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Prologue

The Vanishing of Ellic Lailoken

ELLIC LAILOKEN WAS playing hooky. There was an exam today in Snakes and Adders—known
morefor-mdly at the wizard academy asthe Evolution and Naturd History of Dragons—but Ellic had
not studied for it. HeEd spent yesterday on theriver, drifting in acanoe and feasting on thewild
blackberriesthat overhung the banks. He'd got-ten back to hisroom late, happily sunburned, to find a
note from his roommate, who was mgoring in divination.

Pop quiz tomorrow in Snakes and Adders. Read Chapter 11 in Walker.

He'd opened his copy of Walker's Dragons of the Old World with a groan and tried to focus on the
lesson, "The Wingless Forms" but the blackberries were giving him indigestion, and he worked himsdf
into what his grest-grandmother used to cdl a "high dudgeon.” The Lalokens were known for ther
tempers. In afit of exasperation, he'd hurled his textbook out the window.

The problem was, Ellic was one dender demerit away from being expdled from the Academy, and he
could only imagine what his father back in Edinburgh would say if the lagt of the Lailokens, a long and
distinguished line of wizards, falled to graduate with the Academy's class of 1906 and was sent home in
disgrace. Hllic's future was at stake. Graduate with his class, and his father might send him to the
Y ucatan—one of the family firm's glamour jobs, prospecting for plumed ser-pents and golden toads. But
if he falled to graduate? Hllic didn't want to think about it.

So he couldn't be caught skipping class. But where to hide? The old dragon of a provost, Mr.
Sparkstriker, patrolled the obvious hiding places regulaly—so that left out the clock tower, the
boxwood maze, and the butler's pantry. Only inexperienced firg-year students tried to hide among the
portraits in the Founders Gdlery. You could never get flat enough to be convinc-ing, and there was the
danger you'd pop out of the frame.

But there was the Cage.

And, redly, once he thought about it, what better place to hide on a beautiful summer's day than the
Cage—the locked room in the Academy's library where the rarest el books and scrolls were kept?
No one ventured into that dusty sanctum if they could hep it. And the librarian, Hannery Belwesther,
could be counted on to leave her post at the front desk at 10:27 sharp for her 10:30 coffee break. Once
she was gone, he would dip ingde the Cage and hide, whiling away the hours, perusng the books the
sodgy old wizards a the Academy thought best kept out of the hands of the students.

He waited for Miss Bdlwesether to leave on her cof-fee break, her bustled skirts swishing awvay down
the hall. Then it was a Smple matter of saying a gpdl over the lock—a very specid spdl held gotten from
his neer-do-well older brother, Oakie, who had racked up enough demerits to actudly get kicked out of



the Academy. He'd moved to London and spent his daysin the Owl and Moon Club, earning aliving as
a card sharp and dabbling in seances and leaving Ellic to try and sdvage the Laloken reputation at the
Academy. Oakie returned to the family home in Edinburgh only when their father was absent, and he
dunk around with a smirk that did not completey hide his shame.

He'd removed the spell from a secret compartment in hisflash new cigarette case and handed it to his
little brother with aconspiratorid air.

"Don't wear it out,” held said with awink.

As he recited the spdll, Hllic held his breath, not sure whether Oakie had been pulling a joke. But the
words worked their magic, and the elaborate lock on the Cage softly clicked open.

Once he was indde, the charmed books immediatdy began to cough and mutter, but Bllic slenced
them by removing from his pocket and sheking a little box full of bookworms.

Hlic glanced around the shelves of the tiny room. Mogt of these books were Smply too fragile to be
handled and so were kept under the extra protection of the Cage— delicate Fagrie time maps made of
spiders slk and dew-drops and a mermaid's pillowbook: a gosspy court diary written in squid ink on
sharkskin. But others were kept under lock and key to keep them out of the hands of stu-dents who
might use ther spdls for mischievous ends. So here were kept the Forty-three Heavenly Scralls of the
Jade Emperor (one mispronounced incantation in ancient Chinese could have disastrous consegquences)
and a shamans spdl book written on leaves of acacia bark— there had been an unfortunate incident a
few years earlier in which some students had brewed up a baich of beer made of fermented beetles and
roots and turned one of the underclassmen into an anaconda

There was an Egyptian priest's sarcophagus in the back that some other truant had outfitted on a
previous vigt with pillows and a stash of mandrake root beer. He settled in for a ngp and was soon
having a pleasant dream invalving Miranda Mothwings-Brown and a late-night tutoring session in Love
Philters and Amatory Potions.

He was awakened by voices.

A man spoke in alow, anxious whisper. "Are you sure it will be safe here?'

Another man replied, his words more impatient than reassuring. "The dragonskin box will keep it safe
until tomorrow. Besides, you have the only key."

"I don't know," said the anxious voice. "Students have been known to break into the Cage, you know.
Take some spdl and play an end-of-term sprank.” (Spranks were magica pranks the upperclassmen
played to leave a mark in Academy lore before they moved on to careers in workaday wizardry.)
"Remember the Class of oh-four? They maeridized genies indde the bottles of wine for the reunion
banquet. All of Reunion Week we had a dozen drunken genies on our hands.”

Hlic was wide awake now. He recognized the fird speaker as the provost, Nicholas Sparkstriker.
Bllic's heart began to pound. Sparkstriker could siff out a truant at forty paces—any minute now he'd
gride over to the sarcophagus and lift the lid with a triumphant cry. But Sparkstriker and the other man
kept converang in low voices.

"Not even the best Academy student can break into a dragonskin box," sad the unknown speaker.
"Rdax. It's as sdfe as it can be”" Now Hlic recognized the sec-ond speaker: It was Septimus
Sivertongue, the Academy's new headmaster. Hllic rolled his eyesin slent despar. Oh, great. I'm doomed.

"| supposeyoureright,” said Sparkstriker.

Why dont they know I'm here? Hiic wondered, then saw, painted dl over the ingde of the priest's
sarcophagus, powerful charms againg magic. He let his head fal back on the pillow in relief.

At lagt the two men left, and Ellic dimbed out of the sarcophagus, damp with nervous sweat. He
caurtioudy crept into the outer room of the Cage and saw, on a shdf, a amdl box covered in opalescent
white legther in a pattern of scales—the dragonskin box.

Hlic had meant to get out of the Cage and escape back to his rooms—no sense in pushing his luck. But
the dragonskin box amogt seemed to glow in the dim-ness of the Cage, its surface gligening with a
pearly light. It begged to be opened. Bllic fdt a strange tingling sensation begin in the soles of his feet and
work itsway to the tips of his fingers. The ancient Laloken blood-line has suffered for centuries from a
streak of weakness. In Oakie, it was a weakness for gambling. In Hlic, it was a tendency toward



impulsveness, a rash overconfidence paired with an ingbility to walk away from a dare. The box seemed
to taunt him. Open me. It did not occur to Ellic that the box's very appeal might be the result of a charm.

What could be so precious it must be locked in a dragonskin box? He had to know. Maybe the spdl
Oakie had given im dill had some juice I€ft in it. But the intricate lock would not yied to Oakie's spdll,
despite severd tries. Hllic ran through dl the other lock-picking spells he knew—and he knew rather a
lot—and he was not redly surprised when none of them worked. But then Hlic thought about the
problem another way. What if he gave up the idea of picking the lock? What if there was another way
into the box?

On a hunch, Hllic said a ample spdll, one of the first goells held learned as a boy. It was a sdl tha
would turn something—anything—ingde out. No sooner had the words left his lips than there was a
grange sound— like a tortoise being threaded through a needle—and Hlic found himsdf looking at two
curious objects.

Thefirg resembled alumpy cloth bag. That was the box, which had been turned ingde out through its
key-hole, the crimson velvet lining now outside.

The other object was a andl book, its vdlum bind-ing tedtifying to its great antiquity. It looked as if it
hed been pulled from a fire and doused with water a one point, its pages snged, stained, and curled.
Hlic picked it up gingerly and opened it. It was written in an archaic form of Wizard's Latin. Hllic took
from his pocket a pair of folding trandating specs—one of the many meagicd chesats banned at the school.

The page was indantly readable, and Bllic nearly dropped the book in shock.

There, on thefirst page, were the words

Baing the True Account of the New Adept,

Every wizard over the age of 9x knew about The Book of the New Adept. It was a collection of spls
written by a rogue wizard expelled from the Wizards Guild back in the 900s. The Guild had its inviolable
rules, about what you could and couldn't summon up, magica words best left unuttered. There were
certain pdls that were Imply deemed too dangerous, even for the most skilled Adepts. The Book of the
New Adept hed themall.

The book had been banned at the Congtantinople Convocation of 1100. Since then, the Wizards Guild
hed tracked down and destroyed dl the copies—at least, that was what students at the Academy were
taught.

Now Hlic was halding a copy in his hand. One page, badly stained, showed a young wizard, a boy in
armor with laghar, idnginagowing gohere above the waves On the fadng pege wes a pessage, neatly ddliterated by
bookworms and water stains. Ellic said a spdll to restore the faded ink, and for a brief moment the whole
passage was legible.

From the West you shall come
By the Light and Dark shall you be tested
By Water, and you shall not be Drowned
By Earth, and you shall not be Buried
By Fire, and yet you shall not Perish
| am but a mage of little magic
Yet | listen, and | believe
In the end of everything
Shall be the beginning of thereafter.

AsHllic turned the fragile pages, looking for banned spdls, he found further prophecies, dl tdling of a
wiz-ard of great power.
Hlic furrowed his brow, puzzing. It didnt make any sense. This wasn't a book of dangerous spdls at



dl. As Hllic leafed through it, he redized whet it did contain: a different kind of forbidden knowledge,
knowledge that went againgt everything he had been taught, every-thing the arch-mages of the Guild had
spent centuries tdling wizards was the truth about good magic and invert magic, about the borderlands
between the mun-dane and magicd worlds. But why would the Guild spend so much effort convincing
everyone that The Book of the New Adept was something dangerous?

Then he found it. Toward the end of the book there was a woodcut showing a wizard holding a stone
from which the artist had carved crude zigzags to represent rays of light. From a hole at the wizards feet
emerged squat, misshapen demons and winged men. The stone the wizard held was a key, that could
somehow open a gateway to the wizard limbo, the magicd underworld of Neva-Was

He heard a sudden sound and turned around, expecting to see Sparkdtriker. It wasn't Sparkstriker,
and it took Ellic a minute to recognize Headmaster Silvertongue. He was wearing a peculiar outfit, rather
like fencing gear with long metad mesh gauntlets, and Hllic recognized it as an ancient dragonmaster's
outfit, like the one on display in the great hdll.

Idiot, thought Ellic. Of course the moment held left the safety of the sarcophagus held given himsdlf
away. But what was Silvertongue doing dressed up in dragon- herding gear?

"Headmadter." Hllic fdt a hot flush creep over him. Thiswas going to be more than one demerit. "l can
explan,” he sammered.

But the headmagter of G.A.W.A. Academy didn't seem angry or even surprised to find Hllic in the
Cage, halding a forbidden book. He was gaing a the book in Hllic s hand, his face lit with a fierce
triumph. He dragged his gaze away and looked at Ellic—it was alook of strangely impersond mdice that
chilled Hllic to the bone. He reached out and took the book from Ellics hands.

"Theres no need. | will do the explaining—about how a dragonskin box with contents unknown was
dis-covered in an old cigern on the Academy grounds by workmen invedtigating a plumbing problem.
How the book was locked in the Cage, how a student playing an end-of-term sprank managed to open
the box—with tragic results.”

It sank in what the headmaster meant. He was going to stedl the book and blame its loss on Ellic. But
what did he mean by "tragic results'?

It was then that Bllic noticed something odd was happening to the box, the one hed turned insde out
with a spdll.

"What—how—" he sammered in disbelief.

The box was turning itsaf right side out again, but where before it had been a dragonskin-covered box,
the dragonskin now covered flesh and bones. It was a amdl dragon, white, wingless, blind—and it was
dive It turned toward Hllic, sampling the air with its blue forked tongue. Ellic shrank back from it.

"I won't tdl anyone, | swear! Just let me go. I'll leave the Academy, youll never hear from me. Just
takeit and let me go. Please”

“I'm afraid it's rather too late for that. Besides, you will prove quite ussful to me in another way. When
the workmen found the box, they turned it over to Sparkstriker. He's a man of little ambition and less
imaginaion. He indsted we place the book in the Cage for safekeeping and turn it over to the G.A.W.A.
inthe morning. Imagine my agony. 1'd searched for the book for years, and now | couldn't even spend a
few minutes done with it! And if it turned up missing, the evidence would point to me. Then you emerged
from the sar-cophagus, and | could see a solution to my problems. The dragonskin box itsdf suggested
the plan. Now everyone will believe the box and its contents were destroyed dong with you."

The dragon had caught Ellic's scent, and its head bobbed, as if it were gauging the distance of the
drike.

Hlic franticaly tried to remember what he knew about wingless forms, but before he could remember
any of the Charms That Render Harmless the Serpent's Tooth, the thing had reared up and bitten him on
the arm, right through his shirtdeeve. Hllic cried out and clutched his arm, which began to tingle and burn
as though it were on fire.

"How—how long do | have?'

"Tut-tut," sad Slvertongue. "You havent read your Walker, have you? The venom is not fad.
Eventudly it has other consequences.”



Hlic had begun to fed peculiar. The room was beginning to spin, its colors running together. The room
was no longer solid, the wals and shelves seemed to be mdting, the books and scrolls forming a
multicolored blur. Ellic scanned the shelves, franticdly looking for what he didn't know—a handhold, an
antidote. His arm was on fire, but his heart was cold asice.

Septimus stepped forward, The Book of the New Adept open in his hands. He read afew words of
Wizard's Latin out loud. At Ellic's feet, where there had been afaded oriental carpet, there opened a
smdl circle of nothingness, asmal tear in the Here and Now. A jolt of fear shot through Ellic's spine.
"No! You can't!" He reached out toclutch at Silvertongue.

The headmaster stepped back and bent to pick up the amdl dragon. He amiled and said, "I'm afrad |
mug,” and lobbed the cresture at Ellic. It landed like a cat with its sharp claws digging into Ellic's back,
wincking its coils around his neck. Then the cirde of nothing-ness yawned, reveding an absolute
blackness that fdl away to infinity, a bottomless wel of emptiness.

Hllic was pulled, sruggling, toward the hole. The room pitched and sent both men diding toward the
hole. Slvertongue's sLit of armor was anchored with a cable to the stout door of the chamber, but even
30 his face wore a look of terror as the cable was dretched to its full length. Clutching wildy a
Sivertongue, Ellic's hands closed on the fragile book, tearing loose a handful of its pages while the rest
fdl to pieces. Seized in a magicd undertow of great power, Blic and the dragon vanished from sght,
followed by many of the pages of the book. The wdl of emptiness shrank to nothing, and the spinning
room dowed and then stopped. Once again the books sat in slent rows upon the shelves, the Heavenly
Scrolls and the shamans spell book back in ther usud places.

Sivertongue scrabbled over the floor on his hands and knees, trying to gather together the remaining
pages of the book. It became clear that mogt of the book had vanished down the wel of nothingness with
Hllic Laldken

The headmaster sat heavily on the floor and let loose an animd snarl of fury. He sat for a long time with
his head in his hands, then rose and unclipped the cable from the chamber door. He said a few words in
Wizard's Ldin, a spdl sent some of the contents of the Cage toppling from their shelves, and another
incantation burned a large, sooty holein the carpet where the yawn-ing chasm had been. Findly he sad a
spd| that changed his dragonmeaster's gear back into his academic robes.

With the scene convindngly set, Silvertongue left the Cage and cdled to Hannery Bellwegther, who
came running.

"Miss Bdllwesther, fetch the provost. | am afraid there has been aterrible accident.”

A Rude Awakening

THEWYVERN WASdreaming. Stretched out on the end of the bed, her eyelids fluttering and her beak
agape, the small dragon named Vyrnatwitched and grunted. In her dream, she was chasing awild pig
through the dappled sunlight and shadow of a CostalRican forest, lesping over aliving stream of army
ants on the move, flushing squawking parrots from the fig trees, and making the howler mon-keyswhoop
indam.

Then asudden metallic clang and aloud curse woke her, and the dragon snorted with surprise and
confuson He fdireydlow eyesauveyedtheunfamil-iar room, and her tongue tasted the air for unfamiliar smdls

Where was she? This was not her wicker bed on the screened veranda where she sat out at night,
ligening to the chorus of geckos. This place smdled srange damp and musty, a amdl of yelowed
newspapers and wet adesand mice Anditwas cdd. Vymashivered, opaned her beek, and gavealong, lov watle of



dgdessre

Now she remembered: the tight quarters of the dog kennd in which Merlin had confined her for the
jour-ney, the dull roar of the jet's engines, the uncomfortable skintight coat thet, together with Merlin's
meagic, gave her the appearance of a amdl German shepherd. They had come by arplane and then by
boat to this disant house on a hill, a comfortless, cold place of stone. No wildpgshere ad no geckaos There
ware shegp, but ewaat dloved to desethem

Her magter appeared in the doorway. lan Melin O'Shea had retired from his postion at Harvard,
where he had for some years been professor emeritus of medievd hisory and folklore. He was 4ill a
practicing wizard and a card-carrying member of the Guild of Adepts in the Wizardly Arts, known to its
members as GAWA.

ThismamingMalinwore an goron around his con-siderable girth and an expression of exasperation upon his
face. But behind his spectacles, his blue eyes were apologetic.

"Vyrna, can you come into the kitchen? | can't seem to light the stove.”

Reuctantly, the dragon clambered to her knees and hopped down from the bed. She was a young
wyvern, dill only haf-grown, with the awkward proportions and ungainly movements of an adolescent
puppy. She was a deek blue-black, covered in scales except for the batlike wings she kept folded across
her back. Her taons clicked on the old flagstones as she followed Merlin down the hdl and into the
large, echoing kitchen, where the wizard opened the oven door of the ancient stove.

"The pilot light is out, the matches are hopeesdy wet, and you know how it is with magicd fire . . . the
coffee never tastes quite right.”

Vyrna snorted, took a breath, and obligingly shot a thin stream of flame into the oven. The pilot light
whooshed back to life, and with a mixture of embar-rassment and reief Melin set a battered enamd
coffee pot on the burner. Then he reached down to scratch Vyrna under her chin.

"I'm sorry for the rude awakening,” he said. "I'll have your breskfast in aminute”

Vyrma looked at her master with a reproachful equresson thet ssamed to say, Can we go back to Coda Rca
now? She retreated under the kitchen table and lay her heed betwean her front two fest. Her eyes fdlowed the
wizard as he went to the equdly ancient icebox and took out some bacon. Bacon was not nearly so
fussy as coffee, s0 he was able to set it cooking by means of a Smple command. Hearing the wizard say
"Fy," the bacon obediently laid itsdf out in the skillet in rows and began to szzle.

Asfa as he knew, Melin was the only wizard in the world with his own wyvern. Vyrna was something
of an accident: Dragons were extinct, or nearly o, in the twenty-first century, but Vyrnas mother,
Wycca, had come through a bolt-hole, akind of tunnd through time from the 1200s, and laid her egg at
the top of the Customs Tower in Boston. Wycca was back in her own time now, but Vyrna hadn't been
able to return with her. She was addicted to chocolate, and there was no choco-late back in the
thirteenth century. Wycca had been able to shake her dependence on chocolate and return to a century
where the ddicacy was unknown, but without her daly dose, Vyrna would scken and die. So Melin
divided his year between Costa Rica, where Vyrna could pass, if necessary and a a distance, for a
particularly large fruit bat, and the Orkney Idands, where Melin had rented a tiny speck that went
unvigted by the tourists who came to gawk a Viking barrows and circles of sanding stones. There was
nothing on thisidand but a ramshackle castle, the gatehouse where they lived, and some sheep.

But Vyrna would not be with Merlin forever. Someday, Melin hoped, Vyrna would be ready to join
her migtress, Theodora. Theodora Oglethorpe was the human gil who had found Vyrna as a hatchling
and res-cued her. Theodora was by dl outward appearances an average twelve-year-old girl, but she
had an extraordi-nary family tree—her lineege could be traced back to a sorcerer's daughter in the
1200s. But for now she knew nothing of her heritage and suspected nothing about her magica powers.
She was dill coming to terms with the Events of Last Summer.

For Wycca the wyvern had not come through the bolt-hole from her distant century alone. She had
been followed by two wizards. The firg was Gideon, aking's wizard and her own master. Gideon had in
turn been pursued by hisarchrivd and hdf brother, Kobold. Kobold had tried to capture Wycca and use
banned magic to turn her againg Gideon. It had been an unusudly untidy business, and one that had



threatened to expose the secretive wizards who lived among ordi-nary humans. By the time it was dl
sorted out, it had involved a book of banned spells, the accidenta sum-moning of a Chinese dragon, and
acase of demonic possession.

It also had meant no end of paperwork for Merlin, reporting it dl to his wizard superiors a the Boston
chapter of the Guild of Adeptsin the Wizardly Arts.

But in the midgt of the untidy business, Theodora had been reveded to be an extraordinary girl. In time
she would be told about her magicd heritage, and if the higher-ups at G.A.W.A. thought she was a
suitable can-didate, Theodora would begin training as a wizard and would take over Vyrnds care.

Right now that care conssted of keeping the grow-ing wyvern in chocolate. Melin filled a large mixing
bowl with Choc-0-Blox cered and set the bowl on the floor for Vyrna. Next to the bowl he set a dog's
water dish filled with hot chocolate, made Mexican style with cinnamon and chili powder.

Vyrna appeared from under the table and began to work her way through the Choc-o-Blox with great
snaps of her beak, purring between bites and lashing her long, barbed tall over the tiled floor.

Merlin watched the wyvern and wondered how his friend back in Boston, Dr. Madhavi Naga, was
coming aong with the care and feeding of Theodora.

"Tickets, please. Tickets."

The conductor paused in the ade and examined Theodoras twelve-ride pass, handed it back, and
went on to the next passenger.

Theodora put the pass away in her walet and went back to her journd, tapping her pen againg her
front teeth, looking at the sentence on the page but unable to think of what to write next. She looked at
the three words she had dready written, as though if she looked at them long enough they might make
more sense, or seem more redl.

Mikko isleaving.

Mikko had been Theodoras nanny snce her mom died when she was seven, and after Theodora hed
gotten too old for a nanny, Mikko had stayed on as the Oglethorpes housekeeper. Last night her father
hed sat her down and told her that Mikko would be leaving.

"|s she coming back?"

"I don't know. She and | agreed she could take a leave, to see what it fdt like for you and me. You're
twelve now, and you don't redly need a nanny.”

"But Mikko's more than ananny.”

To her surprise, her dad had blushed and said, "W, | think that's why Mikko decided she should
take this new job."

"Thisnew job" was a round-the-world cruise as the companion to two old ladies.

In the seats across the aide, a high-school couple who had gotten on a Chelsea were tangled up in a
long, involved kiss. They hadn't bothered to take off or turn down ther iPods, and you could hear the
datic fizz of music sailling out of the headphones. As the conductor came back down the aide, he had to
shake the boy's shoulder to get his attention. Romeo broke away from his Juliet long enough to dig ther
tickets from his pants pocket, and the conductor said some-thing sarcastic to them about keeping their
feet on the floor.

"Revae’" hesadinasngsong vaice, meking hisway to the other end of the car. "Revere next."

Theodora turned back to her journd, outlining the words "Mikko is leaving" urtil the letters dl ran into
one another, and then shefilled up the page in her journd with

Mikko is leaving.



over and over and faster and faster until it turned into one long frantic scrawl, as though dl the sad,
angry, confused hurt ingde her was flowing out through her am, down the pen, and onto the page.
Theodora looked out the window &t the bare trees and brown grass of the February landscape, the
glimpses of backyards and houses and brick buildings as the tran meandered dong the coastling, her
pounding heart dowing, the surge of unhappiness subsiding into adull ache.

Sheld firg redized something was wrong three months ago. She had walked into the kitchen the day
after the Oglethorpes Haloween party and found Mikko and her dad having a serious conversation.
They hadn't been kissng or anything—in fact, they had been danding & opposite corners of the
room—but they had both seemed embarrassed when she waked in, and things had just been different
around the house since then.

Insde the front cover of her journa were taped two photographs. One was old and faded. It showed
Theodora and her mom looking a a sarfish in a beach pal when Theodora was little, before her mom
got sck. It wasn't redly a good picture of her mom—nher face was hdf in shadow—but for some reason
it was the pic-ture Theodora liked best. When she closed her eyes, she could dmogt convince hersdf
that she remembered that day, that moment, sand on her skin, her mom's voice.

The other photo was from last Halloween. It showed her dad in a kind of Indiana Jones outfit, with a
pith hdmet and a Hawaiian shirt with a joke-shop arrow gicking out of his back, and Theodora in a sari.
Mikko stood on the other sde of Theodora, dressed as a mer-maid in a sequined green costume, gill
frills stuck to her neck with eyelash glue.

In Theodoras opinion, the whole mess was the fault of that dinky mermaid costume and the Russan
pro-fessor, Boris, who had started caling Mikko dl the time and taking her to the movies. (Theodora
had waked in on them kisang.) Her theory was that seeing Mikko in the mermaid dress had made
Theodora's dad look a Mikko in a new way. But instead of teking her to the movies himsdf, he had
started spending evenings in his study with the door closed or working late at the uni-versity, avoiding
Mikko as much as he could and spesak-ing to her in aforma way he hadn't used snce she fird came to
work for them.

The trip would take seven months, Mikko said, and when she got back in the fdl they would al see.
Theodora knew what thet meant: They would either start living together as a red family or Mikko would
go away for good. And there would be another gaping hole in the family. Not that Mikko had filled the
hole left by Mrs. Oglethorpe's death, but she had made the hole easier to step around, and not o scary.
If Mikko redly |eft, Theodora was going to have to learn to live with-out her mom al over again.

Romeo and Juliet got off at Revere, and when the conductor cdled "Sdem," Theodora put her journd
away in her backpack. As she rezipped the outer pocket, the indgnia of the Guild of Adepts in the
Wizardry Arts—an owl dutching acrystd bdl inits talons— swayed on its dlip.

The train pulled into the gation a Sdem, and Theodora got off and walked to Dr. Nagas house.
Theodora made the trip to Sdem twice a month for her art lesson. Whether or not any painting got done,
the lessons were a chance to say anything she needed to about the Events of Last Summer without
anyone tdling her she was logng her mind. Dr. Naga had been there, and she knew it was dl true: the
wyverns, the wiz-ards, the demon—everything.

Dr. Nagawas an old friend of Mikko's and, Theodora had learned last summer, no stranger to megic
hersdf. She wasn't awizard, a least not in the sense that Gideon and Merlin were. One of her hob-bies
was caving, and she was good, as she put it, at "wriggling out of tight spaces in the dark.” But she had
stood by Theodora during the worst of the dark suff, and she was ill the only person from Theodoras
non-magical normd life who knew about Gideon and the wyverns and everything that had happened.

Some days Theodora didn't say aword and just drew or painted. She had discovered she could paint
about what had happened, even if she couldn't put it into words. She could get it dl out without having to
think or to give her fedings a name.

And the problem was, it wasn't one feding, or the same fedings, but a great mixed-up bundle of them
that was aways changing. The wizard Melin had taught her to do this redly scary thing called Ddving,



which was hard to explain but was sort of like bungee jumping into a canyon with your mind. She and
Merlin had joined their minds and managed to hold off the powerful dark magic that was trying to destroy
Gideon and threatened to destroy them dl. And when it was over, being back in her body had fdt weird
... her own hands and feet and arms and legs seemed awkward and unfamiliar and heavy, and while
there was one part of her that longed to Delve again, the other part of her was terrified to.

The Ddving had been strange and even frightening, and some of the other things that had happened had
been absolutdy terrifying, but a the same time sheld held a hatchling wyvern, and met a red wizard, and
experienced something—wel, something magical. Even a the worst of times, she didnt wish it hadn't
happened. Not redly. But she did wish Merlin and the other wiz-ards at G.A.W.A. would hurry up and
tdl her how to get on with her ordinary life while knowing something so extraordinary.

When she got to the narrow townhouse with the green door and the brass knocker in the shape of a
dol-phin, Dr. Naga's two papillon dogs, Rudy and Kip, met her a the door, and on the counter she
found a note from Dr. Naga.

"Comeon up,” it read.

Theodora left her jacket on the back of a kitchen chair and made her way up to the sunny studio at the
top of the house, with its view of the segport. Dr. Naga was sanding on a stool, hanging a bat skeleton
from the calling. Perched nearby on a stland was a taxidermy bird of prey, smdl, deek, and gray.

Theodora reached out afinger to touch the soft feathers. "Wow—where did these come from?"

"They're on loan from a friend of mine who works a the Museum of Science.”

"What kind of bird isthis?" Theodora asked, cau-tioudy touching the hooked tip of the fierce beak.

"A kind of amd| facon cdled a melin. A favorite familiar of wizards. | want you to spend the afternoon
drawing the bones in the bat's wings and trying to get the facon's eye and beak and talons right.”

Theodora difled a groan. It was wyvern wings and beaks that had been giving her so much trouble. It
was hard to draw wings that were both transparent and strong, or the curious wyvern beak that seemed
to have a Cheshire cat amile built into it.

"Geg, isthat dl?' she muttered. She sat down on the high stool pulled up to the drafting table, on which
afresh sheet of heavy paper had been pinned. She chose a pencil from the cup set into a hole in the table
and began to draw. Meanwhile, Dr. Naga sat on the floor and paged through Theodoras journd. It was
ful of drawings of a wyvern—a bat-winged, four-legged dragon—shown over and over in different
poses. launching itsHf into the air to catch a Frisbee, curled on anest, teking a cat bath, flying, arching its
back and spitting flame. The drawingsin the front of the book were unsure and dumsy, but as you got to
the back they were the work of an artist who dill had alot to learn, but who now possessed considerable
confidence and Kill.

In among the many sketches of the wyvern were drawings of a young man with a kind, wise face and
loose, curly dark hair—hair that seemed beyond Theodoras ill to capture. Once, in frudration, she had
turned a falled effort a depicting his curls into a down wig and then added down makeup to the face,
scrawling "'l give up. . . . Thisis too hard" across the bottom. On the very next page she had gotten the
curlsright, and that drawing had underneath it, written in dumsy Gothic lettering, "Gideon.” The face she
hed drawn showed a young man amiling faintly. His expres-sion was friendly, but there was something
about his eyes that seemed sad somehow. Wise and sad.

And toward the back of the journd there was a Sngle drawing of Theodora's mother, copied from one
of her favorite family snapshots. Around the portrait Theodora had drawn a legfy border, its branches
filled with birds and flowers—the kind of green heaven she imagined her mom had gone to.

While Theodora studied the bat's wing and how its bones fit together, Dr. Naga came to the page of
thejournd that was filled with "Mikko isleaving" and the angry scrawl at the bottom.

"| see Mikko hastold you her news."

Theodora stopped drawing.

"Y ou knew?'
Dr. Naga nodded. " She made me promise not to tel you. She wasn't sure about taking the job until late
last wek"



"Wadl, | don't get it," said Theodora, picking a pencil that was too soft for the ddlicate bone she was
trying to draw and then getting mad when it made a thick, fuzzy line instead of the thin, sharp one she
wanted. "l can't believe she'sleaving, and | can't believe my dad is just let-ting her go," she continued in
exasperation. "Why can't they see the smplest thing would be for them to just get married? It would
olve everything."

"Would it?' said Dr. Naga. She came over to the drafting table, selected a pencil of a different
hardness from the cup, and showed Theodora how with a little pressure it made a completdy different
line

"Of course it would,” said Theodora, a little crossy. She picked up the kneaded eraser and rapidly
scrubbed out hdf of the drawing she had completed, blowing a shower of eraser crumbs onto the floor
with more force than was necessary.

"Theodora, | wonder whether your father is as ready to marry again as you think. | think Mikko is wise
to go away right now, as hard asit will be on everyone.”

Rudy and Kip had appeared & the top of the stairs. Each dog carried a bright pink tennis bl in its
mouth and wagged itstail impatiently.

"But there," said Dr. Naga, "l am going to leave you to your sketching while | throw bals to Kip and
Rudy."

With a swirl of pink and slver sari skirts, Dr. Naga disappeared down the stairs with the dogs, leaving
Theodora donein the studio &t the top of the house. She worked for about twenty minutes, findly getting
the shape of the wing the way she wanted it. Then she tried to draw the wyvern hatchling from memory
and found the drawing taking shape with more kill than she knew she possessed. The wing was like a
bat's wing, and it wasn't. The beak was like the merlin's beak, and it wasn't. Somehow, on the page, they
came together and made something new, made a dragon.

Wl my parts ever come together again? Theodorawon-dered. Somehow last summer had left her feding
pulled apart, disconnected, a puzzde with pieces missng. And she knew it was more than just being
twelve going on thirteen and being motherless. The whole wizard busi-ness had changed her; it was as
though she'd been given wings but not taught how to fly.

She was garting to get a little iff from Stting so long, so she got up from the drafting table and gave
the hanging bat skeleton a gentle spin.

But not gentle enough. The pin holding the skeleton suspended from a gring in the caling gave way,
and the skeleton fdl to the floor and broke into pieces.

Theodoralooked at it with horror, unable to move. It bdongedtoamusaum, and shehed brokenit. Inapeanic,
she dropped to her knees and gathered the fragile bones together. Shecoud ssetherewasnoway toput the
skdeton back together, not without specia tools and wire and glue and skill and knowledge. None of
which she had.

Andin her panic, Theodora did something. It wasn't exadly Deving, because she didrit jan her mind to some-
one eses, but it had tha sudden dretchy-weightless-disembodied feding to it, as though she were
rgpidly fdling thenjerked to a gop, then flung upward. It wes as though she aould throw her mind, the way aventloouig
enthromnhsor her vaice

There was a strange backward dattering noise, like a recording of a hundred dropped chopsticks
baing rewound. Theodora uncovered her face and saw that the bat skeleton was swaying from its gring
once more, apparently unharmed.

Theodora sat daring up at the bat and then down at the floor, where a moment ago the skeleton had
lain, hopelesdy shattered. There wasn't the teeniedt, tiniest speck or shard or splinter of bone anywhere
on the floor, and standing up, she looked & the bat and could see that none of the bones had been
broken and mended.

| did that, shethought. | really did that.

Her heart was pounding, and she fdt a little dizzy. Out the window she could see Dr. Naga in the
wadled garden out back, throwing tennis bals for the black-and-white blurs that were Rudy and Kip.
Suddenly Theodora found she didn't want to be aone with her-sdf. She went downgtairs and out into the



garden.

She meant to tell Dr. Naga about the bat skeleton, but when she opened her mouth to speak shewas
sud-denly afraid. Some part of her thought that if she didn't talk abouit it, it might never have happened,
and she could just close the door on that part of her mind that knew how to Delve. It felt too risky, like
being at the open door of an airplane, about to jump. She wanted to dam that door closed. She thought
of her dad and thought there was just too much to lose. Dr. Nagalooked at her curioudy. "Do you want
to tell me about it?*

"Tdl you about what?' Dr. Naga gave Theodora a skeptical 1ook. Theodora squatted down to rub
Kip'stummy. "I don't know what you're talking about.”

"l see. Well, let'sgoin," Dr. Naga said kindly. "I think you could do with a cup of tea."

Dr. Naga made Indian spice tea, not the suff sold in supermarkets and coffeehouses, but the red thing.
There was something socthing about watching her measure the milk and tea into a saucepan and add the
furled sticks of cinnamon bark, star-shaped anise, and papery green cardamom pods. The amdl of milk
and sweet spicesfilled the kitchen. When the tea was ready, Dr. Naga poured it into bowls and gtirred in
the honey.

The tea was too hot to drink, so Theodora closed her eyes and bresthed in the fragrant steam.

Dr. Naga blew on her own tea and took a scdding sip. "When you helped save Gideon last summer,
you Delved."

"Believe me, | haven't forgotten.”

"Ddving uses just one muscde in the mind. Once you start usng that part of your mind, you might
discover other muscles. Tricycle, bicycle, unicycle. But if you don't know what you're doing, your new
ills can be unsattling. Especidly if you discover them when you're done, without wamning.”

Theodora blushed and fdt a hot, prickly surge of anger. "l didn't Delve, or Schmelve, or anything else,
okay? Nothing happened.”

"Theodora" Dr. Naga sad gently. She reached across the table to take Theodoras hand. But
Theodora got up from her stool and pushed her tea away 0 that it doshed onto the counter.

Suddenly she was angry a everyone: a Dr. Naga, a Mikko, at Gideon and Merlin. At her dad. And
even a her mom. But mogt of dl, Theodora was mad at hersdlf. When the anger faded, as it dways did,
she would just be scared and done.

She grabbed her coat and backpack. "I haveto go. I'll missmy train.”

2

The Greenwood Legacy

MERLIN WASTRY INGto gaVymatotakeher wommedicine and alow her talonsto be trimmed. As
young wyverns are particularly stubborn and ticklish, even by dragon standards, he wasn't having much
luck.

Outsde, the new lambs braced themselves againg a wind off the sea that gill seemed to think it was
February. After he had trimmed her taons, Melin noted, under "May" on her growth chart, Vyrnas
increased wingspan and the fact that the wyverns fire appeared to be maturing far more quickly than her
COMMOoN Sense.

From the hdl came the boom of a resounding knock on the front door, and Vyrna was off like a shot,
with the portly wizard in hot pursuit, trying to intercept her before she reached the front door, which
dready bore evidence of her talons and incendiary breath. At this rate, the gatehouse was going to need
anew door.



"No, Vyrna, hed! Oh, you miserable sack of scdes and cinders, that used to be my
great-grandmother's best flying carpet! And no, no, no fire in the house!"

Asthewyvern neared the door, there was a muffled shout from the other side, something in Wizard's
Latin that sounded like "Pachinko, pachyderm, pennywhistle” The spell came zinging through the keyhole
and hit the dragon smartly on her nose. Vyrna came to a skittering hdt on the hall tiles and abruptly began
chasng her tall.

"Nice work," Merlin muttered admiringly as he did aside the iron bolt.

Before him stood a woman of griking appearance. She was dressed in black, over which she wore an
open coat of gold kimono slk patterned with gingko leaves. Her short Siver hair stood up in peaks on
her head, like a wdl-made meringue. She seemed familiai—there was something about that mouth, with
its wry curve out-lined in Chinese red lipstick. Her black eyes glittered with intdligence and perhaps
suppressed laughter. Merlin had the unsattling feding that he had met her before.

"Hullo, lain," she said, holding out ahand.

He took her hand and winced fantly at the sirength of her handshake. "I'm very sorry, but do we know
one another?'

"That's dl right,” she said. "I wouldnt expect you to remember me" Her eyes dlittered a little
dangeroudy and she dill held on to his hand. "Margery MacVanish. Evander MacVanish's baby sidter. |
believe you and the rest of the boys used to cdl me 'Maggot' behind my bedk”

Merlin sputtered. "Good heavend Maggot! Where— when—how have you been? | haven't seen you
gnce...dnce..."

"Since the oring of 1906. The WizardsWalk. You took Esmeradda Quincup and | had to go with
Fergis Fowler, who stepped on my toes and gave me a corsage with awasp iniit. | spent the dancein the
infirmary holding ice to my nose.” Margery's mouth curved down-ward in a mock pout. "You broke my
heart, lan."

Merlin blushed to the roots of hisreceding hair. He and Margery had been young in 1906, but they did
not seem ancient now. The practice of magic has a remarkable presarvative effect, and as a result
wizards have along middle age. They don't start to redly wrinkle until they reach the age of 170 or so.

Margery laughed and patted his hand comfortingly.

"Dont fret—I forgave you somewhere between husbands three and four. You're looking wdl," she
added, looking im up and down fondly, "even if you have got-ten a little thin on top, and more than a
little thick around the middle. Now, do ask mein so we can tak properly. | have a greet ded to tdl you."

As he hdd the door wide to let her enter, Melin noticed the indgnia that hung around Margery
MacVanidh's neck. It was not the usud wizards emblem of an owl dutching a crystd bdl, worn by 4l
members of the Guild of Adepts in the Wizardly Arts. The indgnia Margery wore was a raven perched
on a human skull—the symbal of the Office of the Intercessor Ganad.

The O.1.G. was the branch of the wizards guild that dedt with morta affairs when they threstened to
collide with the world of wizards in ways dangerous to both. Getting an unannounced vigt from an agent
of the O.1.G. was something no wizard looked forward to, even if that agent was someone you had
caled Maggot when she was il in pigtalls.

"Now, what brings you, and the O.1.G., to my distant doorstep on this fine moring in May?' Merlin
sad as they sttled into chairs by the fire in the library. "Are you checking up on Vyrnas progress? Or
did | leave something out of my report about the Events of Last Summa?'

"Yes, | do want to tak to you about the interesting young Miss Oglethorpe. But not only about her.”

"l certainly don't have anything to say that | didn't put in my report. | filed dl my paperwork in triplicate
last fdl with the guild's North American office”

Gideon had gone back to his own When at the end of last summer and left Melin to fill out the endless
GAWA. foms fom 99-BH, to report a new bolt-hole; form 37-AS, to report an accidenta
summoning; not to mention the forty-nine pages of Supporting Narrative explaining it dl. Surdy Margery
MacVanish wasn't going to ask him to go through dl that again?



“I'm in charge of loose ends" Margery explained. "And there are a lot of loose ends in this case. It
seems to me much too great a coincidence that two wizards from the thirteenth century should have
ended up batling in the living room of a girl with such an extraordinary magicd pedigree, as you so aptly
put it in your report. In fait" sad Magay, "it mekes me wonder whether Gideon wias redlly the target after dl.
Kobold was working for a mysterious wizard, a master who managed to remain in the shedons We never
foud ot who hewes™

"Goon," sadMelin. "I'mligening.”

Margery got up from her chair and wandered over to the bookcase. She ran her finger dong the spines
of the books, newer volumes bound in cloth and thick leather-bound tomes cracked with age. "Do you
know why GA.WA. fougt 0 hard to ben The Book of the New Adept nine hundred years ago?

"It was written by a heretica wizard and was full of banned spdlls. It was the work of centuries to find
and destroy the copies.”

"Therés a theory that the Guild wasn't worried about the banned spells as much as a prophecy in the
book. A prophecy that foretold how a powerful wizard would appear and open the gate between this
world and Never-Was."

Melin shuddered at the mention of the megica underworld. Never-Was was a place outsde time, a
megicd tar pit peopled with outcasts, madmen, and vari-ous chimeras and mongers. Or so the legends
sad, retold only in whispers.

"Wizards could be banished to Never-Was, but according to the Guild there was no way back. Now a
rogue wizard was threstening to open the passageway and dlow everything in Never-Was into this When
and Where. That was the heresy. That was why the books had to be destroyed. The Guild could never
dlow the gae to Never-Was to be opened. But more importantly, they didnt want their authority
chdlenged. What if this New Adept came dong and started a rivad Guild with dl the wizards held freed
from Never-Was? It could ignite along, terrible avil war among rivd guilds”

" S0 you think Kobold's master was this wizard? The New Adept whose coming was foretold in the
prophecy?'

"Who knows? It's certainly one possihility. He's covered his tracks well.”

"Or her tracks."

Margery's dark eyes glittered, and her raven indgnia, carved of black volcanic glass, winked in the
firdight. "Or her tracks. Kobold thought his master was a man, but he might have been decelved.”

"So what doesthis have to do with Theodora?”

Now Margery was sanding in front of a tapestry, one of severd Merin had brought with him from his
old gpartment in Cambridge, Massachusetts. The tapestry showed a young boy in blue armor, fighting a
white dregon

"l believe sheisin danger,” sad Margery. "She was able to Delve untaught, which places her among a
minuscule percentage of ordinary mortas.”

"Yes" sad Melin. "She's the great-great-to-the-umpteenth granddaughter of a sorceress named
Gy

"So you sad in your report,” sad Margery. "Weve found out a bit more about Gwynlyn and her
descen-dants. She came through a bolt-hole to Manhattan at the turn of the twentieth century and started
along line of women who had a marvelous way with dragons. Only ther dragons were painted on
Chinese vases and fosslized into diffs as pterodactyls. So far Gwynlyn's td-at, the fullHdooded Greawood
legecy, if youwill, hes not come out in any of her descendants in full flower.”

"TheGreawood legery?' sddMatin

"Oh yes" sad Magay. "Wehave quite afile on the Greawvood women, Up to aoout 1970, when Theodords mother
was born. Then records get a little patchy. The Ogethorpe sdeisalig weshout, inddenialy. Brainy I, but not a
gk of megicd ity

"So far you haven't explained to me why you think Theodoraisin danger,” said Melin.

Margery had finished her tea and was frowning into her cup at the pattern of the tea leaves floating in
the milky dregs

"lthink thereisavay red posshlity thet thiswizard unknoan, whoever heis will try to rearuit her”



Merlin's own tea had gone cold. He was sudying the tapestry. To him, the young face of the boy might
have been agirl. A young Joan of Arc—or ayoung Theodora.

"Let me guess. The O.1.G. thinks Theodora has won the gargiic latary. She hes 100 parcant of Gawnlyris gt
Ardthey have dedded they will gt to her fird, gainit her off from her ordinary morta home and family, and ini-tiate
her into the Guild as awizard in training."

"If hesluky,” sad Magay. "Thereare ome & the O.1.G. who fed her powers should be stripped from her
before they have a chance to develop. Better one less Greenwood than a Greenwood gone bad.”

Wizards who had so transgressed that G.A.W.A. fdt they could not be rehabilitated underwent a
process cdled a Great Demotion—something like disbarring a lavyer, somghing like dedaning a cat. It was nat
abenign procedure. It could go wrong and leave even a powerful wizad aghbaing ddl. Wretitmgt dotoa
youggi, Melin could only imagine

Looking pae and grim, he rose to his feet. "I will not let that happen. Il spirit her off through a
bolt-hole mysdf before | let you—"

Margery held up a hand. "lain. Please. If that was what | had in mind, would | redly have come here to
tdl you dl this?"

Merlin dowly lowered himsdf back into his chair. A log rolled forward in the grate with a shower of
sparks. Vyrnaraised her head from her ngoping spot and sent a few sparks back in reply.

"Then what?' said Merlin. "Why have you come?

"Since lagt Halloween | have been posted to a amdl idand down in the Hebrides. G.A.W.A. monitors
picked up a huge surge of magicd energy, and | was sent to try and find out what had produced it. So far
| have found no trace of a bolt-hole or anything ese that could explan the phenomenon. At the same
time, something odd has been hgppening to the idand. The fish catch is way down, and last week a
schoolboy found a strange e’

Melin sat up. "A scae? From awyvern?' It was one of Wycca's scales that Theodoras father had
described in a sdentific journa, and that paper, more than any-thing ese, had helped win him a position
as aful pro-fes.

"No, too large for a wyvern. The director of Scornsay's tiny museum has written to Professor
Oglethorpe, asking him to come and examine the scale in person and try to identify it. When | checked
up on the professor, | found the file with your report about the Events of Last Summer. I've read the
O.1.G.'sfile on the Greenwoods and I've formed my own theory about Theodora—who she is, what she
is. But | think you can tdl me more than I've been able to learn on my own.”

"Me?Why me?'

"You Dedved with her, lain. You know the mind that is indde that child's head. When she joined her
mind with yours, did you sense anything?'

Merlin looked at the tapestry, the face of the boy so young, yet fierce and brave.

"We were hdping Gideon battle againg Kobold. It was a jumble of impressons. You know wha
Ddving is like"

"lan, it'simportant.”

Merlin looked at Margery for along moment. "Yes," hesaid at last. "'l sensed that | wasin the
company of amore gifted Delver than | could ever be. She's 100 per-cent Greenwood. Maybe even
101"

Thelook that spread over Margerys face a his words was remarkable. In afraction of a second she it
up with triumph and ddlight, but dmogt ingantly some-thing in her, probably her O.1.G. training, clamped
down on the joy and she was composed again. "As | thought,” was dl she said.

"Y ou're going to bring her to the idand, aren't you?' Merlin asked.

"BEvents are in mation,” said Margery. "Theodora and her father will go to Scornsay without any help
from me. And | think Theodora needs to go there, to dis-cover who and what she truly is”

"If anything happens to Theodora, the O.1.G. will have alot to answer for,” said Merlin.

"l know," the other wizard said quietly. "I know. It could be a risky propostion, bringing a young girl
with her bloodline to a place where the forces of magic have registered a seismic jolt. But—"

"But what?' said Merlin. "It's atime of greet peril for Theodora. She is coming into her powers, but she



doesn't know what they are. It seems to me to be the worst possible time to spirit her off to someplace
like Soomsay."

"But the danger may be greater if she does not go," said Margery. "If Kobold's master getsto her while
her powers are fill half-formed. Her father coming to the idand and bringing her dong offersthe perfect
chance to observe her, evaluate her, and if necessary, protect ha"

Merlin looked at her closdy. "I seem to remember we dl used to play hide-and-seek with Evander and
his little Sster Maggot. We could never find you, Margery. You were so good a hiding, even for a
MacVanish. It makes me wonder what you're hiding now.”

For the firg timein their whole conversation, Margery's dark eyes seemed to have a tender gleam.

"lan, | mysdf was once a motherless girl discovering her wizardry powers. | know a little of what
Theodorais going through. Thisian't just a job for me. It's per-sonal. It matters to me what happens to
thisgirl.”

"Good," said Merlin. "It had better.”

3

The Scale

Cdinfletcher let hisbikecoedt toagopand stowed it behind arack of newspapers outside thewhitenvedhed
buldng. Over thelow doorway wesa brightly painted shingle that declared thisto be the Scornsay Heritage
Museum, and in the window a notice gave the hours and informed the public that themussumweasouraed by
JA.M.Gayling, DPhil.

Cdlin shaded his eyes and peered in the window, saming the room. He saw low gass cases o mingd
gadmasad td cabingsful o taxddemiad seebirds and the old ship's figurehead looming in the corner. But
there was no Sgn of Jamie,

"He's gone down to Perley's” said a voice behind hm

Cdlin turned and saw Mrs. Minchin, who ran the newsagents next door. She was Mr. Perley's chief
com-petitor Hling sundries, newspapers, and lottery ticketsin the village, and she pronounced the word
"Perley’s’ with a disdainful curl to her lip. It sat ill with Mrs. Minchin that Jamie Grayling walked to
Perley's for cof-fee and a prawn ral once a week, ingead of avaling himsdf of her assortment of
perfectly fresh sandwiches.

"Thanks, Miz Minchin. Ta" Calin seized his bike, pivoted it sharply on its front whed, and sprang
aboard.

Perley's was at the end of the village, just where the road turned sharply inland and dimbed up the hill
away from the sea. As Calin arrived, one of the village ladies was leaving with her weekly lottery ticket
and film maga-zine, and someone from the town council was putting up a poster announcing yet another
medting about the idandsfish crigs

Mr. Perley was a the counter of his tiny shop, mak-ing prawn rolls and ham-and-pickle sandwiches
for cus-tomers brave enough to buy their lunch from the cooler where the bait was kept. Colin took two
candy bars from the Nutto-Caro-Crema-L atte display and set them on the counter. Mr. Perley put down
his knife and came over to ring the purchase up on his new eectronic cash regigter, of which he was
enormoudy proud.

Cadlin fished money from his pocket. "Is Jamie about? Miz Minchin told me held come this way."

"Jug missed him, Col," sad Mr. Perley. "He had me wrap his sasndwich and put the coffee in a
Thermoas bottle for him. He said he was headed up to the Stane Folk, where you found the scale”

A few villagers, retired fishermen, were browsing through the newest DVDs in the amdl rental section.



Hearing Mr. Perley say "the scale” they chuckled, and Calin blushed.

"Aye, Calin, now you've got poor Jamie bdieving in your monger,” one of them said.

"Wadl, what isit, then?' Calin retorted. "You said yourselves it was too large to be from afish.”

One of the fishermen shrugged. "Some geneticdly engineered sdmon, 1'd wager, escaped from a lab
some-whae"

Cdlin didn't stay to hear the rest. He put the choco-late bars in his jacket pocket and left the store,
retriev-ing his bike again and heading for the idand's highest point, where the Stane Folk were.

He spotted Jamie ingtantly. The tdl, gangly curator had flame red har, and he was wearing a bright
ydlow anorak and an eectric blue sweater. He stood out againg the muted colors of the hillsde like
some exatic bird.

The hillsde was covered with stone pillars, each the sze of asmdl child. From a distance, the group of
stones gave the appearance of a gathering of dwarves. Jamie was standing with one hand on his hip; in
the other he held the cup from a Thermas bottle.

"Hullo," said Calin, coming up alittle out of breath.

"Coal," sad Jamie dbsently.

"Find anything new?'

"Nothing." Jamie rubbed his chin, which was covered in a hopeful growth of fuzz masquerading as a
beard. He stared out to sea, and then turned to look down the hill in another direction, where the road
lay.

"Forget for amoment the question of what it is™ he said. "And think, how did it get here?"

Coalin thought about that. "Otter?"

Jamie shook his head. "No, not wet enough, and there's no sign of a track.”

"Skua?' The large gulls called skuas patrolled the idand's diffs robbing other birds of their medls and
picking puffins from their burrows.

"Maybe" sad Jamie. "Or someone could have hiked from that road and Ieft it here by accident—it
could have dung to their dothing, like a burr. But whet isit?"

Jamie took from his pocket a amdl, clear plagtic box. There, on a nest of cotton, lay the scale. It was
larger than a postage stamp, dightly curved, and pae. In the sunlight it gave off flashes of opd fire

Jamie and Calin stared at it for along moment, wonderingly.

"Any word from the professor?' asked Colin at last.

Jamie laughed. "1 only sent the letter yesterday. He couldn't possibly have gotten it yet."

"You should have emailed," Calin chided. Since he'd discovered the scale, heldd found it hard to do his
school-work, hard to deep. He kept thinking about it and the way it flashed with an dmost hypnotic
hidden fire.

"l wanted to write on the museum dationery. More impressive that way. He gets a lot of email, I'm
sure. An armal letter with foreign stamps is much more inter-eding”

Thewind kicked up and scoured the hilltop, whisling in their ears and making the fabric of ther jackets
flutter furioudy. A cloud passed overhead, cast-ing the hillade of stones into shadow, mking them briefly
appear dightly sinigter. Calin shivered.

"l don't much likeit here" he said.

"No," sad Jamie. "It somehow makes you think that the legend could be true.”

"What, that the stones cometo life at night?*

Jamie looked at Calin. "That's the schoolyard ver-sion. There's amuch older tale about the Stane Folk.
You don't know that one?'

Colin shook his head.

Jamie looked at the boy, asif weighing whether he was old enough to hear the tale. He must have
decided the answer was yes, because he looked out across the squat stone pillars that covered the
hillside, cleared histhroat, and started to speak.

"Back before the castle was huiilt, this idand was ruled by a dan chief who had his own sorcerer. A
wizard, you'd cal him. The chief chested the wizard, and in revenge the wizard turned dl the children of



the dan to stone”

The cloud passed away, and the sun shone down once more on the sone shapes, cading stark
shadows. Now Calin could see vague necks and shoulders and hips in the twisted shapes. He
shuddered.

The boy looked so pae the curator took pity on hm

"Ach, lad." It's just a story, isnt it? Come on, my Rover's down the other side. I'll run you back home.™

From the briar bush where he had crouched, con-cealed, a man watched them go. He saw Grayling
and the Fletcher boy load the bicycle into the back of the Range Rover and drive away. Then he dimbed
the hill and stood among the Stane Folk, with the wind whip-ping his hair back from his lean, intent
features.

He was amd| and wiry, with dark hair and a tautness about him, the contained energy of an acrobat.
His daothing was a bit strange, not worn-looking but old-fashioned somehow. He had appeared on the
idand the previous October, seemingly out of nowhere, and seemed to live on the moors in a kind of
camp. He roamed the idand, searching for something, his eyes on the ground. He waked dong the
banks of the burns, stopping to pull stones from the streambeds. He walked the fidds among the lowing
cattle, epping among the cowpats and bending now and again to turn over a rock. He sat for hoursin
the ruins of the old abbey and wan-dered among the old gravestones. Always, his eyes swept the
ground, searching, searching.

Theidanderscaled him Mad John.

Now he wandered among the Stane Folk, his hands draying across the stones tops dmost
affectionately, as though he'd known the stones long ago, when they were children.

Then he paused at the centrd pillar, taler than the rest, covered in carvings obscured by lichen. Mad
John ran his fingers over the carvings, as though he were a blind man reading Brallle, his lips moving
without mak-ing a sound. He looked around the wind-scoured hill-sde and turned in a dow circle, his
eyes searching the landscape. Then he flung back his head and let loose a cry, hdf shout, haf snarl,
banging the stone pillar with his fist. His knuckles bled, but he seemed not to notice. He withdrew from
his pocket a tattered piece of paper that appeared to be a map and ran hisfingers over it searchingly, the
way hed fdt the pillar.

Mad John was hungry. He would have to eat soon to feed the Seeker. The creature that had led him
out of his captivity was no longer asmall, white, blind thing. It was growing, and he wondered how long
he could continue to satisfy its hunger.

In the meantime, he could only search.

4

A Tug on the Mind

ON AN AFTERNOON in late May, Theodoralet her-sdlf into the house with her own key, set down
her backpack, and retrieved the mail whereit had falen onto the mat. On her way into the kitchen, she
helped hersdlf to an orange from the bowl on the hall table that Mikko had aways kept full of oranges.
Since Mikko had left, the bowl of oranges was one smdll thing that hadn't changed.

It was dill weird to walk into the kitchen after school and not see Mikko busy chopping vegetables and
liger+ing to reggee on the radio. But a the same time, Theodora and her dad had settled into a new
routine of their own. Theodora took a brick of chicken breasts out of the freezer and put it on the kitchen
counter. Closng the door, she kissed her fingertips and touched them to a picture of her mom stuck to
the door in a magnetic frame. "Hi, Mom," she murmured.



She st a the kitchen table to go through the mail. There were the usud hills, catalogs, and junk mall,
but her heart legped when she saw a postcard from Mikko, postmarked from the Azores. Previous
letters had described bouts of seasickness and sunburn and included funny accounts of her employers,
Miss Ida and Miss Irene, "the kind of women who could shoot the middle out of the ace of hearts a
twenty paces and clean out the fud line on an arplane with a hair-pn

/ am learning to dance the tango from an old gentleman from Argentina, but | am afraid | will
never learn to beat my employers at bridge. They skunk me every time.

The ocean is beyond words: amazing stars, flying fish, dolphins, the sea itself always a different
color, silk or metal. | want to grow gills and stay forever. But | miss you fiercely, child.

Love Mikko

When she had read it over twice, Theodora placed it in the basket on top of the microwave. If her dad
read the letters and postcards, he never mentioned it to Theodora, but sometimes when she put a new
onein shed natice the last one was no longer on top.

She went back into the pantry and began to assemble ingredients for a gtir-fry. Then she gave the
chicken an experimenta poke, put it in the microwave on low to thaw faster, and went into her dad's
office to check the asnvaingmedine

There was a message from the dentist's office reminding her dad about his appointment and a message
from Brenda about going to the movies.

Brenda was the latest in a string of not-quite-girlfriends. Her dad had started deting. The firs womean
he brought home to dinner was Mircea, who was Brazilian, petite, and very pretty.

"Did you like Mircea?' her dad asked the next day.

"Do | have to?' Theodora asked back. "She's nice enough and everything, but | wouldn't want her to
be my sepmom. And | definitdly don't want Gilberto to be my stepbrother.” Gilberto was twelve going
on ten, and he only wanted to tak about Brazilian soccer and PlayStation.

"Okay," said her dad. "I get the message.”

But Brenda sounded okay. Theodora hadn't redly spent much time with her, just seen her twice when
sheld stopped by to fetch her dad when they were going out. Theodora had a little mentd file on Brenda,
ful of facts shed stored away. She was a nurse-anesthesiologist who did stand-up comedy when she
wasnt on duty. She was a little on the plump sde, with wavy auburn har, hazd eyes, and freckles.
Theodora had talked to her once, on the phone, and she seemed nice and funny, and it was hard to
didike her. But Theodora had discovered that you could like someone and ill resent them.

Next Theodora logged on to the computer and sent her friends Vderie and Milo ingant messages but
got no reply. No surprise there. Vd was busy with Tae Kwon Do, getting ready for a charity
Kick-aThon. And Milo was spending his afternoons traning his new dog, Yoda, for weekend agility
trids, where dogs competed againg the clock, racing through obstacle courses of seesaws and tunnels.
The three had been best friends for years, but now it fdt as though they were dl moving on. Theodora
couldn't blame them: It seemed whenever they had a rare free day she was dther a Dr. Nagds for a
lesson or running errands with her dad.

But it was modly that she couldn't tdl them about Wycca and Gideon and everything that hed
happened. Vd especidly seemed to suspect that there was some-thing Theodora wasn't sharing with
them, and after try-ing to coax it out of her, sheld given up.

"Gee, Do," shefindly said in exasperation. "Even when your mom died, you didn't freeze me out
like this"

Theodoraretrieved her backpack, headed to the living room, and flipped on a movie while
she decided whether to tackle her math first or her Spanish. She looked up at the screen and
they were showing the second Wizards & Wyverns movie for the umpteenth time. It was



collecting Wizards & Wyverns cards that had |ed to the mix-up that brought her into the
whole real wizard business, and now the movies seemed hopelessly fake and hokey to her.
Theodora surfed past a dozen channels and finally stopped at a nature documentary.

It was going to take her a couple of hours to craft a five-hundred-word essay in Spanish
about the ancient Aztecs, so she got out her math assignment—she liked geometry, and she
was good &t it.

"... an entire community of plants and animalsin acubic meter of peat," droned the narrator
in a British accent. On the screen a soggy-looking scientist in rain gear was using a trowel to
cut out ablock of black earth, full of dangling roots.

The first geometry proof was easy, and Theodora went on to the second.

"... worms, beetles, mosses, ferns, and a great num-ber of microscopic animas and fungi,
al forming acomplex food web . . "

Theodora looked up just in time to see a close-up of a beetle eating some kind of whitish
larva. She made a face and looked away. In a few minutes a show she liked would be on and
she would change the channel. But she had time to do one more math problem.

Suddenly a bird's eerie call made her glance up again, and on the television screen was a
view of a golden-green moor broken by shimmering, mirrorlike fingers of water. The sky
was a changesble pae gray, as though a storm were just on the way out. A marsh bird
swooped low over the water, making the same mournful call. In the distance was a ruined
building, perhaps a fort or castle. The narrator was saying something, but the words just
washed over Theodora. She felt as though she were being drawn into the picture, as though
she could dive right into that silvery water and disappear. The landscape on the TV screen was
ancient, beautiful, dreamlike—and again the image seemed to tug a Theodora, as though it
would pull her in through the screen, and she pulled her mind away abruptly. The magica
mood was broken.

She grabbed the remote and turned the TV off, and she sat there for a moment, her heart
beating fast in her chest, trying to figure out what had just happened. Then she turned the TV
back on and pressed the info button on the remote to see what the program was.

3:00 p.m.-4:00 p.m. "Tales from the Bog." The
flora and fauna of a Scottish peat bog are
explored. (Nature)

Theodora decided to finish her geometry assgnment at the kitchen table. She had finished it and was
petting dry the thawed chicken when her dad came in. He dropped his keys on the kitchen counter and
shuffled through the pile of mall.

"Hi, Do," he said, dropping a kiss on the top of her head and reaching into the fridge for the sdltzer.

Theodora had peded some ginger and was dicing it into matchsticks. She was il thinking about the
srange thing that had happened with the nature program on TV but she didn't fed she could tdl her dad
about it. Instead, she heard hersdf say, "Are you serious about Brenda?”

Her father had been pouring a glass of seltzer, and now his hand jerked and the sdtzer fizzed over onto
the counter. He grabbed a towel and mopped it up, then turned and looked at her. He had never worn
glasses, but recently he had gone to the eye doctor and come back with a prescription for bifocds. He
was aways tak-ing them off, looking at them in a mildy annoyed way, and then palishing the lenses with
his shirttail. He did so now, gdling.

"No, not yet." "But you like her."

"Yes. | like her alot. In fact, Theodora, shed like to meet you."

"She has met me"

"Wdl, just to say hdlo. Sheld like to spend some time with you. She and | thought some Sunday we
could go to theriver and just hang out. Bring the Frisbee and the paper and some bread for the ducks.”

Theodora fdt a quick stab of resentment. Lazy Sundays on the riverbank had been something they'd



done with Mom. But she heard hersdf say, "Okay. Sure”

She went back to meking ginger matchsticks. Without a word her dad went to the pantry and came
back with bottles of sesame ol and soy sauce and a jar of hot chili paste. Working in a slence that
sarted out awkward but ended up comfortable, they moved around the kitchen, around each other,
meking dinner.

Later, while Theodora was finishing her homework at the kitchen table, her father said, "I got a letter a
work todgy."

"Uhmmm?" Theodora was looking up "observa-tory" in her Spanish dictionary.

"It was from amusaum in Scotland. They've found a scale. They want me to come over and see it.”

Theodora let the dictionary fdl shut. She didn't have to ask which kind of scale he meant. Her dad was
the stientis who had written the article announcing the dis-covery of a mysterious scde and some
fragments of eggshell in an abandoned nest in the Custom House tower an Bodons watarfront. It wes Wyecas
deadafragmat of Vyrnas egg, but only Theodora and Dr. Naga and the wizards knew that. Everyone
else thought Professor Andrew Oglethorpe had identified a mysterious new kind of animd. The aticle
he'd written about it had ended up anthefront cover o Sience, and the cover wias framed and hanging in Andy
Oglethorpe's office. Thanks to the scale, her dad was now a red professor with a job a the univer-gty
aslong as he wanted it.

Oh, great, Theodora said to hersdf. Here it comes. Just like last summer . . . her dad was going to go
off some-where interesting and leave her behind. Except this time Mikko wouldn't be around to look
after her, and he would have to ship her off to ardative for safekeeping: her Aunt Jane, if she was lucky;
if she wasn't, her Great-Uncle Hosmer and Grest-Aunt Prue.

"lant there anyonein Scotland who can look t it for tha?'

"Yes a the Univergty of Edinburgh. But the herpetologist and ichthyologist there both recommended
me. I'm as much of an expert as the world has right now on mystery scaes.”

"Why do you have to go dl the way to Scotland? Why can't they just mall it to you?"

"W, there would be alot of red tape in customs, sending abiologicd specimen of an unknown anima
out of the country. The museum people want to keep this quiet—they don't want their little idand overrun
with curiogty seekers. There are some people who think Nessie hasn't been good for Loch Ness.”

"W, if you have to go, you have to go," Theodora sad.

"I was thinking we could both go. Mr. Grayling, the curator of the museum, says he can offer uslodging
for a short vigt. A week or two. Long enough for me to make a ussful sudy of the scale and the ste
where it was foud"

Theodora was garing a her father.

"Do you mean it? Y ou mean, go with you?' She had a brand-new passport, and her father had been
promis-ing to take her on his next trip, so long as she didn't miss any school. But somehow she hadn't
alowed hersdf to bdieve he redly would.

Her dad was grinning. "Yes, that's what | mean." He handed her the letter from the Scornsay Heritage
Museum. Enclosed with the letter on museum dationery from J. A. M. Grayling, DPhil, was a color
pamphlet with the words "Surprisng Scornsay” on it. Theodora opened it and amost fdl out of her chair.

The color photograph ingde showed a golden-green moor broken by dender fingers of slver water. A
marsh bird was curving through the changeable gray sky. In the distance was a ruined building, a castle,
or afort. It looked dmost exactly like the image on the TV screen that had tugged so hard on her mind.
Only now it just looked beautiful, not creepy at dl. There was even arainbow over the castle.

"Areyou okay?"' her dad asked.

"Yeeh," said Theodora. "Jugt excited." She handed the letter back to him but kept the pamphlet. The
tug was not as strong as when she had seen the image on TV, but it was there, as if the siver fingers of
water were reaching out.

The find weeks of school dragged on forever. Theodora packed and repacked her carry-on three



times a paper-back guide book to Scotland (sheld had it a week and read it cover to cover more than
once), the digitdl camera Aunt Jane had given her last Christmas and that she was dill figuring out how to
use, her journd, and a new tin of ninety-sx colored pencils.

She was pawing through the tangle of chains and banglesin her jewelry box when she came across the
old brooch that had been her mothers. It was an abstract swirl of metd that formed a crouching dragon,
st with a red sone. Sheld last worn the brooch during her magic summer, when sheld cast the dumsy
dl that had sent Gideon's wyvern tumbling from the sky and landed Vyrna in the Oglethorpes
backyard. Theodora blushed a the memory. But something made her pick up the brooch, and as she
hdd it in her hand it grew warm and the red stone in the center glowed. Theodora had a sud-den vison
of her mother standing in front of the mir-ror in the hall, dressed to go out somewhere specia. Mrs.
Oglethorpe put on one earring, then its mate, and findly she pinned the brooch with the red stone to the
neckline of her dress. Then the memory faded.

Theodora carefully added the brooch to the zippered case that held the hair dips and bracelets she was
taking on the trip. After she had zipped the case shut, she sat on her bed, thinking about the events of last
summer, the spell sheld cast with the brooch, and the mended bat skeleton.

She wondered which Theodora had decided to bring the brooch dong. Was it the old Theodora, the
part of her that remembered her mother and was des-perate to keep her memory bright and new? Or
wasit the new Theodora, the one that could Delve and mend a broken skeleton with her mind? She fdt
as though the two sdves, the old and the new, were like those toy magnets Santa once left in her
Chrigtmas stocking. Little plastic Scottish terriers, one white and one black. The more you tried to push
them together, the more they seemed to force each other away.

The "Surprising Scornsay” brochure was lying on the floor. Theodora bent down and picked it up,
operring it to the picture of the castle on the moor. She traced the rainbow with her finger thoughtfully.
Maybe she would get some answers in Scotland, among the green-gold moor and slver water.

5

Glued Together with Ghosts

I'T SEEMED TO THEODORA thet they landedinagde As they stepped off the ferry onto the dock on
Scornsay, ayoung man came forward, smiling, and shook Andy Oglethorpe's hand vigoroudy,
shouting to be heard above the wind.

"Jamie Grayling from the Scornsay Heritage Museum. Did you have a bumpy crossng? You look a
wee bit green. The car's dong here. Well get you in out of this weather." He didn't look much older then
some of her dad's students—Jamie Grayling was very tdl and skinny with carrot-red har and had the
kind of beard young men grow in the hope it will make them look older, when it somehow manages to
make them look even younger instead.

As he led them to a battered Range Rover, Theodora difled a yawvn. Their plane had landed the day
before in Glasgow; then they'd caught a train north to Ullgpool, where they had stayed the night in a
bed-and-breakfast before boarding the ferry to Scornsay. Theodoras body was dill on Boston time, and
her eydids fdt as though they had sand underneath them.

"l imagine you're both a wee bit weary, so I'll run you over to the cottage sraightaway,” said Jamie.

Jamie had arranged for them to say in an "authen-tic Victorian cottage’ in the shadow of Castle
Scornsay. Theodora was looking forward to seeing her fird red cedle

"Can we stop and see the castlefirst?' she asked.

"Aye" said Jamie. "Not that there's much to see.”

"What do you mean?"'



"Didnt | mention? Cagtle Scornsay isaruin." Jamie said it rune, with arolled R "There is one surviving
wing, but it was an eghteenth-century addition any-way, and the rest is pretty much glued together with
ghogts.”

Theodoras shoulders sagged. In her imagination, old Dr. Grayling (this was when she was imagining
hm as alittle gray man, bent with age) had handed her aring of ancient iron keys to the castle and sad
with awink, "l shouldnt redly do this—it's againg the rules—but | know youll be careful. Have a good
time exploring!"

She looked out the window at the passing country-side—green hills dotted with sheep on one sde of
the road, and cow pastures dotted with the funny, shaggy red highland ceattle on the other. Then they left
the farmland and drove through a stretch of moorland. Theodoras heart did a funny flip-flop when she
saw it. There was the green-gold moor, and the slver-blue fin-gers of the deep-sea loch—only now it
wasn't apictureon TV, it was red.

Next, Jamie took a turn and they were fallowing the sea road again, with a dizzying drop-off to the
right. They turned a corner, and there was the cadtle.

"And here we are" said their guide brightly as he brought the Range Rover to a bone-rétling stop in
the graveled space in front.

Cadtle Scornsay was indeed a magnificent ruin. From the pile of rubble, among which sheep were
placidly grazing, there rose asngle, nearly intect tower.

"When was it destroyed?’ Theodora asked, expect-ing Jamie to name some battle centuries past.

"In the early seventies. Some picnickers fdl through a damaged floor. It was decided to renovate the
cadtle, and the unsafe portions were dl pulled down, with the am of recongtructing them. Of course they
ran out of money before they got very far, so arubble isdl we have. And the ghosts, of course.”

Cadtle Scornsay didn't look haunted a dl—just fdlen down, as though its ghosts had decided they
could find a better castle to haunt. But just as Theodora was turning away, she caught a glimpse of
something white, flitting between some big blocks of stone that had fdlen from the ruined ramparts. When
she turned back to see what it was, it was gone. Smdl, like an animd, but not solid, like a lamb.
Theodora stared at the blocks of stone, wating to see if the white figure would reappear. "Earth to
Theodora ... are you coming?' She redized that Jamie and her dad were standing in the doorway of the
cottage. How long had she been standing there, looking at the castle?

"Coming"

It hardly seemed possible, but the cottage was even better than it had looked in the photos he had
emalled them—so storybook-perfect that Theodora half-expected Mrs. Tiggy-Winkle, the hedgehog
washer-women fram the Betrix Potter books to gpen the door. The door was painted bright blue and flowers
bloomed inthewindomooxes A al of peet sSmokeroseframtredingy.

"Oh, good, someones it the fire Theresa mug have been by," said Jamie, opening the door, which was
unlodked

"Who is Theresa?' asked Andy, asthey went in.

"Mrs. Hetcher, over the hill," said Jamie.

In the little kitchen, afire was burning, and on the table were a bouquet of bluebdls and a plate of fresh
scones covered with a napkin. Through a doorway was a tiny gtting room, with another fire and cozy
chairs and awindow seat. Up the Staircase were a bathroom and two bedrooms, dl tiny. Mr. Oglethorpe
complained only haf-jokingly that he would have to deep with his feet hanging out the window, but
Theodora didn't hear him: It was a perfect miniature dollhouse. She fdt con-siderably more cheerful.

Jamie had plugged in an dectric kettle, which was just coming to a boail, and he got busy making tea
while Theodoras dad wrestled their large American suitcases up the narrow Scottish staircase. Theodora
stood and looked out the window over the kitchen sink. Bardly visble on the next hill, so that it looked
no larger than a Monopoly house, was a large fam house. On the kitchen windowslll was a par of
binoculars, and Theodora raised them to her eyes and trained them on the tiny house. The speck
suddenly sprang into sharp focus, transformed into a big, rambling stone farmhouse that seemed to have
sprouted addi-tionsin every direction. A large, shaggy gray dog lay adeep on the front stoop. It raised its
head briefly, asif it fdt Theodoras gaze.



"What's that?' asked Theodora, pointing toward the house.

"Tha'sthe Lodge, the Fletchers place. | suppose they're your landlords while you're here. Thisis ther
aottage”

Over tea Jamie explained how he had come to be curator of the museum.

"I finished my degree at universty two years ago and just wasn't having luck getting a job anywhere,
and 9x months ago | got a letter from the Scornsay Tourism Bureau tha the former curator, Randd
Ransay, had findly expired at the age of ninety-eight, leaving the museum in disarray. So | decided to
come home to Scornsay and sraighten things out. I'm ill discovering the things old Randd had stowed
away in drawers! I'm hoping to clear away the antiquarian cobwebs and make it a red museum run on
modern museum principles.”

Jamie set down his empty teamug and took the car keys from his pocket.

"Youll be wanting to relax after your flight. Why don't | fetch you in the morning and take you round to
the museum? About nine?'

Theodora and her dad soon found themsdves adone in the cottage, saring a each other across the
table. Theodora gasped and clapped a hand to her mouth.

"What?' asked her father.

"We let him get away without telling us about the ghostd! If the castle is glued together with them, there
have to be good stories." She couldn't bring hersdlf to tell her dad about the white shape sheld seen
flitting among the cagtleruins.

Ardy Ogethorpe amiled and took asmMg df tea "Isthet how you dan to gpend your time here? Gnogt-buging?”

"Wadl, | certainly can't spend it exploring the castle," she pointed ouit.

"When we were fird married,” said her dad, "your mom was convinced we had a poltergeis.”

Y ou mean the kind thet likes to throw dishes and move the furniture?"

Andy Oglethorpe nodded. Theodora waited to see if he would say more. Lately he had begun tdling
stories about the years just before Theodora was born, and she loved those rare, precious glimpsss into
the secret room of her parents life together.

"Except this poltergeist liked to make drawings in the stleam on the mirror and rearrange things on the
dresser. And her poltergeist was responsible for lost socks and things like that. She began leaving things
out for it—safety pins, empty matchboxes, stray buttons, cough drops—so it would leave her car keys
done"

Theodora had a good picture in her mind of her mom with her hands on her hips, talking back to the
poltergeist. "What happened to the ghost?

"Well, you were born," said her dad. "We used to joke that the ghost moved to afamily whereit could
have undivided attention.”

It was a long evening, and they were so far north that it took forever for night to fdl. At last the
Highland twilight began to gather into darkness, and it was time for bed. She dimbed the dairs, leaving
her dad fusing over the coals so they would burn al night.

She loved her room, with its old-fashioned blue and white walpaper and its low bookcase under the
window crammed with books. From the window she could see the cadtle, its outlines softening in the
weird, long, Highland twilight.

Therel And there! A amdl white shape darted among the castl€e's ruined walls and tumbled stones. It
was just awisp of athing, not solid.

She shook her head and turned away .

Jet lag, Theodora told hersdf firmly. She got into her deep things, an old T-shirt and leggings, then
pulled on heavy socks and climbed into bed. In the little bookcase there was a dim volume by a Miss
Fona MacDonad, tited Ghogts and Other Legends of Scornsay, puldished by the Scornsay Heritage Museum in
1909. Theodora picked it up to see what it said about Castle Scornsay, but it didn't have an index, and
she had to turn each page, tedioudy scanning the text for a mention of the castle. Before she had gotten
very far, her head sank onto the pillow and the book fdl from her hands.



Faerie Tears, Dragon Teeth

Jmie Gafling care to fetch tham eay the fdlowving morning. The idand's fishermen and farmers had long
been up, but most of the dozen little shops aong Scornsay s main street were dill shuttered as the Range
Rover dowed to a stop outsde a narrow storefront with a freshly painted sgn that reead SCORNSAY
HERITAGE MUSEUM.

As he fumbled with the lock, Jamie seemed as nervous as an explorer about to open a long-seded
Egyptian tomb. Mr. Oglethorpe seemed just as impatient for the door to open. Theodora hung back,
suddenly apprehensive about whet they might firdingce If it wes another wywvemn scde, what did that mean? Had
another wizard come through a badt-hdefram some ather cantury? Woud hebeaGideon or a Kobold, and what
sort of creature, if it wasn't awyvern, might he have brought with him?

"Therewe are," said Jamie, as the door opened at legt.

Theodora gazed around, trying to sort out the jJumble of items assembled by the previous curator. It
seemed that Jamie Grayling would have hiswork cut out for him to bring "modern museum principles’ to
the Scornsay Heritage Museum.

The firg thing Theodora noticed was a tdl cabinet that held an assortment of suffed owls and foxes
with gartlingly lifdike gazes. Long, low display cases held nineteenth-century lace and needlework, fam
imple-ments, and faded brown photographs of idanders cut-ting peat, soinning wool, hauling in fishing
nets, and engaged in a strange ritud hunt on a nearby idand inhabited only by nesting seabirds. Theodora
read the description of the smoked, salted seabirds and made a gagging face. In the photograph, the men
and boys stood beside a towering heap of dead birds. The seabird hunters looked sullen and cold.

Theodora noticed one boy in the front row, standing in front of a man who might have been his father.
The labd on the case said that hunters were lowered in rope harnesses to raid the birds nedts that
covered the diff face. It sounded incredibly difficult and dangerous, but the boy looked proud to be here
with the men, taking part in the important annud ritud. Like the others, he looked cold, but unlike them,
he did not look sullen. He wore a crooked hdf smile

Her attention was next drawn to one long case of fossls and mineras. She had spent many Sundays
with Mikko at the Museum of Natural Higtory a Harvard Universty and had especidly liked the foss
room and the minera collection, the stones in dl their amazing colors and fantastic formations. She read
the old, faded labd in the case.

Faerie Tears and Dragon Teeth. Like the Picts before them, Scornsay's latter-day
inhabitants often sought super-natural explanations for the fossils and mineral formations
they discovered on the idand. Deposits of volcanic zeolite were dubbed faerie tears and
deposits of red oxide ore, dragon's  blood. The idand is unusually rich in magnetite, and the
magnetic lodestones, as they were called,  were prob-ably used in early Pictish rituals. Fossl
ammonites were explained as draons tails. Fragments of meteorites that fell to the ground were
often preserved as faerie relics, and faerie folk and dragons also lend their names to
locations on the idand, including the waterfall known as the Faerie¢s Vel and the rock
formation called the Dragon's Teeth.

In the case itsdf were some fossils, and Theodora could see how you could look at them as parts of a
dragon. There was a0 a clear gemstone, shaped like a long teardrop, in an elaborate gold setting. A
labd underneath said it was a faerie tear discovered on the Ste of Castle Scornsay and thought to have



been a dan chief's kilt pin.

Jamie hung up ther jackets and began to fuss over the museum's baky hedting system, which was
gving off loud metdlic clangs. While he waited for Jamie, Andy Oglethorpe was reading a brass plague
mounted promi-nently on the wall, liging the museum's founders and its corporate sponsor. "l see one of
your benefactors is Murdoch Single-Malt Whiskey. | thought | knew dl the obscure little whiskies. Does
the idand have its own didtillery?'

"No, I'm afrad it's alarge, charmless factory in Glasgow. But MacKenzie Murdoch does keep a house
here on the idand. He is Scornsay's biggest benefactor. You have Murdoch SingleMadlt to thank for
your tickets. He has been very supportive of my misson to get the museum modernized." The heater
began to produce heat, and Jamie began to clear papers off two chairs so they could St down. "Murdoch
has Sgned on to sponsor alittle exhibit caled The Old and New Rdligion,’ about the intertwined histories
of the Chrigtian and pagan rdi-gions on the idand. It's redly quite fascinating.”

On Jamiés tiny desk were lad out pictures of the idands kirk, or church, and resn castings of the
drange carvings left behind by the idand's earliest inhabitants, the myderious Picts. There was a
newspaper dipping about a dash between idanders and vidting Cosmic-Pagans, and a colorful poster
announding the Sacred Samhein Fre Fedivd. MUSIC! CRAFTS FOOD AND DRINK! it read, and showed
slhouettes of strange, antlered men dancing and legping beside a bonfire. Looking at the antlered figures,
Theodora pulled her sweater closer around her and looked down to discover she was wearing her
mother's brooch. When had she put it on? Unconscioudy she had formed a habit of rubbing it with her
thumb, feding the smooth red stone and the whorls of meta that formed a crouching dragon.

"What's Samhain?' Theodora asked. She pro-nounced it " Sam-hane.”

"Sow-un," Jamie corrected her. "It's All Halows Eve—the Cdtic Hdloween," said Jamie. "But enough
about that. | know you're eager to see the scae”

He went to alocked cabinet and removed asmdl, clear plagtic box lined with firg-aid cotton. With an
ar of ceremony, he handed the box to Mr. Oglethorpe.

Theodora craned her neck to see. Wycca's scale had been a deep, iridescent purple-black, like a large
sequin. But this scadle was different. The Scornsay scde (if that was what it was) was duller, rougher,
amog like sharkskin. By the light of the lamp it gave off fant flashes of opd fire, but nothing like the
ranbow dazzle of the wyvern scale.

Theodora fdt a little shiver go down her spine. She had dmost convinced hersdf that Wycca and her
baby had been a fluke, a hiccup in time. But now, looking at the scale resting on the bed of cotton, she
fdt a fresh rush of wonder, an dectric prickle of mingled dishdief and joy— as though this new scae
were a private, magicad secret meant for her done.

But then the dark memories came roaring back— what her brush with meagic last summer had redly
been like, with Mikko's body taken over by the demon Febrys, Gideon and Kobold bettling in the
Oglethorpes living room, and the hideous, many-eyed creature that was a shadow-wraith. How Kobold
hed threatened to trap her in her mogt painful memory, the hour of her mother's death. It was dmogt as
though everything was happen-ing al over again, and she could fed the unbearable sad-ness and pain
beginning to well up ingde her. With dl the force of her mind, she shoved the memories away. As they
faded she saw something dse: Gideon's face.

That was how it dways happened. Just when she was thinking that she could live without magic, even if
it meant never Ddving again, she would remember Gideon. But this time it was different. This time she
reelized that the sadness she dways saw in his eyes when she tried to draw him had been sadness for her,
because he knew it wasn't going to be easy being the new Theodora. And the memory of Gideon, of his
kindness and the wisdom in his eyes, helped her push the dark memories back. Because she did have to
hold on to the magic. Letting go would mean letting go of Gideon.

Andy Oglethorpe had taken a specid eyepiece from his pocket and was usng it to get a better look at
the scae. Back a the universty, he had access to an eectron microscope, mass spectrometers, and one
of the best libraries on the planet. Here he had a laptop, al the research he had been adle to copy onto a
thumb drive, and a jeweler's loupe. He set the loupe down and sat there, looking & the scale lying in the



box, ssemingly unaware of where he was or who was with him. Then he looked up and spoke to Jamie
Grayling.

"Can you show me exactly where thiswas found?' A dight tremor of eagerness in hisvoice made
Theodoralook up. Her father's eyes had the same smol-dering fire asthe mystery scale. It was alook
she had seen before.

"Aye, | cantake you therein the Rover.” But asthey |eft, fat raindrops began to spatter the pavement,
and they had to dash back inside the museum for cover.

"It will be too wet to dimb the hill today, I'm afraid,” said Jamie. "Unless you'd care to hire some scuba
"That'sdl right," said Mr. Oglethorpe. "We could use another day to rest up after the flight and get our

Out the window Theodora could see a girl who had taken shelter in the doorway of the shop across
the street. She was a year or two older than Theodora, tdl, with a head of loose, dark curls. She was
wearing a skirt and a dark swesater under a light blue anorak. Her legs were bare, and between the hem
of her skirt and the tops of her green mud boots, her knees were pink with cold. As she stood under the
awvning, a truck full of sheep dowed to a stop, and the driver, a boy of about seventeen, shouted
something to her. It was clear from the girl's expression that she was turning down the offer of alift in a
confident, cheeky way, her body language dearly saying, As if. The driver dished something right back a
her. They both laughed, and he drove off.

Theodora turned around to see what her dad was doing and found him engrossed with Jamie in a map
that, unfolded, covered most of the curator's desk. She turned back to the window.

Now an unusud figure was making its way down the narrow street of the village a woman with short
dlver har, dressed dl in black, over which she wore a long, vagudy Adan coat. She carried a large
black umbrela with a blue lining in a pattern of clouds. Mikko had one like it back home, but this one
was curious. The cloud linng seemed odd somehow, as though it were made out of a piece of red sky,
or as though a movie of ablue sky with puffy clouds were being projected ingde the urmdia

As the woman passed in front of the museum, she ganoad inthe window, and her dark eyes met Theodords
There was the faintest flash of recognition, athough Theodora was certain she had never seen the woman
before. Now that Theodora could see the umbrela up close, it seemed completely unremarkable. Then
the woman with the curious umbrella crossed the street and went into the post office.

When she got back to her weaver's sudio a the Curlew's Nest, Margery shook the rain from her
umbrdlawith itslining of blue sky and hung it by the door, then eagerly undid the parce she had daimed
a the pogt office. It was wrapped in brown paper and addressed to Margery MacVanish, Curlew's Nest
Artists Colony, Scornsay, Scotland. It was a cherished piece of fumniture from her rooms in the old
Elphingtone Hotel in Edinburgh—her wizard's pocket-desk of black lacquer, gilded with scenes franan
imegined Jpen. She now ramoved the desk framits | eather traveling case and set it on the floor; pressing the
Secret catch, she stood back to watch the desk unfold.

Nothing happened.

She pressed adifferent catch, and now the desk rapidly began to fold itsdf up smdler and smdller like
apiece of origami until it wasthe sze of apostage stamp, and then a piece of confetti, and then it was
gone dtogether.

Margery sad aVery Bad Word in Wizard's Latin and got down on her hands and knees, like someone
looking for a contact lens on speckled linoleum. She was mut-tering under her breath, Hill in Wizard's
Latin, but no longer in curses. She was rapidly reciting a spell of Finding, and with a cry of triumph she
wet afinger and touched it to atiny black speck, like aflake of ground pepper. With the flake sticking to
her finger, Margery peered a it through a specia magnifying glass and used some tweezers to press a
little catch only she could see.

Rapidly the desk unfolded to the Sze of a handker-chief, and Margery st it on the floor just in time.



Now the desk began to unfold the way it was meant to. Thisit did like a camd getting to its feet: with an
ungteady lurch, accompanied by a series of well-oiled clicks as various brass joints locked themsdves in
place. In a minute there it stood, a mid-eighteenth-century lady's spell-casting desk, with inkwells for
regular and disap-pearing ink and a number of hidden compartments that had yet to yidd ther previous
owner's secrets to Margery's prying.

"Therd” Margery pulled up a chair and fondly caressed the wood, checking dl the desk's pigeonholes
and dovetailed drawers. She did her best thinking at her spell-casting desk, and since her arriva on the
idand, she had collected alot to think abot.

What had generated the jolt of magica power picked up by the O.1.G. sensors? The sensors suggested
it was something far more powerful than an ordinary bolt-hole. Was it a porta to the limbo known as
Never-Was? If a portd had opened, had anyone come through it, and if so, had they brought
anything—animd, vegetable, or minerd—with them?

Loca lore hed that the hill of the Stane Folk was a place of Faerie, but lore was sometimes wrong.
Her ingpection of the hill, and of the idands bogs and moors, had not turned up any traces of a magicd
portal. So she had turned her atention to the idanders them-sdves, and the question of whether any of
them were not what they pretended to be. She had quickly come to focus her attention on the myserious
Mad John.

He had appeared out of nowhere, moved into a shepherd's hut on the moor, and promptly established
himsdf as an eccentric hermit, if that term could be gpplied to someone who compulsvely waked the
idand with his eyes on the ground.

Margery dipped her peninthewdl of invigble ink, put on a pair of tinted spectacles so she could read
what she was writing, and began to make out a report on Mad John. Gathering wild plants to make dyes
for her weaving had given her an excuse to wander the moor close to the hermit's hut when Mad John
was away on one of his prowls. There had not been much to see a the camp. There were Sgns that his
diet consisted of birds eggs and fish. A lot of fish. Along with a battered tin plate and a knife and fork,
she had found a fragment of mirror, apparently used to shave with, though any wizard could use a mirror
for spellwork. Sheld sad a spdl over the mir-ror so it would send Mad John's reflection to a mirror in
her sudio at the Curlew's Nest. Sheld then transferred the reflection from that mirror to a piece of paper
usng asmple spell, and now had a sketch of the mystery man that she could show to Merlin. Looking at
Mad John's face, she couldn't escape afeding that she knew him, had seen him somewhere, somewhen.

Now she wrote down what she had learned about him. There wasn't much.

- Jealous of his privacy, didikes people, or has something to hide. Maybe dl
three.

- No sgn of equipment, magica or other-wise (except possibly the mirror).

- Is his madness a cover? Could he be a wizad? Ex- O.1.G.? GAW.A.? (Can
Malincheck  the academy yearbooks?)

- What is helooking for?

- Why can't hefind it?

Margay took df he oedtades and rubbed the bridge of her nose. The last point was the most puzzing. If
Mad John was awizard of any sKill, it would be a smple matter for him to find and retrieve the object he
sought. That meant one of two things He was a wizard, but had been stripped of his powers, or the
object itsdf was powerful enough to keep itsdf from being found.

Thefirg step was to try and determine who Mad Jnredly wes

Margery blotted her invisble report, folded it, and hid it for good mesasure in one of the desk's secret
compartments. Then she got a fresh piece of paper, dipped her pen in regular ink, and wrote a short
letter to Merlin. When she had finished, she folded the let-ter and put it in an envelope, to which she
added the mirror sketch of the hermit's face. Then she addressed the envelope to Melin and did the
letter into one of the spell-casting's desk's pigeonholes, the one marked with alabd that said OUT. There



was a muffled sound like atiny bell, and the letter vanished, on itsway to Merlin,

Then Margery sat a her desk and thought about the young girl she had seen in the window of the
museum, the girl she knew to be Theodora A gl hdf-grown into her looks in that awkward,
twelve-year-old way, not quite comfortable in her skin. But her face—her face had the most remarkable
expression, awindow on an inner lifein which a powerful storm had just passed. The face of a young girl
who had just made an impor-tant decison.

A face bright with abrand-new determination that was not yet, not completely, courage.

7
The Field of Sones

THAT NIGHT THEODORA dreamed of the wizards, the wyverns, and everything.

Usudly when she had this dream, it was about find-ing the baby wyvern in the tree in her backyard, or
watching the wizards bettle in the Oglethorpes living room, or watching Mikko, possessed by a demon,
make an anchovy omeet with chocolate sprinkles.

But this time the dream was different. She was in her bedroom, dressed in a pink sari. She had a large
book open in front of her, which looked like a textbook but seemed to be about dragons. She was
chanting something in a funny language while she molded a creature out of clay. Once it had the shape of
a dragon, the Theodora of the dream set it on the floor and it uncurled into a tiny, living creature that
began to grow, rapidly doubling in Sze every few seconds until it ran out of room, its rep-tilian head
scrgping the caling and its scaly Sdes press-ing againg the walls. When it lashed its tall, it knocked the
lamp over, and Theodora could hear Mikko's rapid, I-mean-busi ness footsteps coming down the hal.

The door opened and Mikko stuck her head into the room and started to say "Theodora," but dl that
came out was a "Th." She did not seem at dl surprised by the enormous dragon. She was daing a
Theodora asif she had seen a ghost. Sammering and looking confused, Mikko backed out of the room,
murmuring as she closed the door, "I'm so sorry, Mrs. Oglethorpe. We dl thought you were dead.”

And in the dream Theodora looked in the mirror and saw she was no longer hersdf in apink sari, but a
gr she recognized from old pictures as her twelve-year-old mother, wearing a faded YMCA camp
T-shirt and denim cutoffs.

Theodora woke up, her heart begting rapidly, confused a fird to find hersdf in a strange room. For a
minute she lay remembering where she was and why; then she sat up, thinking back over her dream. It
must have hen that scale, she thought. Jamie Grayling's myserious scde had awakened enough
memories of the whole wizard busi-ness to plant the dream in her mind. Or maybe her dad, tdling that
gtory about her mom and the poltergeist.

That was it: Her brain had scrambled those two things, the scale and the ghogt story, the way your
brain does when you're dreaming. It didn't mean any-thing.

She got out of bed and went over to the chair, where she had Ieft her backpack. The brooch with the
red stone was dill pinned to her sweater. Theodora unpinned it and ran her fingers over the abstract swirl
that formed a crouching dragon, trying to remember other times sheld seen her mom wear the pin. Was
she just imagining that she remembered her mother putting it on? Was it just some junk that had gotten
pushed to the back of her jewery box?

The dream was fading, but the memory of the girl in the mirror stayed with her: a face familiar and yet
unfamiliar, her mother as Theodora had never known her, looking out a her daughter across the guif of
time. Asthough she had a secret to share, but a secret it was too soon to tell.

Her dream had put Theodorain afunny mood, and she decided a wak would help clear her head. She
quickly put on a heavy fleece hoodie, jeans, and two pairs of socks—her feet hadn't redly been warm



since they had arrived in Scotland. Even when it seemed warm enough for a T-shirt, the wind could come
suddenly, without warning, bringing in a sudden chill from the sea. On her way downgtairs she paused to
peek in a her dad's room; his bed was empty. So was the bathroom. On the kitchen table was a note:
"Gone to see the Ste. Back soon. Dad.”

Besdes the 9gns of a hasty breskfast, there was evi-dence tha her father had stayed up lae
researching the scae mystery. His laptop was plugged in to a European current adapter to recharge, a
detailed map of Scornsay was ill spread out on the table, and there was a mug with a quarter inch of
cold coffee in the bottom. She peeked a his scribbled notes but couldnt make sense of
them—something to do with beta-keratin, whatever that was.

In the cupboard she found a box of cered that looked suspicioudy like shredded cardboard with
petri-fied raisns. She couldn't bring hersdf to try it and ended up taking down aloaf of bread and a jar of
jam. She made hersdlf ajam sandwich and a cup of ingant coffee, thinking it might help with her jet lag.
The bread and jam were ddicious, the coffee was bitter, but she drank it anyway. Then she put on her
jacket, put her journd and an apple into her backpack, Ieft her dad a note, and went out. A minute later
ghe was back: She picked up the binoculars from the kitchen windowsll and dipped them around her
neck, then went out again.

All around the cottage in every direction stretched a landscape of Slent gold-green moor probed here
and there by fingers of dlver-blue loch. Standing in front of the castle, she could see the Fleichers
farmhouse way away on top of the next hill, and some white dots near it that mugt be sheep. The sngle
paved lane—what Jamie had called "the wee, mad road"—twisted away out of Sght. That was dl. It was
like being on the moon.

She meant to head out onto the moor to seeif she could find the exact view of the castle shown in the
brochure, the imeage that had tugged so hard on her mind. But she found her footsteps taking her to the
ruins of the castle instead. There was a 9gn cautioning vigtors to explore at ther own risk. Here and
there frag-ments of sheep fendng remained from a hafhearted atempt to shore up the crumbling
foundation. As she approached, a sheep and her haf-grown lambs looked up from ther grazing spot, ina
ruined castle hdl now carpeted with grass. The same tug sheld fdt from the image of Scornsay on TV
tugged a her now, and she stepped past another cautionary sgn showing a stick man recailing from
fdling boulders.

Theodora wandered from room to room through the skeleton of the castle, peering through doorways,
dimbing over the fdlen chimney of a giant fireplace. She closed her eyes and imagined the hdl as it must
have been seven hundred years before: a fire burning, a long table set for a feast with gleaming goblets
and aroast boar with an gpple in its mouth, a jester juggling, and presiding over it dl, the king and queen.
Then she caught hersdf thinking, And a wizard, and stopped her-sdf. The wind kicked up and whistled
through the gaps in the stone, sounding uncannily like a human whisper. Theodora pulled up her hood and
walked out of the shadow of the ruined wall back into the sun.

All of a sudden she heard a sharp bark, and a smdl dog with enormous ears bounded up to her, its
eyes dmog hidden in its dense black fur, its bright white teeth and pink tongue flashing in a canine amile.
It wasn't a Scottie, but some other kind of terrier whose name she didn't know. The dog's whole
hindquarters wiggled with joy, and it leaped up to lick Theodoras face. Then it bounded back, head
down, tal in the air, in the universal doginvitation, Let'splay! It goun and raced away, bounding over the enormous
gtone blocks and barreling through tiny openingsin the walls.

Theodora laughed and followed a a run, doing her best to keep the dog in Sght. She dimbed over a
tumbled stone staircase intime to see the dog on the wall above her, its tongue hanging out as it panted.
It seemed to be laughing.

She was ganding there, catching her breath, when she heard people gpproaching: young voices, and
with them a low, deep bark. The terrier heard them too: It pricked up its ears and then, as Theodora
watched, it rapidly faded to dark gray and then light gray and then a gauzy shadow, and suddenly it



wasn't there at dl.

It had disappeared, right before her eyes.

Theodora didn't do any of the things people do in movies when something disappears. She didn't rub
her eyes and stare or cry out. She fdt as though her legs had turned to jely, and she sat down hard on
the ground, covering her eyes, afraid to look at where the dog had been. Then she peered out cautioudy
through her fin-gers. The spot where the dog had stood was ill empty, but as she watched, something
fdl from the wall where the terrier had been perched. It landed a Theodoras feet. Her heart began to
pound, and she scrambled for-ward on her hands and knees and picked it up.

It was a dog's collar of leather, cracked and worn with age. Set into it was a tarnished metd plate with
|et-ters engraved on it. Theodora removed some encrusted dirt with her fingernail and made out the word
UILLEA and ether an N or an M at the end.

She was il looking at the collar when the deeper bark sounded again, much closer. Theodora put the
col-lar in her pocket just as alarge gray dog bounded up, ahead of a boy and girl.

It was one of those huge dogs the sze of a pony— awolfhound or deerhound or one of those hounds,
anyway—and Theodora jumped back againg the wdl before it could knock her down. But at a whisle
from the girl, it sat down meekly and began to pant, its head on one side and one ear turned ingde out.
Sitting down, it was nearly astdl as Theodora.

"Odin, say," sadthegirl.

"Sorry," said the boy.

She recognized the girl as the one she had seen tak-ing shdlter from the cloudburst. The newcomers
were obvioudy brother and siter. They were both tal, with dark, wavy brown hair. It made Theodora
aware that the fine Scottish mig was turning her own har into rusty brown Brillo. The boy's face was
open and friendly, the girl's face more closed, not offering anything. She seemed older, and not just
because she was tdler.

"What were you doing, running away from a bee? We could see you from up in the tower, running
around inardes"

"| was chasing a dog,” Theodora said. And then he just disappeared. Shelooked Up & the cadles aneiniadt
toner, puzzled. If they had been able to see her, why hadn't they spotted the dog?

"Youre Theodora, arent you?' sad the girl. "Youre daying in our parents cottage. I'm Catriona.
That's my brother, Calin."

"Hi," the boy said. "Jamie asked us to swing by and check on you, and if you wanted, to bring you to
the Stane Folk." Seaing Theodora’s blank ook, he added, "The spot where the scale was found.”

"You mean where you found it," said Catriona, teasirgy.

Cdlin ignored her. "There are some cool Fictish carvings there too."

Theodora remembered reading something about Pictsin the guidebook. She was il thinking about the
van-ishing dog, and she redlized that for some reason, Colin and Catriona hadn't been able to see the
little black ter-rier. Theodora fdt her face grow hot with confusion.

They couldn't see him—but she could. How was that possible?

"Do you want usto take you?"'

| m sorry, what?'

"To the Stane Folk." Colin's look seemed to say, Youre ather redly jet lagged or redly dow. "ltsahike if
yaureup to it." He seemed doubtful.

Suddenly Theodora wanted to go, to get away from the castle and push the disappearing dog incident
to the back of her mind for the time being.

"Sure. Let'sgo."

"Odin!" Catrionasaid sharply. "Come here."

The hound had been digging at the base of the wal where the terrier had disappeared.

"HesmdIssomething” sad Cdlin "A rebhit, proehly.”

Odin came over and pressed his wet, muddy nose to the pocket where Theodora had the old dog
collar. He whined and pawed at the pocket.



"Odin, down," said Catriona.

Theodora dipped a hand into her pocket and fdt the old legther, the smooth, cool metd of the plate,
the pattern of the letters. U-1-L-L-E-A ...

Catriona had distracted Odin with a dog treat, and now they were lagging behind, dog and girl racing in
widedrdes

"Comeon," said Calin. "No use waiting for them. Catrionasincgpetled wakinginagragh ling and oisCdin”

It wes a log hke On the way, Theodora leamad a litle about the Picts and quite a lot more about the
Fletchers. Catriona was dmog fourteen and would be garting her third year of secondary school, which
was like ninth grade. Calin was two months younger than Theodora ad waoud be noving up from primary
shod to hisfird year & theidands ssoondary schodl.

"Haveyaulived heredl your lives?”

"Jug snce | was seven,” said Colin. "Our mothers people have lived here for genarations and were couains of
one sort or another to about a third of the folk on Soomsay.”

"Where were you born?'

"Edinburgh. But we moved to London when we were dill babies. Mother was dudying art and
working a a cdlay:”

"What does she do now?'

"Paints. Sdls afew, shows afew, but mosly just paints. My dad has a job in Glasgow. You'd cdl hm
afund-raiser. Baacdly he guilt-trips old, rich people so they'll leave their money to charities.”

Theodoramade aface. "Does helikeit?'

Cdlin shrugged. "He's good at it, though—he's never home except on the weekend, and sometimes not
even then. How isit having your dad be a professor?”

"He'sworking alot even when heisn't traveling.”

"What about your mum?' Colin asked.

Catriona and Odin had caught up with them, and suddenly Theodora found hersdf not wanting to
explain that her mother had died of cancer. It dways made other people act funny.

"My mom's not around anymore,”" she said. As she sad it, she had a clear image of her twelve-year-old
mom in the camp T-shirt, looking back at her from the mirror.

"Oh. Sorry," said Calin. Theodora could see the Fletchers run through dl the possibilitiesin their minds.
Catriona seemed to look at Theodora with new interest.

The question of what had happened to Theodora's mother hung in the air for amoment, and then Odin
suddenly darted after some unseen quarry, and Catriona dashed after him. Colin started talking about
how, if archaeology didn't work out, he might study to be some kind of biologist, he wasn't sure what
kind yet but maybe amarine biologist, and he had alot of ques-tions about Theodoras father's work,
and Theodorawas careful to steer the conversation away from the issue of mothers.

"Were dmog there,” Colin said. Up ahead Catriona was dtting on a stone wall, swinging her legs,
waiting for them to catch up. Odin was at her feet, gnawing an enormous branch as though it were a mere
gick. As Theodora and Calin came up, Catriona hopped down, whisled to Odin, and fdl in beside
them. She seemed content to leave the socid Suff to her younger brother.

They came upon aroad, and on the other Sde of it aglimpse of diff and sea. Overlooking the sea was
a scattered group of low concrete buildings that had been brightened with paint and a garden of cheery
wooden whirligigs, fandful carved people and animds, arms and wings wildly spinning in the wind. A
carved sgn pro-damalitthearensnest.

"It's an early warning gtation left over from World War [1. Now it's an artists colony—just a bunch of
old hippies. The stones are just on the other Sde.”

They passed one large whirligig that seemed to be a kind of scarecrow, dressed in cast-off clothes
faded by the sun and worried by the wind into rags. Theirises of his painted eyes were bits of mirror that
gleamed uncannily, and his mouth was set with teeth made from fragments of broken china saucer. When
the wind blew, he flaled his ams and pumped his legs, as though pedding a bicycle, and he made a



rapid, wooden th~th~tb~th~tbut as a wooden clapper rattled in the wind.

They Ieft the artists colony behind and dimbed another hill. Theodoras exhausted leg muscles would
barely obey her. At lagt they reached the top, a windswept meadow dotted with stones and sheep. The
only sign of Jamie and her dad was some equipment spread out among the stones.

"Eerie, isnt it?" sad Catriona. "They cdl them the Stane Folk."

Each stone in the meadow was roughly the sze and shape of a smdl child, and the effect was of a
bunch of children—or dwarves—turned to stone. As you got closer, you could see they were carved
with zigzags and spirds, shidds and animas a wolf, a goose with its neck craned backward, and
something like an agquetic ee-phant or a dolphin with a strange, long snouit.

Theodora wasn't spooked by graveyards—she spent a lot of time waking in Mount Auburn, the
Victorian cemetery back home that was kind of like Cambridge's own Centra Park—and she didn't get
creeped out by mummies a the Museum of Fine Arts. But even in the bright sunlight, with the Fletchers
and Odin there with her, there was something unsettling about the Stane Folk.

"l found the scale over here," said Colin.

He led them to one stone that stood out from dl the rest—it was taler and square sided, like a pillar
from a building. Theodora saw thet it, too, was covered in carv-ings, its designs obscured with dinging
scarlet lichen. At the base of the stone was a black-and-white marker, the same kind her dad used to
indicate scale when he took pictures of thingsin the fied. There were a lot of baby pictures of Theodora
back home with a black-and-white marker to show the scale.

"Can we pull this suff off and look &t the designs?' Theodora asked.

Calin shook his head. "There isnt much to see. Someone's gone a the carvings with a hammer, and
they're dmost completdy unreadable. Jamie thinks the old priests believed the carvings were the devil's
work and had them removed. But it's funny they only did it to this pillar and not the other stones.” Calin's
accent was much softer than Jamie's, but he pronounced the words "sones' as "stanes'. All of a sudden
Odin began to bark, and over the hill came Jamie Grayling and her dad, carrying some battered duminum
sampling cases and a camera bag. Mr. Oglethorpe was wearing his faded Red Sox cap and a happy grin.
He greeted his daughter and shook hands with Colin and Catriona and patted Odin on the head, then
stood looking around at the Stane Folk.

"Weve had a good look around aready, but Calin, I'd love to hear from you how you found the scae.
Exactly where at the pillar was it?"

Calin led him to the broken pillar stone, the base of which was much trampled by grazing sheep.

"Right there. It was lying on the dirt, and when it flashed in the sun, | noticed it. | thought it was a bit of
zeolite. You know, afaerie tear. The rock shop in the vil-lage pays me for them, so I'm aways looking."

Mr. Oglethorpe squatted besde the pillar, peering a the ground. "Was it by itsdf or stuck to
something? Was there skin or flesh or anything e se dinging to it? Was there any Sgn a bird or animd had
egten amed there? Or a person, for that matter?”

"No. | would have noticed, too. It was just lying thae"

Mr. Oglethorpe turned and looked back down the hill at the artists colony below with its whirligig
garden, and beyond that the diff road and the sea.

Theodora could imagine what was going through hismind: If she were alarge animd, the lagt place she
would pick for a med was an exposed hilltop that offered no cover. It was an unlikdy spot to find a
scae.

Down below in the whirligig garden the wooden scarecrow man pumped his legs in a sudden gust off
the sea, the sun cadting rainbows off his mirrored eyes.

On the Moor



THEODORA DIDN'T HAVE a chance the rest of that day to get back to the castle done and try to
find the ghost dog again. When she woke up the next morn-ing, it was raning.

"Whét's Uilleam?'

Theodora and her father were Stting at the cottage's kitchen table. Mr. Oglethorpe looked up from the
notes hed teken & the Ste and some photooopied jourd atides

"Say thet again?'

"You-ee-lee-um?’ She sad it dowly, to rhyme with "hdium”

"How do you spdll it?"

Theodora thought a moment, picturing the leather dog collar in her mind. "U-I-L-L-E-A-M, | think."

Mr. Oglethorpe buttered a second piece of toast and brushed some crumbs off the page of his journd.
"Sounds like Latin. Maybe the Latin verson of Willian?”

"Oh." Theodora sipped her coffee cautioudy. It was from the pot her dad had brewed. Her dad hadn't
sad anything as she poured hersdf amug and doctored it with milk. Redl coffee was better than indant,
but she was 4ill surprised coffee didn't taste the way it amdled. She gill wasn't sure she liked it, but now
thet she had poured it she was going to finish it.

"Where did you seeit?’

Theodora froze for a moment, thinking he meant the ghost dog. Then she redized that her father was
only asking where she had seen the word "Uilleam.”

“In a book, in the bookcase next to my bed. About an old king."

As she sad it, it occurred to Theodora that she had never finished Fiona MacDonalds book, the one
about the legends of Scornsay. It was dill up in the little bookcase undernesth the window.

After breskfast it was dill too wet to go out, S0 she went up to her room and found Ghosts and Other
Legends of Sornsay.

There was the one about the Stane Folk, and one about the Faerie Tears—Fiona MacDonad didnt
have much more to say about those legends than the labds on the case in Jami€'s museum. But she findly
found the part of the book that talked about Castle Scornsay. She was just itling in to read when she
fdt something jabbing her panfully in her hip. It was the dog collar. She must have taken it out of her
pocket last night. Funny, she didn't remember leaving it on the bed. She tossed the collar onto the chair
by the window and kept reading.

Fona MacDondd had alot more to say about the legends of Castle Scornsay.

Once long ago a clan chief sough to build his fortress on a hill that commanded the sea, but the
spot was sacred to a great dragon. He consulted his sorcerer, who advised him to make the
dragon an offering. So the chief offered the dragon gold, but the dragon said, "My scales are
more precious than your gold." The chief then offered his finest battle sword, but the dragon said,
"My talons are sharper than your sword." The chief said to his sorcerer, "The dragon will not
take my gold or my sword," and the sorcerer advised him to offer the dragon something more
precious gill. The chief then offered the dragon his daughter, and the dragon said, "Your
daugh-ter is as beautiful as the mote in my eye. Your daughter | will have."

And s0 the clan chiefs daughter was promised to the dragon to be his wife, and her father built
the castle upon the dragon's hill On the night of her wedding feast, the chief said to his daughter,
"When the creature deeps, stab it in the left eye, and take the carbuncle you find there. That is the
Mote in the Dragon's Eye, more precious than gold.” So the daughter hid a dirk in the bodice of
her dress and was married to the dragon. After the wedding feast, the dragon took his wife away
beneath the hill, to a chamtber filled with gald and riches When the dragon was degp-ing she drew the dirk and
stabbed her husband in the eye and cut out the carbunde she found there. But the creature awoke with a
cy and said, "Wife, wife, would you betray me?" and as its life's blood flowed away, it was
trans-formed into a prince, sweet of face, passing fair of form. The dragon's wife returned to the
home of her father, but in the single night she had spent under the dragon's hill, a hundred years had



pesd in the world above, and hewas an old woman, and her father long dead.

What the heck is a carbuncle? Theodora wondered. She was just about to get up and go ask her
dad when she noticed it had stopped raining. There was a rainbow. She was reeching for her camera
when she saw some-thing on the chair, something shaggy and gray.

The ghost dog was napping on the chair. It was not quite solid, and not quite mity, but some state
hafway in between, and it seemed to get more solid when it breathed in and fainter when it breathed out.

Theodora stood rooted to the spot, afraid to movein case it would vanish. As she stood gaing at the
dog, it opened one eye and looked a her. It yawned, grew dark and solid, and jumped down on the
floor, tail waggng

At that moment Theodora heard her father come updtairs, and she panicked, picking up her bathrobe
and throwing it over the dog just as her dad knocked and carein

Theodora hoped she didn't look as guilty as she fdt. Behind her back she could fed the thump of the
ghogt dog's tail againgt her leg, through the fabric of the bathrobe.

"You okay?' her dad asked. "You look as though you've seen a ghog.”

Theodora was il holding Fionas book. She held it up with a sheepish grin. "Just reading about them.
You did kind of spook me"

"W, it's stopped raining, and I'm going to head to the site. Do you want to come with me?'

Thumpa-thump went the dog's tall. Thudda-thud went Theodoras heart. Could her dad see the
bathrobe moving?

"Um, no, | promised Dr. Naga I'd make some sketches while | was here. | want to practice drawing
the cadle”

"All right—just make sure you don't dimb any of the undable parts. No going behind the orange
fending. Jami€'s cel number is by the phone if you need me, and so is Mrs. Fletcher s

The thumping of the dog's tall had stopped, and for a moment, it seemed, so did Theodora s heart.
Had the ghost dog escaped from under the bathrobe? Was he 4ill visble? Then, out of the corner of her
eye, Theodora saw the bathrobe cregping under the bed.

Fortunately, her dad's mind was dearly aready on the scale mysery and getting to the Ste. He Ift the
room and went down the stairs, whigling.

Theodora let out her breath and dropped to the floor to peer under the bed. There was no dgn of the
ghadly terrier, just hisempty collar.

Once her dad was gone, Theodora made her way back to the castle. She found the spot where she'd
fird seen thelittle dog and set the collar on one of the fdlen blocks of stone. Immediately the collar rose
into the air, and within it afaint mist began to swirl and gather itsdf into a ghodtly, doglike form. Then the
mig grew darker, passng through dl the shades of gray until it was black. And then the little terrier was
there, solid and redl.

"Wdl, hdlo there, Uilleam,” Theodora said softly, holding out her hand. "Can | just cdl you William?'

William came over to her and pressed his wet, doggy nose into her hand and sponged her cheek with a
pink doggy tongue. Histhick black fur was wet from the ground and his muddy paws left printson her
pants.

He fdt redl. He sounded redl. He even amdled like wet dog. But when she tried to take his picture with
her digitd camera, the whole frame was srangely blurry.

How could it be? She stood there, puzzled, and William sat back on his haunches, panting.

"Whose are you?' Theodora wondered adoud. How long ago had people spelled the name William
"Uilleam"? Back when kings and queens and courtiers and jesters had waked within these wals where
sheep were now grazing?

"Doyoutak?' she said to thelittle black terrier.

William merdly laid hishead on one side.



" guess not." Theodora fet slly. She hadn't really thought he was going to open his mouth and speak
Englidh, like some Disney dog, but if he could materidize from an old dog collar, it didnt seem so
unreasonable to think that he could communicate in some way, more than meaningful whines and barks
while tugging on her deeve.

She was just working up the nerve to reach out and pat him when the bright black eyes looked into her
own and she fet her mind being—wadll, sniffed.

"Oh!" cried Theodora, fdling backward and bump-ing her head on the broken stone wadl. The
connection was broken, and William sat there, looking at her with his large, dark eyes, his pink tongue
flashing between his sharp white teeth as he panted.

When William's consciousness reached out and touched hers, she had ingantly recognized the action
for what it was. The dog was Deving. During the brief second her mind struggled againd it, it hurt in a
aull way, the way your ears hurt from the pressure when an arplane isin its find descent. But when the
dog reached out again, Theodora quit struggling, and her mind and Williams were joined.

All around her, the long-ago life of the castle had sprung into being. The picture she saw in her mind's
eye was fuzzy, and objects were unexpected colors: The apple in the mouth of the roasted suckling pig
was tan, not red, and the boughs of fresh greenery strewn on the floor were white. Dog vision,
Theodora thought. She had teamed up with Milo to do a scienceffar project on red-green color
blindnessin dogs. But if the ghost dog was color-blind, it smedled in Technicolor. Theodora smdled the
many hunting dogs wandering the room and beg-ging for scraps, the wood smoke from the fireplace, the
roasted game and pies, the sachets the courtiers wore because no one ever took a bath, and the redly
bad breath of the queen. Under the table a dog just like William accepted a scrap of meat from the hand
of a man. A short man with shoulder-length hair, a short beard, and a long, clever face. His dender,
nimble hands reminded Theodora of Gideons. Was he a wizard, like Gideon?

Shefdt acdm, peaceful feding, a wordless assurance that William meant her no harm. He was there to
pro-tect her. She could have done without the Delving, but she trusted the little ghost dog, the way she
hed ingantly trusted Gideon, even the way she had recog-nized the goodnessin the demon Febrys.

Then dbruptly the connection was broken, and with a rush the present came flooding back, in a
thousand human-vison colors. Her vison was back to normd, and she had her humen sense of amdl
back too.

A change had come over William. The ghost dog had lifted his little black nose to the wind and was
quivering with excitement. A low tremor began deep indde him that rolled up and out of his throat as a
growl. He exploded into action and sped away from the castle, kicking up clods of earth in his haste,
tearing off across the wide green expanse. Theodora scrambled to her feet and followed.

The green-gold moor was much rougher than it looked, pocked with holes and boggy places and
stones. She had a hard time keeping up, because she had to spend a lot of energy trying not to twist an
ankle. But up ahead she could hear Williams bark, and Theodora followed it toward a curious low
dructure that, as she came closer, appeared to be an abandoned hut. It was a smdl house of earthen
wals haf-sunk into the ground, so it seemed to be gazing out at the moor like the eye of a buried giant. It
hed a sout wooden door, which was barred, and a piece of meta stovepipe sticking out through its roof,
but no windows.

As Theodora got closer, she changed her mind about the abandoned part. On one side of the door
was alarge blue water barrel, and beside it ared can with a spout. Theodoras dad had one like it to put
gasin the lavn mower. Theodora bet thisone hdd kerosang, for lamps and cooking. There wes a srong sl of fidhand
whet looked like afresh garbege hegp nat too far from the house

William was busly running his nose over every inch of the dte. Then he suddenly looked up and
barked.

Theodora suddenly fdt hersdf being watched. But when she whirled around and scanned the moor, no
one wasthare

Then she turned to find a man standing in the open door of the hut.



He was about her dads age, or maybe older. He was dark haired, with a face that was too thin and
cold and lined to be handsome. His eyes were hollow with deep-lessness, and his cheeks and jaw were
covered with a growth of stubble. Theodora couldn't see past him into the hut. But then, she didn't want
to.

"I'm sorry," she sammered. "My dog ran up here. | just cameto get him back. | didn't redlize anyone
lived here”

"Dog?What dog?'

Of course William had chosen that moment to dis-appear. The man stepped forward, and Theodora
could see there was something redlly odd about his eyes. They were old, much older than the rest of his
face. Theodora was suddenly hot, then cold, then dizzy. Her mouth was dry, and she couldn't make any
words come out.

The man stepped forward, locking his eerie eyes with has

"Are you looking for it too? Have you found it?' he demanded in a hoarse whisper. "You mud giveit to
me It'smine you see” He lifted a hand to scratch the stubble on his chin. Something stuck to the back
of his hand flashed oddly in the sunlight.

Then behind her there was a deep bark, and a familiar femde voice shouted chearfully, "There you
ae"

Catriona Fletcher came up with Odin and linked her am in Theodoras, drawing her away from the
door. The drange man shrank back from the enormous dog, but Odin was much more interested in
aiffing dl the spots where William had been applying his own nose minutes before.

"Sorry for the intruson. Well just be going now," said Catrionain afirm voice.

The odd man wasn't listening. He took alook at Odin, disappeared into his hut, and shut the door.

"Thanks" said Theodora, as she and Catriona waked back to the cottage.

"Oh, Mad John is pretty harmless. He modly just mumbles and wanders and samdls of fish. But |
wouldn't want to go near his place done. I'm surprised you did.”

Theodora decided to tdl the truth, or part of it, any-way. "I made friends with a little dog at the castle
yes-terday. He seems to be a stray. He ran off thisway and | tried to catch him and ended up a the hut.”
Theodora described William, minus the disappearing act.

"Oh?" Catriona looked a Theodora. "I don't remem-ber seeing a dog like that. Wdl, he must belong to
Mad "

"How did you know | was out there, anyway?' Theodora asked.

Catriona laughed. "Calin has him under surveil-lance. He's convinced Mad John is redly some kind of
antiquities poacher, Hling Actish artifacts on eBay or something. He saw you run off this way. We split
up to look for you."

They could see Calin now, headed toward them, something like a long-lens camera around his neck.
When he got closer, Theodora could see it was a scope, the kind redly serious birdwatchers used. She
and Mikko had seen birders usng them to count songbirdsin Mount Auburn Cemetery.

As he approached, Theodora thought thet if they didn't look so much dike, you could amost forget the
Fletchers were related. Colin was so open and enthus-adtic, and Catriona so closed-up-in-cool, a
waking "whatever." But now Catriona was heping her. Theodora couldn't figure her out. Maybe it was
just that she was used to getting her little brother out of jams, and rescuing came naturdly.

Coalin came up to them, brimming with excitement.

"Did you seeingde?" he asked.

"No. | wasn't trying to," said Theodora.

Calin was dearly disgppointed. "Drat. I'm sureif | could only see indde—"

"—you'd see he degps on a nasty old mouse-easten mattress and doesn't sweep up the crumbs” said
Catriona. "Honesdly, Col! You think that loony bird has the wits to sl atifacts on the Internet? He
doesn't even have dectric out here”

"Not here" sad Calin darkly. "Thisisjust the front. The Mad John thing, it'sdl an act.”

"l don't think s0," said Theodoraquietly.



"Why not?" said Calin.

"Because" sad Theodora, "l saw his eyes. Who is he, aywa/?'

"No one knows his red name" said Catriona. "Everyone just cals hm Mad John. He showed up last
fdl and started living out on the moor.”

"But he's not mad," said Calin. "He's dways out with one of his funny old maps. Patched things, old
tattered paper, dl torn and stained. They look like they're torn out of an old book."

"Wdl, even if he's not crazy, he's too odd for me" sad Catriona, with a shuddery shrug of her
shoulders. "And he amdlIs of fish."

"A lot of men on Scornsay amel of fish," her brother pointed out.

Theodora pictured the man with the strange eyes out with one of his old, patched maps. They were
back at the castle now, and she was glad of even its ruined walls, glad to be off the moor.

"What do you think he's looking for, exactly?' Theodora said.

Coalin's eyes|it up, while Catriona rolled hersin away thet ssemed to sy, Herewe go again.

"Lots of people lived on Scornsay. The Picts, the Cdlts, the Vikings It could be anything, redly. An
arti-fact, a golden brooch. A ring."

Theodora remembered the legend sheld read about in the book and started to ask Calin if he knew
what a carbuncle was, when the church bdlsin the distance began to ped ten o'clock.

Catriona groaned. "Gotta go to work," she said. "Ta" She ran off through one of the ruined archways,
down the hill in the direction of the village.

"Where does she work?"

"Some days she makes beds at the B and B, some days she helps serve lunch a the nursng home.
She's saving up for a schoal trip to London. Sheld love to be discovered.”

"Discovered aswhat?"'

Cdlin laughed. "I don't think it matters. Actress, model, snger. So long as she can leave Scornsay and
be rich and famous™

Theodora was suddenly sdlf-conscious of her Brillo hair blowing in her face and her muddied cargo
pants. Catriona could somehow look glamorous in mud boots with red, chapped knees showing and her
hair blowing in her face. Theodora could imagine her being famous some day.

"What about you?' said Calin. "Are you going to be a scientis, like your dad?’

Theodora shrugged. "I don't know. | like math. I'm pretty good a drawing. Maybe an engineer, like
my Aunt Jane. | haven' figured it out yet."

Calin hopped back up on a low wal and began to wak dong it, higher and higher, his back to
Theodora as he talked more about his own plans to be a marine biolo-gigt. "I'm trying to get into an
advanced science program in a school on the mainland. But | haven't told my dad yet. He never says
anything, but | can tdl he hopes I'll go into something to do with charities and money, like he did.”

Theodora suddenly wondered whether Colin was being nice because his mother had asked him to, or
because Theodoras father was a scientist and getting close to Theodorawas hisway of getting to know a
sci-entist who worked at Harvard. Could hisfriendliness genuinely be because he liked her?

Calin turned around and jumped down to the ground. "Cat and | were headed to the Val tomorrow.
Y ou could come dong, if you like"

"Veil?Likethe thing you wear over your face?'

Cdlin nodded. "It's a waterfdl. It's supposed to be the val of the faerie queen. Newlyweds used to
wak through it, for luck. There are some good Pictish carv-ings on the rocks behind the fdls™

"Oh, cool. Sure."

“If it's not raining tomorrow, well stop by for you around nine, okay?"

"All right."

On her way back to the cottage, Theodora actudly forgot about William. She just let her mind wander,
and her thoughts had circled around to Catriona and Colin when she caught hersdf. She had a sudden
menta image of Mad John's weird and empty eyes and the strange way the light had glanced off the back



of his hand.

The OwW and Moon Club

IN ALMOST EVERY dity of a certain antiquity and Sze, in a quarter where buildings stland unchanged
by the passage of centuries, you might be lucky enough to spy a strange, crooked building with an owl
wegthervane. It's just a glimpse seen across the other rooftops, but you're intrigued by its ar of quaint
mystery and gargoyle downspouts. You decide to get a closer look, but you search for it in vain in your
guidebook or on your map. Findly you decide to set out in its generd direction through the maze of
narrow streets, doing your best to keep the weethervane in Sght.

But it never seems any closer. Around every corner, you find your way blocked by a snarl
of delivery trucks, or you discover a dead end. You may finaly think you see the strange,
crooked building at the end of the block, only to discover it isadifferent address, a build-ing
with a rooster weathervane and cherub downspouts. At last, tired and discouraged, you give
up. Across the rooftops the owl weathervane winks in the sun, and the gargoyles seem to be
laughing at you.

You have just run afoul of the Owl and Moon Club and its famous way-losing cobblestones.

lan Merlin O'Shea knew al about the cobblestones, and before setting out on his errand
for Margery MacVanish, he had put on his specia Featherweather Way-finders ("Why wear
ordinary galoshes when you can have a pair of Way-finders?'). At eleven o'clock he arrived
on the doorstep of the Edinburgh chapter of the Owl and Moon Club with Vyrna in her
dog-coat disguise and aleash, which she tolerated with evident disgust.

"Good to see you, Professor," said the doorman, handing back Merlins membership card.
"May | take your familiar for you?"

Merlin helped Vyrna dip out of the magicad dog coat and she shook out her wings
vigoroudy, sneezing a shower of sparks. The doorman looked a little uneasy— dragons were
adecided rarity in the twenty-first century, rumored to persist only in some remote locales
away from human habitation.

"Shdl | take her dong to the Familiars Parlor for you, 9r?'

"No, I'm afraid she might view some of the smaller familiars as snacks. Could she have the
run of the Aerial Room, if no one's using it?"

The Aerid Room was a vaulted gymnasium for the use of wizards who wanted to practice
their flying skills safely away from the gape of mortals.

Merlin made his way down the carpeted corridor, past the shop where cloaks of invighility
might be left for mending and crystal balls checked for astigmatism. He passed the bar that
served Twelve Elves de and Dragon's Blood stout and avery specia old sherry that made you
weightless for six hours.

Merlin came a last to the library. He went past the Sgn reeding LEASE CHECK ALL
FAMILIARS ad entered the main reading room. To one side, a staircase led to the mezzanine,
and above that a ladder led up into the dome that housed the club's excellent telescope.
Thagib was perched, as usua, a acurved desk a the back of the reading room, poring over an
ancient celestial atlas, a Moorish text with paintings of comets in the margins. At his elbow
was a brass beaker covered with mysterious signs, from which Thagib drank aminty tea.

The librarian of the Edinburgh chapter of the Owl and Moon Club was an expatriate sahir, or



Arabic court wizard. Thagib had come through a bolt-hole many years ago, fleeing the Crusades.
Nominated many times to be the head of G.A.W.A., he dways demurred, saying he wanted to be | eft
aonewith hisbooks and histele-soope

"Selaam, Thegb" Malinsad

Thagib was astall and gaunt as Merlin was short and stout. He glanced at the other wizard over his
spec-tacles and got to hisfest.

"Arch-Mage" he sad, uang the polite but old-fashioned form of address that had passed from
com-mon use among wizards. "Whet can | do for you?'

Merlin glanced around quickly to see how crowded it was in the reading room. Just a few wizards,
conault-ing the latest issue of Rune & Ruminator or attempting the crossword in the Warlockian. One
paticularly ederly patron was ngpping benesth the pages of the Spell-Intelligencer.

"l need to conault the Academy yearbooks from the early 1900s" he said. "Say, from oh-three to
ohrax."

Thegib went to a nearby bay of shelves. The room was lined floor to celing with shelves, which were
crammed with scrolls and leather-bound books of dl szes. There was a ladder, but Thagib clapped his
hands and called out a word in a language that was a pidgin of Wizards Latin and a smattering of Djinn,
the Arabic didect spoken by genies. Three blue-lesther dbums on a higher shef wriggled therr way free
of their shelf-mates and floated down into the sahir's arms.

Thagib handed the heavy books to Melin. "These are the yearbooks for oh-three, oh-four, and
oh-five"

"Wait," said Merlin, "what about the yearbook for dhax?'

"Not on the shelf," Thagib said with ashrug.

Merlin took the heavy blue books to a private corner and soon surrendered himsdf to memories of his
schooldays. He said a charm over the portraits, so he could study his old classmates without their
winking or winang or crossing their eyes. Then he turned to the beginning and began to page through the
pictures of hisjunior-year classmates from G.A.W.A. Academy.

There was Oberon "Ohie' Adams-Apple, the class down

Juan-Esteban Edtrdlay Luna, who used to employ Obie as a taster a medsin order to eude femde
classmates desperate enough to dip a love powder into his soup. Someone had told Melin tha
Juan-Esteban had stayed on as the Academy's magter of fencing and fire-work, and the girls were 4ill
svooning over him.

Here were the Charmways boys—Caspian, Cuthbert, Cedric, and Cyril—quadruplets who used to
animate ther shirt collars and then set them 9nging as a barber-shop quartet.

Corddia Crumplewing, dumsy and shy and forever scorching the cuffs of her sweaters on the Bunsen
burner in Alchemy 1. When extremely embarrassed, she used to take on the pattern of the walpaper and
dsgpea.

Oh, and here was the great beauty, Miranda Mothwings-Brown, president of the Incantations Society
and the Chinese Sorcery Club. Brainy, too, with a double mgor in languages and levitation theory. She
hed been his old Geology lab partner, married a Charmways—hed forgotten which one—and had a
large brood of rambunctious children—and grand- dhildren, now.

He took out the image of Mad John that Margery had sent—it had appeared megicadly with her letter
in the pigeonhole of his own spdl-casting desk—and compared it with every face in the yearbook. He
could not find a match.

He did linger over three faces where there seemed to be a faint resemblance. There was something
about the sweeping eyebrows of Mercurio Marchbank, the long, clever chin of Tommy Oddbody, and
the high cheek-bones of Arlo Glimmerglass. But none of the eyes were exadly igt.

Odd eyes, the onesin the mirror sketch Margery had sat. Vay odd eyes

Merlin was about to close the book when his gaze fdl on a blacked-out face anong the portraits. Right
between Viola Ladydipper and Theonius Lake, there was a black rectangle and the words "Hllic
Lailoken: Portrait Not Supplied’ undernesath.



Melin let his gaze wander to the framed portraits of famous wizards that lined the room. He had
forgot-ten dl about Ellic Laloken. He came from a long line of wizards, tdented but high-strung and
perhaps even alittle unbalanced. He had |&ft the Academy near the end of their senior year. A scandal of
some kind, it had been whispered—but whatever had happened, it was hushed up. Suddenly Lailoken
was gone, and none of the masters a the Academy had much to say about it. There had been rumors
that he'd broken into the Cage, the locked inner sanctum of the Rarer Book Room of the Academy
library, and gotten into one of the banned books—perhaps even The Book of the New Adeat, the book thet
maybe did, maybe didn't, exis. Of course, dl the students were dying to see those spdls (wel, maybe
old Crumplewing wasn't, she was terrified of her own familiar). But to break into the Cage—that took
some-one who was ether very smart or very, very foolish.

Melin stared at the black square and murmured a couple of words of Wizard's Latin. Across the
room, Thagib coughed and, without looking up from his comets, gestured toward the large 9gn that said
NO SPELL CASTING. It might be dl right for the librarian himsdf to summon a book from a high shef
with a spell, but vistors to hislibrary had better not try it.

Merlin's surreptitious spdll cagting hadn't done any good anyway. The square remained black.

Margery's note had been vague.

I'm not sure what to tell you to look for— just anything unusual. Anything that
grikesyou asodd or out of place. And any-one who even dightly resembles the man in
this mirror sketch. Thagib is an old friend—feel freeto ask him for help.

He approached Thaqib's high perch.

"Thank you," he said, handing back the yearbooks.

"Did you find what you were seeking?' As he sipped his tea, the sahir regarded Merlin frankly above
therim of his brass beaker.

"Perhaps. Does the name Bllic Lailoken mean any-thing to you?"

"Laloken? Let me see his picture.”

Merlin opened the yearbook and showed the librarian the black square.

"Ah" sad Thagib. He took a key from about his neck, unlocked a door in his desk, and took out a
ardl brown bottle with a faded label in Arabic. Thagib unscrewed the top, which had an eyedropper
built into it, and carefully drew out afew drops of the liquid. Merlin wrinkled his nose. There was a smdl
of moth-balls and caraway seeds.

Thagib let a Sngle aromatic drop fal on the black square in the yearbook. For a second, the black
faded to gray and a face began to form, but then the ink on the page began to bliser and smoke, and
Thegib had to put out the amoldering fire with Merlin's handkerchief.

The wizards exchanged a look. Someone was deter-mined indeed to keep the likeness of Hlic
Lailoken a ssoret.

Seeps were making Margery's head ache.

She had sent Melin off to Thagib to research Mad John, but back on Scornsay sheld been pursuing
her own research on seeps, the kind of disturbance in time that could explain the readings G.A.W.A.'s
monitors had picked up on the idand.

Margery had written to her old roommate and lab partner, the person largdy responsible for her
passing Alchemy |I. Despite the fact that she was dways setting her sweaters dight in the Bunsen burner,
Corddlia Crumplewing had gone on to a distinguished career in seepology. It turned out that old Corddia
hed gone into Whither-When Theory in abig way and spent alot of her time writing about it in the more
obscure wizardry journds.

That morning Margery had received a reply to her |etter, a fat envelope that appeared tightly wedged



into the in-pigeonhole of the spell-cagting desk. Spread out on the desk were the journd articles and
dippingsthat Cordelia had sent, dong with photos of her garden and her cats. In seventeen pages of her
peculiar wandery handwriting, Corddia told Margery everything about segos

Every wizard you asked could tdl you about seeps, but it turned out most of it was wrong—Iore that
had been handed down, embdlished and embroidered with each new tdling. There were the Wizzenby
Diaries, of course, but no one seemed to be able to agree on whether Wado Horatio Wizzenby had
redly sent diaries back from Never-Was in 1802, or whether they were a hoax. In any case, even old
Waldo didn't have much to say, whether you believed him or not.

What everyone seemed to agree on was this A seep was like a bolt-hole gone bad. Instead of
depositing you in the blink of an eye in another When and Where, it spat you out in Never-Was, a lad
outsde of time, teeming with banished wizards from centuries past and a number of unpleasant crestures.

If there were few facts, there were plenty of theories. G.A.W.A. had its share of old codgers and
codgerettes who spent their time (and yours, if you weren't careful) arguing Whither-When Theory.

The"Good Magic Out" theory held that seeps were black holes of invert magic, sucking indl the magic
from this Here and Now and making the world dangeroudy ungtable. As Margery understood it if seeps
sucked in too much magic, the whole world might suddenly go pop like agiant soap bubble.

The "Bad Magic In" theory argued that seeps let invert magic leech in from Never-Was, and it was
cor-roding the good magic in this Here and Now. No one redly knew what would happen when dl the
good magic was corroded away, but one modd showed the world collgpsing in on itsdf like an
overtoasted marshmallow.

Neither was avery chearful scenario.

Corddia Crumplewing, of course, had her own theory, that seeps were good. Bad for people and
megic and wizards in the short run, but seeps were the way magic kept itsdf in baance. Wizards had
done what they could to contain and bottle up invert magic, but that had actualy been bad. The world
needed both kinds of magic, and with dl the bad suff banished to Never-Was, the world had gotten out
of balance. It was overdue for a big hiccup that would balance out the regular and invert magic and set
everything on an even ked again.

Of course, no one wanted to be around when that happened.

Margery scanned the dippings thet Corddlia had enclosed. The Whither-When Theory journds were
ful of letters from proponents of the Good Magic Out and Bad Magic In theories, saying that, with dl
due respect, good Dr. Crumplewing was crazy as a loon, and dting lots of reasons why, with copious
footnotes.

And then there were the red nutters writing in to relate the true dgnificance of seeps—some
incompre-hensible bunk about the next coming of the New Adept.

Margery frowned to hersdf and thought, Of course it ignt bunk. Naot if I'mright about Theodora.

If she was right about Theodora, the young girl would need protection—from whatever shadowy figure
hed been behind the whole Kobold &ffar, and perhaps from the O.L.G. itsdf. Theodora might even need
pro-tection from her own considerable powers, if they began to express themsdves before she was
reedy to ded with them. Theodora would need dl her tdent and dl her courage if she was to ded with
the denizens of Never-Was

Her head was dill hurting, and she was thinking that a brisk wak dong the sea path must be just the
thing for it, when the studio bel pealed, and some tourists came in to examine her wares and ask if she
hed any of those little knitted hats for golf clubs. As she amiled and showed them the display of tea cozies
and baby blankets, Margery's thoughts were on Theodora.

Melin stopped by the Aerids Room to retrieve Vyrna, but the young wyvern wasn't there. The
attendant (he manned the long bamboo pole with a hook, for retriev-ing wizards who got stuck up among
the ornate light fixtures) told Merlin he had not seen any wizards or familiars al morning.

The portly wizard hurried out of the Aerids Room and cast aworried glance dong the corridor. Down
by the cloakroom he could see a amdl but growing knot of wizards, josling each other to get a closer



look and murmuring.

Now what? thought Merlin, breaking into atrot.

But when he elbowed his way through the gathered dub members, Vyrna was just sanding at
atention, stretched to her full length, the tip of her beak amogt touching the ornate brass grate that closed
off the club's Lost and Found.

The Lost and Found did not have many articlesin it. Most wizards could say a Smple Finding spdl and
retrieve an item that had gone astray. But some of the more dderly wizards were too absentminded even
for that, so behind the brass grate there was a forlorn assortment of items: a raincoat, a very overdue
library book, and the inevitable assortment of umbrellas.

It was one of the umbrellas that had attracted Vyrnas attention. Tightly furled, it was large and black
and otherwise unremarkable, just an ordinary gentle-man's bumbershoot with a bamboo handle. Yet the
wyvern was dretching every fiber of her dragon being toward it, as though it were an imp fresh from the
gaes of Never-Was.

"What isit, my girl?* Merlin said, placing a hand on the dragons withers. He could fed the creature
tremble with the effort of containing her spring. If she could have burgt through the brass grate, there was
no ques-tion in Merlin's mind what she would have done with the umbrdla

Vyrnawas young for Delving, and Deving with a young wyvern was a little like trying to dimb on the
back of a wild mustang. But Merlin decided that it was the only way to learn what Vyrna sensed in the
umbrdla Merlin cautioudy offered the young dragon his mind, the way one would offer a hand, pam up,
to a strange dog. Vyrnas mind leaped up and amost knocked him over with itsforce Darki Darlkd Dark and
odd

He ingantly yanked his mind away from the con-nection. What the dragon saw in the umbrella was the
soul-print of its owner's nature: a mixture of intelli-gence, concentrated malice, and pitiless cunning.

Bul.

Merlin turned to the doorman, who had come hurry-ing to see what the commotion was about.

"Have you got the key to thisgrate?'

The doorman shook his head.

"Then | hopeyouwontmindifl..."

As abody, the gathered wizards took a step back. Melin said a el in Wizard's Latin that sounded
something like "sassafras, salamander, syllabub,” and the grate cracked down the middle and curled
away to ether d9de

"Fetchit," he said to thewyvern.

But as the wyvern's beak was about to close on the umbrela, it suddenly opened with a click and a
whoosh, and when it just as suddenly snapped itsdf shut again, it was gone, leaving nothing but a faint
grdl of brim-stonein the air.

10

Faerie Fire

Mr. Ogethorperegppeared briefly a lunchbut Theodora had the afternoon to herself, sketching and writing a
letter to Dr. Nagathat left out Mad John. Her father got back late, caked in mud, with a deep scratch on
one arm. Hisface was glowing with an excitement that made Theodora sit up straight.

"Did you find another scae?!

"No, but | got some excdlent plaster casts. They should be dry by morning.” Mr. Oglethorpe rubbed
his hands together glesfully, his eyes focused on something only he could see. "And | set up a camera



trap. A good day's work. What timeisit?'

"Six o'dock.”

"Wdl, you'd better get cleaned up. Jami€'s taking us to dinner at the Val.”

Theodora was surprised. "The Vel?' She was pic-turing a picnic a the waerfdl Colin had told her
about.

"It'stheloca pub.”

She ran up to change, grabbing a shirt and turning it right Sde out only to redize it was dill ingde out.
She and Mikko were dways mixing up ther near-identica orange hoodies. They were dmog the same
color, except that Mikko's top had exposed seams, and she dways complained she could never tdl if
she had it on the right way. Folded up in her suitcase she hadn't been able to tdl the difference, but
unfolded she could see the spot where Mikko's cat had snagged it and Mikko had fixed the snag.
Theodora fdt in the pockets and found a tiny tin of strawberry lip gloss, a ponytail holder with a few
srands of Mikkao's blond hair, and a stick of the Japanese gum she liked to chew. There was a folded
scrap of paper, too.

Theodora unfolded it and found a grocery lig in Mikko's handwriting. She could picture Mikko writing
thelig at the kitchen table, wearing the ponytail holder on her wrigt, twisting the ends of her hair around
her finger while she thought about what she would make for dinner the day after tomorrow. She
looked at the list along time, until the writing grew fuzzy and she realized her eyes were full
of tears.

William sensed her distress and hopped into her [ap, whimpering.

Theodora looked deep into the little terriers eyes. "Where did you come from?' she
murmured.

William panted and tilted his head to one side.

Theodora remembered something Milo had once said when shed asked him how hed
picked Yoda out from dl the other dogs a the anima shelter. Hed said it had been the other
way around: Y oda had picked him.

She ran her thumb over the worn letters on William's tag. Maybe that was what had
happened to her and William. Had the ancient dog collar lain forgotten in the castle ruins dl
those centuries, waiting? Had her presence somehow released William, like a genie from a
bottle?

I'll probably never know, thought Theodora, as William gave her a wet dog-kiss on the
chin.

Thistime of year, so far north, the long Highland days seemed to stretch on forever. When
they arrived a the Vell, Theodora had a hard time believing it wasnt still late afternoon, it
was still so light out. She had been pic-turing the pub with a thatched roof and old-fashioned
crisscross glass in the windows, but the Faerie Veil was alow, unassuming building without
much outward charm. The exception was the handsome pub sign that svung over the door.
Lovingly painted by a skilled hand, it showed a cascading waterfal with a white-gowned
woman knedling to bathe in the mist. The pub windows were fogged over, ad through the gass
carethemuffled din of conversation, laughter, and music.

Theodora felt funny walking into a bar, but as they came through the door, she saw there
were alot of families, eating fish-and-chips dinners and watching soccer on TV, or cheering
on the darts players. There was a deek new jukebox that played CDs. While her father got
their drinks, Theodora scanned the titles of the songs. She recognized alot of bands from her
father's CD collection and newer ones. Suddenly she remembered a slegpover with Vd and a
bunch of other girls; they were dl trying on clothes and lip gloss and posing like divas while
VH1 played, and Theodora had just wanted to go home. Vd had started sneaking her mothers
mascara after that.

Theodaras father came bedk with Jamieintow, carry-ing two pint glasses of something darker than



cider and a smdle gasswith her soda

A dark-haired teenege boy inan garon came up to tharr table and, with a silent nod, placed a plate of
szzling fried rings in front of them, and beside it a bowl of something thet looked like
mayonnase

"Compliments of the house," he said.

"Wow," said Mr. Oglethorpe. "Back home the free bar food is pretzels.”

"Oh, we don't usudly rate free pub grub,” sad Jamie. "This is in honor of the great professor from
Harvard.”

Andy Oglethorpe dipped aring in the mayonnaise, ate it, and quickly took a swig from his glass. "I
didn't think you Scots believed in garlic.”

"We don't. Lucky for us, the old owner sold the pub to a family from Sardinia. Cheers” He raised his
glass and took a swalow.

Theodora picked up aring and bit into it. It was cdamari, and redly yummy. She tried the mayonnaise
and immediately had to take a big gulp of her soda.

While her father filled Jamie in about the plaster casts of footprints and the camera trap, Theodora let
her gaze wander around the pub. The conversations that washed over her were in such a strong Scottish
accent she couldn't make out a word, but she was tired, and she enjoyed the musc of the nonsense
words and the laugh-ter and musc, even if it was her dad's old music. From the jukebox some guy was
warbling and mumbling about a brown-eyed girl. Theodora leaned her head on her dad's shoulder and
yawned.

The teenage waiter came back and took away the cdamari and placed bowls of fish stew in front of
them, hot pepper flakes floating on top. The conversation at thar table came to a stop as Jamie and Mr.
Oglethorpe tasted the stew.

As ghe ate her own stew, Theodora noticed a woman seated across the room who stood out from the
crowd. It was the slver-haired woman she had seen waking in the village during the cloudburgt, the one
with the peculiar umbrela. She was Stting a a table with three men in paint-spattered clothes, and one of
her com-panions was tdling a story, kneading the ar with large, reddened hands as if he were shgping
words out of it. Suddenly the woman looked up, right a& Theodora, with dark, bright eyes. Theodora
quickly looked down at her stew, her heart thudding, though she couldn't have said why.

It was as though the woman with the siver hair had stopped just short of Deving and caught hersdf at
the last minute. It was as though those dark eyes could have reached right into Theodora's mind.

But the connection was broken by a man who walked up to their table and cut off Theodoras view of
the umbrela woman.

The newcomer had the look of someone used to fre-quenting finer establishments than the Vel but
doing his best to blend in. He was caaudly dressed in a blazer and turtleneck and jeans, but even
Theodora could tdl the clothes were designer brands not hanging in her dad's closet a home. He placed
a hand on Jamie's shoulder and said in a joking, scolding way, "Jamie, Jamie, aren't you going to
introduce me?' And then, without waiting, he extended his hand to Andly.

"MacKenzie Murdoch. Murdoch SingleMat. We're so pleased to have you here conaulting with
Jamie on hislittle mystery.” Murdoch winked, as if to show what he thought about the scale. "Once you
find out what sort of beastie left that scale, | want a sketch of it. | want to produce a specid edition of the
whiskey with your creature on the labdl. Murdoch's Dreadful Dram.” He spread his hands in the air, as
though envisoning an ad campaign. "If you careto. . . if you dareto . . . drink a Dreadful Dram"

He noticed Theodora and smiled.

"Wall, hello. Y ou must be Theodora.”

Suddenly tongue-tied, Theodora could only nod. She fet as though Mr. Murdoch had stepped out of
an ad for his own whiskey: he seemed two-dimensiond, too bright and dick, not red. And while he was
quick to amile, the amile never reached his eyes.

"Wadl, | trust you are finding enough to amuse you on our splendid little idand.”

Theodora tried not to squirm, and she managed a reply. "We went to the Curlew's Nest, and | went for



awak on the moor."

Was sheimagining it, or did the masklike cheerful-ness of Mr. Murdoch's good humor dip atiny bit?

"Only two of our many attractions. Now that we've opened the new factory in Glasgow, | don't spend
as much time here on Scornsay as I'd like. Sometime before you leave, you must be my guests.”

Then he turned to Mr. Oglethorpe, bombarding him with questions about Harvard and bourbon and
basebal, and Theodora suddenly wanted to get away from the noise and the gusts of laughter and the
soccer game on TV She dipped away from the table and headed to the door at the back of the pub with
the sl-houette of awoman on it.

In the restroom Theodora ran cold water in the Snk and splashed her eyes. The face that looked back
from the mirror was amdl and pale. Theodora did what she could with her har and was fishing in her
pants pocket for lip gloss, when the toilet in the gdl behind her flushed and the umbrdla woman came
out.

She amiled a Theodora, and up close she seemed perfectly normd and nice. Theodora was suddenly
embarrassed that she had |et her imagination run away with her. Okay, Dodo, desad to hersdf darly. You really
have to get a grip. You're seeing wizards everywhere. Ordinary people don't Delve—just magical
halflings like you. Feding hersdf blushing, she moved aside so the older woman could reach the sink.

Margery MacVanish washed her hands, dried them, and regpplied some Chinese red lipstick from a
tiny tarnished tube. She darted a Sdeways glance at the girl beside her.

"Areyou dl right, child?" she asked gently, returning the lipstick to the pocket of her kimono coat and
rurtning a hand through the siver spikes of her hairdo.

"Yes, maam," said Theodora, Sartled.

The black eyes met hers again, but this time there was no hint of Ddving, and she could see that the
eyes had akind twinkle in them.

"You look alitle pade" said Margery, and she opened the door to the bathroom, Ietting in a blast of
mudc and tak and two young women who were cackling over a shared joke. Then she hersdlf was gone,
inaswirl of kimono sik.

Margery waked back to her table, slently curang hersdf. She had come within a hair's breadth of
Deving with Theodora and exposng hersdlf as awizard. There would be a right time and place for that,
but not here, not now. The pull of the girl's mind had been ingtanta-neous and strong—she was a naturd
Déever, dearly unaware of her power. That was going to be dangerous. But how could Theodora be
taught to be cautious with her powers, if she dill didn't know she possessed them?

Then Margery remembered something from Merlin's report, the one he had filed with the Boston office
of G.A.W.A. Gideon had come through the bolt-hole with a Biddable Fire, an intdligent, obedient flane
that bumed without coruming fud and did the wizads bid-ding. Biddables were rare nowadays, not because
they were hard to get, but most modern wizards were redly too lazy to give an intdligent Fire the training
it needed to beredly usfful. A bedy traned Frewas maretraude then it was worth.

But a Fire, now. That might be just the thing for Theodora.

Back at the table Theodora was rdieved to see tha MacKenzie Murdoch was gone. When another
old song came on and the whole pub rose up dancing, her father swept her out into the crowd and
Theodora let hersdf do awild, whirling, damping dence Delving, schmelving, she thought, and suddenly she
found hersdf dancing beside Jamie, who looked so funny trying to do the Robot that she burst out

laughing.

It wasn't much darker when they Ieft the Vel after ten o'clock, a kind of eerie twilight, as though time
hed stopped. The Oglethorpes said good-bye to Jamie and waked back up the hill to their cottage.

From the doorway of the newsagent next to the pub, Margery MacVanish watched them go. In an
hour it would briefly be dark enough for the errand she had to do. She looked down at her high-heded
boots with their siver dains

"Not quite the thing for a wak in a bog," she sad to hersdf. Fortunady, her boots were



Featherweathers ("Cobblers and Harness Makers to the Faerie Queen since 1718"), and a a word from
the wizard they changed themsdves into a pair of waterproof Bogtreaders.

Bogs can be treacherous places to go waking, even in the gray of a Highland midnight. Margery was
aure of foot, thanks to her footwear. As she skirted a particu-larly dangerous pocket of ooze, she
wondered whether she was going to be able to complete her errand. Every faerie gil knew how to
summon teine sithe, or faerie fire She could spin it and weave it, for that matter, into a cloak of
invighility, or shoes for waking on the waves. But Margery was a wizard, and even though she had spent
her junior year abroad under the Hill, her Faerie was pretty rusty. What if the fire would not come to her?
Or, having come, would not do asit was bid? A dis-obedient Fire would be worse than no Fire at dl.

She came a lagt to the place that lay at the heart of the peat bog, the ground so saturated by water
only her Bogtreaders dlowed her to stand there. Nearby she heard the cry of an owl as it hunted for
voles. The moon shining down from broken clouds picked out the glit-tering black water, from which
there rose amig.

Margery suddenly hoped there were no faerie folk within earshot to hear her mangle the pronunciation
of the Old Tongue. Faerie was a daunting language, and younger Folk, once they had had their
fire:summoning ceremonies, usudly forgot much of its arcane grammar and fiendishly irregular verbs. But
for summoning the teine sithe, it was the only language that would do. Margery cleared her throat and

began.

"Teine sithe! | summon you,
Teine sithe, silver Otherworldfire,
You are sparks struck by the heels of Angels
Asthey fell from Heaven.
As you are bound to Earth, now bind to me
And do my bidding"

Asthe lagt of the words faded away, the mig rose from the bog, the surface of the black water was
dill, and the moon hid its face behind a scudding cloud.

Margery was about to try again when she saw it, blue light bubbling up from under the water, gathering
a the surface with an dectrica 9zzle, dowing forming into a soft mass. It rose from the water, sretching
and flowing through the air toward her. Like an amoeba, it reached out to sense what had summoned it,
usng fingerlike projections to fed Margery's face. It seemed startled to find that a wizard had summoned
it, and it dimmed and shrank into itsdf like a snall retreating into its shell.

"l bidyou," she said softly, "if you will come.”

The Fire hesitated, then glowed a deep blue in consent.

Margary producsd theempty battleshe hed brought with her, and the Biddedle Frefloved intoit.

Inthewee hours Theodorawes avakened by Williamswhimpar and feit acdld, wet nose againg her hand.

She sat up and saw the ghost dog stting by the bed.

"Whetisit?' dewhigpaed

William sniffed her mind swiftly and Theodora knew thet she shoud get up and fdlow the dog without weking her
father. She dipped on aswester and wiigded her fet into her shoes

Theodora crept after William down the stairs and out of the house. The dog immediaidy went to the
flonve bed undameeth Theodordswindow and begento dig, throwing up a shower of dirt.

"Willian" Theodorahissad "Siop treti” She reeched far hisadllar to pul imaway.

But William hed dreedy unearthed someathing Inthe strange light of the Highland night the corner of a piece of
paper was showing through the dirt. It said,

Theod



A shiver ran down Theodoras spine as she kndt by the hole and brushed the dirt awvay. The paper
was thick, like agift tag, and it said,

Theodora
On the back waswritten, From one who wishes you well.

Thetag was tied around the neck of a glass bottle that had been corked and sedled with red wax. In
the wax wastheimpresson o anoM hddingaaydd b, theinggniaof the wizards guild.

Theodora looked a William, and he wasn't snarling or growling, and his hair wasn't sanding on end.
Instead, he was amiling his doggy amile and wag-ging his tal as if to say, All right, what are you
waiting for?

Theodora took a deep breath and pulled the bottle from the hole.

It was full of something liquid and dectric that glowed with a sirange blue fire

1

The Vel

THEODORA STOOD HOLDING thebatleaf bluefire then hurried into the cottage with it, closing the door
so that William was caught with hisfront half pro-truding through the solid wood.

"Sorry," shesad, ashewriggled free.

She sat at the kitchen table looking at the Suff in the bottle and wondering whét to do.

Gideon had a Biddable Fire—Ignus, a tame blue flame that did what he told it to and burned without
heat. Was this the same kind of megicdl fire? Even if it was, how could she be sure it would obey her if
shelet it out of the bottle? It might not be dangerous— William didn't seem to think it was—but if she let
it out and it scattered dl over the cottage, how would she explan that to her dad in the morning?

Theodora decided she would have to find the right time and place to let the fire out of the bottle. For
now, she would have to keep it hidden. She tiptoed back upgairs and crept past her dad's bedroom
door. Back in her own room, she found the specid bag she used to send her camera through the airport
X-ray machine. The bottle didn't fit, so at last she just put it in the dresser drawer with her skin and hair
quff, pushing it way to the back.

The clock said 2:55 am.—only a few hours before she would have to get up to meet Colin and
Catriona for the walk to the Veil. Her mind raced with questions, mogly to do with the identity of the
mysterious well-wisher who had Ieft the bottle in the flower bed. Theodora put her head on the pillow
without much expectation of fdling adeep, but William hopped up on the bed and wiggled under the
covers, burrowing againg her, and something about his presence Iulled her to degp and then into dreams.

She was running through a green boxwood maze with high wals. Up ahead she could hear someone
elsds foot-fals, someone a a quick run, and from time to time she thought she caught a glimpse of the
other runner—agirl in a faded camp T-shirt and cutoffs.

In the dream, she tried to say, "Mom, stop! It'sme" but the words came out strange and garbled, like
aCD skipping.

It was cold. There was snow on the path, and the twigs of the hedge seemed to pluck a her clothes
like skinny fingers. She rounded a corner and suddenly the path divided. Her twelve-year-old mom was



nowhere to be seen. Theodora shivered, and when she looked down she saw she was wearing a T-shirt
and frayed denim cut-offs.

One branch of the path showed no sgn that anyone had passed there. The other branch showed the
staccato footprints of someone running. Theodora (or was she her mom now?) turned down the path
with the footprints.

But as she followed the footprints, they changed from those of a person running to those of a
creature— something with talons. As she was about to turn the find corner and come to the heart of the
maze, she was knocked back by a blast of white fire and woke up.

Theodora lay in bed as the dream faded. She used to dream a lot when her mother was sick. Dreams
about fdling, mostly. And when her mom died, bad dreams about getting separated from her father in an
arport or logt in some city where no one spoke English.

But this dream had been o redl. She could dmogt amel the evergreens from the maze. Her skin tingled
like amild sunburn, as though it remembered the blast of white fire.

Had something happened to her mom the summer she was twelve? Had she come to a fork in the
road? Theodora thought about what her dad had said about the poltergeist. For the fird time, she
wondered whether her mother had known about wizards too. Had she had her own brush with magic
and struggled with that knomedge the way Theodora wes rugdiing nonv? What peth had she taken, and what
did it mean?

Besde her William was adeep, and at last Theodora rolled over and turned her pillow until she found a
fresh, cool spot and fdll back adleep.

Sunshine was coming through the window, and squinting her eyes, Theodora could see her dad in the
doorway. Her heart skipped a beat, remembering William, but under the covers the only Sgn of the ghost
dog was his callar.

"Humnh?' She had dept with her mouth open, and her tongue seemed glued to the sandpaper on the
roof of her mouth.

"Cdincareby alitlewhleago. Youwere supposed to go for awak. He left anote”

Theodora sat up with a groan and took the scrap of paper from her dad.

It was one long scrawl without capital |etters or punctuation.

Hey sleepyhead did u forget we
were going to the Veil today -
anyway well be at perleys at

10 if youre up by then

Saven minutes later Theodora came downstairs dressed for a hike, her hair damp from her
hasty sham-poo. She filled a water bottle a the snk and added it to her backpack, which
aready had her camera and journa and pencils. Her father handed her a cup of coffee, with
enough milk in it that she could take afew gulps.

"Thanks" she said as she raced out the door and down the hill.

Coalin was waiting outside Perley's. There was no sign of Catriona.

"She decided to work an extra shift a the B and B," Colin explained. "Extra money for her
trip to London."

"Aren't you going, too?"

Calin shook his head. "l spent the last summer hols there, a special science camp a the



Natural History Museum. I'm saving for an underwater camera.”

He was standing next to amoped. Colin put on a helmet and handed Theodora the spare.
"Ever been on amotorbike?' he asked. "No. At home you haveto be older . . . sixteen, | thrk"

Calin grinned. "So do we, but the constable usualy looks the other way. Hold on. The road
gets alittle bumpy”

He started up the moped, and after following the paved road a short distance, he turned onto
a rough track. Theodora would have felt self-conscious hold-ing Colin around the wa4,
except she was too con-cerned that every tooth would be shaken out of her head. The bumpy
ride made talking impossible, and the countryside was a blur of green and brown dotted with
white blurs of sheep and reddish blurs of Highland cattle.

At last Colin brought the moped to a stop. The track had turned from rocks to mud, and he
leaned the bike againgt the sheep fence, which brought some sheep over to see whether the
moped was good to edt.

"Hullo, Colin," called ared-haired woman in afield coat and rubber boots. She was dosing a
struggling lamb with pale blue medicine from an oversized syringe.

"Hullo, Bridig," said Colin. "Were hiking up to the Val. How'stheroed?'

"Gavin cleared away the dead wood after the last wind . . . you should be able to get through.
Hullo," she said, nodding to Theodora.

"Hdla"

"Thisis Theodora. She and her father are Staying at our cottege”

"l heard you had Americans” As though having Amaicans wes like having mice "W, Theodorg, does your
faher know young Cdiniis teking you to the fals? When | wias young, an unchgparoned trip to the Vel wes as goad as
reedng barsindudh”

"There, that's enough of that,” said Calin.

Theodora started to ask what banns were, but Colin looked embarassad enough thet de sopped harf.

"Bridies the vet," was dl Colin would say, and he waked alitiewaysahesd.

BuatLely they fdl into Sep together, and he ssemed to farget Bridiestessing and weshisfriedy sdif again. She started
to tdl him about Mikko, but then remembered he didn't know her mom had died, so she ended up tdling
him about the five-minute dlaymation fimdheand Milo and Ve hed medefar ther prgect in Media Arts, Zombie
Mice on the Moon. They talked a lat about school suff. He liked meth too, and like Theodora he found
languages hard (he struggled with German), but his favorite courses were science. On his computer at
home held bookmarked dozens of science cams. remote video cameras at zoos, research dations in
Antarctica, highin the rain-forest canopy, and a amdl ydlow submarine that patrolled deep-sea vents.

"Has your dad ever taken you with him on one of histrips?'

"Jud thisone," Theodora said.

Cdlinrolled hiseyes. "No, | mean somewhere redly exdting”

"No, not yet. Hesdways saying | haveto learn to fix aJeep axlefird.”

"Y eah, that'swhy | want the underwater camera. If you've got askill like that, they'll put you on a
team."

"Atent?

Henodded. "By my sscondyear inunivarsty | wart tobe on aresearch team somewhere. Doing something
red."

Theodoralaughed. "That's planning ahead.”

Colin grinned sheepishly. "Wdll, yeah, it is, | guess." Asthey neared thefdls, Theodora began to hear
the sound of rushing water, but she wasn't prepared for the sight of the Vel asthey turned the final corner
and it cameinto view. The dender cascade of white water fell 150 feet down agreen and rocky gorge
and ended in a churning pool of mist. The sun on the mist threw up fractured rainbows, and little dark
birds darted and flitted among the spray-drenched rocks. "Wow," sesad

"Wetake the trail around and end up on the other side of the spray,” Colin said. "Theresashalow
cave, and a the back are some Pictish carvings. Have you ever done brass rubbings?



"| did gravestone rubbings once, in Girl Scouts."

"Samething. | brought rice paper so we can try and make some copies.”

They stopped to drink water from their bottles before beginning the loop that would take them behind
thefdls.

"Catrionaand | used to come here al thetime," Colin said. "We used to play gameswhere| wasa
shaman and she was a Pictish queen.”

"I can't picture that at dl," said Theodora.

"No, she's snuffed that out, the imagination suff. Though she's dill keen on ordering me around.” Colin
put the cap back on his water bottle and began to stow it back in his pack. Watching him, Theodora
wondered if he fet about Catriona the way she was darting to fed about Va and Milo. That there was
some important part of himsdf his Sster didn't understand and no longer wanted to share.

As they dtarted toward the fdls, Theodora began to redize that she had never really used dl the
musdesin her legs, at least not judging from the way those muscles were complaning now.

They passed behind the churning curtain of mist, getting pretty wet, and then they were on a stone
ledge that extended a short distance back into the hill. There were cigarette ends and some grafiti, the
usud fifth-grade-boy taunts and something she couldnt make out: HCSVNT. Those letters were more
deeply carved, worn and older.

But none of the greffiti artists had defaced the carv-ings, and they were magnificent. There were spirds,
and antlered men, and crosses, and shapes for which Theodora had no names. Someone, perhaps a
New Age pilgrim, had visited, and benesth the Fictish carvings weare some bumt-doan vative candes and wilted
flovas "Ugh," said Theodora, holding her nose. "What's that amdl?' Indde the rock shdlter the roar of
the fdls wasn't as loud, but she had to raise her voice to be heard over the rush of the water, and it came
to her muffled, as though she were wearing earplugs.

"Rotten fish," Calin shouted back, nudging some fragrant remains with his foot. "Probably a med for a
pine marten." But he frowned and looked around the cave as if that answer didnt satify him. "Why
would—" he started to say and then stopped himsdf. "Do you want to mekethoserudangs?'

From his knapsack he took out a metd box that held arall of masking tape, an old toothbrush, and
some extrarlarge, flat-sded black crayons Theodora recognized as the kind you used to make copies of
gravestones. Calin aso had alightweght waterproof tube meant for blue-prints, from which he removed
two sheets of rice paper.

They set about preparing the carvings for the rub-bing technique, usng the old toothbrush to gently
brush away athin fuzz of green, and tgping sheets of paper to the rock. The tape didnt tick to the rock
very well, so they took turns, one holding the paper in place while the other made a rubbing.

Calin was making a rubbing of the antlered man when Theodora suddenly fdt the har on her ams rise
in goose pimples, and she gave a violent shudder. The paper jerked, and Colin's hand dipped.

"Sorry," said Theodora. She was looking over her shoulder.

"Wha?' Calin asked, turning to look too.

"l don't know," said Theodora. She had started to ke

Cdlin rolled up hisincomplete rubbing. "I was done anyway. Come on, let's go. It's cold in here”

At the entrance of the cave they found themselves face-to-face with Mad John. Colin was dutching the
long waterproof plastic tube that the rubbings were in. Theodora saw his grip tighten on it.

Mad John had the look of someone dropped out of the middle of atornado—nhis hair had been
whipped into awild disarray and his eyes had a glazed |ook, as though he'd been roughly yanked out of
another time and place and deposited ruddly into this one,

And he had those spooky eyes. They seemed to bore into Theodoras own, and briefly it waslike that
awful time when the wizard Kobold had her in his grip, rum-maging through her memories, pressng on
the painful ones. But at the last minute, just as the connection was broken, Theodora realized something.
It wasn't her pain. It was Mad John's pain shewasfeeling, so old it was without beginning or end, a
deep, bottomless, hopeless adhe

Then it was over. Mad John turned on his heel and walked away, heedless of the dippery rocks.



Coalinlet out along bregth.

In the sunlight Theodora stood there shivering. But when she spoke, it wasn't about Mad John.
*Colin—"

Helooked at her.

"What doesthismean?' She picked up astick and wrotein thedirt

HCSVINT

He seemed to have decided to be tough and mde and pretend the Mad John thing hadn't bothered
him. "Dunno,” he said cardlesdy. "Where did you see it?'

"It was part of the greffiti in the cave. It seemed different.”

"Probably somekids initids or something." Theodorafdtwame. Shreweatched alittielirdemerge from the
spray, carrying thewriggling larvaof somewater insect, and fly off to an unseen nest among the rodks

She knew it wasn't kids initids. While she had been holding Colin's paper for him she had sensed
some-thing, had fdt her mind touched by something Other with a capitd O. Not the siiffing William did
when he Ddlved, but something different.

Something cold, but with fire &t its heart.

Away from the spray, Colin spread his paper out to look at his rubbing. It was dill impressive, even
with the antlered man's left foot missng.

"L et's see yours now."

Theodora spread out hers, something she had chosen because she thought it was an unusud spird
pattern. Here in the sunlight she saw it was a coiled snake with wings

"Some kind of dragon,” Colin said. "Coal."

No, thought Theodorato hersdlf. Cold. Ice-cold. She could fed it extend itsicy reach through her
vens, into her bones. The metal tag on Williams collar grew so cold that it was painful through the fabric
of her pants. Suddenly the fish smell seemed overwhelming. "Ugh! That smell.. . let's get out of here.”
Colinlaughed. "The only curefor that is adeep breath in a shegp pen. Come on—if she's not too busy,
Bridiewill feed us™

As they left, the sunlight glinted on the wet rocks at the base of the Vell, and one of the little dark
wading birds landed and gripped the dick surface with sure, clawed toes. It pecked at something bright,
drew back, pecked again, and flew off in search of better prey.

Whet lay on the rock, flashing in the light, was a twin to the scale Calin had found, the one that now lay
inaclear plagtic box on a bed of cotton in Andy Oglethorpe's pocket.
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Hic What?

THE NEXT MORNING Theodorawas quiet, thinking about everything that had happened on the trip
to the waterfall—the ride on Colin's moped, Bridi€'s smil-ing teasing, the carvings behind the falls, Colin's
intent expression as held made his own rubbing, and the little dark birds darting in and out of the migt.
The brief moment sheld locked gazes with Mad John and shared the hermits pain. But mostly she thought
of the letters she had seen carved into the rock face.



HCSVNT

That, and how long it had taken her to stop shiver-ing once they'd gotten back into the sun. It was only
inBridie's bright kitchen, drinking tea and egting toast with marmalade and ligening to the vet taking to
Cdlinin that soft Scots accent, that she had fdt warm again. Then she had been able to forget, for a little
while the look in Mad Johns eyes.

The funny thing about HCSVNT was that it was so familiar, as if she had seen it before, if she could
just remember where.

Her father put his hand on her shoulder, and she jumped about amile

"Sorry, Dodo," he said. "I didn't mean to startle you. | was going to walk into the village to send afax.
Wanna come?'

-.Sre"

"Then | thought we could rent a couple of bikesin town and ride them back. We can use them as long
as werehae”

It had rained earlier that morning, and now the sun was drying up the puddles. The sky had a fresh,
washed look to it. Theodora fdt a wildy happy feding wel up insde her. It made her want to skip,
except she was too old for skipping.

Hafway to the village they had to stop as a girl, younger than Theodora, herded some Highland cows
with long, shaggy red har across the road into a new pasture. Neither the girl nor the cows were in any
great hurry, and at last Mr. Oglethorpe and Theodora sat on the fence beside the road to wait.

All of a sudden one of the cows began to low miserably, and to kick, and this discontent soon spread
through the herd. The gifl tried to control them, but the cows bolted back across the road and down a
dopeinto arocky creek bed. Two men in a truck coming the other way were dso waiting for the cows
to pass, and when they saw the animals begin to panic they jumped out of the truck and ran to help round
them up, but not before one caf had dipped down the dope and injured itsf.

With the men's help, the gifl findly had the cows securely in their pasture, and the men offered to load
the injured caf into their truck. Theodora heard one man ask the girl what had happened. She turned
around, pointed sraight at Andy Oglethorpe, and said, "He garetremtheail gfe”

Mr. Oglethorpe looked dartled, but Theodora redized the other men were looking past her dad a
someone ese. Theodora gave alittle shiver, and in her pocket, the tag on William's collar went cold.

She turned around and saw Mad John standing just behind them.

"Now, Ellie" said one of the men, sharply. "Mind whetyou sy

"Youll pardon her, dr," sad the other man, putting an am around Hlie and gently pulling her back
behind him. " She's upset about the calf. The creature's fine, no need to cdl the vet. Well be going now.”

Mad John was looking & Theodora. He stepped toward her and leaned forward so that she could
srd| his breath. He reeked of fish.

"Watch out for things that crawl and creep . . . they're white and wingless and blind, but they have a
negty bite. I know." Then he cackled.

"Youd better move on," said Andy Oglethorpe, put-ting an am around Theodora. "We don't want any
trouble here"

"No? Wdl, trouble wants you," said the hermit. "Y es. Trouble wants you."

Mad John brushed past them roughly and stalked on down the road. As he went, one of the red cattle
threw back its head and lowed.

A familia-looking gentleman, out for a walk on the same road, approached them, and Theodora
recognized MacKenzie Murdoch. Thistime Mr. Murdoch was dressed in clothes that suggested held just
mucked out a gable: a barn coat, swester, jeans, and boots, but like the clothes hed worn before, these
were expendve designer copies of work clothes.



"Iseveryoneadl right?" he asked.

The cowswere dill in adither, but the girl and men had managed to move them dong down the hill,
away from the road.

Mr. Oglethorpe looked after them.

"Those cows were frightened by that old hermit. | wonderwhy?'

Theodora shivered. "If | were acow, I'd be scared of him too. He's creepy.”

Mr. Murdoch laughed. "Miss Oglethorpe, don't tell me you're supertitious. Do you believe in the evil
eye?’

"That girl did. The men did too."

Mr. Oglethorpe looked down the road where Mad John had gone.

"Youreright, Dodo," he said thoughtfully. "I think they did."

"Don't put much stock in that, Professor Oglethorpe,” said Mr. Murdoch. "They're dl hooked up to the
Internet and have their satdllite TV. They're morein touch with Buffy the Vampire Sayer than their own
folk tees"

They waked into the village together. In the day-light, Mr. Murdoch didn't seem asdick ashehad in
the pub. He asked her alot of questions, and Theodora found hersdlf telling him more than she meant to,
about how she used to like the Wizards & Wyverns movies and how Dr. Naga was teaching her
drawing.

"And at school? Are you good at science, like your faha?'

"I'm okay at it, | guess." Shetold him about a unit they'd done in her science class, solving amystery by
taking each other'sfingerprints and looking at hair under a microscope.

"A detective, en? | can see | will have to watch what | say around you. So, Theodora, what do you
think of the mystery scde?' Mr. Murdoch's eyes seemed to glit-ter. "Do you think it's a hoax, or do we
redly have a monder wakingour gas?”

Theodora shrugged. "Some kind of creature. But a monster? | don't know about that."

Andy Oglethorpe laughed. "Good girl, Dodo. We don't beieve in mongers, Mr. Murdoch. Just
amazing creatures waiting to be understood.”

It was Murdoch's turn to laugh. "Very scentific. | confess | am rather hoping for a mongter mysdf.
Imagine the marketing possibilities” And he winked a Theodora.

When they got to the museum, they found Jamie up on a ladder, hanging a banner above the entrance.
It sad THE OLD AND NEW RELIGION, framed by aHdish oird on the left and a Cdltic cross on the right.

They dl admired the banner, and as Jamie climbed down from the ladder, Mr. Murdoch gave Jamie a
hearty clgp on the back that nearly made the skinny curator lose his balance.

"l see you're putting my money to good use," said Mr. Murdoch.

"Oh, the exhibit doesn't open for another week yet," said Jamie a little apologeticaly. "Il
have to take that down. But | did want to see how it looked."

"What's this?' asked Andy, tapping a decoration that was hung on the museum's front door.

It consisted of two leafy branches with faded white blossoms, lashed together in the center
to make a cross with arms the same length.

"It's arowan cross," sad Jamie. "'Rowan' comes from an ancient word that means ‘charm.’
The tree 'belonged’ to the faeries—it was placed over doorways to deflect evil and used in
Druid ceremonies. But as the new reli-gion spread, the Christians adopted it. They brought
rowan into the house on Good Friday to defend against otherworldly trickery and planted it in
churchyards. It's alittle early, but let's see if | can find a berry for you." He reached up and
parted the leaves on one of the branches. "Ah. Here we are He plucked a red berry and
diced it neatly in two with the tiny penknife on his key chain. He showed the halves to
Theodora.

On each cut surface was afaint five-pointed star. "Cool," said Theodora.

"It's a pentagram, a pagan symbol of protection.” Jamie's face was adight with enthusiasm. "I



love how the old and the new religions are bound up in this one tree."

Jamie looked up a the rowan cross, then back at his visi-tors, and smiled. "Shdl we go in? |
havealot to do, but | can find time to show what I've set up so far." He opened the door and
stood aside to let them in.

Murdoch hung back, looking thoughtfully at the rowan cross. "My work is calling me, too,
I'm afraid.”" He smiled a Theodora. "One of the stills back at the factory in Glasgow has had
an expensive hiccup. I'm afraid | must catch the next ferry. Jamie, about the banne—"

HYS?I

"Let's make the Murdoch logo awee bit bigger." And he waked avay down the street.

Inside, Jamie had indeed cleared avay most of the clutter, and haf the cases had been
emptied to make room for the new display. There was a case of Pictish artifacts, with labels
explaining what archaeologists did and didn't know about the Picts and their religion; a
dio-rama of a shaman as he might have looked performing aritual; and adisplay showing how
old Pictish symbols had been worked into the Celtic crosses as Christianity took hold on the
idand, contrasting Pictish carvings of dragons with Bible scenes of the Apocaypse. There
were also psychedelic posters from the 1960s, when the idand had rediscovered its pagan
roots and outsiders hed begun to flock to a folk festival celebrating Samhain, the Celtic
Hdlowem.

Theodoras eyes were drawn to a photo on Jami€'s desk. It was old and fragile, and the people in it
wore clothes from the early 1900s. Init a boy of ten or so stood on the hill among the Stane Folk, next
to the stone pillar. But in the photo the pillar wasn't broken.

"Dad, look at thid"

Andy Oglethorpe came over to look.

"Hey—it's the spot where the scale was found,” he sad

Jamie came over to look too.

"And look," said Theodora, pointing. "You can see dl the carvings. This must have been taken before
they were damaged.” It was true. The photo showed enough detall that you could make out the figure of
aman—aking, awarrior, a wizard?—holding something in his hand surrounded by a starburst meant to
represent rays of light. At the man's feet a winged creature with open jaws was emerging from a hole in
the ground.

"What is he holding?' Mr. Oglethorpe leaned over the photo for a closer look.

Jamie got a magnifying glass and handed it to Theodora. "I haven't been able to figure it out. A gem,
perhaps, a sacred object, perhaps alodestone.”

"What's alodestone?' Theodora asked.

"A kind of naturdly magnetic rock,” said her father. "Before people understood magnetism, they used
to think they were magic.”

"Oh!" exclamed Theodora, nearly dropping the magnifying glass.

"What?What'swrong?' said Jamie.

Theodora had been looking at another photo lying on the desk, which showed a close-up of the back
of the pillar, where someone had chisded the letters

HIC SVNT D

"There's some writing on the back of the pillar,” she said. The same writing she'd seen back at the cave,
just before they'd run into Mad John. The writing that had made her fed ice-cold. But she didnt tdl
Jamie any of thet

"Let'shave alook,” said the curator. "In old carvingsa Visa 17. So it's Hicsunt, and it should have a
space in the middle and be Hic Sunt. It's Latin for 'Here are.' So someone added it long after the Ficts
carved the pillar. Pooedly apriet”



"Herearewhat?' said Mr. Oglethorpe.

Jamie ran a hand through hishair so it stood on end. "Wel, usudly you see it on old maps, right next to
where a sea mongter isrigng out of an uncharted sea. Hic Sunt Dracones 'Here be dragons™

Theodora didn't seem to hear him. She was looking at the firg photo again, the one of the boy standing
next to the pillar. He was the same boy she had seen in the photo in the display of the ritud seabird hunt.
There he had worn a crooked amile But here his expresson sug-gested another emotion. He looked
afrad.

Jamie had turned away and was fiddling with the fax machine while Mr. Oglethorpe asked about places
to rent bicycles. Theodora sat down in Jamie's desk chair and struggled to make sense of what she had
judt learned.

Hic Sunt. Wasthe HCSVNT inthe cave the same as the HIC SVNT D on the stone? It didn't have to be
dragons, just because it said 'dragons next to a sea mongter on some old maps.

So Hic Sunt what? Theodora looked at the creature coming out of the hole in the ground in the carving
on the pillar. She thought about the other case, the one where Jamie had shown a Fictish carving of a
dragon beside a Bible open to a passage in Reveaions about a dragon. Two different visons of the end
of the world. Theodora shuddered and pulled her sweater closer around her.

"Demons’ began with D too.

"Jamie?' she said suddenly.

The museum curator looked up from where he was standing over the balky fax machine. "Y es?'

"Do you know the boy's name?"

"No. There was no inscription on the photo.”

"What about the other photo, the one of the tower of birds?"

"Tower of—? Oh, you mean the seabird hunt. Is he in thet ane too? You have haper eyes then mine Le's
-

Jamie | &ft the fax machine to Mr. Oglethorpe's care, took a key from his desk, and unlocked the glass
case with the seabird hunt photo init. He retrieved the photo, and they gathered around it.

"Hereheis," said Theodora, pointing.

It was clearly the same boy. Jamie turned the photo over and read the rows of names written out inink,
names of men and boys now dead.

"Hamish MacRae," he read. Then he turned to Theodora. "Why did you want to know?"

Theodora shrugged. "Just curious. | wonder who he was, what happened to him" She added to
hersdlf, | wonder what hewes 0 afraid of?

"l think I've got it working," said Andy Oglethorpe.

He had fixed the fax machine, so he sent his fax. Then he and Theodora said good-bye to Jamie and
went down to the end of the street to the shop Jamie had rec-ommended, a gas Sation that repaired
bicycles, where the owner took them into the back and showed them some bicycles he was willing to
rent to them for aweek or two. They were heavy and ancien.

"Where are the speeds? Where's the brake?' said Theodora.

The man laughed, and Theodora s father explained. "It's a one-speed. To brake, you peda
backward." It took Theodoraafew trips up and down the street to master braking with her feet instead
of with ahand brake on the handlebars. Then they started back to the cottage. All the way home
Theodoratried to think of thingsthat began with D, but she kept coming back to dragons.

Margery MacVanish sat a her loom, weaving a piece of doth with dl the colors of the seainit. She
was think-ing not about water, but about fire, in particular the Biddable Fire she had |eft for Theodora.
There were risks—that someone else would find the bottle, or that Theodorawould useit recklessy
and atract attention. So in the safety of the bog, full of its own volatile magicks, she had cast asmall
spell, to keep thefire safe from other eyes until Theodora should mas-ter it. Any echo of that spell,
coming from the bog, would seem to any wizard like the natura magic bubbling up from afaerie soring,



and not like another wizards spell-craft. At leadt, that was what Margery hoped.

She wished she could have given Theodora some guidance, but Fires didn't come with indruction
book-lets. Every partnership between a wizard and her Biddable was unique, and had to be negotiated
between the adept and her Fire.

Jugt then the dhuttle stopped, snagging on a knot in the thread. Margery gave an exclamation of
annoyance and wished, not for the first time, that she could indulge in some spdllcraft to hep the weaving
dong.

As she druggled to untangle the knot, she became aware that she was being watched with greet
interest by a spider up near the celing. Now it lowered itsdf swiftly on afilament of slk, stepped onto the
frame of the loom, and made its way over to the knot, where it gently touched the tangled threads with its
frontmost pair of legs.

"Bemy gued," said Margery, gesturing toward the knot with a flourish of her hand and a dight bow.

The spider grasped the knot and rgpidly turned it over and over, plucking at the thread with its legs and
occasondly running the thread through its jaws the way a seamstress licks a thread before she threads a
needle. Before long, the stubborn tangle of thread gave way.

"Much obliged,” Margery said, as the spider returned dong its dlk to the calling.

Margery rubbed her temples, which were throbbing with the beginnings of a headache.

The Situation was clear. Theodora had arrived at a crossroads. She could embrace her heritage and her
Greenwoodness and develop her powers. Or she could close the door on them forever.

The problem was, it wastoo late for that. The O.1.G. wasn't going to let Theodorajust walk away,
now that she knew about wizards and Delving and shadow-wraiths and demons. She hadn't told Merlin,
but Margery had in her pocket an envelope with awarrant for Theodorals Demotion. Until now, she had
tried to tell hersalf there would be no need to use it—she was just here to protect Theodorafrom her
own powers, from Kobold's master, from the other agents of the O..G. But thetruthis Magay thought,
Theodora might need protection fromme.

Part operation, part incantation, Demations were used to srip mortals and wizards of their magicd
powers. The procedure was usudly performed in a dinic, with specidists present to prevent
complications. Stripping someone of his or her magica powers was a delicate business. A lot could go
wrong.

But sometimesiit was necessary to perform a Demoation in the fidd, without any safeguards. If it came
to that, Margery would have no choice.

13

Enter Bedra

THEY RODE BACK totheoattage, where Theodarasfather |oaded a backpack with some field gear and
said he was going to ook at a spot on the other side of theidand.

"Do you want to come? It should be a great ride— a ong the coast but not too tough.”

Theodora thought of William and the bottle of blue fire. With her father gone for at least the afternoon,
here was her perfect chance to let the fire out of its bottle without risk of discovery. It was an opportunity
too good to pass up.

"l dunno,” she said. "I kind of want to just hang for a while—write some letters, do some laundry.” It
was agmdl fib asfibs go, but Theodoras heart besat a little faster as she told it, and she worried that the
liemight be visble on her face.

If it was, her dad didn't seem to notice. "That's fine. By the way, Mrs. Fletcher said she was meking



lamb stew and would bring some over for dinner—around Sx."

As soon as he had ridden out of Sght, Theodora retrieved the bottle of magic fire from her dresser. She
was just about to break the wax and pull out the cork, when she had a sudden vivid mentd image of the
mag-icd fire dipping out from under the front door and up the chimney, like lava from a lava lamp gone
beserk. Theodora got some towes from the bathroom and ran around the house, plugging dl the cracks
she could find.

That done, she sat down on the couch with the bottle and discovered that her courage was gone. She
held the bottle in her hands, suddenly too chicken to open it. She decided it might help if William were
besde her, so she went and got his collar from upstairs and waited until the ghodly terrier had
materidized. When he saw the bottle, William immediaidy assumed a serious pose, paws together, ears
dert, tal dill, asif he somehow sensed that this was work and not play.

Theodoratook a deep breath, removed the red wax that sealed the bottle, and carefully pulled out the
cork. She half expected the bluefire to come flying out, like seltzer from abottle that's been shaken, but
thefirejust swirled around inside the bottle, pulsing among differ-ent shades of silvery blue.

"It's okay," breathed Theodorain atone just above a whisper. "You can come out.”

Thefire formed a stubby tentacle and poked the tip of it cautioudy out of the bottle, as if sampling the
ar. Butit didn't seem to like what it found, for it drew itsdf rapidly back in, huddling in a dense mass a
the bottom of the bottle. It went so dark, without any of its Slver light, that Theodora was arad for a
moment that the fire had gone out.

"Okay, Il gart," she said. "I'm Theodora Oglethorpe, I'm twelve years old, and | live in Cambridge,
Massachusetts, with my dad. He's a scientist. My mom dedwhen| weslitle”

Some of the siver color returned to the fire and it lightened just a little. But it stayed huddled at the
bot-tom of the bottle.

William looked a Theodora, one ear up and one ear down. He whined.

"Widl, I'm trying!" Theodora protested. She untied the tag from the neck of the bottle and reread it.

"From one who wishes mewdl. That's so hdpful. What the heck am | supposed to do with it?'

William barked and started pawing at his collar, asif he were trying to get it off.

"Now what?' said Theodora.

Ancther bark, another swipe with his paw at the col-lar, then there was that sudden siffing of her
mind, and the dog vison with weird colors. She could see the let-tas UILLEAM on the adla, and the word
THEODORA onthe tag around the bottle.

"Oh, | getit," said Theodora. "I'm supposed to nameit fire."

William barked and wagged histail.

Theodora looked back &t the firein the bottle. All the names that came to her mind sounded like colors
for nall polish or house paint or rock bands, but not names for amagicd fire,

"Bluey?' esaidhopdesdy.

William gave her alook, and if dogs could roll their eyes, he would have. Instead he just sneezed, as if
he were dlergic to that name.

Theodora stared at the blue substance in the bottle, dark cobat blue shot through with veins of Slver
light. It was so beautiful. Just like eectri—

"Oh! That gt! Electral”

And asif shed said "Abracadabra,” the fire immedi-ately flowed out of the bottle, getting bigger and
bigger until it surrounded Theodora and William in a Szzing blue eectric bubble. It tickled a little, and
Theodora could see her har was dl datic and sanding on end, the way it had once in class during a
science demongration. And the ar was different—Theodora fdt that shed never bresthed red ar
before, not like this air—and she had a powerful feding of being at once dert and cam. Then the bubble
got smdler and smdler until the fire was a blob floating in midair about leve with Theodoras face,
swirling into and around itsdf in a pat-tern that made Theodora dizzy to follow.

Theodorasmiled. "Hi, Electra," she said softly. Electraglowed adeep blue.



Next the fire made a complete circuit of the down-gtairs of the cottage, diding in and out of crevices
and corners, diding over the pages of Theodora's open maga-zine, caressng the neck of the faucet on
the snk, as though marvding at the temperature and texture of the meta, lingering a long time in
puzziement over Andy Oglethorpe's laptop charger, and peeking up the fireplace so that a shower of
soot fdl down on her. The Fire shook hersdf like a dog, and the soot flew off in a shower of goarks

Seemingly satisfied with her surroundings, Electra returned to Theodora and assumed a pose of neutra
buoyancy, about levd with Theodora's chest. She appeared to be waiting for Theodora's orders.

"Oh, yeah, right. If you're a Biddable, | guess | should do some bidding, huh? Let's see”" Theodora
tried to rememba whet commends Gideon hed gvenhisoan fire, Ignus. She closed her eyes and did her best to
pic-ture the wizard, hisface bathed in blue light as he motioned the fire upward with a dight flourish of his

hendl

Theodora opened her eyes and tried the same ges-ture, a the same time intoning as commandingly as
she could, "Electra, up!"

Sheld put alittle too much into the gesture: Electra shot up to the caling and splattered againg it like a
hbig blue paintball.

Theodora winced. Apparently Gideon had had alot more practice or amuch higher caling.

After afew moretries, they both had the hang of it.

Electra floated up, and then & Theodoras commands, down, ahead and back, and back into her bottle.
She could aso brighten hersdf into alight good enough to read by, soin hersdf into a thin, strong rope of
light, and make a bubble around William and lift him into the air, which the dog did not like a al. When
Electra set him doan eggin, hefeded avay unil anly hisadllar wesldt

Then Electra formed a bubble around Theodora that fit her shugly, like a diver's wet suit. Theodora
dis-covered that the bubble was waterproof and cutproof— at least, a table knife wouldn't cut through it;
she didn't quite have the nerve to try the sharp knife. She could hold her hand quite close to a match
without feding any heet at dl. In fact, Electra made a quite effective suit of armor.

Theodora had just formed Electra into a thin flat sheet and was usng her for a trampoline when there
was a knock a the door. Electra ingantly shrank back into her normd form and deposited Theodora
with a bump on the floor.

"Hdlo?" It was Catriona. "I've brought my mum's stew.” She spied the towe that had been duffed
under the door, frowned, and stepped over it, setting a lidded casserole on the counter.

"It's only two o'clock,” said Theodora, scrambling awkwardly up from the floor. "My dad sad youd
be coming over at Sx."

"I know. But our oven's gone on the blink, so youll have to cook it in yours. Mum says gas mark two
for four hours™

Theodoras hair was 4ill full of gatic eectricity, and she desperately tried to smooth it into place while
she kicked the bottle under the sofa. She picked up the cork and bits of seding wax and stuck them in
her pocket, seding a furtive glance around the room. Where was Hedre?

"Oh!" said Catriona. Her voice was full of an open eagerness Theodora hadn't heard in it before.
"Whered you get this? I've seen them in the magazines, but you can't get them here yet."

Theodora turned around and with horror saw Catriona picking up a transparent blue "jdly" handbag
like the plagtic ones that were dl the fashion. Except that Theodora didn't own a blue plagtic jdly bag,
and this one was a deep cobdt blue, suspicioudy like—

"Ooooh, thisis nice™ said Catriona, looping Electra over one am. "It's redly light, it it? And it
doesn't have aplagtic amdl at dl." Catriona put her nose close to the cobalt blue handbag and breathed
deeply. "Mrnmmm. It amdlislikerain. And it tickles alittle”

Theodora spotted the magazine sheld left on the sofa earlier. It lay open to an ad for jely handbags.
Very clever, Electra, she thought with grudging admiration.

Catriona was twigting thisway and that, trying to see how the bag looked on her without the benefit of
amir-ror. "l redly want one in the raspberry color, or maybe the lime"

How long can Electra hold that shape? Theodora wondered to hersdf. What if it's like holding her
breath, and when she can't hold that shape anymore she suddenly just pops back into a floating



blob?

But before that could happen, there was a deep bark from outsde and an answering high-pitched bark
Theodora recognized as William's. The ghost dog must be teasing the Fletchers dog again.

"Oh, | forgot about Odin," said Catriona. "Well, ta. Remember, gas mark two, four hours™

"What's a gas mark?' asked Theodora.

Catriona showed Theodora the did on the oven, with markings that were different than the ones on the
stove Theodora and her dad had back a home. Then Catriona paused in the doorway. "I can help you
with your hair sometime, if you want." She sounded dmost shy as she said it. "Instead of fighting the frizz,
you might just try to let it curl more.”

Theodora would have been shocked at such a friendly overture, but she was too anxious to get
Catriona out of the cottage before Electra resumed her normd form. "Good ideal I'm going to try that. In
fact, I'm going to go wash my hair right now. Tdl your mom thanks for the stew,” she said, practicaly
pushing the older girl through the doorway and leaning againg the closed door in relief.

With an audible pop, the plastic handbag turned back into Electra. The Biddable Fire flowed back into
her bottle on the counter, and Theodora replaced the cork fimy.

"| agree, Electra," shesaid with asigh. "That's enough for one day."

By the time her dad got back, Electras bottle was safely hidden away in the dresser drawer, William's
collar was safely in her pocket, and Theodora had finished the laundry and was reading with her iPod on.
The cottage was filled with the amdl of stew.

Andy Oglethorpe camein, dropped his backpack by the door, and sank into a chair wearily.

Theodora took off her headphones and put down her book. "Any luck?'

"Yes and no. | met some workmen repairing the road who told me something has been taking the fish
from dl the locd lochs—the catch isway down. And they took me to see some tracks they'd found, but
when we got there the tracks weren't good enough to cast. But | did find this”

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a tiny plastic vid. Insde, Theodora could see a curved
object that flashed with opd fire.

"Ancthe "

"l think so. But it's much larger than the last one. Sometimes the scales on an animd vary in Sze. But it
could also mean the scales are from two different ani-mes’

"Or it could mean the same animd is getting larger,” Theodora pointed out.

Andy Oglethorpe shook his head. "I don't think s0," he said. "That would be a huge legp in growth in a
short period of time. | want to look up some data about rep-tilian growth rates, but | don't know of any
living reptiles that grow that fagt."

In Theodoras pocket, the metd tag on William's col-lar grew cold.

14

The Ceilidh

THENEXT DAY ANDY Ogethapewasonthephong, trying to get some scientific articles faxed to the
museum and hunting down more plaster of paris, so the next time he found any footprints he would be
ready.

Theodora started to write a letter, but after she had written, "Dear Vderie" shejus stared a the page,
her thoughtsin awhirl, and discovered she had written "Hic Sunt Dracones’ and under that "Mad John."



Theodora stared at what she had written, tapping her pen againg her front teeth absently. Did the Hic
unt carvings mean dragons or something else? And what, if anything, did they have to do with creepy
old Mad John and the cows? Or the broken pillar in the fidd of stones? She tried hard to remember dl
the times that the meta tag on William's callar had gone cold, but just when she seemed on the verge of
putting two and two together, there was a slent whimper, William asking her to let him out.

She got the collar and set it on the floor, and William dowly materidized with a shake and a sneeze. He
came over to Theodora, tall wagging, and dipped his head under her hand, begging for a pat. He saw the
pen and notepad in her Iap and sat down, head to one side.

Theodora flipped to a new page on her notepad and wrote down:

HCSVNT___ incave

HICSVNT D onpillar

Wizard (?) and dragon (?) on pillar

Mad John scaring the cows

Mad John stealing relics (according to Colin)
Scale Colin found

Scale Dad found

Footprints Dad found

If the scale was from a dragon, it wasn't from awyvern like Wycca. It might not even be from a dragon
a dl. And there was nothing to prove that the pillar had anything to do with the scale, or that Mad John
hed any-thing to do with the pillar.

But what was Mad John looking for, and why were the cows o frightened of him? Why did the metd
tag on William's collar keep going cold?

Theodora took William's head in her hands and stared into his dark eyes, inviting him to Delve. But for
once there was nothing. Maybe William wasn't making the metd tag on the collar go cold; maybe the
collar was magic and went cold dl onits own.

Theodora sghed. Maybe the Events of Last Summer had given her an overactive imaginaion. Maybe
poor Mad John was just a creepy, sad, and londy human being, maybe the carvings on the pillar were
just from some ancient Fictish legend, and maybe the scdle was just from some exatic fish snatched from
afishpond by an eagle. There were just too many maybes.

But even as she tried to convince harsdf of some unmagica explanation, Theodora remembered the
pde rainbows of opd fire glinting off the surface of the e

There was a knock a the door, and Theodora went to answer it. She was a little surprised to see a
taler, grown-up verson of Catriona

"Hullo," the woman said, with awarm amile. "I'm Mrs. Hetcher, from over at the Lodge."

She was wearing a worn man's cardigan with holes in the elbows, and old shoes, and baggy,
paint-stained clothes, but she managed to look quite elegant dl the same

"Calin and Catriona don't think you'll be interested— they rolled their eyes and groaned 'Oh, Mum',—
but I've come anyway. | want to invite you and your dad to come tothecdlidh’ Sesad

"What's akay-lee?' Theodora asked.

"A kind of village dance. They happen once a month at the Vel, more or less, and there's one tonight.
Nine o'clock. It's traditional music—pipes and fiddle—and if he's neither too drunk nor too sober, Angus
MacMuillan on the squeeze box."

"It sounds like fun," Theodora said, thinking that going to the cellidn would torpedo any chance she
had to gain respect from Catriona. She could imagine Calin being into traditiond Scottish guff, but not
Catriona, who only wanted to leave Scornsay as fast as she could.

But Theodora thought that her dad had been work-ing hard, and it would be good for him to go and
rlax alittle



Mrs. Fletcher reclaimed the empty casserole dish that had held the lamb stew, and she headed back to
the Lodge. Theodora was turning back to her notepad, thinking about the dance and Colin, when her
father bellowed her name from updairs.

Theodora ran up the gairs and stopped in the doorway of the bathroom, frozen in horror. Her dad was
leening out of the shower, dripping wet, wrapped in the shower curtain. His hair was completely covered
in a slvery-blue goo. The ar of the bathroom was ful of little iridescent blue globules, like blue JdI-O
float-ing in zero gravity.

So that's what happens when you mix Electro, with hot water, Theodora thought.

"What is this Suff?' asked her father. He had his eyes squeezed shut and was trying without success to
pull the dippery goo out of his hair.

Theodora looked around desperately for the empty bottle. "Did you take the bottle from my dresser
dava?'

"l don't know!" wailed her dad, groping for atowe on the rack with one hand while he held the shower
cur-tain around hiswaist with the other, "l just grabbed it. It was blue—it looked like shampoo.”

"No, it's—it's anew kind of—um, nal polish remover," she said. "All naturd, nontoxic—Mikko gave it
tome Itspafedly ste but kegp your eyesdosad jud in case.

Her dad squeezed his eyes shut, grumbling under his breath, and Theodora found the bottle where it
hed rolled under the Snk. She hdld it up and clucked softly under her breath. Electra rose up from Andy
Oglethorpe's head, alittle unsteadily, and as she did dl the little blobs float-ing in the ar began to join
together into bigger blobs, which began to attach thamsdves to Hedra, uniil she was once more a single blob of
dlver-bluelight. She dipped into the bottle, and Theodora replaced the cork.

Then she pushed her dad back into the shower.

"I think | got it dl off," she said. "But rinse redly wdll. Il go get you some shampoo.”

Fifteen minutes later Mr. Oglethorpe emerged dressed, his har damp but undamaged, smeling of
Theodoras rain-forest shampoo.

He squinted at the labd. "Awa-pu-hi? Wdl, I'm not used to amdling like fruits | can't pronounce. But a
least | ill have my hair, and it's not blue.”

"It looks grest, actudly,” said Theodora, thinking Electra did make a decent conditioner. "No cowlick."

“I'l live with the cowlick, thanks™" said her father darkly.

After dinner, as she was getting ready for the cellidh, Theodora paused with a fashion megazine open
to an ad for shampoo that showed a modd with gorgeous, romantic, shiny tendrils of auburn har.
Theodora thought about the magic Electra had worked copying the jdly bag, but she decided she just
couldn't chance it. She was going to have to go to the dance with Brillo hair. But she remembered what
Catriona had said about Ietting it curl more, so she ran a wet comb through it, then her fingers and let it
dry without brushing it.

She had decided to wear cargo pants and a white peasant top that had been Mikkao's, but as she was
get-ting dressed she noticed the blouse was missng a button, and she didn't quite have the guts to weer it
unbuttoned that low—as if her dad would let her. While she was looking for a safety pin, she
remembered the brooch of her mom's, the abstract dragon swirl with the red stone. It looked good with
the blouse, which had some folk embroidery on it, and a pair of dangly earrings—little horses made out
of straw. Letting her hair air dry had tamed the frizz, and while they weren't tendrils, her hair wasn't Birillo,
ather.

Her dad looked so shocked when she came down-gtairs that Theodora indinctively checked for the
brooch. It was safdy in place, and only about a hdf inch of midriff peeked out between the hem of her
blouse and her waistband.

"Wha?' she said, alittle defensvely. "My bdly but-ton isn't even showing!™

"Oh, no, you look fine It's jus—for a moment, with your hair like that, you looked like your mom.”

Her dad nodded, and Theodora found the expres-sion on his face hard to read—proud and happy and



alitle sad dl at once.
He cleared his throat. "I think it's dready started.” He went over to the open window, ligening. "It

that abegoipe?"

On the way to the Vel they met quite afew villagers, dl headed to the ceilidh. Theodora didn't see the
Fletchers, but she recognized the man who had rented them their bicycles and the slver-haired woman
dhe had met a the Vel before. And there was Bridie the vet, carrying a amdl black case for a muscd
insrument.

Music was dready wafting from the pub's open door, the sound of bagpipes and accordion. Bridie fell
into step with the Oglethorpes and introduced hersdf to Theodora s dad.

"Isthat aviolin?' Theodoraasked.

"Y es—I guessyou can say I'm second fiddle.”

"When do you find time to play?' said Mr. Oglethorpe. "I thought vets were too busy for things like
music.

"Oh, wdl, | don't practice so much anymore. But you'd be surprised: A ewe in labor quite likes a little
fidde musc.”

The ceilidh was dready in full swing at the Vll. Bridie cast off her denim jacket, put the vidin to her
chin, and launched right into the middle of the red that the piper was playing. The musc grew more and
more lively, and there was somping and dgpping and whoops of approva, and couples whirling around
the floor. The tables and chairs and glassesin the pub rattled and shook.

Theodora stood in the corner, drinking a lemonade and scanning the crowd. There was Jamie, there
was Mrs. Hetcher, but no sgn of Calin or Catriona. Her dad was busy dancing with the idands Jamaican
doctor. The pub's cook, a white-haired woman in a black dress and sneakers, was dragged protesting
from the kitchen onto the dance floor, where she managed to do a Sardinian folk dance to a rousng
Cdltic tune.

Theodora dipped outside to breathe the coal air. It was dill light out, like twilight, even though it was
now well after ten thirty. A young couple was having a lovers quarrel under the pub's sgn, so Theodora
walked around to the little garden patio at the back, where wildflowers were teking over the square of
flag-stones on which the owners had set out three tables with umbrellas.

She sat on a bench under the arbor and sighed, wishving she'd brought William, wondering why she felt
so mopey. In the pub, watching the dancing and ligening to the music, she couldn't help feding like an
outsider, not because she was an American, but because after what had happened to her with the
wizards and wyverns and everything, she had a hard time being Theodora. And it wasn't going to get any
better when she got back to Boston. Vd just wanted to go to the movies or the mdl with her new Tae
Kwon Do friends, and Milo and his dog, Y oda, were spending alat of time with a girl named Sylvie and
her dog, Chewie. And redly, who could blame them? She hadn't exactly been alot of fun to be around.
She thought of Gideon, back on the other Sde of the bolt-hole in his own time, and of Mikko on her
cruise, and wondered if she'd ever see ether one of them again. She fdt alump forming in her throat.

Beyond the little patio the wildflowers gave way to brush and then woods, and now the light was at last
fading and the wind stirred the branches, whispering in the leaves. Theodora sat up, suddenly sure she
was being watched by someone, or something, hidden in the trees. She fdt her mind seized and probed,
but not by the Other shed encountered at the waterfal—there was no cold fire. This time it was like an
eclipse happening indde her head—a shadow creeping across her memory like a dark, sniger tide. It
was like the time last sum-mer when her mind had been in Kobold's grip.

Theodora stood up, dutching her head. "Who are you?' she cdled into the woods. "What do you
want?'

The other mind was shielded from her somehow. Like a thief wearing gloves, it expertly rifled through
her memories, lingering on the scenes of her Delving with Merlin, her bresking and then mending the bat
skeleton, and her finding of William.

Theodora clenched her teeth and squeezed her eyes shut, trying to force the shadow out of her head.



"Leaemego... get out. Get out!"

For atarifying moment, the shadow completely covered her mind. Then dowly it began to move aside.

The red stone on her maothers brooch was glowing. With shaking hands Theodora unpinned it, but she
couldn't bring hersdf to throw it away. Even as she was looking at it, trying to think what to do, the color
faded rgpidly from the stone and it lay in her hand, familiar and harmless once more. The Snigter shadow
that had covered her mind was gone. She stared into the woods, breathing hard, wondering what had
just happened.

"Well, hdlo,"” someone said. "May | join you?'

Theodora looked up and saw MacKenzie Murdoch. Her shoulders sagged with relief. She gave him a
wesk amile "Sure" she said, and dipped the brooch into her podke.

Murdoch smiled a Theodora and sat beside her on the bench. He looked off into the trees as though
he had seen something. Then he looked back at Theodora and smiled again more broadly.

"l hope it doesn't rain," he said, turning up his collar againg the sudden chill. "I seem to have misplaced
my urrdla Areyoueoyingthe calidh?”

She shrugged. "Oh, it'sokay, | guess. It just got alittle crowded. The music was giving me a headache.
How is thehiaoups?”

Murdoch seemed dartled and looked at her sharply. Theodora added, "You know, the one at the
factory? Yausad somemedinehed aneqpansve hicap!”

Murdochs features relaxed in alaugh. "Oh, you mean thet little mishgp," he said eeslly. "Everything is up
and running once more. But you don't want to talk about whiskey. How isyour father's ressarch going? Is he close
to finding the creature?’

"l think you have to ask him that." Her fear had faded, but she was Ieft with a conviction that something
wasnt right. In her pocket, the red stone in the brooch was glowing again. She could see it through the
fabric of her pants. Theodora wondered if Mr. Murdoch could see it too. She dipped her hand in her
pocket and hid the glowing stone in the pam of her hand.

Thewind had risen again, and in the falling light the trees on the edge of the patio seemed to take the
shape of a large, awakening creature. Theodora shivered. She thought about going back ingde, but she
didn't want to be rude. Mr. Murdoch was in a teasing mood.

"S0 Detective Theodora, what have you found out about the cresture?’

It took her a moment to remember that she'd told him about her science project on forensics and
finger-prints.

"Wl it's funny,” she said. "We found a photo of the pillar, the one where Calin found the scale, and it
says Hic Sunt D on it. And then, behind the Vel—you know, the waterfdl, not the pub—there was
another Hic Sunt. Jamie says it might stand for 'Here Be Dragons.' | wonder whether the same creature
has been on theidand dl thistime"

"Why hasn't one been found, then?' said Mr. Murdoch. "If a creature, a dragon as you cal it, has been
prowling Scornsay since the time of the Ficts, where are the bones? There would have to be bones,
wouldnt there? Or some other trace, more than a scae?!

Theodora fdt glly. "l suppose,” she said. She didn't tdl him that her dad had found another, bigger
scae. The stone had stopped glowing, and behind her the wind in the trees had died down. Theodora
decided she could risk being rude now.

"I'm getting kind of cold," she said. "I'm going to go back indde. Good luck with your Dreedful Dram.”

Once more Mr. Murdoch looked a little startled. Then he remembered about putting the creature on
the labd of the whiskey bottles. He laughed, then raised both hands, raking the ar with imaginary talons,
and roared afake roar.

Theodora gratefully made her escape.

As she went back indde, she spotted Colin's motor-bike parked next to some others outside the Val,
but ingde she couldn't spot him among the crowd. She got hersdf alemonade and found him at the back
of the pub by the restrooms, playing an arcade video game.

"Hi," shesad.

"Hi."



"Areyou the high score?!

"And the low score and dl the ones in between. Want to play?’

"No, thanks." She watched him blast a few enemy spacecraft and weave his way through an asteroid
bdt. "Want to dance?"

Hemade aface. "It'snot my kind of music.”

"Mineether," shesad.

He looked up, then looked back down, just intime to see his spaceship vanish down a black hole. He
dammed the game screen with the palm of his hand.

"Okay. Let'sdance.”

Theodora was a mgor dance dropout: sheld quit classes in tap and hip-hop, and one of the most
embar-rassng moments of her life had been going to a pool party expecting to play Marco Polo and
discovering it was a boy-girl party with music and dancing. She and Milo had escaped into the house to
watch a horror movie about giant mutant earthworms, but Vd had stayed out by the pool with Jake
Woo, dancing in a new tankini thet showed off her tan-in-a-can.

But Theodora discovered she was good at thiskind of dancing. It was like geometry: It had a pattern.
And there was no way to look cool doing it, so you didn't have to worry about that. Theodora
disappeared into the pattern gratefully, letting the music flow through her, letting her mind go blank. While
shewas dancing, it didn't seem to matter which Theodora she was, the old one or the new one. While
she was dancing, she wasthe music.

Thefiddling grew faster and faster, and she changed partners and clapped and stamped and spun, and
then she was back with Colin briefly, dasping his hands before spinning away again. Then dl of a sudden
the black shadow had returned, blotting everything out. The music seemed to go sour, the room began to
spin, and before she knew what was happening, she fdl to her knees on the dance floor, gripping her
head.

Her dad got to her first.

"Dodo! Areyou dl right?"

Theodora looked up at her father. A minute before, her face had been flushed with the effort of
dancing, but now it was drained of color. And her hands were cold, ice-cold.

"Daddy, something'swrong."

Theidands doctor knegled next to Theodora and started to fed her pulse, but Theodora snaiched her
am away and struggled to her feet.

"I'm fing" she said, shaking off Colin and her dad, who were trying to help her up. "Don't you
under-stand?' Now she was shouting, panic in her voice. In her pocket, the stone on the brooch was
gowing bright red.

" Something— s—wrong."

"Ligen," said the man who had been playing the bagpipes. "She'sright.”

There was the dee-da-dee-da of a dren. A truck squedled to a stop outside the pub, and Mr. Perley,
the shopkeeper, burdt into the room.

"Jamie! Where's Jamie Grayling?'

Jamie stepped forward, mute with surprise.

"Your museumson fire"

15
Hamish's Tale

SHE WASHAVING THE same dream over and over. Gideon was trying to teach her to spinfire,
turning Electrainto a sphere and the sphere into athin rope, but every time shetried, Electraended up as



ablue puddle on the floor. She could not control the bluefire, and the spell kept going wrong. Gideon
ran out of patience and chided her, saying, "Didn't you read the assgnment?' Theodora frantically paged
through a heavy tometitled TheUsesof Magical Fire, but evary pegewasjus coveredinHICSVNT HICSVYNT
HICSVNT, over and over. Shetried to perform the spell once more, and now, instead of being ameagica blue
fire, Electraturned white-hot, and then red, and began to lick up the wals of Gideon's chamber, out of
control.

Theodora woke up with her heart hammering and looked around the room in confuson. Her head hurt
and she fdt groggy. She mugt be home sick. Any minute now Mikko would comein with a bowl of soup
on a tray and some Japanese comics. But there was an anti-septic amdl more like the nurse's office a
school. So why couldn't she hear the muffled dam of lockers and the babble of voices in the hdlway
outsde?

As the cobwebs cleared and the dream faded, Theodora found hersdlf lying in bed in a Strange room. It
looked like the nurse's office at school, but it was painted sunny ydlow with bright turquoise windowslls.
A metd cabinet with glass doors held ralled gauze bandages, jars of cotton bals, and tongue depressors.
Charts on the wdls warned of the dangers of smoking and unsafe sex. There was a framed travel poster
for Jamaica and a amdl tank of tropical fish. Theodora sat up and saw that she was lying in a smdll cot
with a metd railing to keep her from faling out. On the other side of a flowered cur-tain that divided the
room in hdf she could hear heavy, labored breething.

There was a knock on the door and a woman came in. Theodora recognized her as Josefina Moody,
the doctor who had been dancing with her dad at the Vel the night before.

Thenight before.

Suddenly everything came flooding back in arush, and Theodora franticaly tried to get out of bed but
got tangled up in the sheets, flaling her arms and trying to kick free of the bedclothes.

"Oh, my God—thefirel"

The doctor camed her down and helped her get resettled againg the pillows.

"Jamigsfing" shesadinasoftly lilting Jamaican

accent. "No onewas hurt. Thefireisout."

"The museum—"

"Jamie had moved a lot of things out to make room for the new exhibit, so the loss wasn't as bad as it
might haveben”

Theodora pictured the old photograph of Hamish MacRae sanding next to the pillar anong the Stane
Folk. In her mind's eye a hungry edge of flame ate its way across the frame, and Hamish's fearful face
blistered and blackened and was gone.

"Why am | here?' she asked. "Isthisahospitd ?"

"No, it's just my surgery." Seeing Theodoras blank ook, she explained. "Youd cdl it an office, or a
dinic, I think. | send serious cases to the mainland.”

"So I'm not aserious case.”

The doctor smiled. "No. | just wanted to keep an eye on you overnight.” As she said this, she put the
ear-pieces of her stethoscope in her ears and placed the cold metal disk on Theodora's chest. "And your
dad wanted to make sure you were dl right before the constable talked to you. Deep breath, please.”

Theodora inhded and exhaled and then asked, "Congtable? Isn't that some kind of police officer?”

"Yes You knew about the fire, you see, before it hap-pened. She has afew questions for her report.”

For the next few moments the doctor was busy pok-ing and prodding, tapping Theodora's knees with
arub-ber hammer and shining a smal flashlight in her eyes. She seemed satisfied with what she found.

"Wil, | don't see any reason to keep you. 1'd like you to eat something, then around noon | think you
can go hare"

Home. Suddenly the longing for their house in Cambridge was an ache.

The doctor smiled and said, "Rest a little. | have to see to my other patient.” She disappeared behind
the other sde of the curtain.

"Now, Mr. MacRage," Theodora heard her saying. "How are you feding this morning? | heard you gave



the g&ff at the center no end of trouble.”

A gruff voice muttered acurse.

"Now, none of that, please," said the doctor.

There was the sound of glass breaking and a spoon clattering to the floor, as though Mr. MacRae had
knocked away a dose of medicine.

The gruff voice was raving in athick Scots brogue Theodora couldn't make sense of, but certain words
legped out at her.

"Demons. . .fire..."

Demons. . . fire. .. MacRae . . . Theodora fdt dl the hairs on her ams rise in goose pimples. It
couldn't be, Sethought Hed have to bea hundred.

"Thegirl," said the gravdly voice. "The girl from aoossthes”

"Who do you mean, Mr. MacRae?" said the doctor. "What girl from across the sea?'

"I mugt see her," and then he was just muttering again about demons and fire.

There was the crinkle of a candy wrapper, and the doctor said, "Time for your Nutto bar, Mr.
MacRee."

Themuttering was silenced by the smacking of lips.

The doctor reappeared on Theodoras sde of the curtain. She was holding the fragments of a brown
glass medicine bottle in her hand.

"He does love his Nutto bar. Hell deep now. | think | got dl the glass, but if you get up to go to the
loo, mind you don't cut your feet. | don't want to have to sitch you up.”

Theodora nodded. "Who ishe?

"Hamish MacRae. He caused quite a scene at the old folks center last night, going on about demons
and agirl from acrossthe sea."

She left the room, and Theodora lay in bed with her thoughts in a crazy whirl. As soon as she made
sense of one amdl thing, she'd think of something else and it dl fdl apart again. Then she noticed her
clothes, neetly folded and lying on a chair. Her mother's brooch was lying on her cargo pants, the red
gone winking.

Theodora got up and picked up the stone, looking &t it. Then she turned, took a deep breath, and
pulled aside the curtain thet divided the room in two.

Hamish MacRae was the oldest person Theodora had ever seen. He was wrinkled and burned brown
by the sun. His pae eyes were gartling in his deeply tanned face, and what har he had Ieft dung to his
skull like lichen on a rock. His sunken cheeks were covered with a stubble of white beard. In his prime
he mugt have been a strong man, but now the cotton pgjamas he wore hung loosdly over his withered
ams and sunken chest. His hands were dl knuckles and sinew, cdlused and scarred as though he had
once worked with tools and often cut himsf.

But you could tdl there was lifein him, and cunning, and wit. On the bedside table lay a pill, sicky with
caramd from the Nutto-Caro-Crema-Latte bar where the doctor had hidden it. Hamish saw Theodora
look-ing a it and began to cackle softly under his bregth.

Theodora sat down on the edge of the bed. "Hédlo, Mr. MacRae. I'm Theodora." Now that she had
started she fdt ridiculous, but there was no stopping. Theodora licked her dry lips and went on. "I'm the
gr from across the sea. | have something | want to show you. | think you might be able to tdl me what it
is"

She opened her hand to show him the dragon brooch. Hamish MacRae's eyes looked & it and then a
Theodora

"It'sthe Mote," he said. "The Mote in the Dragon's Bye"

She had been afraid it would take powers of persuasion she didn't possess to get the story out of old
Hamish MacRae, or at least abox of Nutto-Caro-Crema-Latte bars. But he seemed glad enough to tdl
his story, once he got started. At firg she had a hard time making out his Scots accent, but after a while,
as the dinnaes and summats washed over her, she stopped trying to make sense of each word. As



Theodora ligened to the music of his speech, not trying to understand it, the meaning came floaing up
from the middle of it, like a thread of hamaony.

"That morning my father said | could go with him 1o aut pedt. | wesnineyearsdd. | hed been begging im to
take me with him because the year before, the cutters had found a body in the bog near Pitlochry, and
the great men from the museum in Edinburgh had paid them well for it. | was certain | was going to find
my own bog-man, and had dready planned how | would spend the money, on chocolate and a tin
arplane with a propeller you wound with a key.

"Cutting peat was man's work, and | was soon weary. But | had asked to cut peat instead of doing
other chores | did not like so wdl, so | kept at it. My father was cuitting peat a short ways from me, and |
heard his knife strike againgt stone. He caled me over to see.

"It was a four-sided pillar, the haght of a wee lad, and covered in strange marks—men with wings,
strange beasties. | knew the museum men would offer afine price, but my father spat on it and covered it
back up with a block of peat and told me to leave it done—he would mark the spot and tdl the minister
about it. A wizard stone, best |eft where it was, and a prayer said over the ground.

"But when the minigter came out to the fidd to see it, he became very excited and told my father the
sone needed to be dug out and put somewhere for safe-kegping until the important men in Edinburgh
could come and take it away.

"It took 9x draft horses to pull it out, and the brutes gave us no end of trouble, as though they knew
what the stone was holding in. At last they pulled it out—it made a sound as though the bog did not want
to let it go—and then it was free and we could see what lay beneath.”

Hamish paused to lick hisdry lips, and Theodora got up and poured him a glass of water. She hdd it to
his mouth while he drank, the water dribbling down his chin onto his cotton top. His pae eyes looked at
her while he drank.

"What was under the stone?" Theodora asked, when he seemed ready to go on.

"A wdl of nothing. Nothingness. The horses kicked and screamed as though the barn was &fire, and
the men cut the harness lines so the animds could run away before they harmed themselves.

"The miniger was there when the stone came out of the ground, and he cried out in a language | had
never heard—not the pope's Lain, but something ese, older and eerie. The nothingness quivered, but
then it yawned wide'—here Hamish spread his arms as wide as they would go—"as though it would
swvalow usdl. And the minigter shouted strange words again and stepped for-ward into the middle of the
gaping hole, and it swal-lowed him. It closed over him and then they were gone, man and void both."

Hamish lay back againg his pillows, bresthing hard. But tdlling his story had brought a flush to his
cheeks.

"The pillar was taken to the hill where the Stane Folk are. It was of Faerie, they said, and back to
Feerie it should go. But the Faeries did not want it, so there it stayed. And in time the young people
forgot the old ways, and laughed a the old folks superdtitions. Then the men who had been there grew
old and died, and | was the only one who remembered.”

"But what isthe Mote?' Theodora asked.

"Do you know the mark on the pillar? A man hold-ing a sone with rays coming from it?'

"Yes" The mark Jamie thought was a lodestone. "It's some kind of magnet.”

"It is the Mote, the Mote in the Dragon's Eye. Tha is what the miniger cdled it. He had many old
books, dl about faerie markings on the stones.”

Pictish carvings, Theodorathought.

"And what did he think it was for? The Mote, | mem"

"Itsathing of power. There was a book that told of a gil who would come across the waves and use
the Mote to defeat a greet evil."

Theodora stared at the brooch in her hand, sure now that this was what Mad John was looking for.
Before she could ask Hamish anything ese, they heard footsteps approaching. Hamish hid the pill under
his pillow, and Theodora bardly made it back to her own bed before the doctor came into the room



carying atray with toast, a boiled egg, and tea.
"The congtable just arrived. | told her you needed to have alittle something to eat before you could
answer guedios”

Theodora was just getting dressed when she heard someone come in and greet Mr. MacRae. Then the
cur-tain was drawn asde and a womean peeked in.

"Hullo, Theodora. I'm Charlie. Why don't you and | go to the doctor's consulting room? We can tak
there and Mr. MacRee here can wetch his Baywatch'*

They went into the room where Dr. Moody talked to her patients after she had examined them. There
was another, larger fish tank. In among the serious-looking medicd books were framed photos of what
Theodora thought must be nieces and nephews dl dressed up for church, and Dr. Moody in academic
robes, getting her MD. Charlie sat in an armchair, and Theodora sank into the doctor's padded desk
chair, her hands clasped in her |ap.

But it wasn't bad at dl. She told Charlie the same thing she had told her dad: that shed had a
foreboding, a sudden splitting headache, a vague but certain feding something was wrong. She hadn't
noticed anything funny around the museum. She hadn't heard anyone say anything suspicious. She hadn't
seen any kids playing with fire. Charlie wrote it dl down and shut her note-book.

"That'sal | need for now," she said. "Y our father tells me you'll be on Scornsay for another week yet.
Be sureto phone meif your plans change or if you think of anything you forgot to tell me."

When the constable had gone, Dr. Moody came in to take Theodoras temperature one lagt time. She
looked at the young girl thoughtfully. "You know, my gran was a little like you. She could read the
wegther, read animas—read people, too. She knew once that a brother of hers had had a heart attack
down in Kingston, half an hour before her sster-in-law rang her to tdl her. Some people think it's a gift."”
The doctor amiled. "And I've seen dl kinds of things on this idand none of my medicd training can
explain. So try not to worry. Your dad's come to fetch you .. . heé'sin the wait-ing room.”

Her father greeted her with akiss and a hug, and when they got outsde, Theodora saw Mrs. Fetcher
waiting to drive them back to the cottage. On the way, Theodora looked out the car window.

Weas that what she was? Gifted? If that was the case, it was feding more and more like a gift she
wanted to return. Back last summer, when she had Delved with Merlin, shed been aware for the firg
time of that part of hersdf that was different. Right now, in the car, driving back to the cottage, she
wished she was 100 percent ordi-nary, boring, unmagicad Theodora. But she suspected it wasn't going to
be up to her. She suspected that was why she kept dreaming about her twelve-year-old mother in cutoff
jeans and a camp T-shirt. What had happened to her mother the year she was twelve? Had she made
some kind of choice? Or falled some kind of tet?

She was remembering more about the night before. Dancing toward Colin and away from him, the
pattern of the music flowing through her. The brief moment he seemed to forget ceilidhs weren't cool,
how he had laughed as she flubbed a step. What did Colin think of her now, after her outburst about the
fire? She closed her eyes, leaned againg her fathers shoulder, and pushed the thought away.

" Tzz-schtff!

With the sound of the dragon's sneeze came asmel of burnt sugar, and Merlin set down his crossword
to go see what had happened.

He found the dragon in the kitchen, sanding over the upturned sugar bowl, wearing a sticky mask and
hood of hardening caramel.

"S0o that's what happens when you sneeze on the sugar bowl,” Merlin said, laughing. "Dragon brulee.
Come here, let me see you."

He tapped the hardened carame with the back of a spoon and managed to pry most of it off. During
the pro-cedure Vyrna didn't so much as whimper, though she did tremble. A chastened wyvern dunk off
behind the sofa to nurse her wounded pride and lick the remaining caramd from her wings. Merlin was
just about to return to his crossword when he heard the chime on his spdll-cagting desk, indicating that



some mal had arrived.

There was an odd fla package postmarked from Spain, with the return address of C. Crumplewing.
Melin dropped the rest of the mall and tore the package open. A curious object did out onto the floor,
something like an aily puddle that shimmered dightly with magic. There was dso a letter in the funny
handwriting Merlin remembered now from his student days in Alchemy 1.

Dear lain:

Margery has asked me to tell you what | know about seeps. I'm
enclosing a device of my own invention. It will bring you directly to
my house. Do remove your shoes before stepping on it.

Cordelia Crumplewing

When he smoothed out the object, he found it was a circle, shiny as a waterproof raincoat and
curioudy dip-pery. Merlin spread it out on the floor. The middle of it shimmered fantly, and it hummed
with its own magic.

Melin whidled for Vyma Asfar as he ranembered, Cordelia was odd but not devious, but in case this was
some kind of trick he felt better having a dragon aong.

Vymagppeared fram behind the sofa, looking allitle sicky. She peared & the drde.and hissad her disgoproval.

"Now, now, none of that," said Merin, dipping off his shoes. "Hed, and dlawsin."

Vyrnadid hed, and, holding his shoes, Merlin stepped into the shining circle with the dragon. Ingtantly
they were whisked from their own Where and deposited on a flowered sofa in a cottage on the edge of
an dmond grove in Spain. Vyrna was off like a shot, in pursuit of one of Cordelia Crumplewing's many
cats.

"Helo, lan."

Corddia was seated opposite him in a velvet wing chair. She looked just the same as she had a
G.A.\W.A. Academy, Merlin thought to himsdf: Shapeless dress with a gpdess cardigen over it. Ladylike oM
and moon cameo pinned to her meeger bosom. Hgahantine stock-ings that bagged around her ankles and knees.
Sturdy brown Featherweathers. Half glasses that kept fdling doan her nosg, desite the sodl She aontinuelly
muttered under her bregath to prevent them from dipping.

The cottage itsdf was wildly untidy. The self-weding tea st ssamed to have abendoned dl hope ad the
broom leaned sullenly in the corner. On the table beside the wing chair was a pile of Whither-When
journds and yellowed copies of The Proceedings of the Soaey for the Advancement of Segp Sience Ard,
God dess her! If that wasn't the very carpetbag she was dways toting around during dchemy class, and
the same unfinished man's cable-knit vest from 1905-1906.

Melin did notice one change. The cuffs of her cardigan weren't snged. Cordelia caught him looking.

"No, no, I'm arad I'm not old Crumpet-Cuffs any-more,” she said, amiling. "I've set out a amdl lunch
for us under the trees. Youll find | make a better cook than | ever did an dchemig.”

The table beneath the arbor was spread with a coth and set with brightly painted dishes. There was a
potato omdet and paper-thin shavings of ham and crusty bread and garlicky olives and a nice Spanish
wine. Merlin tucked in hgppily while Cordelia Crumplewing launched into a long explanaion of seep
theory. From ingde the cottage came the sound of Vyrna chasing cats and dishes bregking. When Melin
started to get up, Corddia waved an unconcerned hand in the direction of the mayhem.

'l switched to sdf-mending dishes ages ago," Corddia said, pouring the wine, "and a breed of cat with
ninety-nine lives. Let her chase them. She can't hurt them, and they'll dl nap later.”

She had pushed her own plate aside and spread out some papers dosdy covered with complex
mathematicd caculaions, akind of theoretical Wizard's Caculus



Melin had never magtered: Whither divided by When to the Never power.

"You can see I've performed the caculaion over and over, and I'm pretty certain of my result.”

"I I understand you properly,” said Merlin, "no one on Scornsay is safe.”

"No, they aren't redly. It's a shame they have that fegtivd . . . the summer thingummy—NMidsummer
Hing, isit? All those people headed to Scornsay on fer-ries. Much better if they were headed in quite the
other direction. | keep writing to the O.1.G. to tdl them, but the mucky-mucks there keep advisng me to
get psycho-therapy from the Wizards Assstance League. But | don't need my head examined.”

"No," said Merin. "l don't think you do. But it's very interesting that the O.1.G. wants everyone to think
20." Malin was thinking of Margery, Theodora's only protector on Scornsay, and the fact that she
worked for the O.1.G. He thought of the tapestry hanging in his study, the boy in blue armor with
Theodoras face. He thought of what Theodoras life would be like if the O.1.G. decided she needed a
Demoation.

He got to his feet, brushing crumbs from his Iap. "Vyrnaand | shdl go to Scornsay at once.”

"Oh," sad Corddia, dasping her hands together. "I was so hoping you would! Now, dont go just
yet—there are afew items | would like you to take with you."

16
TheWhirliggsSeoret

WHEN THEY GOT BACK to the cottage, Theodora noticed that something was different, and after a
minute she redlized what it was. Her father had cleared away dl sgnsof the scde mystery. Hisfield
equipment and laptop and science journals were out of sight. The only things on the kitchen table were
some tourist brochures and a schedule of sunset cruises around the seabird colonies offshore.

"I thought we could make the most of the time we have left on Scornsay by seeing some of the sghts”
he sad.

She started to ask her dad about the scale, but then she remembered the fire. Of course there was no
way Jamie could continue the investigation now, with afire to clean up after, and a museum to rebuild.

Theodora thought her dad was right: The best way to sdvage the trip was to use the few days they had
left on the idand to relax and just be tourids.

Andy Oglethorpe looked at Theodora. "Do you fed up to abikeride?’

"sure.”

"] thought we could bike to the artists colony and seeif we can find some souvenirsto bring home.”

"O@-"

On the way through the village they spotted Jamie in front of the boarded-up museum. He looked
exhausted, and one of his hands was bandaged. He was picking through a stack of wet and blackened
items that had been piled outside the door.

"Jamie, were S0 sorry. Areyou dl right?' Andy asked.

Theodora stood there uncomfortably, wondering if Jamie was going to be weird about her outburst in
the pub. But he had other things on hismind.

"I'mfing" Jamie said, waving his bandaged hand. "Just some blisters and a wee cut. | wish | could say
the same for the museum,” he added grimly.

With its two broken windows and their soot-stained slls, the museum seemed to belooking at them
for-lornly through blackened eyes. The storefront had been scorched by the intense heat; the paint on
the sgnthat said SCORNSAY HERITAGE MUSEUM hedblistered and buckled, and the banner about the
Old and New Rédligion exhihit trailed on the ground, wet and bedraggled.



Jamie was halding what remained of the rowan cross that had hung on the museum'’s door. He turned it
rue-fully, scattering ash and getting soot on his hands. "It was an extraordinary fire, they tdl me. It didn't
gart amdl and smolder, and then reach aflash point. It was one huge flash, a grest eruption of flamedl at
once—— dmog as though there was an explosion, only nothing blew up. It's a red mydery. A giant
whoosh of flame, out of nowhere."

Theodora knedled by the pile of waterlogged papers and objects that had been thrown out of the
building by the fire brigade. Her heart skipped a beat. There it was, the familiar face of Hamish MacRae,
the photo haf snged away. All you could see was the boy's face and the marks on the pillar.

"May | havethis?' she asked.

"Aye" dddmie " Takeit"

"Can we help you clean up?' Andy asked.

Jamie shook his head. "No, thisis dl rubbish now. Everything that could be saved has dready been
taken to the kirk and locked up. I'm just making sure nothing wes ovalooked.”

Asthey rode away, Theodora asked her father, "What will Jamie do without the museum?”

Mr. Oglethorpe said, "W, | guess he has to hope Mr. Murdoch is willing to replace the building and
help him rebuild. Otherwise hell have to move on and find another job."

"Oh." Theodora fdt a curious mixture of shame and guilt, as though just knowing about the fire made it
dl her fault, and she hersdf was somehow to blame for the fact that Jamie now had to find another job.

Hafway to the artists colony they were caught in a downpour—the wind suddenly shifted, the sun
went behind some clouds, and out of nowhere the rain duiced down in an unbroken curtain. They arrived
a the Curlew's Nest with their clothes dinging to their skin and dashed into the nearest workshop. It was
a pot-ter's studio, with a whed in the middle and various items waiting to be glazed and fired filling the
tables and shelves. A potter was working at a nearby table. Theodora recognized him as one of the men
who had been at another table the firgt time she paid a vist to the Vell—the man who had been kneading
the ar with his hands as he spoke.

Asthey stood making puddles on the floor, the potter got up and greeted them, then went into a back
room. Heimmediately reappeared with an armload of towels and some spare men's and boys clothes,
many of them paint-spattered.

"We're dl used to soggy tourists showing up,” he said, handing them each apile of clothes. "It's easy to
misread the weather if you don't know it. You can change in the storeroom.” Then he stepped into the
gudio'stiny kitchenette, and they heard the dink of chinamugs and the rattle of spoons and the sound of
a kettle being filled. By the time Theodora emerged from the storeroom wearing oversize jeans and a
wool pullover, her dad was putting on a pair of heavy socks. The potter reappeared carrying mugs of
tea

While they waited for ther clothes to dry, the pot-ter sat back down at the table, where Theodora saw
he was working not on a new piece of pottery, but on a piece of brightly painted wood, something like—

"Thewhirligig!" she said in dismay, garting up and doshing tea from her mug.

"Yes, we had some vandds last night,” the potter said. "The whirligig garden was smashed.”

Looking out the window, they could see the broken and scattered folk carvings. The big scarecrow
whirligg with the china saucer teeth was gone, the large bird had been toppled, and the monkey was lying
in pieces. Theodora scanned the ruined garden looking in vain for another whirligig she remembered—a
mermaid or a sea serpent. It was gone too.

She turned away from the window, feding sck to her somach. "Who would do such a thing?' she
mur-mured.

Andy looked thoughtful. " Strange that vandals would ruin your whirligigs the same night as the fire was
St at the musaum.”

"You have to wonder, don't you?' said the potter. "I'm afraid our congtable is too busy with the fire to
worry about our little problem here

"Hallo, hdlo," said a voice from the doorway. "L ook what I've found.”



It was the woman with spiky hair, the one she'd seen on the street and met again in the ladies room of
the Vel. She was halding the head of the large whirligig. He was looking rather the worse for wear after
his night of adventure. One of his mirrored eyes was gone, and quite a few of his china teeth, too. He
looked more rakish than ever, even without his body. Somehow the sght of hm made Theodora more
chearful.

"Wdl, hdlo,” said the woman, recognizing Theodora. "How are you feding? | heard you were taken to
the dinic overnight.” Her eyes were dark and sparkling. "I'm Margery—Margery MacVanish.”

At the sound of the word "MacVanish," Theodora fdt something—the same something she'd fdt when
she was around Gideon. Someone sympathetic and wise, a strong, cdm presence. Was Margery a
wizard too?

The potter had taken the whirligigs head from Margery and carried it to a table, where hed been
mend-ing the other parts of the broken sculpture. Theodora could see he had been running a hospita for
whirligigs There were spools of wire and scraps of wood, pots of pant and glue, sheets of tin and tin
cutters, and a box full of bits of chinaand mirrored glass for eyes and teeth.

The latest patient was looking wdl aready, except for his missng head. Tenderly the potter set the
whirligigs head back on top of the neck that protruded from the tattered jacket and tapped a wooden
peg into place to hold it. Then he tacked on a new beard of nylon rope and stepped back to judge the
effect. With scissors he trimmed the beard to a goatee, and stisfied with that, gave the whirligig a soin.
They dl held their bresth, afraid it would fal apart, but it spun rapidly with a reassuring wooden clatter.

"Good as new," said the potter.

Theodora stood rooted to the floor, saring a the whirligig. "Do that again," she said in an odd, thick
voice that made her dad turn around and look at her.

Margery and the potter stood looking at her too. At last Margery said, "Yes, Jacob. Do that agan,
please”

Jacob the potter spun thewhirligig again. Thefigure's arms and legs pumped wildly, making the sound
of abicycle with something caught inits spokes. The checked green jacket fluttered.

Theodora stared at it asif in a trance. She was remembering something sheld seen with her dad a a
museum in Boston: a spinning disk that looked like nothing until you turned a knob the right way on a
strobe light. Then a pattern emerged. At one speed the pattern had been dancing girls with flower
baskets, but when shed turned the knob a little in the other direc-tion, they had changed to lesring
hobgoblins, kicking their skinny legs and gticking out their tongues.

Suddenly she redlized why she thought there had been awhirligig missng from the garden and why she
thought it had been amermad or a sea serpent.

"Can he spin faster?' she asked.

The potter looked a her in a puzded way, then rummaged in a drawer of odds and ends and
produced a crank handle. He attached it to the whirligig and began to turn the crank, faster and fadter,
until the room was filled with a high-pitched zithery sound of mechan-ica speed and the frantic clatter of
wooden limbs pushed to their limit.

Thewhirligig was now soinning as fagt as it would have during a gale, with the wind howling in from the
sea. Asit spun, it seemed to change before their eyes: The tattered green overcoat became wings, the
furioudy pumping legs with their strange checked trousers now a pair of scaled legs. It even seemed that
the long nose stretched into a snot.

Befare Theodoras eyesthe whirligg became a dragon. In her minds eye dhe coud see it, sreding the whiiggs with a
sangle blow of itstall.

The others saw it too.

"Wdl,wel," sadMaray.

Theodora turned to the potter. "Who made this whirligg?'

"One of the resdents at the old folks home. Old Hamigh . .. Hamish MacRae."

Theodora thought about her talk with Hamish. She remembered how she'd noticed his hands ancient
knotted hands, scarred as though held worked with tools. And his wit—the whirligig had been a kind of
warning, but dso a joke. A man transforming into a dragon. Theodora thought about the carving on the



pil-lar in the middle of the Stane Folk, and dl the legends on Scornsay about dragons.

She turned to her dad. Andy Oglethorpe was stand-ing a the window, looking at the garden. He had
that exated geaminhiseyes

"I'd like to go and look &t the garden. Do you think the constable would mind?'

The potter shrugged. "Thereisn't much to see.”

But Andy Oglethorpe was aready out the door.

Theran had stopped, and the trampled garden was now a sea of mud, splinters, and broken glass. But
after some searching, he found what he was looking for. He squatted by a ruined wooden sculpture and
gently peeled away some splintered wood that had been trod into the ground.

There: 1t was beginning to lose its shape and it was full of water. But to a trained eye it was a perfect
half footprint of some reptile. A dragon footprint. Theodora felt the Mote in her pants pocket grow cold
and she sensed something—something Other brushed againg her mind, and Theodora fdt the Others
regret and sorrow—regret for the musaum fire and smashed whirligigs But who or what was the Other?

Theodora looked at the two artists. Jacob didn't seem to have redized the sgnificance of what Mr.
Oglethorpe had found, and if Margery had she wasn't ssyirgaything

Andy Oglethorpe stood and looked around at the hill where the Stane Folk stood, and across the road
where the diff fdl away to the sea.

"What's the shordinelike?' he asked the potter.

"Rocks a high tide, a narrow drip of shingle a low tide. And ther€'s a sea cave tha goes far into the
diff."

Theodora looked a her father. If he were a cartoon, she thought, thered be a hig lightbulb over his
head. He dways hit his lower lip dightly and squinted, as though he were taking an eye exam, when he
was having one of his "Eurekd" moments.

He turned to the potter. "Do the caves connect to the sea lochs?'

"Yes. No one's quite sure how. You can't rappel down—the rocks are too sharp.”

"|s there access from the sea?'

The potter frowned. "I suppose when the tide was right you might be able to bring a dinghy over. But it
would be risky."

Theodora knew what her dad was thinking. The cresture whose scale Colin had found, who had
wrecked the whirligigs, whose footprints her dad had found, was usng the sea cave and the lochs to
move around the idand.

Andy Oglethorpe looked down a Theodora, and the lightbulb over his head dimmed and went out. He
amiled alittle sadly. "Well, well have to leave it for someone ese to explore. Won't we, Dodo?"

Theodora's thoughts were soinning medly like the whiligg

If a dragon had smashed the whirligigs could it have started the fire at Jamie€'s musaum?

Why had Calin found the fird scae near the Stane Fak?

Why did William s collar go cold around Mad John?

Why had the Mote glowed red at the cellidh?

What did the man-dragon whirligig mean?

Theodora thought she knew the answers, but she pushed the thought away. | can't, she thought
desperately. I'm not ready. I'm not that strong.

When she looked up, the woman with the spiky hair was looking at her. Her eyes seemed to say, You
can. You will be You are Theodora remembearad he walking down the street with the magica umbrdla A
wizard's umbdla

Andy Oglethorpe and Jacob were waking back to the pottery studio. Margery MacVanish hung back
amoment with Theodora.

"l saw you in the street with that magicd umbrela” Theodora blurted out. "You're a wizard, aren't
you?'

“I'm afriend of Merlin's, and afriend of yours, if youll trust me"

"How can 17" Tears were diding down Theodora's face, and she swiped them away impatiently with
the back of her hand. "You and Gideon and Merlin and the rest of you—you're dl wrong about me."



Margery looked over her shoulder at Andy Oglethorpe and the potter, who were out of earshot, deep
in conversation. Suddenly Andy noticed Theodora wasn't there and turned around.

"Areyou coming?' he called out.

"Tdl him you want to see how the loom works," said Margery in alow voice.

"Well catch up," Theodora cdled back to her dad. "'l want to see how the loom works."

Andy cupped ahand to hisear. "What?'

"Theloom" she hollered. "I want to see how the loom works.

Andy nodded and turned back to the potter, who seemed to be in the middle of a good story, to judge
from the way he was shaping the air with his hands. Margery and Theodora watched them go.

"For now," Margery said in her regular voice, "will it be enough to know that Melin trustsme and | am
on your Sde?’

"No!" said Theodora, with a short, disbdieving laugh. "It won't. But | guessit will have to do."

At that, it was Margery's turn to laugh. But she quickly grew serious again.

"All right, I'll tdl you what | can, but not here" she said. The rain clouds had gone, but now a fitful
breeze was tossing the branches of the trees. "The wind has eas”

Margery's sudio was et alittle gpart from the rest of the Curlews Nest. Like the other artigts, she
occupied her own low concrete building, brightened with paint and window boxes of flowers. Unlike the
others, her sudio had a col-lection of wildife ravens and a jackdaw and some kind of owl were lined up
on the roof, and milling near the door were some cats and a few toads. The cats had brought resumes in
the form of micelad out & their feet, and from the beak of the owl dangled an unlucky vole.

"Get logt, you lot!" Margery muttered, shooing them away. "Honestly! What part of 'No familiars don't
you understand? Word gets out there's a wizard in the neighborhood and they come out of the
wood-work, looking for ajob. You heard me—scoot dong, then!”

None of them budged, and Margery opened the stu-dio door with asgh.

She led Theodora past the loom and the tables piled with blankets and weavings and pulled aside the
curtain that closed off the private room where she lived. Theodora didn't see anything magicd, but then
she wasn't sure what she expected to see. Gideon and Merlin worked magic with words, not wands. No
meagicd apparatus, no spell-books no aydd bel. All e coud sse wes aslk bethrabe patterned with cranes, a
toothbrush in a glass on the edge of a snk, a damp washcloth draped over the chair back to dry. Then
she noticed the printing on the tube of tooth-paste. EVERBRITE, THE WIZARD'S TOOTHPASTE.
WHEN ALL YOUR TEETH ARE WISDOM TEETH.

Margery sat on the edge of the bed, Theodora took the chair.

"S0, Theodora, you think we're dl wrong about you, we wizards."

Theodora nodded.

"l think you're wrong about that," said Margery quietly. "But firg 1'd like to tak about your mother. Tell
mewhat was specia about her. Besides the fact that she was a beatiful, funny, loving person.”

"How do you know that?"

"She had you, didn't she?"

Theodora looked at Margery for a long fifteen sec-onds, and then seemed to make up her mind. She
let out along breath, and the words came out in a great rush.

"Itsadream | keep having—theré's a maze, and my mom's there, and there are footprints and a cold,
white fire Shesinthedream. . . . hesmy age and heswear-ing this camp shirt, but when | follow her | lose her,
and suddenly | am her, I'm running through the maze in the YMCA T-shirt, and the white fire gets me.
It's like she's trying to tel me something, but she can't get through.”

"Did e ever tdk about theyear hewastweve? The summer she was at that camp?”

Theodora shook her head. "I don't think so. If she did, | don't remember it. | was Hill litle when she
died.”

Margery's face didn't give anything away. She was looking out the window. Just visble at the top of the
hill were the rounded shapes of the dwarf stones.



"l don't know much about your mother, Theodora, but | know quite a lot about the Greenwoods. In
fact, | think you have something specid in you, akind of degping magic, a kind of Greenwoodness that's
vay rare. | think your mother had it too, but something hap-pened to her that summer. It Started to
bloom and then died, like frost on a flower. But she passed her Greenwoodness on to you." The wizard's
dark eyes were deaming

"And now I'm twelve, and it's waking up."

"Something like that."

Theodora clutched her arms, thinking about her veinsfull of green sap, her fingers growing into twigs.

"l want to go home" she said. I'm scared and confused and I'm so, so tired, "Please, won't you 4l
just let me go home?' Theodora's voice rose and broke on the word home.

"No, not yet," said Margery gently, putting her hand on Theodora's am.

With the touch, the wizard Delved, and while their minds were joined Theodora learned what Margery
knew: about the O.1.G., the vanishing of Ellic Lailoken, the jolt of magicd energy that had registered on
Scornsay, Melin'svidt to Thagib.

Theodora broke the connection and lesped up, knocking over the chair. She twisted angrily away from
the wizards reassuring hand. "Who are you to tdl me | can't go? Why should | trust any of you? You're
probably some G.A.WA.. spy, or working for Kobold."

Margery waslooking at her with sympathy.

"Poor Theodora. You mug wish you were back at the beginning of last summer, feeding ducks with
Mikko. When your only problem was how to keep from dying of boredom through along, hot summer.”

Theodora blushed. "That's what you wizards do, it it? Just help yoursdf to my memories”™

"I'm sorry," sad Margery. She leaned back againgt the wal and closed her eyes, holding her pams
outward and open. "Hep yoursdf to mine"

Agan ther minds were joined, and Theodora saw through Margery's eyes. A warttime girlhood of
poverty and crudty and hopelessness. Ficking a wizard's pocket, discovering her own gifts beng
recruited to the O.1.G.

Theodora let go of Margery's mind and sat back on the chair. For something to do, she picked up the
tube of Everbrite and saw that it read, intiny lettering, CHEMISTS TO THE FAERIE QUEEN SINCE
1702.

"S0 you and the O.1.G. think that Mad John, or Laloken, or whoever he redly is, came out of this hole
to Never-Was and has brought a dragon with him? Y ou think that's what started the fire in the museum
and wrecked the whirligigs? Then why hasn't anyone seen it?"

"l wasn't sure until just now, when we were watching the whirligig," said Margery. "But | think | know
now." The wizard shot Theodora a piercing glance. "And | think you do too."

Theodorathought of the carving on the pillar, of the winged man emerging from the pit. She thought of
Hamigh's frightened face in the old photograph. She thought of the scales with their flashes of opdl fire
and the rain-filled footprint. The smdl of fish behind the waterfal and running into Mad John. And she
thought of the whiligig, spinning faster and faster until atramp in checked trousersturned into adragon.

Theyoung girl looked up at the wizard, and Margery fdt sorry for the child. In her face you could see
the battle raging indde her between rdief and bravery on the one hand, and misery and fear on the other.
As Margery watched, the rdief seemed to win.

"Mad John is the dragon,” Theodorasaid at last.
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AT LEAST, HE IS sometimes—at night."

Margery nodded. " The Wingless Opalfire needs a human host to complete its metamorphosis. It
attachesitsdf to ahuman, and the venom it injects beginsto change its host. Every cycle of the moon
thereis more and more of the dragon, and less and less of the hogt, until finaly adawn comes when the
possession iscomplete and irreversible.”

Theodora stood up and started waking around the room, the way her dad did when he had to think
out loud. "He wants the Mote, the stone in my mother's brooch. It's what he's been looking for." She
looked up a Margery. "It's a carbuncle, isnt it? The Mote in the Dragon's Eye from the legend.”
Theodora was remem-bering the Otherness she had sensed, sanding among the ruined whirligigs the
sorrow and regret. "He didn't mean to wreck the whirligigs or burn the museum. He did it by accident.
He doesn't want to hurt anyone.”

"I think the Mote mus have beonged to your ancestor Gwynlyn. It was a powerful stone that
megnified and focused its wearer's own magic. But the Mote in the Dragon's Eye is do the name of a
hero in an old wiz-ard's legend. The Mote is a wizard who comes to end a reign of darkness. Lalloken
was looking for the wrong Mote ... he was looking for the stone. But the dragon was looking for the
right Mote. It was looking for you."

That stopped Theodorain her tracks. She sank dowly back down into the char. "For me? I'm the
Mote?'

Margery nodded. She reached forward and looped a strand of Theodoras hair back behind her ear in
agesture that was dmost motherly.

"If you choose to be. | think there is a wizard, some-one powerful and ambitious, who does not want
you to succeed and develop your powers.”

Theodora remembered the dark shadow tha had did across her mind when she was gtting aone
outsde the Vel. "Are they here—on the idand—now?"

"They might be. Long ago someone started a cam-paign to convince the Guild that The Book of the
New Adept was dangerous. But our wizard unknown guessed it was something else—that it hdd a
secret the Guild didn't want reveded. They made a bunch of decoys, books full of banned spdlls, so that
the red book, the origind book, and what it had to say would be suppressed and forgotten.” Margery
looked out of the room's one win-dow across the moor. "I find it suspicious that the O.1.G. files have
nothing to say about your mother. It makes me think that someone got there before me. Perhaps the
O.1.G. had something to do with the thing that happened the summer she was twelve. We may never
know. But | think perhaps when she was about your age, Theodora, your mother somehow found the
gone Mote. Or it found he—that would be more likdly. But for whatever reason, she did not develop
her ability to Deve and her other gifts. She grew up and married Andy Oglethorpe and passed dong her
tdents to her daughter ... to you."

Theodora tried hard to remember anything her mother had said about the brooch, but the only image
that came to her mind was the photo of her mother on the refrigerator, the one she used to kiss hdlo
when she came home.

"I've had the brooch inmy jewdry box dl thistime. How come it never—I dunno—spoke to me?"

Margery shook her head. "Perhaps your Greenwood- ness hecht yet avekened. Y ouire & the age we wizads
cl the Age of Awakening. It's the age when promise most often manifests itsdf, when it's going to. Magic
hatches. Or it doesnt.”

Theodora was going to say, What promise? when she remembered the broken bat skeleton in Dr.
Naga's sudio, and the sound of it reassembling itsdf. "And if | have these tdents, just wha am |
supposed to do with them?'

"Stop pushing them away. Turn off the part of your brain that keeps saying no. Go toward the thing
you're mogt afrad of.”

Theodora clutched the Mote tightly in her hand and thought of what she was afraid of.

"l can't" she said. "Whoever thisguy is, he dmost got me at the ceilidh. What if he wins next time? Or



what if | help you and G.A.W.A. and the O.I.G. to fight hm and | fal and I'm logt or trapped or dead,
even, and can't get back to my dad, and he never knows what happened to me? | can't do that to hm."
The tears that had been brimming in her eyes now spilled over and fdl in large, wet drops onto her shirt.

If Margery was disgppointed, her face didn't show it. If she was thinking of the day she and Theodora
hed locked gazes through the museum window, she gave no Sgn. She Smply nodded in a busnesdike
way and held out her hand.

"Wadl, that's it, then. Fine. It is a heavy responghility for a child. But | will have to ask you for the
Mote, and Electra, and William, too. When you've returned to Boston, the O.1.G. will contact you to let
you know where you can report for your Demotion.”

"A Demation?' Theodora didn't like the sound of that. "What's that?'

"A short, painless procedure to remove any trace of your powers and any memory of magic. Youll be
the same Theodora, but you won't remember Gideon or Wycca or Melin. Or me”

"You just wipeit out without atrace?'

"Not without a trace. The technique is not perfect. But whatever you remember will be dim and
dreamlike, especidly when it comes to faces™

In fact, Margery thought sadly to hersdf, it was a terrible procedure. Theodora would not be hersdlf
afterward, because whether she liked it or not, magic was part of her now. Whether she chose to go
forward or backward, there would be loss and pain.

Theodora was hestating, sanding there with the Mote in her hand, when Mrs. Fleicher burgt into the
gudio. Ingantly Theodora could tdl something was terribly wrong. Mrs. Fletcher's face had the ook of
frantic, des-perate worry.

"Theodora—thank God. Have you seen Colin? He went off on his motorbike and it wasfound in the
bushes by the path to the sea—"

"No," said Theodora, "I havent.”

Mrs. Fletcher logt the last shreds of her courage and sank to the floor, shaking with Slent sobs.

For a few long seconds Theodora and Margery stared a her, then Margery crisply said, "Stay with
her," and dashed outside where Catriona was gtting in the Fletchers car with Bridie.

Theodora found a blanket for Mrs. Fetcher and started the weter for tea

“I'm sorry,” said Mrs. Fletcher. "Il be dl right in a miruie”

Theodora suddenly redized that the Mote, which she had shoved into her pocket, was ice-cold. When
she went to get Mrs. Fletcher's tea, she dug the brooch out and looked at it, nearly dropping it.

The Mote was glowing. It was so0 cold it sung her skin painfully. At its cold heart, a flane seemed to
dance

When she brought the tea, Margery was back with Bridie and they were taking to Mrs. FHetcher in low
VOIOsS

"Theodora," said Bridie, "would you go to Catriona? Just keep her company.”

Theodora dipped into the car beside Catriona. She was Stting in the rear seat of the car, dutching a
fidful of dry Kleenex. There was no Sgn that she'd been cry-ing or was about to, though she looked pale
and dis-tracted. Catriona seemed to be holding it together, or a least holding it in, better than her mother.
Which didn't make sense, not unless—

Theredization hit her, and Theodoras jaw dropped. "You know where heis™

Catriona looked at Theodora and gave atiny nod. "Yes. He went to Ham's Pipes—the sea caves.”

Of course, thought Theodora. She remembered their walk to the Veil, how eager Colin had been to be
accepted onto an expedition . . . the way held been sav-ing up for an underwater camera. Maybe in his
own way he'd been even more eager than his Sster to get off Scomsay.

"Héell be dl right," Catriona said. "He took his div-ing kit, he's been cave diving with our dad snce he
was eight. Mum's a worrywort, shed never have let im go." Now Catrionas lower lip was trembling,
and when she thrust her chin out stubbornly she could only whisper, in a kind of weak fury, "He's going
to be okay!"



Theodora dragged the rest of the story out of Catriona.

While Theodora had been recuperaing a Dr. Moody's and taking to Hamish MacRae, Calin had
gone to help Jamie sort through the soggy papers out-side the museum.

"He found an old picture in a book, a picture of the Stane Folk without the pillar, and on the back was
asketch of the pillar and some writing. And there was a strange kind of map, like an anthill. Tunnds and
chambers underground.”

Saa caves Theodorathought. Hic Sunt Dracones "Did he show it to Jamie?' she asked. Before
Catriona answered, Theodora knew the answer.

"No, he lifted it when Jamie wasn't looking and took it back to our house. Then he told me he was
going to the sea caves, and not to worry. He was going to find something marvelous™

"Did hetekeit with him?"

"He took a copy. He gave the arigind to me and said to hide it until he came back."

Theodora looked out the car window to where a amdl knot of worried grown-ups had formed. She
saw her dad and Jacob, and now Jamie and Mr. Perley, too. Dr. Moody was just pulling up in her car,
and the con-stable was ariving on her bike.

She had to get back to the cottage to get Electra and William. But how?

Then Margery approached the car and got in on the driver's sde. She turned around and amiled at the
grls

"I'm to take you both back to the Lodge. Catriona, your dad's on his way back on the fagt train.
Someone will stay with you until he arrives.”

"What about my mother?' said Catriona.

"Shelll be waiting at the diff path in case Colin comes back. They've set up a caravan there with firg
ad." The wizard gave Catriona a meaningful 1ook. "Apparently Colin's diving gear's gone missing, and
there was a folded-up tarp near where the motorbike was found, as if hed hidden supplies there.
Everything sug-gests he's gone to Ham's Pipes. Mr. Oglethorpe and Mr. Perley are going after him."

The full extent of her brother's fdly was now dawn-ing on Catriona. As Margery MacVanish turned
the car around and headed for the Lodge, Catriona dipped her hand into Theodora's and squeezed it
tightly.

Theodora squeezed back.

There was the problem of wha to do with Vyrna. There was no convenient Wizards Club with a
rooftop land-ing pad on Scornsay, and he could not arrive with a dragon in tow. And he had not brought
Vyrnas dog-coat disguise with him.

Corddlia had an idea. She dug down to the bottom of an old workbag ("1 never like to throw away a
shadow—never know when they will come in handy™) and produced some dark scraps and something
that looked like a phaser from the old Sar Trek.

"Isthat some new gadget of yours, Corddia?' Merlin asked.

"Oh, no. It's an ordinary glue gun. Of course, I've made a few modifications to the glue™ Out of the
dip-pey dark scraps from the workbag, she had glued together a deek, snugHitting garment for the
hetchling, but when it was on Vyrna she was ill unmistakably a wyven

"I don't see—" Malin started to say.

"Tk, s0 impaient! Just a moment and youll see” Cordelia fastened a collar around Vyrnas neck.
"Now watch." She produced a smdl metd charm in the shape of a dog and clipped it to the collar.
Ingantly the dark coat shimmered, stretched, and there stood before them a deek greyhound. The
illuson wasn't perfect—if you knew what to look for, you could see something not quite convincing about
the shape of the head, and afaint suggestion of wings folded close to the body—but most people would
not know whet to look for.

"Dont linger to cha with any dog show judges,” sad Corddia. She handed Melin a amdl pouch.
"There are afew more charms. And here is the balt-hole. It should put you in the middle of Scornsay, if
my cdculations are correct.”



Her cdculaions placed Melin and Vyrna on Scornsay, square in the middle of a sheep pen. It was
hard to say who was more surprised: the wizard or the sheep. After garing a the newcomers in slence,
the eldest ewe bleated along, nasal protest, and the rest joined in, and amid the cacophony Merlin hastily
cast a pdl. The firg spdl that came into his head was one to induce a pro-found dumber. The sheep
were ingantly unconscious on ther feet. By twos and threes, they toppled over in midblest, legs iff.

Vyrna wasnt paying any aitention to the sheep. She was sanding dill, looking away from the sheep
pen to a cottage just vishle across the fidds She let out a keen-ing dragon cdl that didn't sound even
dightly like a greyhound.

"What have you found? Magic or maice?"

Again, the keening. Like the eager whine of a dog whose magters car has turned into the street and is a
block avay.

"Theodora" sad Merlin. "Quietly, then. And no fire"

It was a wet dog, and Merlin was glad more than once that he was wearing his trusty Bogtreaders,
which were more than equa to the task of keeping his feet dry. He did have to say alittle spdl to erect
aninvigble haf bubble immediatdy in front of him, like awindshidd, to deflect the shower of mud Vyrna
threw up in her wake.

She paused only briefly, to siff the wal of the ruined castle, and didn't stop again until she'd reached
the cottage and plunged through its front door, drag-ging Merlin behind her.

Vyrna stood expectantly in the middle of the kitchen with her neck craned upward and her head tilted
to one gde. If she had been a dog, her tongue would have been ldling out. Merlin produced a dragon
treat from his pocket, and Vyrna retreated undernesth the kitchen table to gnaw & it.

Merlin was jus stting down to catch his breath when a bottle of blue fire came floating into the room.
As Melin watched, the bottle stopped about levd with Merlin's pants cuff, and around it began to
maeridize alittle terrier, wearing the most comica expression, which ssamed to sy, At lad! | thought hdp
would never core!

Melin fdt hismind noigly sniffed, and he gently pushed the damp presence away. He patted his knee
invitingly. "Hop up. I'm fluent in Terrier, if you forgive my accent.”

Jugt ingde the entrance to Ham's Pipes, Calin stood up in the shdlows and stowed his tank, mask, and
regula-tor on a stone outcropping, the same ledge his father dways used when they went diving here; the
tide never rose high enough to reach it. Still wearing his wet suit and carrying a light, Colin made his way
farther into the network of caves. The wind in the tunnels started up the whidling that gave the caves thar
name, a curious bas-soon sound like the one you can produce by blowing just right across the top of an
empty bottle. It was eerie, but Colin wasn't bothered by it. At least, not much.

Farther on, the tunnd rose allittle, and the floor of the cave was dry enough to dlow Calin to examine
it. He shone hisflaghlight dong the tunnd floor, looking for evidence, and soon he was following a trail. A
scae here, a scale there, then apile of spoor and fish bones, and jackpot! There they were. Footprints.

Cdlin shivered with excitement. He imagined what he might find at the end of the tunnd. A nest with
eggshdls A nest with live babies. Maybe even the crea-ture itsdf. For a brief moment he alowed himsdf
to imagine how everyone would react—his dad proud, his classmates jealous, famous scientists saying he
showed red promise—but he reminded himsdf sharply that the tide wouldnt wat while he was
daydreaming. He pocketed a scale and pressed on.

The tunnd he was following widened into one of the larger chambers marked on the map, its wals
covered with Fictish carvings cirdes, spirds, strange beasts, and winged men. Sometime in the padt, the
sea levd had been low enough for shamans to come here, or ese they'd braved the sea and made that
dive without gear, as some kind of test. There was a low shdf or dtar, black with soot, as though a fire
hed burned there.

Calin spread his mgp out on his knee to study it, glad held thought to sedl it in a plastic zip bag from the
supply in his mother's kitchen.



Then he noticed it by hisfoot... aluminous scale, larger than any of the others, flashing with white fire.
He took out a flashlight to examine it better, but behind him there was a sudden srange sound, a rapid
dithering and scraping, and then without warning a violent rush of heat and ar and light. Colin was thrown
to the floor of the cave by the blast, superheated arr that stank of sulfur and something else.

Fish.

18

TheCador of Night

MARGERY HAD SENT Catrionato bed with ahot drink, cocoacharmed just enough to ensure she
would sink quickly into adeep, untroubled dleep. Theodoras cocoa was not charmed, but Margery had
sternly ordered her to curl up on the sofaunder ablan-ket and drink it.

"Then try to catngp if you can," she said.

Theodora looked up the stairs where Catriona had just disappeared. All she could think of was her
dad going down into the cave to rescue Coalin, down where It was.

"But shouldn't we be—"

Margery shook her head. "We need to know what we're going up agans. And | need to think.
Please" She pointed afinger toward the Hetchers living room, and Theodora picked up her cocoa and
went.

Into her own cup of cocoa, Margery sprinkled cin-namon and cayenne—a recipe an old Mayan priest
had taught her long ago. It was supposed to quicken the brain, and right now her brain needed dl the
help it could get.

She had not gotten stdlar marks in the course popu-laty known to GAWA. Acadary dudats as Sekes
ad Adders. Professor Sylvan Smoot had somehow managed to make dragons boring, dogging his way
through those edess vdumes d Walka's Dragons of the Old World. Thae had been dl those details to
memorize wingspan and number of toes; tal prehensle or not; what color the eggs were; whether it ate
knights roasted in armor or liked to dig miners out of mines, like termites. Most dragons were extinct
anyway, hunted to oblivion centuries ago. So what was the point?

Some smdler dragons were rumored to survive. The amdler species, and ones that could live deep
under-ground, or in bailing mudpits, or in the calderas of vol-canoes. Some of these smdl ones had been
domesticated long ago, a class of dragons called Seekers.

As she gpped her chocolate, Margery tried to remember everything she could about Seekers,
grdl dragons origindly bred to follow fant trails through Time. She remembered Smoot's scrawl in the
magin of her exam where shed liged the Wingless Opdflre as a fam usad far Seking Never . . . too
dangerous Reread your Welker!l

Margery hadn't—shed sold her Walker, dl deven volumes, spent the money on some new Itdian
levitation gloves, and enrolled in a seminar in Japanese shgpe-shifting with avigting professor.

Had Hllic Laloken read up on his Wingless Forms? Or had he chosen the wrong kind of dragon for his
Seka?

All of a sudden, the pocket of her coat where she kept her spell-casting desk started to flgp up and
down as though the desk were trying to escape. She took it out, pressed the catch, and set the desk
down on the floor. When it had finished unfolding, she found a package wrapped in heavy ydlow paper,
bearing the return address of the Librarian, Owl and Moon Club, Edinburgh.

Thaqgib, dethougt

"Unwrap," she told the parcel, and obediently the string and paper fdl away to revea a book.



It was a copy of Volume Nine of Walker's Dragons of the Old World, thevdume thet dedt with Wingess
Fams There was a note from Thaqgib.

| DID LOCATE A COPY OF THE YEARBOOK FROM 1906.YOU MAY BE INTERESTED TO KNOW
THERE WAS AN ACTING HEADMASTER THAT YEAR, FOR ONE TERM, WHILE THE HEADMASTER
RECOVERED FROM A SUDDEN ATTACK OF LARYNINVISIBILITY. HIS NAME WAS-

"Septimus Silvertongue™ Margery said, letting the note fal from her hand. She had forgotten about that
chapter in Septimus's checkered career. He had gone on to join the O.1.G., riang high in its ranks before
leaving in a scandal. Then he had dropped from view. He was likdy to have changed his name — and his
appearance. Was Silvertongue responsible for the disappearance of Ellic Laloken? Could he even have
been behind the business with Kobold back in Boston? It was a thought.

She murmured her thanks to Thaqgib, picked up the note from the floor, and hid it in one of the desk's
pigeonholes. Then she pressed the catch on the desk that made it fold back up and carried the book in to
where Theodora was hdf-adegp on the sofa Margery shook her shoulder gently. When Theodora
opened her eyes, Margery placed the book in her Iap.

“I'm going to the cottage to get William and Electra," she said. "While I'm gone, read Chapter He/an'

Sill a little groggy, Theodora sat with the book unopened in her |ap, looking around the Fletchers
liv-ing room, remembering everything that had happened that day.

How much could your life change before it wasn't your life anymore? How much could you change
before you were someone e s2? Was she ill Theodora Lenore Oglethorpe, known as Dodo, or had she
been transformed by everything that had happened, by knowing about wyverns and wizards and
demons and Ddving and dl the rest of it? Was she aways going to fed this way, like there was a giant
part of hersdf she couldn't share with anyone? Was this wha Mom had fdt? Was this what had made
her turn her back on it, once and for al?

She sat logt in thought for some minutes, then dowly redized that there was something peculiar about
the book that lay in her Igp. For one thing, it hardly seemed to weigh anything for such a bulky tome. It
hed falen open in her |gp to page 721, and the page seemed to glow fantly, as though it were lit from
within by fireflies

Of all the Wingless Forms, the least well-known exemplar is the Wingless Opalfire. The two
specimens, known only from museum collections and badly preserved trophies, are so different
that they have, for some centuries, been recognized by draconologists as two separate species.
Looking at the blind, wingless juvenile morph, so well suited for a subter-ranean mode of life, it is
easy to see why earlier scholars jailed to associate it with the large, active winged adult form
shown in Plate | 76.

Because of its long subterranean juvenile phase, it is one of the dragons believed to have
survived widespread extirpation, and it is believed to use a host in its final transformation to its
mature, reproductive morph. As of this writing, no live specimens have been recovered to
con-firm this supposition, and its complete mode of life, if the species is indeed extant, remains a
subject of conjecture.

Theodora was just turning to look at the picture of the Wingless Opadlfire when the door opened and
she heard the skittering of tadons on tile. She looked up just as a deek black form hurtled into her lap,
sending the book flying.

"Vyrma" Theodora tried to put her arms around the wriggling creature's strange, dippery coat, but it is
hard to hug a shadow. "Is that you?'

"Itisindeed," sad afamiliar voice. Merlin stepped forward and undipped the dog charm from Vyrnas
callar. The dragon gave hersdf a vidlent shake and immediady |ooked more like a wyvern, though her
wings were dill pinned to her sides by the deek shadow coat.



Theodora turned to Merlin and hugged him fiercely. "I'm SO glad to see you.”

Merin went bright pink and cleared his throat. He removed his glasses and made a big show of
polishing the lenses, which were aready clean. "Likewise, my dear. Likams"

"Ahem.” Margery was danding in the doorway to the kitchen, William in her arms, Corddia
Crumplewing's carpetbag dung over her shoulder.

"I hate to break this up, but we redly must get a move on. William and | will remain here and keep an
gye on Catriona. Theodora, Melinwill take you, Vyrna, and Electra to the caves.

She st the carpetbag down on the floor and opened it to disolay Electra, in her traveling bottle, and a
num-ber of items that had been packed by Corddia

"What'sal this?' Theodora asked, wonderingly.

There was a curious par of enormous shears, the metd dark with age, and a tag hanging from the
handle that said in spidery handwriting

CUTSALL

There was a narrow, corked bottle of brown glass, labeled in the same handwriting

CURESALL

And there was something white and soft thet had been folded into a square, like a pillow covered in
feathers. Embroidered dong its edge were the words

CONSOLESALL

Theodora stroked the feethery surface and, as she did, a fant music sprang up under her fingers, as
though she had run her hand over the gtrings of a harp.

"It's s0 Soft," shewhispered. "What isit?"

"Anangd'swing," sad Margery.

Merlin peered into the bottom of the carpetbag. "A pamphlet about seep theory. Cat-food coupons. |
think those must be Ieft over. Some dragon treats. And enough ham sandwiches to feed asmdl amy.”

"Won't | need aflashlight?' Theodora said.

"Youll have Electra, and she is quite bright,” said Merlin. "Now, | think we had better go find your

Theodora hugged William and told him to be good and said good-bye to Margery. Ther conversaion
in Margery's workshop seemed a million years ago. All that tak about her mother's legacy and the
Demotion. Well, Theodorathought, I'm definitdly a Grearwood now.

"l guess | get to keep William after dl," she said dly.

Margery smiled, started to say something, then pulled Theodora close and abruptly kissed the top
of her head. Then she gave her alittle shove toward Merlin. ™Y ou'd better go."

Melin was a terrible driver. After taking one tight turn on two wheds, he muttered a spdl through
clenched teeth, something that sounded like "Cdamity, calamine, cdabash!" and the ride was suddenly
smoother. Theodora looked out the window and saw that the Fletchers car was ralling dong sx inches
off the road on a cushion of fog.

"Areweflying?' Sreaked Malinacosngy.

"Technicdly, no. Now, | mug indst you leave the driving to me. Y ou need to figure out a way for us to



et to the cave without interference.”

Theodora had forgotten about the fird-aid gation that had been set up at the spot where Calin had
gone down the diff path. How would they get past it? She couldn't exactly float down—

"Merlin, | haveanidea”

They parked the Fetchers car beside the road and made their way through wet sheep pastures. Vyrna
was dl business, ignoring the odd fox and rabbit and keep-ing close to Merlin's Sde. At last they came to
apoint just above the roadway. Beow they could see a amdl camping trailer lit with floodlights, and
various idanders sanding around talking. Theodora couldn't see her dad or Mr. Perley. Had they aready
garted into the cave after Colin? Theodora s knees went dl wobbly, and she fdt sick with worry. She
missed William's com-forting nose in the pam of her hand, but she was glad to have Vyrna. The dragon
now smdled the sea, and something else, and she quivered with excitement, eager to rid hersdf of the
confining coat of shadows.

"Can you get me across the road without being seen?' Theodora asked.

" thought you had anidea”

"l do, but firg | have to be on the other side of the road. They've logt one kid—no one's gaing to let
me go down the diff on my own."

Merlin considered this. "There are any number of invishility spells | might use. But it's far more draining
to make someone dse invishle, and making both of you invigble might drain my powers. | have a feding
| might be needed later, if your father runsinto trouble on the water. But | have an idea”

Even after the idea was explained to her, Electra needed some coaching. If it hadn't been so desperate,
it would have been funny: a portly gentleman and a young gil madly pantomiming pulling something over
their heads, stepping into pants, and holding their hands up like spectacles to their faces.

At last the Fire understood. She rosein the air above Theodoras head and started to flow down over
her head and shouderslikeabucke of gon-inthe-dark paint, care-fully leaving eyeholesfor Theodorato see
through. Then theFrecarefully dmmed her light until shewesexadtly theadar of twilight. Theodorawesnow al but
inMse

Melin fished in his pocket and found a little charm shaped like a cloud, and when he had clipped it
onto Vyrnas collar she took on the color of fog and was not quite invisble, but not redly visble, either.

"Oh—thebag."

Merlin made aface. "The bag!"

They had forgotten about the carpetbag containing Corddlias gifts. At last Melin decided that a amdl
ol to make the bag invisble wouldn't sap his powers too much

Theodora, Vyrna, and the Fire started across the road. When they had made it across, Theodora gave
Electra a new command.

"Budde”

In alarge bubble the color of twilight, Theodora and the wyvern floated off the edge of the diff, hung in
the ar for amoment, and dowly began their descent to the mouth of Ham's Pipes. None of the idanders
gathered by the caravan noticed. Only the wizard on the smdl rise overlooking the scene saw a tdltde
dimmer of something againg the Highland twilight.

The bubble descended toward the waves. The tide was high, and the narrow drip of pebbles tha
dlowed access to the cave was gone. Theodora told Electra to hover at the cave entrance, and she
dipped out into the cave, Vyrna at her heds,

Theodora undipped the cloud charm and helped Vyrna sguirm out of the shadow coat, and the dragon
beat her wings afew timesto get the kinks out of them before folding them close againgt her back once
more. She thrugt her deek head forward, her beak agape, seem-ing to taste the air.

Theodora could smdl it too: an acrid odor of burn-ing asphalt and rotten fish.

Electra had resumed her regular form, and now she glowed with a bright white light.

Theodora looked down a Vyrna Did wyverns Delve too? The dragon looked a her new mistress
with glowing eyes, but there was no sniffing of her mind.



"Comeon, girl," shesaid. "You, too, Electra."

They went forward into the dark tunnd, fallowing the bal of white light into the dragons lar.

The entrance to the cave was fed by the tide, and the sea anemones and sponges dinging to the wet
cave floor made the going treacherous, even by the light Electra gave off. Theodora could see that the
wadls of the tunnd were covered in Pictish symbols the spirds, the funny, flippered letter S that her
guidebook said meant shape-changer; and the one of the winged dragon-man. The tunnd dipped, and
she had to wade through icy water. Vyrna dipped under the water hap-pily, a deek torpedo.

Farther aong, the tunndl began to dimb, and soon the path was dry again. The tink of spoiled fish was
getting stronger and the air in the cave hotter. Vyrna suddenly seemed to lose her confidence, and she
dunk back behind Theodoras legs with a whimper. Theodora paused. She thought she could see an
orange glow up ahead, around the next bend. She was hestating, won-dering whether to douse Electras
light or use the twi-light camouflage trick again, when she fdt her mind roughly grasped and hed by
another consciousness.

It was not like Delving at dl. The creature was too strange, too Other—a "we™" not an "I," part dragon
and part human, inseparable.

Asif shefdt it too, Electra separated into two blobs of light, covering Theodora firg in a suit of glowing
blue armor, and then doing the same for the wyvern.

From the tunnd up ahead, someone groaned in pain and fear. Theodora wanted to rush forward, but
the dragon's mind was 4ill halding hers, whuffling and snorting insde her head, searching. As it rooted
around, it pressed on memories Theodora finding Vyrnain a tree and hiding the hatchling to keep her
safe. The dragon seemed stisfied and released its hold.

Theodora turned the corner and saw what was meking the glow. A large white dragon was curled up,
reging its chin on a rock, and its bresth had heated the cave wals red-hot. Pinned under the dragon's
tdonslay Calin.

19
Dragon'sBoner

HE WASALIVE. Colin opened his eyes and looked at Theodora, his eyes glazed with shock and
fear. Evenin the heat of thechambe, hewasdhivaing.

The dragon turned its head to Theodora. It was blind and whiskered dl dong its muzze with caifish
like barbs. It opened its jaws to reved rows of den-der, sharp teeth. It snorted, its nodrils flaing as it
sampled the ar around Theodora. Again Theodora had the impresson thet it wasn't a angle being, but
two.

"Calin, are you dl right?" Theodora said under her bregth.

"l think | broke my ankle, and my ribs hurt." A look of panic flashed across his features as his glance
darted sdeways to the dragons toothy maw. "Isit—isit going to—"

Theodora shook her head. "It eats fish, and by the look of that pouch, alot of them. That's why dl the
fish have been disgppearing.”

"Then why'd it grab me? What'sit going to do with me?'

"l think in afunny way it's been waiting for me," Theodora said, looking at the dragon.

It was beautiful, its scales fiery-white opas. The webbing between its toes and the backs of its ears and
a patch on its throat were dl a deep, iridescent blue-green. Its unseeing eyes had extra eydids, and it
seemed to have a throat pouch for holding fish, like a pdican. Its wings—amdl vedtigid frills at its
shoulder blades— were so amdl she dmost overlooked them.

The Opdfire started to make a rumbling sound deep in its chest, so loud that tiny stalactites broke off



the roof of the cave and fdl around them in a tinkling rain. The rumbling turned into music, a strange
buzzing sound like a cicada. Then the dragon threw back its head and sent a white plume of flame up to
the roof of the cave, so that sparks showered down.

"It's9nging," Theodora said, wonderingly. The Mote in her pocket began to flash intime to the dragons
song and then gave off its own humming.

The dragon bobbed its head and sang, then raised its head and spouted fire again. Then it nosed Colin
and pushed an object toward Theodora's feet. She bent down and picked it up.

It was a broken whirligig from the artists colony. Now Theodora noticed that the dragon's lar was
filled with other items a road dgn, the side mirror from a truck, a fisherman's float—and a jacket she
recognized as Mad John's.

Suddenly she remembered a nature program she'd seen on TV while doing her homework, an African
bird grutting and bowing under an archway, in an arena decorated with fruits and feethers and flowers.

"A bower! It's made a bowerl" She turned to Calin. "You—you and dl these other things—you'e,
you'e offerings’

But Colin didn't answer—his eyes were barely open now, and when she cdled his name he didn't dir.

Theodora grabbed the carpetbag and took out the shears. She willed her hands to stop trembling as
she approached the dragon and dipped the blades around one of its massve claws. As promised, the
shears did cut al, even dragon taons. She trimmed three of them, just enough so she could rall Colin
free

He was cut and bruised, and his wet suit had been shredded and singed by the dragon's fire. Theodora
took out the angd'swing and wrapped it around Colin's shoulders. But he mumbled a protest when she
held the brown Cures All bottle to hislips.

Theodora squinted a the labd. Beneath the words "Cures All" she could make out a lig of active
ingredi-ents: chameleons tears, sugared dmonds, spiderweb dew. She took atiny sp. It tasted pleasantly
of caramd and cherries, and she fdt adight tingling in her veins and a pleasant warmth in her muscles.

She lifted Calin's head and hdld the bottle to hislips, and thistime, despite his protests, she got a good
dug of the quff into him. Immediaidy some color returned to his face, and when he opened his eyes
some of the glassiness was gone.

"Can you walk?' Theodora asked.

Calinfdthisankle. "Yes'" hesad, puzzled. "I thought it was broken, but | guess| just sprained it.”

"You have to make it back to the front of the cave on your own. Vyrnawill go with you."

Cdlin hestated. She could see hm wondering about Vyrnas sharp beak and about leaving her here
with the white dragon. "Will you be okay?'

"Yes" she said, and meant it. She looked up a the large white dragon. "It won't harm me" She was
sure of that, somehow.

Cdlin looked at her in an odd way. "Catriona was right about you,” he said. "She said you were into
megic and Suff."

"No," said Theodora. "She's got it backward. The magic isinto me."

She sent Electra with them, and as the white light disappeared around the corner she could see Calin's
shoulders covered in the angd's wing. Then they were gone and she was done with the dragon.

But not in the dark: the red-hot wals of the cham-ber gave off some light, and the dragon itsdf
reflected what light there was.

Theodora stepped forward and shyly placed a hand on the Sde d the dragonis heedl. It wias Snging again, ad
now the Mote was amplifying the song, flashing when the dragon spouted fire. The dragon's mind closed
with hers, ad thstimeit wes asnge enity, dl dragon, with no trace of its human host—the man who had been
Mad John.

When the dragon joined its mind with Theodora's, she understood many things. Man by day, dragon
by night, Mad John had roamed the idand searching for the Mote. As time went on, the dawn
transformation from dragon back to man had become less and less com-plete. The flash Theodora had
noticed on Mad John's forearm had been dragon scales. Little by little, the dragon had taken over until,



one morning, Mad John had failed to resume his human form.

Had there been other man-dragons? Was that what the carving on the pillar and the HCSVNT in the
cave and Scornsays many dragon legends al meant? Theodora sensed, as her mind and the dragon's
remained inter-twined, that this dragon had not been the firg on Scornsay, that the idand had known
others. It was the latest in achain that stretched back centuries.

The dragon broke the connection and uttered a plaintive cal.

Theodora knew now what it wanted. She placed her hand on its scaled head, on the wide brow
between its eyes. She could fed the low tremor of its purr.

"l chooseyou," shesad.

It was redly ajob for an Intercessor Firgt Class, but Merlin did not think it wise to wait for the O.1.G.
to arrive. On the way from the cottage to the Fletchers, Margery had shared with him her suspicions
about Septimus Silvertongue, the former acting headmaster of the G.A.W.A. Academy, and what she
thought had become of Hlic Lailoken. If Margery was right, Theodora was safer with the Wingless
Opdfire than her father was in that dinghy.

Fortunately, one of Merlins languages was Merlandish, though to judge by the loca sirens reaction, his
accent needed alot of work.

He stood with his trousers rolled up, ankle-deep in the cold water of a cove, trying to convince a
couple of Highland merrows to carry out a misson for him. The mermaids bobbed in the water a few
yards offshore, their dark heads deek as sedls, but nothing so friendly.

"I need to find a boat and stop it" Melin explained. "An inflagble dinghy with two men on
board—mortas."

One of the mermaids lifted her head out of the water and smiled, showing her nesat, sharp teeth.

"And then what?' she said. "Sing them pretty songs, songs to make them forget?'

Melin waved both hands in darm. Many a sallor had come to grief, ligening to mermaids pretty
songs. "No, no snging! Sleep will do, and dreams. And keep the dinghy away from Ham's Pipes.”

"The other man wanted us to drown them," said the second mermaid. "Wrap ther ankles in kelp so
they'd never be found.”

"But his speech was not as bonny as yours,” said the other, tossng back her wet har. "We did not like
the look of him."

Thank God for that, thought Merlin. As camly as he could, he cleared his throat and said, "What
other man? Can you describe him?"

They described a man of wedth and dation, dressed in common farmer's clothes. No one Merlin
knew. Could it have been Margery's mysery man?

Lotsof dinghieswent missng off Scornsay, and there was anotorious whirlpool. Magica mischief
could eadly be disguised as an accident of nature.

Melin didnt have much to barter with: The mer-maids didn't want his watch, which was usdess in
water. Likewise his glasses. In desperation he turned out his pockets and discovered the tin of
Nevergone Peppermints Corddia had pressed into his hand as he departed. At the time hed wondered
why. Hardly daring to hope, Merlin opened the box.

Insde were a dozen pladtic hair barrettes in bright colors, studded with fake gems, the kind little girls
put in their pigtails. These were in the form of flowers and buiterflies and dragonflies, and they sparkled in
the sun enticdngly. To the mermaids they might as wel have been gem-encrusted hair combs from
Shangri-la

Blessyou, Corddia, Melinthought to himedf. You area garils

The mermaids gave the barrettes looks of envy and whispered to each other in the hissng that was their
pri-vate language. Then the tdler one spoke.

"Wewill do asyau hid, inexdrangefar thehar jenves”

Asthe mermaids swvam away, Merlin breathed asgh of rdief. Then he had a sudden awful thought.



Margery and Catriona were donein the Fletchers lodge, and the man who had tried to hire mermaids
to overturn the dinghy might il be on Scornsay.

Margery had gone upstairs to check on Catriona and was coming back down when she was met by an
anxious William.

"What's wrong, boy?' Margery squatted beside the little dog and patted his head dumsly. She was not
a dog person, but even she could tdl the little terrier was unsettled. For some reason, he wasn't
Deving—he wasn't even whining. It was as though he were wearing an invisble muzze.

Aninvishle—

Margery soun around and saw a man seated a her spdl-cagsting desk, ledfing through the copy of
Walker.

It took her a moment to redize it was the man who cdled himsdf MacKenzie Murdoch. He seemed
com-pletdy transformed. He dill wore the same clothes, but in his manner and expresson he was
someone ese entirdy. Gone was the country gentleman demeanor. If his masquerade as Murdoch had
been achieved through spdllcraft, then that spellcraft had Ieft the wizard's face deeply lined and haggard.
Margery had heard about such spdls. . . . You could disappear so deeply into the new persona you
might not find your way out in one piece.

William's body trembled with a slent growl, and he looked a Margery pleadingly, as if to beg her
forgive-ness for not barking awarning.

"Murdoch. Or should | cdl you by your red name, Sgainus?”

The other wizard smiled.

"Dont fed bad that | deceived you, Margery. I've made a career of kegping one step ahead of the
O.1.G. Though | have to admit, you kept me on my toes.” He glanced at the celing. "Whao's upgtairs?*

"The Hetcher girl."

"And Theodora?'

"She's not here.”

"No, | didn't think so. A pity."

The moment she had seen Septimus, Margery had cloaked hersdf in a protective spell, to prevent the
kind of mischief he had worked on William. But she could fed the spdl eroding under the tide of the
other wizard's mdice. She tried not to panic. In the time she had left, she meant to find out dl she could
50 she could some-how help Theodora.

"I have been wondering,” said Margery, "where you came from when you showed up at the Academy
in 1906. Were you vigting from some other When ... per-haps this one?"

Septimus amiled indulgently. "Let'sjust say | do rack up frequent flier miles, as Time goes.”

"Yauwere ssaching far acopy of The Book of the New Adept.”

"Yes | was convinced that dl the G.A.W.A. propa-ganda about it was bunk. There was something
esein the book, something the Guild wanted hushed up.”

"But Lailoken got to the book firgt."

"I had spent so much time searching for it, a great cost. 1'd narrowed the search to the Academy and
had managed to inddl mysdf as temporary headmaster in order to conduct my search more fredy. And
dill it uded me" Septimus laughed. "And where did it turn up, in the end? Wrapped in waterproof cloth
and chained to the bottom of a cistern.”

Margery looked at the wizard. He was doing a good job of incriminating himsdf. He would have to
slence her so she could not rday his confesson to anyone at the Guild. But at the moment Septimus
Sivertongue appeared to be enjoying his chance to get the whole story off his chest.

"Sparkstriker ingsted on locking it up overnight. What could | do? When | went back for it, 1 found
Laloken reading it. Holding it! My book." The one I'd—" The wizard's face briefly contorted into a
mask of anger. Then just as quickly Septimus got control again.

"Wdl, | redized | could take the book from him and make it look as though he'd vanished with it to
Never-Wes"

Septimus's spdl was like adow drip of acid. Holding out againgt it was agony, and Margery could fed



hersdf goning weeker.

"But that backfired, didn't it?" she said softly. "Mogt of the book went to Never-Was with him, leaving
you with only fragments. And they put you on the wrong track. They made you think the New Adept was
Gideon. But it wasn't Gideon, &fter dl. It was Theodora."

"You seem to haveit dl figured out,” said Septimus.

"No," said Margery. "Not dl of it. | don't know how you ended up on Scornsay."

"I'd sent Hllic to Never-Was, but | knew that the Opdlfire would emerge eventudly. That was my
spe-cidty, you see. The Wingless Forms. | knew there were a few spots around the world where
Opdfires had been known to reemerge. Scornsay was one of them. When Ellic emerged | planned to be
there”

"Yes" sad Margery. "He could have exposed your treachery. But he was aready too far gone, wasn't
he?"

"Never-Was had driven hm mad. The Opdfire was taking over. And when the FHetcher boy found the
scae, | redized | could use the dragon as a lure to bring Theodora here”

"You took rather a chance with that, didn't you? Andy might have left her a home, despite Murdoch
Single-Madlt's generous offer of plane tickets. And you needed Theodora. She was the last piece in the
puzzle, wasn't she? She was the New Adept. . . the Mote in the Dragon's Eye. And you needed the
other Mote, Gwynlyn's carbuncle. What wasiit? A key to Never-Was? A way there and back?'

Septimus scoffed at that. "It wasn't Never-Was | wanted! The portal was old—Opalfires had been
coming out of it for centuries—and it was due to go bad, to turn into aseep. But | also knew what the
prophecy said: that the New Adept might get there before me and claim the prize"

"A new kind of magic from the cauldron of the ssg9?'

"The most powerful magic the world has yet seen!” The words escaped in a low hiss, and as Margery
looked a Septimus, his eyes blazing cold fire, she wondered if he, and not the hermit, were the red
madman.

"If The Book of the New Adept wes right, the sagp would release a magic more powerful than any the Guild
has ever seen. But | only had a handful of pages from the rea book. | couldn't be sure.”

Margery fdt the spell that stood between hersdf and Septimus growing thinner and thinner. How long
would it last? She pushed the thought aside.

"It's puzzled me" said Margery, "why you didn't Imply destroy her, once you knew about Theodora,
once you knew of her magica pedigree and the tdent that was waiting to be awakened. You could have
used any number of Spdls” Margery narrowed her eyes sus-picioudy. "What stopped you?'

Septimus grew thoughtful. "'l thought she might be turned. A pity for dl that taent to go to waste. But it
was clear that wouldn't do. You and that interfering old windbag O'Shea have poisoned her mind. And
taught her afew tricks about Ddving."

"The drength is dl Theodora. We just had to show her it was there” Now the el was paper-thin.
Margery steded hersdf for the full force of the other wizard's gl

But Septimus dmost seemed to have forgotten she was there. He seemed to be taking some comfort
or enjoyment in confessing to Margery—jprobably because he knew Margery wouldn't bein a postion to
tdl the O.1.G. or anyone else.

"So you see, | have no choice but to let nature take its course. Cordelia Crumplewing is quite right
about seeps. And this one is scheduled to take out the whole idand in about forty-five minutes. Every
man, woman, child, sheep—and wizard. Except me. | have made other pas”

"How convenient for you." Her protective spdl faled, and Margery fdt the full force of Septimuss
hatred, his cold evil.

"Asfor you, Margery, | need you where | can keep an eye on you."

There was a brilliant flash, and Margery was gone. Her kimono coat lay on the floor in a puddie of Sk,
but of the wizard hersdf there was no trace.

There on the spell-casting desk, amid its lacquered scenes of an imaginary Japan, there was a new
figure, a woman crossing a footbridge into a garden. Unlike the kimonoed women around her, this



womean wore a long coat and trousers and little high-heded boots. Her hair was dill spiky, but now the
spikes were gold ingead of glver. It was Margery MacVanish, rendered one and a hdf inches high in
gold lacquer paint.

Septimus put the copy of Walkers into the desk, then pressed the catch that made it fold up. When it
was dl folded, he put the tiny black and gold object in his pocket, picked up his wizard s g&ff, and
dtarted for the door.

When he had gone, William materidized. He sniffed at the kimono coat and pawed it, as though
looking for Margery. He lay down beside the coat and whimpered. Then he suddenly seemed to make a
decison. He tore a piece of the kimono off with his teeth and Ieft the Fletchers house through the
window. He could not andl Theodora anywhere, and it took him a minute to diginguish Merlin's scent
tral from the evil wizard's. But once he had found it, he was off, the scrap of kimono clutched in his
ghodly teeth.

The Opdfire made its way through the maze of tunnds that were Ham's Pipes, squeezing through tight
passages that left scales behind, diving through passages com-pletdly filled with water until Theodora felt
she could not hold her breath any longer. More than once she thought she would be scraped off and left
behind, but she hed on for dear life to the spike just between the dragon's shoulders that provided a
place to hold on to, like the pommed on a saddle.

It was dl one song now. The high keening of the dragon and the sympathetic tone of the Mote, forming
aperfect chord that rang in Theodora’s head, in her very bones, so that her body became atuning fork, a
third voice joining theirs. The song flowed around Theodora, and with it, the certainty that this was what
it had dl been about: Gideon's wyvern had come through a rabbit holein time to lay an egg so Theodora
could find the hetchling and start on the journey that would bring her here, to this cave on this idand, on
this dragon's back. The Fictish symboals of the shape-changer and the dragon-headed man told the story
of the dragon and its transformation. But what part was she supposed to play? Theodora heard Hamish's
voice in her head, describing the yawvning wel of Nothing, and she was afraid. But she could see
shadowy faces, Gideon and the young Hamish and her mom, ther faces full of love and encouragement,
and she knew it was going to be dl right somehow, in away she couldn't yet understand.

She was meant to find the Mote and bring it to the dragon, and bring the dragon to Hamigh's spot in the
pesat bog. Or perhaps the Mote had been meant to find her—it didn't matter. It was dl the same. She
pressed her face to the dragon's cool scales and closed her eyes, Idting the notes of its song flow through
her.

The dragon went down again, but this time the water above was dappled with moonlight, and at last
they sur-faced in one of the idand's sea lochs, sartling some ducks into noisy flight.

On land the dragon seemed uncertain, and outside of the caves the song faded. The dragon stretched
its head dong the ground, its jaws agape, iffing. It made a mournful sound.

Theodora clutched the Mote tightly. In her mind's eye she could see dearly the face of young Hamish,
white with cold and fear, and the minigter, speaking the terrible words in an eerie, ancient tongue. She
leaned forward and patted the dragon's neck, whigpering into one of its tranducent ears.

"It'sdl right,” shesaid. "l think it'sthisway."

It moved forward uncertainly at first and then seemed to catch some scent, or recognize some
sggnsit had been looking for. It was off and running again, and Theodora clung to the shoulder spike.

Most of theidand had turned out to search for Calin, S0 there was no one to see the dragon with a girl
on its back speeding through the peat bog.

How will we find it? Theodora wondered. Haf the pillar was on the hill with the Stane Folk, but how
would they find the other hdf, in the place where Hamish had been cutting peat as a boy? It seemed
hopeless.

All of a sudden the dragon came to a stop, and Theodora was nearly thrown from her perch.

The dragon snorted and let out a deep lowing soud

The Opdfire had stopped on asmdl rise, and below them, Theodora could see awdl of nothingness, a



patch of blackness in the peat the sze of a bathtub. As she watched it seemed to spread, swalowing up
peat and rocks and gorse bushes. Smdl animds and insects were fleaing from its edge, sending up a
rudling sound that crackled likefire It was starting to lick at the base of their little hillock.

The nothingness was edting the earth, eating up light and life. It was dreadful to watch.

Theodora lay her head on the dragon's neck and began to sob, from fear and fatigue and because she
was tired of this new Theodora, the Theodora she didnt know how to be. Tears did down onto the
dragon's neck and down its massive scaled body.

"There, there," said avoice. "Isit asbad asdl that?' Theodoralooked up and recognized MacKenzie
Murdoch.

20

TheWzard of Never-Waes

MURDOCH WASWEARING acape and carrying astaff. All of his smooth, easy manner was gone,
and his expression was hard and cold.

"You," Theodora said. "It was you outsde the pub. Y ou're the one Margery warned me about.”

"True, true. | suppose the time has come to drop my pretense. I'm a wizard, like Gideon and Margery
and Merlin. My nameis Septimus.”

The hole of nathingness was spreading. Smdl creartures, little brown mice and helpless toads, were
drawn gtruggling into the hole and vanished.

Theodora turned her head from the dreadful sght. "We have to stop it," she sad franticaly. "If we
dont, it will destroy everything!"

"Wdl, amod. It will destroy most of this idand and everything on it, but | am going to ride the find
gasp out of here, into another When. And | am willing to take you with me."

And the anvful dark shadow gripped her mind, and this wasn't Delving, it was something somehow
beautiful and dark. She caught flegting glimpses of a faraway place, a lake of slver ringed with trees
whose brassy leaves rattled like wind chimes. Above the lake hovered a craft, a weghtless barge borne
onthe arr, and on its deck, wearing ornate robes that seemed to be made out of light, was Theodora.

"G.AW.A. doesn't know what to do with you. They just see you as a freak, a threat. Do you think
Margery isyour friend? She's been sent by the O.1.G. to diminae you! Why do you think Merin hasnt
sent Vyrna to you? Because he knows what Margery hasin mind. He helped her plan the whole thing.”

“| don't believe you." But insde, some tiny part of her did, and tears dipped down her cheek and fell
on the ground, the ground that was being swallowed by the ter-rible cold magicd fire.

The shadow gripped her mind more tightly, and Theodora could fed the dlk of the robes, fed
something running through her veins that made her dl-wise, dl-powefu, invinade—

The Opdlfire writhed benesth Theodora and shot a burst of flame a the wizard. Immediaidy the
shadow let go, and the image was gone, and Theodora shuddered and seemed to escape its spell.

"No," she sad. "I'll stay here, thanks. I'll take my chances with Melin and Margery and the good side”

Septimus was nurdng a burn on his wrist. He looked as though he would like to do something to the
dragon but didn't dare.

"Y ouve made your choice" he sad hitterly. "Now you can live with it." He swept his cape around
him-sdlf, struck his g&ff on the ground, and was gone.

The hole yawned, and Theodora and the dragon toppled on the edge and dmost went over.

Theodora screamed. Then she seemed to see a face in the middle of the darkness. Now the darkness
seemed to reflect light, like a mirror. And reflected in the mirror, very fantly, was the face of Joan



Elizabeth Grearwvood, aged twelve

Now the dragon lifted its white, whiskered muzze and made that londy, keening cdl again. Theodora
took a deep bresth and made sure the Mote was safe in her pocket. She gripped the dragon's pomme
spike with one hand and patted its scaled neck with the other.

"Now," she said, and the dragon dove into the circle. It closed around them, and they were gone.

They were faling—not dong atidy Wonderland rabbit hole past jars of marmdade on shelves, but not
adong a science-fictiona wormhole of Sarlight, either.

It was a tunnd, but instead of rock or earth its wals were covered in waving fingers of light, like sea
anemones. Whenever the dragon brushed againgt them, Theodora fdt a dull sing, and an image flashed
vividy in her mind. An archaeopteryx preening. An Egyptian queen putting on eydiner. Sweaty men,
stripped to the waist, sruggling to reload a cannon. Theodora hugged the dragon's neck more tightly and
tried not to brush againg any more of the light anemones.

They fdl and fdl. Now the fingers of light were gone, and they were passng through a cloud of
some-thing like sparks or fireflies but not either one. The lights brushed againg Theodoras face and
hands, and this time there was no ding, just afeding of intense peace and contentment. As one of the
sparks passed by her face, she saw it was nathing like a firefly, nothing like a Faerie—at least not in a
Tinker Bdl way. Instead it was something winged and wonderful, transparent with atiny, fluttering heart.

Then the cloud of living light was gone, and there was nothing but darkness. It was very cold, and frost
formed on the dragons scales. Then they seemed to pass through something like awaterfall, a black
curtain of darkness swirling on darkness. Somehow Theodora knew they had arrived at the end of the
journey. She did from the Opdflre's back and stepped cautioudy onto the ground.

It was like some of the weird modern pantings in the Museum of Fine Arts impossble staircases
ascending to nowhere, buildings turned ingde out, strange-looking people who had angles in dl the
wrong places. Everyone seemed like a triple hologram: you could see the child they were, the person
they were now, and the person they would be, dl a once. Theodora passed a slver fountain with a
mirrored surface and caught sght of her own reflection. She, too, was like a triple hologram: She could
see her younger f in an octopus-mermaid Haloween costume, and her twelve-year-old sdf, and an
older Hf, like ayounger verson of her mother.

Looking behind her at the dragon, she could see the faint outline of a dark-haired man and in hisarms a
gmdl, white, wingless dragon. Then with aflicker it was the Opdfire again.

All around them rose a babble of voices, many lan-guages spoken at once, forward and backward and
indde out. The denizens of this strange place began to close in around them, triple holograms of men and
women, flickering shadows.

Theodora scanned their faces, looking for her mother, for Gideon, for any face she knew. No one was
familiar. So thiswasn't a place like heaven or limbo. But then what was it?

Her mind was grasped by that double-consciousness, that other We. She could sense a presence that
head once been the mind of Hllic Lailoken. Grateful. At peace. And something else, dmogt like reverence.
Reverence for her, for Theodora. She turned around.

It was Mad John, or a hologram-shadow of him. He was halding the dragon that had taken him as its
host and eventudly transformed his body into the Opdfire.

It was an awkward Ddving, not like Ddving with a person or with a dragon, but something
in-between. Like usng scissors with your other hand, awkward but not impossible,

You wer e the one making the Mote light up.

s

You were trying to warn me, weren't you?

s

And you needed me, you needed a human to show you the way here, the way home. You were
only trying to get home.

Yes/es/es



Theodora took the Mote from her pocket and hed it out to Mad John, wondering if the stone could
break the godl and release the man from the prison of the dragon's body. But it was too lae for Mad
John. He was beyond words, beyond even Ddving. She sensed that the creature was content... it wasdl
dragon now and sniff-ing the air, eager to be off into the shadows, falowing a dragon scent-trail only it
could smdl. The Opdfire sniffed the Mote that Theodora held out to it without red interest, and then
nudged her head with its massve muzzle, leaving dragon drool in her hair. 1t rumbled a low dragon purr,
an unmigtakable farewell.

It struck out into the shadows, leaving this place for a den only it knew, searching for others of its kind.

But the Mote had begun to attract attention. Suddenly the flickering shadows began to gather around,
triple-hologram shadows of wizards—men and women ban-ished to Never-Was. The babble of voices
rose and fdl, forward and backward. Hands reached out to pluck at her.

Ther collective minds pressed againg hers like atide. She has come! She has come! She will release
ud Release ud

Theodora took a deep breath and let the shadow wizards close in around her.

How could she rdease them? In her hand the stone that had been Gwynlyn's, the magicd Mote, was
dowing faintly, but when she held it up to the nearest wizard, to see if its magic could release them,
nothing happened.

Then Theodora thought, Margery said | was the Mote. Maybe she had to become part of the stone,
the way she had become part of the dragon as they raced through the sea caves, its song ringing in her
bones. She pressed the Mote to her forehead, and immediatdy she fdt it begin to amplify her own
thoughts, the degping magic Margery had caled Greenwoodness. It wasn't some superhero aura or
anything like thai—light didn't begin to shoot out of the stone, and Theodora didn't fdl back in a trance
the way the heroines dways did in those Japanese cartoons while they were being magicaly transformed
from prim schoolgirls into righteous babe warriors. Theodora pic-tured the wizards in front of her, whole
agan and free, imagined their fear and pain and londiness draining away, replaced by hope and joy, and
her thoughts seemed to flow into the stone. Now the Mote began to glow more brightly, pulsng with
energy.

She reached out to touch the closest wizard with the Mote, and as she did he turned into one of the
firefly-Faerie beings with a transparent fluttering heart. Then Theodora understood what she was
supposed to do. She touched another wizard, and another, and they began to form a cloud of light.
When the lagt captive wizard had been trandformed, they rose together and passed through the black
waterfdl.

Now that dl the triple holograms were gone, Theodora could see the other denizens of Never-Was
emerging from the shadows: leering imps and hobgoblins and things she couldn't name. A reptilian fdlow
with aforked tongue stepped forward and held out a smdl, white, wingless dragon.

"Seeker? Seeker? I'll give you a Seeker for that red stone," he hissed.

"No, thanksl" said Theodora hastily, stepping back. "l wasjust leaving.”

She made her way back to the black waterfal, not knowing what she would do when she got there.
But on the other sde of the dark curtain dl the light-crestures were waiting. They surrounded Theodora
in a cdoud and carried her up through the tunnd, past the light anemones to the black surface of
nothingness. Theodora broke through into the sweet, peaty ar and crawled out onto the damp ground.
She fdt the wet, soringy ground meaking the knees of her pants damp, and she heard the chirp of crickets,
and she was s0 glad to find the idand dill there she dmost wept.

She turned around to look at the well of nothing. In her absence it had esten away a hole the Sze of a
meadow. But now it was retregting on itsdf, dodng like alens. Theodora watched asit grew smdler and
amdler. It continued to shrink and then it was gone, leaving an unbroken expanse of peat and gorse and
heather, with only a dight depression to show it had ever existed.

Something told her that the passageway was closed for good and that no one could be banished there
agan.

She was glad her mother wasn't there, with the imps and the cregpy Seeker guy. But something told her



that her mother wasn't one of the light-beings, either. She was somewhere ese. Ever-Was, maybe. Some
kind of heaven, anyway, with apair of those soft, white musica wings

All of asudden, afamiliar black, wet nose pressed itself into her hand.

"Oh, William." Theodora pressed her face into his misty fur and then saw the scrap of kimono fabric he
held between histeeth.

The Highland night was beginning to lighten. Every bone in Theodoras body ached, but she followed
William to the road and began the long walk.

At lagt she turned a corner and saw the caravan. The floodlights were off, and the sun was coming up
over the hill. It looked as though the whole populace of Scornsay was gathered there. Dr. Moody was a
ahot plate, meking coffee. There was a shout, and someone came running out of the caravan toward her.

It was her father.

"Theodoral Where have you been?’

"I thought | knew where Colin was. | went to look for him, and | got log."

Mr. Oglethorpe was too relieved to be angry. "We found Colin hours ago. He's safe at home. They got
a helicopter from the mainland and lowered a crew into the cave. He'sfine . . . got caught in the Pipes
and got pretty wel cut and bruised. He doesn't remember any-thing that happened.”

Theodora wondered about the ingredients in the bottle of Cures All. If she had had more than a gp,
would she have forgotten everything too? Or was Calin just pretending not to remember?

"But Dad—I thought you and Mr. Perley were going out in the dinghy. What happened?’

Mr. Oglethorpe looked a little confused and a little embarrassed. "Wel, Theodora, you weren't the
only one to get logt lagt night. 1t was the weirdest thing. It was as though the sea just didn't want us to get
there"" He laughed and raked a hand through his sandy hair. "Those Highland mermaids, | guess, up to no

Theodora tried to answer him but only yawned. And that was dl she remembered.

21

The Beginning of Thereafter

BEFORE THEY'D RETURNED thar reted bikes Theodora had ridden onelast time around theidand
with her camera. She had taken pictures of the castle, the pub, the waterfall, and the Curlew's Nest, with
its partly rebuilt whirligig garden. She had a picture of old Hamish MacRaein alawn chair outside the old
folks home. She had a picture of the Stane Folk. And she had a picture of hersaf posing with Colin and
Catriona, taken at the good-bye party at the pub. "Here," Colin had said. "Thisisfor you." It was along,
waterproof tube for carrying architect's drawings. Theodoraremembered it from their hiketo theVal.

"Goon," hesad. "Openit.”

"l know what it is" she said. "It's the rubbing you meceinthecae”

He fought back asmile. "Redly? Check and see.”

It was abig cartoon of theidand, drawn in afunny scale, with the squat little idanders hdf as tdl as the
funy cartoon houses. There were sheep reading news-papers and sheep riding motorbikes and a
long-haired Highland steer with dreadlocks. Theodora could recog-nize dl the villagers Bridie, Jamie, the
doctor, the Sardinian cook from the pub, the fishermen, Mr. Perley. There was Catriona, driking a
Vogue pose, and there was Colin, scuba diving off the coast, with a shark snesking up on him.

"Oh! Therel am," said Theodora, pointing.

Cdlin had drawn her high on the hill with the Stane Folk. She was dtting aone, hugging her knees, her
har blown back on the wind. She was amiling.



She couldn't think of what to say. The Cures All had done its trick. Colin didn't remember anything
about the Wingless Opdfire. One more person to keep her magic secret from. She sighed.

Colin seemed crushed.

"Sorry," he said, blushing. "I know it's not a good picture of you—"

"Oh, no! It's great. | loveit" She looked up. "Redly.” She amiled. "Thanks."

It was only later that she found the tiny writing in one corner of the cartoon that said, in dl lowercase
let-ters, without punctuation,

remember 2 rite ok ta Colin

Catriona had made her afriendship bracelet. It was twined out of pretty blue-green threads the color of
the seg, and she'd tied little pieces of seaglass and Sdlstoit.

"I madeitin art class" Catriona said.

"Thanks" said Theodora. She was embarrassed, but gpparently not hdf as embarrassed as Catriona.

"Wdl," said Catriona hurriedly, "I just wanted to say good-bye, be cool, and dl that.”

"Have fun on that trip to London," Theodora said.

To her surprise, Catriona said, "I'm not going after dl. The class voted to use the trip money to hdp
Jamie out. But it's okay, redly. After what happened with Col, my mum's not so keen to have me away
from home."

Home. Theodora closed her eyes and tried to picture their kitchen, the bowl of orangesinside the front
door, her mom's photo in the frame on the fridge. It wastime to go home.

Theodora was packing when her father called.

"Theodora? Someone to see you.”

Theodora started downgtairs, wondering if it could be Merlin, or Colin, or maybe even Margery. But it
was the potter from the artists colony, Jacob.

"l was deaning out Margery's studio. She seems to have cut and run on us for some reason. But |
found this"

It was a brown-paper parcd labded THEODORA OGLETHORPE Theodora recognizad Malins
hendwniting

She took the parcel upgtairs to her room and unwrapped it. Insde were Electra in her bottle and the
angd'swing Ardanote

Theodora,

With our friend Margery missing it seems best to return Vyrna to the security of
my home up north, so she can't fall into the wrong hands.

There wasn't enough of the Cures All to be worth saving, and Cordelia wanted
her shears back, but she said you were to have the wing. And of course Electra is
you Biddable.

| will personally tell every wizard in G.AW.A. about what you've done, and at
least now your enemy, whoever he might be, dares not show his face. But you will
need to be careful back in Boston. Keep William close to you. And hold on to that
Mote.

I'm sure Margery will resurface when she's ready. Please don't worry.

Merlin



Theodora stroked the angd's wing. This time the harp music was fainter. Maybe the wing had logt
some of its power to console. She closed her eyes and imagined her mother, in the green and distant
heaven. She could see her only in akind of misy way, but she knew her mother was amiling.

WEel, okay, she couldn't tell, not redly. The most she could manage was aredly fuzzy, vague outline of
her mom, without detall.

But she was going to let hersdlf think it, anyway.

The mystery would be the talk of the whiskey world for years — what had happened to the whiskey
megnate MacKenzie Murdoch, who had waked into his office a his Glasgow didillery and never
emerged? The locked door had been broken down and reveded the office to be empty, the head of
Murdoch Single-Mdt vanished.

Septimus had made his escape to alittle property he kept for exactly that purpose: a country house
outsde . Paterdourg, around 1899, He waias stting now out an the verandg, enjoying the evaning ar and warking on his
ddlhouse

It was amodd of the Owl and Moon Club, fathful in every detail, right down to the spird Staircase in
Thagib's library and the tiny chess sets and wizard newspapers in the reading room, down to the bottles
of Twelve Elves Ale in the bar. There was even a londy umbrelain the club's Lost and Found. A nice
touch, thet

He was having trouble finding the right location for the little black-and-white spell-cagting desk. He
held it up to the light and turned it this way and that, admiring the gilding, running his finger over the figure
of Margery MacVanish, hdfway across the bridge, perpetudly on her way to the pagoda, wearing the
gri-mace she'dd worn when the spdl hit her.

Hed meat to leave her in a shed badk a the ddillay, to be eaten by termites, but hed rdented. Margery
MacVarish might ill comein hendy, and it would be a pity to destroy something as lovely as the spell-casting
oexk.

The whole seep business had been a washout. Hed waited for the eruption and it had never
arrived.

Scornsay had survived, with its sheep and its idanders and a stock of fish that was beginning to recover
nicely. He supposed he had Theodora Oglethorpe to thank for thet.

Wi, he wasn't done with G.A.W.A. and the O.1.G. and Margery MacVanish. And he mogt certainly
waan't done with Theodora Oglethorpe.

"Theodora, the cab's going to be here any minute.”

"I KNOW, Dad! | KNOW."

Where was William? Theodora was searching their hote room franticaly, casting her Delving mind
here and there, desperately looking for any sgn of the ghost dog. But he was nowhere to be found, and it
wastime to go.

She had Electra The Biddable Fire was a the foot of the bed, a clear blue jdly handbag with
Theodoras pass-port, walet, camera, and a book for the plane. But she couldnt find William, or his
callar, anywhere.

Sheld had him on the ferry ride from Scornsay, and in the rental car dl the way to Glasgow, where
shed kept him quiet in the backseat with a steady stream of prawn crigps. She'd smuggled him into the
hotd and let hm chase pigeons in the park for exercise while she and her dad went to a Pakigani
restaurant for curry. She'd seen him safdly tucked in last night, in the shoebox that sheld told her dad was
full of faerie tears from the rock shop.

But in the morning the box had been empty, and William was nowhere to be found.



She fought back tearsin the cab to the airport and in the ladies room at the airport and cried quietly
into aKleenex hidden in her fist asthey waited by their gate. By the time the flight attendant called their
row and they were stowing their carry-ons, she was okay. Maybe ghosts can't cross international
time zones, shethought. Maybe William needs to be on the island, near the castle where his master
was. Or maybe he's just not meant to be my familiar, she thought. "Are you okay?' her dad asked.
She nodded. "Just tired.”

He gave her such apitying, fatherly look that Theodorarealized with total embarrassment that her
dad thought she was crying about Colin. He thought it was puppy love, but he had the wrong puppy. She
turned alaugh into acough and buried her face in amagazine. They taxied and took off, and soon they
were over water, and then in acloud. Theodora sipped aginger ae and thought about the time shed
walked in on Mikko kissing the visiting Russian professor and the smile on her dad's face whenever he
talked to Brenda on the phone. She wondered if Va till had a crush on Jake Woo from the pool party
and whether Milo wasredlly into agility trids or moreinto hisnew friend, Sylvie. Then she thought about
Coalin. She remembered the day they'd made the rubbingsin the cave, and the way he had looked in
profile, intent on what he was doing. She remembered dancing with him at the ceilidh. She remem-bered
him wrapped in the angdl's wing, headed away out of the cave.

Wi, just maybe her dad wasn't completely wrong about the puppy love.

Then she noticed something sticking out of the overhead compartment. Something alittle misty, that
grew darker through al the shades of gray before it started wagging. In Theodoras mind, there was the
faintest of whimpers.

"Hey, Dad," said Theodora. "Are there any more of those prawn crigps left?!

Mr. Oglethorpe handed her the bag. "'For someone who doesn't like prawn crisps, you've eaten alot of
them." "They've grown on me." Theodoraforced hersef to eat a shrimp-flavored potato chip, gagging
dightly, and let asecond chip fall a her feet. C'mon, boy!

Thetail faded back through gray to mist and van-ished. A few secondslater Theodora saw the crisp a
her feet shatter into fragments and disappear. Then some-thing heavy and warm settled itself for angp on
top of her shoes.

You'll like Boston, shetold William. I'll take you to the Public Garden. Therésa swan | want you to medt.



