytail, get sword back. Gey-tail try, but worm
bite with poisonteeth. He hurt bad, but fly back to court with Bull Sparra.
They | eave sword in Moss-flower with giantworm M husband die. Bull Sparra
say hurt in starling fight. Not true. Geytail tell ne all 'fore he die.

War beak still egg; not know how father die."

Mat t hi as wat ched synpat hetically as Dunwi ng fought back her tears. Gently he
patted the wi dowed sparrow. "Greytail be mighty warrior to face poi sonteeth
al one. You gl ad War-beak be his eggchick."

Dunwi ng smil ed through her tears. "Matthias be good nouse.™

There foll owed an enbarrassed silence. Mtthias spoke half aloud. "So, it
seens ny quest has been in vain. But what of the scabbard?"

"Scabbard nean sword case?" Dunwi ng inquired. Matthias nodded.
"Me tella 'bout sword case,” Dunwing said bitterly. "King Bull Sparra be
frighten to tella rest of Sparra that he | ose sword. Huh, he not know G eytail
tell me, but | watch King, Dunwi ng know. Bull Sparra still pretend sword in



case. That way he stay King. If | tella, he killee me and Warbeak, this 1
know. Soneday Warbeak my eggchi ck be Queen. She have royal bl ood, then Sparra
folk be better, be happy. Bull Sparra rule for now, huh, |ose heart, |ose
sword. No good crazy bird, Bull Sparra.”

That night as he settled down to sleep in Dunwing's nest, Matthias had a good
deal to reflect upon. So, King Bul
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had I ost the sword to a giant wormw th poi son teeth. Matthias knew the
description fitted only one thing: a snake!

Poi son probably neant it was an adder. He had never seen an adder, nor any

ot her type of snake. At Redwall he had | earned of snakes fromthe tal k of
others. They spoke of the adder as if it were a reptile that was half |egend,
hal f nightmare. It was said that even the Father Abbot hinself would flatly
refuse to treat a snake, no matter how bad its condition mght be. Luckily

t here had never been cause to. There had never been reports of an adder in the
area of Mossflower, that was why nost creatures tended to treat it as a
mythical reptile; but wise ones |ike Constance, the Abbot and ol d Methusel ah
assured everyone that the adder was cold deadly fact. They said that in al
the world there was nothing nore feared: the strong coils, hypnotic eyes and
poi son fangs.

Matt hi as shuddered. It sounded even nmore fearsonme than C uny the Scourge! How
could a mere nmouse take the sword fromthis adder that Dunwi ng had descri bed?
The one that said "Asnodeussss"? Matthias tried to put it fromhis mnd
Gradual |y sl eep overtook him

"You cone quick, mouseworm King wanta see you."

Rough cl aws seized Matthias, dragging himfromthe nest only half awake. It
was the two Sparra warriors, Battlehawk and W ndpl une. They |ugged Matthi as
of f without further explanation, tugging cruelly on his |l ead. The |ast things
lie saw before he was pulled off into the darkness of the court were the pale
worried faces of Dunwi ng and War beak

He shouted to reassure them "Don't worry, I'll be all right. Take care of
your sel ves. "

Battl ehawk hit Matthias in the face with a stiff bony wi ng. "Museworm shut
beak or ne killee."

"Not before |I see your King, you won't," the young mpuse retorted.

Battl ehawk aimed a kick at him but Wndplune deflected it. "Leave nouse
al one. You killee him King killee us."

W ndpl ume grinned at Matthias. "Muse cheeky, but brave like Sparra warrior."
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King Bull Sparra had fini shed nappi hg. Sonethi ng was di sturbing himabout the
captive mouse. He had been too busy guzzling candied chestnuts to let it

bot her him But now that he was wi de awake it hit himlike a ton of bricks.

The nmousewornm s bel t!

What had taken Dunwi ng a single glance to recognize had finally dawned on the



King. Matthias's belt was the sane as the sword case behind his own chair!

A broken piece of mrror reflecting the noonlight was the only illumnation in
the King's chanber. He dismissed his two warriors to wait outside. The King of
the Sparra folk sat staring at the young nouse in silence.

Matt hi as stood his ground bravely, not know ng what to expect. Bull Sparra
stood up. He strutted about in front of Matthias, then around behind him
Matthias felt his belt gripped frombehind by strong claws. The crazed Ki ng
whi spered close in his ear

"\Wher e nousewor m get bel t ?"
Matt hi as swal l owed hard. He tried to act casual

"Belt? Ch, you nean this belt? Muse always have belt for many |long tinme. Not
know where ne get."

Thunp!

Matthias hit the floor as the King shoved himfiercely in the back. "Muse
lie. King Bull not wornfool! \Were you get? Tell, tell."

As he shouted madly, the sparrow pulled at the belt. Matthias knew he was
facing death with the insane ruler in one of his lunatic rages. He rnust think
fast.

"No got nore candynuts," the young nouse cried. "Please, Mjesty, give
mouseword, no nore candynuts. Me give great King this belt, then he letta
nmouse go freehone. "

Matt hi as's plea had the desired effect upon the mad King. He sat in the big
chair, his eyes glinting cunningly.

"Sparra | aw say King must killee mouseworm but nme good Majesty. No killee
nmouse. G ve belt to King."

Mat t hi as unbuckl ed the belt and handed it over. King Bull fondled it, then
fastened it on hinself. As he admired the belt, strutting in front of the
broken mirror, the sparrow spoke in a normal voice.
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"Ni ce, good belt. Muse know of great sword?"

Instantly Matthias was on his guard. One wong word night spell death for
Dunwi ng and Warbeak. He nust affect ignorance to allay the King' s suspicions.

"Ch, Majesty, that good belt. Make King | ook fine, like mghty warrior. Not
| ook so good on nouse."

Bul | Sparra appeared flattered. He preened hinmsel f, then asked the question
again, this time in a coaxing tone. "Surely Mtthias know of great sword?"

In spite of his dangerous predicanment Matthias was inwardly anmused at the
King's use of his name. Slunping to the floor, he sat with his head between
his paws, the picture of dejected innocence.

"Ch mghty King, nouse not have more candynuts. Not know ' bout sword thing,
not even have belt now M die if not soon go free. Please letta poor



nmousewor m go hone. "

Matt hi as' s show of pathos seemed to cheer the King. He tucked his w ngtips
into the belt that he had fool ed the nouseworminto giving him Ha, he had
eaten all the nmouse's nuts too! Feeling no end of a fine bird, he gave a sharp
whi stl e that brought his two warriors on the double.

"Looka this nouseworm" he scoffed. "He not happy that | spare him You take
nmouse back to my sister Dunwing. Tell her King say, take care of mouseworm He
give me good gifts, candvnut, belt. Maybe nouse find nore gift for good

Maj esty who let live. Take 'way now. Mist get nore sleep. Go."

As Matthias was dragged off once nmore, he pretended to cry out mdistress.
This caused Bull Sparra much anusement. He waved a wing in farewell, calling
out to the prisoner, "CGetta good sl eep, mouseworm Thinka way to get nore gift
for Mjesty, hahahahaha!"

The two warriors and a nearby fledgling who was hal f awake | aughed obediently
with their King.

Matt hi as thanked his lucky stars that he had once nore cone out alive. Had he
refused to give the belt he would surely have died. Anyhow, he reflected, it
was only a tenporary |oan. As he planned on stealing the scabbard from Bul
Sparra, why not the belt to go with it?
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Basil Stag Hare and Jess Squirrel were as thick as thieves. Wen they were not
hel ping with the defenses, they could be found in odd corners whispering

t oget her. Nobody knew what their conversations were about, or what exactly
they were plotting. But with the fastest runner and the chanpi on clinber of
Mossflower, it was sure to be sonething spectacul ar!

Cornfl ower and Sil ent Sam watched them stealing off at lunchtime to continue
their conspiracy beneath the trees in the orchard where they woul d not be
di st urbed.

"What do you suppose your num and Basil are up to, San?" asked the young
fiel dmouse, whose curiosity was aroused.

Sil ent Sam shrugged his tiny shoul ders and buried his head in the |unchtine
m | kbow . He drank in a noisy, enjoyable infant fashion. Watever Jess was
pl anni ng had Sam s conpl ete approval, sinply because his nother could do no
wrong as far as he was concer ned.

Basil stretched confortably in the shade while Jess sat out in the sunlight,
her tail, curled overhead, acting as a sunshade. "Ah, this is the life, Jess,
me old clinber.” Basil yawned cavernously as he fed crunbs to the ants.
"Plenty to keep the inner creature satisfied. Scorching June weather, and a
top-hole billet for snoozin', what, what?"

214

Jess nibbled on a wedge of cheese. "Aye, and it's up to woodl anders like us to
keep it that way, Basil. Wiat sort of a nei ghborhood would this be for young
uns like my Samto growup in if Cuny and his lot were to take over?"

Basi | hunphed through his mlitary-style whiskers. "Good grief, doesn't bear
t hi nkin'" about, old girl! Those rats and vernin, an absol ute shower of yahoos
and cads! Bad influence, y'know "



They both sat nodding in agreenent, faces full of grimrighteousness, uttering
dire hone truths and generally working thenselves up into a fine old state of
i ndi gnati on.

"Huh, Cduny the Scourge! A bully and a braggart if ever | dapped eyes on one."

"Yes, and a robber to boot. Fancy stealing Martin's tapestry fromthe mnicel
What harm have they ever done to hinP"

"Y' know, it strikes ne that it'd do the Father Abbot's heart good to see that
tapestry back in its rightful place again.”

"Indeed it would, and the troops would take new heart."

"Ha, what a blowit would be to that feller Cuny and his filthy band of
robbers. "

Basi| bounded up and ate the |last of Jess's cheese decisively. "Wll, what are
we waiting for then? Conme on, Jess, you old hazel nut woffler. Up and at 'em
Forward the fur!'

Jess flexed her clinmbing claws and bared her teeth angrily.
"Just you try and stop ne," she chattered fiercely.

Wthout telling anyone of their intentions, the two expert campaigners slid
out secretly by one of the small doors in the Abbey walls. Soon they were
steal ing through the green, noontide depths of Mssflower Wod.

Cuny was up and about. His first decision was to put the horde through their
paces. He had decided that they had becone fat and |l azy fromlying about in

t he church grounds while he was confined to bed, but now that he was on the
mend they were going to do sone drill. Standing on a tonbstone, he | eaned
slightly upon his standard and viewed the arny in training.

Panting and sweating, a |arge nob of rats dashed to and fro burdened by the
battering ram The captains, hoping to curry favor with C uny, harangued the
hapl ess runners: "Pick
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your feet up, you lily-livered scum Come on, |ift that ramproperly, you idle
devils."

Practice tunnels were being dug willy-nilly owing to the | ack of conmmunication
between rats and other species. Ferrets, weasels and stoats, their faces
sneared with noi st dark earth, popped out of the ground in the oddest of

pl aces. Unaccustonmed to such strenuous |abor, they would stop digging as they
pl eased, basking in the sun until they were trodden on by colums of narching
rats. A squabble would ensue until they all becane aware of the watchful eye
of Cuny. Then it would be heads down, resune marchi ng, get back to tunneling.

Ei ther side of Cuny on the tonbstone stood Darkclaw and Kill coney. Scornfully
wat chi ng the chaotic maneuvers, the Warlord would criticize first one then the
other for the shortcomi ngs of the creatures they represented. Both squirned
under the |lash of the Chiefs tongue.

"Darfcclaw, |ook at the way those rats are marching! Idiots! They |l ook like a
flock of lanbs at a village school outing! Haven't you taught them anything?



"Ch hellfire! That stupid ot with the battering ram have just narched
straight into a tunnel! Killconey, tell those norons of yours not to tunne
into the parade ground. Just a minute, that weasel there, the one grinning al
over his face like a drunken duck: |ock himup wi thout food or water for three
days! That'll wi pe the daft smle offhis face. Well, what a fine pair of
conmanders you two turned out to be. | can't turn ny back a mnute and you've
got all hands behaving |like mad frogs in a bucket."

Cuny ranted and fumed at the animals under his banner. They were going to
march, sweat, dig, carry, drill and tunnel, until they perforned to his
satisfaction. Sloppy idle lot! He'd show them now that he was back; he'd keep
themat it all day and all night if need be. duny had taken a vow while he by
i njured: never again would he allow hinmself to be thwarted by m ce and

woodl and creat ures.

At that precise noment it was two of those sanme creatures who stood on the
fringe of Mossfl ower Whod, spying across the common [and to where duny's arny
was exer ci si ng.
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But for the gravity of the situation, Basil and Jess woul d have seen the
chance for many a good | augh. What a difference between the antics of this
rabble and the way in which the Abbey defenders went about their business of
trai ning! Jess observed that it was the contrast between slaving under a
tyrant and voluntary cooperation that arose from determ nati on and good

fell owshi p.

The plans of the two conrades were well laid. Basil decided that now was as
good a tinme as any to put theminto operation. He turned to Jess.

"Well, you old tree-junper. Let's see if we can't baffle the blighters with
sci encel "

They shook paws and ventured out on to the common | and: Basil Stag Hare,
canouf | age expert and foot fighter, in the |lead; Jess Squirrel, chamnpion
climber and pathfinder, close behind him They were |like twin cl oud-shadows
drifting silently across the | and.

C uny had clinbed down fromhis perch on the tonbstone. He stood by the
churchyard fence, intent on trying out the whipping powers of his fearsone
tail upon a few rats that he had dubbed "the awkward squad." Flexing his |ong

scourge-like tail, he gave a few experinmental sw shes and cracks as he shouted
conmmands.
"Left wheel! | said |eft wheel, you buffoons. You there, don't you know the

di fference between your |left and your right? Hold out your left paw"
The frightened rat stuck out what he fervently hoped was his left paw
Swi sh. Crack!

The unfortunate rodent screaned and danced about with the stinging pain of the
thick whiplike tail. Cuny foamed with ill-tenper.

"Bl ockhead! That was your right paw. Now hold out your left, stupid! |'m going
to make an exanple of you this lot won't forget."

A voice interrupted him "Tut tut, officer striking an enlisted creature! Bad



form old chap, thunping bad form"

Cuny whirled round. Just out of reach across the fence on the comon | and
stood Basil Stag Hare, in the "at ease" position
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C uny goggled in thunderstruck silence at the audaci ous Basil, who nerely
scow ed i n nock censure.

"Not the sort of thing one expects froma horde conmander, what! Personally
I'd have you bl ackballed fromthe church prenises.™

Cuny's voice was a strangled yell, "Get him Gab that spy! | want his head!"

Basi| chuckl ed, "What's the matter? Isn't your own head good enough? No, |
don't suppose it is. Ugly-looking brute, aren't you?"

A mob of rats had scranbl ed through the fence to catch Basil, but it was |ike
trying to catch snoke upon the wind. He was there and gone. From her hiding
pl ace Jess tried hard to stifle her giggles.

After several exhausting mnutes it becane apparent that neither the rats nor
the dozen or so panting ferrets, weasels and stoats who had joi ned the chase
on Cuny's orders, were renotely close to apprehendi ng the strange hare.

Gipping the standard in bloodl ess claws, Cuny clinbed over the fence to the
common | and.

The conrades' schene was begi nning to work.

Basi| bobbed up al ongside Cuny. "Wat ho, old rat! Showi ng a bit of
initiative? Never ask the troops to do what you can't do yourself and al
that! Splendid!"

He dodged playfully out of reach. Cuny snarled and went after him Basi
ducked and weaved, drawi ng Cluny further out on to the comon. All eyes were
upon the two figures. This nmade it easier for Jess to change hiding places as
she foll owed them

C uny pursued doggedly, meki ng no sudden noves, waiting for the hare to get
overconfident so that he could strike. H's soldiers noved about twenty paces
behi nd the action. Cuny had warned them off- he wanted a one-to-one
confrontati on.

Cl uny jabbed out with the banner at Basil. The hare inwardly rejoiced. They
were getting closer to Mossfl ower Wod. Soon jess woul d make her nove.
Meanwhi | e, he nust draw the rat further out. Avoiding the stabs of the banner
pol e and the swift whiplike slashes of the tail, Basil realized
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that this was no clunsy rat he faced. He chanced a sudden glance to check if
Jess was nearby. As he did, his back left Ieg shot down into a pothole. It

twi sted and Basil fell heavily to the ground.

Cluny charged in. He lifted the banner and slamed it down on the hare's
unprotected head. Basil twi sted quickly to one side.

"Now, Jess. Now " he yelled.



As Basil shouted, several things happened at once.

Jess came bl asting out of nowhere like a red whirlw nd. The banner thudded
into the soft earth where Basil's head had been a fraction of a second before.
Basil freed his leg as Jess leaped like a salmon. In midair she ripped the
tapestry clean off the standard in one go.

Cuny bellowed with rage. His followers cane surging across the conmon to aid
him Basil |eaped to his feet and hobbled ganely in front of Cuny, shielding
Jess. The squirrel raced about trying to distract C uny.

Basil winced as he called out to his friend, "Run for it, Jess. I'll hold 'em
offI"

Jess ducked a blow fromduny's tail. "Not likely! If you stay, then so do I."
Basil |inped about, keeping hinself between C uny and Jess.

"You stubborn beast,"” he yelled. "WIt you get goi ng?"

The horde was al nost upon them Quick as a flash, Jess grabbed the end of
Cluny's tail. She swung himwith all of her mght, throwi ng himoff bal ance
and sending himcrashing into the frontrunners of the horde. Jess threw
Basil's paw about her shoul der.

"Come on, Basil, head for the woods. W'll make it together."

Bot h creatures dashed fromthe comon into the depths of Mssflower. Behind
them duny's horde was in headl ong pursuit, yelling and shouting. As they
ran, Jess panted, "Here, take this and give nme the decoy! Hurry."

Basil snatched the tapestry and reached beneath his tunic. He gave Jess the
crude replica they had prepared, which was in reality an old dishcloth from
Friar Hugo's kitchen

The sounds of the pursuers grew | ouder. They were gaini ng.

"Now, you drop out of sight," Jess gasped. "I'Ill draw
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them of f, then you can doubl e back through the churchyard and up the road to
Red wall. They'll never think of searching along that way."

As suddenly as she had spoken, Jess glanced to one side. Basil was no | onger
there. A breathless nilitary voice whispered fromthe undergrowh, "WII do,
old chum See you back at the Abbey. Have a good chase now, cheerio."

Basil Stag Hare, canoufl age expert, had gone to earth.

Jess could see Cuny and the horde coming through the trees. She stood and
waited until they caught sight of her. She saw O uny point and shout.

"Over there! The squirrel! She's the one who's got the tapestry. Get her! Take
her alive if you can."

Cool ly Jess stood her ground until they were al nobst upon her. Right at the
| ast second she went like a blur up the side of a horse chestnut tree,
stopping just out of reach. Sone of the nore agile ones tried clinbing to get



at her. Jess nerely scanpered further upwards.
"CGet down, you ninconpoops,” Cuny hissed. "Don't try to outclinb a squirrel
See if you can keep her near the ground while | think what to do."

The rats clinbed down. As they did, Jess returned to the |ower trunk. She had
to buy as much tine as possible to allow Basil's escape.

C uny | ounged nonchal antly against the tree. "Wl | done, squirrel. Very clever
i ndeed. | could use soneone like you in ny arny. Sonebody smart, with brains
like yours."

Killconey al so denonstrated his persuasive powers. "Ah, you take the Chiefs
word. He's lookin' for a good first officer. Wiy don't you come down now and
talk it over? Sure, the loot will be grand when we conquer the Ab—CQuch!"

A small green spiky chestnut still in its husk bounced off the vociferous
ferret's head. Jess noved higher to a branch, with a nmore plentiful supply.
She waved t he decoy tapestry at C uny.

"I's this what you're after, ratface?"

Cluny battled to keep his tenper. Darkcl aw nudged hi m and whi spered, "What
about the other one, Chief? Shall 1 take some troops and start searching for
hi nP"

"No, I'll deal with the hare another tine. R ght now | want you all here in
case there's a chance of trapping this one,"” C uny nurmnured.

Jess's keen ears caught every word the Warlord had said. The plan had worked!
She threw a hard spiky nut and called to duny: "Hey, ratface! Do you actually
think that you've got 'this one' trapped? Ha, |I'm about as trapped as a
skylark in the air on a clear day! There's not one of you can get near ne.

"I know that, squirrel,” Cluny answered. "But just think for a nmonment. If |
win the war against the mice - and I will, you know - |'ve nade a vow to kil
everyone inside Redwall. Now suppose that you've got soneone dear to you in
there; you know what | nean: a mate, a little baby, sone famly—=

C uny dodged about as a shower of spiky chestnuts hurtled down.

"You filthy nurdering scum" shouted Jess. "You rotten | oathsonme sline! !f you
cone near ny famly, 1'll rip that evil eye of yours right out of your face!"

C uny knew that he was succeeding with his schene against the squirrel as nore
hard chestnuts pelted down.

"Throwi ng things won't do you rmuch good. Listen, |I'ma reasonable creature.
Al 1'"masking you to do is to think of your famly. You haven't got to join
us if you don't want to. Stay up in that tree forever if you want, it doesn't
bother me. Al | need is that little scrap of tapestry. It isn't much to ask,
is it? Your loved ones will be safe if you hand it over."

Jess was about to hurl more nuts and insulting remarks when the form of

G uny's plan dawned on her. The rat was trying to do exactly as she and Basi
had done. It was a trap to make her becone carel ess. Two can play at that
gane, Jess thought to herself. The horde sol diers watching the squirre

noti ced a change come over her. She appeared agitated, gnawi ng upon her lip
and rubbi ng her paws together. In anguish she clutched the tapestry, huggi ng
it to her body.



"I don't care about the others at Redwall, but |'ve got a husband and a small
son. You wouldn't hurt them would you, C uny?"

The Warl ord detected a sob in the squirrel's voice.
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"No, no, of course | wouldn't," he said soothingly. "All you have to do is |et
go of that scrap of doth and let it drift down here to ne. The nonent you do,
your |oved ones' safety is assured. Believe nme, squirrel. | give you ny word
of honor."

Jess wi ped her eyes on the decoy cloth and sniffled piteously as she answered.
"Well, all right then. If | have your promise that my famly will be safe,
then you can have this old thing. It means nothing to ne."

Jess rel eased the piece of material. It drifted down through the branches.
Cuny could scarcely restrain hinmself fromleaping for it. Killconey hurried
forward, his eyes shining with reverence. He picked the dishrag up gently,
offering it to O uny.

"Here you are, yer honor, the lovely thing itself, safe and sound.

Avidly Cuny snatched the cloth. H's eyes narrowed. Sonething was wong. He
gave a screamof terrible rage. Instantly his followers scranbled into the
bushes as their Chief ripped the tapestry into shreds, his mghty claws
rending and tearing as he roared madly: "It's a fake, a copy, worthless trash.
Aaaaaarrgh! "

From her perch in the tree, Jess watched with grimsatisfaction. "Aye,
wort hl ess trash, rat, just as you are. The real tapestry is back at Redwal |l by
now. You've been fooled."

"Kill her! Kill the dirty little swindler!™ Cuny's cry rang out. But before a
spear or a mssile could be thrown, Jess had gone. She darted fromtree to
tree with artistic speed. Far above Mssfiower ground in the upnost terraces
of foliage, the chanpion squirrel turned her flight in the direction of

Redwal | Abbey.

Sonetime around early evening Jess arrived back, springing lightly froma high
el mbranch to the parapet of the Abbey wall. She could tell by the sound of
happy chattering and general jubilation that once nore the picture of Martin
was safely back.

Boundi ng down into the grounds she was surrounded by cheering friends, not the
| east of whomwas M. Squirrel, who snothered her with kisses, while their
son, Silent Sam

sat upon her shoul der and danpened her head by patting it lovingly with a
wel | - sucked paw.

The woodl anders carried Jess shoul der-high into the dining hall, where sat
anot her cel ebrated hero, Basil Stag Hare. He | ooked up nonentarily at his
conrade from behind a staggering nmountain of scrunptious food, and pointed to
his leg, which was swathed in a hugely exaggerated bandage.

"War wound," Basil nmuttered as he denvolished a plateful of quince and



el derberry pie. "Got to keep the old strength up, y'know. Lashings of
nouri shnment; only way to heal an honorable injury. Feed it, what, what!"

Sil ent Sam hopped upon the table. He showed Basil a tiny scratch on his
unsucked paw. The kindly hare inspected it gravely. "Egad, |ooks |ike another
serious war wound! Better sit here by ne, little warrior. Feed it well, that's
the ticket."

They both tucked in voraciously. Friar Hugo came waddling up, his face a
pi cture of delight.

"Good creatures,"” he chuckled. "The late rose is starting to flourish anew.
Eat to your heart's content.”

Jess placed her paws on the fat nmouse's shoulders. The squirrel's face was a
m xture of sadness and concern

"Friar Hugo, old friend, brace yourself. | amthe bearer of tragic news!"

Al arm spread across Hugo's pudgy features. "Tell ne, Jess. What dreadful thing
has happened?"

Jess spoke haltingly in a broken voice. "I fear that Cluny tore up one of your
ol dest and nost venerabl e dishrags. Alas, Redwall wll never see it wi pe
anot her plate!"

Behind the Friar's back Basil and Sam al nost choked with | aughter in the
nm ddl e of an appl e cream puddi ng.

Shafts of evening sunlight flooded Great Hall as old Methusel ah worked
pai nst aki ngly away with needle and thread. He was sewing Martin the Warrior
back in his former position on the corner of the magnificent Redwal | tapestry.
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Mat t hi as huddl ed deep into Dunwi ng's nest. He shuddered confortably, wiggling
to get further into the dried noss, downfeather and soft grass. During the
night a wind had sprung up. He peeped over the rimof the nest. It was a grey
day of the kind often found at the too-brilliant start of early sunmmer. C ouds
scudded nose to tail across the sky, though it was not raining and the w nd
was quite warm Neverthel ess, the eaves and the roof cracks magnified the

si ghi ng and nmoani ng of the vagrant wi nd, driving the young nmouse back to
snuggl e up once nore as he had often done in his own bed in the dormtory.
Matt hi as thought of the neat cozy little bed and a wave of honesi ckness swept
over him Wuld he ever sleep in it again?

A busy flutter of w ngs announced the nother sparrow s
arrival

"Matt hi as nousa sl eepyhead! Get up! Things to be done
this day."

Matt hi as stretched, yawned and scratched under the collar

"Good norning, Dunwing," he said politely. "Wat things are to be done today?"



The sparrow settled herself. She | ooked gravely at the young nouse. "Today
Matt hi as escape Sparra court. Me make plan, King not right to keep nouse
pri soner."

Matt hi as was suddenly w de awake. The sparrow had his undivided attention. "A
pl an? What sort of plan? Onh, please tell ne, Dunw ng!"

The not her sparrow expl ained. "First, no can go back through | oft door. King
much angry, have many great slate pile on door. Stop intruders. Door not open
again, ne think."

Matt hi as whistled. "Well, the crafty old sparrow But how am | going to get
back down? Do you think you could fly me down in sone way? You are bigger than
War beak—

Dunwi ng i mredi ately squashed the idea. "Matthias talk crazy. Even Warbeak and
Dunwi ng together not able to do nmat. Sparra very light, nmaybe strong beak
claws, but wings small, not |like great birds, fall |ike stone carrying nouse.
Huh, sonetines even wormtoo heavy, carry in bits, two, three journeys."

Matt hi as began to apol ogi ze for his ignorance, but the nother sparrow cut him
short. "Dunwi ng think plan; pay 'tention now M send Warbeak to tell old

gat enouse, how you call? ' At husel ah? Good. My eggchick she tell old nouse to
getta big red squirrel; bring plenty clinbrope; when she see you on roof she
clinmb up, help Mtthias nouse down."

"Why, of course!" cried Matthias. "Wiat a splendid idea! | wouldn't be a bit
afraid with Jess there to help ne down. But what about the King and his
warriors? If they see ne, I won't stand a chance."

Dunwi ng waved inpatiently. "That next part of plan. Pretty soon \Warbeak cone
back. She tell what time squirrel neet you, good. Then Dunwi ng whisper big lie
fib to other Sparra. It soon spread."

Matt hi as was puzzled. "Spreading lies; what good will that do?"
Dunwi ng preened her feathers, smiling craftily. "G eat fibba lie. Me whisper

bit here, there, about giant Poisonteeth. Say himlying hurt down in
Mossfl ower trees, look to die, Poisonteeth have sword witha, you see."

Matt hi as gazed in admiration at Warbeak's nother. "Well, ! never! You are
going to spread a runor that the snake has the sword and is dying down in the
woods. Anmmzing, | can picture it now Bull Sparra will go chasing straight
down mere with his warriors. Meanwhile | will escape out on to the roof.
Correct ?"

Dunwi ng nodded. "Matthias steal belt, sword case, quickfast. dinb down off
roof with red squirrel.™
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The young nmouse could not neet the nother sparrow s eyes. He was overconme wth
guilt and shame. "Dunwing, |'msorry. How did you guess?"

The sparrow placed a claw upon his paw. "Me know alia time. Matthias nouse not
cone to bring nmy eggchick saf ehome. Come for sword. Not get sword. Alia sane,
belt case belong mice. You must take away. These things trouble for Sparra.
Husband dead because of sword."



Dunwi ng cl asped Matthias's paw warmy. "Dunwi ng |ike mouse. You good friend to
nmy Warbeak. Me think she dead 'til you bring back. Me help you steal case,
belt."

Matt hi as was |l ost for words. He laid his head agai nst the nother sparrow s
soft feathers, brushing a tear fromhis

cheek.

War beak came fluttering and bustling in. "Wnd nuch strongblow. O d nouse say
he tell squirreljess, you be out on roof when Josabell ring |unchworm
Squirreljess neet there with clinbrope.”

Matt hi as scarcely tasted the food that Warbeak had brought back. H's mnd was
focused on the plan. It was extrenely hazardous. There woul d be great danger
not only for hinmself but also for his Sparra friends.

Supposing Bull Sparra took the belt and sword case with

hi n?

What if the King left them behind but hid themin a new

pl ace?

Wul d Jess be able to catch sight of hinP

If he did not make it out on to the roof, what then?

There were so many things that could go wong. Wat would Martin the Warrior
have done in a situation like this? Mtthias decided that Martin woul d have
put on a brave face and trusted to a warrior's luck. And that was precisely
what he was going to do.

Dunwi ng | eft the nest an hour before the Joseph Bell tolled Iunchtine: she had
to start spreading the tale of the snake. Runors were often circul ated anong
the Sparra folk. Al it took was a few chosen whispers in the right places.
Pretty soon the Court of King Bull Sparra would be in uproar. Later when it

all turned out to be nothing, nobody woul d renenber
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who started spreading the rumor - it had always been the sane with the Sparra.
Matt hi as passed a miserable few mnutes in the nest with Warbeak. Wen the

fal se news broke, the young sparrow woul d have to fly along with King Bull and

the other Sparra warriors. The two friends m ght never see each other again.

However, there was little tinme for enptional farewells. Qutside the nest
pandenoni um was sweeping the Sparra Court.

Dunwi ng had performed her task well. A loud drunmming like die beating of nany
Wi ngs agai nst the wooden floor filled Ifae air.

"King call alia warrior/' \Warbeak nmurnmured. "Gotta go now. Me neet Matthias
nouse agai n one day."

War beak undid the collar. It fell from Matthias's neck. "Musefriend set ne
free. Now me set you free. Warbeak go now, Matthias. Good wormhunt."



They shook paw to claw. The young mouse said his farewell in the Sparra
| anguage: "Matthias | ook for Warbeak. See soneday. You go now. Be brave
eggchi ck. M ghty Sparra warrior. Geat friend."

A swift rush of wi ngs and Warbeak was gone.

Matt hi as kept his head well down inside the nest. He listened as the flapping
of wings and chirping of sparrows grew less and less. Finally there was
sil ence. Dunwi ng popped her head over the rimof the nest.

"Matthias cone quick, not lose tinme!"

Toget her they hurried through the deserted Sparra court. Dunwi ng knew t here
were nothers in every nest with small chicks. These birds remai ned quietly out
of sight when there were no warriors about to defend them Matthias and

Dun-wi ng pushed hastily past the scrap of sacking that served as a door to the
Ki ng' s chanber and began their search.

The scabbard had gone fromthe back of the chair.

"Ch, | just knewit!" Matthias cried. "That sly old Bull Sparra has taken them
with him"

Dunwi ng shook her head. "No, me see King go. He not take belt or case. Search
hard, we nmust find plenty quick."

The chamber was so sparsely furnished that it required very
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little searching. Dunwing fluttered about but Matthias becane
di scour aged.

"Ch, what's the use?" he cried. "It's gone, all gone! There's only bits of
hal f-fi ni shed food, old slates, butterfly wings, and this stupid old chair."

In his frustration, Matthias gave the sagging arnchair a hefty shove. One of
the legs collapsed and it fell backwards, revealing crossed lattice strips of
hessi an on its underside.

Dunwi ng hopped on the upturned chair, twittering with elation. "Look see! Look
see! King hide stuff under old

wor nchai r!"

Through the crossed latticework Matthias could see the shine of black |eather
and silver. Hastily they ripped and tore with beak, claw and paw. Dust and
aged stuffing flew everywhere. Matthias triunphantly pulled the scabbard and
sword belt free of the w eckage.

There it was, supple shining black |eather, chased and trimred with the purest
silver. The scabbard fitted perfectly into the well-nade hol der on the belt.
This was truly the equi pment whi ch had bel onged personally to Martin the
Warrior of Redwall Abbey!

"No time for mousedream You hurry, quick!" Matthias paid full heed to
Dunwi ng' s plea. Sweeping the belt and scabbard up, he slung them across his
shoulder. "I"'mw th you, Dunwi ng! What next?" The usual way for sparrows to



| eave the Court was to fly out fromunder the eaves. Not being a sparrow,
Matthias felt his stomach turn a cartwheel at the prospect of what he nust do
next. He would have to go on his back under the eaves and, w th nothing
beneat h himbut a heart-stopping void of space, negotiate his way out and
around the curving gutter to reach the steep upward sweep of the roof.

The first m stake he nmade was to peep over the edge of the eaves. Far, far

bel ow, the Abbey grounds | ooked |ike a spread-out pocket handkerchief, the
great wall representing its border. Wh the blustery howing wind pinning flat
his ears, and forcing the breath back down his throat, Matthias giddily
covered his eyes with a paw. He felt physically sick at the nmere thought of it
all.
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"I't's no good, Dunwi ng. 1*11 never be able to do it," he gul ped.

The not her sparrow pecked hi m sharply upon his paw. "Matthias nmouse got to do
it. You no go you nouseworm King Bull come back. He killee you. Huh, ne

t hought you warrior."

"So did | until I saw how high this lot is," Mtthias wail ed.

Dunwi ng patted himwith a reassuring claw. "You go getta cHnb rope. Bring
here. | show how. "

The young mouse rushed headl ong back to the nest, runmaged in the haversack
and found a stout clinbing rope.

Dunwi ng was waiting for him She tied it firmy around his waist. Mtthias
tested the knot apprehensively as the sparrow told hi mwhat she proposed to
do.

"Me fly out on to roof. Hold other end of rope plenty tight. You swing out. No
worry, me pullee up.”

Grasping the rope in her beak, Dunwing flew out on to the roof and braced
hersel f.

"Matt hias conme now, me ready," she called

"Don't think about it," Matthias told hinmself aloud. "Just do it!" Cinging
for dear life to the rope, he | aunched hinself over the edge of the eaves.

Matt hi as cl osed his eyes. His heart seenmed to stop as he dropped. The rope
went taut and he canme to a sudden halt. The boisterous w nd buffeted hi mabout
like a feather. Gitting his teeth, he began pulling hinmself up, paw over paw,
not being able to reach the wall for help as the rope was held outwards by the
projecting gutter dangling himout in space.

**CHnb good. Dunwi ng have rope plenty tight hold,*" the sparrow called out
fromthe roof, her voice nuffled by the w nd.

Matt hi as's paws quivered with the strain of hauling up his own body weight. He
strove gallantly upwards, reaching the gutter. It took all the young nouse's
courage to let go of the rope and grab for the thin curving edge. Nerving
hinself, he did it in one clean nove, clanping his paws heavily into die

weat herwor n sandst one groove. Under the unexpected weight it crunbled and

br oke!
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Mat t hi as pl unged downwards, his feet where his head had been a second before.
A chunk of stone hurtled past himon its flight to earth. The rope went taut
with a jolt that drove the breath fromhim Matthias dangled on the rope's end
for a noment, then he started to slip slowy down.

Above himon the roof, Dunwing had | ost her footing. The sparrow s cl aws
screeched and grated on the roofing slates as the weighted rope pulled her
downwards on the steep sl ope. Dunwi ng | eaned back, trying to dig her claws in
somewhere to check the inexorable slide. The broken gutter edge |oonmed up,
surprisingly bringing with it a desperate chance. Wth |ightning speed,

Dunwi ng tugged hard on the rope, gaining a little slack. Gving a skillfull
flick, she jamrmed the tope in the niche of the broken stone edge. It slipped
for a noment, then held. Flying out, Dunwing took a few extra turns upon the
rope, locking it firmy off on the projecting edge. Letting go of her end, the
sparrow fl ew down underneath Matthias. She started pushing him

upwar ds.

Matt hi as clinmbed as he had never done before. Aided by Dunwi ng, he nade it.
Two t hings happened at once. He grabbed for the gutter just as the sharp
new y- broken stone sawed through the rope. Snap! G ab!

As the rope parted, Matthias clung to the gutter. Wth Dunwi ng pushing as she
fl ew upwards, he scranbl ed over the edge of the gutter and rolled inwards to
safety.

Dunwi ng joined him They both lay conpletely exhausted as the wi nd how ed
around them stunned by the danger they had cone through.

The nother sparrow was first to recover. She drove her nouse friend
relentlessly to his feet. "Matthias, come hurry! W waste tine."

The clinmb of the sloping roof was extrenely treacherous. Slightly unhinged by
the perilous events, Matthias giggled to his friend, "It's all in the average
day's work of a warrior. No use of a warrior worrying, ha ha ha."

Taki ng i nto account | oose slates, buffeting wind and the occasional slide
backwards, Matthias reckoned he had done pretty well as he gained the roof
ridge. He straddled it with
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both feet, gazing straight ahead at the north point of the weather vane.

Dunwi ng fluttered above him She saw the | ook of achi evement upon his face and
ruffled his ears with her claws. "Mtthias nouse, ne gotta go now, no can help

anynore. Take care. Good wormhunt."

Dunwi ng flew off to her nest back at the court of King Bull Sparra. Matthias
pressed forwards al ong the roof ridge.

He woul d never forget Dunwi ng and her eggchi ck War-beak. Friends in need are
friends indeed.

Braci ng hi nsel f agai nst the weather vane, Matthias shielded his eyes and
peered down into the Abbey grounds. Starting fromthere he began a systematic
search upwards. Mst of it was too far bel ow himto nmake out anything clearly.



The Joseph Bell boomed out the |unch hour

At first Matthias could not be certain. He slitted his eyes and | ooked hard. A
smal | dark blob was definitely making its way up. He waited with bated breath
as it cane nearer.

It was Jess Squirrel

dinging to the vane with one paw, Matthias junped up and down in a frenzy. He
waved frantically, shouting at the top of his voice. "Jess! It's ne, Mtthias.
Hurry. Onh pl ease hurry!"

Jess was trying her best, but fromthe start she had been handi capped by her
big curling bush of a tail. The rude wi nds swept it about playfully. She could
not stop her own tail from draggi ng and pushing her hither and thither.

The champion squirrel clinbed ganmely onwards. Nornally she woul d not have
attenpted the clinb under such bl owy conditions. She concentrated hard on the
ascent. Matthias's voice had not reached her across the vagrant w nd, but
someone had heard the young nouse's shouts: King Bull Sparral

Havi ng found neither sword nor snake, the King had become peeved and bad
tenmpered. He issued orders to the search party that they were to stay on the
floor of the woods until they found sonething. Meanwhile, he must go back to
t he
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Sparra court, where he said there were inportant matters to attend to. Bul
Sparra flew away fromthe woods secretly relieved. On reflection he did not
fancy a second nmeeting with the giant Poi sonteeth whether it was alive, dead,
or just pretending, as Poisonteeth often did. Miuttering and grunbling to
justify hinself, the King fl ew upwards to his court under the roof.

"Jess, up here! Look, |I've got the scabbard!"

Bull Sparra's mad bright eyes glanced upwards to the weather vane. There was
t he accursed nmouseworm wavi ng and shouting with the sword case and belt slung
about him He saw it all now. He had been tricked, duped!

Maddened by his own berserk rage, Bull Sparra flew strai ght upwards. \Wen he
was hi gh above the young nmouse, he dropped |ike a stone, right on target.

Matt hi as screaned al oud in agonized terror as the King' s beak buried itself
into his shoulder. Instinctively he lashed out with his free paw and struck
Bull Sparra in the eye. The furious claws alnost lifted Matthias fromthe
weat her vane as the King gripped the belt, trying to drag it of Fhim Letting
go of the vane, Matthias battered at Bull Sparra's head with both paws. He
felt his feet | eave the roof as the nmaddened sparrow heaved away at the belt,
causi ng the scabbard to becone disarranged. It flapped down across the young
nouse' s face.

In a fighting fury, Matthias grabbed the scabbard. He used it |ike a sword,
smashing it nercilessly once, twice, thrice, into the Sparra King's face. The
force of the blows fromthe weighty sword case knocked Bull Sparra sensel ess.
He toppled fromthe roof out into space. Matthias screamed in panic. The
King's claws were still caught fast in the sword belt.

Bel ow, jess Squirrel clanped a paw across her nouth in horror. She heard the
scream and saw Matthias and Bull Sparra topple fromthe roof, |ocked together



by the sword belt. They fell outwards into space fromthe topnost point of the
Abbey roof.
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Chi ckenhound was havi ng one of his sniggering fits, even attenpting to dance a
little jig. He had been left to his own devices.

The old fool of an Abbot and his stupid devoted band of creatures were al
out si de, shoring up gatehouses, drilling, fetching, carrying and generally
bei ng good and useful.

What a crowd of ninnies!

Wth a sack upon his back the wily fox roamed fromroomto room The Abbey was
his oyster.

"Hhm this is a nice green glass vase." . "Why hell o, what a | ovely
little silver plate.”

"My, ny, fancy leaving a beautiful gold chain like you all on your own."

"There now, I'Il just pop you all into ny sack. Don't worry, Uncle

Chi ckenhound wi Il take care of you!" ™ Sniggering delightedly, the fox trotted
along the corridor into the next room Mre and nore small val uabl es and

fam |y keepsakes belonging to the mce and their woodl and pests vani shed into
the thief s sack. He sniggered uncontrollably. Imagine all the hard work and
fighting that duny was going to do, just to get at all this, and here was he
havi ng first choice.

He was Chi ckenhound, master burglar. He had outlived Sela, outwitted C uny,
and pull ed the wool over the eyes of an abbeyfal of mce. One day they would
speak his name as the Foxprince of Thieves! Chickenhound paused to adnire a
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handsome pair of brass nutcrackers. Ch yes, very el egant indeed! Into the sack
they went. He trotted down the stairs into Cavern Hole. The tables had been
laid for afternoon tea. Stuffing and gorging, he noved from place to place,
choosing only the tastiest norsels. On his tour of the dining hall he

coll ected a good quantity of cutlery and some fine antique cruets. Anything
that did not suit the young fox's taste was smashed or vandalized. MIk was
spilt upon the floor and bread trampled into it. Candl es were broken and
veget abl es squashed across the walls.

Chi ckenhound shoul dered his sack and turned his attentions to the kitchen. He
boot ed t he door open and wal ked straight in, slap bang into Friar Hugo. The
fat old nouse was bow ed

conpl etely over.

The unexpected fright sent Chi ckenhound dashi ng back through Cavern Hole with
the outraged Friar's shouts ringing

in his ears.
"Stop, thief! Stop the fox!"

Chi ckenhound bounded up the stairs into Great Hall. Behind himthe Friar
havi ng regai ned his feet, puffed along raising the hue and cry.



"Stop, thief! Come back here, you villain!"

Wth great |ove and care, Methusel ah was putting the final touches to his
repair of the tapestry. Only a very sharp-eyed observer would be able to tel
that it had once been torn. The warning shouts caused himto stop what he was
doing. He turned to see the fox racing towards the door with Friar Hugo
trailing far behind, shouting for all he was worth.

Met husel ah had but to nove a few paces and he was bl ocki ng the doorway.
Bravely he held up a frail paw at the

oncom ng fox.

"You young bl aggard! So this is how you repay our kindness. You are far worse
t han your wi cked nother!"

Chi ckenhound swung the | oaded sack with both paws at the old
gat ehouse- keeper' s head.

"Qut of my way, you doddering old fool," he panted.
The heavily-1aden sack struck Methusel ah a crushing bl ow He coll apsed
instantly on the floor and lay still.

Chi ckenhound froze nonmentarily. The sack of loot clattered fromhis nervel ess
paws. Friar Hugo halted in his tracks.

The f°x stared down at the pitiful crunpled figure. He had not meant to hit
hi m so hard

"Murderer! Oh, you barbarous creature! You have killed Brother Methuselah!"

Friar Hugo's cry gal vani zed the fox into action. He grabbed the sack and fled
fromthe Abbey.

The fat little Friar fell to his knees, tears coursing openly down his plunp
face. He cradled the sad, small bundl e that had once been the w sest and
ol dest nmpuse of Red wal | .

Chi ckenhound sneaked al ong, keeping close to the Abbey. He slunk swiftly
across the grounds to one of the small doors in die massive outer wall. The
nmurderer had to get out into the woods before Hugo regai ned his senses enough
to raise the alarm Westling wildly with the stout bars and bolts, he managed
somehow to open the small iron door. Wthout a backward gl ance the fox bolted
offinto the Mossfl ower woodl and. As he ran the Joseph Bell began tolling out
the al arm

Chi ckenhound' s confidence grew as he raced through the woods. He sni ggered.
Daft old fool! Served himright, he should have got out of the way. Hadn't he
realized that he was facing Chi ckenhound, the overlord of all crimnals?

Pressi ng deeper into Mssflower, he paused and |istened upon the wi nd for
sounds of pursuit. Faintly he could distinguish certain noises. Woever it was
seened to be traveling at a breakneck pace with little regard to obstructing
bush or foliage. The sound of snapping branches and undergrow h bei ng tranpl ed
grew nearer. The fox's finely-attuned sense of snmell told himthat there were
two creatures on his trail. One of themwas a hedgehog, but the other?

Chi ckenhound' s | egs began to trenble. Hi s heartbeats echoed in his ears. There
was only one creature in all the wood with that heavy unm stakabl e scent



Const ance the, badger!

Instinctively, the terrified fox | ooked wildly about for a place to hide.
Runni ng was out of the question in his present state of panic. It was as if
some dark force had heard his silent plea. Not ten yards from where he stood
was the ideal refuge, a hollow in the base of a dead oak. There was a space
between two thick roots, partially covered by ferns. Chickenhound slung the
sack down the hole and dived in after it.
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To his surprise he found it quite large and dry, with a thick carpet of dead
grass and leaves. It was dismally dark, but still, it was the best place at a
nmonent's notice. He would be quite invisible and safe from detection. Let them
try and find him

now

Wth Anbrose Spike trailing in her wake, Constance crashed through the woods.
So great was the badger's anger and grief that she was oblivious to any notion
of stalking or tracking. She barged al ong straight through anything that stood
in her way, the heavy striped face a nask of cold fury. The hedgehog stayed
behi nd Constance. Those huge blunt paws were ready to tear sone creature into
doUrags. No power on earth woul d save the nurderous fox if Constance caught
him But the badger's retribution was not to be.

Quaking with fear, Chickenhound held his breath as the woodl and j ugger naut

t hundered by within a couple of yards of the hideout. He |listened hopefully as
the path of destruction trailed off into the distance of Mssflower. Once nore
t he woods grew qui et.

Chi ckenhound finally exhaled a long sigh of relief. Once again the newy
self-titled overlord of crime had outsmarted a couple of nere animals. Wo on
earth did they think they were? Wien word got around of his daring exploits
other creatures would come to him foxes perhaps. Yes, he could see it all

Chi ckenhound at the head of a band of robber foxes, plundering and thieving
wher ever the whimtook him O course he would change his name to a title nore
fitted to his position: Redflash, or N ghtfang, or maybe Musedeath. Yes, he
i ked the sound of that, Myusedeath! H s band of minions would adnmire him
telling each other tales of his astonishing deeds, convinced that the

nmyst eri ous Mousedeat h had al ways been an infanous thief, unaware of his hunble
begi nni ngs as Chi ckenhound, son of A d Sela.

As he crouched in the darkness the young fox decided that the coast was now
clear. He could venture out again. Reaching behind, he felt for the sack that
contained his first solo haul. Before he left he wanted to fondle his
treasures once nore,
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to reassure hinself that they were an auspicious start to his new venture. In
t he gl oony hideout his paw reached out and felt sonething.

It was not the sack of | oot.
" Asnpbdeussssssssss!

That evening the Joseph Bell rang out a nmessage of sadness and grief to
Redwal | Abbey.



M ce and woodl anders sat about on the stone floor of Geat Hall, each creature
with its own sorrowful thoughts.

Two Redwal | nice dead upon the sanme day.

Jess Squirrel sat with her head between her paws. M. Squirrel had taken the

i nconsol able Silent Sam off to bed. Jess had explained fully to the Abbot and
the Council how she had w tnessed Matthias's fall fromthe roof with the
sparrow. Instead of falling straight down, both creatures had been swept out
of Jess's line of vision by huge gusts of wind. Wiere Matthias's body |ay now
nobody knew.

As soon as her feet touched ground the squirrel had gone about organi zing
search parties. They had scoured the area until the |ight became too bad to
continue, returning after fruitless hours spent searching Redwall grounds and
Moss-fl ower Wod.

The conpassi onate Fat her Abbot consoled the sad squirrel: "Jess, it's no fault
of yours. There was not a thing that you could have done, ny friend. The fal
was so great that no creature could have survived it. Tonmorrow we w |l search

again, then we nust bury ny old conpani on Methusel ah. Poor nouse, he never did
anything to deserve such a cruel fate."

The Abbot pointed to the tapestry, shaking his head. "See, ny old

gat ehouse- keeper's |l ast good work. He restored Martin to his place of honor
Met husel ah was the gentlest mouse 1 ever knew. Ch what a tragic waste of two
lives: one who spent his years in search of know edge, the other cut down
before his tree of youth had chance to bl ossom ™"

Cor nf | ower spoke up. She was dry-eyed and pal e, her paws tightly cl enched.
"Fat her Abbot, the loss of Matthias's life was not a waste. It was a
tremendous act of bravery and
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self-sacrifice. He died trying to aid Redwall and all of us in the struggle
agai nst the forces of evil, as did his friend Methuselah. | amsure that this
is the way they would wish to be renenbered in our hearts, as warriors and
her oes. "

There was an instant murrmur of approval fromall present. Overconme by the sad
events, the defenders left the hall, sone to do guard duty, others to their
beds.

Const ance renmai ned sitting upon the floor, her face expressionless, the mghty
paws cl enchi ng and uncl enching. Brother Af rose and stretched.

"You' d best get sone sleep, Constance."
The badger stood up wearily and rubbed her eyes.

"No thank you, Brother. | couldn't sleep a wink at a tine like this. You know
howit is."

Brother Alf sighed deeply. He knew, having watched Matthias since the first
day he arrived at the Abbey gates, a woodl and or phan, always polite, willing
and cheerful . But

now .



"Come with me then," said Alf. "I've got work to do. There's all the fishing
nets to be laid for the night. Perhaps you'd |ike to come al ong and hel p nme?"

d ad of the chance to do sonething, the badger agreed. She and Al f strode off,
tal king of old tines.

"D you renenber that big grayling that you and Matthi as caught ?" Constance
sai d.

Brother AIf chuckled. "Do I! Matthias wouldn't be satisfied until that fish
was | anded on the bank. | was all for giving

up, but not him"

Const ance nodded admiringly. "Aye, that fish fed the whol e Abbey! | renenber,
because | had three hel pings, two | ess than that spiky wastebin Anbrose."

Strolling leisurely around the bank of the Abbey pond, the two conpani ons

gat hered up the nets preparatory to spreading them upon the water. Brother Alf
went farther along the bank, |ooking for floats. Constance was about to sit
down at the water's edge when she heard A f calling, "Constance, |ook! Down
here! There's a sparrow "

The badger ran and joi ned the nouse, |ooking to where he pointed. Sure enough
half in and half out of the water was
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the body of King Bull Sparra. Wth a great splash Constance waded into the
shal | ows and dragged the corpse up on to the nobssy bank

"It looks as if he's been drowned, Brother. Quick, get some help and bring
lanterns. Hurry!"

The badger thrashed about in the water. Wy, oh why, hadn't the search party
t hought of | ooking in the Abbey pond?

Help arrived swiftly.

"Qut of the way, Constance! The rest of you keep those
lanterns high." Wth hardly a ripple, Wnifred and three of
her otters slid into the water. As she swam Wnifred i ssued

" orders. "Spread out and dive deep. We'll quarter the pond
between us. I'Il take the south corner.”

Tense nonments ticked by. A crowd of creatures lined the

banks. Al that could be seen was the still, dark water, broken

K] at intervals as the sleek formof an otter surfaced and dived
agai n.

A A cry went up as Wnifred appeared, towing a still shape. WIling

paws dragged the otter's burden up on to the bank



Shaking herself like a dog, Wnifred panted, "Look what | : found hal f - sunk
in the water over there. It's a good job the

rushes held himup."

< Creatures crowded around, all asking the same questions. "I's
it Matthias?" : "I's he dead or alive?"
Const ance pushed her way through to the Iinp sodden ;, figure. The Abbot and

Cornfl ower were cl ose behind her

Abbot Mortiner appealed to the onl ookers, "Gve us roomthere! If you really
want to help, then stand back, please.

LRI Soneone give Cornflower a lantern. Good nmouse, hold it

I up.
ohediently the crowd fell back. More | anterns were

brought forward. The Abbot worked feverishly, resuscitat-

- ing, levering and poundi ng the prone form of Matthias.
i Cor nfl ower voiced the question that was on the mnd of
5 every creature there. "Ch Father Abbot! Is he alive? He

| r doesn't seemto be noving."

P The otter clanped a danp paw about her shoul ders. "Hush

x| o

239

now, the Abbot is doing everything in his power. W will know soon enough."

Brot her Al f pushed through, carrying sonmething. "Wnifred, one of your otters
has just come up with this sword belt and scabbard. He found them near where
Mat t hi as was. "

"Bring themforward," said Constance. "They may be of some help if Matthias
opens his eyes. You never know. "

The Abbot beckoned urgently, "Cornflower, give ne that |antern, child.
Qui ckl y!"

Hol ding the lantern-glass close to Matthias's nose and mouth, the Abbot was
rewarded by the sight of the faint nmist that appeared on it. "He lives!
Cornfl ower, Matthias is alive! Bring blankets, get a stretcher, we nust get
hi minside the

Abbey. ..."

Wthout a word to anyone, Constance lifted Matthias gently as if he wei ghed no
nore than a feather. Carefully the big badger clasped the young nouse cl ose
into the warm h of her rough coat. The crowd forned an aisle either side of
her as she strode swiftly to the Abbey. Lanterns bobbed about in the darkness
like fireflies as the great Joseph Bell tolled out a nessage of joy and hope



to Mossfl ower.
20

The new day dawned in a haze of soft sunlight. It crept across the countryside
suddenly to expand and burst forth over all the peaceful woods and neadow and.
Bl ue-gold tinged with pink, each dewdrop turned into a scintillating jewel,

spi ders' webs becane glittering filigree, birdsong rang out as if there had
never been a day as fresh and beautiful as this one.

The extravaganza of nature's glory was conpletely | ost upon Cuny the Scourge.
H s one good eye squinted upwards through the snoke of the norning canpfires.

"Huh, it's going to be as hot as the hell's furnace, but at least it won't
rain," he nuttered aloud to hinself.

Under the inpatient eye of the Warlord, Cuny's horde gul ped down a hasty neal
and scurried about picking up weapons. Suitably geared for battle, they
quickly fell into ranks.

Cuny's personal arnorer put the final touches to his Chiefs war apparel. Wth
the tip of the standard C uny signaled his captains. Darkclaw, Frogblood,
Fangburn, Cheesethi eC Scummose and Mangefur scranbled into their positions.

As yet Cuny had not chosen a new second-i n-conmand, though he had let it be
known that any of* his followers who distinguished hinself in the com ng
battle would receive i medi ate pronotion in the field. Killconey the ferret
stood al ongside his Chief with a drumthat he had made froman old water butt.
He had unofficially appointed hinself
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drumer - cum soot hsayer. The ferret watched Cuny intently. The Chief was going
to speak. He banged the drum calling the horde to silence. Cuny lifted the
visor of his war helmet and stared out across the waiting horde.

"This time there will be no m stakes!" he yelled. "And there will be no
retreat! We stay, even if it neans putting Redwall to siege. W stand firm
Anyone who takes one backward step is dead. Anyone who di sobeys orders is
dead. Anyone who does not fight tooth and claw with all of his

m ght is al so dead.

"That is ny prom se, and Cuny al ways keeps his word. Hear me! All we face is
a lot of peaceful nice and sonme | ocal woodl and creatures. Defeat them and

will give you rewards you never dreamed of. The eneny are not trained fighters
like we are, not natural killers. There is not one anong them who can | ead as
| lead you."

At the center of the front rank stood a rat who had been wounded in the first
encounter at the Abbey, He whispered out of the conmer of his mouth to his
conr ade-i n-arms al ongside him "Huh, |eads us, ny foot! Last tine we attacked
he stood well out of the way, back in sone neadow. "

The sharp ears of O uny had caught what the unfortunate soldier had said. The
Warl ord | eaped down fromhis rostrum and seized the trenbling m screant,
booting himforward into plain view of the arny.



"See this traitor?" duny shouted. "Here's a rat who doesn't think | |ead ny
horde. duny the Scourge sees and hears all. Watch now, and let this be a
| esson to anyone that dares doubt

ne.

The wretched rat soldier |ay shaking on the churchyard path. A hush fel
across the entire horde. He stared beseechingly into the mercil ess eye of
d uny.

"Ch please. Chief, it was only a joke, 1 didn't nean to—
Crack!

The powerful tail whipped expertly out, slashing across the rat's face with
its poisoned netal war barb. The arny | ooked on in horror as the stricken
vi cti m shuddered and | ay dead at Cluny's feet. lIgnoring the slain soldier

C uny the Scourge pushed his way roughly through the horde until he reached
the cenetery gates. It was going to be a | ong march

to Redwal |, burdened as they were with the battering ramand all the

par aphernal i a of destruction. They woul d have to canp overnight by the
roadsi de, and the great attack upon Redwall would take place early the next
day. There was to be no secrecy. For maxi mum effect the arny nust be seen
marching boldly up to the very gates of the Abbey in full array.

C uny shook his standard. As the ferret's drumthundered out he roared nadly,
"On to Redwal I'! Smash the gates! Kill, kill!"

The shimrering heat waves fromthe road reverberated to the shouts of the
horde: "Cluny, duny, kill, kill, killl"
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In his fevered dreans the young nouse wandered through dark caverns. Somewhere
a voice was calling out to him

"Matthias, Matthias."

It sounded vaguely famliar, but he had other things to do than identify the
voi ce. He must find the sword. In the stygian gl oomhe saw the late rose. It
was bathed in a pale blue light. Wat was it doing here in this dark

net her wor | d?

Matt hi as saw that all the tiny thorns on the rose stens resenbled snall
swords. He felt he should speak to the

rose.
"Please tell me, late rose, where will | find the sword?" The topnost rose

qui vered. He watched it bl ossom before his eyes. At the center of the blooning
petals was the face of Methuselah. "Matthias, nmy friend, | can help you no
nore. Seek out the aid of Martin. | rnust go now "

The face of the old gatehouse-keeper faded. Slowy, his feet hardly touching
the floor, Matthias traveled a long corridor. At its end were two figures. He
halted by the first figure, unable to distinguish who it was, but feeling an
aura of friendly kinship emanating fromit. Mitthias | ooked to the second
figure. Here was sonething he had never before encountered. It had neither
arms nor legs. Wth a hissing sound the spectral thing opened wide its nouth.



Inside there were two sharp fangs and a ni ckering tongue which quivered and
turned into a sword. Wth a cry of joy the young nouse started running
forward, only to be restrained by the phantom

figure of the first apparition. Matthias was not surprised to see that it was
Martin the Warrior.

"Martin, why do you stop nme fromagetting the sword?" he asked.

Martin's voice was warmand friendly. "Matthias, 1 amthat is. Stay! Beware of
Asnodetis.”

Martin took hold of Matthias's shoul der. The young nouse tried to wench
hi nsel f free.

"Let me go, Martin! | fear no creature that lives."
Martin tightened his hold relentlessly upon Matthias's shoul der. Pain shot

through himlike a red-hot lance. Martin cried out, "Hold himstill now, hold
himstill!l"

The agony increased. Matthias's eyes snapped open

"Hold himstill now, hold himstill!"

It was the Father Abbot. He was saying the same words as Martin had said.
Brother AIf held tight to Matthias's shoul der as the Abbot dug deep with a

probe. He extracted a dark pointed object which he tossed into a bow that
Cor nf I ower was hol di ng.

"Quch! That hurt, Father," Matthias said weakly.

The Abbot w ped his paws upon a cl ean cloth.

"Well, ny son, you are back with us at last,"” he said. "That mnust have hurt.
There was half of a sparrow s beak | odged in your shoul der."

Matt hi as blinked and | ooked about. "Hello, Cornflower. You see, | got back in
one piece. Oh hello, Brother Alf. | say, is that Basil in the next bed?"

"Hush now, Matthias, and lie still," Cornflower chided him "You're lucky to
be alive. It was touch and go right through the night."

Abbot Mortiner pointed at the first rays of sun streaming in through the
wi ndow. "Yes, but you are back now, and see, you've brought with you a
magni fi cent June sunmer norning."

The young mouse | ay back upon the crisp white pillows. Aside froma bursting
headache and the pain in his shoulder it felt good to be alive.

"But what's Basil doing asleep in the next bed?" he persisted.
"Ch him" Cornfl ower chuckled. "He says that he has an
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honor abl e war wound that requires a lot of food and rest, the

ol d rogue."



"That may be," replied the Abbot. "But it would be churlish to begrudge
Basil's requests. After all, he did recapture our tapestry fromduny. It was
a very daring deed."

Matt hi as was delighted. "Martin's tapestry, back here at the Abbey? How
marvel ous! 1'l1 bet old Methuselah is over the nbon to have it back once
more. "

There was a nonent's silence. The Abbot turned to Brother A f and Cornfl ower.
"Pl ease, would you | eave us alone for now? | have sonething to tell Matthias.
You may visit himtonorrow. He still needs a lot of rest.” The two nice nodded
understandingly and left.

Hal f an hour later, after unfolding the sad tale of Methusel ah, the Abbot al so
took his |eave.

Matt hias turned his face to the wall, bereft of any tears or lamentation after
the stresses of the experience he had recently cone through. The death of his
old and valued friend left a feeling like a large | eaden lunp inside his
chest. He curled up and tried to hide wthin hinmself.

How | ong he lay there, racked by grief and m sery, he had no way of know ng.
But one norning, Basil Stag Hare awakened and call ed across, "Wat ho! Well,
bless me nmedals, if it ain't young Matthias! How are you, | addie buck?"

Matthias replied in a small sad voice, "Please, Basil, |eave nme alone. |'ve

| ost Methuselah. | don't want to speak to anyone." Basil hopped ni nbly across
and perched on Matthias's bed. "There, there, young feller nmlad. Don't you
think I know how you feel ? Good grief, an old canpaigner |ike ne? Wien | think
of the chunms | lost in bygone battles . . . Good and true friends they were,
but | taught neself to keep a stiff upper whisker, y'know "

Matt hi as remained with his back turned upon the hare. "But you don't
under stand, Basil."

The soldierly hare snorted. He grabbed Matthias and turned himover so they
were face to face.

"Don't understand? I'Il tell you what | don't understand, young chip. | don't
under stand how a chappie like yourself who is supposed to be a great warrior
can lie there noping
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any longer. You're like an old |ady otter who's just lost a fish. If old

Met husel ah were here now, he'd chuck a jug of water over you and turf you
right out of that bed on your fat httlc head!"

Matt hi as sat up and sniffed.

"D you think so, Basil?"

The hare slapped his "injured" |eg, w nced, then | aughed al oud. "Think so?
know so! Do you inmagine that old nouse sacrificed his Ilife so that you could
lie about feeling sorry for yoursel f? Huh, he'd have told you hinself. That's
not the way of a warrior. Get up, sir, stir yourself, make Methusel ah proud of

you!"

Matt hi as's eyes gleanmed with a new determ nation.



"By golly, you're right, Basil! That's exactly what ny old friend would have
wanted! I'msorry. You rmust think |I've behaved |ike a dreadful young fool ."

The hare's ears flopped comically as he shook his head.

"Not at all, mdear feller; think nothing of it. | rnmust confess mat | was a
bit like you when I was a leveret, y' know. Now, what d'you say we get about
t he business of living properly again? | say, |'mpositively fam shed. Wat

about you?"
Matt hi as coul d not help | aughing at the irrepressible hare.
"Well, | ama bit hungry, now you come*to nention it."

"Capital," cried Basil. "I could eat a stag, antlers and all. | say, they do a
wonder ful nosebag for us wounded heroes, y'know Just watch this, mlad."

The hare tinkled a small brass bell on the bedside table. Wthin seconds Friar
Hugo and Cornfl ower appeared.

"Ah yes, the catering staff/' said Basil. "Er, harrunph! The other injured
warrior here and myself would be greatly obliged for a little sustenance.
Not hi ng too grand, y'know, just something for our poor wounded teeth to nibble
on. Got to keep body and fur together, what, what?"

Cor nfl ower was pleased to see Matthias | ooking so nmuch better. She exchanged
wi nks with himand Friar Hugo. The fat friar bowed in a servile manner as he
answered die hare. "Very good, M. Stag, sir. Two bow s of gruel com ng up."

Matt hi as and Cornfl ower struggled not to |augh al oud. Basil expl oded. "G uel
What the devil do you nmean by gruel ?
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What sort of slop is that to give renowned warriors, eh? W want to be cured
not killed! Nowlisten to ne, you pair of scullery fusiliers, | want a decent
brunch: half a dozen boiled eggs, some crisp sumer sal ad, two | oaves of hot
bread, two hazel nut creamjunkets, two - no, better make it four -oven-baked
appl e pies, oh, and chuck in sone of those medium sized quince tarts if you
see any lying about. Well, don't stand there with your great jaw napping! Cut
al ong now, quick as y'like,"

Cornfl ower curtsied with nmock solemity. Friar Hugo held up a paw. "You forgot
the Cctober nutbrown ale, sir."

Basil thumped the bed. "Good Lord, so | did! Er, just four flagons, thank you,
nmy good nouse."

Cornfl ower and Friar Hugo exited | eani ng upon each other, their faces crimson
wi th suppressed | aughter.

"Strange creatures,"” Basil nused. "Slowed if | can see anything funny about a
coupl e of heroes wanting to be fed so that they can stay alive. Takes al
kinds to make a world, young feller, other.ranks included."

Later, as they nmade a hearty neal, Matthias set about punping the hare for
i nformation. "Basil, what's a viper?"

"Hmm a viper? Well, it's an old poisonteeth snake y'know, an adder. Never had
alot of truck with the sliny fellers nmeself. You' d do best to stay away from



them old chum™ Matthias continued probing the hare's know edge. "Are there
any adders around the Mossflower region, Basil? | nean, if there were, then
you' d be the very creature to know about them being an expert and all that."

Basil puffed out his narrow chest as he absentmi ndedly ate one of Matthias's
qui nce tarts. "Adders in Mssflower? Now let nme see. No, 1 don't suppose there
are nowadays. There was talk of one a long tine back, but 1 shouldn't think
he's around anynore. Filthy reptiles, adders. Nothing |ike stags, y'know. Now

what the devil was that adder chap's nane? No, | can't renmenber it for the
life of me." "Could it be Asnmodeus?" Matthias inquired innocently. Basil Stag
Hare dropped a half-eaten apple pie on the i bedsi de tabl e. He was

suddenly very serious.
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"Asnodeus? Wiere did you hear that nane?"

"Alittle bird told ne," Matthias replied.

Basil retrieved his apple pie. He munched thoughtfully.

"Your sparrows, eh? Savage little creatures. No discipline, of course. Darn
good fighters, though. But tell me, what do jolly old sparrows know about
Asnodeus?"

"It all has to do with Martin's sword," Matthias expl ai ned. "You see, one of
their kings stole the sword fromthe north point of the vane on the Abbey
roof. That was many years ago. Fromthere the sword has been passed down

t hrough sparrow kings until it cane into the claws of the | ate King Bul

Sparra. "

"Not the silly ass who nanaged to get hinself drowned yesterday?" said Basi
t hrough a mout hful of hazel nut junket.

"The sane one," Matthias replied. "But to cut a long story short, the adder
stole the sword fromhim That's why I want to know about Asnobdeus, you see.”

"Play with fire, you'll get yourself burned," warned the hare.

Matt hi as knew Basil could be mani pul ated. He was insistent: "Oh please, Basil,
you rmust tell me all you know, it was Methuselah's life-work trying to find

that sword. | nust continue for his sake."

The hare gnawed thoughtfully on some bread and salad. "Well, if you put it
that way, young feller, anything | can do to help | will. You'll need a good
gui de—=

Matthias interrupted: "I must find the sword by nyself. Basil. Just tell ne

all you know about the adder called Asnpdeus."

The hare lay back on his bed. He took a |ong draught of COctober ale before
answering. "Quite frankly, old chap, 1 know nothing about the bally snake.
t hought the blighter had died years ago."

Mat t hi as groaned al oud, but Basil cut himshort. "M nd you, having said that,

I think 1 have a pretty fair idea who will know Listen, if you strike out

nort h-east across Mssflower Wod, you'll find a deserted farnhouse beyond the
far edge. Now, the chap you want to see is a whopping great snowy ow that
patrols between the fringes of the wood and the old sandstone quarry. H s nane
is Captain Snow. Bear in nind,
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t hough, hell eat you on sight if he gets the chance! MIlitary bird, but a rea
bounder." "Then how do | get to talk with hinP" said Mitthias

abruptly.

' Tenper, tenper, mlad," Basil chuckled. Reaching down to his bedside | ocker
he dug out his dress tunic. It was covered in nmedals and decorations froma
hundred canpai gns. The hare selected a medal. Detaching it fromthe jacket, he
tossed it across to Matthias.

"Here, catch! That's a nedal, doncha know. Captain Snow gave it to me for
saving his life."

"You saved the owW's life?" said Matthi as.

"I should say | did," Basil |aughed at the menory. "Feathery old fool went to
sleep in a rotten dead tree. It got blown down in a gale and trapped the

bl i ghter underneath. He'd have died if 1 hadn't come al ong, dug under the
thing and pulled himout. Popped out Kke a shuttlecock under a door. Fellow
of ficer, you understand. Couldn't |eave himthere to get flattened. H s face
is flat enough as it is."

"So all 1 do is show himthis nmedal ?" asked the young
nouse.

Basil laughed at his friend' s naivetf£. "Yes, that's alt but if you don't want
to be scoffed, make sure he sees the nmedal before he sees you. Tell the old
buffer that Basil Stag Hare sent you. And m nd your manners! Make sure you
call himby his proper rank, "Cap'n.' Ch, and |I'd |ike that nedal back
sometine. Spoils the | ook of me number-one dress tunic, mssing decoration.”

Matt hi as studied the medal. It was a silver cross enbellished with a
spread-wi nged ow . The ribbon was of faded white silk. Though it was old, it
shone bright in the sunlight

"Thank you, Basil,"
| shoul d know?"

he said. "I'lIl see you get it back. |Is nere anything el se

"Not much. Just renmenber what |'ve said, old chap. This Captain Snowis a

ni ght hunter, by the way. He probably sleeps in sone old tree all day with one
eye open. You mark nmy words, |addie, old Snow doesn't miss a thing. He knows
all the creatures in his territory, where they live, what trails they use and
so on. Ha, they don't call owls wise for nothing. Bit of a duffer all the
same, letting a tree fell on him Keep

your eye on him though. If he catches you napping he'll chonp you up, neda
and all."

Basil finished his ale and yawned. "Now get sone sleep, Matthias. |'m fagged
out after that snack. My old honorable war wound is beginning to play nme up. |
nmust have a bit of a snooze."

Wth that Basil closed his eyes. He was soon snoring gently. Matthias realized
there was no nore to be said, so he decided to nave a rest too. Basil Stag
Hare: what an amazing ol d campai gner, the young nouse thought, as he drifted
offto sl eep.



Shortly after twelve o' clock Matthias awakened. The noontine sunlight flooded
the room Basil was flat on his back snoring stentoriously. Al though his
shoul der still throbbed, Matthias felt fit and refreshed - well enough to
travel ; He knew, however, that he must act with stealth and secrecy. If die
Abbot or Cornflower or any of his friends knew of his scheme he woul d have no
chance at all. They would nake certain he was confined to bed until further
noti ce.

Quietly he arose and dressed hinsel f, hangi ng his sandal s around his neck by
their thongs. Taking a clean pillowslip, he stocked it with the remai nder of
the food fromthe table. Someone had thoughtfully placed his dagger in the
bedsi de | ocker. It must have been found on the floor of Great Hall. Searching
around, Matthias canme upon a good stout pole, probably used as a w ndow or
curtain opener. He decided it would come in handy.

Carefully he inched the door open, closing it again swiftly .as the Abbot and

Brot her AIf padded by. Matthias listened to AlIf s voice. "I |ooked in on them
about ten mnutes ago, Father. They're both sleeping |ike hibernating
squirrels. It's not likely that they'll wake until evening."

The footsteps receded down the passage. Matthias crept fromthe room and
stole off in the opposite direction

He was surprised at the ease with which he left the Abbey, slipping off into
Mossfl ower through the side door in the wall, where unknown to him
Met husel ah' s murderer had al so passed on the previous day.

Alone in the woods, Matthias felt a bit wobbly upon his |l egs. He sat down
agai nst a beech tree until the feeling passed.

ng the pillowase bundle to his pole, he hefted it across ood shoul der and
struck of fboldly through Mossfl ower towards the north-east.
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Matt hi as judged by the sun that it was past md-afternoon. He had nade steady
progress through the woods. Nothing untoward had occurred. He had stopped and
had a |ight snack, gained his second wi nd and pressed forward, taking care not
to create too nuch noise lest he disturb any predators. The young nouse had

di scovered a path of sorts, skirting the dense underbrush and avoi di ng patches
of marshl and. Al ways keeping the tree noss on his left, he continued
eastwar ds.

Matt hi as pinned the medal to his habit, telling hinmself that he m ght stunble
into Captain Snow s territory at any noment. Lulled by the warm sun, coo
shade, and birdsong, he trekked onwards, thinking of nothing in particular and
enj oyi ng the sense of freedomam d so nmuch beauty.

Seemingly fromout of nowhere a mouse | eaped, barring Matthias's path! He
hal ted, sizing the strange nouse up. It was an odd-Ilooking wld thing.
Matt hi as was not even too sure it really was a nouse

The creature had spi ky fur which stuck out at odd angles all over. Around its
brow was bound a brightly-colored scarf. The stranger was fully a head shorter
than Matthias. It stood defiantly blocking his way, glaring at himw th the
maddest - | ooki ng eyes he had ever encountered.

Matt hias smiled politely and addressed the odd nmouse, "Hello there! Beautiful
afternoon, isn't it?"



"Never mind that nonsense," it replied in a gruff voice. "Wo are you? Wy are
you trespassi ng on shrew | and?"
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Matt hi as paused. So this was what a shrew | ooked |ike? He had never seen one
before, but he had been told of their bad

t enpers.

The young mouse decided to 6ght fire with fire. No point being good nmannered
with this little hooligan. He snarled in what he hoped was an aggressive
manner, "Never mind who I am Wwo do you think you are, you little rag-head?"
The shrew seenmed uncertain for a nmonent, then she stormed back in her |ow
gruff voice, "I am @osim and you still haven't told me what you want in
shrew territory."

"@Quosim" echoed Matthias. "What sort of a name is that? And anyhow, if you
don't want creatures com ng across your |and, then you should put signs up. As

far as |1'm concerned Mdssfl owr has al ways been free to all."

"Except this part," snapped the shrew. "Don't you know anythi ng? Guosi m st ands
for Guerrilla Union of Shrews in Mossflower."

Matt hi as | aughed scornfully, "I couldn't care less what it stands for! Make
way for a Redwall Abbey Warrior. I'm

coi ni ng t hrough!"

I mredi ately Matthias took a step forward. Guosi m stuck her paws between her
lips and emtted a sharp whistle. There was a swift rustle in the undergrow h.
Matt hi as found hinmsel f surrounded by at least fifty shrews.

They packed around him creating an angry hubbub in their deep rough tones.

Al of them wore col ored headbands, all carried short, rapier-like swords.
@Quosimhad difficulty in calling themto order

"Conr ades, " she shouted. "Tell this nouse what happens to a trespasser."”
The replies that came back were vari ed.

"Break his paws."

"Skin himalive."

"Chop of f his nose."

"Hang himby the tail."

"Stuff his whiskers down his ears."”

A stem | ooking old shrew barged Guosi mout of the way and whistled sharply. He
produced a round, black pebble and held it up
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"Any conrade who wants to speak must hold the pebble. O herw se, shut up!"
Conpl ete silence fell. He handed the pebble to Mtthias.
"Now, explain yourself, nopuse."

There were one or two nurnurs of dissent, that a stranger who was not a shrew
shoul d have first say. The old shrew danced with rage. "WII| you | ot shut up?
The nouse has the stone.”

Silence fell once nore. Matthias cleared his throat. "Er, ahem Cuerrilla

Uni on of Shrews in Mossflower, forgive me: as you see, | ama.stranger in
these parts. | do not intentionally trespass on your land. Had | known | would
have taken a different route. You have probably noticed by my habit that |
cone from Redwal | Abbey. Though | ama warrior, we are a healing and hel pi ng
order. It is usual for all creatures to allow a Redwall mpuse to pass in
peace. This is the unwitten law "

The ol der shrew (whose nane was Log-a-Log) took the pebble from Matthias and
addressed the others. "Right, conrades. Now we know a bit nore about things,
let's have a show of paws. All those in favor of letting the nouse go free."

Paws went up: Log-a-Log counted them Exactly half of those present. He called
for those against, and took another count.

"Hal f one way, half the other. The casting vote is mne. Nowlet nme tell you,
| know we take care of our own, but the Redwall mice are a legend in

Mossfl ower. They do no harmto any creature. In fact they do a lot of good."
Log-a-Log raised his paw. "Therefore, conirades, | vote that the nbuse goes
freel™

There foll owed an equal nunber of cheers and boos, a squabble ensued and
fighting broke out. Guosimsnatched the stone from Log-a-Log and waved it
about .

"Listen to me," she roared. "I know that Log-a-Log is a wise elder, but I am
presi dent of our union, conirades. The nouse hasn't told us where he is

goi ng. "

There was a brief silence. Another shrew snatched hold of the stone. "Aye,
that's right! \Where are you off to, nouse?"

The stone was thrust at Matthi as.

"Il tell you," he said. "But ny name is not 'nmouse.* It's
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Matt hi as. Redwal |l Abbey is in danger from d uny the Scourge and his horde—*

There was i medi ate shouting and gruff oaths. Matthias knew the drill; it was
surprising how the stone-hol der could gain qui et anong such a noi sy,

qguarrel some gathering. Matthias continued, "As | was saying before | was so
rudely interrupted, we at Redwal | are under attack by C uny and his horde.
Evidently you have heard his nanme before. Wll, | believe that | have the
solution to Cluny. It is an ancient sword that once belonged to a great nouse
naned Martin the Warrior. To find the sword | must ask Captain Snow the

wher eabout s of Asnodeus. "

The shrews made a frenzied rush into the undergrowth; Mtthias found he was



standing al one. After a few minutes Log-a-Log and Guosi mventured stealthily
out again. Forgetting the stone, Guosi mspoke in an awed voice, "D you nean
you actually intend to wal k right up and speak to Snow?"

Mat t hi as nodded. Log-a-Log continued where his conrade had left off: "You're
going to ask the Cap'n where you can find G ant Poi sonteeth, nouse? Er, |
mean, Matthias. You are either very brave or raving nmad."

"Alittle bit of both, |I suppose,” said the young nouse. "Do you know ruch
about Captain Snow and Asnmpdeus?"

Both shrews trenbled visibly. Guosimis voice had risen an octave. "Matthias,
you must be crazy! Don't you know what you're wal king i nto? Captain Snow

why, you'd be just a snack to him And as for the other one - G ant Ice Eyes -
who could even go near hin? He eats as many shrews as he wants. No |iving
creature can stop the poison-teeth!”

A heart-rendi ng noan arose fromthe shrews in the undergrow h.

Matthias still had the stone. He held it up and addressed them bol dly.
"CQuerrilla Shrew conrades, | do not ask you to do ny fighting. Merely point ne
in the direction of Captain Shnow. Wwo knows? If | finally get the sword | may
be able to liberate you."

Log-a-Log took the stone. "Matthias of Redwall, you are on our land. W will
escort you. The Guerrilla Union of Shrews in Mossflower would never |ive down
the shane of

having a stranger fight their battles for them You may not al ways see us, but
we will be close by. Cone now. "

Matt hi as nmoved north-eastwards with the conpany of shrews, whose nunbers
seened to swell as they went along. At nightfall there were upwards of four
hundred nenbers of the Shrew Union seated around the canpfire, breaking bread
with the warrior from Redwal|. That night Matthias slept inside a |long holl ow
log with both ends disguised to nake it appear solid.

Li ke Basil, the shrews were masters of canouflage. Their very survival
depended upon it.

Hal f an hour before dawn the young nouse was roused by a shrew who gave hi m an
acorn cup full of sweet berry juice, a |oaf of rough nutbread and sone tasty
fresh roots that he could not identify. By dawn's first light they were on the
nmove again, marching until md-norning. Matthias saw the edge of Mbssfl ower
Wod. The tall trees thinned out, bush and undergrowth were sparse. Before
themlay an open field of long, lush grass dotted with buttercup and sorrel

In the distance he could see the abandoned farnhouse that Basil had spoken of.
Al the shrews had di sappeared with the exception of Guosi mand Log-a-Log. The
latter pointed to the barn adjoining the farmhouse.

"You mght find Captain Snow in there taking a nap. Now is the best time to
approach him after he has a full stomach fromthe night hunt."

The two guerrilla shrews nelted back into the woods. Al one now, Matthias
crossed the sunny field leading to the barn, just as Basil had taught him
zi g-zag, crouch, wiggle and weave.

He tiptoed into the barn. There was no sign of an owl. In the sem -darkness
Matt hi as coul d make out various old farming inplenents rusted with disuse. On
one wall there was a huge stack of nusty, dry straw bales. He decided to clinb



up the bales, in the hope of getting near Captain Snow, who nost probably
woul d be sl eeping perched in the rafters.

Matt hi as scal ed the packed straw. He stood on top and | ooked about. Not hi ng.
He ventured forwards, and suddenly
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slipped and fell down a hidden gap between the bal es. Scranbling and
clutching, he plunged down to the floor

Matt hi as's feet never touched the earth. He | anded clean in the gaping nouth
of a huge narnal ade cat!
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Const ance stood on the parapet overlooking the road. Dawn was breaki ng behi nd
her, in the east. However, nore inportant things troubled the badger's m nd
The Abbot cane bustling up with Basil linping in the rear. Both creatures

| ooked extrenely concerned.

"Have you seen Matthias?" the Abbot asked. "He's been missing fromhis room
since yesterday afternoon.”

Basi| | ooked rather shanmefaced. "All ny fault, |I'mafraid. Should have kept ny
eye on the little rascal. W'll have to organi ze another search party."

"No time for that," snapped the badger. "Look!"

Down the road in the distance, a |long colum of dust was rising. The three
creatures sniffed the faint breeze. It was unm stakable. duny's arny was
conm ng to Redwal |!

"We' || need every avail abl e defender," Constance murmured. "No need to cause a
panic, but this looks like a full-scale assault. The fox's warning was true."

Jess, Wnifred, Forenole and Anbrose were sent for. Together they |eaned over
t he parapet, watching the dust-cloud draw nearer. The beat of a drum was
audi bl e, and individual rats could be picked out.

"They're heading right for us,"
battle stations."

said Jess grimy. "Better get all defenders to

At a given signal, John Churchnouse began tolling the attack warning upon the
Joseph Bell. Al through the Abbey and its grounds creatures stopped what they
wer e doi ng
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Pi cki ng up weapons that |lay close to paw they assenbl ed at their appointed
posts to await further orders.

C uny waved his standard above the sun-fl ecked dust rising fromthe road.
Gradual ly the horde ground to a halt.

Shadi ng his eye against the sun, he stared up at the walls.

"Surrender to Cuny the Scourge," he bell owed harshly.



"Go and boil your head, rat!" came Constance's gruff reply.

C uny took a pace back, letting his standard dip low. Two score of sling-rats
ran forward, whirling their stone-laden weapons. They let fly a volley at the
ranparts, shouting bl oodcurdling war cries. The stones clattered harm essly
off the wall and fell back to the road.

Cuny cursed inwardly. For all his show of force and arrogance, he had nade a
strategical error.

The sun was in his army's eyes!

The defenders had the advantage. This soon becane cl ear when a pl at oon of
otters on the ranmparts unloosed a rattling fusillade of heavy pebbles.
Pandenoni um broke out in the vanguard of Cluny's horde, with cries of agony as
t he pebbles found their marks. One stone actually struck duny's hel net.

"Back to the ditch and the nmeadow Stay out of their range!" Cuny did his
best to keep his voice even. As the army retreated to safety he was the | ast
to go, willing hinself to walk slowy as if that were the way he had pl anned
it.

Four rats lay dead near the wall, and Killconey's drum stood unattended in the
road. Basil Stag Hare sniffed dryly.

"Not a very well organized initial sortie for the invincible horde. Qur chaps
took the wind out of their sails, what?"

"Hurr, they do 'ave to wait 'til sun noves round," comrented Forenole.
"But we don't," cried Jess. "Bring the archers! Keep the slings going! Let's
give that nob in the ditch sonething to think about."

Qut in the safety of the meadow, Killconey attenpted to soothe O uny's ego
"Ah, what a sly ould nove of yours,
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sir, lullin" theminto a fal se sense of security! Make "emthink they're
Wi nnin*, that's the gane."

Unexpectedly Killconey received her reward for flattery at the wong tine - a
t hwack over her head fromthe standard.

"Shut your rnmouth, ferret,” Cuny said sourly. "Get nme some sort of a conmand
post rigged up here. Cheesethief, where are the gangs with that battering
ran"

"Coming up right away. Chief," called Cheesethief as he trotted off to find
where the ramcarriers had got to.

It was not |ong before the tiny harvestnouse archers were bending their bows,
sendi ng snmall pointed shafts darting into the ditch. These, supplenented by
the stouter arrows of the fieldmce and the otter slingers, caused many wounds
and great disconfort to the woul d-be attackers, pinning a good number of them
down. Morale was | ow because Cluny had ordered no retaliation until after

nm dday.

Jess Squirrel rappelled swiftly dowmn to the road on a rope. Looping the rope's



end around the old water-butt that had been the ferret's drum she sprang
inside, calling up to the parapet, "Haul away, Constance."

The barrel fairly flew up under the badger's strong paws. Jess was quite

pl eased with hersel f. She had plans for the drumto beat the rats! Basil Stag
Hare strode the parapet with a swagger-stick tucked beneath his arm He dodged
around the squirrel, who was rolling the barrel along. Retaining the dignity
befitting his rank, Basil kept up a constant stream of orders, "Fire at will,
you nmouse types! Oters, pick out your targets! Any noles here? Report to
Forempol e down in the grounds right away."

The hare had cast off his | eg bandage. Now that he was back in active service
t he "honorabl e war wound" was conpletely forgotten

Meanwhi | e, back at the meadow Cluny sat broodi ng under

a makeshift tent. At least the ferret was good for sonething.
Cheeset hi ef came hurrying up, urging on the contingent

of battering-ramcarriers. Hoping to find favor with C uny
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he had put hinself at the head of the party, helping themto carry the
cunber sone obj ect .

"Come on, mates," he cried. "Let's knock on the Abbey door!"

Havi ng negotiated the ditch, they charged across the road. Once they had
passed a certain point it created a difficult angle for the defenders on the
wall to fire at them

The massive ram shuddered as it snashed agai nst the gatehouse door. Wth
Cheeset hi ef shouting encouragenment, the ramcarriers took a short run back and
battered the door again.

Cuny was heartened to see things going right for a change. There was nore to
Cheeset hi ef than he had at first thought.

The door was ramred a third tinme. Now creatures on the wall stood up in ful
view as they retaliated by firing dowmn on the ramcarriers. Cuny called up
his best slingers and archers, ordering themto pick off the defenders.
Fortunately for him the sun was starting to nove southwards, and the otters
and mce on the ranparts were clearly visible. duny's archers caused nunerous
casualties, forcing the defenders to drop bel ow the parapet. The battering ram
continued, although as yet it had nade no | asting inpression upon the solid
construction.

Mssiles fromthe wall had sl ackened off, giving Cluny's horde a chance to
desert the ditch for the relative safety of the meadows. C uny appeared well
satisfied for the nmonent. He called Killconey to his side.

"This is nore like it, ferret. R ght, get the tunnel gangs! Gather your
weasel s, stoats and ferrets. Take them back along the ditch to the south-east

corner of the Abbey wall. Wen it is dark 1'll send you a signal, then you can
start tunneling through the ditch wall, across the road and under the Abbey
wall. Is that clear?"

Killconey threw an el aborate salute. "Sure, it's clear as the norninl dew, yer



honor!"

Cuny closed his eyes, intent upon keeping his present good nood. "Then get
going, and try to get it right this tine."

The battle continued sporadically all day and into the evening. The
ramcarriers kept up their attack, but sonmehow the great door w thstood them
When the | ast vestiges of twilight were

gone, Constance called the captains together. They squatted beneath the
par apet in darkness as the badger outlined the situation

"Listen, we're all right for the nmoment, but sooner or |ater sonething will
have to be done about the battering ram Has anyone got a good idea? |I'm open
to sensi bl e suggestions. *'

Bel ow them the ram kept up its renorsel ess battering. Anmbrose Spi ke had
reported some minor splintering at the top inside edges of the door, but the
shoring of earthworks was hol ding out. Forenole had assured them that any
attenpted tunneling would take at | east a few days before signs showed.
Meanwhi |l e, he and his noles were carefully nonitoring the earth in the Abbey
grounds.

Thr oughout the day-long battle, the animals not directly involved in the
fighting had been busy too. Father Abbot was tending the wounded in G eat

Hal I, Friar Hugo was constantly sendi ng Cornfl ower and her hel pers back and
forth to the ramparts with food and drink. Ms. Churchnouse and Ms. Vole were
maki ng bandages fromold cl ean sheets. Silent Sam had been left with Ti mand
Tess, the Churchnmouse twins. He had played with the infants until they fel
asleep in a heap of bandages.

Sam wanted to go up on the wall, but his parents had forbidden it. Slipping
out of Great Hall, he passed the time for a bit, listening with an ear to the
ground in the conmpany of die moles. But Sam soon becane bored. He stabbed at
the earth with his tiny dagger, inmagining that rats were popping up from
make- bel i eve tunnels. After a while he wandered over to the foot of the wall
and sat sharing sone food with Jess. The little squirrel signaled to his
parent, asking her what she wanted the big barrel for

Jess Squirrel took her little son upon her knee and expl ai ned. She had an idea
that the barrel, filled with sonmething or other, could be dropped down upon
the ramcarriers. But she was not too sure what it would be best to fill the
barrel wth.

Sam j unped down from his nmother's knee. The barrel was

lying on its side. He sprang up on it and wal ked it about,

rolling it very skillfully under his feet. Al the tinme he was

sucki ng hard on his paw, trying to think how he could help.

* * *
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The tunnel gangs | ounged about, |eaning on the sides of the ditch. Kilkoney
stretched full Iength on a nossy patch



"Ah, | tell you, this is the lifel Better than gettin' shot at! Me ould nother
al ways said, get a good job and keep yer head down.™

Scumose cane creeping along in the darkness. He nudged the ferret. "C uny
says you can begin tunneling now "

Killconey marked a cross on the ditch wall with her claw. "Right you are
W'l start about here, buckoes. Conme on now, dig for victory."

BOOK THREE
The Warri or
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The invasion at Redwall continued throughout the night, the whole scene
illuminated by a bright sunmrer noon. Neither side gave the other any quarter
When the main action went into a lull, sporadic sniping would break out: bow,

| ance, sling and spear all comng into play with deadly effect. One thing that
remai ned constant throughout the battle was the sound of the battering ram
poundi ng away renorsel essly at the Abbey gatehouse.

Cluny made it his duty to assess personally the progress at the tunne
wor ki ngs. He was scathingly critical of the small hole that had been gouged
into the side of the ditch, roundly cursing any creature who dared to conplain
of difficult obstacles.

"Can't get past the rocks and tree roots, ny eye!" he snarled. "ldle stupid
| azi ness, that's what is holding up the progress of this tunnel! 1'll be
around first thing tomorrow to see how nuch farther you | ot have dug, and if
it's not tonmy liking, I'lIl cave it in and bury the whol e shirking crowd of
you!"

However, the battering ram pleased Cuny nmuch nore. He knew it was worrying

t he Abbey defenders. The rat crews that manned t he heavy object were changed
every hour by Cheesethief, who stayed with the ramthe whole tine, encouraging
the carriers on to greater efforts.

C uny had gained a new respect for Cheesethief. Mentally, he had al ready
promoted himto second-in-command. Sens-26?

ing this had nade Cheesethief redouble his efforts. He worked the rat crews
like a slave driver. No rodent dared conplain about one whomthe Chief held in
such high regard

Const ance stood on the wall with her captains. The badger's brow was furrowed
with anxiety. Basil Stag Hare, the nost seasoned canpai gner anong them was
the only one who apparently took it all quite lightly.

"Ton my word," he chuckled, "the way those blighters down there are carrying
on with the jolly old ram they won't need to tunnel in soon. Ill give it half
a day at nost, then well have rats piling in over the shoring, what!"

Anbrose Spi ke positively bristled at the nonchal ant hare. "Well, | nust say
that is a conforting thing to know Any nore Bttle gens of information to
cheer us up, eh?"

Basil strode off in high dudgeon, re-enphasizing his previously forgotten
l[inp. "Dearie me, old lad, no need to be so touchy! Merely making a mlitary



observation, y'know. "

Constance called the two old friends together. "Look, it's no use quarreling
anong oursel ves. W should be thinking of a solution. Come on, you two, stop
sul ki ng and be pals

again."

Smi ling sheepishly, Basil and Anbrose shook paws. Wnifred the otter pounded
the stones of the parapet in frustration

"1 say there's got to be a way to stop that confounded ram W' ve lost far too
many defenders. They get picked off every time they stand up to retaliate.
It's got to be a very sinple solution, a small obvious thing mat we've al

m ssed. "

Jess Squirrel, aided by Silent Sam naneuverd the barrel up on to the
ranparts. She patted it. "Something sinple -

like this!"

The captains gathered around the barrel, exanmining it. The top had been
covered over with gauze. A strange noi se issued

fromw thin

"Well, Jess. Don't keep us in suspense. What's in the barrel ?" the badger
grow ed.

"Shall we tell them SanP" grinned Jess.

Silent Sam gave a broad wi nk and tapped a well-sucked paw agai nst his nose. He
and his nmother were enjoying this.

"What we have here, ny good conrades in arns," said
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Jess grandly, "is stage one of our anti-battering-ram scheme, thanks to ny
smal | offspring here who found the hornets' nest."

Basil clapped the two squirrels soundly upon their backs. "OF course, that's
the ticket! A hornets' nest in a barrel. Just chuck it down on the beastly old
eneny, what ?"

Jess and Sam smiled with wi cked delight.
"Ha, but that's only the first stage," said Jess. "Here's the second."

She and Sam ducked out of sight. A nonment later they were back with two
bucket s.

"Two pails of good, fine, slick vegetable oil," Jess announced. "The minute
they drop the battering ram we'll tip this down all over it. Let's see them
try to break a door with it then!"

Jess and Sam were congratul ated heartily by all. Smles appeared on faces that
had been gl oony shortly before. Sam bowed graci ously each tinme he was thanked.
Nobody was refusing himpermssion to be up on the wall now



Down bel ow, the scrabbling of rats* feet and the nonotonous thud of the ram
continued. Wnifred and Constance lifted the barrel on to the parapet edge.
They angled and tipped it until a fine delicate balance had been achi eved. The
badger peeped over at the activity below, waiting for the best nonent. She
beckoned Silent Samto her. The tinme was exactly right.

"Pray, would you do us the honor, Master Samuel ?" said Constance with nock
courtliness.

Fei gni ng an equal gravity, Sam nmade an el egant |eg, and delivered a short,
sharp kick to the barrel. Buzzing angrily, it dropped out of sight over the
edge of the Abbey wall.

There was a crash and a yell, followed by the shocked screanms of agonized
rats. They milled about in the roadway, dancing in pain as nyriads of maddened
hornets attacked furiously. Some rats ran off down the road, others hurled

t hensel ves into the ditch, pursued by the relentless, stinging insects.

The I ong battering ramlay unguarded, conveniently spotlighted by the rats’
abandoned torches. Two wel | -ai med buckets full of vegetable oil were hurled
down. They smashed
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directly on target, saturating the entire length of the ram Before the
hornets could seek out new victins, Basil ordered the defenders down to the
gat ehouse study, where they had a cel ebrati on snack

Cl uny stooped inside the tunnel workings, surrounded by as many of his
followers as could pack in without causing mass suffocation. Killconey held
Cuny's cloak over the entrance hole. Qutside the air resounded with buzzing
and pitiful screans.

The ferret gingerly touched the tip of his swollen nose.

Cluny stooped in stony silence. He did not sit or attenpt to touch his own
injuries. The others m ght | augh. Dunbly, he endured ne pain of the fiery
stings. Farther across the nmeadows there was a mass scranble of bodies into a
smal | pond. The hornets zinged about waiting for snouts to break the surface.

Dawn reveal ed a sadl y-di sorgani zed horde. Cuny wi sely held back his tenper.
Many of his soldiers | ooked so denoralized that they were liable to make a run
for it and desert. He reasoned that there was little to be gai ned by addi ng
insult to injury. Seven rats, two ferrets and a stoat lay dead in the ditch
Unabl e to escape the main body of hornets, they had been stung so many tines
it had proved fatal

Cheesethief linped slowy up, covered in ugly lunps. "Chief, they' ve poured
some stuff over the battering ram W can't hold on to it. W tried, but it's
like trying to pick up a wet eel. The blasted thing slid right out of our
claws. One of the bearers had both | egs broken when it slipped and fell

Sorry, Chief, but we didn't expect themto think anything up like that.
Hornets and slippery stuff: it's not fair!"

C uny pointed across the neadow. "Regroup the army over there. Let them feed
and rest. Send soneone scouting for dock |eaves to rub on those stings. |'m
going into ny tent to do some serious planning. We're not beaten yet, not by a
| ong chal k. They can't produce a hornets' nest every day."

Cl uny stunped off dejectedly, rubbing his backside with one claw



There were one or two insect-sting casualties to be treated at the Abbey
Inérmary. Fortunately, Brother Rufus had a specific conpound that he had
i nvented some years back to deal with such emergencies as sumer stings.

Silent Samwas re-enacting the entire episode in pantom me for the benefit of
Ti m and Tess and sone other infant creatures. They were in tucks of |aughter
at his antics as Sam sl apped at his fur and perforned sonersaults with a

com cal expression on his face.

Const ance and the captains assenbl ed back on the wall after a few hours' rest.
They could see no i medi ate threat fromthe horde licking their wounds across
t he nmeadow. This gave anple opportunity to assess the damage caused to the

gat ehouse door.

Jess Squirrel was | owered over the ranmparts on a rope. She went swiftly down
and inspected the door. In a short while she was back up again to report that
al t hough there were many deep dents and at |east two |ong cracks, the old

gat ehouse door was still holding well.

Const ance decided that later on they could | ower sonme carpenters and smiths to
deal with the repairs. O late the badger had becone preoccupied with an idea
that was rapidly turning into an obsession. Cut off the head and the body
woul d die. By sone neans she nust kill C uny the Scourge!

Qut across the neadow she could plainly see the Warlord's tent. In the strong
sunl i ght the badger watched the sil houette of the big rat noving about behind
the canvas. The main problemwas that the tent had been pitched too far out of
range for sling or bow Unless the weapon was big and powerful enough to reach
that far ... That was it!

A large powerful bow, sonething along the lines of a crossbow. Wat if it
could be nounted upon the ranparts unknown to Cluny and his horde? At a given
time, say md-afternoon, Cuny's shadow would be clearly visible through the
tent fabric in the bright June sunlight. A big arrow or bolt properly ainmed
fromthe bow, and twang

Exit d uny.

Delighted with the plan, Constance shared her know edge
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with only one other creature, the solitary beaver. Enlisting the aid of the
beaver's highly capable nolars, the badger left himgnawi ng away at a yew
sapling in the orchard while she went off to find an arrow that would fit her
brai nchild. An ash staff that had seen service as a candle-snuffer proved to
be ideal. Wth a heavy stone Constance flattened the conical brass
extinguisher fitted to the top of the staff until it resenbled a

vi ci ous- | ooki ng spear. She flighted it with duck feathers. Athin plaited
clinmbing rope rubbed with beeswax nmade an excellent bowstring. Wth the help
of the beaver, Constance bent the yew sapling agai nst the Abbey wall and
strung it to the right tension. Together they nmounted it upon a dining table
with nails and strapping, and bore it up to the ranparts. Constance would only
grunt brusquely at anyone inquiring what the strange contraption was for; only
she and the beaver needed to know that. The two creatures sat out upon the
ranparts sharing lunch, conversing in | ow secretive tones.



"That should do the trick!"
"Aye, let's keep our paws crossed that it does. W'll only get one shot."
"Ha, one shot is all we'll need."

"Shall we wait until the sun has passed its zenith? That way we can see him
clearer.”

"Good idea. When the Joseph Bell tolls md-afternoon should be best."

Havi ng finished lunch, the pair lay out |like old watchdogs on the sun-warned
st ones.

Hal f an hour later they were snoring.

Cuny was a resourceful rat. He often wi shed that his army thought as he did
i nstead of being just a nob of inconmpetents. But then, if the horde were as
clever as he was, there would be no need of a |eader. Such was life, he

refl ected. Nobody could think up a new strategy as he coul d.

And this tinme Cluny reckoned that he had hit upon a fool proof plan! He strode
across the nmeadow and hand-pi cked thirty-odd rats.

"Fol | ow e, "
back. "

Cluny rapped. "Cheesethief, I'mleaving you in charge until | get
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Wt hout another word O uny marched off with his selected rodents, first to the
upturned hay cart in the ditch dowmn the road, then a quick circle around into
Mossf | ower Wod.

like his predecessor Redtooth, Cheesethief was anbitious. He interpreted
Cuny's order as the much-coveted promotion to second-in-comuand. The Chief
had not even acknow edged Darkclaw. In his elation, Cheesethief even forgot
t he painful hornet stings. He strutted about asserting his new found

aut hority.

"Darkcl aw, send those ferrets out for nore dock | eaves, will you?" he ordered.
"Ch, and see that no one else strays loo far. I'Il be in the tent if you need
me for anything, but try not to disturb ne."

Dar kcl aw scow ed resentfully. Nevertheless he carried out die orders. If he
didn't, he was certain that Cheesethief would report himto duny for
i nsubor di nati on

Cheeset hi ef swaggered into the tent and gl anced around. Cluny had |left the
better part of a wood pigeon, sone cheese, and there was still a handsone
measure of the best St. Ninian barley wine in the Chiefs canteen

Cheeset hi ef tucked in with satisfaction. Redtooth used to, so why not he? It
was his entitlement as Cuny's second-in-command. He sprawl ed | anguidly in the
Warlord's chair, tilting it and resting his feet on the map-strewn canp tabl e,
happy in the know edge that his destiny was being fulfilled. He secretly hoped
that it would start raining heavily, then the rest of the arny would recogni ze
his exalted position when they were outside getting soaked, while he was snug
and dry inside the tent.

Cheeset hief tried studying the nmaps. He could not nmake head or tail of them



and soon grew restl ess.

There was O uny's poisoned tail-barb which he wore in battle. Careful not to
pierce his claws by accident, he fitted it to his own tail. Next he draped the
Warlord's cloak about him It was a bit long, but what a dashing figure he
must cut. For a while he contenplated die nmassive war hel met. Peeping around
the tent flap he checked that there was no sign of the
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Chi ef returning. Good! Cuny woul d probably be gone for another hour or two
yet.

The Joseph Bell tolled for mid-afternoon
Const ance shook the beaver into wakeful ness.

"Look, what a gol den opportunity! There's the Scourge hinself, all dressed up
to kill. W'll never get another chance like this."

The gi ant bow worked perfectly. Cheesethiefs |latest promotion was swi ft but
brief. He never knew what it was that snuffed his life out!
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Matt hi as screaned aloud with fright inside the cat's mouth. It was sl oppy and
hot, pink and bl ack, snelling indescribably tad seenmingly full of huge
yel | owed teeth.

"Phut ! "

The marmal ade cat spat the young nouse out upon the bamfloor. He lay wet and
sticky, quivering all over, dust and straw clinging to his fur. Instinct
warned Matthias to tie inert and play dead. He had no chance to make a run for
it, surrounded as he was by the cat's paws. He could not stop liis body from
quaking badly. He lay staring into the feline eyes, great tw n pools of
turquoi se flecked wi th gold.

The cat stared back at Matthias in disgust. Disdainfully it w ped a fastidious
paw across its soiled tongue and spat as if toying to rid itself of a horrible
taste.

"Ugh! | sinply cannot abide the taste of nouse. Filthy little verm n, one can
never tell where they' ve been.”

The cat's voice, though cultured, was a high reedy tenor. It would have
sounded comi cal under different circunstances. Matthias lay as still as
possi bl e.

The marmal ade cat prodded himwi th an indol ent paw. **Ch get up, you
di sgusting little beast! | know you're not dead.”

Slow y the young nouse rose to his feet. The cat seemed uninterested in himas
a possible food source. Matthias's |egs were shaking so nmuch that he had to
sit down again.

They stared at each other. Matthias could think of nothing
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to say. The cat spoke again. This tine its voice was indignant. "Wll, have
you nothing to say for yoursel f, mouse? \Where are your manners? Don't you
t hi nk you shoul d apol ogi ze for leaping into ny nouth Iike that?"

Matt hi as managed to stand again. He bowed shakily. "l beg your pardon, sir. It
was purely accidental. | fell, you see. Please accept ny hunbl e apol ogi es.

am Matthias of Red wall and | sincerely hope | have not disturbed you in any
way. "

The cat sniffed distantly. "Yes, at |east you seemto have sonme sort of decent
upbringing, Matthias of Red wall. | accept your apology. Allow nme to introduce
nmysel f. | am Squire Julian G ngivere."

"Pleased to neet you. Squire Julian," said Matthias politely.

The cat yawned regally. "You may call ne Julian. The title is hereditary. |
never wanted it. Squire of what? A broken-down ramshackl e farmbuilding and a
stretch of river over yonder! One has no real friends, no trusty servants, not
even a mate for that matter. Hmm | suppose the G ngivere line will becone
extinct when | die."”

Matt hi as could not help feeling a certain anpbunt of synpathy for the lonely
aristocrat.

"At |east you seemto |lead a peaceful life," he said hopefully.
"Ch, spare me your platitudes, nouse,” Julian replied in a worl d-weary voi ce.
"What woul d you know about |oneliness and trying to preserve one's standards
in a decaying world? | say, do you think you could manage to cl ean yourself up
a bit? You |l ook an absolute fright, standing there all covered in dust and
straw. And while you're doing that maybe you' d like to explain how you cane to
be sneaki ng around ny bam™

As Matthias brushed hinself down, he related the object of his mssion. Julian
| ooked down at himin surprise.

"Captain Snow, eh? That old maniac! |'ve forbidden himthe use of ny barn, you
know. What a thoroughly dreadful bird! He eats anything that noves or craw s.
Atroci ous table manners, too. All that regurgitating of bone and fur. Ugh!"

"Could you tell me where | might find him please?" Mtthias asked.

"Certainly," replied Julian. "Snow lives in a hollow tree
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these days. 1'll stretch a point and take you there. But please don't expect
me to introduce you or even talk to him Wen | barred Snow fromhere we had a
dreadful quarrel. Things were said that cannot be rescinded. | vowed that day
never to speak to that old o for as long as | live."

Matt hi as sensed that Julian and Snow had once been good friends. Maybe the
rift in their relationship was the cause of Julian's present state of fatalism
and gl oom He decided wisely not to pursue the matter further at the nonent.

Ri di ng upon a cat's back was a new and unusual experience for Mtthias.

Al t hough he took great care to disguise it, Julian was quite an observant
creature. As he strode with an easy grace across the farmyard, he remarked
idly, "Your friends the shrews are out in force today. Ignorant little things!
They think | can't see them G ve Log-a-Log and Guosi ma nessage fromne, wl



you? Tell themit is quite safe to come into die barn for hay and other itens.
Snow doesn't roost there any nore. Goodness knows, | certainly won't hurt
them M diet consists of herbs, grasses and an occasional fish fromthe
river. | gave up red neat years ago. You might also nmention that if they mnust
cone to my barn, would they please desist fromarguing and fighting so nuch?
There's nothing quite as upsetting as quarrelsone little shrews disturbing
one's neditations."”

Matt hi as agreed to convey the nessage to the Guerrilla Shrews. They had
arrived at a small overgrown orchard. Julian halted within twenty paces of a
stunted oak. As he bade Matthias clinb down he cautioned him "You probably

can't see Captain Snow, but he's watching us. | can tell when he's at honme. Be
extra careful, Matthias. The old glutton wifl nore than likely eat you on
sight - typical of an ow. Well, I'"'moff now If you get the chance, say

Squire G ngivere said that he nmust surely admit he was in the wong and
apol ogi ze. Only then can we resume our friendship and Uve together in the
barn. CGoodbye, Matthias, and do take care."

"Goodbye. Julian, and thank you!" Matthias called after the retreating figure
of the last survivor in the G ngivere dynasty.

The young mouse unpi nned Basil's nedal fromhis tunic.
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He ventured cautiously forwards, holding it aloft. If Julian said that Captain
Snow was about, then it nust be so.

An unearthly screech shattered the silence, followed by a rush of w ngs. The
ow swooped out of nowhere straight for Matthias.

Ducki ng and weavi ng as Basil had taught him WMatthias waved the nedal and
yelled at the top of his voice, "Truce! Basil Stag Hare sent ne here. 1 claim
a truce!"

He was knocked flat upon his back. Massive needl e-pointed talons tore the
medal fromhis grasp. Captain Snow | anded in front of Matthias, raising the
dust with his vast wings. The young nouse found it hard to believe that such
an awesone and i npressive bird existed.

Captai n Snow stood hugely tall with an incredible w ng-span. The ow's
pure-white plumage was broken only by a few brown bars on the wing and sone
dark spots on the crown. He had six dangerous talons in front, two at the back
of his legs and a sharp heavily-curved beak. His eyes were colossal: twn
golden orbs with circular black centers.

Matt hi as conti nued ducki ng and weavi ng, conscious that his life hung by a
thread. Captain Snow flicked out a talon. Matthias dodged ni nbly aside.

"State your name and rank. Who gave you mny nedal ?" snapped the oW in a flat
hard voi ce.

Still moving quickly, and panting for breath, the young nmouse gasped,
"Matt hi as nouse, Warrior of Redwall Abbey. The nedal belongs to ny friend
Basil Stag Hare. He sends his conplinments, Cap'n, sir."

"Stand fast," snapped the Captain.

Matt hias stood rigid. The owl's talons started to inch forwards as if they had
alife of their own. The young nouse noved steadily backwards away fromthe



tal ons. Captain Snow licked saliva fromthe edges of his beak. It was plain
that he desperately wanted to eat Matthias.

"What did the cat say to you, nouse?" he rasped. "Did he nmention nme?"

Matt hi as repeated the nmessage fromJulian. "Squire G ngi-vere says, sir, that
if you were to admt yourself in the wong
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and apol ogi ze to him then you could both be friends and live in the barn
again."

As he spoke, Matthias had been noving away fromthe seeking talons. On a
sudden instinct he dived to one side as die oW pounced. He skipped and ran on
a zig-zag course, away fromthe murderous bird. Bilked of his target, Captain
Snow madly tore at the grass and scattered dust. Al at once he wheel ed about
and fl ew upwards, perching at the entrance to his nest-hole in the stunted
oak. "Al'l right, you can stop running away now, little warrior. Cone back
here. 1 want to talk to you."

Matt hi as stood a safe distance away fromthe tree. Captain Snow shifted from
one foot to the other, nuttering huffily, *' Me, in the wong? Never. | won't
apol ogi ze to that cat! | refuse to!"

When the ow had finished arguing with hinself, Matthias called out, "Cap'n
Snow, sir, there is a question that | must ask you."

The great snowy owl beckoned towards his hole with a sweeping wing. "Listen
nmouse, you can't stand down there shouting up at nme. Wiy not cone into ny
lair, er, nest. Then we can chat together in confort."

Standing on tiptoe Matthias could catch a glinpse of the "nest." The walls
were lined with all types of fur, shrew, nouse, vole, even rat. The skulls and
bones of snmall creatures were hung up as nmacabre decorations. Matthias sniled
nervously. "Er, if you don't mind, Cap'n, | think I'd prefer to stay where
am"

The Captain cackl ed raucously and pointed a talon. "So, you' d prefer to stay
where you are, sir? Well, | don't blane you. Right, out with it. Wat's this
guestion you want to ask me?"

"Do you know of Asnodeus the giant adder, and where might |I find him sir?"
Matt hi as cal l ed bol dly.

The ow preened his breast feathers. He cocked his head on one side. "I know
of everything that noves within my territory, nouse. Yes, | do know of
Asmodeus. | al so know where he calls honme. Why do you ask?"

"Because the adder has sonething that bel ongs to our Abbey, an ancient sword,
sir," Matthias replied.

"Ah, the sword," said the oW . "I renmenber the night he
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passed here carrying it. You'll never get that sword from Asnmodeus, a puny

little nouse |ike you! The adder has nmagic in his eye that would freeze you
like a statue. Huh, | wish mne could."



Matthias felt his tenmper rising. He shouted angrily at the self-opinionated
bird, "I don't care if he's got magi c eyes, poison teeth, coils of steel, or
what ever! | mean to have that sword! I'Il steal it fromthe snake or fight him
for it. If | have to I'll—=

The rest of Matthias's words were drowned out by the hysterical screeching
| aughter of the ow, who nearly fell fromhis perch with merriment. He blinked
tears fromhis huge eyes.

"You'll what? Did | hear you say that you'd fight Asnmpbdeus? You! Ch little
mouse, run away and play before | crack a wi ng |aughing. Ha ha ha hee hee oh
hohohoho! Ch, dearie ne! Are you sure you haven't been drinking old apple
brandy? A nouse fighting an adder! Ch my, now |'ve heard everything!"

Captai n Snow | aughed hel pl essly. Matthias yelled up chal-lengingly, "Ha, 1"l
bet you couldn't fight Asnodeus!"

The oW wiped tears fromhis eyes with a snow wi ng as he hooted. "I've never
tried. And I wouldn't relish the prospect, little one! The snake and | would
probably both end up dead.™

Matt hi as cal |l ed nockingly, "That's because you're afraid. Look, | bet I'lI
fight Asnodeus and win too."

"Bet you won't."
"Bet | will."
"Bet you anything you won't."

Matt hi as pointed at the nedal in Captain Snow s talons. "Bet you that nedal
that | will!"

The Captain flung the nedal backwards into his nest. "Done!"

"Hold on, ow," Matthias shouted. "Wat are you putting up as a wager? The
medal is not yours. You gave it to Basil Stag Hare."

Spreading his wings to their incredible I ength. Snow screeched, "I1'Il bet
anyt hi ng. \What ever you say, nouse."

Matt hi as nodded cunningly. "Oh, | don't want to take everything you own. Let's
just say that you guarantee to return my nedal and make a few little

proni ses. "
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Again the oWl had difficulty in controlling his unbridled hilarity. "Ha ha hal
The nerve of him Al right, my little warrior! It's a bet. Name your

proni ses. "

"Right," said Matthias solemly. "You rmust prom se on your oath that if | wn

you wi Il never eat another nouse or shrew of any type."
"Agreed,"” chortled the ow. "In fact 1'll go even further. | prom se you that
if you defeat the snake, I'Il admit | was wong to that stuffy old cat. 1"l

even apol ogi ze to himon bended knees, so there!"

"On your word as a captain,” Matthias pressed.



The owW held out a wing and a leg as he recited: "I swear by my captaincy and
by my illustrious ancestors Nyctea and dacier, that |, Captain Snow, wll
return the medal and cleave to ny oath if you should w n agai nst Asnodeus."
The ow broke into |aughter again: "GCh, hahahaheeheeheeho-hoho! This is the
easiest bet | ever nmade! It'lIl be like taking the wings off a dead butterfly."

"Maybe to you, sir, but not to ne," Mtthias countered. "Now, tell me where

may find Asnodeus, Cap'n."

"In the old sandstone quarry," the ow replied. "You'll have to cross the
river. There are caves in the quarry, passages too. Explore them You won't
find Asmodeus until you are | east expecting him By then it will be too late.
You' || be deader than an icicle in hell. Goodbye, nobuse."”

Matt hi as turned his back upon the snow ow and strode off with a string of
taunts ringing in his ears.

"Nice to have ny silver nmedal back!" jeered the ow. "I'Il think of you when I
wear it. You should have let me eat you. It'd save you a journey to the
quarry. . . . Ch, | alnost forgot. You won't be able to give the hare ny best
wishes. . . . You'll be snug inside the snake!"

Mat t hi as wal ked onwards, ignoring the cruel jibes of the ow, through the
farnyard and across the grassland, not stopping until he arrived at the fringe
of Mbossfl ower Wod. The shrews broke cover and nilled about noisily with their
endl ess questi ons.

"Ha, so you got back then?"

"Way didn't Snow eat you?"
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"Bet you've never seen an ow chat size before, eh?"
"What news of Poisonteetb?"

"Did you find out where he is?"

"Don't just stand there! Tell us, tell us!"

Fi erce quarreling broke out. Swords were being drawn as Matthias sought out
Log-a-Log and took the black stone from him

"Shut up and stop fighting, you hooligans, or you'll get to know nothing!"
Mat t hi as bel | owed.

An expectant hush descended upon the uni on nenbers of the Guerrilla Shrews of
Mossfl ower. Matthias found it hard to keep the contenpt out of his voice. "I
found Captain Snow. Actually | was led to himby Squire Julian G ngivere. Does
that name ring any bell s?*'

There was an enbarrassed shuffling in the ranks of the |isteners. Many turned
their eyes to the ground, particularly Guosi mand Log-a-Log.

Matt hi as fol ded his paws. He stared about in disgust. "Oh, yes. Pd just like
to thank you all! Especially you, Guosim and Log-a-Log. Wat a sly, nasty,
despicable thing to do, sending me into that bamwi thout a single word of
war ni ng about the cat."



Log-a-Log ripped the cloth band fromhis brow and flung it down. He took the
stone up in his paw. "Matthias, | speak not only for myself but for all the
Guerrilla Union. W are very sorry, you must believe that. It conpletely
supped our mnds. W forgot about the cat. You see, we are shrews, not only by
nane but al so by nature. We argue, quarrel, bicker and fight so nuch anong
ourselves that we lose sight of the inportant issues. That is the way it is
with us. Please accept our apol ogies, friend."

Matthias retrieved the stone. "I forgive you this once. You say you are shrews
and you call me friend. You tell me that you forget. Let me tell you, | ama
Redwal I warrior. | always remenber who ny friends are, and | never forget an
injury done to ne! However, we will say no nore of this. You nust listen to ne
now. What | have to tell you is of great inportance. It can change the life of
every shrew here. Captain Snow has told me that Asnodeus lives in the old
sandstone quarry across the river. He has given me his prom se on oath:

if | defeat Asnmodeus, the oW w |l never again take the life of a shrew"

When t he astoni shed hubbub had di ed down the young nmouse continued, "Think
about it, Querrilla Shrews! It would be a double blessing for you. Wth
Asnmodeus dead and Captain Snow held to his oath you could live in safety from
both. And while I'"mon the subject, ny friend Julian the cat is quite

harm ess. He will not hunt you. Any time you need sonething fromthe barn, you
have his permission to take it, providing you do so quietly, with no fighting
or arguing. That is all | have to say to you, save for one thing. Lead ne to
the quarry."

Matt hi as stood patiently waiting as subdued conversation went on all about
him Surely they could not refuse so generous an offer? He tried hard to pick
up the threads of talk. Sone seened all for it but others were apparently
reluctant to trust his word. Finally, a small militant-Iooking shrew cane
forward and picked up the stone. He addressed Matthias in a very official
manner. "Qur rules say that the quarry across the river is not in shrew
territory, nouse. Therefore, we cannot go with you!"

Log-a-Log sprang forward and dealt the speaker a mighty blow, laying himfiat
out on his back

"You cowardly, ungrateful little fool!" cried Log-a-Log. "How can you say such
a thing after all this warrior is trying to do for us?"

Quosi m grabbed the stone fromthe ground. "Stop, Log-a-Log! You have no right
to strike a conrade! He was only stating the facts. Qur Guerrilla Union rules
clearly state that no menber can be forced to venture beyond official shrew
boundaries. "

Bef ore Log-a-Log had chance to reply, a riot broke out. Shrews began ki cking,
punchi ng, arguing, screaning, westling and shouting. The edge of Mssfl ower
Wod was in pandenoni um

Matt hi as held up the stone and tried shouting above the nelee. H's voice was
lost in the uproar. Angrily, he grabbed the nearest shrew and shouted at him
"Listen, you! Tell me which direction the river is in, or else—*
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The struggling creature pointed a paw to the north-east before wiggling from
Matt hias's grasp to dive headlong into the fray.



Fury took hold of the young mouse. He waved the stone and cried out, "Go on,
fight, then, little fools, you and your bossy little union. |I don't need any
of you! I'Il go it alone,” and he hurled the stone with a nmighty effort. It
flew of f over the heads of the rioters, disappearing into the wood.

Matthias turned on his heel and storned off towards the river.
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An air of apprehension lay across the canp in the nmeadow. Cheesethief was
dead. Pierced by an i mense arrow and dressed in Cluny's best battle arnor, he
lay amid the weckage of the |eader's tent. Not one of the horde dared go near
t he gruesome scene |lest they be found in a position of blanme upon Cuny's
return.

Const ance peered agitatedly over the parapet. Something was not quite right,
she felt it in her nostrils. The badger's worst suspicions were confirmed by
the sight of Cuny crossing the road and headi ng back into the neadow.

Const ance watched himleap across the ditch. There could be no doubt about it,
that rat was definitely Cluny the Scourge. She had killed the wong rat!

Cuny had left his picked band back in the woodl ands. They knew what they had
to do. It would take a bit of time, but it was a sound, workable plan
Striding swiftly over the neadow, sone sixth sense told Cluny that all was not
right. Hi s one eye scoured the area. There was the horde, gathered together at
the far end, but what had happened to his tent?

Cl uny could vaguely discern a huddled figure tangled in the w eckage.
Specul ati on was usel ess; he speeded up his pace.

Fangburn met him hal fway. Cuny held up a claw, silencing him He would get to
the bottom of things wthout stuttering
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excuses. He kicked the tent folds aside, revealing Cheesethief s stricken
face. The great arrow shaft protruded fromthe ruined arnmor, his war gear

C uny gl anced backwards and forwards fromthe Abbey to the body. He took in at
a quick rate all that had happened. The bi g badger was peering over the wall.
It was her doing!

Cuny's brain raced ahead. On the far edge of the neadow the horde were

| ooki ng deci dedl y uneasy. A m stake had been nade, the arrow was neant for
him The Warlord's fertile mnd suddenly came up with an idea of how to turn
the situation to his own advant age.

Fangbum was, to say the |east, surprised. Cuny clapped himheartily on the
back and led himacross to where the rest of the horde waited apprehensively.
C uny laughed aloud to put themat their ease. He wi nked his eye roguishly.

"Well, | see nmy little scheme worked out just fine. W got the dirty traitor
didn't we, Fangbum ny old mate?"

Fangbum was conpl etely baffled, but he knew better than to disagree.

"What ? Ch, er, of course we did, Chief."



C uny nodded over at where the body |ay.

"Do you see that? Well, let it be a warning to you all. Ha, | knew what was
going on with Cheesethief. Didn't anyone see himat the battering ram]l ast
ni ght acting all high and m ghty?"

There was a general nmurmur of agreement. Mst of the rats had been pressed
into volunteering as ramcarriers by the anbitious Cheesethief.

"Aye, we saw him Chief."

"Chucki ng his wei ght about, shouting orders."

"He kept me on that ramfor two hours.™

"Yes, you'd have thought that he was the commander of the horde.™

"Exactly!" Cduny shouted. "I'd had ny eye on Cheesethief for quite a while! He
was doing a fair piece of ordering about w thout ny perm ssion. Wiy, | bet he
ordered sone of you | ads around while | was gone."

"He started shoving ne around, Chief," volunteered Dark-claw indignantly. "It
was 'do this,' '"fetch that,' "jump to it,"'
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"I"'musing the Chiefs tent.* | think Cheesethief was getting too big for his
boots, Chief."

Cluny threw a claw around t he speaker's shoul der. "Thank you, Darkclaw. You're
an intelligent Captain. You could see as well as | did that Cheesethief was

pl anning to take control of mnmy trusted horde. Wiy el se would he start using ny
tent and dressing up in ny battle arnor?"

The sol di ers nodded sagely to each other. Cuny was right. There was no
fondness in the ranks for the dead, power-hungry bully.

Cl uny continued, "You see, | knew the badger and her friends were planning to
kill nme, so | thought 1'd kill two birds with one stone: fool them and save
nmysel f the trouble of having to execute Cheesethief. In fact | let the Redwall
cromd do the dirty work for ne. | didn't want any of ny loyal soldiers put to
any trouble. | gave the traitor enough rope and |l et our enemes hang him"

C uny sl apped his thigh and burst out |aughing. The horde joined him falling
about with nmerriment at their Chiefs black joke. What a cunning idea! There
was no doubt about it, the Scourge didn't miss a single trick

G uny waved cheerfully to the distant figure of Constance on the wall.

"My thanks to you, badger!" he shouted. "You did a fine job!"

Const ance could not hear a thing fromthe distance of the ranparts, which was
just as well in the circunstances.

G uny was alnost jovial as he turned to the horde. "Well, ny good warriors.
Has anyt hi ng el se happened while |I was away?"

Kill coney perforned one of her npbst el aborate salutes. "The tunnel is goin'
very well, yer honor."



"Good, good," said Cuny. "Anything else to report?"

Mangef ur and Scummose piped up jointly. "W was out searching for dock | eaves,
Chi ef, way out across those fields over there—=

Cluny halted them He nodded to Scunmose.

"You tell ne.

"Well, we was rootin' about by some hedges, Chief," said Scumose, "and we
found a whole tribe of dormce fast
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asl eep. So we pounced on 'emand tied themup in a bunch. Nice big fat ones
they are, Chief."

Cluny interrupted. "Dormice, eh? You haven't killed themyet, | hope?"

Scumose shook his head vigorously. "Oh no. Chief. W' re keeping 'emnice and
fresh in the ditch there. D you want to see *en? ! think there's about twenty,
all told."

"Good. You did well. I want themkept alive," muttered C uny as he wal ked
across to the ditch and peered down at the captives.

The dorm ce were huddl ed nmiserably together, their necks | ooped cruelly
toget her on a rope. They whinpered fearfully at the sinister sight of Cuny
t he Scour ge.

"Whi ch one of you is the | eader?" he snarl ed.

A bedraggl ed youngi sh nouse held up atimd paw. "I am sir. My nane is
Pl unpen. Please let us go free. W have done no harmto any living creature.
Vi ol ence i s against our nature. W=

"Silence,” Cuny snapped. "O |'ll teach you what viol ence neans."

An angui shed noan arose fromthe dormice lying in the ditch. duny cracked his
tail.

"Cut out that cringing," he said contenptuously. "You are ny prisoners to do
with as | like. Ch, don't worry. | won't let themkill you yet. |'ve got other
nmore useful things in mnd. You, Plunpen, or whatever your nane is, tell your
tribe that they won't be harned as | ong as you do what | say. For the present
you are to stay down there under guard. Scummose, Mangefur!"

"Yes, Chief?"

"You two are responsible for these prisoners,” said duny. "See that no
creature goes near them Stand guard night and day. If just one of these
dormice is missing, you'll both end up on a roasting spit. Is that clear?"

After Cheesethiefs carcass had been di sposed of, Cluny sat beneath an awning
that had been inprovised fromthe danaged tent. He watched the arnorer
diligently repairing his prized war gear and funed i nwardly. H s equi prent had
been battered - and he had | ost a valuable Captain. The Redwal |
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contingent had stolen a march upon him and the battering ramhad fail ed

m serably. Once again the thinking was left to him The horde were nore
concerned with |icking wounds and feeding their stomachs. Strategy was not
their responsibility. However, on reflection the bal ance was beginning to
swing in his favor again. He now had three possible keys to the Abbey. One was
the tunnel; the rats in Mssflower Wod were attending to his second schene;
and the third - Cduny glanced over to the ditch. The capture of the dormce
woul d prove an even nore devi ous avenue to the conquest of Red-wall, provided
he played his cards right.

Early evening saw the attack upon the Abbey get under way once nore. Jess
Squirrel and Ambrose Spi ke had joined the ranks of archers. They popped up and
down sel ecting randomtargets.

"I don't like it," Jess renarked.

Anbrose grunted as he rel eased a feathered shaft at the ditch. "Don't I|ike
what, jess?"

The squirrel put aside her bow and sat down under cover of the parapet. "They
seemto have sl ackened of f sonmehow, and we haven't seen much of Cuny lately.
It's not Iike the horde to behave in this way. Personally, | think there's
somet hi ng af oot that we don't know about."

Wnifred the otter was standi ng nearby. She slung a stone hard, nodded in
satisfaction at the resultant scream and joined the two friends. "Aye, |'m
inclined to agree with you, Jess. The Scourge has probably figured sone new
nmove. This attack may only be a cover. By the way, is there any word from
Forenol e and his crew?"

"Ch, they've still got their ears to the ground," Anbrose said gruffly.
"Forempl e says they' ve heard the odd echo, nothing definite though. South-west
corner is where he thinks they m ght surface eventually."

"Yes, |'ve heard that, too," Jess agreed. "W'Ill have to arrange a warm
reception for those filthy verm n when they show up!"

"What baffles me," Wnifred nused, "is where young Matthias has got to. It's
not like himto mss the chance of a battle."
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Abbot Mortinmer was on his rounds with food. He had been eavesdropping on the
conversation and could not help comenting, "D you know, | was just thinking
that same thing nyself, but we must give Matthias the benefit of the doubt and
trust in his judgnent. 1've a feeling that he could be the salvation of us
all. One thing you may rest assured of, wherever that young nouse is he'll be
concerned with the survival of Redwall in one way or another, |'msure.”

"Ah, well," Jess sighed as she picked up her bow and notched an arrowto it.

"We'd better make sure he has a hone to cone back to. On with the war,
friends."

The squirrel drew the bow full stretch and stood up. She paused a nonent,
peering along the yew shaft, then released the string with a vibrant twang.
Bel ow, on the edge of the nmeadow, a creature fell transfixed. One stoat |ess
to carry out Cuny's conmands!

Matt hi as set up a solitary nakeshift canp that night. After a frugal neal he



wr apped his habit tight about his body to ward soff the chill breeze and
settled down to sleep. Alone with his bitter thoughts about the ungrateful
shrews, the young nmouse finally dozed off.

Soneti me before dawn he becane aware of novenent and sound nearby. Carefully,
Matthias slitted one eyelid open. His feet were warm He felt the extra weight
of a bl anket that had been draped over himwhile he was asl eep

The Guerrilla Union of Shrews in Mdssfl ower had returned!

Smal | campfires had been |ighted, and breakfast was being prepared. Matthias
decided that it must be nearly daybreak. Turning on his side he kept up the
pretense of sleep. Ignoring the presence of the shrews he drifted back into a
war m sl unber .

It was fully daylight when he reawakened. The sun beat down through the trees,
mxing its rays in the pale blue snoke of the cooking fires. Log-a-Log brought
t oast ed wheat cake and a bow of herb tea. Sitting up, Matthias accepted them
nonconmittally. He ate and drank in silence while Log-a-Log folded the bl anket
and packed it away. The shrew stood besi de himand gave a short, nervous
cough.

"Ahem er, Matthias; |I'msorry about what happened yesterday. As you can see,
we' ve decided by majority vote to cone along with you."
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The young nouse continued to ignore him Log-a-Log sl unped down.

"Matthias, listen. W shrews of the union try to run our lives along
denocratic lines. You rmust not think too harshly of us. The shrew who spoke
out agai nst acconpanyi ng you was only stating chapter and verse of the act. 1
was wong to hit him Guosimdid right to uphold his argunent.”

Matt hi as arose and shoul dered his bundle. "Look, Log-a-Log. Don't talk to ne
about your silly rules: subsection three, paragraph four, and all that
nonsense. You are either with me or against nme. | haven't got valuable tinme to

waste on a |lot of Shrew Union rules and disputes.”

Log-a-Log picked up his pack and smiled broadly at the young nouse. "Matthi as,

nmy friend, we are with you to a shrew. Tooth, claw and nail! Lead on, bold
warrior."
Matt hi as | aughed in open relief. "Well, let's get started, friend Log-a-Log.

W' ve got an adder to fight and a sword to win!"

Surrounded by a band of shrews that had started quarreling over the best route
to the quarry, Matthias marched stolidly forward. They trekked through the
trees, |eaving Mossflower Wod far behind, across open ground, giving the
farmhouse a carefully wi de berth, breeching hawt horn hedges and spanni ng
dried-out ditches, through several fields that lay fallowin the sumer

still ness.

A halt was called at lunchtinme on the banks of a slow, broad river.
Matt hi as sat next to GQuosimduring the mdday neal. It would be the | ast

cooked food they would get. Stealth and secrecy would be the order of the day
upon the other side of the river. No fires, no noise. Matthias flicked a



pebble into the water.
"How are we supposed to cross this |ot?" he asked.

@uosi m spoke through a nout hful of bread. "Log-a-Log. How el se? That's how he
got his nanme, you know. Hs father and his father's father before himwere al

call ed Log-a-Log. The whole famly were all ferryshrews on this river. If you
needed to cross the water you stood on the bank and shouted 'Log-a-Log*. Here,
let's see if it still works."
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Guosi mwal ked to the river's edge. Cupping her paws around her nouth she
called in a ululating voice: "Logal ogal o-gal ogal og!"

The ol der shrew appeared out of a reed bed, bal anced upon a large floating
tree trunk which he propelled skillfully with a long pole into the side of the
bank. Angrily he sprang ashore, upbraiding Guosim "Puddenheaded shrew! D you
have to broadcast the fact we're here? Shouting out like a great foghorn! W'd
better strike canp and get across now, before soneone conies."

"I was only showing Matthias how to call for the ferry-shrew," Guosimnuttered
surlily.

"I's that all!" said Log-a-Log heatedly. "Then why don't you show himthe snake
tracks in the nud there? O didn't you notice then? Asnmpbdeus passed through
here not four hours ago. He's probably gone hunting in Mssflower Wod. It's a
nmercy we didn't bunp into him He m ght cone back this way before the day is

t hr ough. "

Matt hias stared in horrified fascination at the broad sliny path that had been
left in the mud by the snake. The shrews had all clanbered hastily aboard the
strange craft.

"Hurry al ong, Matthias! Al hands on deck!" Log-a-Log hissed.

Despite the danger of the enterprise, the young nouse actually enjoyed the
ride across the river on the tree trunk. Several of the shrews dug |ines out
of their packs and fished successfully, amassing quite a tidy little catch
before the ferry nosed into the opposite bank with a gentle bunp. The shrews
di senbarked and Matthi as hel ped Log-a-Log to conceal the ferry in sone

bul rushes.

"I was thinking,'.' Mtthias mused. "Do you suppose we could all hide
somewher e? That way we m ght see Asnodeus return and track himto his lair."
. "That's exactly what | had planned nyself," the shrewreplied. "If we
spread out along the bank and remain hidden, nmen we'll stand a good chance of
spotting Poisonteeth. It's a good idea, but | can see a drawback. Supposing

t he adder catches the scent of shrews? There's so many of us that it's a

di stinct danger."
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"Then again," Matthias argued, "would it not be better if we made our way to
the quarry and waited there? Asnodeus is bound to head for hone."

"I wish it were that sinple, my friend," Log-a-Log replied. "The |and around
the quarry offers no conceal nent; too flat and bare. Poisonteeth is full of
anci ent cunning too. He may have a secret entrance outside the quarry itself.



| think it is best we wait here. 1'll spread the conrades out in a line. W'l
all keep watch."

Thr oughout the I ong afternoon, Matthias |lay hidden at the base of a lilac
bush. He was within calling distance of shrews secreted a short di stance away,
as they were of their neighbors farther along. Fully a half mle of the bank
was covered in this fashion. \Woever spotted Asnodeus was to report, after
letting one mnute el apse, to Matthias, who was positioned roughly at the
center of the line. Guosimand Log-a-Log were stationed on either flank

The bl azi ng sun hung over the watchers like a fiery disc. Matthias kept his
sights on the river and the ground in front of him not daring to nove,

whet her to eat, drink or scratch. He was forced to endure the unwel conme
attention of inquisitive flies and insects that buzzed about and wal ked across
himat their leisure. Oten he would focus so hard that his inagination played
tricks. A slight ripple upon the water, or a vagrant breeze through the grass,
became Asnodeus. He would blink and reassure hinself that it was only a
product of his tensed nind.

The young mouse lost track of time until he becane aware of the sun starting
to sink in a reddening sky heralding the twilight. Surely the snake nust pass
this way soon!

As conpl ete darkness descended, a shrew sneaked up through the grass and
t apped Matthias's shoul der

"What's the matter? Has Asnodeus been sighted?" Matthias asked.

The shrew pointed out along the flank that Guosi m headed. "I don't know,
nmouse. You'd better come and see for yourself. I'Il go and get Log-a-Log."
Matt hi as scranbl ed out from beneath the lilac. Sonething nust have gone w ong!

Throwi ng caution to the wi nds, he

dashed al ong the river bank. Other shrews left their hiding places and
followed him

@Quosi m was seated upon the open ground, her eyes wide with fright, teeth
chattering madly, her whole body trenbling tike a |eaf.

Log-a-Log came racing up. Matthias shouted to him "Guosims in a state of
shock! Help ne, let's get her into the water."

Grabbi ng Guosi m between themthey rushed her into the shall ows and ducked her
under the surface of the river. She came up spluttering but coherent.

"G ant Poi sonteeth, the snake, Asnpdeus, he was here!l | didn't spot himunti
it was too late. He's taken M ngo. Gave himthe nmagic eyes, then bit him and
dragged himoff! Poor Mngo. Ugh! It was horrible, horrible, | tell you, the
rotten filthy reptile!™ Guosimflung herself down sobbing into the grass.

Log-a-Log pulled her roughly to her feet. "Come on, don't lie there crying,
shrew The adder probably left a good wet trail for us to follow Were did it
happen?"

@uosi mran shakily some distance to the left. She pointed to the ground.
"Ri ght here! You can see the great slithering marks! Look!"

The evidence was quite clear. The wet path in the dry grass gleaned in the
dar k.



e They followed the trail with Matthias and Log-a-Log in the
lead. It twisted and turned tortuously, over small hillocks,
t hrough hedges and across fields. Even when the wetness

stopped there was the nmusty odor of death clinging to the

' ? ground.
£ At the top of a small rise Matthias dropped into a crouch. :f Signaling
sveryone to do |likew se, he pointed downwards. £ "Look, Log-a-Log! There!"

| Spread out beneath them was a vast disused quarry. It was %as if sone

gi ganti c hand had scooped a great hole in the f> | andscape. The shape was
roughly oval. The steep, red sand-;, stone sides were terraced hal fway around
into long flat

* shelves. Piles of fallen stone were dotted about ami d the
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defunct workings. The scant vegetation lent the quarry an air of stark
desol ati on.

They lay on the edge of the pit, straining their eyes into the dark fl oor area
bel ow. Steadily, Log-a-Log gave orders to the Guerrilla shrews to retire back
across the field where they could rest up and eat a nuch-needed nmeal. Only he
and Guosi mremained at the edge of the quarry with Matthias, who settled any

further debate by saying, "I'm going down there for a | ook around as soon as
it's light."

"I'f you must go, then we will come with you," murnured Log-a-Log.

Matt hi as shook his head. "No, | cannot allowit. It's far too dangerous."

@Quosim who was fully recovered, spoke out courageously, "You cannot stop us,
Matt hi as. You are not a union nenber; therefore we are not under your comand.
The rules clearly state this, so the decision is out of your paws. W go! You
and Log-a-Log get sone sleep. I'Il take first sentry duty.”

The three friends slept in turns, relieving one another through the |ong
wat ches of the night hours. Matthias was on duty when the first fingers of
dawn probed the quarry. Wat a difference daylight made to the sinister

ni ghtti me appearance of the scene bel ow

The sandstone ranged through a spectrum of pale sunlight gold, banded through
every shade of yellow, fawn, unmber, brown, down to the dusty red sandstone

t hat rmust have been hewn out in distant ages to provide the masons with
material to build Redwall Abbey.

He roused his conpanions to view the awesome spectacle.

"To think that all this peaceful beauty should hide such cold evil," he
br eat hed wonderi ngly.

In silent Indian file they began the descent. The going was not too hard.



There were | ots of handhol ds and steps and the sandy rock was quite firm not
at all slippery. It took less than an hour for the three friends to clinb
down. They stood together on the Bat quarry floor gazing around.

" Supposi ng Poi sonteeth decides to hunt today," whi spered Guosi m
"I have a feeling he won't," Log-a-Log replied. " Asnodeus got a full day's
hunt in yesterday. Wth the unexpected bonus

of poor old Mngo on his way hone he'll probably sleep through today and go
out to hunt tonight."

"So that gives us all day to find out where he is," added Matthias. "Shall we
| ook together, or split up?"

"Stick together," said Guosimas she and Log-a-Log drew their short rapiers.
Matt hi as took out his dagger. They started searching the quarry for a possible
hol e or conceal ed entrance.

The trio scoured the | ower slopes, poking and probing. They inspected

under neat h stunted bushes, turned over chunks of rock, craw ed beneath huge

sl abs, always watching keenly for the telltale single wi nding track of the
adder. The sil ence was oppressive. There was neither birdsong nor the hum of

i nsects inside the sunken arena. Having crisscrossed the floor, they
progressed to the mddle terraces, but the results were equally disappointing.
Al'l morning they had searched the quarry w thout any success.

At midday Log-a-Log called a halt. They sat on a flat tabl e-shaped rock

hal fway up and shared a hardtack lunch foll owed by a canteen of water. It was
not a cheerful neal. They each sat with their own thoughts. Finally Guosim
stood up, dusting her fur off. She clapped her paws together in a brisk
manner, urging her conpanions to resune the task

"Right, cone on, you two, we've only got half a day left."

Matt hi as and Log-a-Log gathered up their packs and weapons as Guosi m| eaned on
the side of a narrow slab and continued her sumary.

"If we search around the top lip this afternoon, that only | eaves us the
heeeeeeeee . . . I

The echo of the cry hung upon the still air. Guosi mwas gone. The narrow sl ab
she had been | eaning agai nst swng | oosely on a pivot. They had found the
entrance to the lair of Asnpdeus Poisonteeth.
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C uny the Scourge anxiously awaited the arrival of darkness. One of his three
pl ans had reached fruition a |ot earlier than he had expected.

Kill coney had proved an inval uable hel p. He had been across to the woods to
satisfy his curiosity about what the rats were doing there. It cane as no
surprise to the ferret to see a |l arge siege tower under construction. However,
there was a problem The cart still lay upturned in the ditch. Try as they
woul d, the rats had not been able to renmove a set of wheels and an axle from
it.

Killconey had a word with Cluny and was i nmedi ately sent down to supervise the



operation. The garrul ous ferret showed the rats that he possessed a sound
know edge of the principles of fulcrumand | everage. He rigged a bl ock and
tackle to supplenent a dead tree linb that they were using as a | ever.

I gnoring wheel s and axles he roped the cart to the block. Wth all the rats,
and a great deal of luck, he managed to lift the hay cart until it was hal fway
out of the ditch. Further pressure on the lever sent the hay cart past its own
poi nt of bal ance. The bl ock and tackle parted under the strain, sending the
ferret and the rats on the | evel shooting down into the ditch. By mistake it
did the trick. Wth a crash the cart |anded upright in the road.

They pushed it into the woods. Killconey oversaw the lifting of the tower on
to the bed of the cart. Delighted by his own ingenuity he added the fina
touches. In a short
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time the siege tower, its wheels nuffled with sacking, stood

conpl eted, ready for use.

Cl uny gathered his captains about himand outlined his strategy. Tonight, when
it was dark, Fangburn would step up the attack on the gatehouse wall as a

di versionary measure. C uny would command a pi cked band of the best fighters.
They would bring the siege tower fromout of the cover of Mss-flower Wod and
wheel it to a part of the wall where the defense appeared weakest. Under cover
of darkness they would filter fromthe top of the tower on to the ranparts. A

qui ck sl aughter of the defenders would | eave Redwal! w de open to them

C uny watched the evening sky anxiously. It would not be | ong now. He signaled
Fangburn to begin the diversionary assault.

Yel ling and shouting fearsonme war cries, the attackers | eaped fromthe ditch
peppering the ranparts with a hail of arrows, spears and stones.

"Redwal | to ne! Cone on, mice!" cried Constance. "Let's give better than we
get. Redwall to ne!"

Basil Stag Hare had fornmed three Iines of bowrice on top of the wall. They
worked with mlitary efficiency as the hare rapped out orders.

"First rank, fire! Drop back, kneel and rel oad!"
"Second rank, fire! Drop back, kneel and reload!"
"Third rank, fire! Drop back, kneel and rel oad!"
"First rank, forward again. Firel"

The conmmands continued unabated. Eneny soldiers fell stricken on the road,
Dar kcl aw rushed about bringi ng up reinforcenents.

"Keep those slings throwing! Bring up extra spears! Cose up that |ine! Don't
fire until you see them stand!"

John Churchnmouse, M. Vole and Friar Hugo ran about bending | ow. They
collected up all the arrows, spears and stones hurled by the horde, issuing
themto the defenders.

"Come on, otters! Gve themback a taste of their own nmedicine!™ Wnifred
urged her slingers on while directing fresh archers into the ranks of the



bownm ce.
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Const ance and the beaver shared a stack of eneny spears. They returned them
with frightening power and devastating ai m

Ferret archers at the edge of the meadow found the range of Basil's bown ce.
Several were felled before Jess Squirrel and Wnifred, along with sone crack
otter slingers, sent down a barrage so swift and accurate that it deci mated
the ferrets within mnutes.

While the battle went ahead, ranging fromthe heights of the parapet to the
depths of the ditch, the Joseph Bell rang out over the carnage.

Cl uny snapped the battered visor down on his war helnet. He rapped Kil koney on
hi s shoul der.

"Good! Nowis the time! Cone on, ferret!"

Toget her they slunk off down the ditch, running crouched over to the

sout h-east corner of the wall where it was relatively quiet. Keeping noise
down to a minimum Cduny ordered his troops to bring forward the siege tower.
Straining and pushing, the rat soldiers trundled the tall contraption fromits
woodl and hi di ng pl ace. The goi ng was even harder across the short space of
soft meadow ground. Cluny hinself lent a claw, pulling on one of the |ead
ropes. He tugged mightily, causing the cunbersone tower to sway dangerously as
it bunped over grassy hill ocks.
"Bring it up close to the wall," he whispered urgently. "That's it! Now make
sure it's on an even keel! | don't want the top wobbling all over the place.”

Stones and soU were tanped around the wheels, wedging themstill. The great
tower stood ready for use

When Friar Hugo hurried off to join the defenders he left Cornflower in charge
of the kitchens. She had busied herself with setting pans of oatmeal and oven
bread ready for the next norning' s breakfast. Cornflower then thought of the
sentries up on the wall, and she set about making a | arge pan of vegetable
soup. It was a great favorite with the defenders at nighttine, especially when
she made it to her own recipe. Helped by Ms. Vole and M. Squirrel, she
ladled it into
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three big earthenware jugs. Taking up a jug each, with a small basket of fresh
| oaves and sone goat cheese, they set off, with Cornflower in the |ead
carrying a lantern. The first stop was the south-east corner, where Forenole
and his crew had a nonot onous task: night and day they nonitored the grounds
for sounds of tunneling. They were glad of a short respite and sone hot food
while they chatted to the caterers in their gruff polite tones.

Cor nfl ower was never quite sure of what Forenole was saying, but she | oved
listening to his funny, countrified-nole dialect.

"Yurr, missie, they ratten varments be a-comm up'n two days, oi'll reckern
Gar! W'mgive emowd '"arry if n they shows thurr 'eads."

Cor nfl ower was only picking up one word in three, but by the fierce scow on
Foremol e's face, she was certain that the rats would not find it a pl easant



experience being given "owd 'any.

Foremol e tugged his nose graciously at her. "Wirr! Thankee kindly. Nought 1 o0ik
vedgi bl e soop to keep'n loif in uz noles.”

M. Squirrel chuckled to Cornflower and Ms. Vole. "Well, | take it the noles
are quite fond of honemade vegetable soup. | know ny Jess' 11l be ready for
sone. "

"Yes, and so would Samif he weren't fast asleep in bed," Cornflower replied.
"Look, you and Ms. Vole start serving al ong by the gatehouse. Keep your heads
| ow and be careful. I'Il start up here at the corner and see you back at the
kitchen later."

Wth the | antern and basket in one paw and the jug in the other. Cornflower
ascended the steps at the south-east corner of the wall. Brother Rufus
assisted her up on to the ramparts.

"Ah, the young fieldnouse with the magic soup! Nice to see you, Cornflower. It
gets lonely up this end where there's no action.”

Brother Rufiis held out his mug. He watched gratefully through the cloud of
steamthat arose fromthe jug. "Mmm that snells good! Vegetable soup, ny
favorite!"
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Cornfl ower was not listening. She was staring open-nouthed across Brot her
Ruf us's shoul der. The soup was overflowing fromthe mug and spattering on the
stones as she continued to pour

Across the top of the parapet a ranshackl e wooden pl atform had appeared as if
from nowhere. Perched on top of it, ready to spring, was a villai nous-1ooking
rat with a cutlass clenched between his teeth.

Cor nfl ower shrieked al oud.

More by accident than design, Brother Rufus spun around and sent the scal ding
contents of his mug splashing ml into the rat's eyes. Wth a piercing wail of
agony the rat fell fromthe top of the platform Scarcely aware of what she
was doing. Cornflower threw the lantern. It shattered on top of the siege
tower, drenching the dead wood in lanp oil. Instantly the flanmes |icked
hungrily over the platform turning it into an inferno.

Attracted by the flaring blaze that Iit the night, defenders rushed from al
gquarters to see what was happening. Over thirty rats were in the high reaches
of the burning tower. Many nore were in the mddle and still nmore on the | ower
franmes. Rats were kicking and righting each other to get down fromthe bl azing
tower. They bit and tranmpled and sl ashed. Sone junped while others were
pushed, screaming as they fell to the field far bel ow

Cluny ran about in a berserk rage. Tenporarily bereft of his senses, he seized
hol d of snoldering, injured rats, some with their fur alight.

"CGet back up there, you cowards! Junp on to the wall!" he screaned in his
madness.

The rats who had been attacking the gatehouse |left off fighting and ran down
the road to the fiery hol ocaust. Sparks crackled and shot off into the night
sky. Cuny lashed out at all and sundry with his tail, foam ng at the mouth



and cursing wildly, his face a terrifying mask of insanity in the glare from
the tower.

"It's only a bit of fire! .Get back up there, you blundering fools! Kill the
m ce!"
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Dar kcl aw and Fangbur n gr abbed hol d of G uny's snol dering cl oak
They dragged hi m backwards. "Get out of the way, Chief! It's starting to
fall!" Wth a roaring crackle and snap of blazing tinber the siege tower

| eaned crazily to one side. It tottered, then collapsed in a flaring sheet of
flame and sparks. The hay wagon |isted drunkenly and was pulled over on to its
side where it lay burning furiously.

The incident put an end to that night's fighting. On top of the wall cheering
broke out. Cornflower was the heroine of the hour. She blushed as Forenole
nodded adniringly.

"Air, you' ml|ooken nore 'andsorme in this loight, mssy! Yurr, you gotten any
vedgi bl e soop left? Didn't give it all to those varnments, did ye?"

Bel ow t he wall was a scene of nmass carnage. The ground was littered with the
bodi es of attackers who had fallen prey to the flames in the ill-starred
venture of the siege tower. Surrounded by his captains, Cuny was |led down to
the safety of the ditch. Apparently unaware of anything about him he nuttered
dark words to hinmself, strange things that others could not conprehend.

Behind the Warlord's back the captains | ooked at each other in a puzzled
f ashi on.

Had the mi nd of duny the Scourge finally snapped?

The fire had dwi ndled to snmol dering enbers by the next norning. Constance and
t he Abbot | ooked at the results fromthe ranparts. A wi de area of the
meadowl and was burned bl ack and scorched flat. Even now parts of it sizzled in
t he norni ng dew.

"Thank goodness it did not spread to die woods," said the Abbot, "otherw se
all of Mssflower m ght have gone up in flanes."

The badger stared sadly at the scorched earth. "True, no side uses fire as a
weapon, not even Cluny. It is the one thing that spells certain death to
creatures on both sides. We nust |ook on it as an accident, Father Abbot."
"Accident or not, we owe Cornflower a debt of gratitude,"
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replied the Abbot. "She is a very brave young fieldnmouse. But for her swift
action we would all have been under the heel of the tyrant today."

In the Abbey kitchens Cornflower stirred the oatneal and checked on the bread
baking in the oven. She snmiled to herself. Wat would Matthias have thought of
it all? Last night's heroine. This norning' s cook
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Whil e Log-a-Log held the rock fromclosing, Matthias peered into the hole. It
was a | ong dark tunnel sloping down the side of the quarrystone.



There was neither sight nor sound of Guosim

They called her name in | oud whispers, not wanting to shout for fear of
di sturbing the snake. Matthias became i mpatient.

"Come on, Log-a-Log. We'll have to go in there. Be as quiet as you can."

"Wait a tick," the shrew replied. Taking a small boul der, he janmed the
entrance slab from sw nging shut. "I'mready now Lead on, Matthias."

They ventured cautiously into the | ong sloping passage, digging in their heels
to prevent thenselves sliding right down as Guosi m probably had done. On
reaching the bottomthey stood awhile to let their eyes become accustoned to
the gloom The floor leveled out. The tunnel was hi gh and broad enough to
allow themto wal k side by side wthout stooping. As they wal ked further
Log-a-Log pointed at strange synbols and weird signs that had been scraped
into the surface of the soft stone. Though the quarry tunnels were natural

t hey had obviously been the lairs of generations of serpents; nost of the
signs were of a reptilian nature. The friends pressed onwards until the
passage broadened out into a small chamber with two nore tunnels |eading from
it.

"You take the left and I'lIl take the right,"” Matthias
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whi spered. "Mark an arrow on the wall with your sword at intervals. 1'll do

the sane with ny dagger. That way we won't get |ost. Should you find Asnpdeus,
cone straight back to this chanmber. If he finds you, then the best thing to do
is run as fast as you can and shout |ike nmad."

"Take care, warrior. I'll see you later," said Log-a-Log.

Gi ppi ng his dagger in readi ness, Matthias crept into the right-hand tunnel

It was slightly narrower than the first, but just as high. The walls were

yel | ow stone, so soft that it was alnmost |ike danp sand. Scarcely daring to
breathe and glad that his feet made no sound on the sandy floor, Matthias went
ahead, renenbering to mark an arrow every few yards. From sonewhere up ahead

t he young mouse coul d hear the sound of dripping water; the nusical echoing

pl ops made an eerie noise in the sinister stillness of the passage.

H s paw encountered a space in the left wall. It turned out to be a
rectangul ar anteroom Matthias was horrified to discover that it was full of
cast-of f snake skins. They lay about on the floor, dry and withered. He
shuddered at the thought of their former occupants, the hairs rising on the
nape of his neck as he swiftly abandoned the repul sive scene and hurried al ong
t he passage.

It was nore than twice as long as the entrance tunnel. As Matthias cut another
arrow into the wall, he noticed that the carved synbols | ooked ol der, nore
primtive. This place had been a serpent's den long before it had been a
quarry. The passage ended abruptly. Mtthias wal ked out into an i mense
cavern.

G eat Hall of Redwall would have fitted into a corner of this col ossa
structure. At its center was a vast shimrering | ake that glowed with a pale
phosphorescent light. The droplets of water came from sonewhere high up in the
dark recesses of the roof; they dripped steadily down and broke the surface of
t he subterranean | ake, causing a continuous ripple. Mtthias noticed that



t here were numerous other caverns and tunnels |leading fromthis |arge cave.
" Asnodeussssssss!”

The sound froze the very blood in his veins. The adder was cl ose by: where he

could not tell. The deadly hiss echoed all around him
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" Asnpdeusssssssssss!

Matt hi as bravely tried to quell the panic that welled up inside him

"I'f the snake knew where | was, he wouldn't waste his rime trying to scare
me, " he reasoned. "He woul d have got me by now. "

Feeling slightly reassured, but still very uneasy, Mtthias circled the pool
trying hard to ignore the | oathsome hissing sound.

"Asnpbdeussssssssssss!

Sunmoni ng up his courage, he stole silently into the nearest cave. In the gl ow
that reflected fromthe pool, Mitthias saw a sight that gl addened his heart.

There was Guosi m seated with her back agai nst the wall

Matt hi as ran across and seized the Guerrilla Shrew by her paw. "Guosim how
did you get here, you little nuisance? W' ve been sear—

@uosi m toppl ed on her side, dead!

Wth a strangl ed sob the young nouse recoil ed. He could see the poison-fang
marks clearly upon the shrew s chest. Guosim*s face was bl oated, the eyes
screwed shut, the Iips bl ackened.

Asnpbdeussssssssssssss!”

Matt hi as stumbled fromthe gruesonme death-larder of the adder, out into the
mai n cavern. He sat for a while shuddering with horror at what he had seen
hardly believing that the still body had been a warm |I|iving, breathing
creature not | ong ago. Forcing hinmself to rise and carry on, Matthias
continued his explorations.

The next entrance was a tiny hole in the wall, scarcely worth bothering about.
Nevert hel ess, he decided to investigate it. Crouching on all fours, Matthias
forced his way into the hole which proved to be another tunnel. He began
forcing his way along its narrow | ength.

"Asnbdeussssssssssssss!”

The dreadrul sound was much cl oser now Struggling and pushing forward, he
cane to the end of the tunnel

Suddenly Matthias was face to face with the giant adder
" AsnDdeusssSSSSSSSSSSssss!”

The huge reptile was sleeping. Wth every breath it ex-
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pel |l ed, the snake's tongue flickered out, repeating the vile nane:
" Asnpdeussssssssssss!”

Matt hias stared in nute fascination. The snake's eyes were not shut but filned
over in sleep. It was breathing slowy and regularly. The huge nuscul ar scaly
body was coiled in no recogni zable pattern. At odd intervals the inmrense coils
woul d shift lazily with a dry scaly rustle; the head, however, remined fixed
in the same position. Across the junmble of banded coils Mtthias thought he
could catch a glinpse of the tapering tail.

There were other things in the lair of the snake: a fox's tail, wood-pigeon
wi ngs, the head of a big fish, and fur pelts of many species of creatures.

But Matthias saw only the sword of Martin the Warrior

It hung fromthe fork of a tree root at the back of the viper's den. A large
red pommel -stone was set into the top of the hilt. The handl e was of bl ack

| eather and silver to match the belt and scabbard. Bel ow a heavy silver

crosspi ece was the blade. Made fromthe finest steel, its double edges tapered
to a ruthlessly-sharp tip. Down the center of the blade ran a bl ood channel
either side of which there were synbols which Matthias could not rmake out.

This was truly the Sword of Redwall Abbey! It was his duty to get it. Mtthias
noved nore stealthily than he had ever done in all his life. Inch by careful

i nch, paw by whi sker, slowy, painstakingly trying to make his body as snall
as possible, he flattened hinself against the wall to get by the huge
spadel i ke head. The tongue al nost slithered across his face as it slid in and
out, constantly repeating the dreaded nane.

" Asnmbdeussssssssssssssss!

He felt the adder breathing, its cold exhalations carrying the sweet musty
odor of death stirring his whiskers. A coil noved and faintly touched his |eg.
Matt hi as sucked in his breath and squeezed closer to the wall. The snake

bl i nked, sending the opaque tissue upwards. The young nmouse was confronted by
the wi de-open eye of the nonster staring directly at him

" AsnmodeussssssSssssssssss!!
The eye filmed over again as the snake carried on with
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what ever evil vision it was dream ng. Sweat |ike ice water drenched Matthias's
fur. Asnmpdeus had opened his eye while still remaining asleep. There was no
ot her expl anati on possi bl e.

The nonents of suspense ticked by for what seenmed ages until Matthias managed
to squeeze past the serpent's head. Avoiding the gigantic coils, he wal ked
qui ckly and quietly over to where the sword hung fromthe tree roots on the
cave wal | .

Matthias lifted the ancient sword down. Reverently he placed both paws around
the handle. Tighter and tighter he gripped it until the point lifted fromthe
floor and the bright blade stood out level in front of him He sensed how
Martin rmust have felt eac.h tine he had held this beautiful weapon. H e young
mouse knew that he had been born for this nonment, his grip causing the trenor
of the steel to run through his entire body. It was part of him



Matt hias's main concern was to get safely away with the sword. In the confined
space of the snake's den there was no roomto wield the fabled blade. If he
struck at Asnpbdeus, he woul d be crushed to death against the walls by the
powerful lashing coils of the adder in its death throes. Nothing would be
acconpl i shed by such a fool hardy action. Like a seasoned fighter, the young
nmouse chose to nonminate the time and place of conbat. He | ooked around the
den. The hol e he had cone through was obviously too small for the adder to
have used for the same purpose. It served as a breathing hole for Asnodeus,

al so as anplification to echo the dreaded nane through the caves and tunnels
as a warning to intruders.

Near the snake's tail which lay directly across his path, he saw the skins and
pelts on the cave wall trenble slightly. They were covering the only possible
entrance and exit for a reptile of such enornous girth. Enbol dened by his
ownership of Martin's weapon, Matthias tickled the tail lightly with the sword
point. It had the desired effect. The | ong, scale-encrusted coils rippled as

t he serpent changed position in its sleep. Speedily he slipped through the
curtain of skins into the passage. It curved in a crescent-shaped arc,

bri ngi ng

309
Matthi as back into the main cavern with its | um nous | ake.

Log-a-Log came dashing, pale-faced, out of the cave that contained Guosims
body. Eyes wide with terror, he ran straight into the paws of his nmouse
friend, narrowWy mssing injury on the sword bl ade.

Bef ore he could be silenced he yelled out in a panic-stricken shout,
"Matthias, Guosim s dead! |'ve just seen her in that cave! She's dead! Guosim
is dead!"

In his den down the tunnel, Asnpdeus came awake.
7

The captains of Redwall |ooked to Constance for guidance. There was no
guestion of overriding her commands. OF all die woodl anders she was the ol dest
and wi sest creature within the walls. The badger was sl owt hi nki ng and

del i berate, but straight as a die. Her know edge was born of vast experience,
(be natural cunning of a survivor

Jess, Wnifred and Basil stood solidly behind Constance. They had just rel ated
to her the latest piece of intelligence received. The attackers woul d energe
fromtheir conpleted tunnel sonmetinme around m d-afternoon

The badger thanked them and shook her striped head know ngly. She had not been
caught off guard, thanks to Foremole. Now she would need the aid and
speci al i zed knowhow of the nole | eader to stave off this latest threat to die
Abbey.

Cluny the Scourge was still acting strangely. He sat in his patched-up tent at
the far edge of the neadow and said nothing. Even when Kill coney narched
jubilantly up with die news that the tunnel was within a fraction of being
conpl eted, Cuny sat and stared at the ground. He did not appear in the | east
nmoved by the good tidings.

The ferret stood awkwardly, ill at ease, awaiting orders. Cuny sat unnoving,
as if he had forgotten Killconey's presence. The ferret tried once nore.
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"It's the tunnel. Chief. W'Ill have it ready by this afternoon!”
The Warl ord | ooked up bl ankly.

"Ch yes, the tunnel! Well, carry on. Er, you know what to do. |'ve got things
to think about,"” he nuttered absently.

Qutside in the neadow, Fangburn and Darkclaw |istened in disbelief to the
ferret.

"I tell you, he's off his rocker," said Kilkoney. "Sittin* there like a
stuffed dummy, ha! Things to think about, if you please! Meanwhile, we've got
t he whol e horde ready to go through that there tunnel and take the Abbey.
What ' re we supposed to do?"

"There's only one thing we can do," replied the stolid Darkclaw. "W've got to
carry it through ourselves while the Chiefs not well."

"Darkclaw s right," agreed Fangburn. "The three of us will take charge of the
whol e busi ness. "

They both | ooked at the ferret, waiting for himto express an opi nion.
"I suppose you're right," Killconey said. "But listen. The rest of the arny
mustn't get to know about the Chief, otherwise they'll desert. Y know, | can't
seriously believe that Cluny's out of his mind, just you wait and see. It's
probably just another grand ould plan he's thinking up."

The trio of self-appointed generals nmarched down to the tunnel. They clinbed
i nside to check upon progress. It was long, dark and snelly. Wasels and
stoats jostled past them carrying baskets of earth or draggi ng rocks and
roots. Killconey pointed out the finer details to his fell ow cormanders.

"Sure, we're right underneath the road now. The ground is good and hard. It
didn't need any shoring at all. Now, see the footings of the wall! M nd your
heads! From here |'ve had some props put in to hold the weight. Farther on the
going gets really soft, but we've run out of decent timber. Still, | don't
reckon it'll nake a great deal of difference. If we nove the arny along fast
enough we should all be inside the Abbey before they know what's hit them"

Above ground, a nole |eaning his ear against a thinly-beaten copper basin that
was upturned on the earth listened carefully to every word the ferret was
saying. He repeated it to Brother Walter, who wote everything down word for
wor d.

Const ance scanned the report and picked up her heavy cudgel

"Before we know what's hit us, eh?" she grow ed. "W'Il be doing sonme hitting
of our own before the day is through!”

Fromthe south-west corner of the wall, noles had narked the exact run of the
tunnel with two lines of cord and pegs. Forenole and his team knew all there
was to know about the diggings: depth, approxinmate dinmensions, the placenment
of shoring, even where the first rat's head was likely to break ground. The
pl an that Constance and Forenole had jointly worked out would require very
little hand-to-hand conmbat, rmuch to the badger's displ easure.

Two oversized caul drons of boiling water stood ready on tripods with slow



fires burning beneath themto keep up the tenperature. Constance and the
beaver positioned thensel ves behind these, tipstaves at the ready. Al
avai |l abl e nmice and woodl and defenders were gathered in two groups, on either
side of the cord-nmarked aisle. They waited, |ooking to the badger for further
instructions. To a passing stranger it mght have | ooked |ike sone strange
Abbey ritual: two fires, twg« parallel cords, and all the serious-faced
creatures gathered h two groups on the grass in the hot Juste afternoon, wait
silently.

The arned ranks of the horde were formed up in the ditch, Fangburn marched up
and down, issuing final instructions. It had not been an easy task getting
themin line without uny there, but the persuasive tongue of Killconey had
assured themthat the Chief was aware of their every nove and woul d deal with
mal contents and troubl emakers |ater on. "Pay attention now, " Fangburn call ed.
"Darkclaw is up at the end of the tunnel. \Wen the diggers break through he
will leap up into the Abbey grounds. Four soldiers are with him They'll hold
of f any attack while the rest of us get above ground. Now, once you are up
don't hang about. Make

straight for the Abbey building. Try to capture the nobuse Abbot. Darkcl aw
won't be with you; he'll take sone warriors and fight his way through to the
gate. Once it's open the others will be able to get in. | don't need to tel
you, these are not peaceful creatures we are up against. You' ve seen for
yoursel ves; they've had a certain anount ofluck to date, but they are

determ ned tighten, so when you get up there Cluny wants you to show t hem what
a horde of trained soldiers can really do! Don't.forget, the Chief knows how
to reward good fighters when it comes to splitting up plunder."

Cluny had fallen asleep in his tent. He needed peace to clear his troubled
m nd. But peace was not easy to cone by when the nouse warrior visited his
dreanms once nore

Try as he would, Cuny could not evade the grimavenger with the sword. Shades
of creatures that he had slain through the years cane back to nmock him They
got in his way, tripping himso that he stunbled and fell. Each tine he would
rise wearily and start to run again, the nenesis at his back, pursuing,
striding unhurriedly, never changing pace as the waiths of his dead captai ns,
Skul | face, Redtooth, Ragear. and Cheesethief, hovered about, urging himto
turn and. face die warrior nmouse. But he dared not turn. He kept running.

The two weasel diggers thrust upwards in the narrow confines of the tunnel
They sprang aside as earth showered down and daylight poured in. Wth a
seething press of soldiers behind him Darkclaw stepped up to the waiting

di ggers. They boosted hi m upwards. He grabbed at the grass, his spear tucked
under one claw. He stopped suddenly, his body hal fway out of the hole.

The first things he saw were two huddl ed crowds of small creatures. They stood
either side of a double Iine of pegs and rope. Darkclaw grinned wol fishly.
They were obviously playing sone kind of silly little country ganme. He had
caught di em unar ned.

A noi se from behind distracted the rat. He sw vel ed around. He found hinself
faci ng two huge caul drons whi ch bubbl ed and si mrered om nously over tw n
fires. Behind them stood
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t he bi g badger and another strange-looking creature, equally well built.

Dar kcl aw set his claws against the ground to |l ever his body out of the hole.



Bef ore he could do anything to stop themthe badger and her conpanion ti pped
t he bul ky pots over.

Dar kcl aw di d not even get a chance to screamout a death cry. Boiling water
cascaded down over his head in a hissing, steaning deluge. The force of the
rushing water sent his body plumeting back down the hole. Endless gall ons of
scalding water hit the rats in the tunnel like a hellish tidal wave. The
tightly packed rodents were instantly slain.

On the surface, Constance cried out to the waiting defenders. "Junp in between
the ropes. Now "

The wei ght of conbi ned bodies hit the ground between the lines.

Const ance began a steady chant: "Junp-two-three! Junjv-two-three!
Jump-two-three!"

Under the constant pounding of countless feet the whole area that had been
mar ked out by the noles suddenly sank into a trench. The tunnel had col |l apsed.

The defenders stood and cheered in the depression directly above what had once
been Killconey's tunnel. The badger gave the order to stop. Forenole and his
crew moved in to block off the hole with rocks and rubble. Friar Hugo ordered
the caul drons to be carried back inside to his kitchens. The Abbey creatures
fell silent and drifted away fromthe heap of stones which blocked the hole, a
fitting headstone for a nmass grave of the eneny.

At the tunnel entrance in the ditch, Fangburn and Killconey were madly thrust
aside as rats, weasels, ferrets and stoats fought their way out of the tunnel

"Hey, what's happened?" Fangburn shouted. "Come back here this mnute! \Were
d' you think you' re all going?"

The defeated warriors ignored him Caked with filthy mud and trailing broken
spears, they dashed off along thetfitch

Killconey peered into the tunnel. Al he saw was the battered body of a stoat
bei ng borne towards himon what appeared to be a boiling wave of ooze. The
ferret junped
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backwards as the shoring burst and the tunnel workings caved in with a dul
runbl e of earth.

As Cluny ran, another specter appeared in his fevered dream it was a

hi deous-1 ooki ng thing covered in a dark steami ng substance. It stood barring
his way with its arnms stretched wide as if to enmbrace him Cuny pushed it
savagely fromhim It npaned piteously: "Chief, it's me, Darkclaw Look what
they did to nme."

Qutside the tent Killconey and Fangburn exchanged uneasy gl ances.

"You dug the tunnel, so you go in first.

"No fear, I'monly a ferret. You're a naturally superior rat. You' d better go
first."”

"Shall we go in together, then?"



"Better not. It |looks like the Chiefs asleep. He mght not thank us for waking
hi mup out of a nice dream"”

"Aye, that's true. Let's leave it untij later."

Asmodeus' s eyes gl ared through the narrow hole in front of him There were two
creatures standing together in the big cavern, a shrew and a nmouse. He hissed
i n anger. The mouse was hol ding his sword, his own beautiful sword!

The adder bunched his sinewy coils and shot through the skin-hung opening. He
bared his evil poisoned fangs. No nouse was going to steal the sword of the
ser pent.

Matt hi as seized the frightened Guerrilla Shrew by his paw, pulling him al ong
at a swift run.

"Asnmodeus nmust know we're here by now. Cone on, Log-a-Log! Let's get out of
this place, quick!"

They hurried down the nearest opening, immediately spinning around and racing
back. Asnpbdeus was in the passage sliding towards them They paused
monentarily in the big cavern. Wth the shrew on one paw and the sword in the
other, Matthias | ooked wildly about.

"COver there, Log-a-Log! Myve!"

Skirting the edges of the shinmering pool, the two friends dashed into a
smal li sh tunnel at the other side.

Behind themin the cavern the giant adder settled down to a leisurely slither,
his tongue flickered w ckedly.

"Asnmodeussssssss! No hurry now, they are not goi ng anywhere!"

Wth a cry of dismay the fleeing pair saw the blank wall ahead. They had run
into a cul -de-sac!
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Log-a-Log had stopped. Hi s teeth were beginning to chatter. "Th . . . th .
th . . . there's no way out! We're trapped!"

Matt hi as continued running to the dead end. He felt the surface of the wall,
and ran his paws up and down it.

"W nust do sonething," he panted. "There nust be sone way to escape the
snake. Get hold of yourself, shrew. Think!"

Asmodeus poked his head into the entrance. His sibilant voice called in to
them "Stay where you are, little ones. | will cone to you, Asnodeussss!"”

Log-a-Log had gone rigid with fright. He stood petrified. Matthias had begun
digging furiously at the wall with his sword point. He gouged and thrusted,
muttering to hinself. "At |east we've got nothing to | ose but a sword and our
lives. There m ght be sonething on the other side."

The sword struck a tree root. He dug around it, probing, probing busily unti
the soft hal f-forned sandstone gave beneath the blade. Frantically, Matthias
redoubl ed his efforts.



Log-a-Log gave a strangled sob. hi the di mdistance of the tnnnel, Asnodeus
could be seen advancing slowy but surely towards them

Matthias felt the sword of Martin break through the stone. He | ooked back over
his shoul der. The gi ant adder was slithering closer with each passing second.
He hacked madly to wi den the opening he had made. Sticking the sword in the
ground, he grabbed Log-a-Log and shook hi m soundly.

"Here, shrew You are snmaller than | am dinb through, then see if you can
tug nme backwards by ny feet. Come on, nove yourself if you want to live!"

Log-a-Log came out of his trance. Leaping quickly into the hole, he scratched
the danp sandy grit left and right. Ducking beneath the tree root, he
scrabbl ed awkwardly through into a tiny cell-1ike space on the other side.

Asmodeus was close to Matthias now. Welding the sword, the young nouse backed
off. He felt the hole behind himand scranbled into it sideways, still facing
his eneny. Taking care not to |l et the sword-point drop, he shouted to his
conpani on, "Log-a-Log, can you see ny feet? Gab hold of them pull ne

t hr ough. "

Mat t hi as hung unconfortably. He tightened his paws on

t he sword-handl e and noved it fromside to side with the sway of the big
viper's head. Suddenly he felt the shrew pulling on his feet. Wiggling his
body, Matthias started to nove backwards. Asnodeus bared his fangs. He noved
forward at the struggling nmouse. Matthias swung the bl ade at the snake's open
mouth. It hissed and recoiled. As Matthias contorted hinmself to negotiate the
tree root, he poked the point of the blade at his eneny's head.

"Stay back, evil one, or I'Il kill you!" he shouted.
Asmodeus gave a | ow, soothing, hiss. "Cone to ne, little nouse. Let nme wap
nmysel f around you. 1 will give you the kiss of eternal sleep.”

Wth a triunphant shout the young nmouse di sappeared conpletely into the hole.
He fell on top of Log-a-Log at the other side. Forcefully the snake | aunched
his great body at the opening, crunbling earth and rock as he pushed his coils
t hrough the aperture.

"He's coming!" Log-a-Log screanmed in terror

Matt hi as shoved his friend behind him Planting his feet wide apart he hefted
the great sword in both paws.

"Stay out of the way, shrew. There's no nore retreating. Al ends here!"

The gigantic spadeli ke head of the snake thrust itself through into the snall
space.

"Gve me ny sword, nmouse, and | will nake your dying
easy!" he hissed.

Matt hi as | aughed in the face of the adder. "Cone and get
it, Poisonteeth."”

Asmodeus tried forcing his body through with one swift thrust. He found his
bunched coils jamed firmy in the tree root. Relaxing, he allowed his head to



wave from side to side

"Look at nme, my little friend. | can see that you are a great warrior. You are
not afraid to gaze into ny eyes. Look at

ne

The eyes seened to expand and dilate until they filled the whole of Matthias's
vi sion. They domi nated him He could not tear his gaze away. Asnodeus
continued in a persuasive

under t one.

"See, they are the twin pools of eternity. Sink into them and you will find
dar kness and rest."
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Log-a-Log was conpletely hypnotized. Matthias, too, felt overcome by an

i mense | ethargy. The adder's voice was a cold, dark, green velvet fog that
threatened to envelop him He stared deep into the deadly eyes, his |Iids began
to droop heavily.

Martin the Warrior strode boldly up through the dark mst.

"I amthat is! Matthias, why do you sleep! There is a warrior's work to be
done here! Pick up your sword, Matthias! The evil one shall not have it.
Strike out for ne now, ny brave young chamnpion!"

Asmodeus was wor ki ng his body free, pushing forward.

Matt hi as's eyes were shut, his lips noved with one word.

"Strike."

Suddenly the spell of the snake was broken. The young nouse's eyes snapped
open, clear and bright. He swung the ancient sword high and struck at the
gi ant adder.

He struck for Redwall!

He struck against evil!

struck for Martin!

struck for Log-a-Log and his shrews!

struck for dead Guosim

struck as Met husel ah woul d have wanted himto!

struck agai nst Cluny the Scourge and tyranny!

struck out against Captain Snow s ridicul el

struck for the world of light and freedom

s & & & & & & &

struck until his paws ached and the sword fell fromthemn

When Log-a-Log awoke fromout of the trance he saw his friend Matthias the



Warri or.

He stood shaking. Hi s chest heaved with exertion. H s paws hung linp at his
sides. The great sword lay against the warrior's blood-fl ecked habit, its

| ong, deadly blade crinsoned in victory.

And the head of Asnpdeus Poi sonteeth, the giant adder, |ay severed upon the
ground, its eyes dulled in death, never again to hypnotize another |iving
creaturel
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It was the afternoon of the follow ng day. Matthias marched into the farnyard
at the head of all the CGuerrilla Union of Shrews in Mssflower. He halted the
entire regiment outside the barn and turned to Log-a-Log.

"Wait here, ny friend. There's soneone 1 have to see.”

The young nmouse stood in the gl oomof the barn, knowi ng he was bei ng wat ched.
Wt hout turning or |ooking around he addressed the cat.

"Julian, it is Matthias. | have returned."”

The marmal ade cat | oonmed up out of the half-light. "So | see. Wlcone, little
friend! Is that the sword you told me of ?"

Matt hi as proffered the blade for inspection. "It is indeed. Asnodeus the snake
lies dead. | slewhimwth this very weapon. It is the great sword of Martin
the Warrior!"

Squire Julian G ngivere handled the sword with care. He laid it on a hay bale.
Sitting next to it, he folded his paws under himand half shut his eyes.

"Matthias, let ne give you sone good advice. | am nuch

ol der than you and have seen far nore of life. There are not

many illusions left to me, and | do not want to shatter your

Ireams or blight your ambitions, ny friend, but | mnust say

vhat | have to.

"We Squires of G ngivere are an ancient line. In the past 1 .iave seen many
such tokens as this weapon. My grandsires owned a vast arnory full of
magni fi cent and val ued battle
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equi prent. No doubt your sword is indeed a beautiful thing. It is a tribute to

whoever forged it in bygone ages. There are very few such swords as this one
left in the world, but remenber, it is only a sword, Matthias!

"It contains no secret spell, nor holds within its bl ade any nagi cal power.
This sword is nade for only one purpose, to kill. It will only be as good or
evil as the one who wields it. | know that you intend to use it only for the

good of your Abbey, Mtthias; do so, but never allow yourself to be tenpted
into using it in a careless or idle way. It would inevitably cost you your
life, or that of your dear ones.



"Martin the Warrior used the sword only for right and good. This is why it has
become a symbol of power to Redwall. Know edge is gained through wi sdom ny
friend. Use the sword w sely."

Matt hi as picked up his weapon. He was surprised at Julian's words. They were
an echo of something that his old conpani on Methusel ah had once said to him
"Thank you, Julian," he said. "I will remenber your |esson well. Now I nust
ask a favor of you. Wuld you come with me? | want you to be present when |
speak to Captain Snow. "

The cat sniffed disdainfully. "You ask quite a lot. | wouldn't do this for
anyone el se, you know. "

Rel uctantly Julian stal ked out into the sunlight with Matthias. There was an
i medi ate spate of loud, frightened chatter fromthe regi ment of Guerrilla
Shrews. Squire Julian G ngivere nmerely nodded, and addressed themin a rega
but distant manner: "Good afternoon. Very clenent weather for the time of
year, don't you think?"

For the first tine since the formation of their union, the shrews stood in
sl ack-jawed sil ence, conpletely lost for an answer!

As they strolled along, Julian protested to his conpanion, "Really, Matthias,
I think you are asking a bit much of one. Does one have to stand around
listening to that befeathered reginental bore giving air to his hide-bound
mlitaristic views? Ch, it's too nuch!"

Matt hi as stroked the sulky cat's forepaw, "Come on, Julian. | think you'll be
pl easantly surprised.”

The marmal ade cat stifled a yawn. "You don't say. Has another tree fallen upon
t he ponpous ol d fool ?"

Captai n Snow paced around the base of his nest tree. He glared at the cat,
then at the nmouse hol ding the sword. He snorted, hunching his neck into
ruffles and fol ding his w ngs behind him

"Listen, nouse. | don't want to hear how you did it. Probably wouldn't believe
you anyhow. But here you are, and | suppose that's that?"

Matthias hid a smle; he tapped his foot in nock inpatience. "I'mwaiting,
Cap' n Snow, sir. Remenber your prom ses on oath?"

The owW's eyes bulged with ill tenper. He flung Basil's nmedal at the young
nouse's feet.

"There! Take your nedal back, you insolent little pup. |I'mnot saying another
word while that salad-eating cat is within hearing range."

Matt hias traced patterns in the dust with the sword-point and spoke civilly to
the ow. "Well, Cap'n Snow, sir. | never took you for a bad sport. Besides,
|'ve got an entire regi ment of shrews hidden all about. They're waiting to
hear you honor your wager."

The ow spread his wi de, snowy w ngs and Happed upwards to perch on the edge
of his den. Folding the wings and shutting his eyes tightly, he shouted out
with bad grace, "I pronise never to kill or eat another nouse or shrew of any
type as long as | live, so there!"



He hooted and vani shed swiftly into his den
Instantly the shrews broke cover, dancing and whooping with delight.

Capt ai n Snow popped his head out of the nest. "Go away! Begone! | can't stand
it, all those little dinners dancing around. It's too much, | tell you!"

"Excuse my nmentioning it, sir," Matthias shouted over the hubbub. "But what
about your promi se regarding our friend the Squire?"

The ow energed grunpy and ruffled. Thoroughly hum liated, he called out to
his former friend the cat, "It was all ny fault. | apol ogize to you, Squire
Julian.”
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He was compl etely taken aback by the cat's reply. "Not at all, my dear friend.
It is | that nust apol ogize to you. The whol e incident was entirely due to ny
priggi shness and | ack of nmanners.”

Capt ai n Snow swooped down and perched near the cat. "D you really think so?
Ch, come on, Julian, old chap. | nust share the blanme. It was ny barrack-room
feeding habits that started the whole thing. You nustn't blane yourself, old
friend."

A rare smle covered the features of the normally laconic Julian. He purred
confortingly. "No, no. | insist that we share the blame fifty-fifty. Besides,
the question won't arise now that you' ve sworn off shrews and mice. | say,
have you ever tried a fresh trout salad with nustard and cress? Wy don't you
cone over to the ban? |'msure there'll be enough for two. | nean, trout's not
exactly a vegetable, is it?"

Wng in paw, the reunited conrades strolled off to the barn, chatting ani ably
as if there had never been a cross word between them Julian was last to enter
the barn. He gave Matthias a broad w nk.

"Who knows, ny friend? Maybe the sword does possess some magic. Personally, 1
think it's the warrior who wields it."

For the first tine in many days, Matthias |aughed heartily. He felt so good
within hinmself. After all the action and nental strain, travel and grief, he
felt suddenly reborn, larger than life and brimmng with newfound

sel f-confidence. Certainly there were great difficulties and hard tasks ahead
of him when the tinme came he woul d handl e them For the present he was
satisfied with this feeling of imrense happi ness.

Hol ding the sword lightly, he balanced its point against the earth and | aughed
freely. It was infectious: Log-a-Log joined in; then one CGuerilla Shrew, then
another, and still yet nore, until the whole reginment and their warrior nouse
friend set the countryside ringing fromriver to woods to farmand field with
t he happy sounds of their honest joy.

The Cuny that emerged fromthe ragged tent in the meadow was far from bei ng
sick in the head.

The nmenbers of the horde watched the way he strode purposefully about. The old
glint was back in his single eye. His orders were crisp and conci se. Even the
long tail had a fresh crack about it. The Chief seened sharper than he had



been before.

In the aftermath of the tunnel disaster, Cluny had called off the attack for a
full day, withdrawing all his followers well back across the neadow. The

Warl ord gave his horde tine to recuperate fromthe fiasco: a whole day's

| eisure, with no recrimnations and hardly any orders.

The captains of Red wall wasted no time in making use of the tenporary
respite. Repairs were started upon the gatehouse door. Teanms of woodl and
carpenters, Abbey smiths and | aborers, plus any creatures that felt the need
to help were lowered down to the road in | arge w ckerwork baskets. Should the
eneny in the nmeadow decide to make any sudden nove, the worknmen coul d be
speedily haul ed back up to the ranparts. Al that day the rope gangs were kept
busy sendi ng down wood, spikes, cordage, tools and repair materials.

C uny sat and watched themfromthe distance as he tal ked al oud to hinself.
"Good work, mce, strengthen my gates. 1 wouldn't want to rule a fortress with
br oken doors."

Fangburn was passing. He overheard C uny conversing
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with hinmself. Not sure whether the remarks were addressed to him he stopped.

"Er, are you feeling all right, Chief?"

"Never better!" Cuny replied. He pointed at the repair crews. "See that,
Fangbun®? Honest industrious work, and what for, eh?"

Fangburn hazarded a guess. "To keep us out, Chief?"

"No, to stop us getting in," Cuny chuckled. "CGet sone soldiers and light a
fire dowmn in the ditch. Make it a proper blaze, good and hot."

Fangburn knew better than to question the reason for his Chief's order, no
matter how strange it sounded.

"A big fire? Right you are, Chief. 1'Il get them going right away."

Fangburn hurried off, aware that Cl uny was watching him

Shortly after there was a huge fire burning in the ditch. The horde gat hered
close by to see what Cluny was up to. The crackling flanes gave of f waves of
heat, causing everyone to step back. Above the ditch the air shimered and
danced.

Cluny stood in the ditch, claws on hips. He cracked his tail.

"Scummose, Mangefiir! Bring up those dornice prisoners!”

The twenty dorm ce were dragged forward in a pitiable condition. They cowered
on the ground in front of the Warlord, half starved and dull -eyed.

C uny pointed. "You, |eader nouse! Wat's your nanme agai n?"

"Plunpen, sir," the bedraggl ed nouse replied.



C uny grabbed Pl unpen roughly, dragging himaway fromhis fell ow captives on
t he ground.

"What are these other mserable creatures to you, Plunpen?" he snapped.

The dormpuse explained in a shaky voice: "My famly, sir. My nother, father
brothers, sisters, and ny wife and two little ones. Ch please, sir, spare
them | beg you!"

C uny laughed cruelly. H's eye was devoid of pity. He | eaned close to Pl unpen
and whi spered harshly, "Wat would you do to save thenP"

The dormouse watched G uny's eye rove lazily fromhis famly to the blazing
i nf erno.

"Anyt hi ng! Anything you say! Wat do you want of ne?" he screamed in his fear
and anxiety.

C uny cracked his tail triunmphantly, pulling Plunmpen forward until their noses
touched. The big rat's voice was as foul and evil as his breath.

"Listen carefully. You are going to open the Abbey door for ne, my friend. If
you fail, your precious little famly will pay the penalty! Now, here is what
you must do."

Const ance haul ed upon her rope. It was no hard task for a fully-grown badger
On the other ropes there were creatures that could not conpare with her for
strength, but they hauled and pulled with an equally good will. Cornflower and
Sil ent Sam kept busy suppl ying cool drinks and sweat cloths. The repair work
went ahead at a steady pace.

No one noticed that there was an extra nouse | aboring anmong the workers in the
r oadway.

Pl unpen!

C uny had supplied himwith a habit taken fromthe body of one who had fallen
slain fromthe ranparts. Plunpen had conceal ed hinself in the ditch and
travel ed under cover until he was |level with the gatehouse. At the appropriate
nmonent he slipped out with a plank upon his shoul der and joi ned the work
force. They toiled away industriously until Jess Squirrel, who was acting as
overseer, decided that the work was conpleted, as indeed it was. The old

gat ehouse door | ooked as good as new. Al the tools and spare tinber were

gat hered up and the roadway was swept. Satisfied with a job well done, the
work crews stacked up their materials, and were hauled up to the ranparts in
the I arge grain baskets. Plunpen sat between Brother Al f and Brother Rufus.
Across the neadow he could see O uny, watching, always watching.

Pl unpen cursed the fate that had put himand his famly in the hands of the
rats. What a happy, friendly lot the Redwatt creatures were. He was served
afternoon tea sitting on the grass in the cloisters. The dormouse felt the
good food turn to ashes in his nouth at the thought of his betrayal of fell ow
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mce, but there was no alternative if he wanted to save his fanmly. After tea

he wandered off on the pretense of carrying out some fictitious task. Wen
t here was nobody about, he hid hinself in the ol d gatehouse den whi ch had once



been Met husel ah's study. Locking the door, Plunpen [ay down |onely and
m serable to await nightfall.

I nsi de Cavern Hol e the Father Abbot addressed a noral e-boosting speech to his
capt ai ns.

"Friends, it will avail Cuny little to put the Abbey under state of siege. As
you know, Redwall is virtually self-supporting. All we require to sustain life
and confort is here within these walls. Therefore, | suggest we carry on as
normal |y as possible.

"However, the walls nust always be guarded. | leave it to you, ny captains.
Stay ever vigilant against Cluny and his horde. | know that wi th your counse
and good judgment, we will soon see the day when the eneny are forced to go
el sewhere and | eave Redwall in peace.”

There was | oud appl ause for the Abbot's hearteni ng words, but Constance was
not convi nced. She whi spered her thoughts to Basil and Jess. "Never. Cuny
won't | eave us alone until either we are dead, or he is!"

Basil Stag Hare nodded in agreement. "I know, old scout. But the Abbot's such
a decent old buffer that he believes there's good in everyone, even C uny.
What ?"

"And so do I," Jess nuttered. "lI believe CAuny will be good sonmeday. Good and
dead!"

Gradually the day drewto a close. Lights dimmed as Redwal | prepared for a
wel | -deserved night's rest. The neadow and and woods grew qui et and peacef ul
On top of the walls, sentries | eaned on the parapet listening to the evening
bi rd- songs. Across the nmeadows the enemy canpfires burned low into the soft
June ni ght.

Pl unpen waited another hour as Cluny had instructed: then it was tine to nake
his nmove. Stealing quietly out of the gatehouse study the dornouse headed
north, staying well within the deep shadow of the wall. At the small north
wal

gate, Plunpen drew a scarlet doth fromhis habit. Smearing the bolts with
grease fromthe cloth, he silently worked them | oose.

Killconey |lay watching the gate from behind a sycanore-in the woods. Near to
every other entrance one of Cuny's nost trusted sol diers was conceal ed,
awaiting the signal. It was the ferret who was rewarded by the sight of the
scarl et cloth being shoved through the doorjanb. He hurried away to tel

d uny.

It was dead of night when Cuny's horde noved out of the nmeadow. Around the
enbers of each canpfire, bundles of grass and tw gs had been wrapped in

bl ankets. To the unsuspecting sentries on the wall the bundl es |ooked Iike
sl eeping fornms: they sensed nothing am ss. The horde circl ed northwards

t hrough the nmeadow ands until Cuny judged they were far enough from Redwal |
to escape detection. He crossed the road at the head of his arny.

They filtered back through the | eafy cover of nighttinme Mssflower towards the
Abbey. Now that his goal was in sight, Cuny used all the stealth of a

stal king hunter, waiting until the entire horde was in position. Each sol dier
crouching quietly anong the ferns and bushes knew t he penalty for making any
sound that would betray their presence; not death fromthe defenders, but
death at the claws of their own Chieftain.



Cluny could wait. He gave it another hal f-hour, until he could actually see
some of the guards on top of the wall nodding off at their posts. Wat was
thirty mnutes, after he had waited so long for this monent? Wth practiced
skill he slid fromhis hiding place and crossed to the wall door. One gentle
push and the small iron door swng slowy open on its greased hinges. C uny
stood in the doorway as his soldiers filed past himon their way to the Abbey
buil ding. There was little need to worry about the wall guards. Those who were
awake woul d be watching the road or the eneny canp, their backs turned on the
secret invaders.

Pl unpen stood by, anxiously watching the Warlord. At least his family would be
safe now. The dornouse had faithfully carried out his part in the dreadful
schene; d uny
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must surely keep to his word. He did not see the | ook that passed between
C uny and Fangburn.

Fangburn swung the heavy dub and brought it crashing down on the back of
Pl unpen' s head from behi nd. The unl ucky dornouse crunpled to the ground
wi t hout a sound.

Cl uny the Scourge bared his fangs, grinning wickedly into the dark. He had
finally brought his horde into Redwal I'!
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The | ast rays of the sinking sun streaned through the open barn doorway,
lighting up fornmerly darkened corners. Matthias lay on the hay am d the
remmants of an epic celebration feast. The GQuerrilla Union of Shrews in
Mossfl ower had really outdone thensel ves | aying out this spread. He picked up
atruffle and tossed it away with a sigh of satisfaction, fearing he m ght
burst if he forced another bite into his nouth.

On one side of the young nouse the gifts from Squire Julian G ngivere, Captain
Snow and the shrews were piled high; on the other was his sword, reflecting
the rays of the afternoon sun. The Cuerrilla Shrew regi nent had chosen to
sleep off the effects of the party outside in the sun. They | ay about the
farnyard, too full even to argue

Log-a-Log snuffled lazily in and fl opped down beside his nouse friend. .

"Greetings, oh mghty warrior," he giggled. "Savior of the shrews, slayer of
Poi sont eeth; he who speaks with cats, friendmaker of ows and uniter of =

"Ch shut up, you noisy little devil!" Matthias chuckl ed as he ki cked Log-a-Log
off the hay into the dust.

"D you know nuch about birds?" Log-a-Log said. "Wat about sparrows?"

Matt hi as yawned. "Well, what about sparrows? |'ve had some dealings wth
What do you need to know?"

em

"Nothing really,"” the shrew murnured sl eepily. "But
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there's been one reported over at the edge of the woods. O course, no one can
understand a single word that the savage heathen is saying. She's screeching
away back there, hopping and danci ng about, working herself up into a right
old tizz-wozz, or so |I've been told."

Matt hi as sprang up, grabbing his sword. "Cone on, Log-a-Log. | speak the
Sparra | anguage. We'd best get over there and find out what's upsetting her."

Wth a score of Cuerrilla Shrews in their wake the two conpani ons set off for
Mossfl ower on the doubl e.

Above die long grass in front of the woods the Sparra warrior could be seen
She fluttered up and down creating a raucous din. Log-a-Log and the shrews
wer e taken aback when Matthias ran ahead of them shouting at the top of his
voi ce, "Warbeafc Sparra, thatta you, old wormwarrior!"

Joyfully the two friends reunited. They rolled about in the grass like a pair
of mad creatures, pounding each other on the back.

"Matthias nouse! A d wornfiriend! Big fat warri or now How are you?"

The shrews were conpletely baffled. They sat about scratching their heads at
t he strange behavior of the sparrow and die nouse. Matthias chattered to
Warbeak in the rapid Sparra tongue, telling of all that had happened since
they last parted. Warbeak for her part told Matthias of her fortunes to date.

Upon the death of King Bull Sparra, Warbeak had been crowned Queen. Dunwi ng,
her mother, had wished it to be so. The tribe was happy under die wi se rule of
its youngest-ever Queen. No nore would sparrows have to |ive under the daw of
an unpredi ctabl e mani ac.

After Warbeak had related her story she became grave. "Matthias, Redwall have
big trouble. W watch, see fromroof. Ratworm make lotta plans, mce brave
warriors. Alia time fight back, beat ratworns plenty. But Warbeak watch
ratworm Ki ng. He badworse than King Bull. H m make bad pl an, catch Abbey.

Rat wor m soon be inside Redwall. Matthias nouse cone quick. Bring sword."
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An icy claw of fear gripped Matthias's stomach. He sat down hard in the grass.

Log-a-Log shook his friend. "What's she saying, Mtthias? You look as if

you' ve seen the ghost of Poisonteeth. For goodness' sake, what's going on?"
"It's my home, Redwall,"
is about to capture it!"

Matthias said in a hollow voice. "Cuny the Scourge

Log-a-Log spoke urgently to the shrews. "Quick, get the regiment ready as fast
as you can. W're off to the Abbey at Redwall. Tell themto catch us up. |
want no argument or votes! Tell every shrewto be fully armed. We nust march
night and day if we are to save Matthias's friends."

Matt hi as picked up the sword of Martin. "By thunder, Log-a-Log! You're right!
| fought hard for this sword in order to save Redwal I! Cone on!"

" Shrewrouse hel p you. How many warrior himgot?" Warbeak chi ned.



"Afiill conplenent," Log-a-Log answered. "About five hundred shrews."

War beak spread her wings. "I bring alia tribe Sparra warrior. W cone, help.”

Mat t hi as shook Warbeak's claw warm y. "Thank you, Queen Warbeak, ny friend.
Now we mnmust go. A strategy can be worked out on the way to the Abbey. Let's
hurry. There's no tinme to lose. It's do or die now"

The nmouse, the shrew and the sparrow plunged off into the green wooded world
of Mbssfl ower together

One thing Matthias was certain of as he strode swiftly through the trees: it
woul d be he and he al one who faced duny the Scourge at the bitter end.
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The Fat her Abbot was awakened by a sword-point at his throat. He was

conpl etely surrounded by snarling rats. Jess, Basil, Wnifred and Forenol e al
found thenselves in simlar situations. The iron claw of duny's discipline
was strongly evident throughout the maneuver. Conplete silence had been
observed. Only those held captive were aware of the horde's presence.

The main danger to the attackers was Constance. As always, she slept out upon
the grass in the Abbey grounds. Mdre than two score of rodents carrying a
strong rope net between them had stolen up on the sl eeping badger. They threw
the net over Constance, fixing it into the ground with | ong stakes and

bl udgeoni ng her sensel ess before she was properly awake. C uny watched the
proceedings with grimsatisfaction. Redwall was his!

Smal | creatures rubbing sleep fromtheir eyes in confusion were dragged out
into the Abbey grounds. Wodl and infants wept fitfully as they clung to their
parents. Bullying rats pushed and harried everyone out into the open where
they made them sit on the grass. Abbot Mrtiner in his honespun nightshirt was
kept to one side with his captains. Their paws were cruelly bound behind them
They stood in stolid silence as sniggering rats referred to themas "The

Ri ngl eaders. "

Cuny the Scourge stood in GGeat Hall, surveying the marvel -ous tapestry. He
did not need to steal scraps of it now It
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bel onged solely to him Fangburn, Frogblood, Scummose, Mangefur and Kill coney
cane marching smartly up. They saluted him

"The Abbey is yours now, Chief."

"We've got all hands outside, Chief."

"Any further orders. Chief?"

Cluny ran his tail reflectively through his long claws. "Yes. Bring the
Abbot's chair out of the place they call Cavern Hole. Have it set up for ne on

a platformby the gatehouse. |1've got some judgnents to deliver."

The horde captai ns swaggered off jauntily. Cuny ad-dressed the picture of
Martin upon the tapestry.



"Well, warrior nouse. What do you think of your brave Redwal | defenders now?
Huh, not much, | imagine! I'mgoing to let you stay up there and wi tness sone
drastic changes."

Cluny jabbed a claw at Martin, his voice |laden with nenace, "No nmore will you
haunt my dreans! A voice inside ne spoke as | waited in the woods tonight
out si de your precious Redwall. It said that before sunset this day | would be

free of nmy nightmares forever. Wat do you think of that?"

Martin continued to smile fearlessly down upon Cuny. The Warlord cracked his
tail, shattering the silence of Geat Hall. He seenmed driven to great anger by
t he apparent unconcern of the Warrior

"Henceforth this place shall be known as Hall of the Scourge," he shouted
i nsanely. "No nmore will the Abbey be known as Redwall, it shall be called
Cluny's Castle! Everything will change!"

The Warlord went off into a berserk rage, stanping about the Hall, slashing
and whi pping at the shadows with his tail as he invented newtitles, screaning
them out as the echoes-bounced back off the walls at him'

"The G eat Rodent Vall|!"

"The Lake of Drowning!"

"The Field of Dead M ce!"

"Ferret Gate, Stoat O chard, Wasel Bell. Hahahahaha-haha!"

Qut si de upon the grass the woodl and captives heard Cuny's crazed | aughter
ringing fromthe Abbey. They shivered at the
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t hought of their inevitable fate. He was naking themwait, draw ng out the
tension, reveling in their msery, savoring his evil victory.

Abbot Mrtiner | ooked up at the sky.

"It will soon be dawn," he said sadly.

A rat pushed himheavily to the ground.

"Shut your doddering nmouth, old one," he snarled nastily.

Jess Squirrel knocked the rat flat with both her feet. She sank her teeth into
the bully's back. A pack of rats | eaped upon Jess. They dragged her off their
scream ng conpani on and beat at her with their spear butts and cutl ass

handl| es.

"Leave her alone, you cowards!" M. Squirrel shouted as he struggled to hold
back Silent Sam "You're very brave in a gang, but you wouldn't face ny Jess
if her paws were free, you scum not if there were twi ce as many of you!"

Fat her Abbot struggled to his knees. "Please, | beg of you, do not fight on ny
account. They have the advantage. You'll only get hurt."

"Aye, sensible words, yer honor," Killconey said, as he made way for the
Abbot's chair to be carried through. "Take ny dp and sit quiet until the Chief
cones out. Don't make it harder on yourselves than it's going to be. That's



what nme ould nother always used to say."

"Good grief, shouldn't think a blaggard |like you ever had a nother," Basil

sni ffed di sdai nfully.

Kill coney cackled and sl apped his thigh. "Well now, aren't you the big com cal
rabbit? Let me tell you, ny fine gentleman bucko, you won't be hahO so funny
when the Scourge is done with you. No sir!"

The prisoners slunped dejectedly upon the Abbey grass, awaiting the break of
dawn and the com ng of Cuny the Scourge.
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War beak and Log-a-Log had to force Matthias to take a rest. The young nouse
had set a scorching pace, marching through the night fromthe far borders of
Mossfl ower Wbod. The Cuerrilla Shrew had troubl e keeping up. He was small er
than Matthias and did not have the advantage of flight |ike the sparrow

Al ways several yards behind, he panted for breath as he stunbled ganely on.
Even Warbeak was beginning to feel the effects of prolonged | ow nighttine
fluttering, through the woodl ands, around trees, over bushes; it was not the
same as a clear, clean flight through the upper atnosphere. Only Matthias kept
goi ng at a dogged headl ong dash. He stopped for nothing. The heavy sword

hangi ng from his shoulders by a I ength of cord thunped agai nst himas he urged
his legs forward: the breath rose ragged in his throat. H s conpani ons
realized the urgency of the situation, but they saw that if Mtthias continued
to drive hinmself at this rate, he woul d soon coll apse.

The matter was sol ved when Matthias tripped upon a tree root and went
spraming flat. His two friends pinned himdown and held on while they tried
to talk sense to him

Finally convinced, Mtthias sat anobng the ferns with his allies. It was not
wasted tinme: they held a council of war.

"You carry on to Redwal |, Matthias," Log-a-Log said. "I will wait here for ny
band. We'll force march nost of the way, don't worry. The Cuerrilla Shrews
won't be far
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behi nd you. W'll nmake good time in this cool night air."

The young nouse was assailed by gnawi ng doubts. "That's all very well, but how
are we going to scale the wall into the Abbey grounds? If Cuny has captured
Redwal I, he's bound to have sentries posted upon the ramparts.”

"What for ratworm want sentry?" Warbeak shrugged her wi ngs. "H m catch Abbey,
not know we come to catch back."

"War beak, you're right! But it still doesn't solve the problem of how we get
in," Mtthias replied.

The young Sparra Queen wi nked cheekily. "Is easy. Me get Sparras to open
l[ittle worndoors in wall: east, south, north. You see, they do good. Warbeak
go now, see friend Matthias nmouse at Redwal | ."

The Sparra Queen shot off into the air like an arrow froma bow. Matthias



arose to continue his journey. Log-a-Log stayed behind and waited for his
warriors to catch up.

Beside the north wall gate, Plunpen stirred. He groaned and rolled over. There
was a bad wound on the back of his head, but he was still very much alive. The
first sight that greeted the dornmouse's hazy vision was three sparrows
standi ng over him They were Dunwi ng, Battlehawk and Wndplune. Silently they
slid Plunmpen out of the open door into the woods.

Dunwi ng gave orders to the two Sparra warriors: "Take red rag and grease.
Bring many Sparra. Fly quiet, grease other little worndoors. WAit '"til Queen
Warbeak come. No let ratworms see warriors, go now. "

Thr oughout the night hours many sparrows worked secretly on the |ocks, bolts
and hinges of the small wall gates.

Sonmewhere in Mossfiower, Matthias was still pressing on to Redwall. Log-a-Log
and the reginent of CGuerrilla Shrews were hot on his trail. A thousand Sparra
warriors perched in the branches of trees all around the Abbey, waiting.
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The Iight of dawn began to appear in the sky. The sun's rays tinged the
sandstone walls to a dull pink and clouded red. Dew was upon the |ate rose.

Despite the bl essing of a glorious sumer day, the whol e of Mssflower was
doom | aden with an awful tension that threatened to burst upon the captives
seated on the grass.

Hor de captains came stanping out of the Abbey. They prodded the prisoners with
cutlass points and sl apped out with flat blades at the hel pl ess def enders.

"Come on, you lot! On your feet! Stand up straight, you mce! Step aside
there! Make way for Cuny the Scourge!"

Rel uctantly the Redwal | contingent conplied. They turned. Al eyes were on the
door of Geat Hall.

The silence was broken as the door slamed back upon its hinges. O uny strode
out. Behind him bearing the horde standard and a |ighted torch, canme Fangburn
and Killconey. The victorious horde soldiers cheered wildly. Cuny was the

pi cture of barbaric power, geared for war fromhis poison tail tip to the
frightening battle helnet. He | ooked every inch the conqueror

Regal | y he swept through the ranks of both sides, |ooking neither to right nor
left. Mounting the dais which had been set up for his use, he swirled the

sini ster cloak about himand sat down in the Abbot's chair. Al that could be
heard was the crackle of the torch and the unhappy whi mper of one of
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the infant captives. He sat inpassively, claws gripping the chair arns, visor
| ower ed.

Slowy lifting the visor, Cluny allowed his single eye to rove around. It cane
to rest on the Abbey | eader.

"You, Abbot Mouse, cone here!"

Wth two rats flanking him the Father Abbot stepped forward in a slow,



di gnified manner. Even clad in his nightwear he radiated calmand fortitude.
G uny sat back, sneering openly.

"Ha! So this is your leader? Alittle fat nouse in his nightshirt! Wat a

fearsone warrior he |ooks! Wll, what now, nouse? Are you going to go down on
your knees and beg for your life, old one?" *
Abbot Mortiner stared calmy into Cuny's savage eye. "I will never bend ny

knee on ny own behal f. However, if | thought |I could save the life of one of
my friends I would gladly fall down on both knees. But | know you, C uny,
better than you know yourself. There is not a scrap of pity or mercy in your
heart, only a burning desire for vengeance. Therefore, | will not kneel to one
who is consuned by evil."

Cluny sprang to his feet trenbling with rage.

"Kneel to ne, nouse! Kneel or | will kill you," he storned.

Angry grow s and the rending of grass from beneath the net on the ground
her al ded Constance's awakeni ng. She began to heave and push. The net started
to work |l oose. She called out to Cuny in a gruff, insulting voice. "Hey, you!
You scruffy, one-eyed verm n! Rempve this net and face ne alone! W'Ill see who
ends up on their knees!"

At a signal fromthe Warlord, a gang of rats |eaped upon Constance and beat
her back into unconsciousness with their weapons. They drove the securing
st akes deeper around the net.

Basil Stag Hare kicked out at them Wen he had driven the rats off, he faced
C uny bol dly.

"You, sir, are not fit to command any creature! You are a coward and an evil
mani ac. Even if ny paws were not tied | would think twice before soiling them

upon the likes of you. Tcha! You are beneath contenpt, you . . . you ..
Rat!"
A stinging blow froma weasel's club sent Basil linping and tripping to the

ground. The weasel struck him again and
agai n upon the |l egs. He doubled up in pain as the horde jeered and | aughed.

C uny pointed at the hare. "Renmenmber your tricks on the conmmon behind the
church? Before this day is done you'll never run and dodge again!"

H s eyes blazing with nadness, Cuny flung his claws w de. "Al of you,

defenders of Redwall, listen to me! When | first came to the Abbey | gave you
a choice: surrender or die. You chose to fight ne. Me, duny the Scourge! |
| ost battles, 1 lost skirmishes, | |ost soldiers, but I have won the war. You

are the |l osers. Now you must pay with your lives!"

As the Warlord spoke, sonething seened to snap deep within the Abbot. He
rushed forward and tried to grasp d uny.

"No, no, you dare not harmthese creatures!" he cried. "H would be nurder

C uny grabbed the Father Abbot and threw himto the ground. Lashing the frai
figure with his poison-barbed tail, he shouted, "Wo are you to tell ne what
to do? There is only one law, ny word! There is none to stop nme, not badgers
or hares or otters or mce. 1 will kill you all. Kill, kill, kill!"



Suddenly a thunderous voi ce was heard. "C uny die Scourge, | have conme to
settle with you!"

A gasp arose fromthe cromd. Cuny's tail fell fromhis grasp as both victors
and vanqui shed turned towards di e Abbey whence the voice had issued.

There in the open doorway of Great Hall stood the Warriot Mouse!

It was as if he had stepped out of the tapestry upon die wall. On his armwas
a burni shed shield, at his waist was a sword belt of black |eather and silver.
From the scabbard at his side he drew forth a m ghty sword

C uny's voice shook as he addressed the nightmare visitor

"Who are you?"

The Warrior stepped forward into the daylight. Sunravt glinted di anond-Iike

off his sword. oo

"I amthat is!"

Unable to take his eyes fromthe Warrior, Cuny stunbled

backwards. He cowered behind the Abbot's chair, his nmouth working

340

convul sively. "You are something out of my dreans. Go away, |'m not asleep!”

The Warrior Muse strode out into the crowd. He pointed his blade at the
qui vering Warl ord.

"I amthat is! Martin, Matthias, call nme what you will. It was |ong ago
witten that you and I would neet, rat."

"Seize him" duny screaned.

Frogbl ood sprang forward, brandishing a spear. Before he could raise it, the
ancient sword flashed in the warrior's grip and hewed himlifeless to the
ground.

"I will slay any invader that noves," Matthias shouted. "Cluny, this is
bet ween you and ne. Your arny will not interfere.”

Suddenly the Joseph Bell began tolling. Sparra warriors appeared in swarns

t hat al nost obscured the sky above the Abbey. They | anded in droves around the
par apet edges. The grounds cane to life with teening swarns of Cuerrilla
Shrews arned to the teeth with rapiers, cudgels and slings. Mtthias whirled
the sword above his head as he roared out his battle cry.

"Redwal | , Redwall. Strike for Redwall!"
The final conflict had begun

Shrews struck down the eneny guards as Sparra braves rel eased the prisoners
bonds with short slashes of their sharp beaks. The freed defenders grabbed up
anyt hi ng that woul d serve as weapons. They hurl ed t hensel ves upon the eneny,
sparrows and shrews siding them against their |arger adversaries. Rats,
ferrets, weasels and stoats fought with the ferocity bom of desperation. Their
very lives depended on the outcone.



C uny plucked the blazing torch fromKillconey's grasp. He flung it at the
face of the oncoming warrior. Matthias deflected it with his shield in a
cascade of sparks and went after the horde | eader. To gain a brief respite,
C uny pushed Killconey into Matthias. The ferret grappled vainly but was
cloven in two with one swift stroke. Matthias stepped over the slain ferret,
whirling his sword expertly as he pursued C uny.

I gnoring his unprotected back, Matthias failed to see Fang-burn stealing up
behind him The rat raised his cutlass in both
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claws, but, before he could strike, Constance had hurled the net over him
Fangbura struggled |ike a |landed fish as the big badger picked up the net and
swung it several tinmes against the gatehouse wall. Dropping the lifeless

t hi ng, Constance plunged with a terrifying roar into a pack of weasels.

The thick tail of the Warlord flicked out venonously at Matthias's face. He
covered swiftly with his shield as the poi soned netal barb cl anged harm essly
off it. Cuny tried again, this tinme whipping the tail speedily at the young
nmouse's unprotected legs. Matthias | eaped ninbly to one side and swung the
sword in a flashing arc. Cluny roared with pain as it severed the tip of his
tail. The bloodied stub lay on the grass with the barb still attached. Hurling
the Abbot's chair at his adversary, the rat seized an iron spike. Metal

cl ashed on nmetal as the Warrior Muse parried Cuny's thrusts.

They battled across the green Abbey | awns, right through the center of the
mael strom of warring creatures. Oblivious to the fighting around themthey
sought to destroy each other, hacking, stabbing, lunging and swi nging in
nortal conbat.

Meanwhi | e, teans of Sparra warriors were jointly lifting struggling rats and
flying high to drop theminto the mddl e of the Abbey pond. Ferrets had
cornered a band of shrews and were threatening to nmassacre them when a col um
of otters sprang to the rescue. Keeping heavy pebbles |ocked in their slings,
they battered continuously at the ferrets. Besieged by fierce sparrows, rat
sentries leaped in panic fromthe top of the ranparts; those who stayed were
dealt with by Jess Squirrel who swung a heavy iron chain around like a deadly
flail. Down bel ow, Anbrose Spi ke was rolling about like a whirling ball of
needl es. Silent Sam acted as his eyes, propelling himinto each fresh bunch of
rats with a long stick.

Matt hi as and C uny continued battling savagely. Iron snmashed upon steel as
Cluny called up reserves fromhis vast strength and cunning to defeat his
opponent. Twi ce he had hurled clawfuls of soil at Matthias's eyes, but each
rime the shield rose swiftly and deflected them The Warrior Muse
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hacked away stoically. He was beginning to feel his paws nunbed by the jarring
bl ows of the hefty iron railing against the sword blade. Cuny too felt the

vi brations each tinme the sword cl anged upon his weapon. The pain shot right
through him down to the tip of his injured tail. Along the ranparts they
fought, blinded by sweat, panting and bl owi ng, neither asking nor giving
quarter; down the stairs and across the grass once nore, they slashed and
struck at each other, right up Co the entrance of Geat Hall.

C uny dodged behind the hal f-open Abbey door and hit out at his attacker
Matt hi as' s sword-point | odged deep in the wood. Seizing his chance, the rat



dodged ninbly into the open, and battered nadly at Matthias's upheld shield
until he was forced to drop it. Cuny's iron spike drove cruelly into the
nmouse' s unguarded paw. Matthias cried out and instinctively kicked the shield
upwards at his adversary. It struck Cuny squarely under the chin, the sharp
nmet al edge causing a |long sl ash

As the rat reeled away clutching at his throat, Matthias freed the sword from
the door. Ignoring their wounds, they imredi ately clashed again, going at it
hamrer and tongs. duny lashed out with his bleeding tail and tripped
Matt hi as. As the warrior nmouse |lay upon the ground, the rat roared and stabbed
downwards with the spiked railing. Matthias rolled to one side; the point sank
deep into the earth. He straggled to his feet, striking out and scoring C uny
heavily down the side. But the long tail whipped out, |ashing the Warrior
Mouse several tinmes across the face.

Cluny staggered into the entrance to the bell tower, where Friar Hugo had been
tolling the Joseph Bell. At the sight of the rat Warlord, he rel eased the rope
and scuttl ed underneath the stairs, where he hid trenbling. Mtthias cane

t hundering in. Cuny dodged around himand sl amed the door, |ocking themin
together. If only he could get the nouse at close quarters and stop himfrom
using the sword, Cuny thought, then he could win with his superior strength.

They | ocked in conbat again. Cluny barred the railing across the sword bl ade.
Pushing with both claws he drove Matthias backwards. Now he coul d see victory
in sight. If only he could pin the warrior nouse against the wall, he
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woul d be able to throttle himwith the edge of the railing. Cuny braced his
feet and strained. He could feel the breath |aboring raggedly within his
chest; he must win! The voices had told himhe would never again see the
warrior after the sun set upon this day. The prophecy had to be fulfilled once
and for all.

Renor sel essly he used his greater strength to drive the young nouse backwards.
They were only inches fromthe wall now Matthias realized what O uny was

doi ng. He woul d be finished once he was pi nned agai nst the wall. There was
only one thing to do. Matthias suddenly swerved aside and col | apsed on his
back. Kicking his legs out rigid, he sent Cuny crashing into the wall.
Matt hi as | eaped over O uny, and bounded up the spiral stairs into the darkness
of the belfry.

Cuny lay against the wall, panting heavily. He managed an evil, wheezing
| augh.

"There's no way out up there, nouse,"”
You' re as good as dead now. "

he called. "I'mcom ng up after you.

Matthias didn't reply. He sat exhausted up in the dark belfry with his Iegs
dangling over the stout tinber bell axle. Down bel ow, Cuny squatted agai nst
the wall, glad of the chance to take a breather. Beneath the dusty stairs,
Friar Hugo sneezed.

Laughing triunphantly, Cuny seized the little fat friar by his tail and
dragged himfrom his hiding place.

"Look, nouse!" he called. "See, |'ve got your little fat friend. Ha, | won't
have to clinmb those stairs after all. Throw the sword down or 1'Il spike him
like a lollipop."



From hi s vantage point Mtthias | ooked down. Far bel ow himon the floor he
could see Cluny holding the spike under Friar Hugo's chin.

Cluny gave the point a light jab. Hugo gurgled unhappily. "You see? Al it
takes is a little harder push and he's dead. Now t hrow down your sword and get
down here yourself, quick."

Matt hi as peered over the rimof the Joseph Bell. "All right, rat, you win. But
how do | know you'll keep your word? First let the friar go, then I promise on
nmy honor as a warrior that 1'll come down."
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Cluny grinned wickedly. There it was again, that stupid thing called honor
the code of the warrior! But it was not his code: he had won!

"CGet out of ny sight, you sniveling little wetch," he grated, thrusting Friar
Hugo away from him The frightened nouse dived back underneath the stairs.
Cluny stood in the center of the room his one eye straining to catch sight of
Matthias in the belfry. Blood dripped fromthe dozen wounds di e nouse warri or
had inflicted upon himduring the course of their battle. But now he knew he
had won; the voices had been right; he would soon see the | ast of the nouse
warrior.

"Come on down, nouse, Cluny the Scourge is waiting for you," he cried.
Matt hi as stood up on the wooden beam Wth one mghty bl ow fromthe bl ade of
the ancient battle-scarred sword he severed the rope hol ding the Joseph Bell.

It appeared to hang in space for a second, then it dropped |ike a massive
st one.

Cluny remained riveted to the spot, his eye staring upwards. Before he had
tinme to think it was too |ate.

CLANG !'!

The Joseph Bell tolled its last, huge knell. The col ossal wei ght of netal
smashed C uny the Scourge flat upon the stone floor of the bell tower.

Wearily Matthias the Warrior descended the spiral stairs, sword in hand. He
led the sobbing little friar out of his hiding place. Together they stood and
stared at the Joseph Bell where it lay, cracked clean through the center. From
beneath it there protruded a bl oodi ed cl aw and a smashed tail.

Matt hi as spoke, "I kept ny promise to you, Cuny. | cane down. Hush now, Friar
Hugo. It's all over now W pe your eyes."

Toget her the friends opened the door and wal ked out into the sunlight of a
sumrer nor ni ng.

Redwal | had won the final battle.

The bodies of both armies lay scattered thick upon the grass and stones where
they had fallen. Many were sparrows,

shrews and woodl and def enders, but they were far outnunbered by the slain
rats, ferrets, weasels and stoats. Nowhere was there one of O uny's infanobus
horde left alive.



Const ance anbl ed up, her big flanks heaving, covered in wounds. She pointed to
the bell tower and uttered a single word.

"d uny?"

"Dead!" Matthias replied. "Were all the horde slain? Did we take no prisoners
at all?"

The badger shrugged wearily. "A lot of themtried to escape. We didn't really
stop them They managed to unbar the nmain gate and ran out into the road.
There were a big ginger cat and a white o waiting for them Hell's whiskers!
|'ve never seen anything like it!"

Basil Stag Hare linped up and threw Matthias a wobbly salute. "Squire Julian
and Cap'n Snow. You can talk to themlater on, young feller. Ri ght now you're
needed over in the cloisters. It's the Abbot. Better hurry."

As fast as their tired linbs would allow them Matthias, Constance and Hugo
went together.

Abbot Mortiner lay in the cloister gardens surrounded by his mce and woodl and
friends. Everyone was there, from Queen Warbeak and Log-a-Log to Cornfl ower
and Silent Sam down to the hunbl est mouse. The poi son barb on Cuny's tai

had done its deadly work. The Father Abbot was dying.

Respectfully the ranks opened to allow Matthias and his conpani ons through
Const ance knelt to cradle her old friend s head, and Matthias gently cl asped
the wrinkled careworn paw. The Abbot smiled fondly at his young nouse.

"Matthias, nmy son, | see you have restored the sword of Martin to our Abbey.
I's your mssion conpleted then?"

Matt hi as rested his forehead agai nst his Abbot's paw. "Yes, Father, Cuny the
Scourge is dead. | have done ny task."

The Abbot nodded slowly. "So have I, my son, so have I."

"Fat her Abbot, you nust live," said Constance in a gruff choking voice.
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The Abbot's old face broke into a weak smle. "My old friend, | amnot I|ike
the seasons. | cannot go on forever. It has to finish sonmetine.”

The tears rolled down Matthias's cheeks. He could not stop them The Abbot
patted his paw kindly.

"Ah, Matthias, Mtthias, the brave one. Wpe away your tears, nmy son. Death is
only part of life. Tell me, can you see the |late rose?"

Matt hias dried his eyes on the Abbot's w de sleeve. "Yes, Father. It is in
full bl oom now. "'

"And are all the little roses as red as bl ood?" said the Abbot.
"They are, Father," Matthias answered.

The Abbot sighed. "It is as it was nmeant to be. |Is Brother A f nearby?"



Brother AIf knelt before the Abbot.

"Ah, Brother Af, ny old and val ued conpani on. Wen | am gone to ny rest you
will take nmy place as Abbot. You are a wi se and conpassi onate nouse. | know
you will ook after my creatures for ne."

Abbot Mortiner closed his eyes for a nonment before carrying on with his fina
i nstructi ons.

"What a great pity that it took so nmuch bl oodshed to unite us all. Henceforth
the sparrows may cone and go as they w sh. They nust share our food and use
our Abbey, not only die roof but all of it. These good CGuerrilla Shrews al so -
no longer will they be as gypsies roam ng the woods: they will have a proper
hone here at Redwall as long as they wi sh. And now, Matthias ny son, | nust
tell you ny decision regarding you. It is my wish that you do not enter our

O der as a brother!"

A gasp of surprise arose fromall those within hearing range. Mtthias bowed
his head. He was stunned by his Father Abbot's words.

The Abbot continued. "No, my son. Your heart is far too brave. This Abbey
needs you, but not as a brother. Therefore, | nane you Matthias, the VWarrior
Mouse of Redwal |, chanpion of our Order. Fromthis day you will defend this
Abbey and all of its creatures fromevil and wong. Your sword shall be known
far and wide as 'Ratdeath.' Now, Cornflower. Were is Htle Cornflower?"
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The young fiel dmouse canme. She stood by the Abbot waiting upon his word.
"There you are, dear Cornflower," the Abbot sniled. "A warrior needs a good
wife. You are the beauty that will grace Redwall and rule the heart of our
Matt hi as. The ol d gatehouse will be extended into a proper home. It belongs to

you both. Guard our threshold wi sely and well."

There were no words to express the feelings of Matthias and Cornfl ower. They
could feel the joy and pride singing fromtheir hearts.

The Abbot | ooked up at Constance. "And you, ny oldest friend. Do ne one | ast
service. Lift ny head a little and | will tell you what ny failing eyes can
see before | |eave you."

ohedi ently the badger raised the Abbot's head.

"Ah yes, | see the nost beautiful sumrer nmorning of nmy life. The friends I
know and | ove are all about ne. Redwall, our home, is safe. The sun shines
warm'y upon us. Nature is ready to yield her bounty again in plenty this
autumm. | have seen it all before, many tines, and yet 1 never cease to
wonder. Life is good, ny friends. | leave it to you. Do not be sad, for mne
is a peaceful rest."

Thus did Mrtiner, the Father Abbot of Redwal |, die.
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One year later.



The following is an extract fromthe annals of Redwall by John Churchnouse. It
was he who took over as recorder from Methuselah. Here is part of his witten
record:

/(is the Sunmer of the Tal ki ng Squirrel

Only yesterday the young one known as Silent Samwas heard to speak. He was
heard conversing with the son of Matthias and Cornfl ower. The young squirre
suddenly began to relate the saga of the Late Rose Summer Wars to the baby
mouse. | fear that we will not be able to stop himfromtal king, or his
parents from |l aughing with delight. The son of our warrior is a strong chubby
little fellow Everyone calls himMtttmeo because ' Matthias Methusel ah
Mortimer' is too big a nouthful, but that was what his parents w shed his nane
to be. Even now he tries long and often to lift the great sword Ratdeath.
think one day he is sure to succeed his father as Abbey Chanpi on. Qur Abbot,

Mor dal fus (no wonder he always preferred the name Alf, | nean, Mordal fus?),
has declared that his first anniversary shall be marked by a huge feast. W
are all invited. Constance has been pulling her cart around the woodl and and

meadows far and wi de, bringing in guests.

The Guerrilla Shrews are out collecting honey fromthe bee fol k; they have
struck up a great friendship with the bees, even |learning their |anguage so
that they can argue with them
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The Sparra Queen \Warbeak has appointed herself deputy to Friar Hugo. She shows
a great interest in the culinary arts, though | fear she will grow quite fat
before too I ong. Lady Cornflower is out in the meadows with Ms. Churchnmouse
my wi fe, and Dunwi ng, the Sparra Queen Mdther. They are gathering Jlowers for
the tables. Al about ne the June sunshine is like liquid gold!

Basil Stag Hare has gone off on a journey to bring hisfriends Captain Snow and
Squire Julian G ngivere back to the Abbey with him Basil is ignoring the fact
that it is the Abbot's anniversary. He constantly refers to it as 'A

Regi mental Reunion Dinner.' Wnifred the otter, and the beaver, in conpany
with that reprobate Anbrose Spi ke, are testing the quality of the Cctober
nutbrown ale. It nmust be particularly frne this year, judging fromthe sound
of many rowdy ballads issuing fromthe wine cellars. Plunmpen and his famly of
dormice are hel ping Foremole and his crew dig a roasting pit. Early this
nmor ni ng our Father Abbot went outfrshing with Matthias the Warrior. They
consider it no less than their bounden duty to bring back a | arger ftsh than

| ast year. The Joseph Bell which was broken has been recast into two smaller
bells. | can hear them now. They are nanmed Matthias and Met husel ah. My twin
Church-mice, Timand Tess, are grown quite sturdy over the past year. They are
our Abbey bellringers, and a splendid job they nake of it too!

The crops are growing well. The fruit trees and bushes in the orchard show
much proni se. The ol d gatehouse is now a beautiful ranbling cottage. The grass
is green, the sky is blue, and the honey sweeter than ever before.

willfrnish ny witing now and go to prepare myself for tonight's festivities,
which will be held in their usual place, at Cavern Hole in Redwal | Abbey.

Pl ease be sure to visit us if ever you are passing.

John Churchnouse (Recorder, formerly of St. Ninian's) Here ends the story.



