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I n which the King of the
Enchanted Forest Takes a Day Off

SR DS

TheKing of the Enchanted Forest wastwenty yearsold and lived in arambling, scrambling, mixed-up
castle somewhere near the center of his domain. He sometimes wished he could say that it wasexactly
at the center, but this was impossible because the edges and borders and even the geography of the
Enchanted Forest tended to change frequently and without warning. When you are the ruler of amagica
kingdom, however, you must expect some small inconveniences, and the King tried not to worry too
much about the location of hiscastle.

The cadtle itsdlf was an enormous building with awide, square moat, Six mismatched towers, four bd -
conies, and far too many staircases. One of the previous Kings of the Enchanted Forest had been very
fond of sweeping up and down staircasesin along velvet robe and his best crown, so he had added
stairs wherever he thought there was room. Some of the steps wound up one side of atower and down
the other without actualy going anywhere, which caused no end of confuson among vistors.

Theinsde of the castle was worse than the outside. There were corridors that looped and curled and
twisted, rooms that led into other rooms, and even rooms that had been built inside of other rooms.
There were secret passageways and diding pandls and trapeloors. There were severd cdlars, a
basement, and two dungeons, one of which could only be reached from the sixth floor of the
North-Northwest Tower.

“There is something backwards about climbing up six flights of Sairsin order to get to adungeon,” the
King of the Enchanted Forest said, not for thefirst time, to his steward.

The steward, asmadl, elderly ef named Willin, looked up from ahandwritten list nearly aslong ashe was
tall and scowled. “That isnot the point, Y our Mgesty.”



The two were in the castle study, going over the day’ stasks. Willin stood in the center of the room,
ignoring severd chairs of assorted sizes, while the King sat behind ahuge, much-battered oak desk, his
long legs stretched out comfortably beneath it. He was not wearing acrown or even acirclet, his clothes
were as plain asagardener’s, and hisblack hair was rumpled and needed trimming, but somehow he
till managed to look like aking. Perhaps it was the thoughtful expressonin hisgray eyes.

Willin cleared histhroat and went on, “ Asthe center of Y our Mgesty’ skingdom, this castle—"

“It’ snot at the center of the kingdom,” the King said, irritated. “1t’sonly close. And pleasejust cdl me
Mendanbar and save dl that 'Y our Mgesty’ nonsense for aforma occasion.”

“We don’thave forma occasionsanymore,” Willin complained. “Y our Mgesty has canceled al of them
—the Annua Arbored Party, the Banquet for Lost Princes, the Birthday Ball, the Celebration of Colors,
the Christening Commemoration, the—"

“I know,” Mendanbar interrupted. “And I’ m sure you have them al written down neatly somewhere, so
you don’'t haveto recitethem dl. But weredly didn’t need so many dinners and audiences and things.”

“And now we don’t have any,” Willin said, unmallified. “ And al because you said forma occasions
were Suffy.”

“Theyare suffy,” King Mendanbar replied. “ Stuffy and boring. And soisbeing ‘Y our Magestied’ every
third word, especidly when there’ s only the two of ushere. It soundssilly.”

“Inyour father’ s day, everyone was required to show proper respect.”

“Father was astuffed shirt and you know it,” Mendanbar said without bitterness. “If he hadn’t drowned
in the Lake of Weeping Dreamersthree years ago, you’ d be grumbling as much about him asyou do
about me.”

Willin scowled reprovingly at the King. “Y our father was an excellent King of the Enchanted Forest.”

“I never said hewasn’t. But no matter how good a king he was, you can’t deny that he was a stuffed
shirt, too.”

“If I may return to thetopic of discussion, Your Mgesty?’ the df said dtiffly.

TheKingrolled hiseyes. “Can | stop you?’

“Your Mgesty hasonly to dismissme.”

“Yes, andif | doyou’ll sulk for days. Oh, go on. What about the North-Northwest dungeon?’

“It has come to my attention that it is not properly equipped. When it wasfirgt built, by Your Mgesty’s
great-great-great-great-grandfather, it was naturally stocked with appropriate equipment.” Willin set his
ligt of thingsto do on Mendanbar’ s desk. He drew a second scroll from insde his vest and began to
read. “Two leather whips, one Iron Maiden, four sets of thumbscrevs—"

“I’ll take your word for it, Willin,” the King said hastily. When Willin got going, he could read lisisfor
hours on end. “What’ sthe point?’

“Mog of theseitemsare ill in the dungeon,” Willin said, rerolling the scroll and stowing it ingde hisvest
once more, “but the rack was removed in your great-gresat-grandfather’ stime and has never been
replaced.”



“Redly?’ King Mendanbar said, interested in spite of himsdlf. “Why did hetakeit out?’
The little steward coughed. 1 believe your great-great-grandmother wanted it to dry tablecloths on.”

“Tablecloths?” Mendanbar looked out the window at the North-Northwest Tower and shook his head.
“ She made someone haul arack up eight flights of stairs and down six more, just to dry tablecloths?’

“A very determined woman, your great-great-grandmother,” Willin said. “In any case, the dungeonisin
need of anew rack.”

“And it can stay that way,” said Mendanbar. “Why should we get another rack? We’ ve never used the
onewe have.” He hesitated, frowning. “At least, | don’t think we' ve ever used it. Have we?’

“That isnot the point, Y our Mgesty,” Willin answered in ahuffy tone, from which the King concluded
that they hadn’t. “ 1t ismy duty to seethat the castle is suitably furnished, from the topmost tower to the
deepest dungeon. And the dungeon—"

“—needsanew rack,” the King finished. “1’ll think about it. What edse?’
Thedf consulted hisligt. “The nightshades are becoming a problem in the northeast.”
“Nightshades are dways a problem. Isthat al?’

“Ah...” Willin cleared histhroat, then cleared it again. “ There isthe matter of Your Mgesty’s
mariage”
“What marriage?’ Mendanbar asked, aarmed.

“Your Mgesty’ smarriageto alady of suitable parentage,” Willin said firmly. He pulled another
scroll frominside hisvest. “1 have here alist of possble choices, which | have compiled after athorough
survey of the lands surrounding the Enchanted Forest.”

“Y ou made asurvey? Willin, you haven’t beentalking to that dreadful woman with dl the daughters, have
you? Becauseif youhavel’ll ... 1"l useyou to test out that new rack you want so badly.”

“Queen Alexandraisan estimable lady,” Willin said severdly. “ And her daughters are among the lovdiest
and most accomplished princessesin the world. | have not, of course, talked to the Queen about the
possibility, but any one of her daughters would make a suitable bride for Y our Mgesty.” He tapped the
soroll meaningfully.

“ Quitable?Willin, dl twelve of them put together don’t have enough common senseto fill ateaspoon!
And neither have yov, if you think I’ m going to marry one of them.”

Willin sighed. “1 did hope Y our Mgesty would at least consider the idea.”
“Then you weren’t thinking straight,” the King said firmly. “ After dl thetrouble!’vehad . . .”
“Perhaps Y our Mgesty’ s experiences have given you abiased view of the matter.”

“Biased or not, I’ m not going to marry anyone any time soon. Particularly not an empty-headed
princess, andespecially not one of Queen Alexandra’ s daughters. So you can stop bringing it up every
day. Do you understand?’

“Yes, Your Mgesty. But—"
“But nothing. If that’ s everything, you may go. And takethat list of princesses with you!”



“Yes, Your Mgesty.” With afind, fierce scowl, Willin bowed and left the room, every inch of histwo-
foot height reeking of disapproval.

Mendanbar sighed and dropped his head into his hands, digging hisfingersinto histhick, dark hair.
Willin meant well, but why did he haveto bring the subject upnow , just when it looked asif thingswere
going to cam down for alittle while? The feud between the ef clans had finaly been settled (more or
lessto everyone’ s satisfaction), the most recent batch of enchanted princes had been sent packing with a
variety of improbable remedies, and the giants to the north weren’t due to raid anyone for another
couple of months at least. Mendanbar had been looking forward to a quiet week or two, but if Willin
was going to start nagging him about marriage, there wasllittle chance of thet.

“I might just aswell go on aquest or hire some dwarvesto put in another staircasefor al the peacel’m
likely to get around here,” Mendanbar said aoud. “When Willin gets hold of an idea, he never lets go of
it”

“He' sright, you know,” said adeep, raspy voice from somewhere near the celling. The King looked up,
and the carved wooden gargoyle in the corner grinned at him. Y oushould get married,” it said.

“Don’tyou start,” Mendanbar said.
“Try and stop me,” snarled the gargoyle. “My opinion isas good asanyone ese’s”
“Or asbad,” the King muttered.

“I heard that!” The gargoyle squinted downward. “No thanksto you, | might add. Do you know how
longit’ s been since anyone cleaned this corner? |’ ve got dust in my ears, and | expect something dimy to
gart growing on my claws any minute now.”

“Complain to one of the maids,” Mendanbar said,irritated. “We weren’t talking about hiring a
housekeeper.”

“Why not?What are you, cheap or something?’
“No, and | wouldn’t discussit with you even if | were”

“King Mendanbar the Cheapskate, that’ swhat they’ Il cal you,” the gargoyle said with rdish. “What do
you think of that?’

“I think | won’t talk to you at dl,” said Mendanbar, who knew from experience that the gargoyle only
got more unpleasant the longer it talked. “1’ mleaving.”

“Wait aminute! | haven’t even gotten Started yet.”

“If Willinasks, tdl him I’ ve gone for awak,” Mendanbar said. As he left the room, he waved, twitching
two of the invisible threads of power that crisserossed the Enchanted Forest. The gargoyle’ sangry
screeching changed abruptly to surprise as astream of soapy water squirted out of the empty air in front
of it and hit it squardly inits carved mouth.

Mendanbar smiled as the door closed behind him, shutting out the gargoyle’ s splutters. “He won’t com-
plain about dust again for awhile, anyway,” Mendanbar said doud. Ashewaked down the hall, his
smile grew. It had been along time since he had taken aday off. If Willin wanted to grumble about it, he
could go ahead and grumble, The King had earned a holiday, and he was going to have one.

* * *



Getting outs de without being caught was easy, even without using any invisibility spells (which.
Mendanbar considered cheating). Willin was the only one who might have objected, and he was at the
other end of the castle somewhere. Mendanbar sneaked past two maids and the footman at the front
door anyway, just for practice. He had afedling he might want to do alot of snesking in the near future,
especidly if Willinwas going to start fussing about Queen Alexandra’ s daughters again.

Once he had crossed the main bridge over the moat and reached the giant trees of the Enchanted

Foredt, helet himsdlf relax alittle, but not too much. The Enchanted Forest had its own peculiar rules,
and even the King was not exempt from them. If he drank from the wrong stream and got turned into a
rabbit, or accidentally stepped on a dowstone, he would have just as much troubl e getting back to
normal as anyone dse. He sill remembered how much bother it had been to get rid of the donkey’ s ears
he' d gotten by eating the wrong salad when hewas eight.

Of course, now that he was King of the Enchanted Forest he had certain privileges. Most of the
creaturesthat lived in the forest would obey him, however rdluctantly, and he could find hisway in and
out and around without even thinking about it. He could use the magic of the forest directly, too, which
made him as powerful as any three wizards and amatch for al but the very best enchanters.

“Magic makes things much smpler,” Mendanbar said doud. He looked around at the bright green moss
that covered the ground, thick and springy as the finest carpet, and the huge trees that rose aboveit, and
he smiled. Pleasant asit looked, without magic he wouldn’t have wanted to wander around it done.

Magic came naturdly to the Kings of the EnchantedForest. It had to; you couldn’t begin to do agood
job of ruling such amagica kingdom unlessyou had alot of magic of your own. The forest choseits
own kings, and once it had chosen them, it gave them the ability to sense the magic permesting the forest
and aninginct for using it. Thekingsal came from Mendanbar’ sfamily, for no one else could safdly use
the sword that did the choosing, but sometimes the crown went to a second son or acousin instead of to
the eldest son of the king. Mendanbar considered himself lucky to have followed hisfather onto the
throne.

Uneasly, he glanced back toward the castle, then shook his head. “ Even aking needs aday off oncein
awhile” hetold himsdlf. “Andit’ snot asif they need mefor anything urgent.” He turned his back and
marched into the trees, determined to enjoy his holiday.

For afew minutes, he strolled aimlesdy, enjoying the cool, dense shadows. Then he decided to visit the
Green Glass Pool. He hadn’t been there for awhile, and it was one of his favorite places. He thought
about usng magic to move himsdf therein the blink of an eye, but decided againgt it.

“After dl,” hesaid, “1 wanted awalk. And the pool isn’tthatfar away.” He set off briskly in thedirection
of the poal.

An hour later, he till hadn’t reached it, and he was beginning to fed alittle cross. Theforest had shifted
twice on him, each time moving the pool sideways or backward, so that not only wasit farther away
than it had been, it wasin adifferent direction aswell. It wasamost asif the forest didn’t want him to
find the place. If he hadn’t been the King of the Enchanted Forest, Mendanbar would never have known
he was going the wrong way.

“Thisisvery odd,” Mendanbar said, frowning. “1’ d better find out what’ sgoing on.” Normally, the
Enchanted Forest didn’t play this sort of game with him. He checked to make sure his sword was loose
in its sheath and easy to draw if he needed it. Then helifted his hand and touched astrand of magic
floating invisbly beside his shoulder.

All around him, the huge tree trunks blurred and faded into gray mist. The mist thickened into awoolly



fog, then vanished with a suddenness that ways surprised him no matter how many times he did the
spell. Blinking, he shook his head and looked around.

He was standing right where he had wanted to be, on the rocky lip of the Green Glass Pool. The pool
looked asit lways did: flat and still asamirror, and the same shade of green asthe new leaveson a

poplar.

“Oh!” said a soft, frightened voice from behind him. “Oh, who are you?’

Mendanbar jumped and dmost fdll into the pool. He recovered his balance quickly and turned, and his
heart sank. Sitting on the ground &t the foot of an enormous oak was agirl. Shewore athin slver circlet
on her head, and the face below it was heart-shaped and very lovely. Her long, golden hair and sky blue
dress stood out clearly against the oak’ s brown bark, like a picture made of jewels set in adark-colored
frame. That was probably exactly the effect she had intended, Mendanbar thought with aresigned sigh.
Somehow princesses, even the ones with lesswit than aturtle, always knew just how to appear to their
best advantage.

“Who areyou?’ the princess asked again. She was examining Mendanbar with an expression of great
interest, and she did not look frightened anymore. “ And how did you come here, to this most solitary
and forsaken place?”’

“My nameis Mendanbar, and | was out for awalk,” Mendanbar replied. He sighed again and
added, | sthere something | might do for you?’

The princess hesitated.” Prince Mendanbar?’ she asked delicately.
“No,” Mendanbar answered, puzzled.
“Lord Mendanbar, then? Or, belike, Sir Mendanbar?’

“I'm afraid not.” He was beginning to catch on, and he hoped fervently that she wouldn’t think of asking
whether hewas aking. It was agood thing he wasn’t wearing his crown. Ambitious princesses were
even worse than the usud variety, and he didn’t want to dedl with either oneright now.

The princess’ s dainty eyebrows drew together for amoment while she consdered hisanswer. Findly,
her expression cleared. “ Then you must be a virtuous woodcutter’ s son, whose deeds of valor and
goodwill shal earn you lands and titlein some gloriousfuture,” she said positively.

“A woodcutter? In the Enchanted Forest?” Mendanbar said, appalled. Didn’t the girl haveany sense?
“No, thank you!”

“But how came you hereto find me, if you are neither prince nor knight nor deserving youth?’ the
princess asked in wide-eyed confusion.

“Oh . .. sometimes these things happen,” Mendanbar said vaguely. “Were you expecting someonein
paticular?’

“Not exactly,” said the princess. She sudied him, frowning, asif she weretrying to decide whether it
would bedl right to ask him for help even if hewasn’t aprince or alord or a virtuous woodcutter.

“How didyou get here, by theway?’ Mendanbar asked quickly. He hated to refuse princesses
pointblank, because they cried and pouted and carried on, but they always asked him to do such silly
things. Bring them awhite rose from the Garden of the Moon, for instance, or kill agiant or adragonin
single combat. It would be better for both of them if he could distract this princess so that she never



asked.

“Aladl Itisatdeof great woe,” the princess said. “Out of jed ousy, my stepmother cast me from my
faher’ s castle while he was away at war. Since then | have wandered many days, lost and alone and
friendless, until 1 knew not where| was.”

She sounded asif she had rehearsed her entire speech, and what little sympathy Mendanbar had had for
her vanished. She and her stepmother had probably talked the whole thing out, he decided, and cometo
the conclusion that the quickest and surest way for her to make a suitable marriage wasto go
adventuring. He was amazed that she’ d actually gotten into the Enchanted Forest. Usudly, the woods
kept out the obvioudy sdlfish.

“Atlast | found mysdlf inagreat waste,” the princess continued complacently. “Then | came near giving
myself up for logt, for it was dry and terrible. But | saw thiswood upon the farther side, and so |
gathered my lagt Strength to cross. Fortune was with me, and | achieved my god. Fatigued with my
efforts, | sat down benesth thistreeto rest, and—"

“Wait aminute,” Mendanbar said, frowning. “Y ou crossed some sort of wasteland and arrivedhere?
That can’t beright. There aren’t any wastelands bordering the Enchanted Forest.”

“Youinsult me,” the princess said with dignity. “How should | he to such aone asyou? But go and see
for yoursdlf, if you yet doubt my words.” She waved one hand gracefully at the woods behind her.

“Thank you, | will,” said Mendanbar. Still frowning, he walked rapidly past the princessin the direction
she had indicated.

The princess’s mouth fell open in surprise as he went by. Before she could collect hersdlf to
demand that he return and explain, Mendanbar was out of sight behind atree.

2

I|n Which Mendanbar
Discovers a Problem

DR DK

M endanbar was till congratulating himsalf on his escape when the trees ended abruptly. He stopped,
garing, and quit worrying about the princess entirely.

A piece of the Enchanted Forest aslarge asthe castle lawn was missing. No, not missing; here and
there, afew dead stumps poked up out of the dry, bare ground. Something had destroyed acircular
swath of trees and moss, destroyed it so completely that only stumps and afew flakes of ash remained.

The taste of dust on the wind brought Mendanbar out of his daze. He hesitated, then took a step
forward into the area of devagtation. As he passed from woods to waste, he felt a sudden absence and
stumbled in shock. Where the unseen lines of power should havebeen, humming with the magica energy
that wasthelife of the Enchanted Forest, he sensed nothing. The magic was gone.

“No wonder that princess didn’t have any trouble getting into the forest,” Mendanbar said numbly.
Without magic, this section of forest couldn’t dodge away from her; al the princess had to do to get into



the woods was crossit.

Serioudy annoyed, Mendanbar kicked at the ground, disodging more ashes. He bent to touch one of
the ssumps. The wood crumbled to dust where his hand met it. Coughing, he sat back and saw
something glittering on the ground beside the next ssump. He went over and picked it up. It wasathin,
hard disk alittle larger than his hand, and it was a bright, iridescent green.

“A dragon’ s scale? What isadragon’ s scae doinghere?”

There was no one near to answer his question. He inspected the scale with care, but it told him nothing
more. Scowling at it, he shrugged and put it in his pocket. Then he began amethodical search of the
dead area, hoping to find something that would reved alittle more.

Half an hour later, he had collected four more dragonscalesin variousshades of green and wasfeding
decidedly grim. He had thought he was on good terms with the dragons who lived to the east in the
Mountains of Morning; he left them aone and they left him done. Glancing around the burned space, he
grimaced.

“Thisdoesn’t lookmuchlike ‘leavingmedone,” he muttered angrily. “What do those dragons think they
aredoing?’ He began to wishhehad not |eftthemquite so much alone for the past three years. Right now
it would be useful to know something more about dragons than that they were adl large and breathed fire.

Absently, Mendanbar pocketed the dragon scales and walked back to the edge of the burned-out
circle. It was ardief to be under the trees where he could fed the magic of the forest again. Frowning,
he paused to look back at the ashy clearing.

“I can’tjust leaveit likethis” he said to himsdf. “If that princess came this way,anyonemight get into the
Enchanted Forest just by walking across the barren space. But how do | put magic back into an areathat
’s been sucked dry?’

Stll frowning, he circled the edge of the clearing, nudging at the threads of magic that wound through the
air. None of them would move any closer to the burned section, but on the far sde he found the place
where the normal country outside the forest touched the clearing. He paused. It wasn't avery wide gap.

“I wonder,” he said softly. “If | couldmove it alittle, just around the edge . . .”

Carefully, he reached out and gathered a handful of magic. It fdt alot like taking hold of ahandful of thin
cords, except that the cordswere invisible, floating in the air, and made his palmstingle when he touched
them. And, of course, each cord was actudly a piece of solid magic that he could useto cast aspdll if he
wanted. In fact, he had to concentrate hard tokeepfrom casting aspell or two with dl that magic
crammed together in hishands.

Pulling gently on the invisible threads, Mendanbar stepped dowly backward out of the Enchanted
Forest. The brilliant green moss followed him, rippling under hisfeet. The trees of the forest wavered as
if hewerelooking at them through a shimmer of hot air rising off sunbaked stone. He took another step,
and another. The threads of magic felt warm and thin and dippery. He tightened his grip and took
another step. The treesflickered madly, asif he were blinking very rapidly, and the moss swelled and
twitched like the back of ahorsetrying to get rid of an unwanted rider. A drop of sweet ran down his
forehead and hung on thetip of hisnose. The magicin his handsfdt hot and tightly stretched. He

stepped back again.

With a sudden wrench, everything snapped into place. The trees stopped flickering and the moss
smoothed and lay still. Theforest closed up around the burned-out clearing, circling it completely and



cutting it off from the outside world. Mendanbar gave asigh of relief.

“It worked!” he cried triumphantly. A breeze brushed past him, carrying the sharp smell of ashes, and he
sobered. He hadn’t repaired the damage; he had only isolated it. “Well, at least it should keep people
from wandering into the Enchanted Forest by accident,” he reminded himsdlf. “ That’ s something.”

One by one, Mendanbar let go of the threads of magic he had pulled across the gap. He felt them join
the other unseen strands, merging back into the normal network of magic that crisscrossed the forest.
When he had released the last thread, he wiped his hands on his shirt, then wiped the swest off hisface
with hisdeeve.

“Areyou quitefinished?’ said avoice from atree above hishead.

Mendanbar looked up and saw afat gray squirrel sitting on abranch, staring down at him with
disapprova.

“I think s0,” Mendanbar said. “ For the time being, anyway.”

“For thetime being?’ the squirrdl said indignantly. “What kind of an answer isthat? Not useful, that’s
what | cal it, not useful at dl. Finding my way acrossthisforest is hard enough when people don’t make
bits of it jJump around, not to mention burning pieces of it and | don’t know what else. | don’t know
what thisplaceiscoming to, redly | don’t.”

“Were you here when the trees were burned?’” Mendanbar asked. “ Did you see what happened? Or
who did it?’

“Wall, of coursenot,” said the squirrd. “If | had, I’ d have given him, her, or it apiece of my mind, | can
tel you. Redlly, it’ stoo bad. I’ m going to have to work out awhole new route to get home. And asfor
giving directionsto logt princes, well, it’ shopdless, that’ swhat it is, just hopeless. I'll get blamed for it
when they come out wrong, too, seeif | don’t. Word always gets around. ‘ Don’t trust the squirrdl,” they’
Il say, ‘you dways go wrong if you follow the squirrd’ sdirections.” They never stop to think of the
difficultiesinvolved in ajob like mine, oh, no. They don’t stop to say thankyou, either, not them. Ask the
squirrel and go runningoff, that’s what they do, and never so much aslook back. No consideration, no
graitude. You’dthink they’ d been raised in apaacefor dl the mannersthey have.”

“If they’ re princes, they probably havebeen raised in palaces,” Mendanbar said. “Princes usudly are.”

“Well, no wonder none of them have any manners, then.” The squirrel sniffed. “They ought to be sent to
school in aforest, where people are polite. Y ou don’t see any of my children behaving like thet, no, sir.
Pleaseandthank youandyes, sirandno,ma’ am—that’ show | brought them up, al twenty-three of them,
and what’ s good enough for squirrelsis good enough for princes, | say.”

“I'msureyou’reright,” Mendanbar said. “Now, about the burned spot—"

“Wicked, that’swhat | cdl it,” the squirrdl interrupted. “But hooliganslike that don’t stop to think, do
they? Wdll, if they did, they wouldn’t go around setting things on fire and making alot of trouble and
inconvenience for people. Inconsiderate, every last one of them, and they’ Il be sorry for it one day, you
just wait and seeiif they aren’t.”

“Hooligans?’ Mendanbar blinked and began to fee more cheerful. Maybe he wasn’t in trouble with the
dragons after dl. Maybe it had been arogue who had burned out part of hisforest. That would be bad,
but at least he wouldn’t have to figure out away of dragonproofing the whole kingdom. He frowned.
“How am | going to find out for sure?’ he wondered aoud.



“Ask Morwen,” said the squirrdl, flicking her tail.
“What?’

“| said, ask Morwen. Honestly, don’t you big people know how to lisgen?'Y ou’ d think none of you had
ever talked to asquirrel before, the way most of you behave.”

“I'm very sorry,” Mendanbar said. “Who’s Morwen?’

“That’ sbetter,” the squirrd said, mallified. “Morwen’ sawitch. Shelives over by the mountains—just
head that way until you get to the stream, then follow it to the big oak tree with the purple leaves. Turn
left and walk for ten minutes and you should come out in her backyard. That is,” she added darkly, “you
should if dl thisburning things up and moving things around hasn’t tangled everythingtoobadly.”

“Y ou think thiswitch had something to do with what happened?’ Mendanbar waved &t the ashy clearing
afew feet avay.

“| said no such thing! Morwen isavery respectable person, even if she does keep cats.”
“Then | don’t understand why you think | should talk to her.”

“Y ou asked for my advice, and I’ vegivenit,” said the squirrel. “That’smy job. I’ m not supposed to
explainit, too, for heaven’s sake. If you want explanations, talk to agriffin.”

“If | seeone, | will,” said Mendanbar. “ Thank you for your advice.”

“You' rewelcome,” said the squirredl, sounding pleased. Sheflicked her tail twice and legped to ahigher
branch. “Good-bye.” In another moment she had disappeared behind the trunk of the tree.

“Good-bye,” Mendanbar called after her. Hewaited, but there was no further response. The squirrel had
gone.

Sowly, Mendanbar started walking in the direction the squirrel had pointed. When someonein the
Enchanted Forest gave you advice, you were usudly best off following it, even if you werethe King.

“ Especiallyif you' rethe King,” Mendanbar reminded himsdlf. He wished he knew alittle more about
this Morwen person, though. He wasn’t redlly surprised that he hadn’t heard of her. So many witches
lived in and around the Enchanted Forest that it wasimpossible for anyone to keep track of them dll.
Stll, this one must be something specid, or the squirrel wouldn’t have sent the King of the Enchanted
Forest to her.

What sort of witch was Morwen?“ Respectable” didn’t tell him alot, especialy coming from asquirrd.
Morwen could be awhite witch, but she could aso be the sort of witch who lived in a house made of
cookiesin order to enchant passing children.

“She could even be afirewitch,” he said to himsdlf. “There are probably one or two of them who could
be termed respectable.” He thought about that for amoment. He' d never heard of any himsdlf.

If Morwen had lived in the Enchanted Forest for along time, she was probably a decent sort of witch,
he decided at |ast. The nasty ones generally made trouble before they’ d been around very long, and then
someone would complain to the King.

“And nobody has complained about Morwen,” he finished.

* * *



Mendanbar reached the stream and turned left. Maybe ithad been amistaketo canced al those boring
formal festivas and dinners Willin liked so much, he mused. They would have given him achanceto
meet some of the ordinary people who lived in the Enchanted Forest. Or rather, he amended, the people
who didn’t make trouble. “ Ordinary” was not the right word for anyone who lived in the Enchanted
Forest, not if they managed to stay dive and in more or less their proper shape.

Hisreflections were cut short by aloud roar. Glancing up, he saw alion bounding toward him aong the
bank of the stream. It looked huge and fierce and not at al friendly. Asit leaped for histhroat,
Mendanbar batted hastily at a nearby strand of magic. Thelion sailed over Mendanbar’ s head and
landed well behind him, looking surprised and embarrassed. It whirled and tried again, but thistime
Mendanbar was ready for it. With aquick twist and pull, hefroze thelion in the middle of rearing on its
hind legs and stepped back to studly it.

Thelion roared again, plainly frustrated as well as embarrassed and confused. Mendanbar frowned and
twitched another invisible thread. Suddenly the roaring had wordsinit.

“Let medown!” the lion shouted. “ Thisis entirdy undignified. How dare you trest me like this?’

“I'mtheKing,” said Mendanbar. “It’smy job to keep thisforest as safe as | reasonably can. And | don’t
much like being jumped a when I’ m just walking dong minding my own business.”

“What?" Thelion stopped roaring and peered a him nearsightedly. “Oh, bother. I’ m exceedingly
sorry,Y our Mgesty. | didn’t recognize you. Y ou'’ re not wearing your crown.”

“That’ snot the point,” said the King. “It shouldn’t make any difference.”

“On the contrary,” thelion said earnestly. “1”’ m the guardian of the Pool of Gold, and I’ m supposed to
keep unauthorized people from dipping branchesinit, or diving in and turning into statues—that sort of
thing. But if you' re the King of the Enchanted Forest, you’ re not an unauthorized person at dl, and I’ ve
made a dreadful mistake. | do gpologize.”

“Y ou should,” said Mendanbar. He looked around and frowned. “Whereisthis Pool of Gold you're
supposed to be guarding?’

“Just around the bend,” the lion answered. He sounded uncomfortable and alittle worried.

“Then what are you doing attacking people over here?” Mendanbar demanded. “1 might have gone right
by

“Youwouldn’t haveif youwereaprince,” thelion muttered. “They never go on by. | wasonly
attempting to get ahead of thingsalittle, that’sdl. | didn’t mean anything by it.”

“Yes, well, you should have thought it through,” Mendanbar said in astern tone. “ Princes don’t dways
travel done, you know. Someone could distract you with afight dong here while afriend of hisstole
water or dipped branches or whatever he wanted. Thisfar away from the pool, you wouldn’t even
notice.”

“That never occurred to me,” said the lion, much abashed. “1’ m sorry.”

“Stick to the pool from now on,” Mendanbar told it. “ And make sure that the people you jump at are
redly trying to get at the water, and not just wandering by.”

“Yes, Your Mgesty,” said thelion. “Uh, would you mind letting me down now?’



Mendanbar nodded and untwisted the threads of magic that held the lion motionless. The lion dropped
to dl fours and shook itself, then bowed very low. “Thank you, Your Mgesty,” it said. “Isthere anything
| can do for you?’

“Does awitch named Morwen live somewhere around here?” Mendanbar asked.

“Sure,” said thelion. “Her houseis up over the hill where the blue catnip grows. Itisn’t far. | haven't
ever been there mysdlf, of course,” it added hadtily, “since | have to guard the Pool of Gold, you know.
But sometimes one of her cats paysacdl, and that’ swhat they tdl me.”

“Thank you,” Mendanbar said. “That’ svery hdpful.

“You'rewelcome, Your Mgesty,” said thelion. “Any time. Isthere anything else? Because if thereisn't,
| should redlly be getting back to the pool.”

“That’sall,” Mendanbar said, and bid the lion a polite good-bye. He waited where he stood until thelion
waswadl out of sight, then continued on. He was very thoughtful, and alittle annoyed. His quiet walk
was turning out to be more of a project than he had expected.

A short while later, he passed the oak the squirrel had described, and alittle farther on he found ahill
covered with bright blue catnip. He paused, debating the wisdom of walking around the hill rather than
through the thick growth.

“Y ou never know what things like oddly colored catnip will do if you touch them,” Mendanbar reminded
himself. Helooked at the knee-high carpet of blue leaves, then glanced at the deep shadows below the
trees at thefoot of the hill.

“On the other hand, one of the easiest ways of getting lost in the Enchanted Forest isto not follow
directionsexactly.” He looked at the catnip again. He did not want to spend hours hunting for Morwen’s
house just to avoid some oddly colored plants. Cautioudy, he poked at theinvisible network of magic
that hung over the hill. It seemed norma enough. With ashrug, hewaded in.

Halfway to the top, he saw some of the stalks near the edge of the patch wobble, asif something small
had run through it. The wobble kept pace with him until he reached the top of the hill, but though he tried
to see what was causing it, he was unable to catch a glimpse of whatever was brushing by the plants.

The patch of catnip ended at the top of the hill. Mendanbar stopped to catch his breath and look
around. The hill doped gently down to awhite picket fence that surrounded three sSides of agarden. A
large lilac bush was blooming on one side of the gate in the middle of the fence, and an even larger apple
tree loaded with fist-sized green apples stood on the other side.

Mendanbar frowned. “Aren’t lilacs and apple trees supposed tobloom at the sametime? What isone
doing with blossomswhile the other is covered with fruit?” Then helaughed a himsdlf. “Wadll, itisawitch’
sgarden, after dl.” He supposed he shouldn’t be surprised if things behaved strangely.

On the other side of the garden stood a solid little gray house with ared roof. Smoke was drifting out of
the chimney, and lace curtains were blowing in and out the open windows on either side of the back
door. Below the right-hand window was awindow box overflowing with red and blue flowers. The
stone step outside the door was cleaner than the floor inside Mendanbar’ s study, and he resolved to do
something about that as soon as he got home. Sleeping on one corner of the step was awhite cat, her fur
gleaming inthesun.

Mendanbar walked down the hill to the gate. A small brass sign hung on the latch. It read: “Please keep



the gate CLOSED. Sdlesmen enter at their own risk.” Smiling, Mendanbar lifted the latch and pushed
the gate open.

A loud yowl! from just over his head made him jump back. He looked up and discovered afat tabby cat
perched in the branches of the apple tree, staring down at him with green eyes. Aningtant later, along
gray streak shot out from behind a nearby tree and through the open gate. It dowed asit neared the
house, and Mendanbar saw that it was actualy alean gray cat with aragged tail. The gray cat legped to
the doorstep and from there to the sill of the open window. The white cat on the step raised her head
and made acomplaining noise asthe gray one vanished insde the house.

“So much for asurprisevidt,” Mendanbar said to the cat in the tree. The cat gave him asmug look and
began washing its paws. Mendanbar stepped through the gate, closed it carefully, and started acrossthe
garden toward the house.

3

I|n Which Mendanbar Receives
Some Advice from a Witch

DRI

Before Mendanbar was hal fway across the garden, the door of the cottage swung open. Seven cats of
various sizes and colorstrotted out, tails high. They flowed over the stoop, collecting the deepy white
cat on their way, and lined themsalves up in aneat row. Mendanbar stopped and looked down at them,
blinking. They blinked back, al eight at once, asif they had been trained.

“Wd|?' said avoice.

Mendanbar looked up. A short woman in aloose black robe stood in the open doorway. Her hair was
apdeginger color, piled loosaly on her head. Mendanbar supposed she must use magic to keep it up,
for not one wisp was out of place. She wore a pair of glasseswith gold rims and rectangular lenses, and
she held abroom in one hand.

“Y ou must be Morwen,” Mendanbar said with more confidence than he fdt, for she was quite pretty
and, apart from the black robe and broom, not witchytooking at al.

The woman nodded. Giving her a courteous halfbow, Mendanbar went on, “1’m Mendanbar, and | was
advised to talk to you about—well, about aproblem I’ ve discovered. | hope you weren’t on your way
out.” Heindicated the broom.

Morwen examined him for another moment, then nodded briskly. “ Soyou’ re the King. Comein and tell
mewhy you’'re here, and I’ ll ssewhat | can do for you.”

“How do you know I’ m the King?’” Mendanbar asked as the cats exchanged glances and then began
wandering off in various directions. He felt disgruntled, because he had not intended to mention the fact.
At least Morwen wasn’t curtsying or Smpering, and she hadn’t sarted caling him “Your Mgesty” yet,
ether. Perhgpsit would bedl right.

“I recognize you, of course,” Morwen said. She set the broom against the wall behind the door as she
spoke. “You’velet your hair get abit long, but that doesn’t make much difference, one way or another.



And Mendanbar isn’t exactly acommon name these days. Are you going to stand there dl day?’
“I'm sorry,” Mendanbar said, following Morwen into the house. “I didn’t redlize we’ d met before.”

“Wehaven't,” Morwen said. “When | moved to the Enchanted Forest five years ago, | made surell
knew what you looked like. 1" d have been asking for trouble, otherwise.”

“Oh,” saild Mendanbar, taken aback. He had never thought of himself as one of the hazards of the
Enchanted Forest that someone might wish to be prepared for, and he did not like the idea much, now
that it had been pointed out to him.

Morwen waved at asturdy chair next to alarge table in the center of the room. “ Sit down. Would you
like somecider?’

“That sounds very good.” Mendanbar took the chair while Morwen crossed to a cupboard on the far
wall and began taking mugs and bottles out of it. He was glad to have aminute to collect hiswits. He
was not surewhat he had expected her to be like, but Morwen was definitely not it.

Her house was not what he had expected, either. The inside was as neat and clean asthe outside. The
walls of the Sngle large room were painted apde, sivery gray. Six largewindowslet in light and air from
al directions. There were no gargoyles or grimacing faces or wild tangles of trees and vines carved into
the window ledges or the woodwork around the celling, and no intricate patterns set into the

floorboards. One of the cats had come inside and was Sitting on a big, square trunk, washing his paws,
another was lying in an open window, keeping an eye on the backyard. There was alarge black stovein
the corner by the cupboard, and three more chairs around the table where Mendanbar was sitting. It
was dl very pleasant and uncluttered, and Mendanbar found himsdlf wishing he had afew roomslikethis
inhiscadle.

“There,” said Morwen as she set alarge blue jug and two matching mugs in the center of the table.
“Now, tell me about this problem of yours.”

Mendanbar cleared histhroat and began. “ About an hour ago, | ran across a section of the Enchanted
Forest that had been destroyed. The trees had been burned to sstumps and there wasn’t even any moss
left onthe ground. I’ m afraid it may have been arogue dragon. | found dragon scalesin the ashes, and a
squirrel suggested | come and seeyou.”

“Dragon scales?” Morwen pressed her lipstogether, looking very grim indeed. “Did you bring them with
you?

“Yes,” said Mendanbar. He dug the scales out of his pocket and spread them out on the table.
“Hmmm,” said Morwen, bending over thetable. “1 don’t like thelook of this”

“Can you tell anything about this dragon from his scales?” Mendanbar asked.

“For onething, these sces aren’t dl from the same dragon,” Morwen said. Her frown deepened. “ At
leadt, they shouldn’t be.”

“How can you tdl?” Mendanbar asked, his somach sinking.

“Look at the colors. Thisoneis ydlow-green; that one has agrayish tinge, and thisone hasapurple
sheen. Y ou don’t get that kind of variation on one dragon.”

“Oh, no,” Mendanbar groaned, shutting his eyes and leaning his forehead againgt his hands. He had so



hoped that it had been a single dragon. It would have been anuisance, sending letters of complaint to the
King of the Dragons and waiting for an answer, but it would have been better than awar. If agroup of
dragons had attacked the Enchanted Forest, war was amost inevitable. “Y ou’ re sure there were severa
dragonsinvolved?’

“I didn’t say that,” Morwen snapped. “| said that these scaleslook asiif they came from different
dragons.”

“But if the scales came from different dragons—"

“I didn’t say that, either,” Morwen said. | said theylookedasiif they came from different dragons. Have
alittle patience, Mendanbar.”

Mendanbar opened his mouth to say something else, then closed it again. Morwen was staring with greet
concentration at one of the scales, the one that was the brightest green, and she didn’t look asif she
would welcome an interruption. Suddenly she straightened and in one swift movement scooped the
scalestogether like apile of cards. She tapped the stack againgt the tabletop to straighten it, then set it
down with an air of satisfaction.

“Hal | thought there was something odd about these,” she said, hdf to hersdlf.
“What isit?’

“Jugt aminute and I’ [l show you.” Morwen went back to the cupboard and took down a small bowl and
severd jars of various Sizes. As she spooned and mixed and muttered, Mendanbar felt magic gather
around her, likeatingling intheair that dowly concentrated itsdlf inside the bowl. At last she capped the
jarsand carried the bowl, brimming with magic, over to thetable.

“Stay back,” she warned when Mendanbar leaned forward to get a better view.

Mendanbar sat back, watching closaly, as Morwen spread the five dragon scales out in aline. She set
the purple scale at one end and the bright green one at the other. Then she held the bow! over the center
of theline, took a deep breath, and said,

“Wind for clarity,
Sone for endurance,
Sream for change,
Firefor truth:

Be what you are!”

As she spoke, shetilted the bowl and poured a continuous line of dark liquid in along stripe acrossthe
middle of thefive scaes.

Therewas aflash of purplelight, and the liquid began to glow. The glow spread outward, likefire
creeping around the edges of apiece of paper, until it reached the rims of the dragon scales. Then it
flashed once more and vanished.

Fiveidenticd scdeslay side by sdeonthetable, al of them bright green.

“| thought s0,” Morwen said with satisfaction. “ These scales al came from the same dragon. Someone
atered them so that they would each ook different.”



“Oh, good,” Mendanbar said with somerdlief. “How did you know?’

“The scales were the same shape, and very nearly the same size,” Morwen said. “ Different dragons
might have scaes about the same Sze, if they were the same age, but there’ sas much variaionin the
shape of dragon scales asthereisin their color.”

“Really? Mendanbar said, interested. “1 didn’t know that.”

“Not many people do. But look at these—they’redl round, with oneflat edge. If they’ d come from
different dragons, |’ d expect oneto be, say, squared off, another oval, another long and wiggly, and so
on”

“Inthat case, it shouldn’t be too hard to find the dragon who destroyed that chunk of forest,”
Mendanbar said.

Morwen looked at him severely over the tops of her spectacles. “I’m not sureit wasadragon at al.”

“Why not?’” Mendanbar asked. “Because the scales were changed? But if he didn’t want to be blamed

“If some dragon wanted to avoid being blamed foe burning up a piece of the Enchanted Forest, he
wouldn'’t have left his scaleslying around, changed or not,” Morwen said dryly. “Picking them up would
be alot easier than enchanting them. Besides, a hedlthy dragon doesn’t shed scales at thisrate. Unless
you think your rogue dragon burned down alot of trees and then stood around looking at them for a
week or two.”

“I see.” Mendanbar picked up one of the scales and ran hisfingertips acrossit.

“It’ sagood thing you were the one who found these,” Morwen went on, waving at the dragon scales.
“If it had been one of the elves, there would have been trouble for certain.”

“Why do you say that? Whoever found them would have had to bring them to the castle—"

“And long before he got there, word would have been alover the forest that alot of dragons had burned
half the woods to powder,” Morwen said. “Most elves mean well, but they can’t keep a secret and they
have no common sense to speak of . Flighty creatures.”

“Do you think someone was trying to make trouble between the Enchanted Forest and the dragons,
then?’

“It’ spossible,” Morwen answered. “1f you hadn’t come to me, you probably would have thought the
scaes came from different dragons. Plenty of people know about the color variation. | doubt that you’ d
have figured out the transformation, though. Only people who arefairly familiar with dragons know
about the differencesin the shapes of their scales, and | don’t think anyone &t the castle understands
dragonsvery well.”

“How do you happen to know so much about dragons?’ Mendanbar asked, nettled.

“Oh, Kazul and | have been friendsfor along time,” Morwen said. “We trade favors now and then. She
lets me have a spare scale when | need onefor aspell, and | lend her books from my library and pots
and pans that she doesn’t want to keep around al thetime. In fact, Kazul was the one who convinced
me that it would be agood ideato move to the Enchanted Forest.”

“Kazul,” Mendanbar said, frowning. “ That nameisfamiliar. Who isshe?’



“Kazul isthe King of the Dragons,” Morwen said. “Drink your cider.”

Automatically, Mendanbar lifted his mug. Then theimplications of what Morwen had said sank in, and
he choked. Morwen was agood friend of the King of the Dragons? No wonder she knew so much
about dragon scales!

Morwen gave him anironic look, asif she knew exactly what he wasthinking. To give himsdf timeto
recover, Mendanbar sipped at his cider. It was cold and sweet and tangy, and it fizzed asit did across
histongue. He looked at the mug in surprise and took alonger drink. It was just as tasty the second
time. “Thisisvery good.”

Morwen looked amost smug. “I make it mysdf. Y ou may have a bottle to take back to the castle with
you, provided you take a bottle to Kazul when you go see her about these scaes you found.”

“Thank—wait aminute, what makes you think I’ m going to see Kazul 7’

“How dse are you going to find out who these scales belong to? | may know more about dragons than
most people, but | can’t tell whose scalesthese are just from their color and size. Kazul can. Besides,
you should have paid acall last year, when the old king died and Kazul got the crown.”

“I sent anote and a coronation present,” Mendanbar said. He sounded sulky even to himsdlf, and hefelt
asif hewere being lectured by his mother, who had died when he was fourteen. “I was going to visit, but
the Frost Giants decided to come south early, and then some fool magician tried to turn arock snake
into abird and got a cockatrice, and—

“—and it’ s been one thing after another, and you’ ve never found thetime,” Morwen said.
“Redly,Mendanbar. Haven't you learned by now that it’ salways one thing after another? Being busy is
no excuse. Everyone’sbusy. Y ou take those scales and a bottle of my cider and go talk to Kazul. At the
very least, you’ |l get some good advice, and | expect you'll get some help aswell. You look to me asif
you could useit.”

“The castle g&ff isvery good,” Mendanbar said stiffly. “And my steward does an excellent job.”

“I’'m sure he does,” Morwen said. “But one good steward isn’t enough to run anorma kingdom, much
less one like the Enchanted Forest. It’ s perfectly plain just from looking at you that you’ rewearing
yourself out trying to do everything yourself.”

“Itis?”
Morwen gave afirmlittlenod. “Itis. Andit’s quite unnecessary. All you redlly need—"
“—isawife” Mendanbar muttered resignedly, recognizing the beginning of Willin’ sfamiliar complaint.

“—issomeone sengbleto talkk to,” Morwen finished. Shelooked at him sternly over the tops of her
glasses. “ Preferably someone who knows at least alittle about running akingdom. An exiled prince, for
ingtance, though they don’t usually stay long enough to be useful. Someone who’ll do more than make
lists of things you need to attend to.”

Mendanbar thought of Willin°s endless schedules and could not help smiling. “Y ou' re probably right.”
He suppressed asigh; he didn’t have time to spend hunting for a capable adviser. “Do you know anyone
itable?

“Severa people, but they’redl quite happy where they areright now,” Morwen said. “Don’t worry.
Thisisthe Enchanted Forest. If you start serioudly looking for good help, you' Il find some.”



“I hopel recognizeit when | seeit,” Mendanbar said. He took another long drink of cider and stared
into themug. “Y ou’ re the most sensible person |’ ve talked to in days. | don’t supposeyou’ d consider
moving to the castle?’

“Certainly not,” Morwen answered tartly. “I have quite enough to do here. However, I’ll have the cats
keep an eye out for any more burned-out patches of forest, and if | think of anything that might be
important 1’1l let you know. Finish your cider and go see Kazul before you talk yoursdlf out of it.”

“I won't talk mysdlf out of it,” Mendanbar said, taking another Sip of cider. “1t’sagood idea” He
picked up the dragon scales and put them back into his pocket. He hoped Kazul. would be able to tell
him something worthwhile. The Enchanted Forest waslarge, but it could disgppear in ahurry if someone
garted punching holesin it. He frowned suddenly. “ Do dragons est magic?’

“Not that | know of,” Morwen said. “Why do you ask?’

“That burned-out place | told you about,” Mendanbar said. “ There wasn’t any magic leftinit. It had
been sucked dry. I’ ve never seen anything likeit.”

“I don’t think dragons would have donethat,” Morwen said. She considered for amoment, then rose.
“Wait hereaminute; | want to look something up.”

She walked over to the back door, the one through which Mendanbar had come in. He watched,
puzzled, as she opened the door and stepped through into aroom full of tall, dark bookcases. Morwen
|eft the door open and disappeared among the shelves. Mendanbar blinked. The windows on either sde
of the door looked out on the garden, and the one on theright till had acat in it. Oh ,ofcourse, he
thought.1t’ s one of those door s that go where you want them to. There was adoor like that in one of
the cadtle attics, which was convenient for getting back to the ground floor without actudly climbing
down seven flights of stairs. Unfortunately, you still had to climb up dl seven flightsin order to get to the
aticinthefirs place.

Morwen regppeared, holding ared book with thetitleThe Patient Dragon printed on the cover in gold.
She closed the library door behind her and sat down at the table again. She flipped rapidly through the
book, then dowed and read half a page with great care.

“I thought s0,” she said. “Dragons don’t eat magic. They generate their own, the way unicorns do.”
“You'resure?’

“Seefor yoursdlf.” Morwen held the book out. “ Austen is very reliable, and the more obscure the fact,
the more reliable he tendsto be. If he says dragons make their own magic, they do.”

“I'll take your word far it,” Mendanbar said. “But the more | find out, the less sense any of this makes.”
“Then you haven’t found out enough,” Morwen said.

They talked for afew more minutes while Mendanbar finished his cider. Morwen told him how to find
Kazul’ s cave in the Mountains of Morning but refused to advise him on what to do when he got there.
Finaly, she packed him off with two bottles of cider, the red book about dragons, and a
recommendation not to waste any more time than he had to.

Mendanbar headed straight back to the castle. Visiting the King of the Dragons was going to take more
preparation than smply talking to asensible witch, and Morwen was right about wasting time.



A

|n Which a Wizard
Pays a Visit

SRR DK

\hen Mendanbar got back to the castle, the first person he saw was Willin, standing in the doorway

looking relieved. By the time Mendanbar got within earshot, however, the ef’ s expression had changed
to aferocious scowl.

“I am happy to seethat Y our Mgesty hasreturned safdy,” Willin said iffly. “1 was about to send
aparty out to search for you.”

“Willin, thet’ sridic—" Mendanbar broke off as his brain caught up with him. Willin might fussand
complain about the king playing hooky, but he wouldn’ t send someone out looking for him without more
reason than irritation. “What’ s happened?’

Willin unbent very dightly. “Y our Mgesty has an unexpected visitor.” He paused. “At leadt, | presume
heis unexpected.”

“Don’'t frown a melikethat,” Mendanbar said. “I certainly didn’t expect anyone. If | had, I’d havetold
you.”

“So | had assumed,” Willin said, relaxing alittle more. “And since Y our Mgesty is not forgetful, in the
normal way of things, | felt sure you would not have, ah, |eft the palace so precipitoudy if you had had
an gppointment.”

“Whoisit?” Mendanbar asked. “Not another complaint from the Darkmorning Elves, | hope?If itis,
you can tell them | won’t see them. |’ ve had enough of their whining, and I’ ve got more important things
to attend to right now.”

“No,” Willinsad. “It’ s Zemenar, the Head Wizard of the Society of Wizards.”

“Oh, lord,” Mendanbar said. He had only met the Head Wizard once before, at his coronation three
years earlier, and he hadn’t liked the man much then. Still, the Society of Wizards was a powerful group,
and its members were not the sort of people it was agood ideato offend. He ran ahand distractedly
through hishair. “How long has he been waiting? What does he want?’

“He’ sonly been herefor afew minutes,” Willin reassured him. The ef’ sfrown returned. “He refused to
tell me hisbusiness, Your Mgesty. He said it was amatter for Your Mgesty’searsaone.”

“Hewould,” Mendanbar muttered. “As| recall, he’s got an exaggerated idea of hisown importance.”

“Your Maesty!” said Willin, clearly shocked by such plain spesking. “The Head Wizard of the Society
of Wizardsisaperson of great ditinction.”

“Hecertainly thinks s0,” Mendanbar said. “Oh, don’t worry, | won't say anything improper when I’m
talking to him. Whereishe?’

°'| asked him to wait in the main audience chamber.”



“Good. I'll go see what he wants. Y ou take these down to the kitchen.” Mendanbar handed Morwen’s
jugsof cider to Willin. The df blinked in puzzled surprise. Before Willin had time to collect himslf,
Mendanbax grabbed a handful of magic and twisted hard.

The courtyard faded into white mist. An ingtant later, the mist evaporated, leaving Mendanbar standing in
the middle of his study. The wooden gargoylein the corner immediately began shouting a him.

“You! You'vegot alot of nerve, watzing in asif nothing’ s happened. | bet you thought that trick with
the soapy water was funny! You’ll be sorry for it when the wood up here starts to rot from the damp,
youwait and see”

“That’ swhy you’ re there,” Mendanbar said as he set the book Morwen had given him on the desk.
“You're supposed to let us know if the wood starts to go bad or gets termites, so we can fix it before
the cagtlefals apart.”

“And look at thethanks| get,” the gargoyle complained, “Water in my ears and soap in my eyes. How
do you expect metodomy jobif | can’t see?’

Mendanbar listened with half an ear while he rummaged through the desk. The gold circlet heworefor
officia businesswasin the bottom drawer under a pile of old envelopes and out-of-date invitations to
balls, dinners, birthday parties, cricket games, and teas. As he put the circlet on, Mendanbar frowned at
the drawer, wondering why hewas saving al that useless paper. He resolved for the hundredth time that
week to clean everything out someday soon, shoved the drawer closed, and glanced around to make
sure he hadn’t forgotten anything.

“Areyou lisening to me?’ the gargoyle ydled.
“Of course not,” Mendanbar said. “| never do when you’ rebeing insulting.”

“Insulting?Y ou want insulting?1’ Il give you insulting. Y ou aways dressfunny! Y ou’ ve got feet like an
elephant! Y our noseistoo big and your ears stick out!”

“Not much, compared to yours,” said Mendanbar cheerfully as he crossed to the door. “ Stop grousing;;
if you can see my nose from up where you are, there’ s nothing wrong with your eyes.”

“Your hairisabird’ snest!” the gargoyle shouted just before the door closed behind Mendanbar. ©’ A
bird’ s nest, do you hear me?’

Mendanbar rolled his eyes and headed down the corridor toward the main audience chamber. He
supposed he would have to apologize to the gargoyle sooner or later, unless he could figure out away to
muffle the noise while he worked. Maybe he could enchant a pair of earplugsto keep out the gargoyle’s
voice and nothing ese. A spell that specific would be tricky, but it would be worth it just to seethe
gargoyle’ sface when it reglized Mendanbar didn’t mind its chatter. Mendanbar smiled and pushed open
the rear door of the audience chamber.

Zemenar turned as Mendanbar entered, and the blue and gray robes he wore flared out around him. His
facewasjust as sharp and angular as Mendanbar remembered. Giving Mendanbar along, appraising
look, Zemenar bowed his head in greeting. “Y our Mgesty.”

“Wecome, Head Wizard,” Mendanbar said, bowing dightly in return. Something tugged gently &t his
mind, distracting him. The strands of magic, which were dways particularly plentiful ingdethe castle,
were drifting dowly toward the staff Zemenar carried. In another minute or two, they would begin
winding around Zemenar’ s saff like thread winding onto aspool. Before long, the wizard’ s saff would



absorb them, leaving atangled knot in the orderly net of magic, and Mendanbar would have to spend
hours straightening it out later.

It happened every time awizard came to the Enchanted Forest, and it was very inconvenient.
Mendanbar had gotten tired of asking wizards to keep their staffs from soaking up magic. They hardly
ever understood what he was talking about, and if he did manage to makeit clear, they generaly got
upset and indignant. He didn’t want to upset the Head Wizard of the Society of Wizards, but he didn’t
want to spend his afternoon cleaning up amagical messin the middle of his casile, elther. He reached out
with amenta hand and nudged the invisible cords away from the staff.

Zemenar did not seem to notice. “1 have come to see you about a matter of much urgency to the Society
of Wizards,” he said, stroking hislong gray beard portentoudy. “I hope you will bewilling to assist us”

“That depends on what kind of help you’ re asking for,” Mendanbar replied. “ There are somethings |
won't do, and afew that | can’t. I’ m sure you understand.”

“Entirdy,” Zemenar said, though he sounded allittle put out, asif he had hoped to get Mendanbar to
agree quickly, without asking any awkward questions.

Mendanbar felt like ralling his eyesin exasperation. Everybody who lived in the Enchanted Forest knew
better than to make a promise without knowing what they were promising. Did thiswizard think that
Mendanbar was stupid just because he was young?

“Wein the Society of Wizards have been having agreat dedl of difficulty recently with the dragonsin the
Mountains of Morning,” Zemenar went on. “That isthe root of the problem.”

“I don’t think | can help you with the dragons,” Mendanbar said. The strands of magic were drifting
toward the wizard’ s saff again. He gave them another nudge. “ The Mountains of Morning aren’t part of
the Enchanted Forest, so | can’t just order the dragonsto behave. If you were having trouble with elves,
now, | might be able—"

“Naturdly, we don’t wish to involve you in our dispute,” Zemenar interrupted smoothly. “However, one
of the results of our quarrel isthat the King of the Dragons has cut off the Society’ s access to the Caves
of Fireand Night.”

“| 4ill don’t see—"

“*The caves are the source of many of theingredientswe usein our Spells,” Zemenar broke in once
more. “They are dso the only placeit is possible to make certain items we need for our research.” He
paused and blinked, fingering his staff with one hand asif he thought there might be arough spot
somewhere dong it and he wastrying to find it without attracting attention. “We—the Society of Wizards
—must have someway of entering the caves.”

“Go on.” Mendanbar tried not to sound asirritated as he felt. He did not like Zemenar’ slecturing tone,
he wastired of being interrupted, and he ill did not see what the Society’ s dispute with the dragons had
to do with him. On top of that, the invisible threads of magic were moving toward Zemenar’ s&ff again,
amog asif something were sucking them in. Mendanbar yanked at them hard, wishing he could do the
sameto the Head Wizard.

“That iswhereyou comein, Your Mgesty,” Zemenar said. He sounded vaguely confused, asif hewere
trying to concentrate on two things at once, “Y ou, ah, could be of great use. . . that is, you could help us
enormoudy.”



“How?’ The strands of magic were gliding toward the staff more quickly than ever. Mendanbar could
seethat if he kept pulling at them he would soon be unable to pay attention to anything € se. He thought
for amoment, while Zemenar rambled, then he took hold of afat, invisble cord and with aswift gesture
threw it in aloop around Zemenar. The loop hovered three feet from the Head Wizard in dl directions,
spinning dowly. Other cords floated towardsit and glanced off before they came anywhere near
Zemenar or hisgtaff. Mendanbar smiled dightly.

The Head Wizard broke off his speech in midsentence. “What wasthat?’ he demanded.

“I beg your pardon,” Mendanbar said with dignity. “Asthe ruler of the Enchanted Forest, there are
sometimes matters that require my immediate attention. | have dedt with thisone.”

Zemenar frowned, plainly taken aback. “Y ou have? But | didn’t sense any spell—" He stopped short,
gtaring at Mendanbar in consternation.

“Y ou would not,” Mendanbar said in an offhand manner. Inwardly, he smiled. Apparently wizards could
fed normd spell-casting, but they could not sense Mendanbar’ sway of doing magic. He wandered why
no one had ever mentioned it. Undetectable spells could be a big advantage, if he ever had trouble with
the Society of Wizards. “It was not exactly aspell, just something to do with the forest forces. It need
not concern you.”

“Of course, Your Mgesty,” Zemenar said after along pause. “If | may continue?’
“Pleasedo,”

“What we are asking isthat you allow the wizards of our society to enter the Caves of Fire and Night
from the Enchanted Forest,” Zemenar said. “ Thereisaway in somewhere aong your eastern border, |
bdieve”

“Yes, but it doesn’'t stay put,” Mendanbar pointed out. “Nothing in the Enchanted Forest does, at lest,
not for long.”

“It’ sawaysin the samegeneral area, though,”Zemenar said confidently. “We’ rewilling to take whatever
timeisneeded tofind it.”

Mendanbar thought of the enormous number of knots and tangles that the wizards would cause while
they wandered around looking for the entrance to the caves, and he could barely suppress a shudder.
“What about the dragons?’

“If you have no authority over them, they can have none over your gateway into the Caves of Fireand
Night,” Zemenar said, watching Mendanbar closely with his hard, bright eyes.

“That’snot what | meant.” Mendanbar paused, pretending to consider. “1 think | must refuse your
request, temporarily at least,” he said in asjudicious atone as he could manage. “I have certain. . .
differences of my own to settle with the King of the Dragons at the moment. From what you say, the
dragonswould object if | let your wizards into the Caves of Fire and Night, and | do not want to make
my discusson with them any more difficult than it islikely to be aready. | hope you understand.”

“Ah.” A fleeting expression of satisfaction flicked across Zemenar’ sface. “°l am sorry to hear that you,
too, are having trouble with dragons. | hope you will be able to settle things suitably. They aredy
crestures, you know, and one can never tell what they are thinking.”

The same thing could be said about the Head Wizard of the Society of Wizards,thought Mendanbar.
“Thank you for your kind wishes,” he said aloud.



“If you would like our assistance, the Society of Wizards would be happy to adviseyou,” Zemenar said
with asmile. “We have had a great dedl of experience with dragons over the years.”

“| appreciate the offer,” Mendanbar replied cautioudy. He did not want to offend the Head Wizard, but
he doubted that the wizards’ advice would help him much. After adl, they seemed to be having more
trouble with dragons than he was.

“Have you met the new King of the Dragons or her princess?’ the Head Wizard went on.

“No, |—princess?’ Mendanbar forgot his misgivingsin awave of surprised dismay. “ The King of the
Dragons has a princess?’

“Shedoesindeed,” Zemenar said. Therewas afaint frown in his eyes, and hisfingers were stroking his
daff again. “ She’sared troublemaker, too—the princess, | mean. Our misunderstanding with the
dragonsisal her fault.”

“Oh, lord,” Mendanbar said. He raised ahand to run hisfingers through his hair and remembered just in
time that he was wearing hiscirclet. “ And King Kazul listensto her?’

“Certainly. Most of the dragons do, now. Cimoreneis quite the power behind the thronein the
Mountainsof Morning.”

There was a sneer in Zemenar’ svoice, along with agood deal of suppressed anger. Mendanbar couldn’t
blame him. He’ d had enough trouble with princesses himself to know the type. Cimorene must be one of
the beautiful, empty-headed, ambitious bores whose only talents were the ability to stare innocently with
their blue eyes and a knack for wrapping people—or, in Cimorene’ s case, dragons—around their fragile
fingers. She was probably too stupid to redize how much trouble her manipulations caused, but if she
did notice she probably liked having the power to produce turmoil.

“Oh, lord,” Mendanbar repeated. Why hadn’t Morwen warned him? Well, he had to talk to Kazul, one
way or another. Perhaps Morwen had heard about his aversion to princesses and hadn’t wanted to give
him any reason to put off the visit. Mendanbar looked at Zemenar, completely in charity with the wizard
for thefirg time. “ Thank you for telling me.”

“You'revery welcome,” Zemenar said. “Y ou will let me know how things go, won’t you? And do
remember that the Society of Wizardswill be happy to give you whatever help you may need. It’sinour
own interest, after al. The sooner you get thislittle matter settled, the sooner you' |l be able to reconsider
our request about the Caves of Fire and Night.”

“Yes, certainly,” Mendanbar said. “Isthat al, then?1’ |l have Willin show you out.”

“That won't be necessary.” Zemenar gave Mendanbar a smile that set Mendanbar’ steeth on edge. “lam
awizard, after all. Good day, Your Mgjesty.”

Zemenar bowed and was suddenly and completely gone. No, not completely; Mendanbar could fed a
lump of magic in the center of thelooping spell where Zemenar had been standing. Mendanbar frowned.
He might gppreciate Zemenar’ swarning about Kazul' s Princess, but that was no reason for the wizard
to go leaving leftover bits of magicin hiscastle.

Mendanbar reached for the loop, to undo it, and paused. Aslong as he was at home, he might as well
do thisthe easy way. He twitched adifferent strand of magic, and the audience chamber dissolved
around him.



Hemateridized in the cool darkness of the castle armory. Lighting the wall torches with another twitch of
the magic threads, he looked around. Willin had been hard at work since the last time Mendanbar had
vigted the armory. Most of the swords and shields that had been piled in one corner or another were
now hanging in neat pairs on thewalls. Extra swords, spears, maces, lances, and knives hung in closdy
spaced rows higher up. The effect was dmost decorative. Mendanbar made a menta note to
compliment Willin, then turned his attention toward the wooden chests dong the far wall.

The one he wanted wasin the center. He reached into his pocket for the key and realized he had left itin
his desk. He sighed and snapped his fingers. With asmall pop, the key appeared inthe air level with his
nose and fdl into his pam. Mendanbar smiled at it and bent to open the chest. Willin was dways after
him to have a proper set of keys made for the various doors and drawers and chests and hiding placesin
the castle, but Mendanbar couldn’t see any reason to waste the effort when the Key to the Castle was
all you needed to open any lock in the place.

It wasn't asif Willin needed aspell to call the Key, either, Mendanbar thought as he lifted thelid of the
chest. The Key had its own magic. Aslong asit wasinside the cadtle, it came to whoever called it.
Willinjust wanted to puff up his own consequence by carrying abig bunch of keysjangling at his belt.
Mendanbar looked down and forgot about Willin.

Therewas only onething in the chest: asword, gleaming in thetorchlight. It was very plain, amost
ordinary-looking, and it didn’t have an air of magic about it at al, though anyone who looked at it closdly
would notice that it shone too brightly and had too sharp an edge to be an ordinary sword. Mendanbar
reached in and took the hilt in his hand with asigh of satisfaction. In the air around him, the unseen
Strands of power hummed in response, for this sword was linked to the warp and weft of the Enchanted
Forest in ways no one, not even the Kings of the Enchanted Forest, realy understood. Mendanbar
awaysfdt better when he had the sword with him, but he couldn’t wear it around the castle dl thetime.
It made Willin unhappy and visitors nervous. So he kept the sword in the armory unless he could think of
an excuseto useit.

Rising, he swung the sword twice, just for fun. Then he hunted around until he found a sword belt and
scabbard, put the sword in the sheath, and buckled the belt around hiswaist. With another wave of his
hand, he was back in the audience chamber.

5

In Which Therelsa Misunderstanding
and Mendanbar Does Some Plumbing

YD
The awvkward lump of wizard-magic was right where Mendanbar had left it. He sudied it for amoment,
then drew his sword.
“Your Mgesty!” said Willin from the doorway. “Whét are youdoing?”

“Cleaning up after our vigitor,” Mendanbar replied. “Do be quiet for aminute, Willin. | need to
concentrate.”

“ BlJt—"



Mendanbar shot an irritated look at Willin. The castle steward broke off and closed his mouth into a
thin, disgpproving line. Mendanbar waited haf amoment longer to make sure the elf was not going to
say anything else, then turned back to the lump. Raisingthe sword, he reached over the loop of
Enchanted Forest magic and stuck the point into the center of the mass.

A surge of power ran through the sword asit sucked up the wizard’ sleftovers and sent them to
reinforce the invisible network of Enchanted Forest magic. The surge was stronger than Mendanbar had
expected, and he frowned as he lifted the sword away from the now-empty space and put it back in its
sheath. Perhapsit hadn’t been extra, unused magic, after al; perhaps Zemenar had deliberately Ieft a
spdll behind. It wastoo late to test it now, though. The sword was thorough, and whatever the lump had
been, it was now gone for good.

“Your Mgesty?’

Willin’ s voice sounded much more tentative than it had amoment before. Mendanbar almost smiled, but
Willin was sureto get upset if he thought he was being laughed at. So Mendanbar kept his face tiff and
took alittle longer than necessary to undo the loop he had | €ft to guard the wizard’ s magic. When he
was poditive that his expression was norma, he turned.

“Yes Willin?'

“What was dl that about? Has my lord the Head Wizard gone? Why are you wearing your sword? What

“Onething a atime,” Mendanbar interrupted gently. “ Zemenar has gone, yes. He cast avanishing spell,
and avery good one, too. No smoke, no whirling dust, justpoof and he was gone. Unfortunately, he
wasn't astidy with the end of his spell, and some of it got left behind. Or at least, that’ swhat | thought
until | got rid of it aminute ago.”

“I...see” Willinsad in atone that meant hedidn’t. “And that’ swhy you have your sword?’

“Partly.” Mendanbar looked at the empty patch of floor where the wizard had been, then shook his
head. Whatever Zemenar might have been up to, it would have to wait. “1 haveto pay avist totheKing
of the Dragons.”

Willin’ s face went completely blank. “Y ou what?’

“I’m going to the Mountains of Morning, to see the King of the Dragons,” Mendanbar repeated. “And I’
m certainly not going without asword. There arelots of dangerous crestures in those mountains, and
some of themwouldn’t care that I’ m the King of the Enchanted Forest, even if they bothered to stop for
an introduction before they attacked.”

“But you can'tjustleave, Your Mgesty!” Willin said. “A forma embassy to the King of the Dragonswill
take weeksto arrange. Y ou’ll want afull escort, and—"

“I don’t think there’ stime,” Mendanbar broke in, before Willin could get too involved in planning.
“Something’ s come up, and it needs to be dedlt withnow . So I’ m going today, in another minute, and
you’'rein charge of the castle until 1 get back.” In asudden inspiration, Mendanbar pulled the Key to the
Cadtle out of his pocket and handed it ceremonioudy to Willin.

“1 am deeply honored by Y our Mgesty’ s confidence,” Willin said. “But are you surethisis necessary?’

“Yes” Mendanbar said. “Oh, and don’t let any wizardsin while I m gone. Something funny isgoing on,
and | don’t want any of them inside the castle until | figure out what, especidly if I’ m not here.”



“But what should | tell them, if they ask for you?’

“I don’t care, aslong asyou don’t let them in,” Mendanbar replied. “Isthat dl? ThenI’mgoing.” He
took hold of astrand of magic and pulled. When the misty whiteness cleared away, he was standing
among the trees of the Enchanted Forest just outside the castle. With abit more care, he chose another
magic thread and pulled again, harder. Thistime, he appeared at the very edge of the forest, where the
Mountains of Morning began. Two pacesin front of him, the vibrant green moss stopped asif it had
been diced away, and the dry gray rock began. He checked to make sure this was the right place—
Morwen’ s directions had been very specific—and then, reluctantly, stepped over the boundary.

Mendanbar had not left the Enchanted Forest for over three years, not since he had become King, and
he had forgotten how very barren everything fet outside. He could till sense the free-floating network of
magic behind him, but where he stood, the air was empty. Thin grass and scrubby bushesgrew in
patches wherever dirt had accumulated in low spots and cracks and corners. Ahead, the mountainsrose
high and sharp and dead. Many magicd creatureslived here, but the Mountains of Morning had no
magic of their own. Mendanbar could fed the emptiness where the magic should have been, and he
shivered in spite of himsdif

“Atleast | don’t haveto worry about finding Kazul,” hetold himself. “Aslong as| don’t get my
directions mixed up, | should be able to walk straight to her cave.” He smiled suddenly. “And it will till
betherewhen| get toit!” That wasworth something. And he still had some of the magic of the
Enchanted Forest dong with him in the form of his sword. Even through the sheath, Mendanbar could
fed the reassuring pulse of power.

“Wdll, there’ sno sensein putting it off.” He shrugged, took alast look back at hisforest, and started
waking.

* * *

Once he got used to the dry, dead, magiclessfed of the mountains, Mendanbar actualy enjoyed the
wak. Much as he loved the Enchanted Forest, he had to admit that it was nice to see so much sky.
Since dragons liked high places, the walk was mostly uphill, but that was fun, too. With no treesto block
the view, Mendanbar could see for miles, and the higher he got, the more he could see. The hillsin the
Enchanted Forest tended to be either low, rolling bumps that you hardly noticed, or steep mounds that
were usualy home to something dangerous, or magical, or both. Most of the latter were made of
something strange, too—jasper or polished coa or solid silver. There was even one made of glass
somewhere aong the southern edge of the forest. Some king had built it in order to get rid of his
daughter.

Daughter. King’s daughter. Princess! Mendanbar’ s good mood vanished. He' d forgotten about Kazul’
Sprincess.

“And I’ [l haveto be particularly polite to her, no matter how irritating sheis” he reminded himself
gloomily. If she had as much influence as Zemenar hinted, she could makethings very difficult if shetook
adidiketo him. He wondered why Kazul had kept her. The King of the Dragons didn’t normaly bother
with aprincess, or at least, Mendanbar had never before heard of onewho did.

He came around a curve and saw the mouth of acavein front of him. There was awide, flat, sandy
gpace in front of the cave, big enough for severa dragonsto land at the sametime, if they were careful
about it. The mountain rose straight up behind the cave mouth. Set in the stone over the center of the
opening was an outline of aspiky black crown.

As Mendanbar drew nearer, he saw atarnished brass handle sticking out of asmall hole beside the



cave. The handle was level with hiswaist, and next to it was asign that read: “WELCOME TO THE
CAVE OF THE DRAGON KING. Pull handleto ring bell.” On the line below, someone had added in
nest |etters printed in bright red paint, “ABSOLUTELY NO wizards, salespeople, or rescuers. This
meansY OU.”

Mendanbar stared at the sign for aminute and began to smile. No wonder Zemenar didn’t like Kazul’s
princess. Well, hewasn’t awizard, he wasn’t selling anything, and he certainly didn’t want to rescue
anybody. He gave the handleapull.

Somewhereinsdethe cave, abell rang. “Wdll, it’ sabout time,” said awoman’ svoice, and
Mendanbar’ s heart sank. He heard footsteps coming toward the mouth of the cave, and the same voice
continued, “1 was hoping you’ d get here before | left. Thesink is—”

The speaker came out of the cave, took alook a Mendanbar, and broke off in midsentence. “Oh, no,
notanother one,” she said.

Mendanbar stared at her in utter bafflement. If thiswas a princess, she was like no princess he had ever
seen, and he had seen dozens. True, she had asmall gold crown pinned into her hair, and she was very
pretty—beautiful, in fact—but she was wearing a blue-and-white checked apron with large pockets.
Mendanbar had never seen a princessin an apron before. The dress under the apron was rust-col ored
and practica-tooking, and she had the deevesrolled up above her elbows. He had never seena
princesswith her deevesrolled up, either. Her jet black hair hung in plain braids almost to her knees,
instead of making acloud of curlsaround her face. Her eyes were black, too, and shewas astall as
Mendanbar.

“We|?" shesaid in an exasperated tone. “ Are you going to stand there like alump, or are you going to
tell mewhat you want? Although | think | dready know.”

“Excuse me,” Mendanbar said. He pulled himself together and bowed uncertainly. 1 think there’ s been
some sort of mistake. I’ mlooking for Kazul, the King of the Dragons.”

“I'll bet you are,” the young woman muttered. “Well, you can’t have her. | handle my own knights and
princes.”

“I beg your pardon?’ Mendanbar said, blinking.

He was beginning to think the mistake was his. Thisyoung woman didn’t look like a princess (except for
the crown), shedidn’t act like aprincess, and she didn’t talk like aprincess. But if shewasn't a princess,
what was she doing here?

“I handle my own knights,” she repeated. “ Y ou see, | don’t want to be rescued, and it would be silly for
someoneto get hurt fighting Kazul when | intend to stay here no matter what happens. Besides, Kazul
has enough to do being King of the Dragons without people interrupting her to fight for no reason.”

“Youredlyare Kazul’ s princess’—what had Zemenar said her name was? Oh, yes—"Cimorene?’

“Yes, of course. Look, | haven’t got time to argue about this, not today. Could you please go away and
come back in, oh, aweek or so, when things are alittle more settled? Or | can direct you to amore
cooperative princess, if you’d rather not wait. Marchak has avery nice onejust now, and he lives quite
closehy.”

“No, I’'mafraid not,” Mendanbar said. He was beginning to think Willin had been right to say he should
wait for aforma audience. “You see, | didn’t cometo rescue you, or anybody. |’ m the King of the
Enchanted Forest, and | redlly did cometo talk to Kazul. And it’ s urgent. So—"



“Oh, drat,” said Cimorene. “Areyou sureit can’t wait? Kazul isn't hereright now.”

“I’ll wait for her,” Mendanbar said with polite firmness. “As| said, the matter is urgent.”
Cimorene frowned suddenly. “Did you say you were the King of theEnchanted Forest?”
Mendanbar nodded. “My name is Mendanbar.”

“Just why isit that you’ re so eager to see Kazul, Y our Mgesty?” Cimorene said suspicioudly.

“I ran acrossa. . . problem in the Enchanted Forest thismorning,” Mendanbar replied, choosing his
wordswith care. “ A witch named Morwen advised meto talk to the King of the Dragons about it.”

“Morwensent you?” Cimorene looked surprised, then thoughtful. “I1t must be dl right, then. Comeinand
st down, and I'll seeif | canexplain.”

“Asyou wish, Princess,” Mendanbar said, bowing.

“Just call me Cirnorene,” she said, leading Mendanbar into the cave. She bent to pick up alantern from
the floor insde the entrance and added, “My officid title now is Chief Cook and Librarian, sol’ve
gotten out of the habit of being called ‘ Princess.” “

“Chief Cook and Librarian?’ Mendanbar said curtoudy. “How did that happen?’

“Kazul and | decided on it between us after she became King of the Dragonslast year,” Cimorene said.
“Y ou see, the King of the Dragons doesn’t usualy have a princess, and we didn’t want the other
dragons grumbling about Kazul breaking with tradition. | was hoping it would discourage the knightsa
bit, too.”

“Oh?

“Wall, it doesn’t sound particularly noble and knightly to say you’ ve rescued the Chief Cook and
Librarian, doesit? And it has cut down on the number of interruptions. | used to get two or three knights
aday, and now there’s only about one aweek. And the ones whodo come are at least smart enough to
figure out that I’ m till aprincess even if the dragons call me Chief Cook.”

“Doesn’t t that make them harder to get rid of 7’

“Not at dl. The smart oneslisten when | argue with them. The stupid. onesthink I’ m kidding, | had to
offer to fight acouple of them mysdlf before | could get them to go away.”

Mendanbar peered doubtfully at Cimorenein the dim lantern-light. Shedidn’t look asif shewerejoking.
“Y ou actudly offered to fight aknight?’

“Four of them,” Cimorene said, nodding.” And a prince. It wasthe only way to convince them.” She
looked at Mendanbar uncertainly. “I’m sorry if | behaved badly to you at firgt, but | redly did think you
were hereto rescue me. It’ sthe crown.” She pointed to the circlet on hishead. “Y ou wouldn’t believe
the trouble I’ ve had with some of the princes. Being rude isthe only way to get rid of themin ahurry,
and sometimes even that doesn’t work. Especidly if they’ re particularly stupid.”

“I undergtand,” Mendanbar said without thinking. “ They sound alot like princesses—stubborn, witless,
and—" He stopped short in dismay. He’ d forgotten for amoment that Cimorene was a princess, too.
He hoped she wouldn’t beinsulted.

Fortunately, Cimorene didn’t seem insulted at dl. She nodded. “Exactly. That’ swhy | send the knights



and princes on to rescue other princesses. They mostly deserve each other. Of course, 1do try to make
sure | send the nicest knights to the nicest princesses. They can’t hdpitif they’reslly.”

They had reached a Side opening, and Cimorene hesitated. Then she shrugged and went in. “ The kitchen
samesstoday,” she said over her shoulder, “but even when it’ smessy, it’smore comfortable for human
type people than the big caves where the dragons go to chat. | can maketea, too, if you’d like some.”

Before he could answer, Mendanbar emerged from the sde tunnd into alarge, well-lit cavern. An
enormous black stove took up half of onewall, and the other walls were lined with tall wooden
cupboards. A stone sink next to the door wasfilled to the brim with scummy gray water, and the shelf
next to it was overflowing with dirty dishes. In the middle of the floor stood alarge wooden table and
three mismatched chairs.

“Teasounds good,” Mendanbar said, politely ignoring the dishes.

Cimorene scowled at the sink and began rummaging through the cupboards. “ Do you mind having your
teainawineglass?| know it’salittle strange, but I’ m afraid dl the cups are dirty. The sSink has been
plugged up for nearly aweek, and | haven't been ableto do the dishes.”

“I don’t mind,” Mendanbar said. “But you’ || have to do something about that sink sooner or later, you
know.”

“I'vetried,” Cimorene said in an irritated tone. “ Do you have any ideahow hard it isto persuade a
plumber to comelook at adragon’ssink?1 thought I’ d finally found one, but he was supposed to get
here yesterday morning and still hasn’t shown up, so he’s probably not coming. And there aren’t any
books on plumbing in Kazul’ slibrary, or I’ d havefixed it mysdf.”

“I'm sorry,” Mendanbar said. “Maybe | can do something about it.”
“Go ahead,” Cimorenereplied. “You can’'t makeit any worsethan it isaready.”

That didn’t sound like much of avote of confidenceto Mendanbar, but it didn’t matter. He went over to
the sink and studied it for amoment, then backed up a pace and drew his sword.

Cimorene made a startled noise. “Y our sword does plumbing?’ she said, sounding interested. “1 knew it
was magic, but | thought it was for dragons.”

“It doesmost things,” Mendanbar said absently. Working magic outside the Enchanted Forest took alot
of concentration. He squinted down the length of the blade at the sink, fedling the power within the
sword tingle againgt his palm. Then he whipped the sword through the air, pushing power out of it to
wrap around the sink. With afina flourish, he touched thetip of the sword to the surface of the scummy
water. There was aspray of magic, aloud glug, and the water swirled and began to run down the drain.

“There,” said Mendanbar. “That should doit.” He wiped thetip of his sword and stuck it back inits
sheath.

“It certainly should!” Cimorene said. “Isyour magic dwaysthat flashy?’
“What do you mean?’

“Never mind. I’ [l wash some cupswhile the teawater isboiling. Sit down while | get the kettle Sarted.”
Mendanbar sat down at the table and frowned suddenly. “Oh, bother.”

“What?’



“Morwen gave me some cider to bring to King Kazul, and | was so busy cleaning up after Zemenar that
| forgot to pick it up before | left. I’'m sorry. 1’1l have to send it with someone when | get back.”

Cimorene stopped short, holding the teakettle suspended in midair. “ Zemenar? Not the Head Wizard of
the Society of Wizards?”

“Yes, of course,” Mendanbar said, alittle surprised by her reaction. Then he recalled how much
Zemenar seemed to didike Cimorene. Presumably Cimorene felt the same way about Zemenar.

“And you had to clean up after him? It figures,” Cimorene muttered. She finished filling the kettle and put
it on the stove, then went back to the sink and washed two cups, two saucers, and two spoons with an
intense concentration that made it obvious she was thinking about something else.

Mendanbar was happy to let her think. He had afew thingsto mull over himself. Cimorenewas not at al
what he’ d expected. She acted more like Morwen than like a princess. He wondered where she had
come from and how she had gotten captured by the dragons. He nearly asked, but pulled himsdlf up
short before the words left his mouth. He hadn’t come to talk to aprincess. No, indeed. “When will
King Kazul be back?’ he asked instead.

Cimorene did not answer at once. She set the teaeups on the table, poured hot water into the tegpot to
brew, and sat down across from Mendanbar. She studied him for along minute, then gave adecisive
nod.

“All right,” shesad. “I’ ll tll you thetruth. | don’t know.”

A wave of irritation swept over Mendanbar. “1f Kazul didn’t tell you when she expected to be back,
why didn’t you say so at once?’

“Oh, shetold me,” Cimorene said. She looked very sober. * She was supposed to be home the day
before yesterday.”

“And she’ s not back yet?’

Cimorene nodded again. “ And she hasn’t sent amessage or anything. She’ s disappeared. | was just
getting ready to go search for her when you showed up.”

6

In Which Mendanbar and Cimorene Have
a Long Talk and Mendanbar Reluctantly
Decidesto Embark on a Journey

DR DK

M endanbar took adeep breath. “1 think you’ d better tell me everything you know about this” he said.
“When did Kazul leave, and where was she going?’

“Sheleft last Monday,” Cimorene replied readily. “ She was going to visit her grandchildren in the
northern part of the mountains. She does that whenever she gets a chance, and sometimes she staysa
few extradays, but she’sadways sent word before when she’ sdonethat.” She frowned worriedly.



“l—grandchildren?’

Cimorene amiled. “I know. | was taken aback when | found out about them, too. Y ou just don’t think of
the King of the Dragons as a doting grandmother, but sheis. In fact, | suspect she took longer than she
hadto about the negotiations with the Frost Giants up there, just so she’d have an excuseto stay afew
more days. Anyway, she was planning to spend a couple of dayswith them and then swing through the
Enchanted Forest on her way home.”

“Shewas coming to see me?’ Mendanbar asked, surprised.

“Not exactly.” Cimorene hesitated. “We’ d heard that someone was growing dragonsbane in one of the
valeys aong the border, and she wanted to see whether it wastrue. Y ou can seewhy I’mworried.”

“Growing dragonsbane—Yyou mean, deliberately planting it? There have aways been afew patches of
the stuff here and there.”

“Theway we heard it, thiswas an entire valey full. That’ s hardly accidental.” Cimorene lifted thelid of
the teapot and peered inside, then poured a cup for each of them. “Kazul wanted to check for hersdlf,
quietly, before any of the younger dragons heard about it. Some of themare. . . impulsive. Shedidn’t
want someone tearing off in afury to burn down the Enchanted Forest with no more reason than a
rumor.”

“Oh, lord.” Mendanbar pushed his hair backward off hisforehead and grimaced at histea. “I’ll bet that’s
what happened. | wish she’d sent word to me.”

Cimorene studied her cup with unnecessary thoroughness. “ She was afraid you might be the one doing
it”

1] Me?”

“TheKing of the Enchanted Forest. Y ou haven’t been particularly friendly since shetook over, you

know.” She frowned suddenly. “Whydid you turn up today, anyway? And what did you mean, ‘that’s
what happened’ ? Don’t tell me somebody redlyhas started setting fire to the Enchanted Forest!”

“Almost,” Mendanbar said. He explained about the dead area and the dragon scales he had found.
“Morwen said that they were dl from the same dragon, but they had been enchanted to look asif they
came from severd different dragons. | was hoping King Kazul would tell me which dragon they
belonged to, and maybe let me ask him afew questions.”

“Let melook at them,” Cimorene said. Mendanbar took the scales out of his pocket and spread them
out on thetable.

Cimorene made aface. “| can tell you whose scalesthey were, dl right, but I’ m afraid it won’t help
much. Woraug isn't around any more.”

“It'sagart,” Mendanbar said. “You're surethese are his?’

“Very sure. But I’ m afraid you won’t be able to ask him any questions.” Cimorene smiled, asif a some
private joke.

“Why not?’

“Because the reason Woraug isn’t around any more isthat he got turned into atoad about a year ago.
Do you know how the King of the Dragonsis chosen?’



“By atest,” Mendanbar replied, alittle puzzled by the question. “When aking dies, the crown goesto
whichever dragon can carry Colin’ s Stone from the Ford of Whispering Snakes to the Vanishing
Mountain.”

“Yes. Well, Woraug poisoned the old King of the Dragons. Then he arranged with the Society of
Wizardsto rig the test S0 he’ d be the next King,” Cimorene saidmatter-of-factly. “ It was mostly luck
that we found out in time to stop them. When we did, Woraug turned into a toad because of his
un-dragonlike behavior.” She sipped at her tea. 1 think a snake ate him,” she added thoughtfully.

There were so many things Mendanbar wanted to say in response to this disturbing summary that for a
moment he couldn’t say anything at dl. Hetook alarge swalow of tea, which gave him an extraminute
to think. “Isthat why the wizards have been banned from the Mountains of Morning?’ he managed at
last.

“Of course,” Cimorene answered. “Kazul couldn’t do anything more. Even though we knew it was all
their idea, it was Woraug who actudly poisoned the King. Didn’t Morwen tell you about it? She was
there”

“No,” Mendanbar said. “It didn’t come up.” He shook his head. “No wonder Zemenar didn’t want to
talk about why the dragons don’t want wizards in the mountains anymore.”

Cimorene nodded. “ The wizards don’t talk about it because their scheme didn’t work out, and the
dragonsdon’t talk about it because the wizards came so close that the dragons are embarrassed to
admit it. And Morwen istoo discreet to spread the story around when the dragons would rather she didn
lt.H

“| see.” Mendanbar saw considerably more than that. The disagreement between the dragons and the
Society of Wizards was not aminor matter, as Zemenar had led him to believe. And Kazul’ s princess—
or rather, Chief Cook and Librarian, he reminded himself—was nothing like the snesky, manipuletive girl
Zemenar had hinted she was, ether. It looked very much asif Zemenar had been deliberatdly trying to
cause troubl e between Mendanbar and the dragons, or at least get Mendanbar off to a bad start with
their King. He wondered what Zemenar would have said about Morwen if her name had come up.

“It wouldn't surprise meif the Society of Wizards was behind this, too,” Cimorene said, waving her
hand at the scales. “It’ sexactly the kind of twisty scheme they’ d come up with.”

“It’ spossible,” Mendanbar acknowledged, * but why would they want to bring the Enchanted Forest
into their argument with the dragons?’

“Maybe they think you’ll clean the dragons out of the mountains, or & least reduce their numbers enough
so that the wizards will be able to come through without getting eaten.”

Mendanbar shook his head. “If it cameto afight, the Enchanted Forest and the Mountains of Morning
would be very evenly matched. A war would cut the wizards off from both places aslong asthere was
any fighting, and it would probably drag on for ages. Zemenar must know that. He’ d have to have an
awfully good reason to start something like that.”

“Maybe he does.”
“Maybe, but | can’t think what it could be. Can you?’
“No,” Cimorene admitted. “But if | figureit out, I’ Il let you know.”

“Meanwhile, isthere anyone else who could have done this?” Mendanbar asked, waving at the line of



scaeson thetable.

“There aren’t many people who can get hold of even one dragon scae, much lessfive from the same
dragon,” Cimorene said, scowling at the table. “Woraug' s princess might have kept one or two asa
souvenir, but | don’t think she’ d have had this many, and anyway she doesn’t know any magic.”
Suddenly shelooked up. “Wait aminute! When Woraug turned into atoad, awhole batch of scalesfdll
off and scattered.”

“What happened to them?’

“Wejudt left them at the ford,” Cimorene said with ashrug. “Nobody thought it wasimportant. Most of
them are probably il there. Dragon scdeslast along time.”

“At the Ford of Whispering Snakes?’” Mendanbar asked. Cimorene nodded, and he grimaced. “ Then
anyone who walked by could have picked up these scales any time in the past year. That doesn’t
narrow things down much.”

“I’m as sorry about that asyou are,” Cimorene said.

Mendanbar’ s face must have shown his surprise, because she gave him an exasperated look and went
on, “Hadn’t it occurred to you that we’ d want to know who’ s plotting to get dragons blamed for their
mischief? Epecidly if it turns outnotto be the Society of Wizards.”

“But—oh. If it” snotthe Society, then you have anew enemy you don’t know anything about.” Cimorene
nodded again, very soberly. “1 just wish | had timeto look into it right now, but with Kazul missing it will
haveto wait.”

“You'll let me know when she gets back?’

“I’ll tell Roxim to send you word if she shows up whilel’m gone,” Cimorene assured him. “And if | find
her firgt, 1’ Il tell her everything you’ vetold me. I’ m sure she’ll get in touch with you right away.”

“Thank you.”

“Now, isthere anything else you want to know? Becauseif thereisn’t, | need to be going,” Cimorene
went on. “It’ salong walk to Flat Top Mountain, and |’ d like to get there before dark.”

“Surely you don’t plan to walk dl the way to the northern end of the Mountains of Morning.” Hewas
surprised and suddenly disappointed by this evidence of princesdike behavior. From their brief
acquaintance, he’ d thought Cimorene had better sense.

“Of coursenot,” Cimorenereplied impatiently. “I’m not stupid. I’ m going to borrow amagic carpet from
Bdlimore, the giantesswho liveson FHat Top Mountain.”

Mendanbar choked on the last of histea. “ Do you expect a giantess to loan you a carpet just because
you have adragon with you?’ he demanded when he could talk again.

“I"d better not, since | won'’t have adragon with me,” Cimorene retorted. “Not that it’ sany of your
busness”

“You’ re going to wander around the Mountains of Morningalonelooking for King Kazul?” Mendanbar
said, appalled.

“Exactly. Andif | can’t find her there, I’ll swing through the Enchanted Forest on the way back, just the



way shewas planning to. Andit’stime| got Sarted, soif you'll jus—"

“Oh, no.” Mendanbar set histeacup down so emphaticaly that it rattled the saucer. “If you' refool
enough to travel through the Mountains of M orning without acompanion, that’ s not my concern, but you
are not going through the Enchanted Forest adone. It’ stoo dangerous.”

“I can take care of mysdf,” Cimorene snapped. “ Y ou forget, 1’ ve been living with the dragonsfor over a
ya.”

“Maybe s0,” Mendanbar said, trying hard to hold on to histemper. “But the Enchanted Forest is very
different from the Mountains of Morning. And what do you suppose will happen if the King of the
Dragons's princess—or Cook and Librarian, or whatever—gets captured or killed or enchanted going
through my forest?’

Cimorene opened her mouth to reply, then paused. “Oh,” she said in avery different tone. “Oh, | see.
That would cause just the sort of trouble we’re both trying to avoid, wouldn’t it? I’ m sorry. I’'mused to
people objecting to things because they think | can’t do them or shouldn’t do them. It didn’t occur to me
that you might have areal reason.”

“Thenyouwon’t go?’ Mendanbar said with relief.

“I haveto,” Cimorene said in the tones of one explaining something obvious. “It’smy job. Besides,
Kazul ismy friend. I’ll just have to make sure | don’t get captured or killed or enchanted, that’sdl.”

“It’ snot as easy as you make it sound.”
“I know. I’ ve visted Morwen atime or two,” Cimorene said. “I’ [l manage, oneway or another.”

Mendanbar started to object again, then stopped. He didn’t think Cimorene was quite as sure of herself
as she sounded, but she was plainly determined to go hunting for Kazul. Well, she was right about one
thing:somebodyhad to find the King of the Dragons, and soon. Mendanbar didn’t liketo think of what
might happen if Kazul stayed missing for long, especialy if rumors about dragonsbane in the Enchanted
Forest started floating around the mountains.

“Isthere anyone you can take with you?’” Mendanbar asked.

“No,” Cimorene said. “Roxim and Marchak are the only dragons who have enough sense not to go off
infitswhen they hear that Kazul is missing. Roxim istoo old for adventures, and Marchak hasto stay
and take care of busnesswhile |’ m gone. And | hope you'’ re not going to suggest | borrow Marchak’s
princess.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it,” Mendanbar said sncerdly. “Is she very awful ?’

“Actudly, she’ sone of the nice ones,” Cimorene admitted. “But she’ svery sily. She'd try, but she
wouldn’t enjoy it at dl, and she’ d be much more of a nuisance than she’ sworth. |’ d rather take my
chancesaone.”

“That’samost as bad an idea as taking that princess along,” Mendanbar said. He sighed. “1 suppose I’ ll
have to come with you mysdf.”

Cimorene gared a him blankly for amoment, then began to giggle.

“Itisn’t funny,” Mendanbar said. “| meanit.” Hefdt alittle hurt by Cimorene’ sreaction. He wasn’t
necessarily stuffy or usaless or anuisance to travel with just because he was the King of the Enchanted



Forest. Cimorene ought to redlize that. After dl, he’ d fixed the sink for her, hadn’t he?

“I know you mean it,” Cimorene said when she could talk again. It wasn’t what you said, it wasthe
way you said it.” She shook her head, chuckling. *Y ou sound about as eager to comewith meas| am
to have company. Which isn’t much.”

“Maybe not, but somebody—"
“What wasthat?’ Cimorene interrupted, holding up ahand for silence.
“I didn’t hear anything,” Mendanbar said.

“Shhh,” Cimorene hissed. She rose and tiptoed to the door, listening. In the quiet, Mendanbar heard a
faint thud outsde. Cimorene’ slipstightened. “Princes or wizards?’ she muttered. “Wizards, 1’1l bet.
Princesarenoiger.”

Still frowning, she picked up the bucket of soapy water that was sitting beside the door. As she reached
for the doorknob, Mendanbar started after her. Cimorene hadn’t asked for his help, but a bucket of
soapy water wasn’t much of aweapon against awizard. If it wasawizard.

The corridor outside the kitchen was pitch black. Cimorene vanished into the gloom, moving with the
cam sureness of long familiarity. Cursang mentaly, Mendanbar picked hisway after her, one hand on the
cavewadll for guidance, the other stretched out in front of him to keep him from running into anything.

Another muffled crash echoed from up ahead. Mendanbar took two more steps and his outstretched
arm touched Cimorene’ s shoulder. A moment later, Cimorene’ svoice said camly, “ Phraze spitz.”

Mendanbar felt magic rise around him. Light flared from the walls, then settled into a steady glow,
revealing an enormous cavern. He and Cimorene stood in one of five dark openings spaced unevenly
around the wall. Halfway acrossthe cave, atal man in blue and brown wizard’ s robes stood hanging
onto astaff and trying to squint in al directions a once. His hair and beard were brown, and he bore a
strong resemblance to Zemenar, only younger.

“Antorel,” Cimorene said in tones of disgudt. “I might have guessed.”

“I’m glad to see you again, Princess Cirnorene,” thewizard said in an aily tone. “But who could fail to
rgjoice a the Sght of so lovely aprincess?”’

“What are you doing here?’ Cimorene demanded. Mendanbar was pleased to note that she didn’t
sound at dl mallified by Antordl’ sflattery. “ And how did you get in without being eaten?’

“Oh, wewizards have our littleways,” Antorell said airily. “And | came because—well, because | was
concerned about you, Princess.”

“I’ll bet,” Cimorene muttered. “What do you mean?’ she said in alouder voice.

“| thought you might need afriend.” Antorell’ s voice oozed sincerity. “ Especidly after what Father said
when he came back from the Enchanted Forest. If King Mendanbar redlly is getting ready for awar with
thedragons...”

“Where did your father get that idea? Cimorene asked in tones of mild interest.

Antorell frowned dightly, asif he had hoped for astronger reaction. “ Something the King said to him, |
think. | shouldn’t have repeated it, | suppose, but | was carried awvay by my fedings.”



“Sureyou were,” Cimorene said. “ That’ swhy you snesked in here without knocking and went
blundering around in the dark, instead of calling meor at least bringing alamp.”

“I didn’t want to disturb King Kazul, if she happened to be here,” Antordll said stiffly.

Cimorene snorted. “If you’ d redly thought Kazul was here, you wouldn’t have come at al. She doesn’t
like it when peopleignore her rules. One of which, may | remind you, wasthat wizardsaren’t dlowed in
the Mountains of Morning anymore.”

“Butif there’sgoing to beawar—"

“Thereisn’t,” Mendanbar said, stepping forward into thelight. “ At least, not if | can help it. Why areyou
people trying so hard to make trouble, anyway?’

Antordl’ s eyes widened, and he sucked in his breath. “Mendanbar? Y ou’ |l ruin everything, blast you.”
He amiled asudden, nasty amile. “Unless| ded with both of you now. Oh, yes, that will do very well.
Bather will be so pleased.”

He raised his staff. Mendanbar started toward him, puling his sword free as he ran, though he knew the
wizard was much too far away to reach before he finished the spell. Cimorene followed quickly, not
quite running, carrying her bucket carefully to avoid spilling. They had only gone afew stepswhen a
swirl of smoke appeared inthe air in front of them.

The smoke thickened rapidly, then congeal ed withshocking suddennessinto the largest nightshade
Mendanbar had ever seen. It was two feet taller than Mendanbar and covered with spikes of coarse
black fur. Its beady black eyesglared at him asit raised along arm and clicked its dark purple claws
together. It hissed, showing amouthful of fangs.

“Therel” cried Antorell over the nightshade’ s noise. “Vanquish that, Cimorene—if you can!”

v

In Which a Wizard Makes a Mess
and the Journey Begins

SRS

| gnoring Antorell, Mendanbar kept his eyes on the nightshade. He had amoment’ s useless wish that he
werein the Enchanted Forest, where he could have disposed of the monster with relative ease. Here,
things were going to be alot more complicated. He shifted his grip on the sword and pulled &t the power
withinit.

The nightshade swung a him, itsfully extended claws carving awhigling arc inthe airr. It wasvery, very
fast. Mendanbar barely managed to block in time. The force of the blow knocked him to one side, and
he amost logt hold of the sword. The nightshade hissed in pain and shook its arm, but Mendanbar knew
it was not serioudy hurt. Without active magic behind it, the most damage the sword could have inflicted
on anightshade thisbig wasabruise.

Again he pulled at the power in the sword, then had to roll to avoid another swing by the nightshade.
Thistime he kept on rolling until he was out of the mongter’ s reach. He came up on one knee and



pointed the sword at the nightshade, pushing power through the sword in the pattern he had pictured in
hismind.

Antordl’ s staff struck him across the shoulders. The sword flew out of his hands and he went sprawling.
His half-formed spell spun wildly inthe air and then was sucked away. He heard an angry shriek from
Cimorene, then a shout: “Mendanbar! Dodge left, quick!”

Without hesitation, Mendanbar threw himsdf to hisleft. He heard arush of wind asthe nightshade’s
claws missed him by inches. There was a plash somewhere behind him, and Antorell’ svoice cried,
“No! No! You'll be sorry for this, Cimorene!” Then Mendanbar’ s hand closed on the hilt of hissword.
He twisted and brought the sword up, shoving power through it recklesdy.

The blast of barely formed magic caught the nightshade in midlegp. The creature hung frozen inthe air
for an ingtant, then dissolved in acloud of bright sparks. Mendanbar seized the remnants of magic and
pulled them together into atight knot, ready to throw at another nightshade or at Antorell himsdlf. Only
then did he pause to look around.

Cimorene tood alittle way away, swinging the empty bucket in one hand and looking a him asif she
were impressed in spite of hersdlf.

Antord| had vanished.

“Youredlydolikeflashy magic,” Cimorene commented as Mendanbar climbed warily to hisfeet. “1 haven
"t seen anything like that since Kazul’ s coronation party.”

“Where’s Antorel|”?” Mendanbar asked. “ Did he get away?’
“No,” Cimorene said, waving her free hand at a damp area of floor to Mendanbar’ sright. “1 melted him.”

“ Meltedhim?” Mendanbar looked at the damp patch more closely. Antorell’ s soggy robes were
plastered to the floor in the middle of agooey puddle. His saff lay dong one sde of the robes, haf-in,
half-out of the goo. There was no other trace of him. Mendanbar was impressed, and said 0.

“It’ sredlly not hard,” Cimorene said. “All it takesisabucket of soapy water with alittlelemon juiceinit.
A friend of mine discovered by accident how to do it, and I’ ve kept a bucket ready ever since, just in

“I thought that only worked on witches.”

Cimorene shrugged. “Lots of thingsdon’t work the way they’ re supposed to. Morwen’sawitch, but
she certainly doesn’t met in abucket of soapy water.”

Mendanbar thought of the shining stone step and the spotless wooden floor in Morwen’ s house, and
nodded. “I can see that. But why doesit work for wizards?’

“Wedon’t know.” Cimorene gave him asiddong look. “1’'m sorry | let Antorell wallop you with his
gaff, but | didn’t want to throw the water at him while you werein the way.”

“Why—oh, you mean you were afraid it would melt me, too?” Mendanbar blinked. “But I’m not a
wizard.”

“Y ou work magic,” Cimorene pointed out. “And | don’t know how strict the soapy-water-and-lemon-
juicetrick isabout defining wizards. It would cause alot of troubleif | meted the King of the Enchanted
Forest in themiddle of Kazul’ sliving room, evenif it isn’t permanent.”



“You mean he'll be back? Mendanbar had started to put his sword back in its sheath, but he stopped
a once. “How soon?’

“Not for acouple of days, at least,” Cimorene reassured him. “Antorell may be Zemenar’ s son, but he’s
never been avery good wizard.”

“Antorell isthe son of the Head Wizard?’” Mendanbar shot a considering look at the puddle and the pile
of soggy robes. “ So that’ swhat he meant when he said his father would be pleased.”

“Probably.” Cimorene frowned pensively a Antordl’ sgtaff. “1’ ve got to find Kazul. The Society of
Wizardsis up to something for sure, and she needsto know right away.”

“Couldn’t Antordll have come here on hisown?’ Mendanbar asked, athough hedidn’t redlly believeit
himsdlf.

Cimorene shook her head. “I don’t think he’d have dared. As| said, he’snot avery good wizard. He
wouldn’t have been able to keep himsalf concealed from the dragons, and he certainly must have had
help to make anything as nasty and complex as that construct you took care of.”

“That wasn't acongtruct,” Mendanbar said. “ That was anightshade. They’ refairly common in parts of
the Enchanted Forest. Antorell didn’t make it, hejust snatched it from somewhere nearby.”

“Snatched it?” Cimorene’seyeswidened. “ Y es, | suppose he could have managed that. | begin to see
what you meant about traveling in the Enchanted Forest done,” she added in a thoughtful tone.

“| should hope s0,” Mendanbar muttered, turning away. “Then you’ ve changed your mind about going?’
he added hopefully over his shoulder.

“No, just about whether | accept your offer of escort,” Cimorene said. “It’ [l probably be anuisance, but
nightshades would be much worse.”

Slightly startled by this unflattering comparison, Mendanbar glanced back a Cimorene. Therewasa
decided twinklein her eyes. Mendanbar smiled and bowed elaborately. “ Thank you for your kind
words, Princess.”

“You'rewelcome, Your Mgesty,” Cimorene said, curtsying in response. “Now, we' d better get to
work, or we'll never get this mess cleaned up in timeto get to Flat Top Mountain before dark.”

* * *

Cleaning up the large cave took less time than Mendanbar had expected, despite the unpleasantly
gummy look of the goo that Antorell had left behind. A large part of the messturned out to be |eftover
soapy water, which was very convenient. Cimorene mopped most of it up with Antorell’ srobe, then
wrapped the robe around the staff and started toward the rear of the cave.

“What are you going to do with that?” Mendanbar asked curioudly.

“Hideit,” Cimorene said. “ There’ s not much else you can do to awizard’ s staff. They won'’t break, and
even dragon firewon’t burn them. | know because we tried everything we could think of the last time we
melted some wizards”

((Wel?’

“Morwen and I. Antorell will get it back eventudly, of course, but hiding it will dow him down alittle”



Shel&ft to dispose of the staff while Mendanbar scraped up the last of the goo.

The kitchen was another matter. Cimorene insisted on doing dl of the dishes that had been waiting for
the snk to get unplugged, which took awhile. Mendanbar offered to use his magic on the dishes, but
Cimorene politely declined.

“A magic sword that does plumbing is unusud but very useful,” she explained as shefilled thesink. “A
magic sword that does dishesisjust plain silly. Besides, there have been two big flares of magicinthis
cavein the past hour aready, and if there’ sathird one, someone might come to seewhat I'm up to.”

“| didn’t notice anything remarkable when Antorel| brought the nightshade in,” Mendanbar said,
frowning. “Though I’ Il admit | overdidit alittewhen | got rid of thething. | wasinahurry.”

“Yes, of course” said Cimorene, setting a clean plate on the drain board. “But you weren’t in ahurry
when you unclogged the sink, were you? That was the other flare | meant, not Antorell’ sfiddling.”

“What was conspicuous about that?” Mendanbar asked defensively. He picked up a clean towe and
began drying plates. “It was a perfectly ordinary spell.”

Cimorene looked at him. “Right. Just like that sword is a perfectly ordinary magic sword.”

“Widl, | wouldn’t cdl itordinary,exactly, but that’ s because it’ slinked with the Enchanted Forest,”
Mendanbar said, “ Outside of that, it’snothing specid.”

“Nothing specia.” Cimorene stopped washing dishes for amoment to stare a him. Suddenly, she
frowned. “You meanit. You redly haven’t noticed.”

“Noticed what?’

“Theway that sword of yours positively reeks of magic,” Cimorene said. “We're going to haveto do
something about it, unless you want the Society of Wizardsto be ableto find uswith their eyes closed.”

Mendanbar |ooked at her. She was perfectly serious. He set the dishtowel down and drew his sword. It
didn’t look or fed any different to him from the way it normaly felt, but Cimorene winced.

“Can’tyou. .. toneit down alittle?’

“| il don’t know what you’ re talking about,” Mendanbar said, irritated. “And even if | did, | wouldn’t
have the dightest idea how to go about *toning it down.””

“Why not? It’ s your sword, isn’t it?’
“It didn’t come with directiong!”

“Mogt of them don’t.” Cimorene shook her head at him and picked another dirty teacup out of the
rapidly diminishing stack. “Maybe there’ ssomething in Kazul’ streasury that will take care of it. 1'll
check as soon aswe're done here.”

When the dishes were finished and the kitchen tidied to suit Cimorene’ s exacting standards, she left
Mendanbar to mull things over while she went off to investigate the treasury. Mendanbar was glad of the
chanceto think.

“What isthe Society of Wizardsdoing?’ he muttered. Between the mideading things Zemenar had said
to Mendanbar and the downright lies Antorell had told to Cimorene, it was clear that the wizardsdidn’t
want them comparing notes. Cimorene might even be right about their desire to Start awar between the



Enchanted Forest and the dragons.

Starting awar, however, would take more than a misunderstanding between the King of the Enchanted
Forest and Kazul’ s Chief Cook and Librarian. Were the wizards behind the mysterious burned area
Mendanbar had found? They could have gotten hold of Woraug’ s scales, and they certainly could have
enchanted them.

“Butwhy would they do it?” Mendanbar asked the sink. “They’ re not stupid, at least Zemenar isn’t, and
awar would cause the Society dmost as many problems asit would cause us. What could make them
overlook the problems and try to stir up trouble anyway?’ The sink did not answer.

But if it wasn’t the wizards, Mendanbar wondered, who was it? Where had Kazul disappeared to? And
was there really adragonsbane farm in the Enchanted Forest, or was that just arumor someone was
spreading to add to the confusion?

Hewas il trying to put his questions into some sort of order when Cimorene returned. She had
exchanged the apron and the rust-colored dress for adark blue tunic with matching leggings, apair of
tall black boots, and amaroon cloak. She had taken off her crown, and her braids were wound nestly
around her head. A gold-handled sword hung at her Side, next to asmall belt pouch. She held out a
sword belt and sheeth, the leather gray with age.

“I think thiswill dothejob,” shesad. “Try it and see”
“I’ve dready got asheath,” Mendanbar pointed ouit.

“Yes, but this one blocks magic,” Cimorene explained. “1t’ 1l keep your sword from being so—so
obviousdl thetime. At leadt, | hopeit will.”

“If you say s0,” Mendanbar replied, taking the scabbard. He held it amoment, testing. It didn’t fed
magical, but then, that was the idea. He shrugged, pulled out his sword, and put it into the sheath
Cimorene had given him.

“Oh, that’ s much better,” Cimorene said with evident relief. “1 can hardly notice anything now.”

“I can,” Mendanbar said, touching the hilt with afrown. The pulse of the Enchanted Forest was il
there, ready for himto use,

“Of courseyou can,” Cimorene said. “It’syour sword.”
“Waell, | suppose| don’t mind using it, then,” Mendanbar said. “Aslong asit doesn’t damage the sword.”
“Itwon’t,” Cimorene promised.

Mendanbar took off his sword belt and set it aside, then buckled on the belt and scabbard Cimorene
hed given him.

“All right,” hesaid, “let’sgo.”

Asthey left the cave, Cimorene muttered something under her breath and waved at the entrance.
Mendanbar jumped as a coil of strong, hard magic sprang into place behind them. Looking over his
shoulder, he saw a solid wall of rock. He transferred his gaze to Cimorene and raised an eyebrow.

“What kind of magic wasthat?”

“Just something Kazul and | worked out awhile back,” Cimorene said. “It’ sto keep wizards and



knights and so forth from prowling around whilel’ m gone.”

So Cimoreneis a sorceress, aswell as a cook and librarian and goodness knows what el se,
Mendanbar thought to himself. Every time he thought he had her figured out, she surprised him again.

“It’ sagood idea, but please warn meif you’ re going to do anything likethat again,” hesaid. “1I’'mnotin
the mood for being sartled, if you know what | mean.”

Cimorene nodded, frowning dightly, and asked just what it was about the spell that had startled him.
Thisled to along, technica discussion of the various ways of casting spells, detecting spells, and
comparing spells other people had cast. Mendanbar found it both interesting and informative. He had
aways known that his own methods of working magic were not much like anyone e se’s, but he had
never had timeto study other styles. Cimorene knew something about most kinds of magic, and shewas
naturaly very well informed indeed about dragon magic. Shewas asinterested in Mendanbar’ s system
ashewasin everything else, and the conversation lasted al the way to Flat Top Mountain.

* * *

The sun had dipped behind the mountains and it was dmost dark when they came to the foot of the last
dope. Mendanbar could see the giant’ s castle a the top, large and dark and ominous againgt the graying
sky. A broad road wrapped three times around the mountain as it wound its way to the castle gates.

“Areyou surethisistheright place?’ he asked

“Quitesure,” Cimorene said. “1’ ve never been here mysdlf, but Kazul has described it often enough.
And that’ scertainly agiant’s castle.”

“Exactly,” Mendanbar said. “But isit theright giant?’
“Wewon'’t find out standing here. Come on.”

Cimorene marched confidently up the mountain. Shaking his heed, Mendanbar followed. By thetime
they reached the castle gates, the stars were beginning to come out and it was getting hard to see.

“There ought to be abellpull or aknob,” Cimorene said. “Y ou check that side of the gate, and I’ |l take
thisone”

“All right, but what—""

A loud grinding noise interrupted Mendanbar in midsentence, and the gates sivung open. Y dlow light
spilled across the road, making Mendanbar and Cimorene squint.

“Comein, travelers” awoman’ s voice said, much too pleasantly. “ Comein, and make yourselves
comfortable for the night.”

Neither Mendanbar nor Cimorene moved. “ Thiswas your ideain the first place,” Mendanbar said softly
to Cimorene. “What do we do now?’

“Ask questions,” Cimorene replied just as softly. Sheraised her voice and said, “ Thank you for your
kind hospitdity, but we' re not just traveling. We're looking for the giantess Balimore, and we'reina
hurry. So if you' re not Balimore, we'll haveto go on.”

“I an Balimore,” sad the voice, dill in an artificidly pleasant tone that made Mendanbar’ s skin crawl.
“Who are you?’



“I’m Princess Cimorene, Chief Cook and Librarian to Kazul, the King of the Dragons, and thisis
Mendanbar, the King of the Enchanted Forest,” Cimorene answered.

“Cimorene?’ said thevoicein an entirdly different manner. “Oh, good. |’ ve been wanting to meet you for
the longest time. Comeonin, you and your friend, and Il have supper reedy in ajiffy.”

Mendanbar and Cimorene looked at each other. “I think it’sal right now,” Cimorene said after a
moment.

“Wel, wewon’t find out standing here,” Mendanbar said. He hdd out hisarm. “Shdl wegoiin,
Princess?’

Cimorene gave him abright, amost impish smile, and laid her fingertipson hisarm asif they were
walking into acourt ball. “I should be pleased to accompany you, Y our Magesty.”

Together they waked through the gate. The courtyard ingde was high, wide, and empty except for two
rows of blazing torchesin iron holderslined up on either side of the path. Mendanbar and Cimorene
paced dowly up to the door, which swung open just as the gates had, only without the grinding. Asthey
went in, they heard the castle gates crunch shut. A moment later, the doors closed silently behind them.

They stood in a stone hal three times the size of any Mendanbar had ever seen. A wooden table,
surrounded by high-backed chairs, stretched the length of the hall. At thefar end of the room alargefire
burned in an open hearth. High on the walls, more torches it the room. A brown-haired woman in apae
blue dress was bending over a cauldron that hung from an iron hook abovethefire. It al looked very
ordinary, until Mendanbar noticed that the seets of the chairswere level with his eyes and everything else
wassmilarly overszed.

The brown-haired woman sniffed at the cauldron, nodded to herself, and straightened. “Welcome,” she
sad, coming forward. “I’m Balimore. Y ou must be Princess Cimorene. I’ m so pleased to meet you at
lagt, after dl that Kazul has told me about you.”

The giantess bent over to shake hands gently with Cimorene. Shewas at least threetimes astall as
Mendanbar, but she moved with agrace that suited her size. Cimorene returned the handshake gravely,
and said, “1 hope Kazul hasn’t given you the wrong idea about me.”

“Not at dl, I’'msure” said the giantess. “Isthisyour young man? Y ou’ re not running away from the
dragons after al thistime, areyou?’

“Certainly not,” Cimorene said with unnecessary vehemence. “I’ m very happy with my job.”

“Of course,” Ballimore said, sounding disappointed. She gave Mendanbar a speculative look, then
leaned toward Cimorene. “If | wereyou, |’ d reconsder,” she said in aloud whisper. “Y our young man
doesn’t look like the patient type.”

“No, no,” Cimorene said, reddening. “1t’snot likethat at dl. Thisisthe King of the Enchanted Forest,
and he cameto see Kazul, only Kazul has goneto vigt her grandchildren and isn’t home. That’ swhy we
came to see you—to borrow amagic carpet, so we can find Kazul.”

“Oh, | see,” said the giantess. “ Strictly business. Well, you’ Il have to wait until after supper. Dobbilan
will be home any minute, and he hatesit when hismedsarelate”

“Dobbilan?’ Mendanbar said with some misgiving.
“My husband,” Bdlimore said.



There was aloud crash from the courtyard outside, followed by thethud, thud, thud of heavy footsteps
that shook the cagtle.

Bdlimore straightened with ahappy smile. “Here he comes now.”
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I|n Which They Give
Some Good Advice to a Giant
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M endanbar and Cimorene turned to face the castle doors as the footsteps drew nearer. A moment
later, the doors flew open and the giantess’ s husbhand stepped into the hall. Hewas agiant’ shead taler
than she, with wild brown hair and abeard like alarge, untidy broom’s head. He carried a club that was
aslong as Mendanbar wastall.

Just insde the door, the giant stopped and sniffed the air. Then he sneezed once, scowled ferocioudy,
and said in avoice that shook the torchesin their brackets:

“Fee, fie, foe, fum,

| smell the blood of an Englishman.

Be he alive or be he dead,

I’ll1 grind his bones to make my bread.”

Ballimore shook her head. “Nonsense, dear. It’sjust Princess Cimorene and the King of the Enchanted
Forest.”

“And neither of usis English,” Cimorene added. The giant squinted down at her. “ Are you sure about
thet?’

“Podtive,” Mendanbar said.

“Wdl—" The giant sniffed again, experimentaly, then lowered hisclub withasigh. “That’ sal right, then.
| wasn’t in the mood for more work tonight, anyway. Sorry about the mistake. It must bethiscold in my
heed.”

“| told you yesterday to take something for it,” Ballimore scolded. “And | told you this morning to wrap
some flannel around your throat before you went out. But do you listen to me? No!”

“I listen,” the giant protested uncomfortably. “But | can’t ransack villages with a piece of flannd around
my neck. It wouldn’t ook right.”

Cimorene snorted softly. Mendanbar got the distinct impression that she didn’t think much of doing
thingsfor the sake of gppearances.

“Wadll, redly, Dobbilan,” Balimore said, “how do you think it looksif you’ re coughing and sneezing dl
over everything whileyou’ re ransacking? Have allittle sense.”



“I’d rather have alittle dinner,” said Dobbilan and sneezed again.
“If you sound like that tomorrow, you' re staying homein bed,” Balimore informed her husband.
“I can’t do that! I’ m scheduled to pillage two villages and maraud half acounty.”

“You'rein no condition to pillage ahenhouse, much lessavillage,” Balimore declared. “ Besides, you' ve
earned abit of arest, what with dl the extratime you’ ve been putting in lately, looting and marauding
and | don’t know what dl.”

“That’ snot the point.”

“It’ sprecisaly the point. Y ou’ re just being stubborn because you think having abad cold is un-giantlike.”
“Wdl, itis”

Ballimore shook her head and looked at Cimorene. “Men!” she said in tones of disgust.

“And don’t you say ‘men’ tome,” Dobbilan said. “1t’smy job we' re talking about.”

“Maybe you should try adifferent line of work,” Mendanbar suggested.

“Eh?’ Dobbilan peered down at him with interest. “Likewhat?”

“Consulting,” Mendanbar said at random, because he hadn’t actudly thought about it.

“Conaulting?”

“Y ou know,” said Cimorene. “ Giving advice to people. Y ou could teach other giants the best ways of —
of ravaging and pillaging and marauding, andyoucould tell villagesthe best waysto keep giants away.
With al your experience, I’ll bet you'd be good at it.”

“I never thought of that,” Dobhbilan said, rubbing his chin.

“I don’t know why not,” Balimore said. “1t’ savery good idea. And you wouldn’t be out in al sorts of
wegther, catching colds and flu and goodness knows what else.”

“Flunderinghas gotten to be an awful ot of work lately,” the giant admitted. “It would be ardlief to stop.
I”' m getting too old to tramp through fields.”

“I understand consulting pays very well, too,” Mendanbar told him.

“I'll doiit!”" Dobhbilan said with sudden decison. “Tomorrow morning, first thing. Thank you for the
suggestion. What did you say your names were?’

“If you’ d listen oncein awhile, you wouldn’t have to ask meto repesat everything,” Ballimore said. “This
is Princess Cimorene, the one who’ s been with Kazul for the last year or so and gave me that marvelous
biscuit recipe you like so much. And her young man isthe King of the Enchanted Forest, who she’ snot
running away with yet.”

Mendanbar choked and shot an apprehensive look at Cimorene. Sherolled her eyes and made aface at
him but did not say anything, having apparently decided it was awaste of effort to correct the giantess.

“Pleasad to meet you, Princess,” Dobbilan said solemnly. “Nice to see you, King. What bringsyou to
HatTop Mountan?’



“They sy it’ sbusiness,” Ballimore said before either Cimorene or Mendanbar could answer.

“Then it will haveto wait until after dinner,” Dobbilan announced. “1 never discuss business at dinner. Or
with dinner, for that matter.” Hewinked at Cimorene. “Besides, I’'m hungry.” He sneezed athird time.
“Excueme”

Bdlimore began scolding again as Cimorene and Mendanbar nodded politely. Mendanbar was
beginning to wonder how long they were going to have to stand next to the table, when Bdlimore
shooed her husband to a seat at one end and started for the other herself, saying over her shoulder,
“Cimorene, dear, you and the King are on the right. Just walk around to the chair; it’sdl set up.”

With some misgiving, Mendanbar escorted Cimorene past Dobhbilan’ s chair toward the seat Balimore
had indicated. Asthey approached, he saw that the giantess had not been exaggerating. A set of norma
szed wooden steps, equipped with wheels so as to be easily movable, stood next to the giant right-hand
chair, and two ordinary chairs were perched side by side on the seet at the top. The combination was,
Mendanbar discovered, exactly the right height to reach the table. Apparently, Ballimore was
accustomed to having smaller people at dinner, for the plates and glasseswerethe usua sizeaswell. As
long as Mendanbar did not look down, it was easy to pretend he was Sitting at an ordinary dinner table.

The food was very good. They started with fresh greens and went on to roast pig with cranberries,
mushroomsin wine, and some sort of lumpy vegetable in athick brawn sauce that disguised it
completely and tasted marvelous. Therewas agreat dedl of everything. Mendanbar supposed thiswas
only to be expected at agiant’ stable, but Ballimore did not seem to realize that a person who was only
athird her sze would have asmdler appetite aswell. Shefilled and refilled Mendanbar s plate until he
was ready to burst.

Near the end of the meal, Cimorene leaned over and whispered, “Don’t take any dessert.”
“Why not?’” Mendanbar asked.

“Bdlimore’ susing her Cauldron of Plenty,” Cimorene said, “and it doesn’t do desserts very well. So
unlessyoulike burned mint custard or sour-cream-and-onionicecream. . .”

“I see” Mendanbar said quickly. “Thenit’sagood thing | couldn’t eat another bite even if | wanted to.”

* * *

When dinner was over, Cimorene brought up the question of the magic carpet. Ballimere nodded at
once. “Of course you can borrow a carpet, Cimorene dear. I’ ll just take alook around and see what we
I’we.”

“Youwon'’t find much,” said her husband, and sneezed loudly. “That last Englishman you let in took
most of them. Y ou should have let mefind him and grind hisbones, like 1’ m supposed to.”

“Nonsense,” said Balimore, frowning at her husband. “We can afford afew cheap magic harpsand a
coin or two. | keep the good silver and Mother’ s jewelry in the top cupboard, where they can’t reechiit.
Besdes, they’ re dways such nice boys.”

“Huh,” said Dobbilan. “Beggars and thieves, if you ask me, and boring at that.”
“What makes you say that?” Mendanbar asked curioudly.

“They dways do the same thing—comein, ask for amedl, hide, and then run off with aharp or abag full
of money theminute | fal adeep,” Dobbilan sad. “And they’ re dways named Jack. Always. We've



lived in this castle for twenty years, and every three months, regular as clockwork, one of those boys
shows up, and there’ s never been aTom, Dick, or Harry among ‘em. Just Jacks. The English have no
imagination.”

“About the carpet,” Cimorene reminded him. “Oh, that. Well, the last Jack wasn’t musicd, and he
cleaned us out of magic carpetsinstead of harps.” Dobbilan sneezed again and began to cough.

“Bed for you, dear,” Balimore said firmly and shooed her husband out of the room. She followed him
closdaly, muttering to hersalf about cough syrup and vaporizers and hot teawith lemon and honey.
Mendanbar and Cimorene looked at each other.

“Isthere anywhere else we can borrow a carpet?” Mendanbar asked.

“Not that | know of,” Cimorene said with aworried frown. “We'll just haveto wak. Drat. I1t’ll take
days”

“We could go back to the Enchanted Forest and—"

“There,” said Balimore, coming briskly into the room and cutting Mendanbar off in mid-sentence. “He'll
be much better in the morning. I’ m afraid he’ s right about the carpets, Cimorene dear, but I'll just havea
look around and seeif thereisn’t something stuck off in acorner somewhere. | can’t believe we're
completely out.”

“It’ squitedl right,” Cimorene said. “We' Il manage somehow.”

“Nonsense, dear,” Balimore said in the same tone she used to her husband. “It will be quite an
adventure, seeing what' s stuck off in corners and so on. | haven’t been in some of the storage roomsin
years”

It was clear that nothing they could say would shake her resolve, and after atoken protest, they gavein.
Bdlimore showed them to a pair of comfortably furnished rooms and Ieft them for the night. Mendanbar
did not object, even though it was dtill fairly early. Thelong walk from the dragon’ s cave had been very
tiring. He lay down on the bed and fell adeep at once.

* * *

Breskfast next morning was cinnamon-flavored porridge, milk, and toast with blueberry jam.
Mendanbar found it waiting on the high table in the centra hal when heleft hisroom to look for his
hosts. There was no one else around, but the giant-sized dishes and crumbs at either end of the table
showed that Ballimore and Dobbilan had aready eaten. Mendanbar climbed the stairsto his seat and
began dishing up the porridge. Before he had finished filling his bowl, Cimorene walked into the room,
peering around for the giants.

“Good morning,” Mendanbar called. “Madame Ballimore and her husband appear to have been and
gone, but they’ ve left an excellent breskfast. Would you care to join me?’

“I’d be delighted,” Cimorene called back, and climbed the stairsto join him. “1 had no idea giants were
such early risers,” she said as she sat down in the second chair. “Where do you suppose they’ ve gone?’

“Gone?’ sad Batimore’ s voice from the hallway at the end of the room. “Dear, dear, | thought surel’d
left enough porridge for the pair of you, but it won’t take a minute to make up some more.”

“There’ s plenty of breakfast,” Mendanbar saidquickly. “We were talking about you and Dobbilan.”



“But he was supposed to wait for you,” Balimore said, emerging from the hallway. She inspected the
room over the top of the large bundle she carried, then shook her head. “Isn’t that just like aman?
Cimorene dear, |’ ve found just the thing for you. | knew there would be something upstairs, no matter
what Dobbilan said. Are you quite certain you have enough porridge?’

“Quitecertain,” Cimorene said. “What—"

“Bdlimore! Balimore, where’ stheinkwell?” Dobbilan’ s voice echoed down the corridor, interrupting
Cimorenein mid-sentence. “Where are you? Why can’t | find anything around here when | want it?’

“Because you never ook intheright place, dear,” Balimore caled. “Theinkwell isin the kitchen next to
the grocery ligt, whereit’ s been for the past six months, and I’ min the dining room. Which iswhere you’
d beif you’d donewhat | asked you to, instead of wandering off in al directions.”

“I didn’t wander off,” Dobbilan objected, sticking his head into the room. “I went to get some paper and
ink so | could write aletter. Oh, good morning, Princess, King. | didn’t seeyou.”

“Y ou were supposed to see them,” Ballimore said, exasperated. “Y ou were supposed to be here when
—oh, never mind.”

“Well, if you' re done scolding, could you find me that inkwel 1?7’

Bdlimore shook her head, set her bundle down on achair, and went off to ded with her erring husband.
Mendanbar looked at Cimorene, and they both burst out laughing at the sametime.

“Oh, dear,” said Cimorene when she got her breath back. “| hope they didn’t hear.”

“Arethey dwayslike this?” Mendanbar asked. “I don’t know,” Cimorene admitted. “Thisisthefirst
timel’ ve been here. Kazul has aways been the one who comesto talk or borrow things.” The thought
wiped the smile from her face. “| hope she’ s safe.”

“You'd know if shewasn’'t,” Mendanbar said, hoping he wasright. “ Being King of the Dragonsisalittle
like being King of the Enchanted Forest; if anything redlly drastic hgppenstoyou, everybodyknows.”

“I suppose s0,” Cimorene said. “And | know perfectly well that she can take care of hersdlf, but I’ litill
fed alot better when wefind out where sheis.”

Therewasn’t much Mendanbar could say to that. They atein silence for afew minutes and were just
finishing up when Balimore and Dobbilan returned. Dobbilan was carrying severa sheets of white paper
and a pen made of afeather aslong as Mendanbar’ sarm. Balimore held an inkwell the sze of asink.
The giantess cleared the dishes away from the far end of the table and set theinkwell gently in place,
then steered her husband to the chair. When she had him settled, she picked up the bundle she had
brought in eerlier.

“I’ll just take this outside and shake the dust out,” she told Cimorene. “Y ou and your young man can
come along as soon asyou’ vefinished egting. Don’t rush.”

“How do you spell ‘resignation’?” Dobhbilan asked, nibbling on the end of hisfeather pen.

Mendanbar spelled it for him as Ballimore bustled out the door. He and Cimorene finished their
breskfasts with only an occasiond interruption from Dobhbilan. Leaving the giant mumbling over hisletter
and chewing on the tattered end of his pen, they went out to see what Ballimore had found.

“Thereyou are,” Bdlimore said asthey cameinto the courtyard. “1’ ve gotten most of the dust out, and it’



sready to go. What do you think?’

She stepped back and Mendanbar got hisfirst good ook at the carpet. It was enormous, with a
three-foot fringe on dl four sides. In placesit looked rather worn, and there was ahole the sze of a
teacup in one corner. The background was arich cream color, dotted with teddy bears afoot long. Pink
teddy bears. Bright pink.

“It’ s certainly large enough,” Mendanbar said at last.
“Areyou sureit will fly?” Cimorene asked, looking dubioudy at the hole.

“Oh, yes,” Ballimore reassured her. “It’ sthe very best qudity, but we haven’t used it in years because of
the pattern.” She gestured at the teddy bears. “ Dobbilan thought they just didn’t look right in agiant’s
cadle”

“I think | agree with him,” Mendanbar said under his breath, eyeing the pink teddy bearswith didike.
“No wonder that Jack fellow didn’t tekeit.”

“Aslong asitflies | don’t carewhat it lookslike,” Cimorene declared. “ Thank you so much, Balimore. |
"Il make sure you get it back as soon aswe’ rethrough withit.”

“There’snorush,” Bdlimoresaid. “It’ Il just go back inthe attic.”
“How doesit work?” Mendanbar asked.

“I couldn’t find the ingtruction manud, but it’ s perfectly smple,” Balimoretold him. “ All magic carpets
arethesame. You st inthe middle and say, ‘Up, up, up and away’ to make it take off, and you steer by
leaning in the direction you want to go.”

“What about stopping?’

Bdlimore frowned in concentration. 1 believe you' re supposed to say ‘Whoa,” but ‘ Cut it out, carpet’
worksjust aswell. I’'m sorry | can’t be more definite. 1t’ sbeen along time.”

“Right.” Mendanbar looked at Cimorene. “Are you sure you want to do this?’

Cimorene hesitated, then nodded firmly. “We'll manage. If | could think of some other way of getting to
the north end of the mountains quickly, I would. Come on.” She stepped onto the carpet, and plopped
down in the center.

With some misgiving, Mendanbar sat next to her.

“Oh, heavens, | nearly forgot!” Bdlimore said suddenly. “ Stay right there, Cimorene dear. 1’1l be back in
aflash”

“Now what?" Mendanbar asked as the giantess hurried into the castle.
“Maybe she remembered where the indruction manual is” Cimorene said.
“Somehow | doubt it,” Mendanbar said.

A moment later, Ballimore came hurrying out again, carrying alarge bag. “| packed you abit of lunch,”
she explained, handing Cimorene the package. “ Goodness knows what you’ Il find out thereinthe
mountains”



Cimorene thanked Ballimore again and set the bag between hersdf and Mendanbar, then said, “ Al right,
carpet: up, up, up and away!”

The carpet shuddered, shifted and rose dowly into the air. Smiling broadly, Cimorene waved at
Bdlimore, then leaned forward. The carpet shivered again and began to move. It sailed up out of the
castle and into the sky over the mountains, gathering speed asit went.
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the Perils of Borrowed Equipment
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At first, the magic carpet ride was thoroughly enjoyable. The air was crip and cool, and there was no
noise at al except their own voices. The view was amazing, even better than looking down from a
mountain. The Mountains of Morning stood in crooked, gray-blue rows bel ow, each crack and boulder
outlined in sharp black shadow. Tiny figures moved across the rocks and through the strips of greenery
at the bottoms of the mountains. sheep and mountain goats and adventurous knights. Every now and then
Mendanbar caught a glimpse of the lush trees of the Enchanted Forest between the peaks.

“Stop craning your neck likethat,” Cimorene said. “Y ou’ re confusing the carpet.”

“Sorry.” Mendanbar sneaked alast ook and sighed as the patch of green disappeared behind arocky
dope. How was Willin getting dong without him?

“Mendanbar, isyour sword dipping?’ Cimorene said. “I thought | felt something for aminute there. Isit
coming out of that sheeth?’

“No,” Mendanbar replied, checkingit. “I1t’ sfine. And | haven’t touched it. Areyou sureit wasthe
sword?’

“No,” Cimorene admitted. “Maybe we flew over something magica and that’ swhat | felt. I1t’ sgone

“Good,” said Mendanbar. “ Are you—"

The carpet gave asudden lurch sideways, then dropped three feet. “Mendanbar!” Cimorene cried. “I
told you to stop that!”

“Itwasn't me!” Mendanbar protested, trying to find something to hang on to.
“Wdl, it wasn’tme , and there’ sonly the two of us up here,” Cimorene shouted.

The carpet rippled darmingly, then resumed its peaceful progress. Cautioudy, Mendanbar turned his
head to look at Cimorene. Wisps of black hair had come loose from her braids to blow wildly across
her face. It made her look particularly lovely, even though she was scowling a him. Mendanbar blinked
and pulled histhoughts together.

“I redlly didn’t do anything,” he said.



“ BlJt—"

The carpet wiggled and began to spin dowly. Mendanbar swallowed hard, wishing he had not eaten
quite so much breakfast. He closed his eyes, then opened them again very quickly asthe carpet bounced
twice, paused, and started spinning twice asfast in the opposite direction.

“Carpet!” Mendanbar shouted. “Cut it out!”

The lurching and spinning stopped. The carpet hung mationlessin midair for along moment, then
dropped like the bottom falling out of a cardboard box. Cimorene gasped, then said something that
sounded like “Oof!” asthe carpet froze once more, three feet lower than it had been. Mendanbar
garted to push himself up, then—without warning—the carpet dropped another three feet.

Thistime, Mendanbar stayed flat on the teddy bears. Two seconds later, the carpet dropped again. And
again. And again. Mendanbar lost track of the bumps and concentrated on keeping track of his sscomach.
Suddenly, the carpet spun around twice and took off in a steep, fast climb.

“Whoal” Cimorene cried. “Whoa, you stupid carpet, cut it out!”

Again, the carpet froze. Then it dropped again, but thistime, instead of bumping, it fell like astone.
Mendanbar got aglimpse of the ground drawing quickly closer, and then he had both hands on the hilt of
hissword. He didn’t bother to pull it out of the sheeth, he just yanked at the power it held and flung it
around himself and Cimorene. Then he shoved with dl hismight.

Their speed dowed abruptly. The carpet fell away beneath them, rippling angrily, and plopped down on
arocky depression at the foot of amountain. Mendanbar and Cimorene drifted after it, landing softly in
the carpet’ s center. They lay therefor amoment, catching their bresth and collecting their wits.

Findly, Mendanbar raised his head and looked warily around. They lay inthe middle of acircle of pine
trees. | think we’'ve arrived,” he said, Stting up.

“Good,” Cimorene said shakily. She sat up, pushing tendrils of hair out of her face, and gave him a
crooked smile. “I guess| should have asked Balimore afew more questions about this carpet before we
took It.”

“Yes, wdll, it’ stoo late now.” Mendanbar rolled off the carpet and stood up. “How far have we come?’

“A little over halfway, | think. Too far to walk back, not far enough to walk the rest of the way there.”
She made aface at the teddy bears, which looked innocently back. “We may haveto t:y the carpet

agan.

“Wedon’'t haveto try .it right away, though,” Mendanbar pointed out. “ There’'s ahouse over there—you
can see theroof through the trees. Maybe the owner can tell us exactly where we are and the shortest
way to get wherewe’regoing.”

“All right,” Cimorene agreed, with aswiftness that made Mendanbar think, she was no more eager to
get back on the carpet than hewas. “We'll have to bring the carpet with us, though. If you leave magica
thingslying around, dl sorts of dreadful things can happen.”

Mendanbar had to admit that she was right, though he wasn’t happy about it. They set Balimore’slunch
inthe middle of the carpet, then rolled the rug around it, folding the fringe carefully to theinsde. Then
Cimorene took the front end and Mendanbar picked up the rear, and they started toward the house.

Weaving through three rows of pine trees, they ducked under the low-hanging branches dong the outer



edge of the grove and emerged in front of the house. It looked, thought Mendanbar, asif it had been put
together by the same person who had built his palace, except that instead of too many towers and
staircases, this house had too many windows. square windows, round windows, wide windows, tall
windows, skinny windows, diamond windows, tiny windows filled with milky glass, enormous picture
windows, windows with stained glass pictures of ladiesin sweeping robes and birds with gold feathers,
open windows with curtains blowing out of them. The roof was made of red tile and skylights, and the
chimney had a square block of clear glassin the front side. Even the door had awindow iniit, right inthe
middle at about waist height. With only two floors, there were hardly enough wallsto hold al the
windows, in spite of the way the building sprawled in dl directions.

Asthey drew near, Mendanbar felt afaint aura of power around the house, hanging inthe air like mist.
He was about to mention it to Cimorene, when he heard yells and shouts of laughter coming from behind
the house. Suddenly asmall blonde girl dashed around the corner and stopped short, staring. A dightly
larger boy followed in hot pursuit and barely managed to stop in timeto avoid a collision. The blonde
child looked a him reproachfully, then turned toward the house and shrieked at the top of her voice,
“Herman! Herman, there’ s people.”

“Bah!” A deep, cross voice came carrying through the open window beside the door. “I don’t want any
people. Tell them to go away.”

Thelittle girl obediently turned to Cimorene. “Go away, please,” she said, and stuck her thumb in her
mouth.

“No, thank you,” Cimorene responded. “We want to talk to your parents.”

“Haven’t got any,” said the boy. Hetilted hishead to one Side, asif considering, then took off for the
house at adead run. “Herman, they won’t go!” he shouted as he ran. “They wantparents. They—"

His shouting stopped as he dove headfirst through the open window and vanished insde. One of the
upstairs windows scraped open, and two older children poked their heads out. At the sametime, three
small heads appeared at the corner of the house, gazing timidly a Mendanbar and Cimorene.

Cimorene looked at Mendanbar and set her end of the carpet on the ground. Mendanbar put his end
down, too, and stepped forward to stand beside her. The children stared at them without speaking.

“ABSOLUTELY NOT!” the cross voice shouted. The front door of the house flew open and adwarf
stomped out. He was not much taller than the oldest of the children, but hislong black beard and
muscular arms showed plainly that he was no child. His hair looked like an upside-down black haystack.
He glared angrily at Mendanbar.

“Iwon't doit!” the dwarf declared before either Mendanbar or Cimorene could say anything. “I don’t
careif it’sfamily tradition, | don’t careif you need the money, | don’t careif her mother lied and now
you haveto convince your council, | don’t careif your mother is going to turn her into atoad tomorrow
if shedoesn’t perform. | WILL NOT DO IT AND THAT'SFINAL!”

“That’squitedl right,” Cimorene said. “We don’t want you to. We just want—"

“I know what you want,” the dwarf said, hopping furioudy from onefoot to the other. “Y ou want a
chanceto tak meintoit. Well, you won’t get one, missy. Y ou should be ashamed to even consider such
athing!”

“Sheisn’t conddering it,” Mendanbar said. “We'retravelers, and we' ve just stopped to get some
directions.”



The dwarf paused in midhop. Balancing on one foot, he peered suspiciously at Mendanbar. One of the
children giggled. The dwarf glared in the direction of the sound, then turned back to Mendanbar.

“Directions? What sort of directions?’ he asked with evident mistrust. “Who are you, anyway?’

“I"'m Princess Cimorene and thisis King Mendanbar,” Cimorene said, “and we’ re trying to get to the
cave where the dragon Falgorn lives.”

“Oh, you're after adramatic rescue,” the dwarf said with relief. “1 supposethat’sal right. But are you
sure you know what you’ re getting into? Dragons are tough.”

“No, no,” Cimorene said in the exasperated tone of someone who is very tired of correcting the same
mistake over and over. “1’m Chief Cook and Librarian for Kazul, the King of the Dragons, and I’ m very
happy with my job, and | don’t want anyone to rescue me.”

The dwarf’ s eyes narrowed. “ Then why are you looking for this other dragon?’
“Because | have an urgent message for Kazul, and she’ sgoneto vist Falgorn,” Mendanbar explained.

“Huh.” The dwarf hesitated, looking from Cimorene to Mendanbar. “How do | know thisisn’t some
sort of trick?’

“Why should we want to trick you?” Cimorene asked.

“To get meto spin straw into gold for you, you silly girl,” the dwarf said. “ That’ swhy everyone comesto
seeme. And look at the thanks | get: children! Hundreds and hundreds of children! Bah!”

Thelittlest children giggled and pulled their heads back behind the corner asthe dwarf spun around. The
blonde girl stared solemnly at him for amoment, then took her thumb out of her mouth, ran forward, and
gave the dwarf an enormous hug.

“Thank you, Herman,” shetold the dumbfounded dwarf. She hugged him again and skipped off,
goparently tired of ligtening.

The dwarf smiled foolishly after her. The expression made him look pleasant and amost handsome.
After amoment, the dwarf turned back to Cimorene, and hisfrown returned.

“I don’t see the connection between children and spinning straw into gold,” Mendanbar said before the
dwarf could start complaining again. “Would you be good enough to explain it to me?’

“Explain?’ thedwarf fumed. “That’ swhat the last girl said, and what happened? Twins, that’ swhat
happened! Andshe claimed she couldn’t remember which one wasfirst, so | ended up with both of
them.”

“I can seewhy that would be annoying,” Cimorene said noncommittally.

The dwarf glared at her. “Y es, you say thatnow, but—oh, what’ sthe use? You'll get it out of me one
way or another.”

“If you' d rather not tell us—,” Mendanbar started, but the dwarf cut him off with adespairing wave.

“It doesn’t matter. It’ smy fate, that’ swhat it is. | should never have agreed to learn to spin straw into
goldinthefirst place”

“Why did you?’ Mendanbar asked.



“It’ safamily tradition,” the dwarf answered gloomily. “Of courseit doesn’t work if you' rejust spinning
for yoursdlf. So, along time ago, my greatgrandfather offered to use histadent to help out agirl who was
inagticky stuation. If he hadn’t been such ado-gooder, | wouldn’t bein thismess”

“What good did he do, exactly?” Mendanbar asked.

“Thelocd prince had gotten anction that the girl could spin straw into gold,” the dwarf said. “Brainless
young idiot, but they’redl like that. If she could spin straw into gold, why was sheliving in ahove ?
Anyway, Gramps said he’d do her spinning for her in return for part of the gold and her firstborn child.
She agreed, but naturally when the baby was born she didn’t want to give him up. So Gramps agreed to
aguessing game: if she could guess his name, she could keep the baby. Then helet her find out what his
name was. She kept the baby and Gramps kept the gold, and everyone went home happy.”

“I think I’ m beginning to get theidea,” Cimorene said. “It’ snot just spinning straw into gold that’ sa
family tradition, isit? It’ sthe whole scheme.”

The dwarf nodded sadly. “Right thefirst time. Only | can never makeit work properly. | canfind plenty
of girlswho' re supposed to spin straw into gold, and most of them suggest the guessing game, but I’ ve
never had evenone who managed to guess my name.”

“Oh, dear,” said Cimorene.

“I even changed my name legdly, so it would be easier,” the dwarf said sadly. “Herman isn’t adifficult
nameto remember, isit? But no, theslly chitscan’t doit. So | end up with the baby aswell asthe gold,
and babies eat and cry and need clothes, and the gold runs out, and | have to find another girl to spin
goldfor, and it happensdl over again, and | end up withanother baby. Itisn’t fair!”

“Y ou, um, seem to be fond of the children, though,” Mendanbar said.

The dwarf looked around to see whether any of the children were within hearing distance, then nodded
sheepishly. “They’re good kids. It’sjust that there are too many of them. | moved out here so it would
be harder for the slly girlsto find me and talk meinto spinning for them, but they keep finding me

anyway.”

“It was arather drastic move, wasn't it?” Cimorene said. “What about the dragons and giants and rock
snakes and so on?’

“Oh, they’ re no problem. The house used to belong to amagician, and heleft alot of guarding spellson
it. Nothing nasty can get anywhere near.”

“That’swhy it fedsmagical,” Mendanbar said, relieved.
“It’san odd sort of house for awizard,” Cimorene said, sudying it. “Why so many windows?’

“Not awizard,” the dwarf said. “ A magician. He was trying to find out which kinds of windowswork
best when they’ re enchanted.”

“Did hefind out?”

“I suppose so, or hewouldn’t have let me buy it. Most of the windows don’t work anymore, but there’s
around one a the end of the attic that till showsthingsonceinawhile.”

“What kinds of things?” Mendanbar asked. “Can you ask to see something in particular, or doesit just
show scenes a random?”’



“You haveto ask,” said the dwarf, “and you don’t dways get an answer. Would you like to seeit?’
“Yes, please,” Cimorene said quickly.

Mendanbar looked doubtfully at the carpet, wonelering whether it would be safeto leave it where it was
with al the children around, and thinking how much troubleit would be to haul dong if they didn’t.

“Letitbe” the dwarf said, following Mendanbar’ s gaze. “ The kidswon’t touchiit.”

With some reluctance, Mendanbar nodded and followed the dwarf and Cimorene into the house. The
insdewas just as mazelike as Mendanbar had expected from the rambling exterior. The dwarf led them
down a passage, around acorner, up aflight of creaky wooden stairs, through aroom lined with
pictures, upanother flight of stairs, and down along hdl to acramped, stuffy little room under the farthest
dope of theroof. The only light came from acircular window about twice the size of Mendanbar’ s head.

“Thereitis” said the dwarf. “If you want to see something, ask; but | can’t guaranteeit’ Il work.”
“Show me Kazul, the King of the Dragons,” Cimorene commanded at once.

For amoment, nothing happened. Then Mendanbar fdlt atentative swelling of magic around the winelow.
“I think it needs aboost,” he said and reached for his sword.

“No, let me,” said Cimorene. She thought for aminute, then raised her right hand and pointed at the
window.

“ Power of water, wind, and earth,

Cast the spell to show its birth.
Raise the fire to stop the harm
By the power of this charm.”

Power surged around the window, and the glass went milk-white. “What did you do?” Mendanbar said,
impressed.

“It’ sadragon spell,” Cimorenetold him, keeping her eyes fixed on the window. “1t’ s easy to remember,
andit’ snot hard to adapt it to do just about anything. | found it in Kazul’ s—look!”

The window glass had cleared. Through the circular pane, Mendanbar could seetheinside of alarge
cave. A sphere of golden light, like a giant glowing soap-bubble, covered hdf the cave, and insdethe
glow was adragon. Shewas easily four times astall as Mendanbar, even without counting her wings.
Three short, stubby horns stuck out of her head, one on each side and one in the center of her forehead,
and her sceswere just starting to turn gray around the edges. An angry-looking trickle of smoke
leaked out of her mouth as she breathed. In front of the bubble stood two tall, bearded meninlong
robes, carrying staffs of polished wood.

“Wizards,” Cimorenesaid angrily. “1 knew it!”
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I n Which Mendanbar
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M endanbar stared a the window, angrier than he could remember being in along time. In the back of

hismind, he could hear avoice reminding him that the King of the Dragons was no concern of the King
of the Enchanted Forest and that the Society of Wizards was a dangerous group to offend or interfere
with. He could hear another voice that sounded very like Willin' s, suggesting envoys and forma
complaints. But hewasin no mood to pay attention to either of them. Mendanbar was not going to stand
by and let the Society of Wizards kidnap and imprison anyone, King of the Dragons or not.

“Huh,” said the dwarf. “ So you weren’t kidding about looking for that dragon.”

“Of course not,” Cimorene snapped. Her eyes were fixed on the window, and there was alittle crease
between her eyebrows. “But where are they? Window! Show me wherethey are.”

Magic rose up around the window in agreat wave, and Mendanbar felt an answering surgein his sword.
Thewindow turned bright green, glowing brighter and brighter, then suddenly shattered into dust.

“Hey!” sad the dwarf. “My window!”

“Drat!” Cimorene’ s hands clenched into fists, and she glared at the empty space where the window had
been. After amoment, she shook her head and turned to the dwarf. “1’m sorry, Herman. | didn’t know
it would do that. And we don’t realy know any more than we did before.”

“Oh, yes, we do,” Mendanbar said. “We know that some wizards have captured Kazul, and we know
that they’ re somewhere in the Enchanted Forest.”

“Wedo?'

“I'msureof it. | think that’ swhy the window couldn’t show amore generd picture of where they were.
Thingsin the Enchanted Forest move around alot, especidly if theforest doesn't like something. 11l bet
my best crown that that” —M endanbar waved at the empty window frame—"is something the
Enchanted Forest doesn’t like one bit.”

“All right, but that doesn’t help much,” Cimorene said. “ The Enchanted Forestisabig place. How are
we going to find them?’

“That won't be a problem,” Mendanbar said. “I’ m the King of the Enchanted Forest, remember?’
“That makesyou good at finding missing dragons?’

“It makes me good at finding out what’ s going on,” Mendanbar said. “I can tell when places are moving
around, and | can get where | want to go even when it’smoving. | don’t think it will be too hard, once
we get back insde the forest.”

“Thenle’sgo,” Cimorenesaid. “1 didn’t like the look of that bubble thing those wizards had around
Kazul.”

“At least they don’t seem to have hurt her,” Mendanbar offered.



“That’ strue. Oh, Iwish | knew what they were up to!” Cimorene scowled at the broken window, then
turned sharply away, dmost running into the dwarf.

“I don’t understand thisat dl,” the dwarf said, looking from Cimorene to Mendanbar with a puzzled
frown.

“I’'m sorry we don’t havetimeto explain,” Mendanbar said. “But I’ m afraid we don’t.”
“Thank you for al your help,” Cimorene added.

The dwarf shook his head and led them back to the front door, frowning in such deep concentration the
whole time that neither Mendanbar nor Cimorene could bring themsalvesto interrupt. In the doorway,
the dwarf paused.

“Areyousureyoudon’t want any gold?’ he asked. “ Quite sure,” Mendanbar said. “We have along
walk ahead of us, and gold isawfully heavy.”

“I thought you didn’t want to spin gold anymore,” Cimorene added.

The dwarf looked down. “It’ snot the spinning, it’ stherest of it,” he said, not very clearly. “And spinning’
stheonly way | know to make money, and you wouldn’t believe how fast kids grow.”

“Oh,” said Cimorene. Shebit her lip. “What if we asked you to spin some gold for us and then let you
keep it?" she asked without much hope.

“No,” said the dwarf. “| tried it once. It just doesn’t work.”
“Can you spin for the children?” Mendanbar asked.

The dwarf shook his head. “They’ re my responghility, soit’ sthe same as spinning for myself asfar as
the spell is concerned.”

“Whatar eyougoing to do with them al?’ Cimorene asked as renewed shrieks and the sound of
pounding feet came through the open door.

“Oh, most of them will grow up and save their kingdoms from something or other in the nick of time,”
the dwarf said. “Long-lost heirs, you know. That’swhat makesit so difficult. | have to seethat they’re
properly trained on top of everything ese.”

“Training,” Mendanbar said under his breath. He squinted into the sunlight, trying to catch hold of an
ideathat hovered just out of reach.

“| don’t suppose their parents.. . .” Cimorene’ svoicetrailed off asthe dwarf shook his head.

“A bargain’ sabargain. Besdes, it wouldn’t be the same without them running dl over. Ican’ tgivethem
back.”

“Of course not,” Mendanbar said, blinking. He smiled suddenly. “But youcan charge for training them,
can’'tyou?’

Ananswering amilelit up Cimorene’ sface. “A boarding school for long-lost heirs. What agood ideal”
“A school?” the dwarf said asif the words tasted funny. “A boarding school ? | don’t know—"

“Why not?” Cimorene said. “It would solve your money problemsfor sure. Speciad schools are always



horribly expensive. Y ou could charge the parents of your children for just the training part, and teakeon a
few morekidsat training plus full room and board.”

The dwarf’ seyes gleamed at the idea, but then hisface fel. “What about my soinning?’ hesaid. “Itisa
family tradition.”

Cimorenerolled her eyes. “Haven’t you done enough of that aready?’
“Wdl—"

“I have an idea about that, too,” Mendanbar put in. “The problem with the spell isthat you can’t spin for
yoursdf or for anyone who’ syour responsbility, right?”

“That’sitinanutshdl,” the dwarf said. “And there’ s nothing to be done abouit it.”

“What if you set up ascholarship fund?” Mendanbar said. “1’1l bet aredlly good lawyer could design one
that would get around the spell’ s restrictions so you could spinfor it.”

Cimorene nodded. “A good lawyer can get around just about anything. And if that doesn’t work, you
could spin for other scholarship funds and only take part of the gold, the way you usudly do.”

“I never thought of spinning for afund,” the dwarf said in wonder.
“Y ou think about it, then,” Mendanbar said. “We haveto go.”

“Yes” sad Cimorene. “I won't fed quite comfortable until | know Kazul isout of that bubble. Thank
you agan.”

They left the dwarf in the doorway, muttering to himsalf about rooms and expenses, and walked over to
therolled-up carpet.

Mendanbar looked at it with distaste, remembering their wild ride. He hoped Cimorene wasn't going to
ings onusing it right away. His omach hadn’t completely settled from the last time. He turned his head.
Cimorene was looking a him with awary expresson.

“Le’scarry it for awhile” she suggested. “ The children are probably watching, and we shouldn’t give
them idess”

“Right,” Mendanbar said with relief. “ Do you want the front end or the back?’

Cimorene took the back end, and they hoisted the carpet to their shoulders and started off. Walking
with the carpet was surprisingly easy. Cimorene was agood match for Mendanbar in height, and she
was quite strong. Mendanbar supposed it must be from carrying around dragon-sized servings of lamb
and beef, and before he thought, he said as much.

“Actudly, it’ s the chocol ate mousse and cherriesjubileg,” Cimorene said.
“I didn’t think chocolate mousse was particularly heavy.”

“Itiswhen you’ ve got abucket full of it in each hand,” Cimorene retorted.
“Oh,” said Mendanbar. “ Y es, | supposeit would be.

Hewas trying to figure out how much abucket of mousse would weigh when the carpet jerked
suddenly. Mendanbar grabbed &t it, thinkingOh,no, it’ s going to start dancing around on its own!



Then he redlized that the carpet had jerked because Cimorene had stopped. He looked reproachfully
over hisshoulder.

“It’ stimefor lunch,” Cimorene said. “All thistalk about food is making me hungry, and | don’t want to
haveto face alot of wizards on an empty stomach.”

Now that she mentioned it, he was hungry, too. “ Good idea,” Mendanbar said with enthusiasm. “And
thislooks like anice spot to stop. Will you serve, or shal |7’

Cimorene laughed. They set the rolled-up carpet on astretch of grass between two pines and got out
Ballimore’ s package, then sat down to see what the giantess had sent along with them. It was, as
Mendanbar had expected, an enormous quantity of food—seven fat pastries stuffed with chicken and
herbs, alarge bottle of cold spring water, around loaf of bread and a generous wedge of yellow cheese,
four large red gpples, and asmall box filled with awonderful, creamy chocolate fudge.

“My goodness,” Cimorene said when they had unpacked everything. “Balimore certainly believesin
feeding peoplewdl.Lookat dl of thig”

“No, no,” Mendanbar said, picking up one of the pastries and handing it to Cimorene. “Don’t look &t it.
Eait”

“| wonder where she got the fudge,” Cimorene mused. “ Everything e seis probably from the Cauldron
of Plenty, but it doesn’t do desserts very well.”

“Maybe she madeit hersdf.”

“I hope s0.” Cimorene smiled at Mendanbar’ slook of surprise. “If shedid, | can ask her for therecipe.”
By an unspoken mutual agreement, neither Mendanbar nor Cimorene mentioned Kazul or the wizards
during lunch, though they were both certainly thinking about them. Instead, they had apleasant talk
about some of the odd and interesting peopl e they had each met over the past few years. Cimorene
knew alot of unusud folk. Many of them were dragons, of course, but her position as Kazul’ s Chief
Cook and Librarian meant that she had aso met most of the visitors from outside the M ountains of
Morning who cameto pay their respects to the King of the Dragons or to ask her questions.

Near the end of the medl, Mendanbar noticed that Cimorene was gazing intently at him. No, not a him:
at hissword.

“What isit?’ Mendanbar asked worriedly.
“Have you been doing things with that sword again?’ Cimorene demanded.

“No,” Mendanbar said, puzzled. “1 used it on your sink, and to stop the nightshade, and when the carpet
darted fdling, but that’ sal. Why?’

“Becauseit’sleaking magic al over the place,” Cimorene said. “I thought so before, but now I'm
positive.” Shefinished her second pastry and stood up, brushing crumbs from her 1ap. “ That sheath must
not be asgood as | thought. Would you mind letting melook at it? Without the sword.”

“Not at al,” Mendanbar answered. He stood up and drew the sword. Cimorene flinched. “Is something
wrong?’

“I don’t know,” Cimorene said. “Can’t you fed it?’

“Fed what?’



“Your sword. It isn’t the sheeth after dl; it’ sthat dratted sword. It’s gotten worse. Put it away, quickly.”
Thoroughly puzzled, Mendanbar did as Cimorene asked. “ All right,” he said. “Now, would you please
explan?’

“I'mnot surel can,” Cimorene said. “You didn’t know what | meant before, when | said your sword
reeked of magic, o | supposeit’sreasonable that you can’t tell that the reek istwice as strong now. Y ou
"Il just have to take my word for it.”

Mendanbar looked down at the sword, thinking hard. “It’ slinked to the Enchanted Forest, and |’ ve
never taken it out of the woods before,” he said at last. “Maybe it doesn’t likeit. Maybeit’ strying to
make the mountains more like the Enchanted Forest.” 1t sounded silly put that way, but he couldn’t think
how elseto say it. It would sound even sillier if hetold her that he thought the sword was trying to stuff
some magic into the empty, barren-feding land around it.

“Um,” said Cimorene, gazing absently at the sword. After amoment, she looked up. “I’1l bet you're
right. Bother. That means wehaveto use the carpet.” She bent and started packing up the remains of
their lunch.

“Wait aminute,” Mendanbar said. “What has my sword got to do with that carpet?’

“If beingoutsi dethe Enchanted Forest is what makes your sword behave like a—amagic beacon, then
we have to get it backinsidethe Enchanted Forest asfast aswe can,” Cimorene explained patiently.
“Otherwise every ogre and wizard for leagues and leagues around will come looking for whatever is
making al thefuss. And the carpet isalot faster than walking.”

“I don’t trust it.”

“We managed before. It ought to be easier now that we know what to expect. Here, help me.” She
knelt and began unrolling the carpet as she spoke.

“Dowe know what to expect?’ Remembering the bumping, spinning, unpredictable ride, Mendanbar
shuddered.

“Look, | don’t likeit any better than you do, but we have to dosomethingabout that sword. Besides,
the sooner we get to the forest, the sooner you can find out where those wizards have Kazul. And do
we have any other choice?’

“1 could probably use the sword to get us to the Enchanted Forest,” Mendanbar suggested.

Cimorene sat back on her hedls, staring a him. “Y ou can do that? Why on earth didn’t you say so to
begin with? We could have gone straight to Kazul’ sgrandchildren’ s cave and saved alot of time.”

“I didn’t mention it before because I’ m notreallysureit will work,” Mendanbar said. “1’ ve never tried
that particular spell outside the Enchanted Forest before, and it wouldn’t be agood ideato test it for the
firg timeto get somewhere I’ ve never been. Especidly somewherethat isn’t in the Enchanted Forest
ather.” Actudly, he hadn’t triedanyof hisusud spdls outside the Enchanted Forest before, for the very
good reason that he hadn’ tbeen outside the Enchanted Forest since he’ d become King and started
working magic, but hedidn’t like to mention that in front of Cimorene. He was quite sure that if shehad
suddenly becomethe ruler of amagica kingdom, she would have tested dll her new spells and powers
and abilitiesimmediately, under as many different conditions as she could come up with. He didn’t want
her to think he was careless or neglectful.

“So we can either experiment with the carpet again or experiment with your spell,” Cimorene said. She



scowled thoughtfully at the teddy bears, then looked up a Mendanbar and smiled. “Let’ stry the spell.
What do you want meto do?’

“Jugt stand there,” Mendanbar said, returning her smile. “1’ ve never worked with another magician, and
one experiment a atimeis enough.”

“Why haven’t you?’ Cimorene asked as she climbed to her feet. “Worked with another magician, |
mean. From what you were telling me yesterday, you’ ve got more than enough work for a couple of
assdants”

“I’ve never had timeto find any assstants,” Mendanbar said. “Except Willin, my steward, and he’s
never learned much magic.”

“Y ou mean you' re trying to run the whole Enchanted Forestbyyour sel f?” Cimorenesad. “You're as
bad asthe dragons!”

“What?’

“It took me six monthsto persuade them that the King of the Dragons didn’t need to do everything all
thetime,” Cimorene explained. “ And then it took me three more monthsto get a system set up so they
wouldn’t kegp running to Kazul with every little problem.”

“You set up asystem? How? | mean, how did you know . . .” Mendanbar’ svoicetrailed off.

To hissurprise, Cimorene flushed very dightly. “1 sudied alot of unusud thingswhen | was growing up,”
shesaid. “Unusud for aprincess, | mean. Politics was one of them.”

“It sounds like a perfectly reasonable thing for aprincessto study to me,” Mendanbar said. “Look how
usful it’ sbeen for you.”

“Wl, it’ snot one of the things a princessissupposedto learn,” Cimorene said. “Y ou wouldn't believe
the fuss they made when they found out I’ d talked my protocol teacher into covering it.”

“What were you supposed to be learning, then?’
Cimorene made aface. “ Embroidery and dancing and etiquette andpr oper behavior.”

“No wonder princesses are dilly, if that’sdl they’ re supposed to know about,” Mendanbar said without
thinking. He blinked and added hastily, “Not you.

| mean, you aren’t slly, even if you areaprincess. | mean—"

“Don’t try to explain any more; you' [l only makeit worse,” Cimorene said, laughing. “Now, hadn’t we
better try that spell? Weare in abit of ahurry, remember.”

“Right.” With some difficulty, Mendanbar pushed the discussion out of hismind and tried to remember
how he had been planning to work the transportation spell. Usualy he smply twisted one of the threads
of power that crisscrossed the Enchanted Forest, pulling himself to his destination, but outside the forest
there were no threads that he could fedl. There was power in the sword, though, and it was linked with
the Enchanted Forest. If he pulled on that, he should be able to move whatever he chose back to the
forest.

Before he moved anything, however, he would have to indicate who and what he wanted to move. He
didn’t want to arrive in the Enchanted Forest with amagic carpet covered with pink teddy bears and no



Cimorene. Mendanbar suppressed asigh. Spellswere so much easier at home, where he didn’t have to
think about them as much. He dismissed that thought and concentrated on figuring out the shape of the
spell he wanted.

When he was satisfied that he knew exactly what he intended to do, and in what order, he put ahand on
the hilt of his sword and looked a Cimorene. “ Ready?’

“Whenever you are,” Cimorene said.

Mendanbar nodded and drew his sword. He heard Cimorene suck in her breath as he raised the
weapon over hishead and swung it in asow circle. Carefully, he pointed the sword at the carpet and
pushed atiny bit of power out to label it for the next part of the spell. Then he pointed the sword at
Cimorene and repested the process even more gently than before. Cimorene shivered, but she remained
Slent.

Turning, Mendanbar pointed the sword in the direction of the Enchanted Forest. Now for the tricky

part. He drew on the power in the sword, feding it hum through the hilt and into hishands. In hismind he
pictured the giant trees of the Enchanted Forest, ranged in silent rows around the rocks that edged the
Green Glass Poal, with the still water reflecting them like a green mirror. When he was sure he had the
picture clear and steady in hismind, he gave the power in the sword the same twisting pull he used to
move from place to place within the Enchanted Forest.

Sowly, dmost reluctantly, the rocks began to blur and fade. Mist rose, wavering, to veil the mountains
and sky. Then, just as the landscape was about to vanish into thick, woolly grayness, the mist stopped
condensing. For amoment, everything was till. Then the mist thinned and the outlines of the rocks and
mountains grew sharper.

Almost, thought Mendanbar. 1t must need more power because we’re outside the Enchanted Forest.
He clenched his hands around the hilt of the sword and pulled again, hard.

Gray fog dammed down around him like awindow shutter dropping closed. Something hit him likea
giant’ shammer, and hefdt himsdf faling.Now | vedone it, he thought vaguely, just before everything
went black.lhope Cimoreneis all right. Then helost consciousness completely. Hedidn’t even fed
himsdf land.
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Somethi ng was wrong. Mendanbar could fed it, even before he was fully awake. The magic of the

Enchanted Forest floated dl around him, but it seemed tenuous and tottery, amost disconnected. He
thought he had better get up and fix it. He opened his eyes.

Cimorene’ s concerned face hovered afoot above him. Her braids had come loose from their tight
crown and there was aworry line between her eyebrows. He didn’t want her to be worried. Hetried to
say S0, but dl he managed was a coughing fit. Cimorene bit her lip, and her troubled expression



intengfied.

“Don’ttryto talk,” she said unhappily. “Don’t try to do anything yet. Y our sword is safe, and I’ mdl right,
and everything else can walit for afew minutes. Just lie there and breathe dowly.”

It occurred to Mendanbar that Cimorene was anxious abouthim . That was nice, in away, but he till
didn’t want her to be unhappy. In fact, it was suddenly very important to him that Cimorene should not
be worried or unhappy in the dightest. He closed his eyesto consider how best to convey thisand fell
adeep at once.

When he woke, the sky was the pae blue of |ate afternoon. Rubbing his eyes, he sat up carefully,
remembering what had happened earlier when he’ d tried to talk. Cimorene was at his Side at once.

“Areyou sure you should do that?’ she said.
“It haan’t hurt so far,” Mendanbar replied. “What happened?’

Cimorene studied him for amoment, then relaxed vigbly. “1’m not sure,” she said. “One minute we were
going somewhere, and the next minute we weren’t. When | picked mysdf up, you were lying there
looking three-quarters dead and as white as cracked ice, and you’ ve been that way for over four hours.
If thet’ s your transportation spell, | think | would have preferred the carpet.”

“Atleadt it got usto theforest.”
“Not exactly.”

Mendanbar blinked at her, then looked around. The carpet, on which he and Cimorene were sitting, lay
in the center of atwenty-foot circle of thin green fuzz. Seven saplings, pencil-thick and none more than
waist high, poked randomly upward through the fuzz. Beyond the circle, patches of short,
brownish-green grass dternated with mottled gray rock that rose quickly into cliffs and ridges and the
sudden, sharp heights of mountains that shadowed them al. None of it looked familiar, though it still felt
vaguely like the Enchanted Forest to him.

“Wdll, at least we wentsomewhere,” Mendanbar said after a moment.

“Y es, but where? Those are the Mountains of Morning, but this bit” —Cimorene waved at the green fuzz
and the saplings—"looks asif it belongsin the Enchanted Forest. So what’ sit doing here?’

“It fedslike the Enchanted Forest, too,” Mendanbar said. He shifted, and his hand touched cool metal.
Even without looking, he knew it was his sword. He picked it up and looked at it thoughtfully.
“Cimoreneg, isthis4till *lesking magic’ theway you said it was eaxrlier?’

“No,” Cimorenesaid. “I cantdl it’samagic sword, and an odd one at that, but only if | study it. It’snot
—not soobvious anymore.”

Mendanbar pushed himself to hisfeet. It took more effort than he had expected, and by thetime he
finished, the worry line had regppeared between Cimorene’ s eyebrows.

“I'madl right,” hetold her. “Mostly.” He waited amoment for his head to stop spinning, then walked
cautioudy to the edge of the circle of fuzz. He stepped over the boundary onto a patch of grass. The
comforting sense of being surrounded by magic vanished, and although he had more than half expected
it, he saggered dightly.

Cimorene was beside him amogt at once. “What isit?’



“It wasjust the change. Can you fed my sword now?’
“Yes” Cimorenesad. “But it’snowhere near as bad asit wasthismorning.”

“| was afraid you were going to say that.” Mendanbar looked at the circular area of green and sighed. “I
hate to do this, but you’ reright. It doesn’t belong here.”

He gtarted forward. Cimorene grabbed hisarm. “Wait aminute! What are you talking about?’

“This” Mendanbar pointed at the saplingswith hissword. “Inaway, it redlyis part of the Enchanted
Forest. That’ swhy it fedslike hometo me, and that’ s why the sword doesn’t fed ‘obvious’ whenit’s
ingde”

“That makes sense,” Cimorene said. She il had hold of hisarm. “But how did it get here?’

“I don’t think it did, exactly,” Mendanbar said. “1 think the sword madeit for uswhen we couldn’t get
through to thered forest. That’ swhy it’s So—so newtooking.”

“Your sword . . .” Cimorene paused, thinking. “Y es, you told meit was linked to the Enchanted Forest.”
Shelooked at the green area. “1 didn’t redlize it could do things on its own, without someone directing it.”

“Normdly it doesn’t,” Mendanbar said. “Unlessit’ s picking the next King of the Enchanted Forest.”

“Picking thenext . ..” Cimorene’ svoicetrailed off and she shook her head. “I think you’ d better tell me
about that sword. All about it, not just dribbles of information when something comes up. | have afeding
we' re going to need to know.”

“I don’t know that much,” Mendanbar said. “And | have to take care of these thingsfirs.” Hewaved at
the sgplings.

“What are you going to do?’

“If the sword did it, it ought to be ableto undo it,” Mendanbar said. “I don’t want to erase this patch,
but | can’t think of anything éseto do with it. It wouldn’t be agood ideato leave abit of my kingdom
disconnected likethis.”

“No, | can seethat,” Cimorene said, releasing hisarm at last. “ Just watch what you’ re doing with that
gpdl. 1t sgoing to be dark soon, and | don’t want to spend another four hours waiting for you to wake

up.”
“I don’t liketheideamysdlf,” Mendanbar said. “Don’t worry. I’ Il be careful.”
“You'd better be.”

Mendanbar smiled, raised the sword, and walked back into the tiny forest. He paced around the edge,
getting the fed of the magic that was spread spiderweb thin across the circle. Then he stopped. With his
left hand, he lowered his sword so that the tip rested on the green fuzz that might one day have grown
into moss. With hisright, he reached out and touched the web, gathering in the threads. When his hand
was full, he began to feed the threadsinto the sword.

It was touchy work, for the invisible strands were thin and fragile, and he knew that if he missed even
one hewould haveto begin al over again. The task took alot of concentration, for the sword accepted
the threads with greet reluctance. He was not at all sure he would have the strength to do it twice, so he
worked with paingtaking downess.



When he was halfway through, the saplings began to shrink. Slowly ét firgt, then faster and fadter, the
little trees grew shorter and more dender, until they disappeared into the green fuzz. For amoment,
nothing more seemed to happen. Then the circle of green began to shrink. Like adrop of water being
sucked up by anapkin, the green edge drew back toward the sword, leaving bare rock behind. Ina
moment, the retreating border was out of sight benegth the carpet.

Mendanbar continued feeding magic into the sword. There were only afew threads|eft, and he dowed
down even more. A puddle the size of awagon whed was dl that was|eft of the origind circle. It shrank
to the size of adinner plate, then apancake, then apenny. Then it was gone.

For a heartbeat longer, Mendanbar held his position, checking to be certain he had not missed anything.
Finaly helet go of the end of the spell and lifted the point of the sword from the ground. He felt much
better than he had when he began. He looked up and smiled at Cimorene.

“That was extremely interesting,” Cimorene said. She eyed the bare ground around the carpet. “Isthat
al of it?”

“I think so. Why?’

“Becauseif we don’t want to spend the night here, we’' re going to haveto leave quickly. 1t’ 1l be getting
dark soon.” Cimorene paused, then added, “Y ou’ d better put that sword away. It’ sdripping magic

agan.”
“Sorry,” Mendanbar said. “Why don’t we—"

With arattle of small stonesand avicious hiss, along, gray-black snake shot out of acrevice at thetop
of the nearest cliff and dropped toward Cimorene. Mendanbar jerked his sword up and sent acrackling
bolt of power to meet the serpent. The hiss became a choking gurgle as the snake flared into abright line
of fireand disntegrated. Flakes of ash drifted the last few feet to fal around Mendanbar and Cimorene.

Three more snakes launched themsalves from parts of the cliff,and another dithered from behind a
boulder. From the corner of his eye, Mendanbar saw Cimorene yank her sword out of its sheath. He
hoped briefly and intensely that she was good at fighting, and then he had no time or attention for
anything except the snakes.

A second blast of magic digposed of two of the threein the air, and a single sword-stroke chopped the
third in half. By then four new snakeswerein the air, and Mendanbar could hear more hissng on al
sides. He sent another spell skyward, and another, then swung at two snakesthat had legped from a
crack barely shoulder-high above the ground. After that he lost track of how many snakes he struck or
stabbed or chopped and how many he burned or blasted. He had no time for anything but fighting. He
swung his sword until hisarmsweretired and his head hurt from concentration and spell-casting. And
then, suddenly, there were no more snakes.

The ground was dusted with ashes and littered with pieces of snakes, and the air smelled of charred
meet. Sowly, Mendanbar lowered his sword. A few paces avay, Cimorene was straightening up from a
fighter’ s crouch with the same wary hesitation. Her sword was covered with dark blood, and there were
quite alot of dead snakes around her.

“Oh, wonderful,” Mendanbar said with heartfelt sincerity. “1 was hoping you were good with asword.”
“You aren’t bad with one yoursdlf,” Cimorene replied alittle bresthlesdly.
“It’samagic sword,” Mendanbar reminded her, but he felt absurdly pleased nonetheless.



Cimorene grinned. “ Soismine. | know alittle about fencing, but not enough to do me any good against
most of the thingsin the Mountains of Morning. That’ swhy Kazul letsme carry this.” Shelifted her
sword, and adrop of snake blood fell from the tip. She frowned and began fishing in her pockets with
her free hand. “It’ s supposed to make the bearer impossible to defeat.”

“Sounds good to me,” Mendanbar said, looking at the bits of snake near Cimorene’ sfeet. “What’ sthe
catch?’

“Getting killedisn’t the same as being defeated,” Cimorene said. She pulled ahandkerchief from a
pocket, smiled, and began cleaning the sword with it. “Not aways, anyway. And it doesn’t keep you
from getting hurt, either. So | till haveto be careful. Do you Want to usethis?’ She held out the stained
handkerchief.

“Thank you,” Mendanbar said, taking the square of cloth. He wiped his sword carefully, resheathed i,
and heditated. “Do you want it back? I’ m afraidit’ sruined.”

“That’sall right,” Cimorene said. “1 always carry one or two extras.” She retrieved the handkerchief,
grimaced, and tied it into atight bundle, which she stowed in her belt pouch. “ There. Now, let’ s get out
of here”

“Why such ahurry?’

“We gtill haveto rescue Kazul. And besides—do youwant to fight more rock snakes?” Cimorene
asked. “That’ swhat we' |l be doing if we stay, We' ve cleaned out this part pretty well, but there’ ssure
to be severa other colonies around.” She pointed at a dark ridge acouple of hundred feet farther on.
“There, for instance. Or there.” She gestured in the opposite direction, a awrinkled cliff.

“I don’t see how we can get past them on foot,” Mendanbax said, frowning.

“Wdll, we can’t stay here. They’ |l dither over as soon asthelast of the light goes. We'll haveto take the

“1 wouldn’t recommend it,” said anew voice.

Together, Mendanbar and Cimorene turned. The voice belonged to a dark-haired man who stood
camly next to the magic carpet, watching them with interest. He was several inches shorter than
Mendanbar, with bright blue eyes and a neatly trimmed beard and mustache. He woretall black boots,
dark gray leggings, aloose-deeved, high-necked shirt in pale gray, and an open knee-length black vest
covered with pockets of al shapes and sizes. Under the vest, hiswide black belt was hung with
strangely shaped pouches and sheaths. The air around him crackled with magic.

“Who areyou?’ Cimorene asked. “And why don’t you want usto use the carpet?’

“My nameis Tdeman,” said the man, bowing, “and | have aconsderable familiarity with the basic
mechanics of carpets. Magic ones, that is. And this carpet” —he gestured | eft-handed, and three silver
ringsglinted inthefading light—"isplainly defective”

“Defective?’” Mendanbar said suspicioudy. Telemain didn’tlooklike awizard, but that didn’t necessarily
mean much. Wizards could wear disguises aswell asanyone dse.

“Oh, it will probably operate, after afashion,” Teemain said. “But not well, and not for long. I'm
surprised you got thisfar oniit.”

“Wedidn't, exactly,” Mendanbar said. “ And wehave had some trouble with it. What do you suggest?’



The sound of a pebble bouncing down a series of rocks echoed aong the narrow canyon. “1 suggest we
talk somewhere dse,” Tedlemain said, glancing toward the sound. “Thisisn’t a safe place, even with my
defensve enchantments fully erected.”

“And how do you suggest we get there?” Cimorene asked.

“Likethis” Teemain raised ahand and made acircleintheair with hisforefinger. Ashedid, he
muttered something, then clapped both hands together.

The canyon flowed and meted into a doping meadow halfway up amountainsde. “Much better,”
Telemain said. “No rock snakes, trolls, ogres, or other dangerouswildlife. | guaranteeit.”

Mendanbar wasinclined to believe him. Trollsand ogresliked places where they could jump out from
behind things or pop out from under rocks. An open meadow didn’t have enough cover. Besides,
Telemain was no longer surrounded by the hum of magic, which meant he had dropped his guarding

gl

“Now,” Telemain went on, “howdid the two of you get into aravine full of rock snakeswith a defective
magic carpet? Having rescued you, | think | am entitled to some explanation.”

“We were on our way to the Enchanted Forest,” Cimorene said carefully, pushing wisps of loose hair
out of her face. Mendanbar noticed with gpprova that she said nothing about their reasons for wanting
to go there. “How did you happen to come by at such a convenient moment?’

“I was—Iooking for some people | thought might beinthisarea,” Teemain sad. “By the way, what are
your names?’

“ThisisCimoreneand I’m Mendanbar,” Mendanbar said. “Who were you looking for?’

“You, | think,” Tdemain sad, smiling. “That is, if you' re the same Cimorene and Mendanbar who visited
Herman the dwarf earlier today.”

“That wasus,” Cimorene said cautioudly.
“Good! Then | can settle this quickly and get back to my work. How did you—"
“Excuse me,” Mendanbar interrupted. “But how do you know Herman? And how did you find us?’

“I know Herman because he bought his house from me,” Telemain said. He was beginning to sound
irritated. “| aso maintain certain defensve enchantments, which are especidly designed to prevent
incursions by noxious cregtures, around the house and neighboring areas for him. When someone
demolished the scrying spdll | had established on the attic window, | felt obliged to investigate. Herman
wasin the middle of an explanation about visitors and dragons when | sensed an extremely interesting
sorcerous flare to the northwest.”

“I knew that dratted sword was going to get usin trouble,” Cimorene muttered.

“Before | had timeto locate it precisely, there was another burst of magic, which | recognized asa
trangportation spell,” Telemain continued. He frowned disapprovingly. “A rather confused one. It has
taken me dl afternoon to disentangle the traces and discover your wheregbouts. Does that satisfy you?”

“I think s0,” Mendanbar said. “I’m sorry if we seem overly migtrustful, but we’ ve dready had some
trouble with onewizard and we’ ve reason to expect more. So you see. . .”



“l amnot awizard,” Telemain said emphaticaly. “1’m amagician. Can’t you tdl?’
“No,” Cimorene said. “What’ sthe difference?’

“A magician knows many types of magic,” Telemain said. “Wizards only know one, and they’ re very
Secretive about it. |” ve been researching them for years, trying to duplicate their methodology, but | till
haven’t managed aworkable smulation.”

“What?" said Cimorene, looking puzzled.

“He’ s been trying to figure out how the wizards work their spells,” Mendanbar explained, “but he hasn’t
doneit yet.”

“Why do you want to know that?’ Cimorene asked Telemain with renewed suspicion.

“Becausethat’swhat | do!” Tdemainsaid. “I just told you that. And if you’ Il answer afew questionsfor
me, | can go back to doing it. How did you shatter that window?’

“We asked it to show us something,” Mendanbar said. “It couldn’t, so it broke.”

Telemain shook hishead. “Impossblel That particular glass was enchanted to reved anything,
anywhere, even in the Enchanted Forest. If it couldn’t discover the object of your inquiry, the viewing
planewould display an empty information buffer.”

“What does he mean?’ Cimorene asked, frowning.

“He meansthat if the window couldn’t find what we were asking about, it should have just stayed
blank,” Mendanbar explained.

“That’swhat | said.” Telemain nodded emphatically. “It shouldnot have broken.”

“Wadll, it did,” Cimorenetold him. “And we don’t have time to stand around arguing. We haveto get to
the Enchanted Forest and rescue afriend of mine. So could you just tell uswhat’ s wrong with our

capet?’

“Nonsense,” Telemain muttered. *Y oumust have done more than frame a question.” He intercepted a
look from Cimorene and sighed. “Oh, very well, 1’1l examine the carpet. Spread it out S0 | can seedl of
it a once.”

They unrolled the carpet the rest of theway. Telemain’s eyebrowsrose in surprise at the sight of the
teddy bears, but he did not comment, for which Mendanbar was grateful. When the carpet was
stretched full-length on the meadow, Telemain paced twice around it, frowning and gesturing
occasionally. Then he turned to Mendanbar and Cimorene and shook his head.

“The landing compensator hasagap init, and the flight regulator has completely deteriorated,” he said.
“It needs more than | can do without specia tools and yarn for reweaving. You' ll haveto takeittoa

repair shop.”
“Wonderful,” Cimorene said sarcadticdly. “ Thiswould happen with aborrowed carpet.”

“Can you recommend agood place?” Mendanbar asked Telemain. “Preferably somewhere close,” he
added, noting the pink tint of the sky to the west. The sun would be completely down in another hour,
and he didn’t want to wander around the Mountains of Morning in the dark.

“Or can you send us straight to the Enchanted Forest?” Cimorene asked. “We'rein kind of ahurry.”



“The Enchanted Forest requires a complex and destinati on-specific enhancement to the basic
transportation spell module,” Telemain explained. “But the repair shopissmple.”

Herased hisleft hand and made the same circular gesture he had before. “ Gypsy Jack’s,” he said, and
clapped, and the meadow and the mountain melted and flowed. The mountain bulged higher, and the
meadow flattened and grew rockier. A long, rectangular section of ground squeezed upward and settled
into the shape of anarrow house on whesdls.

“There” Telemain said with grest stisfaction. “We'vearrived.”
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In Which Yet Another Wizard
Triesto Cause Trouble

DA E DK

They were standing in front of the wheeled house. At least, Mendanbar assumed it was the front
because there was adoor at the end of thelong side facing them. Two iron steps, black and worn with
age, led up to the door. The house itsdlf was painted a cheerful blue with yellow shutters and ayelow
trim around the door. There were four windows on the sde facing Mendanbar, lined up in aneat row
next to the door like chicksfollowing a hen. The roof above the windows was low but not quite flat, and
covered with wooden shinglesthat looked brand-new. There were four pairs of whedls, too, therims
painted blue to match the house and the spokes painted yellow to match the shutters.

A beautifully lettered sgn on astick had been pounded into the ground next to the door: “Ask About
Our Low Prices!”

Mendanbar looked at Cimorene. Cimorene looked from Mendanbar to the wheded houseto Telemain.
“Don’t do that again without asking first,” she said to the magician.

“°| thought you' d be pleased,” Tdlemain said. “Look &t al the time you’ ve saved.”
“Asking doesn't take much time.”

“Where are we, exactly?” Mendanbar put in before they could sart arguing. “And what isthat?” He
pointed at the house on whedls.

“That is Gypsy Jack’ shome,” Telemain answered. “If anyone can mend that carpet of yours, he can. As
towhereweare, dl | cantell you isthat we are still somewherein the Mountains of Morning. If you
want amore precise location, you will have to ask Jack. Assuming he remembers; he moves around a
lot.”

“How did you find him, then?’ Cimorene asked.

“Oh, Jack supplies me with unusua things now and then, when | need them for aspell or an
experiment,” Tdemain sad. “I pay him by enchanting his house for him. Any good magician can find his
own dls”

“Enchanting hishouse?’ Mendanbar said. “Y ou mean, to keep ogres and things from bothering it, the



way you did Herman’s?’

Telemain shook his head. “1 offered, but Jack wasn't interested. He has his own way of discouraging
unpleasant company. No, what he wanted was a spdll to keep the paint from fading.”

“Why does he need you to put spells on his house?” Cimorene asked.

“Jack isn’tamagician,” Tdemain said. “He doesalittle bit of everything—smithing, gardening, music,
tailloring, pretty much any trade you can think of. For example, he designed and built hishouse. Hehasa
rare knack for patching up aspell that’ swearing thin, but he can’t set up acomplex enchantment on his
own. That’ swhy he deaswith me.”

One of the windows scraped open and ahead poked out. “ Y 0! Y ou going to stand there al night and
maybe get eaten by adragon? Not that | would dream of interfering with your plans, but if aquick exitis
what you want, | got a dozen faster ways, al very chesp.”

“Hello, Jack,” Telemain called. “I’ ve brought you some customers.”

“Cugtomersl Why didn’t you say so?1’ll beright out.” The head vanished and the window screeched
closed.

“Cugtomers?’ Cimorene said, looking & Teemain.
“Y ou want that carpet fixed, don’t you? Jack can—"

The door of the house flew open with abang, and alarge man legped over the steps and landed in front
of them. He had athick black mustache, long black hair, bright black eyes, and awide white grin.
Pushing a soft, baggy cap back from hisforehead, he bowed deeply.

“Welcometo my home, friends of Tdlemain!” he boomed. “And very welcome you are. What’ sthe
problem?’

“A little difficulty about transportation, Jack,” Telemain said before Mendanbar or Cimorene had quite
recovered from the man’ s abrupt appearance. “We were hoping you could help.”

“No trouble! What do you need? Shoes? | got abarrel full—sandals, clogs, dancing shoes, walking
shoes, horse shoes.. . .” Hisvoicetrailed off and helooked hopefully a Telemain.

“Nothing that smple,” Telemain said. “The difficulty ismagica in nature”

“Ah!'Y ou want seven-league boots! Well, you'reinluck. A pair of ‘em just camein thismorning. They’
re practicaly brand-new, hardly been used a dl. Or there’ saswell pair of ruby dippersthat’d be
perfect for the lady. I’ Il throw in the magic bt that goeswith ‘em for free. Or—

“No, no, Jack,” Telemain interrupted. “ The problem iswith this.” He stepped aside and let Jack get a
good look at the magic carpet.

Jack’ s eyes narrowed to dits of concentration. He stepped forward and studied the carpet, then paced
around it, much as Telemain had done earlier. “No kidding,” he said at lagt. “ That carpet’ saproblem, al
right.”

“Canyoufix it?" Cimorene asked.
“Sure. Give me aweek, and she’ll be good as new.



“A week!” Cimorenelooked at himin dismay. “Can’t you fix it any faster than that”

Jack spread his hands out and shrugged. “Maybe, but | can’t promise. It depends on how fast | can get
pa_ts.”

“Thenwe'll leave it here and go on without it tomorrow,” Mendanbar said. At least they wouldn’t have
to carry the thing around anymore, and they wouldn’t be tempted to useit in spite of its hazards. “ Y ou
can send it home when it’ sfinished, can’t you?’

“Shouldn’t be aproblem.” Jack smiled. “Where do you want it?’
Cimorene hesitated. “Y ou’ re not one of those jacks who go around killing giants, are you?’

“Lady, what do you think | am, stupid or something?” Jack asked. “I’ m abusinessman. | don’tdo
giants”

“Then please send the carpet to Balimore the Giantess on Flat Top Mountain when you’ redonefixing
it,” Cimorene said. “And the bill to Cimorene, Chief Cook and Librarian, in care of the King of the
Dragons.”

“King of the Dragons, en?’” Jack said thoughtfully.
“Yes, and don’t go padding the bill, Jack,” Telemain warned.

“Me?Wouldn't dream of it.” Jack kicked the carpet into aloose roll and heaved it up onto his shoulder.
“Anything dse?’

“Isthere asafe place near here where we can spend the night?” Mendanbar asked.

“Sure,” Jack said. He balanced the carpet with one hand and jerked the thumb of the other at the
blue-and-yellow house on whedls. “Right there. | got two spare rooms on theend | can rent you for as
long asyou want ‘em.”

“Tonight isal we need,” Mendanbar said, and Cimorene nodded.

Jack bobbed hishead in away that managed to suggest a full-fledged forma bow, then started toward
the house, carrying the carpet. Mendanbar turned to Telemain. “ Thank you very much for your help.”

“You' rewelcome,” Tdemain said, and started after Jack.
“Hey!” Cimorene said. “Where are you going?’

“To arrange for my own bed and board,” Telemain explained patiently. “Y ou didn’t really expect meto
leave before you’ d answered my questions, did you?’

Without waiting for areply, the magician followed Jack into the house. Mendanbar and Cimorene
looked at each other, shrugged, and went in after them.

* * *

Thefront door of Jack’s house opened into a cluttered room painted a bright green that clashed with
amogt everything. Fortunately, most of the walls were hidden behind piles of boxes, barrels, bales, and
bundles. Jack propped the carpet in a crowded corner, where it leaned precarioudy against two
paintings balanced on a stack of books. Then he set about fixing dinner.



Cimorene kept Telemain’ s attention occupied while Jack worked, and at first Mendanbar was glad of it.
He wanted time to think and to sort out some of the confusing things that had happened in the last two
days. Hewas sure that afew of them were important, and if he could only concentrate for alittle while
he could figure out which ones.

He quickly discovered that it was not going to work. The conversation between Cimorene and Telemain
was much too digtracting, even though he was not particularly interested in anything they weretaking
about. Findly he gave up trying to think and listened instead.

“—window wasn’t up toit,” Cimorene was saying, “So | used aspell to boost it.”
“And that brokeit?’ Tedemain sad, frowning.

“No,” Cimorenereplied. “It worked just fine. The window turned white, and then showed Kazul and a
lot of wizards.” Her face darkened. “ And when | catch up with them—"

“Yes, of course,” Tdemain said hadtily. “What happened next?’
“I told the window to show me where they were, andthen it broke.”

“I canfix up anew onefor you,” Jack put in over his shoulder. “1 got some glass around somewhere,
andit'snotrick at dl tocut it to sze”

“I’ll think about it, Jack,” Telemain said. Helooked at Cimorene. “ Thewindow just . . . broke? It didn’t
show anything at dl?’

Cimorene nodded. “Not athing. Right, Mendanbar?’

“Right,” Mendanbar said. “ The picture of Kazul and the wizards disappeared, and the window turned
bright green, and then it broke. | think it was trying to show us a place insde the Enchanted Forest and
couldn’t”

“It should have been ableto,” Telemain said. “I tested it very thoroughly. | suppose the enchantment
might have been wearing thin. What kind of spell did you say you used to boost it?” he asked, turning to
Cimorene.

Cimorene hesitated, then shrugged. “ It wasadragon spell | found in Kazul’ slibrary last year. It’ svery
adaptable, and—"

A shout from outside the house interrupted Cimorene in mid-sentence. “Y ou in there! Come out at once.
There’sno point in hiding.”

Jack muttered something and stuck his head out the window. “Hang on!” he shouted. “1’ll just beamin

Something exploded outside, knocking Jack back through the window and making the whole house
rock. “Come out!” the voice repeated. “Now!”

“Wizards got no patience,” Jack muttered, glaring at thewindow.
Mendanbar stiffened and looked a Cimorene.

“We' d better go out, or he’ll tear the house down,” she said. “Jack, can you mix up a bucket of soapy
water with alittlelemonjuiceinit, quick?’



“Huh?’ said Jack.

“A bucket of sogp and water and lemon juice,” Cimorene repeated impatiently. It meltswizards. Hurry
up and bring it out after us. | think we’'regoing to need it.”

“Soapy water with lemon meltswizards?” Telemain said with great interest. “How did you discover
that?’

Another explosion rocked the house. “Never mind that now.,” Cimorene said. “Come on!” She pushed
the door open and darted out.

With amuttered curse, Mendanbar followed. He remembered the stepsjust in time to jump over them
instead of tripping. As he landed, he dodged to one side and pulled his sword out. Only then did he stop
to look around.

Cimorene stood with her back against the house,watching the wizard warily. The wizard was very easy
to see, even though it was by now quite dark, because he was glowing as brightly as abonfire. Hewas
taller than the wizard who had invaded Cimorene’s cave, and he wore red robes instead of blue and
brown, but his staff was of the same dark, polished wood and his sandy beard was just aslong and
scraggly. Mendanbar wondered irrelevantly whether the Society of Wizards had arule againgt its
memberstrimming their beards.

“Cimorenel” thewizard said. “1 might have guessed. What have you—no, youhaven’t got it. Whereis
it?’

“Whereiswhat? Mendanbar demanded. “And what do you mean by causing dl thiscommotion? Didn’t
anyone ever teach you to knock on doors and ask for things politely?’

“Soyou’ ve picked up ahero,” thewizard said to Cimorene with a sneer. “He won’t do you any good.
Whereisit?’

“I don’t know what you' re talking about,” Cimorene said.

“Neither doeshe,” Telemain commented from the doorway. “Unless he’ s even more fuzzy-headed than
he seems. From the way he’ s been legping to conclusions without any evidence at dl, that’ sentirdy

possble”

Thewizard’ seyes narrowed and he pointed his Saff a Telemain. “Who are you?’

“That’ sthefirg intdligent thing you’ ve said Since you arrived,” Telemain said. “My nameis Teemain. I’'m
amagidan.”

“A magician!” Thewizard sucked in hisbreath. “| suppose we are after the samething. | warn you, you
had better not cross me. | represent the Society of Wizardsin this matter.”

“Whatmatter?’ Cimorene asked crosdy.

“Y es, you have displayed alamentable lack of precision in your account of your purposes,” Telemain
sad. “Just what—"

Mendanbar felt the harsh swell of the wizard’ s magic an instant before the spell |eft the man’ s Seff.
Without thought, he swung his sword to parry it. Asit touched the bolt of magic, the sword hummed
hungrily. A shiver ran up Mendanbar’ sarm from the hilt of the sword to his shoulder, and the spell was

gone.



“I wouldn’t do that again, if | wereyou,” Mendanbar told the wizard.

Everyone stared at Mendanbar. The wizard wasthe first to recover. “ The sword!” he cried. “1 should
have seen it a once. Excdlent! This makes everything easy.”

He moved the end of his staff afew inchesto point at Mendanbar and muttered something under his
breath. Mendanbar sensed magic building up in the Saff again. Thistime he didn’t wait for the wizard to
release the gpell. He pushed atendril of his own magic out through the sword and touched the wizard’ s
gaff gently withit.

Power flowed into the sword like water being soaked up by asponge. The feding of magic that
surrounded the wizard vanished, and so did his glow. Thewizard gave asquawk of surprise. He
lowered his g&ff, staring a Mendanbar.

“How did you do that?" he demanded. “Y ou’ rgust a hero. How could you possibly reverse my spell?”

“I didn’t reverse your spell,” Mendanbar said. “I stopped it, that’sal. And I’ mnot ahero. I’ mtheKing
of the Enchanted Forest.”

Thewizard’ s eyes widened. Certain that the man was going to try another spell, Mendanbar reached out
with the sword’ s magic, hoping to stop him before he could properly begin. He wasn’t quite fast enough.
Asthethreads of the sword’ s magic wrapped themselves around the wizard’ s saff, the wizard

disappeared.
There was amoment of slence. “Mendanbar, what did youdo? ” Cimorene said & last.

“Nothing,” Mendanbar said. “I wasn’t quick enough. I'm sorry. | should have expected him to try to get
avay.”

Telemain walked over to the spot where the wizard had been standing. “Interesting,” he muttered. “Very
interesting—ah!” He bent over, and when he straightened up he was holding the wizard’ s st&ff in one
hand.

“Here’ syour bucket,” Jack said from the door of the house. “What’ sdl this about wizards?’
“It doesn’t matter now,” Cimorene said. “He’sgone.”

“Then youwon’t be needing this?” jack said, lifting the bucket.

“Don’t throw it out,” Mendanbar said hagtily. “We might want it later. In case he comes back.”

“| serioudy doubt that it is necessary to worry about hisreturn,” Telemain said as he rgoined them.
“Wizards depend agood ded upon their staffs. Without his, our recent visitor isunlikely to be much of a
problem.” He sounded very satisfied with himsdlf, and hisfingers stroked the staff lightly as he spoke.

“Then he’ ssureto come back for it,” Cimorene pointed out.

“Yes, but how long will it take him to get here?’ Telemain responded. “| assure you, he didn’t transport
himself anywhere close by. We'll be long gone by the time he makes hisway back.”

“We?” said Mendanbear.

“Of course” Telemain smiled. “1’ ve been trying to get my hands on one of these” —helifted thewizard’s
daf—"for years. Y ou’ ve managed to get hold of onein afew seconds. Y ou don’t think I’'mgoing to
miss an opportunity likethis, do you?’



“If thet’ sall you want, keep it,” Mendanbar said. “I haven’t any usefor awizard’ sgtaff.”
“Neither havel,” Cimorene agreed.

Telemain bowed. “Thank you both.” He paused. “1 would Hill liketo join you, if you arewilling. There
are other matters| find intriguing about you.”

Completely at sea, Mendanbar stared at the magician.
Cimorene sighed. “Mendanbar, your sword is at it again, worse than ever. I'll bet that’ swhat he means.”

“Oh.” Mendanbar put his sword back in its sheath and ingpected Telemain for amoment. The magician
was gtill something of apuzzle, but he had been very hdpful so far. And it was clear fromthewizard’'s
behavior that magicians and wizards did not get ong, which was another point in Tdlemain’ sfavor. “I
can't promisel’ll let you study my sword, but it sdl rightwith meif you comedong.” He glanced at
Cimorene.

“It’ sfinewith me, too,” Cimorene said. “But you’ d better hear the whole story before you make up your
mind. Y ou might not want to comewith us after al.”

“If you're dl done out here, comein and eat,” Jack said. “ Supper’ sready, and if you’ re sure therewon’t
be any morewizards, I'll just usethiswater for the dishes afterward.”
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In Which They Return to
the Enchanted Forest at Last

SRS

They told Telemain and Jack the whole story over dinner and discussed it late into the night. Telemain
wasintrigued by their description of Kazul’ simprisonment.

“Y ou say these wizards have an enchantment capable of confining adragon?’ he said eagerly. “Areyou
ure?’

“That’ s certainly what it looked like,” Cimorene said, pouring herself acup of hot chocolate. The stew
and the dinner dishes had long since been cleared away and were piled in the bucket of soapy water
waiting for someone to have the time or the inclination to wash them.

Mendanbar wondered idly whether abucket of soapy water pluslemon juice plus disheswould be as
good for meting awizard as one without dishes, and what effect the dishes would have on the process.
Being melted was probably not very comfortable, but being melted while cups and plates and forks were
faling on your head was likely to be even less so.

“I knew | wasright to join you,” Telemain said, smiling. “1 might not have heard about this enchantment
adl, if I hadn’t. It sounds like asmple modulation of the upper frequencies of astandard reptilian
restraint spell, but on an enormously increased scale. | wonder where they’ re getting the power.”

“I don’t care how they did it,” Cimorene snapped. “I care about getting Kazul out of it as soon as



possible”
“A trivia detail, once the congtruction of the spdll is properly understood,” Telemain said confidently.

“Trivid?" Mendanbar said. “ Aren’t you forgetting about the wizards? | don’t think they’ Il just let uswak
in and take their spell gpart.”

“And goodness knows what they’ |l do to Kazul in the meantime,” Cimorene muttered.

“Nonsense,” Tdemain said. “1 comprehend your concern, but it is highly unlikely that this episode will
prove more than a minor inconvenience so far asyour dragon friend is concerned.”

Cimorene did not ook convinced, so Telemain launched into alecture on the politica implications of the
gtuation, the main point of which wasthat it would be stupid for the Society of Wizardsto hurt Kazul
and that wizards were not supid. Privately, Mendanbar thought that it had been stupid of thewizardsto
kidnap Kazul inthefirst place, but saying so would not reassure Cimorene, so he kept quiet.

After awhile, Tdemain finished hislecture. He did not wait for Cimorene to respond, but turned at once
to Mendanbar and asked about his sword. Like Cimorene, the magician could fed the sword spilling
magic “like abeacon on amountaintop,” and he was amazed—and completely fascinated—to learn that
Mendanbar noticed nothing unusual.

“I don’t understand why | didn’t spot it at once,” Telemain said, shaking his head over his cup of
chocolate (which looked to Mendanbar asif it had gone cold during hislong speech about the relative
intelligence of wizards).

“Y ou mean when you met us?’” Cimorene said. “Mendanbar’ s sword wasn’t Soraying magic al over
right then. He' d just used up most of it on the rock snakes.”

“It seemsto recover very quickly,” Telemain said with asidelong look at the sword. “Isit dwayslike
this?’

“How should | know?" Mendanbar said, running ahand through hishair in frustration. “1 can’t tell when it
'sdoingit, much lesswhenitisn’t”

“Yes, you said that before.” Telemain spped at his chocolate, staring absently into space. 1 shall have
to think about thisfor awhile,” he said at last, as though making a profound announcement. “I1t’ sa pity
you haven'’t timeto visit my tower for afew tests—"

“Absolutely not!” Mendanbar interrupted.

“We haveto rescue Kazul from thewizards,” Cimorene put in quickly. “ Before this businessturnsinto
more than aminor inconvenience. Before those wizards decide she’ stoo much trouble to keep around
and feed her some dragonsbane.”

Telemain consdered thisfor amoment. “An excellent idea,” he said at last with evident sincerity.
Mendanbar and Cimorene stared at him.

“If the Society of Wizards poisons the King of the Dragons, thereis certain to beawar,” Telemain
explained. “Wars are very digtracting. | don’t like being distracted; it interfereswith my work. So it
would be avery good thing if we made sure there was no war.”

“I"'m so glad you think so,” Cimorene said. Her voice sounded alittle strange.



The discussion continued for alittle longer, but it was getting late and everyone wastired. Finally, Jack
suggested that they go to bed.

“It’ sdl very well for you adventurous typesto St around jawing until past midnight, butsome people
have work to do in themorning,” he said pointedly.

“l am not an ‘ adventuroustype,” “ Telemain said with dignity. “I amin research.”

“Fine, fine,” Jack said. “ So go research my secondbest bed. Y ou and the King, here, take the room on
theright, Princess Cimorene gets the one on the left, and | get to bunk under the kitchen. Good night,

everybody.”

* * *

That settled thingsfor the evening, but the conference continued the next morning over abreskfast of
flapjacks and honey.

“It seemsvery likely to methat you are correct about Kazul’ slocation,” Telemain said. “ Sheis probably
being held somewhere in the Enchanted Forest. Our first task, therefore, must beto find her.”

“Our first task isto get back into the Enchanted Forest,” Mendanbar corrected. “I don’t even know
which directionit’sin anymore.”

“It’ sover that way,” Jack said, waving at the large mountain in back of the house. “Not far if you're
flying, but along way to walk. Y ou have to go around, you see. Now, I’ ve got anice broomstick that’ Il
get you therein ajiffy. It’ sextralong, soit’ll seat al three of you very comfortably, and it’ s hardly been
ussdatdl.”

“No, thank you, Jack,” Telemain said firmly. “Broomsticks are only reliable transportation for witches.
We will manage this oursaves. Pass the flapjacks, please.”

“Here” said Cimorene, handing him the plate. “ Do you mean that you’ re going to take usto the
Enchanted Forest the same way you brought us here? | thought it would be harder than that.”

“Actudly, itis” Telemain said. “The Enchanted Forest is unique, magicaly spesking, and therefore the
interface between the forest and the rest of the world is equally unique. Penetrating that interface requires

aspecific goplication.”
“What' sthat mean, whenit'sat home?’ said Jack.

“Y ou need a specia spdll to get into the Enchanted Forest, becauseit’ sdifferent from everywhere dse)”
Mendanbar trand ated.

Teemain looked irritated. “ That’ swhat | just said.”

“Isthat why Mendanbar’ s spell dropped usinto the ravine with the rock snakesingtead of in the forest?”’
Cimorene asked.

“Possibly.” Tdemain frowned. “1t seems unlikely, however. Mendanbar’ s magicis of the same variety as
that of the forest. It should have worked perfectly well, assuming it worked at al.”

“Wdl, why didn’t it?” Mendanbar asked crosdy. He was getting tired of puzzles, especialy puzzles
connected withhis sword, his magic, andhis forest.

“I'mafrad | can’t answer that from your description,” Telemain replied, hisfrown degpening. “1 can



think of half adozen things that might have gone wrong, but without seeing it mysdlf | don’t know which
of them it was”

“Sodoit again, and watch it thistime,” Jack said. “Hand me the honey, would you, Y our Mgesty?’

Mendanbar picked up the honey pot, which was shaped like afat purple bear. Resisting the urgeto
throw it at Jack’ s heed, he handed it over and said mildly, “I don’t think | like the idea of repesting the
spell. Last time it knocked me out for four hours, and I’ m not willing to do that again just so Telemain
can find out why.”

“Oh, that’ s easy enough to fix,” Telemain said. “A few wards, properly set, and therewon’t be any
backlash worth worrying about.”

“How much backlash does it take before you worry about it?” Cimorene asked, sounding dubious about
thewholeidea

“A three-day headache,” Jack put in before Telemain could answer. “ And that’ sonly becauseif his head
hurts he has troubl e thinking about the wherefore of the whatsit.”

“That isaserious exaggeration,” Telemain said iffly. “And | don’t anticipate thet this experiment would
result in any kind of prolonged effect, particularly if | set wardsfirst. | have someideaof what to expect,
you see, s0 | can customize the shielding spells to correspond to the specific variety of backlash.”

“It sounds good,” Cimorene said. “1 think. But what happensif it doesn’t work?’

Tedemain began along, involved, and somewhat indignant explanation of why his shielding spells could
not fail to work. Mendanbar listened with only part of his mind; the rest was busy thinking about
Tdeman’ s suggestion. It looked to him asif the only way they were likely to get back into the
Enchanted Forest was by means of his own magic. Telemain hadn’t actudly said he couldn’t do it
himself, but Mendanbar wasfairly sure that was what he had meant. And from the way Jack talked,
walking would take more time than they had to spare.

Evenif it took Telemaintwo tries, or three, to figure out what had gone wrong with Mendanbar’s
transportation spell, it would still be much faster than walking. Of course, they could dways rent some of
Jack’ swares, but after their experiences with the magic carpet, Mendanbar was not at al happy with
that idea.

Repeating the spell would be a chance to find out more about the sword, too. His adventures since
leaving the Enchanted Forest had made Mendanbar seejust how little he really knew about his magic,
and the sword seemed like agood place to start finding things out. The only question was, could the
wards actudly keep the trangportation spell from knocking him head over hedsagain?

“Telemain, how sure of these shielding spellsare you?” Mendanbar asked as soon astherewasalull in
the conversation.

Telemainlooked a him. “Very sureindeed. | havejust spent no little time and breath telling Princess
Cimorene, here, exactly how surethat is, why | am sure, and how unlikely it isthat | am wrong.
Obvioudy, you have not been atending. Do you wish meto repeet the entire explanation?’

“No, of course not,” Mendanbar said hagtily. “1’m sorry | wasn't listening, but | had to think for a
minute”

“And?’ said Cimorene.



“And | think we should do it. Aslong as Telemain is sure he can keep me from being knocked out again,
that is”

“I am,” Tdemain said, sounding faintly put out. “1 have been telling you that dl morning.”

“Good,” said Jack. “1 like to have things settled. Y ou sure you don’t want a pair of seven-league boots
for backup?’

“There are three of us and you only have one pair of boots,” Cimorene pointed out.

They finished breakfast quickly and helped Jack clear up. Telemain had somethingsto discusswith
Jack, so Mendanbar and Cimorene went outside to give them a chance to talk alone. Mendanbar
noticed that the worry line between Cimorene’ s eyebrows was back.

“What' sthe matter?’ he asked.

“Areyou sure about this?” Cimorene said. “ Doing the transportation spell, | mean. After what happened
before. ..”

“I’ll be more careful thistime,” Mendanbar said. “ And Tdemain’ s wards should help. Between the two
of us, it ought to bedl right.”

Cimorene did not look convinced. “Y ou’re till taking abig chance. There are other waysto get into the
Enchanted Forest.”

“Not inahurry, therearen’t,” Mendanbar said. “And once we get back, we still haveto find Kazul. We
can't afford to waste any moretime.”

“I know.” Cimorene chewed on her lower lip, frowning. “Look, you’ rethe King of the Enchanted
Forest. Y ou shouldn’t be taking chances like thisjust to help me out.”

“Ilikehelping you out,” Mendanbar said. “But it’ snot just that. I1t’s my job to take care of the Enchanted
Foredt. If the wizards have Kazul trapped somewherein my kingdom, it smy responsibility.”

“You're not responsible for what the Society of Wizards does!”
“No, but when it involves the forest it involves me, too, and | haveto try to put it Sraight.”

“No wonder you looked so tired when you showed up at Kazul’ s cave,” Cimorene muttered.
“Mendanbar—"

The door of the house dammed. Telemain came hurrying down the steps, carrying thewizard’ sstaff. “I”
m sorry | kept you waiting,” the magician said. “Areyou ready to sart?’

“Yes” sad Mendanbar.
“You aren’t bringingthat aong, are you?’ Cimorene demanded, eying the staff with disfavor.

“Of coursel’m bringing it dong,” Tdemain said. “I told you how long I ve been looking for one. If |
leaveit with Jack, odds are he’ll sdll it to somebody before the day is out. He wouldn’t be able to help
it. Here, hold thisfor aminute while | set up thewards.”

With vigible reluctance, Cimorene took the wizard’ s staff. She grimaced as her fingerstouched it, asif it
felt dimy and unpleasant. At the same time, Mendanbar laid a hand on his sword and pushed atendril of
magic a the gtaff, to see whether there were any lingering spells, but he did not sense anything.



Raising ahand, Telemain began to mutter rapidly. Mendanbar watched with interest asthe magician
worked, caling up magica power and shaping it into aloose net that surrounded dl three of them.

“There)” Tdemainsaid at last. “That should do it.” He repossessed the staff from Cimorene and looked
at Mendanbar. “Whenever you' re ready.”

Mendanbar studied the net uncertainly. “Isthat dl thereisto it? Should | aim through one of the holes or
through one of the threads?’

“Holes?” Tdeman said. “ Threads? What are you talking about?’

“Thisnet of yours,” Mendanbar said. “ The warding spell. Does it matter wherel am?”’

“Y ou cansee the warding spell?” Telemain looked and sounded considerably startled by the very idea
“It’ snotseeing, exactly,” Mendanbar said. “But | can tell whereit isand how it’ s put together.”
“Fascinating,” Telemain said. “ Have you aways been able to do that?’

“No. It comeswith being King of the Enchanted Forest.”

“ Doesit?’ Tdeman’sexpresson was al eager interest. “Can you do it for any spell? Here, let metry a
lislening spdll, and you seeif you can spot it.”

“I thought we were supposed to be trying to get to the Enchanted Forest,” Cimorene put in pointedly.
“Can’'t you wait and experimentafter we rescue Kazul ?’

“Of course,” Telemain said. “Do forgive me. | sometimes get carried away.” He nodded apologetically,
but Mendanbar thought he sounded di sappointed.

“ About thisnet—" Mendanbar reminded him.

“Oh, yes, you wanted to know about aiming.” Telemain consdered for amoment. “It shouldn’t make
theleast bit of difference.”

“Good,” said Mendanbar. He drew his sword, and both Telemain and Cimorene jumped. Mendanbar
supposed the sword must be leaking again. He pushed careful little dabs of power through the sword to
mark Telemain and Cimorene, to be sure that they would come aong with him. Then heraised the
sword and pointed toward the mountain, where Jack had said the Enchanted Forest |ay.

“I' think 1"l try to take us straight to the paace,” he said, and began forming the picturein hismind.

“No, no!” Telemain interrupted. “Do itexactly theway you did before. That’ sthe whole point of this
exercse”

“| thought the point was to get to the Enchanted Forest,” Cimorene muttered.

Mendanbar shrugged. The castle would be a better place from which to try and locate Kazul, since it
was at the center—near the center—of the Enchanted Forest, but once they werein the forest, getting to
the castle would be no trouble. If Telemain wanted to watch an exact duplication of the trangportation
spdl| that had dumped them in the ravine, there was no reason not to let him. Releasing hisimage of the
palace, Mendanbar substituted a mental picture of the Green Glass Pool.

Hetook histime over the image, painstakingly remembering every detail of the rocks and trees and
water. When the picture was as clear as he could make it, he took a deep breath and gave the power of



the sword adow, twisting pull.

The mountains and the trees and Jack’ s queer little house faded to gray ghodts, then melted into mist and
were gone. Aningant later, the mist vanished. They were standing at the edge of the Green Glass Podl.

“Absolutely fascinating!” Telemain said. “That is, without adoubt, the neatest transportation spell | have
ever had the pleasure of utilizing. But | thought you said you had some trouble with it.”

“Hedid, last time,” Cimorenesaid.

“Wdl, you’ d better not put your sword away, then,” Telemain said. “1 can’t tell what the problem was
until | seeit. You'll just haveto do the spell again.”

Mendanbar, who had aready stuck his sword back in its sheath, shook his head. “1 never use the sword
to move around the Enchanted Forest. | don’t need it.”

“By the way, your sword has stopped spraying magic around again,” Cimorene said. “1 thought you
might want to know.”

“Soithas” Telemain said. “What an intriguing phenomenon.”

“That reminds me,” Mendanbar said. “ The burned-out areal told you about should be right over there.
Would you mind taking alook &t it, snce we're here?’

“Happy to oblige,” Telemain replied.
“What about finding Kazul?” Cimorene asked.

“I’ll try and locate her while Telemain isexamining the clearing,” Mendanbar said. “ A locating spell takes
awhileto set up, anyway, so wewon'’t lose any time to peak of, unlesslooking at the charred spot
takesalot longer than | expect it to.”

Cimorene still did not ook altogether pleased, but she nodded, and Mendanbar led the way between the
enormous trees. There was the burned section, as empty of life and magic asit had been when he had
fird seenit. Cimorene’ s expression changed to one of shock and anger, and even Telemain looked
shaken.

“I seewhy you wanted meto look at this,” Telemain said.
“Sodol,” Cimorene agreed.

Setting the wizard’ s staff under atree near the edge of the charred area, Telemain walked dowly
forward until he reached the spot where the ashes began. Knedling, he ran hisfingers over the dry, dead
earth. After amoment, he rose and moved on, into the burned section itsdlf. Little swirls of ash followed
him.

For afew minutes, Mendanbar watched the magician work. Then, remembering his promiseto
Cimorene, he tore his attention away and turned to his own task.

It was arelief to be back in the Enchanted Forest, where magic was nearly automatic. Quickly,
Mendanbar sorted through the invisible threads of power, selecting the onesthat ran al the way to the
farthest edges of the Enchanted Forest. They made quite abundle, but it was better to do it dll at once
than to split them up and risk skipping one by accident.

When he was sure he had dl the threads he wanted, he looped them around his right wrist and twined



hisfingersthrough the strands as they fanned out in dl directions. With hisleft hand, he caught a
free-floating filament and wound it into asmall ball.He sat the ball on the web of unseen tendrilsthat
radiated out from the bundle at hiswrist. In hismind, he pictured Kazul and the wizards as he and
Cimorene had seen them in Herman’ swindow. Then he gavetheinvisblebal aflick and sent it ralling
rgpidly out along thefirst of the threads.

The ball picked up speed and vanished. Then it was back, bouncing to the next thread and spinning
away aong the new path. Out and back it went in the blink of an eye, over and over, eliminating one
thread each time. And then it went out and did not return.

Mendanbar frowned. That wasn’t supposed to happen. If the spell-ball didn’t find Kazul, it should come
back and hop to the next thread, to check aong it. If itdid find Kazul, it should come back and stop,
marking the thread they should follow to lead them to the dragon. Either way, the spdll-ball was
supposed to come back.

“What isit?’ Cimorene sad.

Mendanbar looked up, startled, to find Cimorene watching hisface closdly. “ Something’ swrong,” he
told her. “Wait aminute while | try something.”

Gently, hewiggled the last thread down which the spdll-bal had vanished. He felt avibration trave the
length of the thread, and for amoment he hoped that it was the spell-ball returning. Then, with ahigh,
thin sound like atight wire bresking, the thread snapped, leaving along end waving looseintheair in
front of him.

“What wasthat?” Telemain said, looking up.

“Something very wrong indeed,” Mendanbar said grimly. “You’ d better stop that and come over here.
We're going to the paace right now.”

14

In Which Mendanbar Has
Some Interesting Visitors

SIS

Both Cimorene and Telemain stared at Mendanbar for amoment. Then Telemain shrugged. “Very
well,” he said, dusting ashesfrom hisfingers. “I was nearly finished, in any case, though | can’t say that |
likedl thisflitting around.”

“Mendanbar, what happened?’ Cimorene demanded as Telemain walked out of the burned areaand
crossed to the tree to get the wizard’ s saff.

“I’'m not sure | can explain,” Mendanbar replied. “I1t hasto do with theway | work magic. The spel—
Tdeman, what isit?’

Telemain had picked up the staff and was gazing down at the ground whereit had lain. “I think you'd
better come and see for yourself,” he said without looking up.



Feding mildly irritated, Mendanbar went over to join Telemain. Hisirritation vanished when he saw what
the magician waslooking at. At the foot of the tree, a strip of moss had turned as brown and dead and
brittle as the crumbling remnants within the burned-out areaafew feet away. And the strip was the exact
sze and shape of the wizard’ s saff.

“Wizardsagain,” Cimorene said intones of disgust. “It figures.”
“Itlooks the same asthat part,” Mendanbar said cautioudy, waving at the dead spot. “But isit?’

“Sofar asl can determine from alimited visud examination, itis” Telemain sad. “If you want absolute
certainty, you' |l have to give me another couple of hoursfor tests.”

“Wedon’t have a couple of hours,” Mendanbar said. “How sure are you, right now, that thiswizard’'s
gaff has done the same thing to this bit of moss as something did to that whole section over there?’

“And haveyou any ideahow it did it?” Cimorene put in.

“Thehow isvery smple,” Teemain answered. “ The staff is designed to appropriate any unattached
magic with which it comesin contact. Magic appears to be afundamenta property of the Enchanted
Forest. So when the staff rested forafew minutesin onelocation, it swallowed up dl the magic from that
location, leaving it asyou see.”

“What about that?” Cimorene asked, waving at the burned area. “What did they do, roll awizard’ s saff
around on the ground for an hour?’

“Of coursenot,” Tedemain said. “It’ ssmply ameatter of extending and intensifying the absorption spell.
One couldn’t maintain such an expangon for very long, but then, onewouldn’t haveto.”

“That’sit!” Mendanbar said suddenly.
The other two looked a him blankly. “What’ swhat?’ said Cimorene.

“That must be what happened to that locating spell | sent out,” Mendanbar explained. “ Somewizard’s
saff sucked it up. That’swhy it didn’t come back.”

“Comeback?” Tdemain said. “'Y ou mean your locating spellswork on asort of echo principle? Would
you mind demongtrating just how you—"

“Notnow, Telemain,” Cimorene said. Shelooked at Mendanbar. “ Does that mean you know where the
wizards are?’

“No, but I think I know how to find out,” Mendanbar said. “Ready or not, herewe go.”

Without waiting for aresponse, Mendanbar took hold of athread of magic and pulled. Mist rose and
fell, and they were standing in front of the main door to the palace.

“Willin!” Mendanbar shouted, throwing open the door. “Willin, come here. | need—"

He stopped short. Standing in the middie of the entrance hall was aboy of about teninabluesilk
doublet heavily embroidered with gold, amiddie-aged man in black velvet with a pinched expresson,
two cats (one cream-and-silver, the other along-haired tabby), Morwen, and an extremely
harried-looking Willin. The footman who tended the front door was watching them dl with the carefully
blank face he kept for odd visitors and unusual events. He had had alot of practice.

“Y our Mgesty! Oh, thank goodness,” said Willin in tones of heartfdt relief. “ Thiswoman—these people



“Willin”

The df stopped abruptly and made avisible effort to pull himsdlf together. While hewas ill working at
it, Morwen stepped forward.

“Hello, Cimorene, Mendanbar,” she said briskly. “Y ou’ re back just in time. These people have some
very interesting infor—"

“ Morwen?” Tdemain’ sincredul ous voice interrupted from behind Mendanbar. A moment later, the
magician pushed his head between Cimorene and Mendanbar to get a better look. “Itis you. What on
earth are you doing in the Enchanted Forest?’

“Livinginit,” Morwen answered camly. “ Asyou would know if you bothered to keep up with the
doings of your old friends, Tdlemain.”

“I've been busy,” Tdemain sad defensively.

One of the cats made asmal growling noise. “Nonsense,” Morwen told it. “It’ s perfectly norma for him
to be busy. The question is, has he got anything to show for it?’

Both cats turned their heads and gazed expectantly at Telemain. Mendanbar decided it wastimeto take
ahand in the conversation, before things got so far off track that he’ d never get them back on again.

“Telemain has been very hdpful,” he said. “Morwen, who are these other people?’

“His Royd Highness, Crown Prince Jorillam of Meriambee,” Willin said in aloud, formal tone before
Morwen could reply. The ef nodded at the boy, who bowed uncertainly.

“And His Royd Highness' suncle and guardian, Prince Rupert,” Willin continued. Thistime, the older
man stepped forward to acknowledge the introduction.

“They have come with the witch Morwen” —Willin paused, obvioudy waiting for Morwen to curtsy.
Morwen only looked at him, and after amoment the ef went on—"with the witch Morwen to beg a
boon of His Mgjesty Mendanbar, the King of the Enchanted Forest.”

“It’snot abig thing, Your Mgesty,” Prince Rupert said hadtily. “Redly. If | could just have aminute or
two of your time. . .” Hisvoicetrailed off in an indistinct murmur.

Mendanbar looked from Prince Rupert to Morwen and back, completely baffled. “1’min something of a
hurry just now,” hesaid at last. “What isit?’

“If we could, ah, discussthe matter in private. . . ,” Prince Rupert said with asidelong look at his
nephew.

“Oh, Uncle,” said Crown Prince Jorillam in an exasperated tone. He turned to Mendanbar. “He just
doesn’t want to say straight out that we’re lost. And he especially doesn’t want to say that the whole
reason we came was S0 he could leave me in the forest and go home and take over my kingdom.”

“Jorillam!” Prince Rupert said, plainly horrified.

“Wel, it’ strue, Uncle,” the Crown Princeinsgted. “ And if they’rein ahurry, it’ s better to tell them and
not waste time.”



“Mrow!” one of the cats agreed emphaticaly.
“Morwen . ..” Mendanbar said, hoping he did not look or sound as confused as he flt.

The ginger-haired witch shook her head and peered sternly over the top of her glasses at Prince Rupert.
“You, gr, are hereto tell these people your story with aslittle shilly-shalying as you can manage. You'd
better get started, or | shadl be tempted to do something drastic.”

“Likewhat?’ asked the Crown Prince, greatly interested. “ Could you turn him into atoad?’

“I could,” Morwen said repressively, “but | won'’t. Not yet, anyway. Provided he sartstaking.”
“lan’t that abit severe?” Telemain asked, frowning.

“Y ouwouldn’t think so ifyou’ d been deding with him for thelast two hours,” Morwen said.

Cimorene stepped forward and gave Prince Rupert aperfectly charming smile. “ Perhapsit would be
best if you told usyour story,” she said.

“Ah, yes, of course,” Prince Rupert said, rubbing his hands against each other. “1, um, we, er—"
“It’ s because of that stupid club Unclejoined,” said Crown Prince Jorillam helpfully. “ Tl them, Uncle”
“What clubisthat?” Cimorene asked.

Prince Rupert gave her ahunted look. “ The Right Honorable Wicked Stepmothers’ Traveling, Drinking,
and Debating Society,” he said, and sghed. 1’ ve been amember of the Men’ s Auxiliary for the past
fifteen years”

“That would be for Wicked Stepfathers?” Mendanbar guessed, wishing the man would get on with it.

“Y es, though we don’t get many of those,” PrinceRupert said. “Mogtly, it’s Wicked Uncles. Y ou can
even join on expectation, if you’re not an uncleyet.” Hesighed again. “That’ swhat | did. | never redly
expected to be an uncle at al. Rosannon—she’ smy siser—was under a curse for ahundred years, and
| thought 1" d be dead when someone finally brokeit and married her.”

“So you joined thisclub,” Cimorene prompted.

“And it waswonderful!” Prince Rupert’ sfacelit up, remembering, “ The places we went to, and the
wines, and the discussiong! It was everything | dreamed. Only then asmart-alec prince figured out a
shortcut and broke the curse, and he and Rosannon got married and had Jorillarn here. Andthenthe two
of them left on some silly quest or other and put mein charge of him.”

“Itign’'t aglly quest!” Jorillarn objected. “1t’ samatter of vital importance to the future of Meriambee.”

“Y ou can see my problem,” Prince Rupert said earnestly. “If | don’t do something redlly wicked soon, I’
Il get kicked out of the club. I only have until sunset tomorrow.”

“So you brought Crown Prince Jorillarn to the Enchanted Forest, intending to abandon him here,”
Mendanbar said.

“Actudly, it wasmy idea,” the Crown Prince put in. “ After the other thing didn’t work out, we needed
to think of something fast.”

“Other thing?" said Telemain, fascinated.



Prince Rupert looked embarrassed. | hired agiant to ravage avillage by the eastern border. He was
supposed to show up yesterday, and | was dl ready to send the documentation in to the club when | got
aletter of resgnation saying he’d quit that line of work and wouldn’t be coming.”

Mendanbar and Cimorene exchanged looks.
“Did he say why?" Cimorene asked.

“No, just that he’ d done enough pillaging for one giant, thank you dl the same, and now he was going to
try something new.”

“So | said Uncle Rupert should abandon mein thewoods,” Jorillarn said. “That’ s much more wicked
than hiringagiant, isn’tit? And I’ d get to have some adventures, too, instead of stting homewhile
Mother and Father are off on their quest. Only first we couldn’t find the forest, and then we got chased
by some wizards, and then we found the forest just in time and lost the wizards, except we got logt, too,
and Uncle Rupert wouldn’t leave. And then we were captured by awitch and she brought us here. Are
you going to throw usin adungeon?’

“What was that part aboutwizards?” Mendanbar demanded.
“| thought you’ d be interested,” Morwen said with considerable satisfaction.

“But that wasbeforewe got to the Enchanted Forest,” Prince Rupert said in a bewildered tone. “Why
would the King of the Enchanted Forest be interested in that?’

“Never mind,” said Mendanbar. “ Just tell me what happened.”

“Well, we were just coming out of the old Pass of the Dragons,” Prince Rupert said. “It cuts straight
through the Mountains of Morning to the EnchantedForest, and hardly anyone usesit these days, o
thought it would be a good choice. Only things must have changed, because when we came out of the
pass we were in awasteland, and not in the Enchanted Forest at al.”

Mendanbar, Tdemain, and Cimorene looked at each other. “ Describe thiswastdand,” Mendanbar said.
"It was—it was bare,” Rupert told him. “Um, well, bare. No grass or trees or anything. Just . . . just...”
“Just bare,” Cimorenefinished for him. “Did it look burned?’

“Yes, now that you mention it. | didn’t examineit closely, you understand, because that was when the
wizards came out of the cave and chased us off.”

“Wehadtorunformiles,” Crown Prince Jorillam said with rdish. “They dmost caught us.”

“It wasalong way, but it wasn’tmiles,” hisuncle corrected. “ And they lost us as soon as we got to the
trees”

The forest must have shifted, thought Mendanbar.Good forit . “ Thank you very much,” he said aloud.
“You’ ve been very hdpful.”

“We have?’ Prince Rupert said.

“Doesthat mean you’ re not going to throw usin adungeon?’ asked Crown Prince Jorillam, sounding
disappointed.

“Not a al,” Mendanbar said. “Willin, after we're gone, seethat His Roya Highness, here, ismade



comfortablein one of the dungeons. The one under the North-Northwest Tower, | think.” Mendanbar
amiled to himsdlf, thinking that it might do the overeager young prince good to climb up and down six
flights of stairsto get what he wanted, and it certainly wouldn'’t do him any harm.

“Of course, Your Magesty,” said Willinin tones of perfect understanding. He paused. “May | inquire
where you are going and when?’

“To rescue the King of the Dragons,” Mendanbar said, “and as soon as possible.”
Willin swallowed hard, Prince Rupert choked, and even Morwen looked dightly startled.
“Theonly question is, what’ sthe best way of doing it,” Mendanbar continued. “ Any suggestions?’

“Wecan't just chargein and attack the cave,” Cimorene said, frowning. “ The wizards could kill Kazul
before we got to her. And if the areaaround the cave looks like that bit you showed us afew minutes
ago, it amply won’t be possible to sneak up on them.”

“What we need isaback way in,” Telemain said. “1 don’t suppose thereis one?’

“Every cavein the Enchanted Forest hasaback way in,” Mendanbar said. “The problem isfindingit.
Do you know anything about that part of the forest, Morwen?’

“I’'m afraid not,” Morwen said. She turned to the cats. “ Chaos? Jasper? How about you?’

The cats looked at each other, blinked, and looked back at Morwen. “They aren’t familiar withthe area,
ather,” Morwen said with regret.

Willin coughed. “If | may venture asuggestion, Your Mgesty .. .”
“Go ahead,” Mendanbar said.

“I believethereisalist of caves, passages, vestibules, and entrancesin the Roya Archives” said the dif.
“Would you careto examineit?’

“Immediately,” Mendanbar replied. “I might have known you’ d have alist somewhere with the right
information, Willin. | should have asked you a once.”

The ef bowed deeply, looking very pleased. “1 shal bring it without delay, Y our Mgesty,” he said, and
whisked off down the corridor.

“Hey!” cried Crown Prince Jorillam. “ Are you going to fight the wizards? Can | come?’

“Yes, weare, and no, you can’t,” Mendanbar told him. “Y ou’ re going to be locked in the dungeon,
remember?’

“But afight with wizardsismuch more interesting than being locked in adungeon,” Jorillam complained.
“I want to watch.”

“Maybe s0,” Cimorene said. “But that’ s how it iswith dungeons. Y ou aren’t supposed to get achoice
about whether you’ re going to be locked up in one, you know.”

Thiswas evidently anew ideafor the young prince, and he did not look happy about it. “But—"

“But, nothing,” Mendanbar said. “I’m the King, and | say you go to the dungeon ingtead of fighting
wizards, and no argument.”



“Yes,” said Morwen. “We have much more important things to argue about. Such as how to get rid of
the wizards once we find them.”

“Buckets,” said Cimorene. “Lots of buckets, and soap, and lemon juice. Where do you keep your
buckets, Mendanbar?’

“Around somewhere,” Mendanbar said vaguely. “1’ 1l have someone bring us afew. Can the three of us
carry enough bucketsto get rid of dl the wizards?’

“Four of us,” said Morwen. The catsyowled. “Yes, | know, and of course you'’ re coming, but you can’t
carry abucket of soapy water, so for purposes of thisdiscussion it doesn’t matter,” shetold them.

The cats gave her an affronted look, turned their backs, and began making indignant little noises at each
other.

“It seems probabl e that the wizards will be present in force,” Telemain said. “ They were certainly awvare
of Prince Rupert’ s appearance among them this morning, and they may well have detected your
unsuccessful locating spell, Mendanbar. Consequently, | would wager that there will be far too many to
dispose of by means of your, er, interesting methods, Princess Cimorene.”

“We'll bring some buckets along anyway,” Mendanbar said. “It can’t hurt.”

He nodded a summons to the blank-faced footman by the front door. The footman came over a once,
and Mendanbar told him to bring half adozen buckets of sogpy water mixed with lemon juice out to the
entrance hall immediately. The footman, who had worked at the palace for along time and was used to
peculiar requests, bowed impassively and departed.

“Any other ideas?” Mendanbar asked.
“Can’t the witch turn them into toads?’ said the Crown Prince.
“| certainly don’t object to trying,” Morwen said.

Cimorene shook her head. “I don’t think it would work. The Society of Wizards has some new spell
thatsoaks up magic. That’ swhat makes the bare spots in the Enchanted Forest.”

“I till wish I understoodwhy the Society of Wizardsisdoing dl this,” Mendanbar said, hdf to himsdlf. “I
suppose it makes sense to try and blame the dragons for burning bits of the Enchanted Forest, but they’
ve been ddiberately trying to start awar. That would make almost as much trouble for them asfor
everyonedse”

“Ah, wdl, but would it?” put in Prince Rupert timidly. “I mean, if these wizards are soaking up magic,
they must want it for something.”

Cimorene, Morwen, Mendanbar, and Telemain stared at one another in dismay. “Y es, whatare they
using it for?” Cimorene said after along, thoughtful sllence.

“Indl probability, to intengfy their generd enchantments,” Teemain said. “ Alternaively, to enable
themsalves to achieve something more substantia than would otherwise be possible”

Prince Rupert looked at the magician blankly. “Oh,” he said in adoubtful tone.
“Don’t mind him,” Morwen said. “He adways getstechnica when he’ staking about spells”

“But what did hemean?” the prince asked.



“He meant that the Society of Wizards wants more magic to power their spells,” Mendanbar replied.
“Or maybeto usein aspell that would be too big for them to work without it.”

“Yes, andthatisanideal don’t carefor at dl,” sadd Morwen, frowning. “The Society of Wizardsistoo
powerful dready, if you ask me.”

“Y ou know, if the dragons start fighting with the Enchanted Forest, any new wasted areas would be
blamed on thewar,” Telemain commented. “ The Society of Wizards could absorb considerable
quantities of magic before anyone realizeswhat they are up to.”

“That would explain why they’ redoing this, dl right,” Mendanbar said. “We havegot to stop them.”
Without thinking, he put his hand on the hilt of his sword.

“Mendanbar!” said Cimorene suddenly. “Didn’t that wizard say something about you reversing his spell?
Not Antorell, the wizard at Jack’ s house. And you were using the sword. Maybeit can reversethis

spell, too.”
“It’ sworth trying,” Mendanbar said.

“Not until we have a better idea of exactly what we’re up againgt,” Morwen said firmly. “If the King of
the Enchanted Forest gets killed trying to rescue the King of the Dragons from the Society of Wizards,
goodness only knowswhatwill happen.”

“We'll sneak in and take alook around,” Telemain agreed. “ Then we can formulate a plan of action.”

“Aslong asit doesn’t take too long,” Cimorene muttered. “ Thisisn’t some kind of experiment, where
we can take our time and try again. If those wizards figure out that someone istrying to rescue Kazul . .

Mendanbar tried to smilereassuringly at her. “I don’t see how they—ah, Willin! Did you find that list?
Good! Thenlet’sdl gointo the parlor and look at it. The sooner we' re done, the sooner we can be on
our way.”

15

|n Which Everyone Argues
DD

Willin' s list was remarkably clear and well organized. Once they found the section headed “ Caves and

Caverns Near the Mountains of Morning,” it was only a matter of afew minutes before they discovered
theligting far the Cave of Stone Icicles, the only cave at the western end of the Pass of the Dragons. As
Mendanbar had predicted, there was aback way intoit. A tunnd started from the bottom of the Crysta
Fdls and wound around under the hills and forest until it reached a crack at the rear of the cave.

“Thisdoesn’t look asif it will behard at dl,” Cimorenesaid. “Let’sgo.”

“Right,” said Mendanbar. “This shouldn’t take long. I’ [l be back in an hour or so. Willin, take care of
everyonewhile |’ m gone—you know, refreshments and things.”

“Wait aminute!” Cimorene said, her voice risng above startled objectionsfrom everyone dse. “You're



not going without me.”
“But—""
“| am Kazul’ s Chief Cook and Librarian,” Cimorene said firmly. “It’smy job to help rescue her.”

“| suppose so,” Mendanbar said, “but al I’'m going to do is sneak in and look at the wizards, and then
Sheek out again.”

“That’ sdl youthink you’ re going to do, but what if something goeswrong?’
“Exactly,” Morwen said. “Y ou should have someene with you. Severd someones, in fact.”

“I'm real good a sneaking,” Crown Prince Jorillam put in eagerly. “ And | want to see adragon up
do$.l1

“No, you don’t,” Mendanbar said. “Morwen, are you trying to tell me you want to come dong aswell?’

“No,” Morwen said, looking at him sternly over the tops of her glasses. “I’mtdlingyoul’ mgoing to
come whether you likeit or not. Kazul is my friend, and besides, | want acrack at those wretched
wizards”

“We aren’t going to do anything to the wizards until we know more about what we’ re up againgt,”
Mendanbar said, fedling harried.

“Then how come you wanted those buckets of sogpy water?’ Crown Prince Jorillam demanded.

“Jugtin case” Mendanbar said. “Thisisonly to find out what the wizards are doing and how many of
them thereare”

“Whichis precisaly why | must accompany you,” Telemain put in.
“Not you, too!”

Teemain frowned a him. *'Y ou don’t seem to realize what a priceless opportunity thisis,” the magician
sad. “Itisentirely possible that we shdl be able to observe the Society of Wizardsin the very act of
cadting their magic-absorbing spells. Since they are extremely secretive about their methods, this may be
the only chance we have of studying their techniques.”

“Itign’t worth therisk,” Mendanbar said.

“Not to you, perhaps,” Telemain told him. “1, however, intend to take full advantage of these
circumstances. One way or another, | am going to get alook at those wizards.” He leaned thewizard’'s
daff againg thewall and folded hisarms stubbornly.

“Y egh, and then we mdt ‘em!” Crown Prince Jorillam said enthusiasticaly.

“Y ou arenot coming with us,” Mendanbar told him.

“Butl’mred, red good at sneeking,” Jorillam sad. “Tell them, Uncle!”

“Heis” Prince Rupert said earnestly. “And 1’1l keep an eye on him so hewon’t get in your way.”

Mendanbar stared at him. “No, you won’t. Because you aren’t coming with me, either. | an going to
sneak into the Cave of Stone | ciclesbymyself.”



“No, you'renot,” said everyone at once. Morwen’ stwo cats glanced up, then went back to washing
their tails. Mendanbar got the ditinct impression that the only reason they hadn’t joined in the genera
outcry was that they thought it was beneath them to argue.

“Itisinappropriate for the King of the Enchanted Forest to embark on amisson to the King of the
Dragonswithout aforma escort,” Willin added.

“Y ou want meto take al these people along asaforma escort?” Mendanbar said increduloudly.
“Redly, Willin—"

“Not at dl,” thedf replied. “They areal persons of distinction, and it would not be suitable for any of
them to take aposition asaformal escort to Y our Mgjesty. Properly, only those of your subjects
dready in Y our Mgesty’ semploy may make up such aretinue. Dueto Your Mgesty’ sgenerd didike
of formality, we have very few such persons available at present.”

“What are you suggesting?’ Mendanbar asked with asinking fedling.
“That | am the only possible person who can accompany Y our Mgesty in this capacity,” Willin said.
“If he getsto go, sodo I!” Crown Prince Jorillam cried.

“Not without me,” Prince Rupert said, setting hisjaw. “1 don’t know anything about this busnesswith
the dragons and wizards, but Jorillam ismy respongbility. Until | lose himin the forest, thet is.”

“And Kazul ismy responsibility,” Cimorene said.
“Likeit or not, | an going to get alook at those spells,” Telemain stated flatly.

“Those wizards have caused me alot of trouble, what with one thing and another,” Morwen pointed out.
“I intend to cause them abit of trouble back.”

“Itisnecessary to Your Mgesty’ sdignity that Y our Mgesty take a proper escort with you,” Willin put
in.

“QUIET!” Mendanbar said.

Everyone stopped talking. Willin looked utterly astonished. Jorillam had awary expression, and Prince
Rupert and Telemain both looked mildly taken aback. Morwen’ s eyes gleamed approvingly behind her
glasses. Cimorene looked momentarily startled, but then she smiled.

Mendanbar took a deep breath. First thingsfirst. “ Crown Prince Jorillam.”
“YS?’

“Y ou are not coming on this expedition. Y ou will stay here, a my castle, until | return. In the dungeon,
just asyou requested.”

“Butit’snot fair,” Jorillam said. “1 didn’t knowthenthat you were going to go fight wizards. And that f

“Willinisone of my people, and a native of the Enchanted Forest,” Mendanbar said. “You aren’t. Don't
bother arguing; you don’t get a choice. I’ m the King here, remember.”

Jorillam gave him asulky nod.



“Prince Rupert,” Mendanbar went on, “you were quite right to say that your nephew needs watching.
Y ou will stay here and keep an eye on him whilel’ m gone”

“Certanly, Your Mgesty,” Prince Rupert said with arelieved sigh. “If you say s0.”

“I'mafraid | can’t bring you with me, ether, Willin,” Mendanbar said, turning to his steward.
“Somebody hasto take care of our visitors, you know, and you’ re the only possible person.”

Willin hesitated, plainly torn. “It ismy duty to serve Y our Mgesty regardless of the danger.”

“| appreciate your willingness to accompany me,” Mendanbar assured him. “I fedl, however, that you
would serve me better here. Now, please take these two guests to the North-Northwest Tower
dungeon and see that they get some refreshments.”

“AsYour Mgesty commands,” Willin said, bowing. He gestured to Prince Rupert and Crown Prince
Jorillam, and led them away.

Well, that takes care ofthem,anyway, Mendanbar thought as the three rounded a bend in the corridor
and vanished from sight. Therest wouldn’t be that easy. He looked over and saw Morwen, Cimorene,
and Tdlemain standing side by side, wearing identica expressions of stubbornness, and he sighed. He
supposed he could accidentally-on-purpose forget to include them in the transportation spell, but
somehow he didn’t think that would stop them. Not when one was awitch, one amagician, and one an
experienced dragon’ s princess.

“Don’t even bother trying to talk usout of it,” Cimorene warned. “You’ll only waste moretime.”

“You're probably right,” Mendanbar said at last. “ And anyway, | suspect | redllyshouldhave some help
withme, just in case.”

“Very senshble of you,” Morwen told him.
“Yes wdl, let’s get our buckets and go,” Mendanbar said uncomfortably.

Thefour of them collected buckets of sogpy water from the imperturbabl e castle footman. Cimorene
and Telemain took two each, but Mendanbar only took one, because he wanted to keep one hand free
in case he needed his sword. Morwen aso took only one bucket.She did not explain, and her
expression dared anyone to comment. No one did.

Thefootman left, removing Tdemain’s staff dong the way. “Be sure you put that somewhere safe,”
Tdemain cdled after him.

Mendanbar looked around one last time, checking to make sure everyone wasfindly ready, then
twitched the strands of power and transported them dl to the foot of the Crystal Falls.

They appeared on the dippery bank of anarrow stream. A little farther on, the Crystal Fallspouredina
shining curtain down the side of asheer dliff of black glass. The water foamed and swirled at the foot of
thefdls, forming asmadl, restless poal, then rushed down the channd at their feet and dashed on into the
deeper parts of the Enchanted Forest. The noise of the falling water was tremendous, and theair had a
clean, sharp smell.

Mendanbar |ooked around to see that everyone was there and that no one had spilled the soapy water.
He noticed, without surprise, that the two cats had come aong, even though he had not specifically
included them in the trangportation spell. Cats were like that.



“Which way isthetunnel entrance?’ Cimorene asked. She had to shout to make herself heard over the
roar of thewaterfall.

“Over there,” Mendanbar shouted back, waving a a clump of fir trees near the foot of the dliff. “Watch
your step.”

“What did you say?’ Tdemain yelled.
“Hesad, ‘Watch your step,” “ Cimorene replied at the top of her lungs.

Telemain nodded, and they moved cautioudy away from the water-dick bank of the stream. The cats
had aready moved out of range of the mist billowing up from the base of the waterfal. When therest of
the group caught up to them, the two cats gave Mendanbar |ooks of deep reproach, asif to imply that
he should have more sense than to set everyone down so close to such adamply uncomfortable spot.

The tunnd entrance was anarrow crack in the sde of the cliff, hidden behind the clump of firs. The cats
trotted through it and vanished into the darkness. Morwen gazed after them with athoughtful expresson
on her face.

“I don’t suppose anyone remembered to bring alight?” Cimorene said, eying the crack with evident
misgiving.
Telemain smiled and said three wordsthat crackled intheair. A smal globe of golden light appeared

above hishead. “I’ll gofirgt, so the rest of you can see where you’ re sepping,” he said, smiling with a
trace of smugness.

“And what do you think will happen when we get near the wizards and their magic-absorbing spell gets
hold of your little glow-bal?’ Morwen said sharply. “ Y ou’ re not thinking, Tdemain.”

“| suppose you have a better idea?’

Morwen pushed her glassesfirmly into place, set down her bucket of soapy water, and reached into one
of her long, loose deeves. She pulled out asmall lanternand set it on the ground. Then she reached into
the other deeve, from which she pulled aflint striker and along splinter of wood. Expertly, she struck a
spark and lit the splinter, then used the splinter to light the lantern. She blew the splinter out, stuffed it

and theflint back into her deeve, and smiled at the surprise on everyone dse’ sface.

“I thought we might be needing this,” she said. Picking up the lantern and the bucket, she started for the
mouth of thetunndl.

“Hang on aminute,” Mendanbar said. “1 should go first. Would you give me the lantern, Morwen?’
“Only if youdon’t dawdle,” Morwen responded. “My cats arein there.”

“Of course. Y ou come next, then, and Telemain after you. Cimorene can come last. That way we’ |l have
alight between every two people,”

Cimorene did not look happy about these arrangements, but Mendanbar did not give anyonetimeto
argue. As soon as Morwen nodded, he took the lantern and started into the crack. It was only wide
enough for one of them at atime to edge sideways, and the ground was covered with shattered rock,
which made the footing treacherous. Juggling the lantern and his bucket back and forth from hand to
hand, Mendanbar tried to see what lay ahead of him while till giving Morwen enough light to follow.
Progress was dow, and he began to wonder whether the whole tunnel was going to be as narrow and
difficult asthisbeginning.



“Maybe we would have been better off charging at the main entrance,” he muttered to himself.

After what seemed avery long time, but was probably only afew minutes, the tunnel widened. The piles
of shattered rock became fewer, then ceased atogether. Mendanbar heaved asigh of relief and stopped
to let the others catch up.

Morwen wasthefirst. “Good,” she said as she clambered over the last of the rock piles, balancing
carefully to avoid spilling her bucket. 1 was beginning to think that rocky stuff was never going to end.
Any sign of my cas?’

“It would be more reasonable to ask whether thereisany sign of thewizards,” Telemain sad, following
Morwen into the wider part of the tunnel. There was alarge wet spot down one side of his
many-pocketed vest; gpparently he had not been as careful with his buckets as Morwen.

“I haven't seen atrace of thewizards,” Mendanbar said, “but the cats have been by here.” He pointed
at two small trails of footprintsleading down the tunnel.

“Thank goodnessthat’s over,” Cimorene said as she emerged from the narrow section of the tunnd to
jointhem. “Why areyou dl just sanding here? The Cave of StoneIciclesisalot farther on.”

Asthiswas undeniably true, they set off again. Therewas till not room for al four of themtostandina
line, but at least now they could walk two by two without difficulty. Somehow, Cimorene ended up
waking with Mendanbar in the front. Mendanbar was not sure whether to be glad or sorry. He enjoyed
walking with Cimorene, even if they did not dare to talk much; the wizards might have someone listening
for odd noises. On the other hand, being in front meant that he and Cimorene were the onesthe wizards
wouldattack first. Mendanbar did not like the idea of anyone attacking Cimorene, dthough he knew she
could take care of hersdlf.

He had sometimeto congider this, for the tunnd waslong and winding, but he found it hard to
concentrate with Cimorene walking so close beside him. He discovered that he wanted to put hisarm
around her asthey waked—the one carrying the bucket of water, not the lantern—but somehow that
didn’t seem like the right thing to do when they were supposed to be watching out for wizards. He had
never met a princess like Cimorene before. He had never metanyone like Cimorene before. Shewas
smart and brave and kind and loyal, and he liked her. In fact, he liked her agrest dedl. In fact—

Suddenly, the light around Mendanbar dimmed. He stopped and glanced over his shoulder. Thelittle
globe that had been hovering over Tdlemain’ s head had gone out.

“Teleman?’ Mendanbar whispered.
“I didn’t turn it off,” Telemain whispered back. “We must be getting near the wizards.”

Mendanbar nodded without surprise—the atmospherein the tunnd felt dry and magicless, and though
they were still within the Enchanted Forest, he could no longer sense threads of power floating invisibly
intheair. He swalowed, hoping he would not have to do any spellsinahurry.

“Keep close,” he whigpered to Telemain and Morwen, and dowly started forward once more.

The tunnel bent sharply to the left, then right, and without further warning opened out into aforest of
gone pillars. A glimmer of light showed between the stones, and they could hear amumble of voicesin
the distance.

Hastily, Mendanbar covered the lantern with acorner of hiscloak, so that it only lit the areajust in front
of hisfeet. Cimorene dropped back. After amoment, she put her hand on his shoulder, and Mendanbar



wondered briefly what she had done with the bucket. She gave his shoulder abrief squeezeto indicate
that Morwen and Telemain had taken their places. Then he heard her pick the bucket up again.

Carefully, Mendanbar edged through the pillars toward the light and voices.
Asthey drew nearer, Mendanbar began to understand what the voices were saying.

“I don’tlikethis,” grumbled one. “We’ ve wasted too much time aready. We should just take her
outside, dose her with dragonsbane, and leave her for someoneto find.”

“Stop complaining, Dizend,” replied a smooth voice, and Mendanbar frowned as he recognized Zemenar
'sfluid tones. “1 have told you a hundred times how foolish that would be,” Zemenar went on. “1 am not
going to tell you for the hundred and firg.”

“He’ sright, though,” another voice said. “ Someoneis going to notice us pretty soon, and then where will
al our planning be?’

“Someone dready has,” afourth voice rasped. “What about those two this morning?’
“A couple of adventurers” Zemenar said dismissvely. “They don’t matter.”

“They got away, didn’t they?If they tell someone what they saw—"

“They won't,” Zemenar said.

“How can you be sure of that?’

Zemenar gave asnort. “Because of who they are. Can’t you recognize a Wicked Uncle when you see
one? He was probably here to drop the boy somewhere in the Enchanted Forest. Heisn't going to tell
anyone about us. And even if he does, what of it? Everyone knows odd things happen in the Enchanted
Forest. His story will only be one more.”

Mendanbar was at the end of the stone columns, close enough to seethe wizards if he peeked around a
pillar. There were ten of them, grouped about a small table at one Side of an enormous cavern. Zemenar
and two others were seated; the rest leaned against the wall of the cave or stood in clumps close by.
High above the wizards, hundreds of long, cone-shaped columns hung like stoneiciclesfrom the cailing.
Four torches dangled from iron brackets on the wall and alamp stood in the center of the table,
throwing shadows like dark fangs from the hanging rocks.

Partway across the cavern, a pae golden glow cut across the shadows like adrawn curtain. On the
other side of the glow was adragon, her wings folded along her back, her eyes narrowed to dits.
Mendanbar recognized her at once, even without Cimorene’s hiss. She was the same dragon they had
seen in the magic window at the dwarf’ s house—Kazul, the King of the Dragons.
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In Which Mendanbar Cleans Up
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M endanbar blew out the lantern and set it on the floor. They didn’t need it anymore anyway. They



were near enough to see by the light of thewizards’ torches, even in the shadows. Carrying their
buckets, Cimorene, Morwen, and Telemain dipped behind nearby pillars as another wizard came
around the corner from the far end of the cave.

“Most gracious and powerful Head Wizard,” he said, bowing to Zemenar. “We’ ve checked everything
at least twice. There’ sno one outside and no sign of anyone coming. That spell Xinamon felt before must
have been some sort of normal variation.”

Behind the pillars, Mendanbar winced. The wizardshad noticed the locating spell he had sent out earlier.
Cimorene frowned and shook her head at him, but he wasn’t sure what she meant by that. Morwen
scowled at them both and put her finger to her lips.

“Possibly,” Zemenar replied. “1 don’t want to take any chance, though. The King of the Enchanted
Forest has a certain amount of magic, and we don’ t fully understand it. Call in afew more wizards, just
to make sure.

“If you don’t want to take chances, we ought to use up the dragon now and get out of here,” Dizendl
sad.

“I'mwith you,” the most recent arrival agreed. “ Dragons make me nervous. Are you sure she can't get
out?’

“If she could, she’d have done so right away,” Zemenar said. “Don’t worry about it. We' ve put the
power of at least an acre of the Enchanted Forest into building that shield, and no one can lower it
except us.

“Areyou sure?’ the wizard perdsted.
“Takeacloser look, if you'renot satisfied,” Zemenar said, waving at the glow.

“Itisimpressive,” the wizard said, moving nearer. “ But with aspdll this new, how can you be positive—
Say, what’ sthat?’

At their companion’s change in tone, the wizards' heads swiveled to ook at Kazul. For afrozen
moment, no one spoke. Then awizard at the back said, “It’sacat.”

Mendanbar glanced sideways in time to see Morwen shake her head and take afirmer grip on her
bucket of soapy water. He grimaced. They had only six buckets of soapy water among them, and there
were dready deven wizardsin the cave. If it cameto afight, they would be badly outnumbered.

“How did acat get ingde the shidd?’ another wizard asked. “I1t wasn’t there yesterday.”
“It wasn't thereafew hoursago,” Dizend sad. “Where did it come from?’

“Spread out and search the cave,” Zemenar commanded, risng. “And bring in the dragonsbane.
Someone’ s snooping.”

The wizards fanned out across the cavern and sarted toward the forest of pillars. There was no way
Mendanbar and the others could get away without being seen, even if they had been willing to abandon
Kazul to her fate. Mendanbar drew his sword. Soapy water or not, he felt better with awesponin his
hand.

Asthefirst wizard reached the pillars, he jerked in surprise, then raised his staff. Before he could release
whatever spell he had planned, a shower of soapy water drenched him from head to foot. Thewizard



shrieked loudly.

“Blast you six ways from next Wednesday!” he shouted as he began to mdit. “ Thisis the second timeyou
've liquefied me! May you and your pet dragon and your triple-cursed wash water turn purple with
orange spots and fal down a bottomless pit!”

The other wizards stopped in their tracks. “1t’s Cimorenel” one of them said nervoudy.

“That’ sPrincess Cimorene, to you,” Cimorene said, stepping out from behind a pillar. She held her
second bucket in plain sight, ready to throw.

“Stay back,” Zemenar ordered. “Blast her from adistance.”
“Cowardsl” Cimorene taunted, and ducked behind another of the stone columns. “ Come and get me!”

It wasn’t going to work, Mendanbar told himsdlf, taking afirmer grip on his sword. Zemenar wastoo
clever to let hiswizards chase Cimorene into the maze of stone. They would stay at a safe distance and
throw bolts of power into the pillars until they destroyed the maze or killed everyoneiniit, or both.

Three more wizards came running in. Zemenar stopped them with agesture. Therest of the wizards
backed away from the pillars and lined up across the width of the cave.

“Now, then,” the Head Wizard said, lifting his saff and pointing it at the pillar Cimorene had ducked
behind. “Likethis”

Mendanbar felt magic swell around the end of the staff. An ingtant later, before he had time to reach for
the magic himsdlf, the spdll shot forward and exploded, shattering the pillar and sending chips of rock
flyingindl directions

“Ow!” Cimorene’ svoaice cried from somewherein the shadows.

Without thinking, Mendanbar stepped out from behind his pillar, bucket in one hand, sword in the other,
into full view of thewizards. “ Over here!” he cdled. If he could distract them for aminute or two,
perhaps Cimorene could get safely behind another column.

“Mendanbar!” For an ingtant, Zemenar looked thoroughly startled. Then he smiled nastily. “How niceto
seeyou. |’ ve been hoping you would turn up, so we could finish thislittle busness at last.”

As he spoke, Zemenar stepped forward and shifted his staff to point at Mendanbar. Mendanbar raised
his sword and stayed where he was. He felt magic building around the staff once more and decided not
to wait to find out what Zemenar intended it to become. Instead, he reached out through the sword and
touched the wizard’ s spell, the same way he touched the magic threads of the Enchanted Forest.

It was much easier to do here than it had been in the Mountains of Morning. The sword sopped up the
spell in an ingtant. Mendanbar could sense the channel’ s of power Zemenar had been using to feed his
spell, and he touched those, too, and pulled. The sword obligingly drank themin.

“What are you doing?’ Zemenar cried in astonishment, lowering his staff. His hair sood out around his
head, aswild and tangled as the magica messhe’d left on the floor of Mendanbar’ s castle.

“I’m stopping you,” Mendanbar said. His whole arm tingled with the power the sward had absorbed. If
he could just think of the right thing to do withit. . .

“And agood thing, too,” Morwen said from severd pillars over. “Y ou’ re too greedy for your own good,



or anyone else’s, for that matter.”
“| am not greedy,” Zemenar protested angrily. “I have every right to—!"

“You'regreedy, al right,” Cimorene said from just behind Mendanbar. “And you wouldn’t know what
to do with dl the power you want even if you got it. Just look a you! Your hair’slikeabird’ snest.”

Zemenar scowled. Mendanbar stared at him without reglly seeing him, trying to remember why Cimorene
"swords sounded familiar.

“Thegargoylel” he said suddenly. “Why didn’t | think of that before?’
“What gargoyle?’ one of the wizards asked.
“Never mind him,” Zemenar said. “He’'sonly trying to distract us. All together, now: blast them!”

Theline of wizardsraised their staffs. Mendanbar grinned and twisted the mass of power in the sword,
just as he had done two days earlier when he had grown tired of the gargoyle’ s complaints. Soapy water
spurted out of the empty air in front of the wizardsin ahard, fast stream, asif it were being pumped
through an invisible hose. The foaming spray washed over the entire line, thoroughly soaking them all.
Puddles grew rapidly on the stones underfoot, and wizards shouted and did on the suddenly dippery
floor. Severd of them dropped their saffsto rub at their eyes, which had apparently gotten sogpin
them. None of them mdlted.

Mendanbar felt amoment of panic. He' d been sure that his magically crested soapy water would work
just aswell asthe buckets they had hauled with them from the castle, but it didn’t seem to be doing
anything. The wizards would get themsdlves together any minute, and what would he do then?

“Did you remember the lemon juice?’ Cimorenesaidin hisear.

“Oh, right,” said Mendanbar. He twisted the power again, and another spray of soapy water (thistime
smeling strongly of lemon) squirted over the wizards. To Mendanbar’ s considerable relief, they
collapsed into gooey puddles, one after another. In another moment, there were no wizardsleft in the
caveat dl, only staffs, soggy robes, and agreat ded of water and sogpsuds.

Mendanbar studied the puddles, then set his bucket of soapy water on the ground. It didn’t look asif he’
d be needing it anymore. He kept his sword out, however, since he didn’t know how many more
wizards might till be outside.

“Fascinaing,” said Tdemain. He moved forward and kndlt at the edge of apuddle. “This mess appears
to be mainly theliquefying agent.”

“It does?’ Cimorene asked.
“Hemeansit’ smostly soapy water,” Mendanbar said.

~And agood thing, too, or it would take forever to clean up,” Morwen said. “Wizards are a nuisance
even when they’ re gone.”

“It’ sapity itisn't permanent,” Cimorenesaid. “1'd liketo get rid of that Zemenar once and for all.”

“Removing their staffswill delay their regppearance,” Tdemain said. “1 suggest we do so beforewe
leave”

“Good idea,” Morwen said. She picked her way between puddles and began collecting the wizards’



daffs. Telemain went back to studying the puddle.
Cimorene turned to Mendanbar. “Now, if Kazul can just—oh, no!”

Mendanbar followed Cimorene’ sgaze. The glowing, golden shield spell till blocked haf of the cavern,
imprisoning Kazul.

Therewasalong silence. Then Cimorene said, “ Telemain, were those wizards right when they said they
were the only ones who could take down that spell?”

“What’sthat?’ Telemain said, looking up. “ Redlly,must you interrupt so congtantly? 1’ m never going to
get anything finished a thisrate.”

“But think of al theinteresting thingsyou’ refinding out,” Mendanbar said. “This shidd, for instance.
Have you ever seen anything like it before?’

“Now that you mentionit, no,” Telemain replied, scrambling to hisfeet. “Let melook at it.”
“That wastheidea,” Cimorene muttered.

They dl watched while Telemain examined the shield. He waked from one end to the other, then put a
hand gingerly againgt the glow and pushed. When nothing seemed to happen, he twisted one of hisrings
twice and touched it to the glow.

“Canyou get rid of it?” Cimorene asked.
“I don’t know yet,” Tdemain said. “I’ m il checking the parameters of the primary enchantment.”
“Oh”

The magician twisted adifferent ring and touched it to the glow. Thistime therewas aspark. “Ah!”
Telemain said in asatisfied tone. “1 suspected as much.”

“Wall, are you going to tell usabout it?” Morwen said as she dropped aload of wizards' gaffsinapile
agang thewal.

“It' sasdlf-sustaining barrier produced by arecirculation of theinitia power input,” Telemain explained.
“Because of the rotation effect, most physica substances cannot pass through the shield in either
direction. Unlike the mgority of spdls, this one needs no exterior energy source, so the usual procedures
for dismantling such sorcerieswould be completely ineffective.”

“What does that mean?’ Cimorene demanded.

“The spell kegpsitsaf up, we can’t get in or out, and we don’t have any way of getting rid of it,”
Mendanbar trand ated.

“Then how did the cat get in?” Cimorene asked, pointing a Morwen’ slarge silver-and-cream cat, which
hed climbed onto Kazul’ s back and lay curled up between her wings.

“Catsarelikethat,” Morwen said. “When he comesout, 1’1l ask him how hedid it, if you want meto,
but don’t expect too much in theway of an answer. Cats enjoy being mysterious.”

“I don’t care what they enjoy,” Cimorene said. “We have to get Kazul out of there, and if that cat can
hdp—"



“Itisunlikely,” Telemain interrupted, stepping back from the glow. “The cat’ s method of moving through
the barrier is, in dl probability, usdessto anyone ese. Fortunately, we have other resources.”

“Wedo?

Telemain looked a Mendanbar. “While | have not had a chance to make athorough and complete
examination of that extremely intriguing weapon you carry, | have observed enough to determinethat its
function isfundamentdly antithetical to wizards andtheir magic. A straightforward penetration appears
quite possible and would disrupt the recirculation effect, resulting in the collapse of the self-sustaining
mechanism.”

“What?" said Cimorene.
“Redly, Tdemain, must you?’ said Morwen.
“Right,” said Mendanbar. He took three steps forward and stuck his sword into the glowing spell.

A jolt of power ran up hisarm and the globe of light flashed brighter than the sun. Mendanbar’ seyes
were dazzled by theflare, so he couldn’t see anything except purple spots, but he heard aloud roar, the
angry hiss of acat, and the sound of scales on stone, so he was sure the barrier was gone.

“Kazul,” Cimorene cdled from behind him. “It’sdl right. It’ snot wizards, it’ sus.”

“And about time,” adeep, unfamiliar voice said. “Hello, Cimorene, Morwen. It’ sniceto see you again.
Who are these others?’

“Thisis Mendanbar, the King of the Enchanted Forest,” Cimorene answered, and Mendanbar felt her
hand on his shoulder. “He’' sthe one who let you out. Over thereis Tdlemain. He' samagician, and he
figured out how to do it.”

“Grestings, Your Mgesty,” Mendanbar said, blinking. The purple spots began to fade at last, and he
found himsdlf staring into the green-gold eyes of an enormous femae dragon. He only just managed to
keep himsdlf from backing up automatically. * Pleased to meset you.”

“Under the circumstances, most definitdly soam |,” said the dragon with a smile that showed alarge
number of sharp-looking silver teeth. “How did you manage it?’

“Weren't you watching?’ Cimorene asked.

“Watching what?’ Kazul replied. “I couldn’t see athing except what was insde that blasted bubble with
me

“We could seeyou.”

“The shidding spdl was unidirectiona,” Telemain put in. “The externa absorptive effect would enhance
itsefficiency.”

Kazul gave Telemain ahard look and smiled again, thistime showingall of her teeth. “What was that
agan?

Telemain looked at Kazul. Then helooked at Mendanbar. He frowned in concentration, and finally he
sad carefully, “ The shidld was aone-way spell. It soaked up everything that tried to get in from outside
and used the energy to makeitsaf stronger.”

“Very good,” Morwen said. “I was beginning to think you were hopeless.”



“I haven't the dightest ideawhat you’ retalking about,” Telemain said with dignity.

A yowl of complaint made them dl turn their heads. The cream-and-silver cat was standing at the edge
of the wet, soapy, lemon-scented area where the wizards had melted, shaking hisfront pavsoneat a
time and eying the water with extreme disfavor.

“Too bad,” Morwen told the cat. “If you hadn’t snesked in and attracted their attention, Mendanbar
might not have had to be quite so extravagant with the spray. Y ou’ Il haveto get acrossit by yoursdf.
Where's Chaos?’

The cat blinked disdainfully and began washing his right paw. Kazul snorted softly. “If you want aride,
climb up,” shetold the cat. “But you’ d better hurry, because I’ m leaving now.”

Kazul roseto her feet, shaking her wings. The cat looked up from hiswashing, then took two bounds
and leaped from the top of a projecting rock. He disappeared behind Kazul’ s shoulder, and therewas a
brief sound of claws scraping against scales. Then the cat appeared on Kazul’ s back, riding comfortably
between the dragon’ swings and looking tremendoudy pleased with himsdif.

“Wait aminute,” Mendanbar said as the dragon started toward the other end of the cave. “There may
be more wizards out there.”

“Good,” said Kazul without dowing down at dl. *“Four daysisalong timeto spend inside a blank
bubble, and | owe them one. Besides, I’ mhungry.”

“I should think so!” Cimorene said, following the dragon. “ Didn’t they give you anything to eat?’

“No, and | wouldn’t have taken it if they had,” Kazul said. Her voice became muffled as her head turned
the corner at the far end of the cave. “For al | knew, those mumble mumble could have mumble
dragonsbanein everything. | mumble mumble end up like Tokoz.”

“But if thereare morewizards—,” Mendanbar began, then gave up and hurried after Cirnorene. Clearly,
neither she nor Kazul was going to listen to him, and if thereweremore wizards outside it would be better
if he—and his sword—were there to help.
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Therewere, however, no wizards outside the cave. Therewas only an enormous stretch of barren land
that looked asif it had been burned. Morwen’ slong-haired tabby cat sat in the ashes severd feet from
the mouth of the cave, surveying the waste with evident disapproval.

“Thereyou are,” Morwen said to the cat as she joined Cimorene and Mendanbar by Kazul’ sleft
shoulder. “Any sign of more wizards?’

The cat meowed.



“Good,” said Morwen. “Did any of the others get away?”’
The cat made agrowling noise.

“Very good,” said Morwen. She turned to Mendanbar. “Can you keep them from interrupting us by
accident?’

“I don’t think s0,” Mendanbar said. “Thereisn’t any magic here for meto work with.” He was horrified
at the extent of the destruction. How was he going to fix it?

“Sothisishow they didit,” Tdemain’svoice said from behind Mendanbar. He sounded pleased, asif he
had just solved avery difficult puzzle. “1’ d been wondering.”

“Did what?’ Mendanbar asked.

“Established that shied spdll,” Telemain said. “ The power involved was clearly severd factors beyond
the generating capacity of —"

Kazul turned her head and looked a Telemain.
Telemain coughed. “ There weren’t enough wizards to have doneit by themselves.”

“Power,” Mendanbar said, hdf to himsdlf. “ They sucked dl the magic out of thiswholeareaand put itin
the shied. Where did it go when the shield disappeared?’

“Into your sword, of course,” said Telemain, asif that were so obvious that everyone should have
redized it without his saying anything.

“And the sword islinked to the forest,” Mendanbar said. “And thisis part of the forest, or should be.
So...

“So dl you haveto do is use the sword to put the magic back where it belongs,” Cimorene finished.

“Theoreticaly, that should work fine,” Telemain said, frowning. “But the practical applicationsaren’t
awaysthat easy.”

“Nonsense,” said Cimorene. “That sword turned awhole patch of the Mountains of Morning into abit
of the Enchanted Forest when we were having al that trouble getting here. Mendanbar pulled it back
into the sword then; dl he hasto do now isturn that spell around and push magic out. Try it,
Mendanbar.”

Sowly, Mendanbar lowered the tip of the sword until it touched the ashes. He couldn’t fed anything at
first. Then heredlized that he was trying to reach outsde himself for the threads of magic that dways
floated around him in the Enchanted Forest. And in this wasteland there were no threads. He frowned.
Closing his eyes, he concentrated on the sword instead.

That felt more promising. He could sense power crackling aong the length of the blade, lots of power,
but he did not think it would be enough. He stretched deeper, using his experience outside the
Enchanted Forest to pull together every last bit of magic he could reach. It was ill not enough.

“I don’t think | can do it, Cimorene,” he muttered.
“You can, too,” Cimorene said, and put her hand on his shoulder encouragingly. “Try again.”

As shetouched his shoulder, Mendanbar felt it come—not just magic, not only power, but al the magic



and power of the Enchanted Forest itself. It washed over him, and asit did he saw patternsin it, patterns
that were the threads he mani pulated to work magic in the forest. And he saw how to shift the pattern
just alittle, filling it in with the power stolen from the forest and stored in the sword, to repair the damage
the wizards had done. Without thinking, hedid it.

He heard an astonished gasp from Cimorene, asnort from Kazul, alow whistle from Telemain, and a
surprised noise from one of the cats.

“Wdl!” said Morwen.

Mendanbar opened his eyes. A thick carpet of moss, greener than Kazul’ s scales, spread out in all
directions from the cave mouth. Massive oaks and beeches with copper leaves stood so close together
that it was hard to see more than alittle way into the shadows bel ow them, packing every part of what
had been a burned-out waste moments before. All around, Mendanbar could fed threads of magic
hovering in the air, ready to use for more ordinary spells.

No one said anything for along moment. Then Telemain tore his gaze away from the restored forest and
turned to Mendanbar.

“Could you do that again, dowly, so | can andyzeit?’” he asked.

* * *

Despite Tdemain’ s urging, Mendanbar refused to repesat the spdl immediately, though he did offer to let
the magician watch when he went to clean up the barren area near the Green Glass Pool. Then Telemain
wanted to stay and investigate the melted wizards some more, but Morwen and Cimorene inssted that
thiswas abad idea, and eventually he gavein. He wasinclined to be sulky about it until Morwen pointed
out that he had fourteen morewizards’ staffsto study, including one that had belonged to the Head
Wizard. It cheered him up enormoudly.

“You'requiteright,” he told Morwen. “ Those wizards will get themsalves back together before long,
and once they do, they’ [l comelooking for their gaffs. If | don’t examine the staffs before then, 1’1l lose
my chance. | can aways melt another wizard later and study the disintegration processthen.” He hurried
back into the cave, regppearing amoment later with hisarmsfull of wizards' gaffs.

“Be careful with those!” Mendanbar said as Telemain came out onto the moss-covered ground.

“They areunlikely to be asource of difficulty without intelligent guidance,” Telemain said reprovingly.
“So long asthe wizards are not in contact with them, they are merdly passve instruments of assmilation.
There' s nothing to worry about.”

“Yes, thereis,” Cimorene put in. “If you drop them, Mendanbar will have alot of ugly brown markson
his nice new moss. And if they can do that, there’ sno telling what e se they might do.”

“Wizards store spellsin their saffs,” Morwen said, nodding. “Y ou can’t dways be sure what will set one
off.

Telemain looked at them with annoyance. “1 suppose you’ d rather | |eft them here. Have you no spirit of
sentificinvestigation?

“Not wherewizards are concerned,” Cimorene muttered.

“Nonsense,” Morwen said. “1’m just as curious asyou are, Telemain, but | never heard that a pirit of
scientific inquiry precluded taking intelligent precautions.”



“Oh, | see” said Telemain. “Why didn’t you just say so in thefirst place?’

While the others talked, Mendanbar studied the staffs, keeping a careful watch on the threads of
Enchanted Forest magic that were nearest to Telemain. To his surprise, the threads showed no tendency
to drift toward the magician or wind themsalvesinto knots around the staffs he carried. Apparently,
Tdemain wasright—the staffswould only be aminor nuisance aslong astheir wizards weren’t carrying
them. He resolved to mention thisto Telemain later. Perhaps Telemain could even help him find away to
ded with the problems the staffs caused when they did have their wizards with them.

A few minutes later, when Kazul was satisfied that there were no wizards left in the area, Mendanbar
took them all back to the castle with aquick spell. Hewasrelieved that thewizards’ staffs caused no
trouble, and pleased to discover that transporting a dragon was no harder than transporting anyone el se.

They materidized in the castle courtyard, just inside the moat. Willin, who had apparently been watching
for their arrival, came hurrying out to meet them.

“Welcome home, Your Mgesty,” the elf said with evident relief. Mendanbar noticed that he’d dug up a
formal uniform somewhere, al sky-blue velvet and dusty gold braid. “May | assume that your mission
was a success?’

“Yes, you may,” Mendanbar said. “Willin, thisis Kazul, the King of the Dragons, and she’ svery hungry.
Seeif you can scare up something in the kitchen that would do for adragon-sized medl.”

“Atonce, Your Mgesty,” Willin said, bowing. “And may | congratulate you and your companions on
your great achievement and welcome King Kazul to the Enchanted Forest.”

“Thewdcomel’minterested inisdinner,” Kazul said with asmilethat showed dl her teeth.
Willin backed away hadtily. “ Of course, of course. ||l see about it immediately.”

“I"d better come with you,” said Cimarene. “1’ve been Kazul's Chief Cook for over ayear, and | know
what shelikes”

Thetwo of them left, heading for the other Side of the castle, with Kazul trailing hopefully behind them.

Mendanbar wasn’t sure whether to be disappointed or relieved. He wanted very much to talk to
Cimorene, but he wasn’t sure how to tell her what he wanted to say, and anyway they certainly couldn’t
discuss the things he wanted to talk about with al these other people around.

“Mendanbar, have you got somewhere | could work on these without being disturbed?” Telemain
asked, nodding at the load of wizards' staffs he was carrying.

“I wouldn’t mind examining them mysdlf,” Morwen said.

“The blue room would be best, | think,” Mendanbar said. “Thelight is better in my study, but there’sa
gargoylein the corner who can be, um, difficult.”

“W’€ |l takethe study,” Morwen said decisively. “Light isimportant, and once Telemain getsinvolved,
hewon'’t notice any distractions.”

“What about you?” Telemain asked, nettled. Morwen sniffed. “1 can handle considerably morethan a
mere gargoyle”

“All right,” Mendanbar said. “Aslong asyou’re sure.”



He showed them to the study and helped them get settled, then went down to the kitchen to see how
Cimorene and Kazul were doing. He found Kazul in the rear courtyard, eating an enormous kettle of
stew that had been intended to be supper for the entire castle. Cimorene was in the kitchen, her arms
covered in flour to the elbows, rolling out pie crust and giving ordersto the cook. Mendanbar stayed
long enough to make sure that the cook would do whatever Cimorene told him to, and then Cimorene
chased him away, saying that it was difficult enough to cook in asirange kitchen without people hovering
over her.

“Y ou don’t have to cook anything,” Mendanbar told her.

“I doif wewant any dinner,” Cimorene retorted. “Kazul isaready egting everything that was ready for
tonight, and she’ s going to want more as soon as she’ sfinished. Y our people aren’t redlly prepared to
copewith avigting dragon.”

“We've never had one before.”

“Well, you have one now.” Cimorene glanced toward the courtyard and lowered her voice. “I think we'll
be staying for afew days at leas, if that won’t cause too many problems. Kazul needsto get her
strength back before she triesto fly back to the Mountains of Morning.”

“Y ou can tay aslong asyou like,” Mendanbar assured her. “Is there anything | can do to help?’

“Y ou can let me get back to making dinner!” Cimorene said. She was amiling, but she obvioudy meant
what she had said.

“All right. Call meif you need anything.” Mendanbar bowed and |ft, feding alittle put out.

* * *

He went to the castle library, since his study was occupied, and poked about in the scrollsfor afew min
tes. Then he decided to check on Prince Rupert and his nephew. He found the middie-aged prince
quickly enough, but he had to send someoneto retrieve the young Crown Prince from the dungeon.

“Did you enjoy your stay?’ Mendanbar asked when Crown Prince Jorillam arrived at last.

“Itwasdl right,” Jorillam said. He looked rumpled and vaguely dissatisfied. “But there weren’t any rats.
| thought there’ d be rats. There wasn't arack, ether.”

“Jorillam!” Prince Rupert said sharply. “It’ s not polite to complain about things like that. Where are your
manners?’

“I don’t undergtand,” Jorillam said, frowning. “If therewererats and arack, I’ d be expected to object,
wouldn’t 1?7 So why can’t | complain when theyaren’ tthere?’

“It’ snot the samething,” Rupert told him. “1"m sorry, Your Mgesty,” he went on, turning to
Mendanbar. “He’ s used to getting hisown way. I’ m afraid | haven’t done avery good job of teaching
him how to behave.”

“I behavejudt fine,” Jorillam sad.

“I am beginning to understand why you wanted to abandon him in the Enchanted Forest,” Mendanbar
said to Prince Rupert.

Rupert flushed. “No, no, it’ s not that. I’ m redly very fond of the boy. But | have an obligation, you



know, and there’ sno getting out of it.”

“Y ou can leave me here, Uncle,” Jorillam said persuasively. “ That’ s abandoning mein the Enchanted
Fores, isn’tit?’

“I don’t think s0,” Mendanbar put in quickly. He didn’t want to think about the problems the young
Crown Prince could causeif he stayed at the castle. “ There are too many people herefor it to count as
abandonment.”

Prince Rupert nodded gloomily. “I’ m afraid you' reright. And frankly, I’ m not at al sure that abandoning
himistheright notion. | just can’t think of anything el se wicked to do on short notice.”

“But youpromisedyou’ d abandon mein the Enchanted Forest,” Jorillam protested. “And | want to be
abandoned and have dl sorts of adventures and come home coveredin glory.”

“You'realittle young for that,” Mendanbar commented, studying the Crown Prince. He smiled suddenly
asanideacameto him. “What you need is some proper training.”

“Thereisn’t time,” Jorillam said smugly. “ Uncle has to do something wicked to meright away.”

“Ah, but that’ sjust the point,” Mendanbar said. He turned to Prince Rupert, ignoring Jorillam’ s suddenly
wary expression. “ Abandoning Crown Prince Jorillam won’t do you any good, because hewants to be
abandoned. Letting him have hisown way isn't terribly wicked, eveniif itisn’t good for him.”

“I'm afraid you' reright,” Rupert said sadly.
“But Undle—"

“On the other hand,” Mendanbar went on, disregarding Jorillam’ sinterjection, “if you promised you'd
abandon him, breaking that promise would certainly bewicked. And if you sent him off to aprivate
schoal for princes—"

“I don’t want to go to school!”

“Oh, my.” Prince Rupert looked from Mendanbar to Jorillam—who now |ooked thoroughly darmed—
and back. “I think | seewhat you' re getting at. If he hatesthe idea, then it probably iswicked, evenif it’s
good for him. And there’ s breaking the promise, too.”

“And you wouldn’t have to tel anyone at home what you’ d done with him,” Mendanbar said. “You
could rule the country just asif you redlly had abandoned him in the forest, and no one would know.
Surely mideading al those people would be wicked enough for your society.”

“I think you’ reright,” Prince Rupert said, smiling for thefirst time snce Mendanbar had met him. |
redly think you'reright.” Hisfacefell suddenly. “But how am | going to find agood school before sunset
tomorrow?’

“Don’t worry about that,” Mendanbar said reassuringly. “1 know just the place. It sup in the Mountains
of Morning, where no oneislikely to run acrossit, and it’ s run by adwarf named Herman. If you like, I'll
send amessenger offright away to arrange things.”

“No!” said Jorillam.

“That would be wonderful,” said Prince Rupert with rdlief. “Ah, | don’t suppose this Herman person
would bewilling to write aletter to the Society explaining matters?’



“I don’t seewhy not,” Mendanbar said. “But what do you want it for?’

“Judt to confirm that I’ m fulfilling the requirements” Prince Rupert explained. “1t isarather unusud
arrangement, you see, and | want to be sure the Society will think |’ ve been wicked enough.”

“I understand,” Mendanbar told him. “Don’t worry about it. If Herman won'’t write you anegative
enough letter, I’ [l send one mysdlf. I’ bet even the Right Honorable Wicked Stepmothers’ Traveling,
Drinking, and Debating Society will believe the King of the Enchanted Forest.”
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For the next severa days, Mendanbar was busier than he could remember being in along, long time.
Besdes arranging for Crown Prince Jorillam’ s schooling, astream of messengers had to be sent to the
dragonsin the Mountains of Morning to explain where their King was and to warn them about the
wizards.

Morwen and Telemain argued congtantly about what they were finding out from thewizards’ staffs, and
when they weren’t arguing, they were asking for obscure reference books and peculiar ingredients for
their spells. Between the two of them, they kept the small castle staff busy hunting for things.

The wizards themsel ves seemed to have disappeared completely, but Mendanbar didn’t trust themto
stay gone. He spent severa hours every day checking the entire network of magic that enveloped the
Enchanted Forest, looking for the tangles that wizards with staffs aways caused, so that he would know
if any of them returned. In the process, he found severa more burned-out areas where the wizards had
gtolen the magic of the forest. Fortunately, none of the charred spots were very big, but repairing them
was not an easy task, and Mendanbar worried constantly about what would happen if awizard sneaked
into the forest and soaked up alarger patch before he could be melted.

He confided thisworry to Cimorene on the third day after Kazul’ s rescue.

“What you redlly need isaway to keep them from soaking up magic in thefirst place,” said Cimorene.
“Thenit wouldn’t matter if they sneaked in, because they wouldn’t be able to do any real harm.”

“They could gtill cause plenty of trouble,” Mendanbar said. “But you’ reright, it would solve alot of
problems. Unfortunately, | can’t think of away to stop them.”

“Well, of courseyou can’t,” Cimorene said. “Y ou don’t know enough about wizards and that ridiculous
magic-absorbing spell of theirs. Why don’t you ask Telemain?’

So Mendanbar went off to find Telemain, who was with Morwen, working on the last of the wizards’
daffs. At firgt, Tdemain was alittle annoyed at being interrupted, but when Mendanbar explained his
problem, however, the magician nodded.

“An automatic spell to reroute any magical power should do thetrick,” Telemain said. “ That way,
anything they try to grab will just dide back whereit belongs, and there will never be any new holesto



fix.”
Morwen looked at Telemainin mild surprise. “ Y ou’redipping,” shesaid. “I actually understood that.”

“Can you make up an autometic spell for me?” Mendanbar asked quickly, before Telemain could take
offense.

“It shouldn’t be aproblem,” Telemain said. “1t’ Il need some sort of anchor, though, or you'll haveto
keep checking to seeif it’ sdtill working. Any ideas?’

Thethree of them discussed it for afew minutes, and findly Morwen suggested tying the spell to the
sword. Thisturned out to be an even better ideathan it first gppeared. Working through the sword,
Mendanbar could manipulate the power of the Enchanted Forest directly, and with Tdlemain’shelp he
made the new spell anintegrd part of the forest’ smagic.

“What doesthat mean?’ Cimorene asked when he sought her out to tell her how well her idea had
worked.

“It meansthat if any wizards comeinto the Enchanted Forest, their staffswon’t absorb any magic, ever,
for aslong asthey stay,” Mendanbar explained. “I won’t even have to check the spell very often,
becauseit’ stied to the sword. Aslong asthe sword is anywhere in the forest, thewizardscan’t do a

thing.”

Cimorene frowned. “They could till use the spellsthey have stored in their Saffs, couldn’t they?
Andwhat if you have to leave the Enchanted Forest again?’

“I’ll have to take adifferent magic sword, that’ sal,” Mendanbar said. “I ought to do that anyway,
because of the way that one sprays magic around outside the forest. It’s not exactly inconspicuous.”

“Very true” Cimorene said with asmile.

They were slent together for amoment. Then Cimorene shook her head. “ Kazul will be ready to leave
tomorrow. Shethinks she’ s ready today, but | told her not to push.”

“|—That’ sgood,” Mendanbar said. He hesitated, then said tentatively, “1 suppose you’ Il be going with
her?’

“What elsewould | be doing?” Cimorene asked. She sounded more curious than sarcadtic.

Mendanbar took adeep breath. “Y ou could stay here. At the castle, | mean. With me.” Thiswasn’t
coming out &t al the way he had wanted it to, but it was too late to stop now. He hurried on, “As Queen
of the Enchanted Forest, if you think you would like that. | would.”

“Would you, redly?’
“Yes,” Mendanbar said, looking down. “I love you, and—and—"

“And you should have said that to begin with,” Cimorene interrupted, putting her arms around him.
Mendanbar |ooked up, and the expression on her face made his heart begin to pound.

“Just to be sure | havethisright,” Cimorene went on with ablinding smile, “did you just ask meto marry
you?”

“Yes,” Mendanbar said. “ At least, that’ swhat | meant.”



“Good. I will.”

Mendanbar tried to find something to say, but he was too happy to think. He leaned forward two inches
and kissed Cimorene, and discovered that he didn’t need to say anything at dl.

* * *
Thefirst person they told was, of course, Kazul. Mendanbar was alittle nervous about it, because from

what he’ d heard, dragons tended to get testy when their princesses ran off with someone, but Kazul didn
'tseemtomind at dl.

“Good for you,” she said to Mendanbar. “ And congratul aions to the pair of you.” Her eydidslowered
halfway, and she looked a Cimorene. “I’d been wondering how much longer you were going to stay.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” Cimorene said indignantly. “1 wasn’ tplanningto leave! Thisjust sort of
happened.”

“I know,” Kazul said. “But you’ d have gone soon in any case. Now that you’ ve gotten things organized,
thereisn’t redlly enough work to keep you busy in the Mountains of Morning. Y ou wouldn’t have stayed
long, once you Started to get bored.”

“Living with dragons doesn’t sound boring to me,” Mendanbar said.

“That’ s because you’ ve never doneit,” Kazul replied. “Being Queen of the Enchanted Forest will give
Cimorene more scope for her talents.”

“Thenyou redly don’t object?” Mendanbar asked.

“Why should 17" Kazul said. “Y ou’ re a nice enough person, as humans go, and you’ ve been very polite
about thewhole thing. That doesn’t happen often. Normally, knights and princesjust grab a princess and
run. And most of the princesses don’t even bother to say good-bye, much less give proper notice.” She
looked a Cimorene and sighed. “1’ 1l missyour cooking, though.”

“1 can come back for aweek or two, if you’d like, and train areplacement,” Cimorene offered.
“I may take you up on that, oncel find one,” Kazul said thoughtfully.

“And in the meantime, you can come over for dinner alot,” Mendanbar said, and both Cimorene and
Kazul smiled & him.

* * *

When Willin heard about the engagement, he was delighted. The wedding of the King of the Enchanted
Forest was just the sort of vast formal occasion the elf had been craving, and he threw himsdlf into the
preparations with enthusiasm. He didn’t even object when he learned that the bride wanted the King of
the Dragonsfor her matron-of-honor and awitch for her bridesmaid.

“Kazul and Morwen are my best friends,” Cimorene explained. “Besdes, if | have them, Mother won't
ingst that my sisters be bridesmaids.”

“Y ou have ssters?’ Mendanbar asked, somewhat taken aback.

Cimorene nodded. “ Six of them. They’red| perfectly lovely and sweet, and the sight of Kazul will
probably scarethem slly.”



“Typica princesses,” Mendanbar muttered, but without any active didike. He didn’t seem to mind
foolish princesses much anymore, aslong as he didn’t have to marry one. It was amazing whet a
difference being engaged to Cimorene made.

“They aren’t asfeatherbrained asthey sound,” Cimorenetold him. “They just act asif they are.”

“I don’t think | like the sound of that,” Mendanbar said. “ Are you sure they won’t want to be
bridesmai ds anyway? Maybe we should just elope.”

“No, it’stoo latefor that,” Cimorenetold him. “Don’t worry about it, though. It will work out fine.”

“If you say 0,” Mendanbar said, but he was not redlly convinced.

* * *

The note Cimorene’ s mother sent to acknowledge the engagement only increased Mendanbar’s
misgivingslam delighted to hear that you are going to be properly settled at last, Cimorene dear,
ran the note.lam enclosing a list of relatives and family friends who ought certainly to be included
in your wedding plans, however unconventional those may be. Your father wishes to know which
half of the kingdom your betrothed would prefer, as he is anxious to get the paperwork out of the
way as soon as possible.

“Half the kingdom?’ Mendanbar asked cautioudy.

Cimorene looked more than alittle put out. “It’ sthe usua reward for rescuing a princess from adragon.
| hoped they’ d forgotten about it, but | should have known better. Mother would never do anything so
incorrect.”

“Wdl, | don’t want it. One kingdom is more than enough for me.”

“Thenyou’ d better write them immediately and tell them so,” Cimorene advised. “ Otherwise they’ Il have
all the forms and documents and records written out, signed by twenty noble witnesses, and sedled by
every member of Father’ s Council, and you’ll never be ableto get rid of it.”

“I'll seetoit at once.”

“Good.” Cimorene picked up thelong list of names that had been enclosed with the note. “I’ Il takethis
into Willin, so someone can start addressing the invitations.”

“Dowehave toinvitedl of them?’
“Wemight aswell,” Cimorene said. “We're asking everyone else. And most of them are family.”
“I think it would be easier to elope,” Mendanbar said.

The guest list was enormous. Almost al the dragons were coming, and So were agreat many of their
princesses, past and present. After someinitial misgivings, Cimorene’ s entire family decided to attend,
including al six of her asters and their husbands, her fourteen nieces and nephews, her parents, three of
her aunts, two uncles, seventeen cousins, and her fairy godmother. Queen Alexandrawas also coming,
adong with dl twelve of her daughters. Mendanbar couldn’t help feding alittle nervous about thet, out of
habit. All the kings and queens and princes and grand dukes who lived around the edges of the
Enchanted Forest had had to beinvited, and so had most of the odd and unusua people who lived
ingdetheforest itsalf. Even the ogres and trolls had agreed to behave themsalves if they were dlowed to
be present. In fact, the only people whohadn’t been invited were the wizards.



“Thiswedding will be the best and most prestigious event in years!” Willin said happily asthe
acceptances poured in.

“It’ s certainly going to be the biggest,” Mendanbar said, gazing at the stacks of paper in mild
amazement. “Where are we going toput them al?’

“Y ou are not to worry about that, Y our Magesty,” Willintold him sternly. “1t ismy job to oversee the
preparations, and that includes arranging an appropriate place to hold the ceremony and the reception
afterward.”

“I redlly think it would have been easier to elope,” Mendanbar grumbled.

* * *

In the end, they decided to hold the wedding in Fire-Flower Meadow. The gargoylein Mendanbar’s
study complained about the decision long and loudly, because it would obvioudy be unable to attend,
but the meadow was the only open areain the entire Enchanted Forest that would be large enough for
the enormous crowd of guests.

“I bet you think that makesit al right,” the gargoyle told Mendanbar and Cimorene severa days before
the wedding. “ Just becauseyou want to have hundreds and hundreds of people atyour wedding,I’m
supposed to smile and say | don’t mind being left out. W, itisn’t dl right and | won’t doit!”

“I wouldn’t expect you to smile about anything,” Mendanbar muttered.

Cimorene sudied the gargoyle thoughtfully. “If you' re that eager to come, | suppose we could take the
molding in that corner gpart and find someone to bring you down to the field to watch,” she offered.

The gargoyle looked down at her in darm. “Takemeapart? Oh, no, you don’t! I’m not stupid. | know
what would happen. Even if you managed to get me out of here without damaging me, you’ d forget to
put me back afterward, and I’ d spend centuries in astoreroom somewhere. Dust and dry rot!”

“Wdl, thenl’'m afraid al | can doisstop in before | leave for the ceremony,” Cimorene said. “Unless
Telemain can fix up aspell on one of the windows so you can watch from here.”

“I don’t want that magician messing around with anything in my—uwait aminute, did you say you’ d stop
in?Y ou mean, here? In thisroom?’

“That’swhat she said,” Mendanbar told it.

“I wasn't talking to you,” the gargoyle said. Looking back at Cimorene, it went on, “Y ou mean, you'd
come and see mebefor e the wedding?’

“That’sright,” Cimorene said, nodding.
“ Rightbefore? All dressed up and everything?’
“Of course,” Cimorene promised.

“Hot dog!” said thegargoyle. “I’ll takeit! Oh, boy, | can hardly wait! Thisis going to be even better
than going to the wedding.”

“Itis?” Mendanbar said suspicioudy. “Why?’

“Becausel’ll get to see her dl dolled up beforeyou do, that’ swhy,” the gargoyle answered smugly.



“Everybody knows the groom doesn’t get to see the bride on the wedding day until the ceremony. And
she’ sgoing to stop in herefirst! Oh, boy, oh, boy!”

Mendanbar |ooked at Cimorene.
“He’ sright, you know,” Cimorene said gpologeticaly. “And |’ ve promised.”

“He' snever going to let meforget this” Mendanbar muttered and | eft to talk to Telemain about setting
up Fire-Fower Meadow for the wedding.

Despite Willin’ s determination to handle the wedding plans himsdlf, there were anumber of things only
Mendanbar could do. Among the most important was making sure that Fire-Flower Meadow and the
areaaround it stayed firmly in one spot on the day of the wedding, so that al the guests could find it.
Thiswas not an easy thing to arrange. Even with Tdemain’s help, it took Mendanbar severa days’
worth of work before he was positive no one would miss the wedding because of a shift in the forest.

The night before the ceremony, Mendanbar and Telemain went over thewholefield aninch at atime, to
make certain that dl the fire-flowers had been picked (so that none of the guests would get an accidental
hotfoot) and to take care of any lingering minor enchantments. They found two princesses who had been
turned into pinks, afrog prince, and a hedgehog that had once been somebody’ sgroom. All of them
were grateful to be disenchanted and very happy to be invited to the wedding.

* * *

The day of the wedding dawned bright and clear. Telemain had spent most of the previous week making
surethat it would, while explaining to anyone who would listen that weether magic worked best if one
it up over along period of time, which waswhat made it so difficult. The guests Sarted arriving early,
and Mendanbar was kept busy greeting them.

A large corner of the field had been roped off as alanding place for dragons, and for, most of the
morning the sky wasfull of flashing green wings. Balimore and Dobhbilan—who had come the previous
evening to make sure their Cauldron of Plenty would have enough time to produce a proper wedding
dinner for so many guests—directed traffic, asthey were the only oneslarge enough for the dragonsto
see clearly from adistance amid the growing crowd.

Jack was early, too. He parked hiswagon in acorner of thefield and did a brisk business sdlling
seven-league boots, cloaks of in-visihility, and magic rings (along with wrapping paper and tape) to
those who had forgotten to bring wedding presents. Nearby, al rune of Morwen’ s cats prowled on,
around, under, and through the stacks of giftsthat covered the six long benches that had been set out to
hold them. Whenever someone brought anew package to lay on the benches, three of the cats would
converge on him and purr loudly, while the others kept awatchful eye on the rest of the presents.

Sowly, the meadow filled up. Everyone was in agood mood, everyone was on hisor her best behavior,
and everyone was trying to be helpful. Even Cimorene’ sfamily seemed to be having agood time. Her
father was deep in conversation with Dobbilan, discussing ways of discouraging marauding giants.
Severd of her Ssters were comparing notes with the dragons’ exprincesses, while her mother helped
Queen Alexandra and her daughters (who did not seem nearly as awful as Mendanbar remembered) set
bowls of punch and trays of sandwiches on atable at the far end of the meadow for people to nibble on
until dinner was served.

Herman and hisflock of children—including Crown Prince Jorillam—arrived and bought severa bags of
walnuts from jack to feed the squirrels. Jorillam was delighted to discover that the squirrels would give
him advice about quests. He went through three bags of nuts before the ceremony began and had to be



amost dragged to his seat when the time carne. His uncle, Prince Rupert, showed up at the last minute,
wearing ablack cloak and an enormous fake mustache. He looked very wicked and thoroughly pleased
with himsdif.

Finally, everyone was there, everything was ready, and it wastime. Resplendent in deep green velvet,
milk white satin, and his best crown, Mendanbar waited nervoudy while the musicians, atalented group
of Goldwing-Shadowmusic elves, began the wedding march. Willin, who had at first argued—but not
very hard—that he was not a proper person to be a groomsman because he was Mendanbar’ s steward,
came down the long, open aide with Morwen, who was wearing her best black robe. Following them
came Kazul, the matron-of-honor, and Telemain, Mendanbar’ s best man. Then came Cimorene, and
Mendanbar forgot about everyone else.

Instead of her usua crown of black braids, Cimorene had let her hair hang in loose, shining waves down
her back. She wore awreath of fire-flowers, specialy enchanted to burn without being hot or setting
anything ablaze; from the wreath hung aveil of silver lace. Her bouquet was of fire-flowers, too, and her
dress shimmering snow-slk trimmed with silver. She was stunningly beautiful.

The ceremony went by in ablur, but Mendanbar was pretty sure he hadn’t made any mistakes because
suddenly he was kissing Cimorene and everyone was cheering. He fdlt like cheering himsdlf, except he
would have had to stop kissing Cimorene.

A finger poked him surreptitioudy. With considerable reluctance, Mendanbar broke away from
Cimorene and turned.

“Enough,” Telemain said in avoice so low Mendanbar could hardly heer it over the cheering. “Now it’s
timefor the party.”

Mendanbar looked at Cimorene, who gave him awry smile asif to say that she didn’t think it was
enough, either, but there was nothing they could do about it now. He looked back a Telemain.

“Iknewwe should have eloped,” he said.

Cimorene laughed and shook her head a him. “Y ou don’t really mean that, any more than you mean it
when you complain about the gargoyle,” she said, taking hisarm.

“Who told you that?’
“Thegargoyledid,” she admitted, and they both laughed. “ Come enjoy the party.”

Arminarm, the King and Queen of the Enchanted Forest went to accept the congratul ations of their
guests.



