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Tothered Rhianna, who has her own magic
Chapter 1

"Think, Rhianna." Mrs. Greenapple leaned over the front of Rhianna Wildwood's desk and pointed to the
wordsin the spellbook. "It's just asimple rhymeto say over adeeping potion. Now repeet after me,
Doremus dorema doremasa sleepy soppy dor mousey casa...”

The class at the Smallhaven village school was quiet except for the turning of pages, but Rhiannaknew
that everyone waslooking at her. She frowned and tried again: " Doremus dorema doremasa, sleepy

soapy..."

"Soppy, Rhianna"

Rory Spdllwright, two seatsto the right, sniggered and whispered something to hisfriend Fion Oldbuck.
Rhiannafelt her chest grow tight. She hated giving Rory something to use againgt her, but it was so hard
to get spellcasting right. None of the words made any sense.



"Soppy... what does that mean, Miss?' she asked.
Rory sniggered again.

"Never mind what it means, Rhianna, just say it." Mrs. Greenapple was alittle impatient this morning, and
her voice showed it.

"Yes, Rhianna, just say it, supid,” mimicked Rory, so low that Mrs. Greengpple didn't quite hear him.
"What was that, Rory?" she asked.

"Nothing, Miss," said Rory, virtuoudy. "Just going over the chant in my book."

Mrs. Greenapple nodded, and bent over Rhianna's desk again.

Rhiannahated being singled out like this. " Doremus dorema doremasa, sleepy soppy enormoudly...”
"Dormousey, Rhianna--oh, no! Stop! | didn't mean that!"

Too late. There was a sudden thump. Rhianna swung around in her seet, and there was Tom Bodger,
dumped forward over his desk. The thump had been his head hitting it. He wasfast adeep, snoring likea

bulldog pup.

Mrs. Greenapple pressed a hand to her mouth. Then she glared at Rhianna. "Now look what you did,"
shesad crosdy.

"Me?" asked Rhianna

"Yes, you." Theteacher shook Tom's shoulder. He stayed adeep, snorting alittle. "Y ou said
‘enormoudy.’ Y ou must have increased the power of the spell." She put her hand on Tom's head and said
something in awhisper. It made no difference. Tom was sound adeep.

"But you said the next word, the one that--" started Rhianna.

Mrs. Greenapple cut her off. "Never mind what | said. Just help mewake Tom up.”

Just like always, Rhiannathought. First they tell you to listen to everything they say, and then they
tell you not to. Itisn't fair.

Rory put on an expression of great concern. "Miss," he cdled, "has shekilled Tom? Should | get my
unde?'

Rory's uncle was the nearest thing the village had to ared wizard. Mr. Spellwright had a spell shop, just
down the street.

"No need, thank you, Rory," said Mrs. Greengpple, hauling Tom upright. "He's just adeep.”
But Tom wouldn't wake up, not right away. They had to carry him out and put his head under the pump,

and dl hedid at first was blow happy little bubbles. It took twenty minutes and two buckets of water to
wake him up enough for him to go home.



The classgiggled. Mrs. Greengpple fumed. "The magic shouldn't have gone that wrong," shesaid. The
school's spell wards must have run down again. Still, the lesson had been ruined, and it was al Rhianna's
fault.

Rhiannasighed. It was always the same, she thought.
But there was worse to come before lunch.

"Wands down. Look at me. No talking." Mrs. Greenapple took up apile of papers. "Here are your
results from last week's test of Spell Ingredients. Quite good, and I'm pleased. Mostly.” She began to
send the papers skimming through the air, using afly-and-find spell. Each one landed neetly on theright
desk, and the fly part of the spell was turned off by each student with aflick of the fingers. "Ariadne...
Gloriana... Ingold... Issmbard... Fion--much better thisweek, Fion... oh, and Rhianna."

Rhianna’s paper landed in front of her. She saw the big red marks on it and amost forgot to turn off the
spell. When she did remember to flick her fingers, the piece of paper fell off the desk. It crashed to the
floor like a sheet of metal, making a noise that echoed around the classroom. Everyone turned and
Stared.

Rhiannaturned scarlet. Mrs. Greenapple took off her glasses and pinched the bridge of her nose, asif
she had aheadache. "I think you had better see me afterwards, Rhianna," she said.

Rhianna picked up the paper and looked at it. If anything, this test seemed worse than the last one. And
she had studied for it, shereally had. She peeked at thetotd, just lifting a corner of the paper off the
desk, so no one esewould seeit.

Oh, no! F! Even worse than the D-minus she'd got for Recitation last week. And Spell Ingredients was
her best subject, too. That was because it had measures and numbersin it, and they made sense. Not

like spells.

Rhiannasat in silent dismay as her teacher called out the names of dl the rest of the class, one by one.
The dismay was made worse when nobody else wastold to wait behind.

Thebdl rang for lunchtime as Mrs. Greenapple finished handing out the papers. "Look a your marks
later. And talk about them outside, if you please, Morgana Hedger. Books away. Make sure your
wands are properly laid east--west. Who's ready to go?'

Rhiannawas ready to go, dl right, but there was no chance of being able to get away. Mrs. Greenapple
dismissed the class, row by row, line by line, making sure that Rhiannawas among the last. Therewasno
wal to sneak out past her. She hadn't forgotten.

Rhiannawaited, standing by her desk. Her friend Rose Treesong gave her aconcerned look as she |eft
the classroom, but Rhiannawas too sunk in gloom to notice. The door closed, the sounds of play were
hushed, and the bright sunlight outsde made the room seem darker ill.

"Wdl, Rhianna." Mrs. Greenapple folded her arms and leaned againgt her desk. "What's to be done? It
seemsyou didn't takein athing | said al last week. Or anything in the book, ether.”

Rhianna stared at the floor and said nothing.



Her teacher sighed. "I must admit, | can't understand it. Y our work is neat and clear. Y ou understand al
the amounts... look, three-and-a-half scruples of butterfly-wing dust plus three quarters of a drachm of
thistledown sap makes just about a pinch..."

"It makes exactly apinch!" Rhiannawas stung. The table showing the amounts had been clear in the
book. Difficult, mind you. She wished al the measures could go evenly into each other, but dl the
same.... Shelooked up. Mrs. Greenapple was shaking her head.

"How many times must we go over this, Rhianna?' she asked. "Thereis no such thing as 'exactly apinch.’
Nothing isexact in magic! Everyone's pinch is different. Far more important than the pinchiswhat it'sa
pinch of. That's what you were asked about. Thisisthe base for asimple flying ointment. And what did
you say it was?'One pinch of gray goo.' Redly!"

"Wéll, that'swhat it looked like," muttered Rhianna

Mrs. Greenagppl€e's face became grim. " Since when," she asked carefully, "has anything ever been what it
lookslikein magic?'

Rhiannalooked down again. There was something about that question that set her teeth on edge. Why
shouldn't things be what they looked like? Why should everything be vague and fuzzy and not exact?

But it was no use scowling. Mrs. Greenapple shook her head again. "Well," she said, "I think we need to
talk to your parents, Rhianna. | wouldn't mind so much if you just forgot things. Still lessif you just got a
few of the wordswrong or left out agesture when working aspell. But thisisfar worse. It'sasif you had
everything around the wrong way, asif you... asif you didn't think magic was real . Asif you thought
there was some other way to make things work." She watched Rhiannasface, what she could see of it.
When nothing more happened after afew moments, she sghed. "All right, Rhianna. | don't think thereis
anything moreto be said now. I'll be sending aletter home. Go and have your lunch.”

Rhiannatrudged out, still scowling.

Rosewaswaiting for her in their usua place. Rhianna plumped hersalf down and opened her lunch
basket.

"How bad wasit?" asked Rose.

"Theusud," said Rhianna, trying to look unconcerned. "Y ou know, 'Rhianna, you have to remember
that nothing is what it seems to be. Nothing adds up. Nothing is right." Why can't things say what
they mean, and mean what they say?"

"Well," said Rose, considering, "'l supposeit's because they don't in magic.”

"Don't you start.”

"I'm not starting. Y ou asked me, | told you."

Thiswas 50 true that Rhianna had nothing to say to it. Her pie was suddenly tastel ess, though it was kept
fresh by her mother's own spell. She dropped it back in her basket.

Mrs. Greenapple would be writing that letter dready, and the sending spell would haveit a Rhiannas
house by this afternoon. She would have to face her mother and father over dinner.



That was enough to cause any amount of gloom. She'd be sent to her room after school every day for a
week, most likely. Told to study. Study! Asif it ever made any difference whether she studied or not!
The thingsin the books didn't make any sense at al. Why should afinding charm work if you walked
around acircle oneway, but not if you waked around it the other? Why? Rhianna always wanted to
know why. Mrs. Greengpple was dwaystdling her it didn't matter why. Just do it, Rhianna.

"Just doit, Rhianna," she said out loud, and there was arude laugh just behind her. Rory Spellwright's
laugh.

It was Rory, dl right. "Yeah, just do it, Rhianna. Why can't you? What'swrong with you? | candoit. All
the other kids can do it, even the little ones. Even Rose here can do it, and she's nearly as dumb as--"

Rose whipped her head around, her eyes sparkling dangeroudy. She whispered afind spell and tossed a
squashberry intheair. Up it went, gently, and then it curved in flight asif it had wings, flew faster and
faster, and went splat! right in the middle of Rory'sforehead. Purple juicetrickled into hiseyes, and he
touched hisfingersto hisfacein disbdlief.

"Dumb, am |?" asked Rose. "Wdll, I've got amean find spell and abasket full of squashberries. Get out
of here, Rory, or you'll be so purple you'll think you're agrape.”

Rory looked down at his purple fingers. His mouth opened and closed. "Y ou wait," heraged. "Y ou wait.
I'll tell. I'll tell Mrs. Greenapple,” and he ran towards the school building, his voice working up into a howl
as he went.

Rhiannasighed. "Y ou shouldn't have done that," she said. "H€ll do it, for sure.™

Rose nodded. "It'1l beworthiit," she said comfortably. "I should have used the whole bunch on him."

"Waste of good squashberries,” said Rhianna. She sighed again. "Why does he haveto be such a
ek ?"!

Rose shrugged. "Could be because he doesn't have much power, no matter how right he getsthe spell,
and he hatesthat. He couldn't have done that with the squashberry, for instance. Could be because
nobody takes any notice of him unless he's acting like he does. But the main reason isjust Rory. He just
likeshimsdf that way, | suppose.” She glanced across the meadow. "Here we go."

Mrs. Greenapple was coming towards them. Rory walked behind her, looking woeful when she glanced
at him, and poking histongue out the rest of thetime.

"I'll probably be kept in," said Rose. "Y ou'll have to walk home by yourself.”

Rhianna nodded. It was so unfair.

When school was over, Rhianna douched up the village street towards home. The worst of it wasthat
she had to stop at Mr. Spellwright's shop. Her mother had asked her to pick up some amber for a

preserving spell.

Mr. Spdllwright was standing at the shop door, histhumbsin hiswaistcoat pockets. Rhianna's mother



had awaystold her to be very polite to Mr. Spellwright because he was an important man, and well-off,
and had the only spdll shop in thevillage. He wastdl and portly, with along face like ahound's, but his
eyeswerealizard's eyes, sharp and glittery.

"Good day, Mr. Spdlwright,” said Rhianna

Mr. Spellwright looked straight through her and sniffed. His thumbs remained in hiswaistcoat pockets.
Mr. Spellwright didn't like people who were new to the village, like the Wildwoods. And he liked to
think of himsdlf asawizard and a person far superior to Rhiannas father, who was the village
blacksmith.

"I need to get ten grains of amber for Mother,” Rhiannawent on.

Mr. Spellwright grunted and turned his back, retregting into the darkness of the little shop. Rhianna
followed himin.

It was darker and cooler inside, with odd shadows in the corners. They formed shapes that melted when
you looked straight at them, but came back when you looked away. Magica ingredients of al sortswere
stacked in rows on shelves, or filled big glassjars. Many of them looked or smelled odd--sharp or

pungent or spicy or musky.

All sorts of strange ingredients were needed for spellcasting. Alum and pest, to make spells of shrinking
and drying, for the clothmakers. Mermaids purses, to make spdllsto cal fish, for thefisherfolk.

L odestone and pelligorny, to make spellsto find or hold, soapwort and rue and balsam, to repair or
clean. Spdllsto make things grow, spellsto work smal changes, and spellsto preserve, dl with their own
ingredients. Most people used some magic every day, and Mr. Spdlwright supplied dl the things they
needed. He had agood business. It seemed that people needed more and more magic.

But that wasn't dl there wasin the shop. There were oddly shaped dusty glass bottles that never seemed
to be used. There were pigeonhole racks at the back of the shop with small colored jars and even smaller
viasthat were never opened. It was difficult to see what was in them. People said that they contained
weirder things yet, ingredients for grester spells than most folk could manage. Spells that needed the
bones of strange animals, or leaves of the deadly upastree, or even troll hide and dragon blood, serpent
venom and elf-shot. There was apreserved snakefloating in clear liquid in alarge jar. Rhiannacould
never make out itstail. Both ends seemed to have heads--or were there two snakes? The colors of the
scales seemed to come and go as she watched, and she thought the little black eyesfollowed her.

Mr. Spellwright did behind his counter and took down ajar of amber dust from ashelf. He weighed out
ten grains of it, poured it into asmall paper bag, twisted the bag shut, and put it on the counter. Without
saying anything, he held out a hand.

Rhianna gave him a coin. She picked up the bag and said, "Thank you, Mr. Spdlwright," then turned and
walked out of the shop, fedling his eyes on her back al theway. To reach the sunshine outsde was a
relief.

Shetrailed on up the street towards home. It wasn't along enough walk, between the little houses and
beyond the village green, but she made it last aslong as she could. That note from Mrs. Greengpple
would have beaten her home. What on earth was she going to say to her mother?



Chapter 2
Going home was every bit as bad as Rhianna had feared it would be.

She dipped in the back door, hoping to tiptoe through to her room and not come out before dinnertime.
Her mother's back was turned to her as she peeled potatoes at the bench. Rhiannamoved very quietly,
but she wasn't quiet enough. Meg Wildwood looked around.

"Ah, there you are, Rhianna," she said. "L ate back from school, | see”

Oh dear, thought Rhianna. She smiled. "Y es, Mother. | thought 1'd go straight through and get started on
my homework."

"Good, good,” said her mother, nodding. "That's good, Rhianna. In fact, | think you need to do alot
more of that. Y ou know about the note your teacher sent home, then?' She fixed Rhiannawith a
consdering eye. "Of course you do." She pulled a piece of brownish paper from her pocket. "It saysthat
you failed another test today. Mrs. Greenagpple thinks you will have to repest this year'swork."

Rhianna stared at the floor.

Her mother looked at the note and frowned. "At least, | think that's what she wrote. | must say, the
school really should use better spellpaper. Thisisfaling to pieces dready. But,"--she put it back in her
pocket--"1 suppose your father will ill be able to read it when he comes home."

Worse and worse.

"Mother... | tried. | Sudied, | redly did. But it al gets mixed-up, somehow. It al comes out wrong. | get
confused. There are no rules... nothing ever makes sense.”

Meg shook her head. "Rules? Of course there are no rules. Human beings make rules, not magic. Magic
iswild. At its heart, it's not to be tamed. We can only use it because there are ways of handling it that the
great wizardswork out by trial and error. Y ou have to remember those ways. Or you'll never be ableto
usemagica dl.”

"Maybe| don't want to useit,” mumbled Rhianna. "Father doesn't, much.”

Meg's eyebrows went up. "Y our father isasmith. There's nothing wrong with being asmith, Rhianna, but
it'shard work, and magic isn't much help with al that cold iron. We wanted something better for you.
That's one of the reasons we moved out here from Avaon. Home Idand was getting crowded. There's
more magic in the country, with fewer folk to useit up. But therésno usein that if you won't learn the

dls”

Rhianna shrugged. "Not won't. Can't.”

Meg was silent for amoment. Then: "All right, Rhianna. | know you try hard, and it'strue that magicisn't
easy, not for everyone. Go and do your homework now, and try to remember what you read. | want to
hear the chants as you go over them. Well talk it over at dinner with your father. I'm sureit's not as bad
asdl that."

Rhianna went to her room, miserably. She sat at her table, opened her spellbook, and tried to learn the
spell for that day. It said: To freshen cut flowers--a pinch of rich earth and the words Floribundain



abundafloribus said twice with a pass of the hands, fingers spread, see diagram.

Shelooked at the diagram. It was smple enough, and the spell didn't look too hard. There was abunch
of spring wildflowersin ajar of water on her windowsill, and some earth in awindow box. She sprinkled
the earth over the flowers, made the pass with her hands, and whispered the spell.

Nothing happened. Rhiannawaited, disgppointment growing. Sometimes, nothing happened.
Sometimes...

Then the flowers--little spring flowers, pinks and sunroses and cat's-eyes, bluebells and ladylocks and
fairy bonnets--shook themselves. There was a soft tinkle, and the air swirled in strange colors. The
flowersraised their heads. They straightened. Then they began to grow. Their sems grew long and strong
and leafy, emeradd green. And the flowers--

The pinks flushed deep crimson, red as adragon's heart. Sunroses grew to puffs of bright shining gold the
sze of Rhiannas hand, their petals stiff aslace and edged with golden sparkles. Cat's-eyesblazed in
stripeslike candy gticks, shiny like satin. Rhiannawatched, fascinated, as the ladylocks became knots of
pearl ribbon with slver edges. They brightened until they began to twinkle like stars, tiny points of
many-colored fire coming and going at their centers.

It waslike... like growing your own jewe box. Rhianna stretched out afinger, wondering... Did | do
this?

And as she touched, as her finger stroked the first bloom, suddenly it crumpled, the gorgeous colors
faded, and it turned brown and then black. One by one, then dl together, the flowers drooped and
shriveled, and the dry leaves pattered to the floor, and the ssems died back. A minute later, there was
nothing but abunch of dry sticksin ajar of water.

Looking at the ruined flowers, Rhiannabegan to cry. | do nothing but make things wor se, she thought.
What use is magic like that? She sniffled and wiped her nose with her hand. And it's no use talking to
Father about it. He won't under stand.

But when her father came home, late and tired, there was no talk about Rhianna's schoolwork.

LoysWildwood was abig man, as big and strong as a smith should be, and he was usually easygoing,
gentle aslarge people often are, and smiling. But now he looked thoroughly upset.

Dinner was laid on the table. Meg had given up waiting, and had called Rhiannafrom her room. The

chants and the spell ingredients and the tables of herbswere dready blurring in Rhiannas mind, though
she had spent hours saying them over and over. They lay like cold wet stonesin her head, heavy and

dippery.

It worried her, but her father'sface worried her far more.

"What's the matter, Loys?' Her mother's voice showed the same worry.

Hetried to amile. "Oh, nothing, just a problem at work."

"What sort of problem?' Meg Wildwood was a hard woman to shake off. Everyone said so.

"Just the new fireward. It... won't work."



Rhianna knew what afireward was. It was aspdll to stop fires. Her father needed one, because the
smithy had afiregoing al thetime, and there were houses dl around. An accident might mean abad fire.

Meg dished up peas. "'l didn't know you needed anew one. Didn't you renew it just last month?" she
asked.

Loysnodded. "Yes, | did. And it'sfailed dready. | got Spellwright in to makeit again, and he said he
couldn't get it to work. He thinks the spot where | built the smithy is cursed. There's no magic thereto
make the spell, he said. It won't work, anyway."

Meg put down her spoon. "Won't work? That's not right. Spells have to work. If you make them
properly, that is. Perhaps you--"

Loys shook hishead. "L ook, dl | cantell you iswhat Spellwright told me. I'm no magician. He said
thereés no magic in that spot, and if | want the smithy insured againgt fire, I'll have to moveit. | can't
afford to moveit, and | can't afford the risk of not having afire-ward spell. | don't know what to do
about it."

No magic there a al? Rhianna stared at her parents. Loys looked at his plate, glum and silent, and Meg
watched himin turn, for what seemed likealong time.

Then Meg seemed to shake hersdlf. She dipped into her pocket and pulled out the letter. The paper tore
across as she brought it out.

Loysglanced at it. "What'sthat?" he asked.

"Itis.. well, it used to be... aletter from Mrs. Greenapple. Saying that Rhiannais doing very badly a
school, and warning..."

Loystook the paper from her. He hed it in two fingers, and it tore under its own weight. "It came home
likethis?' he asked. "Brown, tatty, falling apart?’

"Yes. Strange, in't it? Asif the writing spell was... was...

"Failing." They sat in slence around the table, and the silence echoed back at them.

Then Loysnodded, asif to himsdlf. " Spellwright says he's asked for awizard to come out from the
Queen'sown court. All the way from Avaon. Something hasto be done, he says. Too many spdlls have
failed lately. It doesn't bother me much, except for thisfire ward, but everyone dseis suffering.”

That was all he said for the rest of dinner. Afterward, Rhianna excused herself and went back to her
room to work on her books again. It wasjust asit had been before. The spells skittered around in her
head like aflock of chickens, hard to tell gpart, dways just alittle out of reach, struggling and wriggling
even when she caught one.

At bedtime her mother camein to say good night, asusud. A little line came and went on her forehead,
smoothing out when she thought of it, returning after amomen.

"Timefor bed, Rhianna," she said. "Y ou've done as much as you can tonight.”



Rhiannagot up and washed her hands and face in the basin. She put on her nightgown.

"Mother?" she asked.

"y e

"Do you think I'll haveto do the year'swork all over again?'

Meg sighed. "1 don't know, Rhianna. | can't think just now. Go and say good night to your father.”

So Rhianna padded out, kissed her father good night, and went to bed. But not to deep, not at once. She
kept saying the spells and the chants and the lists of spell ingredients over and over to hersdlf, in the hope

that they'd stick, but in between them came the worried look on her father's face and what he had said at

dinner: Too many spells have failed lately.

Including al of Rhiannals spells. Maybe it wasn't dl her fault, then. Maybe the magic itself was at fault. Or
just the magic heregbouts. Maybe magic itsdf was the wrong thing to do. Well, it certainly didn't make
people better, or any eader to like. Think of Mr. Spellwright. And Rory.

Or maybe it was just the wrong thing for her. After al, she might not be suited to usng magic at dl. Like
Father. He was asmith, and agood one. Using cold iron al the time meant that he could not weave
spdlls, not even the little ones that most people used, because cold iron and magic were sort of opposites
that canceled each other out. Maybe she could become alady blacksmith. Shefell adeep thinking about
thet.

Chapter 3

The next morning, Rhiannalined up outside her classroom with the others. She hadn't dept well. Her
dreams had been about things running away and getting less and less. Sand running out of hourglasses,
water lesking away from dams. And it was Wednesday, and that meant Conjuration, first thing. Rhianna
hated Conjuration. It was worse than al her other subjects. The hand movements had to be done just
right, depending on the phase of the moon and when your birthday was and whether your hair was light
or dark and al sorts of other silly things she could never remember.

So she didn't notice anything when they went in, and only looked around when she heard the class
murmur. Then she saw it. Mrs. Greenapple had washed the spell-board. Mrs. Greenapple only washed
the board just before the holidays, or if someone important was visiting the school. And it was till the
middle of the term.

But the spellboard was washed and the floor had been swept and polished. More than that, Mrs.
Greenapple seemed different. She had to start the opening invocation again, because she said the words
the wrong way round the first time. She was wearing her best cape, too, the one she only wore to the
opening of term and Parents Night.

There was no Conjuration period, either, not straight away. Instead, Mrs. Greenapple took afirm grasp
on her wand, waited until the class had settled, and then spoke: "Make sure your desks and chairs are
neet, please. If there are any classlibrary books, please put them back on the shelves now."

"Miss, | haven' finished reading mine." That was Merry Gladbetook, who read everything and



remembered it dl, like a sponge soaking up water.

"Nobody hasfinished, Merry. But | want the books all nestly put away. The school has a very important
vigtor thismorning.”

So that waswhat it was dl about. Rhiannatidied her desk. At least it meant they wouldn't have so long
for Conjuration.

When they had finished tidying up, Mrs. Greenapple |ooked at the sundia on the wadl outside, acrossthe
courtyard. "All right," she cdled. "Well start Conjuration, just to show our visitor what we can do, if he
arrives. Get out your wands and spellbooks and turn to page fifty-three. The heading is'Simplefire
ward.' Quickly, now."

Despite hersdlf, Rhiannafelt astir of interest. She turned the pages of her spellbook. A fireward. That
was the same sort of spell asthe one that Father had had trouble with. Perhaps she could see what was
wrong with it. She might even be ableto help him.

Shefound the place and raised her head. Mrs. Greenapple was starting the first series of gestures. "Pams
together, like this, fingers pointing upwards. Now, keeping your handsjoined at the base, flutter your
fingersfor four beats."

Rhianna watched much more closely than usua and followed Mrs. Greenapple with care. A flicker of the
fingersto show thefire, and then asoothing, broad sweep of the arms to show it being snuffed out.
Fanning the face to invoke the hesat of the flames, and hands across the eyes to show the sharp, burning
glow. Now, water Sgns. fingerstwitching, handsfaling to show rain. A rolling of the arms and shoulders
to invoke the waves of the sea. Rhiannawatched Mrs. Greenappl€'s hands and did everything she did,
making sure the water gestures were stronger than the fire gestures, so that the fire would be put out.
Perhaps she should make them alittle stronger till, to be perfectly sure....

Shewas concentrating hard, trying to get it all exactly right, just this once. Concentrating so hard that she
didn't hear Rose'syelp of surprise. She didn't even fed thefirst drops of rain.

It wasn't until she heard thefirg little clgp of thunder that she realized something was amiss. Therewasa
phut! sound, like abag of sand being dropped on afloor. Then asharp spark of lightning.

The other children were edging away from her and pointing. Mrs. Greenapple had stopped conjuring and
was staring at her. Or rather, she was staring at a place above Rhianna's head.

Rhiannalooked up.

A cloud was floating between her and the ceiling. It was small but inky, like amass of black cotton woal.
As Rhiannawatched, it grew even darker and expanded like a balloon being blown up. It spat asudden
fork of lightning, thin asathread, but blue-white and dazzling. Another crackle of miniature thunder
sounded. It began to rain harder.

And there was something on the floor, something clear and wobbly like ajdly, and it was coming
towards her, leaving atrail of water that soaked into the floorboards. It rolled like agreat big drop of
water, but it was getting bigger and bigger, gathering itsalf from some place that Rhianna.couldn't see.
Therain from the cloud fdll onit, and on her. Sherealized that she was soaked to the skin.

Mrs. Greenapple found her voice. "Out! Everyone out!" she cried. "Open the door!”



The door dammed open. The nearest children tumbled out, and the others followed, while Mrs.
Greenapple waved her armsin drying gestures. She started adrying spell: "Desicca inati evapo
summa..."

But the words took no hold. The bubble of water, clear asglass, did up to Rhiannaand rubbed itsalf
againg her like acat, growing larger al the time. Rhianna couldn't move. She knew she ought to do
something about this, and she knew, in some dark place in her mind, that thiswas dl her fault, but she
stood numb with surprise and dumb with amazement.

Then ashadow fell across her, and she heard anew voice.
"Dear me. What to-do."

Drenched, the water globe washing againgt her knees and seeping into her shoes, Rhianna turned and
looked.

A little man stood there, framed by the door and the light from outside. He wore atdl pointed hat, black
but blazing with the signs of the moon and the sun and the stars. To balance the hat, he had along pointed
beard, like corn silk near his mouth, but white as snow elsewhere. It was|ong enough to tuck into his
belt. The belt was jeweled, and there were more jewels sewn into his dark robe and cape. Heheld a
gaff of slver-gray wood in one hand.

"Water dementd, eh?' He amiled. "My, thismust be an advanced class. In my day we didn't summon
elementals until we passed third degree at Wizardly College.”

Mrs. Greenapple dashed water out of her eyes. "We didn't summon... | mean, we didn't mean to..." Her
voice was high and panicky.

"Didn't mean to?' Thelittle man's eyebrows climbed. "Then thisis an accident? Dear me, your spell
wards must have failed completely. Y ou redly should be more careful, you know. Dangerous beasties,
dementas”

The water globe heaved and rippled. It was as high as Rhiannas thigh now, and sill growing.

Thelittle man gazed a Rhianna, at the thundercloud, a the driving rain inside the classroom, and then at
Mrs. Greengpple. It seemed as though he were looking at something interesting and cheerful, like aride
at acarniva. Hetook acloser grip on hisstaff. "'l say,” he asked, "would you like meto...?" He glanced
at the globe of water and made shooing-away gestures with the staff.

Mrs. Greenapple nodded rapidly. "Please, oh, please, Magister. | can't seem to..."

"Oh, of course not. No. Not with astronger witch summoning it. Now let methink. Hmm. Yes, | see.

Y oung Lady"--to Rhianna--"just you think of... ah... dry toast, for amoment. Dry toast, mind. And no
tea"

Rhiannathought of toast. Dry, hard toast, without butter.

The globe of water drew off alittle way. Therain might have eased alittle.

"Ah," sad the wizard, gpproving. Magister, Mrs. Greenapple had cdled him. That meant " master.”



"That'sright. Now." Heflung his cape wide and his staff legped into the air, drawing afiery circlethere.
Hisvoice came, powerful, driving, different from the vague and absent-minded way he had spoken
before. " Dehydra diminisha dranus desicca...”

The globe of water stopped growing. It began to shrink. Rhianna thought of dry toast as hard as she
could. The cloud aso shrank and logt itsintense blackness. After amoment it became gray, and then it
began to break up into smaller wisps and tendrils, which faded away as she watched.

The globe became smdler and smdler, draining away into what was apparently thin air. The Magister
continued to chant. The globe continued to shrink. At last there was afaint pop! and the water elementd,
which had become a bead on the floor, disappeared.

The Magister stopped his chant. The three of them stood and stared at each other, Rhiannain dumb
horror, Mrs. Greenapple as though unable to believe her own eyes, and the little magician with acertain
sf-stisfaction.

"Well, that'sthat,” he said. "Although | must say it wasn't easy. No wonder you're having trouble with
magic drain heregbouts."

Mrs. Greenapple looked around her, openmouthed. Everything in the classroom was wet. Her good
cape was dripping about her shoulders. Her hair hung in rats tails. And theimportant visitor to the
school, the one she had wanted so badly to impress, was watching her. Her eyes drifted over the utter
ruin of her classroom--the soaked books, the stuffed pelican that would never be the same again, the
chak marks on thefloor that had run into amilky puddle, the spellboard that had been given another,
quite unneeded, washing.

Her gaze came to Rhianna, standing aone and dripping in the middle of the room. Her mouth closed. She
didn't know how, she didn't understand why, but she did know who.

"Rhiannal" Mrs. Greenappl€e's voice didn't often crack like that. "Mrs. Wesbarrow's room. March!™

Rhiannas shoulders dumped. She had no ideawhat she/d done, but she could only agree with Mrs.
Greenapple. It was clearly the most dreadful thing that had ever happened in the history of the schoal,
and it was all her doing. Tears prickled at the corners of her eyes.

The little magician saw them, "No, no. Dear girl. Cheerful. Smile, please. No tears. Y oull bring it back
again, and we mustn't have that. Like cdlstolike, you know. Be angry, if you must be anything. At least
anger isafirecaler. Weredly can't do with any more water just now. Laugh, plesse, if you can.”

Laugh? Rhianna had never fdt lesslike laughing. She had turned in obedience to Mrs. Greenapple's
order, and was hafway to the door where the master magician was standing. For al his obvious power,
hisface had uncertainty iniit.

She stopped. "Excuse me, please,”" she said. "1 need to go to Mrs. Wesbarrow's room." The thought
made her chin wobble again.

The little magician flapped his hands like someone trying to chase hens out of the house. "Oh, yes, |
suppose s0. We'd better go together. And"--he glanced at Mrs. Greenapple--"we'd best ask the young
lady's parents to come to the school aswell, don't you think?' He smiled ashe said it. Almost twinkled,
Rhiannathought.



Mrs. Greengppl€'s mouth thinned out and became aflat line. "Certainly, Magister. | was about to suggest
that. I'll cal them on the spellcaster mysdif.”

The Magister beamed a her. "Excdlent!" he said. "Now, miss, if you'l just come along with me...."

They marched across the open green together, Rhianna on the Magister'sright, close by his staff.
Children stood in groups, talking excitedly. Rhianna couldn't watch them.

They passed Rory Spdlwright, who sniggered and said something under his breath to Merry
Gladbetook. Both boys laughed, and Rory called out: "Rhiannas goin' to get expelled, hah!"

The Magister stopped and faced him. "Ah?" he asked, mildly. "Y ou seem to know al about it, my young
friend. Why would that happen?'

Merry had enough brains not to say anything, but Rory's mouth had always ruled his head. "'Cause she's
s0-0-0 stupid. Redlly, redly thick. Shelll have to go back to the city, an' good riddance.” He laughed

agan.
Rhiannafelt her insides curl up. She wanted to go somewhere, anywhere, and die.

"You think s0?" asked the Magigter. "But then, you would think that. 1t's wrong, of course, but
foolishness comes from the mouths of fools." He seemed to grow suddenly taler, looming over them,
dark and awesome. A cold wind sprang up out of nowhere. His voice degpened and took on the sound
of distant thunder. "Y our words are worth so little that | think it might be better if you spoke no more
today, boy."

The staff in his hand started to glow. Heraised it, spoke a single word, and walked on. Rhianna went
with him, looking over her shoulder at Rory and Merry.

Rory opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. Merry watched him with wide eyes. Still Rory
tried to say something. He was till trying when Rhiannaturned away from him.

"| do apologizefor that," said the Magister. They had come to the door of Mrs. Wesbarrow's room. No
one esewas near, and Rhianna redized with a shock that the little magician wastaking to her. He
continued: "I redly should keep my temper better.” Hetried to look severe with himslf. "One must never
use the power in anger, that'sthefirst rule. Y ou probably know that aready."

Rhiannalooked blank. She had never thought about such athing.

"It was fun, though, you must admit," he went on, asthough confessing to something. "And it will do that
particular young fellow no harm at al to keep slence until the sun sets. By the way, my nameis
Northstar, Antheus Northstar. What's yours?”

Rhianna's mouth moved, just as Rory's had done. But she managed to find her voice. "Rhianna
Wildwood, um, so please you, Magister."

He nodded vagudly. "Wildwood... Wildwood. That's your mother's name, of course. What was your
father's?"

"Um... Periman, Magider."



"Ah. | should have known. Descendent of old Michaela Periman, | should think. High Witch of the
White, and agreat spellmaker. And Wildwood. Branch of the Hightree Wildwoods, I'll be bound. Strong
High Elven strain on both sides, then. Y our power's not to be wondered at."

My power ? thought Rhianna bitterly. My lack of power, you mean. The knot in her somach, which had
dacked off alittle, seemed to tighten again.

The Magister knocked twice on Mrs. Wesbarrow's door, and then threw it open and strodein.
"Congratulations, colleaguel™ he boomed. ™Y ou must be very proud.”

Mrs. Wesharrow was asmal, mousy woman with permanently pursed lips. She swung around from the
spellcaster and blinked. "Proud?’ she asked. " Proud?" Her eyebrowswent up. "I've just been reading
Ivy Greenapple's spellcast to Rhiannas parents. | can't imagine why you'd think | should be proud.
Classroom soaked? Water elemental ? Whatever next!" She glared at Rhianna. "'Y ou just wait until your
parents get here, young lady. Why, I've agood mind to--"

Nobody would ever know what Mrs. Wesbarrow had agood mind to do. Magister Northstar's own
eyebrows went up like snowflakesin adraft. "Dear lady,” he said in the Wizard's Voice, the voice that
dilled others, "I wonder if you understand what you have here. A Wild Taent is not seen frequently, but |
had thought that teachers were trained to see the nosesin front of their faces.”

There was amoment of silence. "A Wild Taent?' Mrs. Wesbarrow asked, her voice high, amost
sgueaking. "1 went to the lecture, but... aWild Taent? | don't think I've ever seen one. Areyou sure,
Magister?'

Even Rhianna knew that one thing you must not do is ask awizard what he knows or how he knowsit.
Magister Northstar frowned. "1 am sure, madam,” he said coldly, and that wasthe end of it.

Chapter 4

Loysand Meg Wildwood arrived to find the school deserted, the children taken on a sudden outing, and
Rhianna’s classroom being mopped out by the school caretaker, old Mr. Moss. He directed them to
Mrs. Wesharrow's room. "Shelll be there, for sure,"he remarked, chuckling.

Meg looked at her husband, stricken.

Loysset hisjaw. "l don't believeit. She wouldn't have done this--in fact, | don't think she could do it.
But she wouldn't, and that's the important thing. They've got it wrong, you'll see. I'll sort it out.”

Meg caught hisarm. "Be polite to them, Loys," shesad. "They can--"

"l know, | know." He knocked on the head teacher's door.

They were expecting to see Rhiannain the corner, Mrs. Wesbarrow with aface of thunder, and a
distinguished wizard looking outraged. But when the door opened, there was their daughter, sitting and
eating dfbread, and Mrs. Wesbarrow chuckling asif a ajoke. Asfor the distinguished wizard, he was
drinking teaand telling agtory:

"...never got over it, you know. Frogs everywhere. Frogs in the drainpipes, frogsin the sink. Frogsall



over the spellroom floor. What was worse, they just kept popping out of nowhere. Hundreds of them. |
have never seen aplague spdll, you know, but | have an ideathat it would be something like that. And
that wasthelast, and only, time | saw aWild Tdent before today. At Wizardly College, when | wasjust
alad mysdlf. Do you know, it took half the faculty to dispd the summoning, because the Talent couldn't
stop thinking about frogs! Runes, books of spells, haf aday of incantation, a pentacle of suppression, the
lot. Never saw so much fuss. And the Tdlent, as| said, was ayoung fellow not quiteright in the head...”

The Magister was seated in the only armchair, with his back to the door. Mrs. Wesbarrow glanced past
him as the door opened. He noticed it, set histeacup down, and stood politely to meet the newcomers.

Rhianna stood, too, putting down her half-eaten piece of elfbread. She had been enjoying herself, but the
sight of her parents brought her troubles back with arush.

"Rhianna?' her mother asked. "What have you been up to?'

The magician smiled. "Nothing at all, dear lady, except that she listened too carefully and copied her
teacher too exactly.”

There was amoment of silence, and then Mrs. Wesbarrow made introductions. Two more chairs had to
be brought in. The little room was crowded. Magister Northstar resumed his place in the armchair.
Although it was Mrs. Wesbarrow's room, there was no doubt who wasin charge.

The Magister steepled his fingers and spoke. "Now, Mrs. and Mr. Wildwood. No doubt we shall have
to confirm it, but there is no doubt in my mind, from the events of thismorning, that your daughter isa
Wild Taent. You've heard the term, | suppose?’

Loys and Meg glanced at each other. Both nodded.

Magister Northstar nodded in return. "But," he went on, "most people have never seen such athing. A
Wild Tdent. Wild, meaning that it's difficult to control; Talent, meaning greet power. | have afair amount
of power mysdf, but it hasto be carefully shaped, like most people's. Theright spells, the words and the
pentacles and the conjurations and so forth. By using them, power can be called and then controlled. But
Rhiannas Taent ismore like the Old Magic, the magic that existed before the Magic Guild began to
organize and channd it. It accepts no rules. It makes of itsdf what it wishes. Giving it spdllsand words
and the rest only unleashesit, and the results can be frightening. That'swhat aWild Taent is”

Loys and Meg exchanged another astonished glance. Meg leaned forward. "But, Magister, Rhianna...
well, she's always had trouble with spells, and this year was worse than before. We were going to get her

gpecid tutoring.”

The Magister waved one hand, pam towards her, asif to stop her from going on. "No, no, no! That
would be theworst thing you could do. A Wild Talent? Specid tutoring? Dear me! I'm very glad they
caled mein. In another yeer... well, who knows?' Hetook asip of tea, and they watched him, frowning,

puzzled.

He patted hislipswith anapkin and continued. "Wild Taent israre. There have been only twointhe last
thousand years with dl their witsin the right place. One wasthe Archmagistra Sdinaof Sary."

"And the other?' Rhiannafound hersdf asking him.

Heturned and looked at her. "A man from Caradhas. Y ou've never heard his name." Hisvoice was flat



cartan.

Rhianna's puzzlement must have registered on her face. The Magister's lipstightened. "He was never able
to learn control. Or perhaps he never wanted to learn it. At any rate, he went to the bad, athousand
years ago. It took the College, the Queen'sarmy, the Ring of the Sea, and the life of the hero Tarn
Longdtrider to sink hisblack castle benegth the waves. And he may be there yet, brooding under the sea,
waiting for the day when the Land is swallowed up by the waters and the Wild Magic isloosed on the
world again."

The bright room darkened alittle. There was slence, and the Magister brooded.
"And you're saying that Rhiannaislike them?' Loys Wildwood hardly seemed to believe his own words.

The Magister shook himsdlf, "Well. That much, | don't know and cannot say." Helooked at Mrs.
Wesbarrow. "What | am saying isthat I'm sure she hasaWild Taent. It would explain much. Asfor
having al her wits, | think you're the best judges of that."

There was another slence. Rhiannawasthinking: So maybe I'm not so dumb after all?

"At any rate, it will be necessary to remove her from school for afew dayswhilel dowhat | can. And
then she must be taught in aspecia class. One of her own." Those calm words made everyone stare.
Magister Northstar stared back, asif he had said nothing unusual. "Obvioudy," he added, and sipped his
teaagain.

"Ah..." Loys Wildwood looked doubtfully at hiswife. "We did want her to have an education, Magidter.
Perhaps aspecid classwould not be..."

"We have no such facilities..." began Mrs. Wesbarrow.

Thewizard held up ahand. "Please. It will be aspecid class because she must learn different thingsfrom
other children. Other children, with smal power, as most of us have, must learn how to make the most of
it. With Rhianna, the problem is different. She doesn't need spells and ingredients and pentacles and
spdlchanting. She must learn control--never to use any more magic than she absolutely must, never to
take more than the least amount possible, and to bind with bands of iron what she does use.” He smiled
at Rhianna. "But she can learn thefirst steps here, among her friends. In yearsto come, perhaps, she will
cometo Wizardly Collegeto sudy further.”

Rhiannawatched him, alittle nervous of him despite the smile. "It sounds hard,” she said.

Henodded. "It is. Itisadifficult art, ahard road. But do you know, thereisalaw of magic: Magicis
never more than will. If youwill it so, you can control it. Y our will is strong enough.”

Meg leaned forward. "But what about a properly qualified teacher? No offense, Mrs. Wesbarrow."

The Magister pursed hislips. "Wadll, in one sense, | imaginethat | am properly qudified to teach. At least,
| should think so. If not, perhaps as Chancellor of Wizardry College, | could award mysdlf some more
diplomas. And so are her teachers here. In adifferent sense, though, nobody is qualified to teach
Rhianna. A lot of what she must learn, she must cometo hersdf.” He frowned. "It isalonely path, but she
need not walk it entirely done. | will go thefirst stepswith her mysalf. Indeed, | think it would be best if |
wereto take her as an gpprentice. It would give her asort of bond with me, and another outlet for her

power."



Silence. Loyscleared histhroat. "Well, Magister, well think about what you say..."

The Magister was shaking his head. "I'm afraid there is no choice. Her power must be controlled, and it
must be done now." He said it quietly, with sorrow.

Loysswdled, turning red. "What do you mean, no choice?' he demanded. "L ook here, | don't know
who you are, and | don't know who you think you are, but you can't just comein here..."

Magister Northstar gazed at him, his eyes huge and commanding, and the little room and the sunlight and
the walls and the furniture faded away and werelogt. Loys Stuttered to astop.

Magister Northstar spoke, his voice dow as ages and heavy asdoom. "I'm afraid | can, and | must." He
sighed. "Although | do ask your pardon. | seem to have expressed mysdlf poorly. When | said that there
was no choice, | meant it not only for her." He turned to Rhianna, who sat gazing at him with her mouth
open. "It'srequired, you see, for the Land itself.”

Mrs. Wesharrow took a hand. "Do you mean, Magister, that Rhiannas Taent must be tamed, or it will
be a danger to her--and to others?’

"Mm? Oh, yes. That, too. But the real reason is quite different. Y ou see, the country around here can't
supply her."

"Can't supply her?'

"Y es. With enough power for her Taent. Taent seeks power, you see. Cdlsit up out of the ground, the
ar, thewater. Rhiannas Tadlent is calling up that power and storing it. What might happen if it should dl
come out at once, | hate to think. But as she istaking up the power from the country around her, there's
lessfor everyonedse” Heamiled alittle. "They caled medl thisway to ask mewhy spdlsarefaling
hereabouts, and | walked in on the reason, not even knowing."

Loysand Meg stared at their daughter. Rhianna stared back. Her mind ran on likearat in acage.
Loysmoigtened hislips. "You mean...?" he asked.

The Magister nodded. "Y es. The reason why your spellsarefailing isstting in that chair. It's Rhianna.
And that'swhy | must do dl in my power to control her magic. | will help her inany way | can, but by my
oath as Wizard and as Mage on the Queen's Council, my first duty isto the Land and the Realm. That's
what | meant about there being no choice. Control her power | mugt, or the Realm will suffer. And it
must be done as soon as may be."

Chapter 5
"Oh, dear Oh, dear! Oh, good heavend!"

Magister Northstar hopped from one foot to the other. A canary clung to the end of his staff. Two more
ettled on his pointed hat. Another dozen popped out of thin air in awhirl of lemon-yellow fegthers. They
joined the throng in front of Rhianna, whistling impatiently, pattering on thetiled floor. Smal groupstook
off to fly around the room.



Rhianna stared at them in dismay. Already the kitchen of her house looked like the center of a
lemon-drop snowstorm.

"Avaunt!" cried the Magigter. "Rhianng, think of... um... something heavy. But don't think too hard." He
meade passes with his staff, the canariesfluttering around him. "Blast! The pentacleisn't holding them at
al”

"The canaries aren't magical themsdves, Magiger,” Rhiannareminded him.

"Oh, dear! Of course not. Get off! Shoo!" The canaries on his saff flew off to join the others, awhirling
yellow cloud. More kept appearing, though not asfast. "Now. Unflutter by butterfly unwingless
belessing...”

Rhianna thought of heavy things. Big, clumsy, gray, heavy things. Then, because she did not want to start
summoning e ephants, she thought of stars and planets, and then of other things asfar removed from
canaries as possible. The Magister chanted, and the flow of canaries dowed, became atrickle, and findly
stopped. He chanted another line to make sure before faling slent, pushing back histal hat and wiping
his forehead on alarge cotton handkerchief he had pulled from the pocket of hisrobe. Findly he used his
saff to trace the rune Liss, the rune of guarding, on the place in the air where the canaries had been
gopearing. Glowing dightly, it hovered for afew moments before fading.

The Magigter found achair and collgpsed onto it, fanning himself with his hat. Canariesflew in clouds
around the room, piping and cdling. Theair wasfull of the sound of whirring wings.

"Open awindow or two, thereésagirl,” he said. "That unsummoning spell has quite drained me. You're
getting stronger dl thetime, you know."

Rhiannajumped up and did as he asked. The butter-colored cloud began to thin as canariesin singles,
pairs, and small groupstook their leave, flying out of the windows. Magister Northstar looked up at them
fluttering into the bright sky. "Thank heavensit isn't nighttime," he said after aminute or so. "Wed never
get rid of them." He pulled his hat on again. "Right, now. How did that happen? We were supposed to be
getting lemons, you know. Not much harm in lemons, and you can sell them.” Helooked at Rhianna
sverdy.

Rhianna started to hunch her shoulders, just as she used to, but she remembered that Magister Northstar
didiked that habit very much. Shetried not to scowl, aswdll. Still, it was difficult to stare Straight at him.
"I--1 think it wasthe birds singing in the trees outside while | said the spell, Magigter. | thought, just for a
moment, how pretty they sounded, and it got mixed-up with thelemonsin my mind, and o..."

"We got aflock of lemon-colored birds. A great big flock of them.” Magister Northstar nodded. "Well, it
makes sense. | suppose | should be thankful that we're not close enough to theriver for you to hear the
sound of the water. We'd have drowned before | could have done anything sensible. And in lemonade,
too. Wdll, you'd best come away. So strong a summoning must have lowered your own reserves, for the
timebeing."

He pushed open the door and ushered Rhianna out into the back garden. Once there, he muttered a
amplecal spell, and the remaining canaries flew out of the windowsin clouds. They settled on the grass
infront of him or perched in nearby hedges, whistling and caling. "Isthat dl of them?' he asked weerily.

Rhiannalooked, and nodded.



The Magigter let the spdll lapse and the birds began to fly off in dl directions. Then he stood, leaning on
his gaff for amoment. "Come dong, Rhianna," he said.

They passed through the back gate and into the meadow beyond, the Magister silent, walking, his staff
making his pace. Rhiannawas silent, too. She twisted her fingers together and wondered what she could
do to make things better.

"Control, Rhianna" the Magigter said after awhile. "How isit to be controlled?' He walked on afew
more paces. "That was a case of using too much magic,"he said. ™Y ou put too much power into the
summoning spell. And the summon wasn't exact enough. Y ou didn't have the right thing in your mind."

He frowned, then stopped short. "The right thing in your mind?' he murmured. "Or the thing right in your
mind? Hmm. | wonder." He pulled off hishat, looked at it, and put it back on again. "'l asked you to
summon lemons. How often do you seelemons?”

Rhianna shrugged. "Not very often, Magister. There are no lemon trees here--I think it'stoo cold for
them. But | know what lemons|ook like. There's apicturein one of my books."

The Magister nodded. "Ah. | think | see. And | understand what my error was. How could | ask you to
summon something you knew only from pictures? Y ou haveto... ah! That'sit!" He clapped his hands
together, asharp sound, letting go of his staff to do it. The staff stayed in place, upright.

Rhiannawatched him. He was squinting off into the distance, where the sun shone above thefar hills.

They were on the top of the dope that led down to the village. Smdlhaven lay in alittle valey that ran
down to the sea. Rhianna's home was up on the dope above the village, and from the meadow you could
look down onto the cottage roofs. Y ou could see the pier where fishing boats unloaded their catch, a
row of houses dong the harbor wall, and then the single cobbled Street that led away from the shorelike
the downstroke on the letter T. The school, the inn, and the few shops--and Loys Wildwood's
smithy--lined that street, before it broadened out to become the village green and marketplace. Around
the green stood more houses, and then the street became aroad that turned left and wandered up the
vdley toward the farms and the hills. Beyond the hills, tall mountains ranged, blue with distance,
snowcapped. Wild country lay out there, with strange people and stranger things than they. Tralls, some
said. Faeriefolk. Dragons.

Magister Northstar stared asif he wasn't watching any of that. He was stroking his beard. Then he
nodded once, sharply. "WEell try again tomorrow, Rhianna, when | have finished the binding spell to
apprentice you. | need someivy tendrils and a swan's feather for that. | suppose the spell shop inthe
village will have them. Cometo think of it, I'll need Mr. Spellwright's Sgnature on the gpprenticeship
paper. It hasto be witnessed by awizard. When I've done that, I'll have some control over your magic,
and I'll set you atask that should bealittle easier.”

Rhianna said nothing. She wasn't sure she understood, exactly.

The next morning, the Magister came early to the Wildwoods cottage, and he and Rhiannawalked down
to the village with Meg, who would sign the papers, too. They waved to Loys, who was hard at work in
the smithy, and then crossed the street and entered the spell shop.



It wasasif Mr. Spellwright hadn't moved since Rhiannahad seen him last. He was leaning on his counter,
gazing towards the door. The shop, as usua, was dim and cool, dthough the morning sun was bright at
the windows.

Magister Northstar nodded politely, and an odd sort of expression cameto Mr. Spellwright'sface. A
frown, amogt, but then it cleared, and his mouth stretched sideways. A gold tooth winked in the gloom.
Rhiannaredlized that Mr. Spellwright was smiling. He removed his hands from the counter and clasped
them in front of his chest, bending dightly from thewa <.

"Good morning, colleaguel™ Magister Northstar greeted him. "'l wonder if you could oblige me with two
handspans of ivy tendrils--fresh, if you have them, but dried will do--and aswan's pinion feather. A mute
swan, mind. For abinding spell for an gpprentice, you understand.”

Mr. Spellwright stopped smiling. He looked from Magister Northstar to Rhiannaand then back again.
He blinked, and it couldn't have been because of the light. " An apprentice binding? For her?' he asked.

"Y es, indeed. For Rhianna. I'll be apprenticing her--and I'm certain that the village will have causeto be
proud of her. And I'll ask you to witnessthe paper, if you would."

Mr. Spdlwright moistened hislips, made to speak, hesitated, and then leaned forward, asif to speak
privately into Magister Northstar's ear. But the Magister drew back, and Mr. Spellwright had no choice
but to say it out loud: "Well, actudly, Magister, | was meaning to ask you about gpprenticing my nephew
Rory. A smart lad, that, well ahead in his studies. I'm sure held make afine--"

The Magister shook hishead. "I'm sorry, colleague, but | do not normally accept apprentices. Miss
Wildwood hereisaspecia case. No doubt your nephew is afine student; I'll send you the names of any
of the magiciansin Avaon who arelooking for an apprentice. But for now, al | need istheingredients|
mentioned, if you would oblige me, please.”

Mr. Spellwright straightened. He tugged at his gpron. His eyes rested for amoment on Rhiannaand her
mother, and then returned to Magister Northstar. The Magister raised one tufted eyebrow, just alittle,
and Mr. Spellwright nodded jerkily.

"Just amoment,” he mumbled. "Not much call for swan feathers. They're a the back.”

Hehad to useapair of stepsto bring ajar down from atop shelf, but he produced along white feather
and amoment later some pieces of dried tendril that Rhianna supposed must be ivy. She knew what
these werefor: ivy to bind, amute swan's festher to keep secrets.

Magister Northstar nodded his thanks and put down asilver coin. He drew arolled-up paper from his
pocket and placed it flat on the counter, where Mr. Spellwright had aquill pen and ink. The Magister
dipped the quill in theink and Sgned his name at the bottom of the paper.

"You sgn here, Rhianna... that'sright. Now you, Mrs. Wildwood. Thank you. And now, if you would
witnessit, Mr. Spdlwright...?"

Mr. Spdlwright took the quill and looked down at the paper. He coughed. " Are you quite sure about
this, Magigter... colleague? It seemsalittle--"

Magister Northstar rai sed both eyebrows thistime. He studied Mr. Spellwright's face asif he wanted to
remember it. "l thank you for your opinion, Mr. Spellwright, even though | did not ask for it. But | am



quite sure. | only require you to witness the deed, not to approve of it. Pleasedo as| ask.”
Rhiannaheard the chill in hisvoice. She hoped she would never hear it meant for her.
Mr. Spellwright hesitated a bare moment longer, then bent and signed the paper in ahurried scrawl.

Magister Northstar blew on theink to dry it, and then carefully tore it down the center. He gave one half
to Rhianna, and put the other in his pocket. He nodded to Mr. Spellwright. "1 thank you," he said coolly.
"Come, Rhianna. Therésagood charcod firein your father'sforge. Good day, Mr. Spdllwright.”

Chapter 6

Unlike Mr. Spdlwright's shop, the smithy was dwayswarm. It was sunlit, too, with an open front so that
you could watch people passing in the street. Folk walked by, and most waved or called agreeting. A
long, narrow charcod fire burned in abrick tub, and Loys Wildwood pumped the bellows with hisfoot
to heat iron until it glowed like the setting sun before he beat it into shape with hishammers.

Hewasfinishing aset of firedogs when hiswife and daughter came in with the Magigter, and they
watched as he shaped the bar iron. Firedogs were racksto hold aburning log in afireplace. They were
justiron bars, redly, but they stood on either side of the fire, and they were madeto look like long, thin
dogs, with noses and tails that pointed upward to hold the log in place. Rhianna smiled as she saw them
emerge, paws and eyes and ears and noses, under her father's skilled hands. Or rather, under his
hammer, nippers, chisel, and punch, for these dogs were made of red-hot iron. Blacksmithing was agreat
skill, and it suddenly cameto her that it was as great and as useful as magic itsdf.

Loysheld the glowing iron in histongs, looked at it from various angles, and nodded, satisfied. He
plunged the finished dog into the water barrel to quench it, and acloud of steam went up.

"I've dwayswondered how they did that," said Magister Northstar, admiration in hisvoice.

Loys Wildwood laughed. "No grest trick for awizard, Sir," he said. He wiped his brow with a handful of
tow, his broad face good-humored.

"I wouldn't say that,” answered the Magigter. "I couldn't make so much asan iron nail, and | have the
fedling that cold iron may be more than my art, in time to come. But we have come to do some magic
here. | didn't fed like doing it in Spellwright's shop.”

"Just imagine, Loys," said Meg, "Mr. Spellwright wanted Magister Northstar to gpprentice Rory, his
nephew, instead of Rhianna. He was quite ingstent.”

"Rory Spdllwright? The one with the shifty eyes?' Loyslooked annoyed. "Y ou, er, didn't..."

"No, | did not," answered Magister Northstar stoutly. "And | am about to work the gpprentice binding
here and now. | wonder if I might borrow thefire, just for amoment. So long as| touch no iron, it should
be perfect.”

The apprenticing spell took only afew minutes. Magister Northstar said the words, the ivy and the
feather were burned, and master and new apprentice breathed in alittle of the smoke. Rhiannas parents
watched with pride astheir daughter was made into the officia pupil of the highest wizard in the Realm.



They knew, and she knew, that her life would never be the same again.

Stll, Magister Northstar's eyes widened as some of Rhiannas power flowed into him, and his staff flared
alittle. "Whoo!" he puffed. Color came and went in his cheeks. "Just aswell | wasfairly drained. Y ou're
likearoaring grest fire, Rhianna. Well haveto try to cool you off before you cook yourself."

Rhianna nodded. She didn't want to be cooked. And she was eager to get on. They took leave of the
smithy, Loys Wildwood touding his daughter's hair with abig, gentle hand.

They returned to the cottage and sat at the kitchen table. They would not be summoning lemonsthistime,
Magister Northstar explained.

"Control, Rhianna. Y ou need to control. There's only one way to control, and that's to shape the magic
you usejust exactly right for whatever you want to useit for. Never too much of it, never the wrong
shape or Size or style or type. To know those things, to know just how much to use, you must know
exactly the thing you are trying to spell. Other people can afford to be doppy. For them, it hardly
matters. Not you. Y our knowledge must be exact.”

"Exact?' Rhiannas ears pricked up. "l can be exact? | can say exactly what | mean?"

He nodded. "Y es. That'swhat you have to do. Any magic that doesn't exactly fit the spell is uncontrolled.
And it would be very bad if your magic went out of control.”

Hefrowned, but Rhiannaamost laughed. How funny, shethought. All | ever wanted was to have
rules that made sense and didn't change. And now I've got one.

"S0," he continued, "we need to start you off with something you know very well indeed. Something you
see every day, something that's part of you. But nothing too heavy or sharp or dangerous. What's that
yeasty smell, Mrs. Wildwood, by the way?'

Meg smiled. "It'sthe bread sitting in the pan by the window, Magigter. I'vejust punched it down soit's
ready for its second risng. Now, I'll leave you toit. | have to pick some beansfor dinner." She stepped
outside.

Magister Northstar removed the cloth that covered the bread dough and brought the pan over to the
table. "The very thing. What could be smpler, what could be more familiar, or safer, than risng bread?
Eh, Rhianna?'

Rhianna nodded doubtfully. It was true, she had hel ped her mother knead dough and bake bread before.
It was something she was familiar with, and arisng spell wasn't difficult. A good cook could produce a
sponge cake S0 light it nearly floated away.

They went over what she needed to do. No words or spells. She would use the Wild Magic on its own,
just avery little of it, to make the bread rise. Magister Northstar readied a counterspell and nodded.

Rhianna concentrated on the bread dough. It stirred dightly. She reached out for it in her mind and felt
how it was warm and squishy and heavy. It should be lighter, more airy.

As she thought thet, shefdt atrickle of magic. Just thetiniest bit. The dough began to rise dowly, getting
larger and bulkier. Rhiannagrinned. It was working!



The dough shook itsdlf, trembled, seemed to quiver--and then it dowly unstuck itself from the bread pan
and began to float gently up toward the ceiling. Rhianna shook her head at it. That wasn't supposed to
happen! Not like that. | said light, but not so light you float. The dough darkened darmingly,
becoming shiny and solid. Rhiannafrowned. No, no,you're supposed to rise. Not like that. She made a
movement and her concentration broke. The magic tumbled out of her like water over the top of adam.

The dough shot up, obeying Rhiannas last thought. It took off like arocket, faster and faster, streaking
towardsthe ceiling. Rhiannajerked her head up to follow it, but it was only abrown blur when it hit.
There was aloud crack, arending crash, and, just after that, another crashing sound. Plaster and bits of
wood rained down. Then adate, from the roof above their heads. It fell through the holein the ceiling
and shattered on thefloor.

Magister Northstar jJumped and peered upwards. Plaster dust was till sifting down, but he squinted
through the hole in the roof into the patch of bright blue sky overhead. When nothing more happened, he
dumped inrdief.

He turned to see Meg Wildwood standing in the doorway, openmouthed, staring at the holein her
kitchen celling.

Magister Northstar winced. Again he looked after the rocketing ball of dough. "I can't seeit anymore. |
doubt if it'l stop beforeit reachesthe moon,” he remarked, and then, to Meg, "'l do apologize, dear |adly.
My fault entiry. I'll just step down to the village and ask thelocd tiler to cal around and repair the hole.
I'm sure he will drop everything elsefor me. I'll cal in at the baker's, too, for another loaf of bread. Come
aong, Rhianna" And he hustled her out the door before her mother could say anything.

On theroad, he removed his hat, scratched his head, and looked at Rhianna. "Well, that doesit. | was
watching every moment, and | didn't have achance to do anything sensible at al. It happened too fast for
either of us. Y ou have too much power. It'slike trying to paper over avolcano.”

Rhianna couldn't hide her disappointment. Her lip trembled. A fat tear escaped and rolled down her
cheek. "It was going so well, at first," she fatered. Magister Northstar offered her his handkerchief, and
shewiped her eyes.

"There, there." He patted her shoulder. "It's not your fault. It'sthe magic itsdlf. It won't be confined or
controlled. It ingsts on coming out in larger and larger amounts, just asit wantsto.” But he was speaking
in adigtracted sort of way, and it was clear that he was worried.

"What can | do?" wailed Rhianna. "1t'stoo strong for me. It fedsasif I'm trying to ride ahorse that |
can't control--and it kegps running away with me." She wiped her eyes again.

The wizard stroked his beard. He nodded. "Y ou'reright. | wasafool to think you could managethisina
week or two. Nobody could do that. It's my own fault. | had no idea how hard it would be."

Rhianna sniffled into the handkerchief. Magister Northstar watched her sympathetically. They stopped
waking and stood under a shady tree, S0 that nobody would see her.

"Theres nothing esefor it," the Magister continued, after amoment. "Y ou'retoo strong. If thisgoeson...
well, anything might happen. Like that water elemental you called. There are other things that might
answer when you call, and many of them are worse than ementals. Much worse." He shuddered, and a
shadow fell over the sunny sky. The mountainsloomed bluein the distance. He seemed to shake himself.
"If it will not dlow control, then it must be shackled, just asyou tie up ahorse that kicks.”



"Shackled?!

"Yes. | don't likeit, because so great ataent as yours, Rhianna, should be used. But so beit. We can
delay no longer.”

Rhiannafét her face grow tight around the eyes. He noticed it. "Oh, don't worry," he soothed her. "l
won't take your gift away. Indeed, | can't. But we have to stop what it's doing--collecting power from
everything around you. Y ou're taking up much of the supply for the whole digtrict, you know. The more
power you collect, the moreit's going to overflow--and there's no knowing whereit will go, or what it
will do."

"S0," Rhiannaasked carefully, "what will you do?'

He sighed and looked away. "1t will mean aspecid sort of spell. Power comes from the land, from the
earth, thewater, and the air. Well, what we will do is make adevice, athing you wear al thetime, likea
ring or alocket. It will be pretty--I'm sure | can choose something that you will like--but it will have a
spell onit. We can't stop your Taent from taking up power, but we can store the power in the jewd, and
then empty it out from timeto time, like bailing water out of aboat. Better to fix the boat so that it doesn't
leak, but at least bailing it out stopsit from sinking. Aslong asyou bail the water out asfast asit comes
in"

Rhiannathought about it. "But if you did thet, I'd have no magic at dl.”

Magister Northstar looked down and shuffled hisfeet. "Um. Yes. That'strue. But if wedo it any other
way, the power will smply build up again. Until it overflows again. And sinks your boat."

"Oh." Rhiannafrowned.

Magister Northstar misunderstood the frown. "Um... yes, | can see how that would worry you." He
amiled, alittle uncertainly.

Rhiannas head was aching, and atight little dry feeling scratched at the back of her eyes. It had been a
long week, and ahard one. "Y ou're worried about what will happen if | don't wear thisthing al thetime"
shesad. "Worried that I'll be difficult about it. Becauseif | am, you won't know what to do next.”

Magister Northstar raised his eyebrows. His staff was leaning againgt the tree, as dways within hisreach.
His hand moved toward it, and then withdrew. For amoment he had seemed to grow taler, just ashe
had when he had struck Rory Spellwright dumb. Then he sighed, and the moment passed.

"I'll try no wizardly tricks on you, Rhianna," he said. "No fooling, ether. Y ou're too sharp, and anyway,
you're my gpprentice.”

Watching him, Rhiannasuddenly saw that he was indeed only alittle man, and that his spangled robe and
his staff and histal hat didn't really matter. What mattered was that he was awizard on theinside as
well.

It was with his eyes on the staff that the Magister spoke: "I am the Chancellor of Wizardly College and
the Mage on the Queen's Council. | speak for the magic of the Realm. Y ou are my apprentice, and | am
responsblefor you. | will not dlow you to cometo harm; and yet my first duty isto the Redm itsdf.” He
looked a Rhianna. "And you are adanger to it."



Rhiannaslip quivered. "l don't--" she started.

Hewaved ahand. "Oh, you don't mean to be. Not at al. | know you now, Rhianna Wildwood, and I'd
trust your heart to the end of the world. But magic needs more than heart. It needs afirm, sure hand. It
needs kill. Y ou will learn the skill--but until you do, you are in danger, and you are dangerous.” He
sghed. "So far, the things that have gone wrong have been little things, and funny, redlly. But sooner or
later something seriouswill happen. 1t might be anything, but whatever it is, it will bewild and strong.
Fearful, too. At lesdt, | fear it."

Rhiannanodded. "I feer it, too, Magister,” she said.
"That'swise. So will you wear thistrinket?'

She thought, and then decided. "Yes," she said.

Chapter 7

"It'sthe Law of Magicd Means," said Magister Northstar. "The greater the magic, the more costly the
piece. Rhianna's power is very great, though at present uncontrolled . The magic of any jewel that stores
it will take the whole College the better part of a day to make, and therefore the piece must be of the
very highest qudity. | must go a once to have it made--in Avaon. I'll be sailing on the evening tide. There
isnotimeto waste.”

It was later that day. Magister Northstar was explaining matters to Rhiannas parents. He sipped
rushwash tea and sat back. They looked at him, and then at each other.

"Will Rhianna be going with you?" asked Loys, in the sort of voice that meant he was going to argueif
Magister Northstar said yes.

Thelittle wizard shook his head. "1 would not take a child from her family and home without the clearest
need. I'll go mysdlf, have the jewel made and bespelled, and send it back with some other things.
Lessonsfor Rhianna, and a spellcaster that will reach me a any hour of the day or night.”

He sghed. "I've been away longer than | planned. Therell be amountain of work on my desk, and in
three days there isthe monthly meeting of the Queen's Council. | cannot missthat.” He smiled at Rhianna.
"I'll look in again as soon as | can--within amonth, hopefully. Meanwhile, weer the jewe that | shall

send. Do the lessons--you can work on them at school. I'll send them to your teacher. Y ou must go to
Mr. Spdlwright every week to have the jewe drained of magic. He can do that. I've just spent sometime
ingructing him. An odd fdlow."

Later they saw Magister Northstar down to the harbor. It was evening, and the first stars were twinkling.
The ship that would take him across the water to Home I and and Avaon was waiting.

At the head of the pier Magister Northstar put a hand briefly on Rhiannasbrow. "A blessing,” he
murmured. "And no taking the jewel off, Rhianna Not until you've mastered your magic. Mr. Spdllwright
will have alot to drain and return, | can seethat. Good night to you all. Expect my packet in four days."

He turned and stepped down into the ship. The sailors cast off, and the sail rose to the evening breeze.



The steersman leaned on thetiller. A few moments later Rhianna could see nothing of the wizard but the
paeglow of hissaff. It lifted in farewdll.

Rhianna spent the four days fretting and waiting, thinking about magic aslittle as possible. But onthe
fourth day the packet arrived, aswell as another one addressed to Mrs. Wesbarrow at the schoal.

There were two small boxes and aletter in the Wildwoods parcel. The | etter read:

Greetings.

Please forgive this short scribble. Here is the magic-storing jewel | promised. Rhiannaisto wear it
at all times except when it is being drained out. Here, also, is the spellcaster, which hasits own
instructions. If there is any problem, any problem at all, you are to call me at once, at any hour.

| have sent lessons to Rhianna's teacher. We will be starting with ssimple, familiar things--the
meadows around your own house. | will check with her, and with you, every week, by spell-cast.

Remember, Rhianna, exactness. If you are to achieve control, you must know exactly what you
aretryingto do.

In haste,
A. Northstar.

One of the boxes was small, square, and wooden. In it was aglobe of glassand adip of paper. Meg
read the paper and nodded.

"Not too difficult," she said. "What'sin the other?"

It was aflat boxwood case with a clasp. Rhianna opened it, and it was asiif the sun had just peeped
above the sea. She heard her mother's sudden inward bregth.

Lying on aslk lining was a pendant on achain. The chain wasfine gold. In every third link adeep red
stone glowed like adrop of blood, and in the middle of the chain...

It was arune, the rune Liss, the sign of warding and guarding, a shape like astraighter |etter Sturned on
itsside, with two dots, one inside each curve. But this shape was made of gold, and the two dots were
jewds, larger than the others. They had fire like adragon's heart a their centers.

It was the most beautiful work of hands that Rhianna had ever seen. She reached out afinger to it, dmost
fearing to touch it, and then looked up at her mother.

Meg Wildwood's face showed her amazement. "He asked what your birthday was. June the
twenty-third, afire month and afire day. Y our birthstone is the greatest of the fire stones. ruby. Y ou were
born on a Sunday, the day of gold. I'd say that jewel ismade of real rubies and solid gold. It must be
amost beyond price, something fit for the Queen to wear." She was whispering, as though she feared to
make noise.



Rhiannalooked down at the beautiful thing in the box. A little voice sounded in her mind: Don't forget,
thisisto stop you from having any magic at all. Thisisto takeit all away. She reached out and
picked it up. It lay warmin her hand.

The moment she touched it, it seemed to her that a background noise she had always heard had stopped.
It was asif there were some changein the light of the day. Shelooked around at the familiar kitchen and
it was just the same. The sun was not less bright, but something was different.

Well, what else would you expect? she asked hersdf. The jewd was magica, after all. She put the
chain around her neck so that the rune sparkled at her throat.

"Do up the clasp for me, please, Mother," she said.

Two weeks later Rhiannalay on her sscomach, her workbook open in front of her, in the grassy meadow
by the schoolhouse. Her class was learning Spellcasting this morning, but she had her own work to do.

Shewas drawing along grass leaf that she had plucked. She drew it with greet care, thetip of her tongue
showing between her teeth, trying to get the shape and the size and the parts of the leef al exactly right. It
took along time.

There were S0 many thingsto learn. There were hundreds of different kinds of grassin every field, al of
them with different leaves and heads and growth and seeds. It would soon be summer, and they were all
in different stages of gprouting and setting. But she had to know them dll, in dl their parts. If she ever
wished to use magic on grasses, she must know every leaf and every shoot of them. And grasses were
just the beginning.

The drawing went dowly, but it felt sure, and it looked right. The more closaly shelooked at the lesf, the
more she saw, and the more she understood.

Everything was like that, she thought. The clouds over her head and the pebbles under her feet. Thetrees
that covered the hills and the hawk on thewind. All of it wasrich and full of detailsthat she had to find
out and understand perfectly before she could begin to work magic. Y et that wasdl right, initsway. It
was athing she could understand, not like the nonsense wordsin the spells she had to learn at schoal.

Only theflies bothered her, and saying the little spell that kept them off made no difference now, not with
the pendant taking away al her magic. Rhiannashook her head, partly to get rid of afly, partly from
annoyance. She wished she could just be like everyone else. It had been fun telling her class about the
jewe and what it was for, and everyone had admired it, but till...

The drawing was finished. Rhiannawrote a name for every part, and then she compared the drawing with
thereal leaf. They looked exactly aike. She glanced around. Perhaps she could give hersdf atest onit.

She closed her book and held the leaf up, checking every part, every shade of color, every vein and
bend. She was sure she had it right.

She looked around once more, and then she dipped the pendant chain over her head and laid it on the
grass beside her. Shefet the magic filling her up, like arisng tide from al around, from the earth and the
air and the trees. It was--normal. She should fed likethis. The jewe was beautiful, but when it was
around her neck, it was asif shewere desaf and blind. Now she could fedl the magic. She had never done



that before. Just like fish, shethought. I'll bet they don't feel the water.

Shelooked at the leaf again, and when she was absolutely sure, she shaped alittle of the magic around
her. Just alittle. No spell was needed, no passes with the hands. The magic was in her and worked
through her, and she thought of exactly how the leaf was, and then of exactly how she wanted it to be.
The leaf trembled, and then it curled gently into acircle. At the sametime a different color washed up
from the stalk. Spring-fresh green became gold. The gold brightened until it was the metal of the pendart,
rich and sparkling, with thetiny veins adarker, goldlike toffee. Thetip of theleaf touched the stalk. It had
become what Rhianna wanted it to be--athin golden banglein the form of aleef curled into acircle. The
droplets of dew had turned into tiny shimmering crystals. A beautiful jewel, and she had madeiit.

A feding of wonder rushed over her, like diving into apool. She had done thisthing. She had changed
thelesf. By changing it, she had changed the world.

She held in her mind just how the leaf had been, checking against the drawing in the book. Then she used
just atiny bit more of the magic that flowed in from al sides. The golden bangle relaxed and straightened
and flushed a spring-green and was aleaf again. And no more.

Rhiannalaughed, and did the pendant over her head again. In an instant the magic disappeared, likea
light blown out. But now she knew. She knew what she could do, and she knew how to do it. Magister
Northstar was right. It was hard, and it took grest exactness, but it could be done.

Now, what about burdock? How wereits |leaves different? She started another drawing.

When the bell rang for lunch, she put her book away and sat with Rosein their usua place.

"| think you ought to know," said Rose, opening her lunch basket, "that Rory Spellwright got into trouble
thismorning.”

"You're bregking my heart,”" said Rhiannawith agrin.

But Rose wasfrowning. "No, realy. Mrs. Greenappletold him off for daydreaming. He was staring out
of thewindow."

"Rory? He never daydreams. He's not the daydreaming type.”

"You'reright. He's aways too busy looking out for himself. But | had alook out of the window, too, and
| saw you drawing in your book."

Rhianna paused, an apple hafway to her mouth. "He waslooking out of the window at me?"
"Yes. Odd, isntit?

Did Rory see me take the pendant off? Rhiannawondered. And then she thought: No, he couldn't
have, because if he had, he'd have told Mrs. Greenapple as fast as he could put his hand up.

Just as she thought that, a shadow fell across her. She looked up. There, looming over her, was Rory
himsdf.

"Rhianna. We need to talk," he said. He smiled brightly.



Rhiannashrugged. She didn't trust that smile. "So talk."
"In private." Heflicked aglance at Rose.
Roseglared at him. "Say it, Rory, and go away," shetold him. "Or, better ill, just go away."

Rory shook his head. "Rhiannawouldn't want meto say thisin public, would you, Rhianna?'Y ou
wouldn't want meto tell peoplewhat | saw, en?”’

Rhianna's heart sank. Rory had always had that effect on her. But when shelooked &t hisface, she knew
suddenly that she couldn't let him do it anymore. Rose was gazing at her, and her eyes were questioning.

Rhianna swallowed. "Rose, what Rory meansisthat he saw me take the pendant off, just for aminute. |
shouldn't have doneit.”

Rory blinked. He hadn't expected that. But he came back quickly. "Y ou didn't just take it off. Y ou made
something right there. Something red nice." He smirked as Rhiannawent rigid. "Relax. | don't havetotell

anyoneyou did it. See?| can be niceto you. And what | reckon s, if I'm niceto you, you should be nice
back tome. Thing is, it seems you can make al sorts of stuff. Now me, | could redlly use anew penknife,
and maybe one of those little crossbows, and afew--"

"Forget it, Rory." Rhiannas voice surprised even her. It was hard and unbending; perhapsit had abit of
the Magister's own power init. "l made amistake. I'm not making another. Go peddle your goods
somewheredse”

Rory'sface went till, but his eyesflickered. "What are you going to say to Mrs. Greenapple, then, when
| tell her?"

Rhiannasighed. "I'll tell her thetruth, Rory. Thejewel storesal my magic and your uncle emptiesit out
every week. | took it off once, and never again. The end. Now go away. Y ou annoy me."

"Yes," sad Rose. "Go ahead and tdll, Rory. It'll get you nothing.”

"You watch. | will, I'll tell..." Rory started to back off, his eyes hard as stones. And then he stopped. He
was till for amoment, and his face cleared. He nodded, smiled, turned, and walked away.

"I'll back you up,” said Rose. "I'll tel Mrs. Greenapple you never took it off at al. He'sjust aliar.
Everyone knowsit."

Rhiannals voice was stubborn. "No. It won't do. If I'm asked, I'll tel the truth.”

The day passed. Mrs. Greengpple said nothing to Rhianna other than " Good work” when she saw the
workbook. Nothing happened at dl, and therewas Rory at his desk, gill smiling. Rhiannawished she
knew what he was amiling about.

* % *

At the end of the week, Rhianna had three pages of drawingsin her workbook, and Mrs. Greenapple
had given her agold star for them. Magister Northstar would be pleased with her. And then it wastime
to take the jewel to Mr. Spellwright to have the magic emptied from it and returned to the ground.



Rhianna's mother walked with her down to the spell shop. "I'll just pop down to the market while you
have your pendant emptied out,” she said. "Mr. Spdllwright said it wouldn't take long. Meet me at the
market when you'vefinished.” She nodded at another shopper who was passing. "Good morning, Mrs.
Brewer."

Mrs. Brewer sniffed, and walked on briskly without aword. Meg looked after her, openmouthed.
"Yes, Mother," said Rhianna. She pushed open the door with its bell that tinkled, and went into the shop.

Insde it was cool and dark as aways. Rhiannalooked around her. Minor charmsin bundles, herbs,
magic spell ingredients. Witchlights, darums, refilling bottles, healing bandages, horse quieteners, ripening
sdve, wart removers, tonics, chillers, firetouch sticks. And those odd jars with gtill stranger thingsin
them. And Mr. Spellwright, leaning on his counter.

"Good morning, Mr. Spdlwright,” said Rhianna. Mr. Spellwright didn't move, but Rhiannasaw hiseyes
swivd towards her. "I've come to have my magic emptied,” she continued.

Mr. Spellwright's hand dlid across the counter, pale in the gloom, and opened, palm up. He said nothing.

Rhiannatook off the pendant and laid it in the open pam. The chain flowed over it, aspill of bright gold,
the rubies glowing. Mr. Spdlwright'sfingers closed. He pulled himsalf upright, running the gold between

hisfingers.
"Wait here" he said. "And don't touch anything.”
He shuffled into the back of the shop, passed through an open door there, and pulled it shut behind him.

Rhianna could hear a scraping noise, and then alight showed under the door. As she watched, the light
dowly changed color, from the norma bright yellow of acandle flameto a sharp mint-green.

She sighed, found astool by the counter, and sat down onit.

Minutes passed. The green light dowly dimmed, then flared suddenly, once, twice. Therewas atinkle, a
jingling. Thelight grew softer, lighter. It went back to being awarm yelow. Then, suddenly, it went out
atogether.

After ashort pause, footsteps sounded. The door opened. Mr. Spellwright stepped out, and Rhianna
saw asmile on hisface. When he saw her, the smile went out as sharply as a snuffed candle.

Without words, he held out the pendant, the jewels dangling from his hand like sparks. She took it and
put it on.

"Sametime, same day next week. Without fail," said Mr. Spdllwright. He waslooking straight over
Rhianna's head.

She nodded. "Y es. Thank you, Mr. Spellwright," she said. He didn't respond, but just stood watching
her. She pulled open the front door and, turning, saw him hurry into the back of the shop again as she
went out into the Street.

Meg Wildwood was buying applesin the market. Cooking apples, for apie. Rhianna smiled at that as
shewalked up to her.



Asshe cameinto earshot, she redlized that her mother was unhappy. "Y ou're asking twice as much for
applesasyou did last week," she said to the stalholder.

"Prices go up, Mrs. Wildwood," said the stallholder. He looked at Rhianna and his face was cold.
"There's been alot of brown spot on the fruit. Ripening spell failed, | hear.”

Meg shook her head. "I'll take only three," she said. "It'll beasmdl pie”

The stallholder shrugged, and thrust three gpplesinto abag. He held out a hand for the money before he
handed them over.

Meg took the bag and walked away, looking puzzled. "What's got into people?' she asked.

Rhiannadidn't answer. She didn't know either. But she saw that her mother was hurt and bewildered.
Shetook her hand and gave it asqueeze. Meg smiled, and they climbed the hill towards home.

Chapter 8

Weeks passed. Rhianna's workbook filled up, and she started a new one. She drew and learned about
all the plants of the meadows: the grasses, the small flowers, the clovers, the weeds. She knew them by
leaf and stem, bud and flower and seed, their colors, their patterns, the way they grew. Next month,
maybe, she would start on shrubs and bushes. Then, as autumn came on, she would learn about the
leaves of the trees asthey changed. In winter, about water--rain and snow and ice, rivers and streams.
And more, and more. Her head spun at the thought of dl there was to know.

Each week, on Tuesday, she went to Mr. Spellwright's shop, and it was always the same. He sniffed,
took her pendant into his back room, did whatever he did, came back, and returned it to her without a
word, looking straight past her the whole time. Rhianna had never liked going into that odd shop with its
dried-herb smell and its strange thingsin jars. Now sheliked it lessthan ever.

Then the storm broke, and she had no ideathat it had been building up.

One afternoon her father came home early. He was cam, too calm, and the expression on hisface was
flat and controlled, not open and friendly asit usualy was. Rhiannawas writing in her workbook,
describing and drawing the seeds of smdlflax, when he cameinto the kitchen.

"Hello, Father," she said, alittle distracted. The shape of the seed case wastricky, and she was thinking
mostly about that. Then shelooked up and saw hisface. "What's the matter?' she asked.

"Rhianna, we haveto talk," he answered. She put down her pencil. He sat down at the table, opposite
her. "Meg, comein here, will you?' he caled. When Meg camein, wiping her hands, he went on,
"Rhianna, thisisimportant. Wetold you that you mustn't take the pendant off, except when you're getting
it emptied out. Magister Northstar told you that, too. That'sright, isn't it?"

Rhianna nodded.

"S0o," Loyswent on, "why have you been taking it off?"



Rhianna stared at him, unwilling to believe he had just asked her that. "What...?" she started, and stopped
again. Shegot hold of hersdf with an effort. "I havent," shesaid firmly. "Only in Mr. Spellwright's shop."

Loysfrowned. "Y ouretelling methat you've never taken the pendant off, all thetime you've had it,
except when Mr. Spellwright was emptying the magic out of it? Are you sure of that, Rhianna? Word of
honor?"

Rhiannalicked her lips. "Wdll... once. Once only." Her father nodded. "I took it off, for just one minute,
tofind out if I could use magic on the grassleaf | had drawn. And | could! | changed it into agolden
bangle. But then | changed it back, put the pendant back on, and never tried again. It hasn't been off
sncethen except in Mr. Spdllwright's shop. Not at all.”

Her hand had gone to hold the pendant. It felt heavy, warm with her own warmth. Her father's eyeswere
gill narrow, not sure. He looked down, then up. "Then why are people till complaining that the magicis
going missng?' he asked quietly. "They're saying that it's even worse than before. Spdlsarefailing all
over. Spdlsfor cloth, spdllsfor growth, spdlsfor fishing, spellsfor this, thet, the other thing, and
everything dse. Thewholevillage haslost its magic. Why would they be saying that to me?"

Rhianna sat, stunned. "1 don't know, Father," was al she managed, at last.

Loys sat back and looked at the celling. Rhianna suddenly thought that thiswas what Mr. Spellwright did:
he looked over the top of her head, too. "Very well,” said Loys, and his voice sounded asif it came from
adistance. "1 think we had better call Magister Northstar. Hell know what to do about this. | hope.”

"About what, Loys? What's been going on?' Meg's voice was worried. " People have been acting oddly
with me, too."

Loysran hisfingersthrough his hair. "What's been happening iswhat | said. Threetimesin the last two
days, people have asked me what I'm going to do about that daughter of mine who'staking al the
villaggsmagic. | think Mrs. Greenapple must have been talking. Anyway, this very afternoon, Sam
Farmer camein and told me that he wasn't going to pay mefor that plowshare I'd made him. He said
held take it off the bill 1 owed him for hisruined crop. He dso told me to cometo the Village Meeting.
They're having one to discuss what to do about the losses caused by my daughter. How's that for a
pleasant afternoon's work, en?"

"It wasn't... they can't say..." Meg began.

Loysfolded hisarms. "They can say it, and they are saying it. We had better get Magister Northstar as
s00n as possible. The meeting istomorrow afternoon. Where's that spellcaster?”

Meg got the spellcaster from the cupboard, put it on the table, and said the spell rapidly. Insde the ball of
clear glass, if you looked at it the right way, there was aswirl of mist. Meg spoke the last words of the
godl, " Antheus Dexter Northstar!"--Magister Northstar's full name.

For a second or two nothing happened, and then the mist parted and Magister Northstar's face appeared
inthe globe.

"Hmm?" he said, and Rhiannaheard adull clap, the sound of abook being closed. Thewizard wasin his
study in Avaon, ahundred miles away. He peered a them and smiled. "Ah. Mrs. Wildwood. Mr.
Wildwood. Rhianna. How pleasant to see you. What can | do..." He peered more closdly. "What's the
matter?' he asked sharply.



Loystold him what was happening in the village, and Magister Northstar's eyebrows drew down.
"...and they're having aVillage Meeting about it. Tomorrow afternoon,” Loys finished.

In the glass, Magister Northstar's hand came into view, stroking his beard.

Meg leaned forward. "Could there be something wrong with the jewel, Magister?' she asked.

Magister Northstar pursed hislips. "It isaways possble" he said, but not asthough he beievedit. "The
magic isgtill going missing, you say? Y ou're sure of that?"

Loys shrugged. "Sam Farmer told methat his crop had comein al patchy. It hardly be worth
harvesting, he said. And the earth witch he hired to put agrowing spell oniit told him that therewas no
power in the Land to cast it. He was very annoyed.”

"l see. Hmm. And Rhianna. Y ou have not taken the pendant off, except at Mr. Spellwright's shop and
that one timein the meadow at school ?*

"No, Magidter, | haven't.”
"Could she have used so much magic doing that one change, Magister?' asked Meg.

"No, | think not. Making gold from leaves would be afairly heavy use of magic, but Rhiannadidn't make
much. Just aswell, and aso just aswell sheturned it straight back ™

"Why isthat, Magister?' Rhiannawanted to know.

"Mmm? Oh, it'sjust that spell- wrought gold causes... difficulties. Never mind that now. Put your hand on
the glass, Rhianna."

"Over your face, Magister?' asked Rhianna, Startled.
"It isnt my face, Rhianng, it'sjust apiece of glass. Please”

Rhiannaleaned forward and put her palm on the coal, round surface of the spellcaster. She could till see
the edges of Magister Northstar's face around and through her fingers.

"That'sright,” hesaid. "Now. Tell me again that you did not take that pendant off, except asyou have
dready said." Rhiannasaid it. He nodded. "Fine. That will do. Thank you. Y ou can take your hand away
Rhianna sat back, and the globe showed Magister Northstar's face |ooking worried.

"I'm sure Rhiannais spesking the truth, and..."

At that moment his voice cut off and the globe went blank. The swirl of gray mist at its center rolled and
then faded. A moment later it wasjust abal of clear glassagain.

"What happened?' Loyslooked at hiswife. "It's stopped.”



Meg picked up the spellcaster, held it in her hand, frowned. "1 think the spell hasworn off," she said. She
darted an anxious glance a her daughter. "It should have lasted longer than this."

A minute passed. Findly, Loyslooked at Rhianna. Directly at her. "But it lasted long enough for Magister
Northstar to say that Rhianna spoke the truth. So it's something el se that's wrong. That's enough for me.
I'll tell them at the meeting.”

Rhianna.did somefiguring in her head. She hoped that Magister Northstar would think that the Village
Meeting was important enough to come himsdlf, but he was along way away. Even the fastest shipstook
aday and ahdf to crossfrom Home Idand. So probably the meeting would just have to take place
without him. And even if he did come, she thought, what could he do?

Chapter 9

The following afternoon people came to attend the meeting, which was held on the village green. They
waked in, taking low among themselves, and sat down on benches and stools. Many people--forty or
fifty, dl from nearby. Most of them seemed worried or angry, and few were prepared to greet Rhianna
or her family. Rhianna stared around her, asworried asthey.

Someone sniggered behind her--Rory Spellwright. All the children were at the meeting, and so was he,
thumbing hisnose at her. He said something to the other children, and they laughed.

Rhiannaturned away. No use getting upset about Rory. He didn't matter now.

Mrs. Fisher was the Elder this season, and at |ast she moved away from the knot of people she had
arrived with and walked out to the front. The sun shone brightly on her face.

"All right,” she said. "Quiet, please. The meeting will cometo order.” They stopped talking, more or less,
and sat. "ThisisaVillage Meeting. We are here to discuss the matters set out in the Bill of Calling. I'll
read it to you." She unrolled a paper and squinted at it, then shaded it with her hand to seethe letters. As
she did so, the paper tore across with aweak, soggy noise. There was a mutter from the villagers.

"That's just the sort of thing we are complaining about,” stated Sam Farmer loudly, getting to hisfeet. Mr.
Farmer was abulky man, red in the face--even redder now. He had alarge farm up the valley, and was
said to have money, too. "We don't need to read a paper to know that the magic is running out. It's
become weak and unrdiable. Spells are failing. But we know what the causeis, and we want to know
what that family"--he turned his head and looked squarely a Rhiannaand her parents-"is going to do
about it."

Loys Wildwood stood up. Many pairs of eyeswere fixed on him, none of them friendly. He cleared his
throat. "None of us knew about Rhiannals Wild Taent," he said. "Not us, not you, not even the school.”
He glanced a Mrs. Greenapple. "It'svery rare, I'm told. And nobody had the smallest notion that she
was taking up so much of the magic of the Land, least of dl her. But sheisn't doing it anymore.”

"No," said Mrs. Brewer, who made and sold de. "She's|eft little enough to be taken.”

"That isn't true. Sheiswearing the magic pendant that returnsit al to the Land. Look!" Loys pointed.

The crowd was silent. Then avoice sounded. " She hasn't dways been wearing it, though.”



It was Mr. Spellwright who had spoken, and now he stood up. "Rory, my nephew, told methat. HEsa
truthful lad.”

"He'sasneak and acoward," called Rose Treesong. People shushed her, and Mrs. Greenapple frowned
at her.

Mr. Spellwright ignored the interruption. "Rory, tell the people what you told me," he said, folding his
ams,

Rory could always ook noble and pure-hearted when he wanted to. "I cannot tell alie" hesaid. "I saw
her take the pendant off to work magic. It was when she didn't think anyone could see. | bet she doesiit
al thetime"

"But you saw, you sneek. Y ou're alway's sneaking about, looking for someoneto tell on." That was Rose
again, and Rhiannawas grateful to her. But Rose wasn't making matters any better.

"Look, we know about that," said Loys, but he sounded wesk. " She shouldn't have doneit, but it was
only that once. Magister Northstar said--"

Mr. Farmer cut him off. "I've heard quite enough about that wizard. He isn't here now. We want to know
what you're going to do about our |0sses.”

"Y ou owe me for the cost of three barrels of de, soured and ruined,”" caled Mrs. Brewer.
"And haf my crop," added Mr. Farmer.

"And my cloth, of course. Three bolts, al usdess. Fulling spell failed. Y ou must pay for it." Mr. Natter,
who made cloth, seemed to think that was obvious.

Loys shook hishead. "'l cant... we can't. We don't have that sort of money."

There was asilence. The folk looked at each other. Then Mr. Farmer clasped his hands behind his back.
"If you won't pay--"

"Not won't. Can't" protested Meg.

"Whatever. It's your daughter'sfault. Y ou must make it good."

"It wasn't Rhiannasfault,” cried Meg. "She can't help having the Tdent. The school didn't--"
"Wdl, itisn't our fault," said Mrs. Greengppleloudly. "Y ou can't blame usfor it."

"| didn't say it was anyone's fault--" But Meg wasn't allowed to go on.

"Y ou can't just come here and take our magic,” called someone dse.

"We didn't... we came because--"

"I lost achurn of milk just last week. All soured, gone to waste. The preserving spell faled. It'sal your
fault.”



"Hear! Hear!" said someone dse.

Voiceswererising. Faces were taut and angry.

"It'scost usmoney!" called someone.

"Crops..." That was another voice.

"What about my hides? Curing spell failed...”

"Nets got torn across like cobwebs...”

"My well went dry..."

"Cow did just thesame..."

"Chickenswon' lay..." There were too many to answer, dl talking at once.

"Order! Order, please." That was Mrs. Fisher. "No doubt we can al work out what we've lost and
present our accounts. And then..."

But Mr. Farmer stepped forward. There were cdls of "Move!" "Let's hear it, Sam!" and "Y ou tell them!™

Mr. Farmer nodded. "Move, you say. So | will, then. | move, Madam Elder, that the Wildwoods pay in
full for the damage their daughter has done, or... or"--he cast about for the worst thing he could think
of--"...be banished. L et them forfeit their property and go back to where they came from. Yes, let them
be banished. Forever. They must take their child and go and not... and not...

And then hefdl slent.

For behind him, behind them dl, the sun suddenly seemed to dim, and agreet blazing light sprang up.
Their shadows were sharp-edged shapes before them, twisting and writhing in the flame of that hard
whitefire, and they swung around, everyone a the Village Meeting, dl at once, asif it were a dance step.
Magister Northstar had emerged onto the green from the street that ran between the houses, and they
had not seen him arrive. Or perhaps he had not wanted them to see.

His staff, legping into his hand, lit and burned with a cold light that was blinding. Herose up astdl asa
mountain, his beard and eyeswhite flamein the light, and his robes swirled like storm clouds. They al
ghrank from him, Rhiannaaswell, for awizard in his power isafrightening thing. And then he spoke. It
was asif the Land itsalf spoke, dow, deep in the silence, cold and heavy initsanger. The noisy words
that had gone before seemed like the squeaking of bats.

"I have heard enough,” he said, and the very air shimmered and rang. "Thisis greed and waste. Y ou use
magic asif it were athing to be traded and sold like a pot or asheep, and you use it up. Farmer, how
many years standing have you cropped that field, using growing spells? More than two, I'll be bound, and
now you whinethat your crop is poor. And you blame a child for it." He swung around so that they all
were under hiseye, and that eye was stony hard in judgment. "Beer and nets and hides and wellsand
fowld Isthere nothing you will not load on her? And dl with not avoice raised to defend her, save Rose
and her own parentd! | tell you that thisday'swork isill done, like dl your work. Y ou have much to do
to makeit up."



Silence. Mr. Farmer stood till, his mouth opening and closing. Magister Northstar turned to him. "Y ou
may st," herumbled.

Mr. Farmer wet hislips. "But... look here, you can't--"

"What isthisyou say | cannot do?' Magister Northstar gestured sharply. Mr. Farmer sat down, folding
over asif broken in the middle. Thewizard eyed him grimly. "I am the Mage on the Queen's Council. Itis
not for aVillage Meeting to say what | can and cannot do. Still, for the sake of your ingtruction, | will
answer my own gquestion. | cannot bring the Land to harm. | cannot allow treason against the Queen. |
cannot allow injustice to her subjects or wrong to achild. All the more because the child ismy apprentice
and under my protection. If you wrong her, you wrong me. And | say you have wronged her.”

He stared at them, and this time nobody would meet his gaze. He nodded, and it was asif amountain
had moved its snowy head. "I am glad that | thought it was worth raising the wizard'swind in my sails, to
come asfast as could be. For indeed, so it was. What you were about to do would have been shameful.
Shameful.”

Slence. Then avoicein the sillness,

"But Magigter, however shdl we manageif dl the magic has gone away?' And Rhiannawas shocked to
find that the voice had been her own.

Sow time passed, along time, it seemed, and then the Magister nodded. "Gone away, you say. Well, so
it has. Let usfind out whereit has gone. Give me that pendant.” He held out his hand.

Rhiannaamost ran toward him, lifting the pendant off her neck as she came. He smiled allittle, murmured
aword of thanks, and took it. For amoment he let the jewel rest in his palm, and then he spoke again,
whilethe villagers sat hushed to hear him.

"Magic ishere, but not so much asto drain adistrict. The magic has gone somewhere else. Let ussee...”

He handed the jewd back to her and swung his head from sideto side, asif he were trying to hear where
afant sound was coming from.Then he turned and looked down the village street. "That way," he said.

Down the street he paced, following its crooked length towards the harbor. The villagersfollowed,
carefully staying ten or twenty steps behind him as he walked, his staff clicking on the cobbles.

The houses were deserted. Everyone had gone to the meeting. The shops were closed, including the spell
shop. Looking around for him, Rhianna suddenly redlized that she hadn't seen Mr. Spellwright since
Magister Northgtar's arrival. Or Rory, either. Well, Magister Northstar had outshone everything, rather.

They passed the buildings, one by one, and Magister Northstar never paused.

At the end of the street there was astrip of green grass dong the harbor wall, and then the pier jutted out
asif to continue the street into the sea. Beside it rocked asingle ship, tied up. Four figures stood together
on the pier, their voicesloud in the quiet. Magister Northstar quickened his step.

One of the figuresturned. It was aman wearing atraveling cloak and hood. In his hand he carried abag,
aloaded vaise that swung heavily.



Under the hood, the face was Mr. Spellwright's. He dropped the bag and it fell with aclank. Hissmaller
companion was Rory. The other two were sailors, the crew of the vessdl a the pier.

Magister Northstar's expression hardened. He swept up to the group, halted, and leaned upon his staff,
three paces from them. "Waéll, colleague?' he asked quietly. "Going somewhere? A family outing,

perhaps?’

One of the other men answered, one who wore a sailor's stocking cap. "He wanted us to take them out,
right now, going anywhere, Magister. | told him you'd hired us, but..."

"l understand.” Magister Northstar stared at the village wizard. "A sudden decision to take a seavoyage,
Mr. Spellwright? | see you took some magic. Your bag isfull of it, and very strong it is, too."

"I had asudden cdll," blustered Mr. Spellwright. "The spells are needed.”

"Therésalot of magic there for afew spells. Enough to drain adistrict. Perhaps | should look to make
sure thereisn't too much for you.”

Mr. Spdllwright glared. "Too much for me, you say? Why adways too much for me, but not for you? It's
al very wel for you, with your power and your fancy robe and your wizard's staff and your college. |
never went to college. Not enough power, they said. Good enough to run a stupid little shop in astupid
little village, but no better. | never had--"

Magister Northstar held up ahand. "Let me say it for you. Y ou never had the power that you needed
and wanted. But one day, it just walked into your shop. All the power you could never have. And so you
took it."

Mr. Spellwright looked away, his eyes hot and resentful. Magister Northstar shook his head. "What did
you use the magic for? If it was not used, it would just drain back into the earth and the stones. Y ou
could never contain so much. What did you do withit al?"

A shrug. Mr. Spdlwright'sface didn't change.

The staff in Magister Northstar's hand twitched. The bag shook itself, and itslock clicked. It fell open
and tipped onitsside.

A torrent of bright gold nuggets, smooth and rough, large and smdll, fell out onto the boards of the pier.
Pebbles, small stones, cobbles--all had been turned into gold.

A murmur went up from the crowd.

Magister Northstar stared at the gold, and the blood drained from hisface. Sowly hisgaze lifted. Hislips
were white with anger. The sailors backed away and then broke past him into the safety of the crowd
behind, leaving Mr. Spellwright and Rory to face the Magister a one. Rhianna stood behind him, watching
in amazement.

"Spell-wrought gold,” Magister Northstar whispered, and the whisper was as cold asthe wind in winter.
"Youfoal."

Rory began to blubber. "I told him not to!" Hisvoicerosein ahowl. "I didn't want to come! He made
m”



Hisuncle made agrab a him, but Rory ducked and ran for the crowd, bawling in fear. "Made you?'
shouted Mr. Spdllwright. "It was you who put me up to it! ‘Make some gold, like she did,’ you said, 'and
we can blame her.™

But he was answered only by Rory's running feet.

People drew agpart to let Rory through, holding themselves away from him asif he were dirty. Heran on,
up the street, till blubbering and howling, and disappeared between the houses.

Magister Northstar had not moved. "Did you never stop to think about what you were doing,
Spdllwright?' he asked harshly.

"What's wrong with making alittle money?" asked Mr. Spdllwright. He laughed, ashort bark. "Making
money... that'swhat | did, al right." He laughed again.

Magister Northstar shook his head. His eyes had never |eft the other'sface. "Do you think it's as easy as
that to get rich? Did you never stop to ask why no wizard doesthis? Why we do not live like kings by

meaking spdll-wrought gold?’

Mr. Spellwright sneered. "Don't you live like kings, anyway? Ah, but | supposeif there was too much
gold, it wouldn't be worth so much. So | only made enough for me.

But Magister Northstar had turned his back on him. He waslooking up to the hills behind the village, and
past them to where the mountain range reared its snowy summitsinto the clear sky.

"No," hesaid, and his voice was low and sad. "No, that's not the reason.” He looked down at Rhianna.
"Remember how | told you once that somethingswill answer if you cal?' She nodded, staring up at him.
"Well, making spell-wrought gold isamanner of calling, too. But it calsin aspecia way, andit'srather a
specid thing that answers.”

He nodded towards the mountains. Far, far off, high in the sky beyond the pesks, there was a speck that
sparkled in colorslike afaceted glassin the sunlight, a speck that flew. It dowly grew to adot, till an
immense distance away, yet Rhiannaknew somehow that it flew on great sweeping wings, and the light
gparkled off scalesthat were polished like metal mirrors. As she watched, spellbound, her hand opened
by itself, and her jewe, beautiful and sparkling, fell to the rough timbers of the pier. Nobody noticed.

"A dragon,” said Magister Northstar. "And | am aready weary.”

Chapter 10

"All of you, quickly." Magister Northstar was using the Wizard's V oice, the voice that tills others. " Get
out of the village, out into the fields. Go asfar from here as you can. The dragon isn't interested in youl.
Not yet, anyway. Spellwright, if you're any kind of wizard, add your magic to mine. Rhianna, go with
your parents.”

"Magigter, my placeis-"

"Asmy apprentice, your placeisto obey me. We have no time. Go."



"Comeon, Rhianna." Her father pulled her away and picked her up like ababy, his blacksmith'sarms
strong under her. Heran, and Meg and the others ran, too--the sailors, the villagers, al of them. Rhianna
looked back over her father's shoulder at the Magister and the village wizard on the end of the pier,
above the lapping sea. Magister Northstar stood, leaning on his staff; Mr. Spellwright sagged like abadly
filled sack.

The villagersran up and out of the little valley until they reached the nearest fields. There they stopped,
gasping, looking down at the village and the pier and what was happening there.

"Turn the gold back to stones," Mr. Spellwright shouted. His voice broke. "The gold's what brought it,
you say."

The Magister shook his head. "It would take as much magic to unmakeit asit took to makeit. Magicis
aready short because of your folly. Soon wewill need dl we have. And if we thwart the dragon, it will
only waste the district and daughter the peoplein itswrath,”

Hiseyes never |eft the dragon asit dowly grew larger inthe sky. It flew on vast airy wings, pulsing likea
besting heart, wings of crimson shot with gold. It was not perhaps the greatest of itskind, no more than
the length of the ship that rode at the pier, but it had scaleslike the painted shields of a hundred warriors,
gold and scarlet and emerald and purple, armor that no weapon could pierce, and teeth aslong asa
man'sarm. From itsjawsrolled smokefromitsliving fires.

Closer it came, and closer, until it was overhead, its shadow covering pier and mages and ship, and then
it began to descend. It settled, settled, and the wind from its mighty wings blew dust and wood shavings
in blasts. Magister Northstar held histall hat to his head, and Mr. Spellwright crouched at hisfeet, face

gray, lipsmoving.

The dragon landed beside the harbor wall, on the short grass before the place where the pier extended
out over the sea. Dragons are creatures of air and fire, and they do not care for the great waters. Perhaps
that was why the Magister had chosen to mest it there. But that was no great advantage.

It setitsfront hawk feet like agiant cat, and itstail, barbed and spined, trailed up the village street behind
it. Itsgreat eyes stared at the two figures at the head of the pier.

"A wizard" it said, itsvoice like the roaring of ahugefire. "And ahoard of spell-wrought gold. Isit your
gold, wizard?"

Magister Northstar answered, hisvoice cadm. "No. Nor anyone's.”
"Thenitismine."The huge eyesflared, and adart of flamejetted out of the open mouth.

The Magister shook his head. He looked small and dight, standing there leaning on his staff, before the
jeweed length of the dragon. "Well do | know that giving gold to a dragon--spell-wrought gold above
al--only strengthensit. | would not make you any stronger than you are, dragon.”

The dragon hissed. It might have been dragon laughter. "What do you know of my strength, little man,
little mage? It is enough that you know this: that it isfar greater than yours. Stand aside, or the jewels of
your robe and the ivory of your boneswill be part of my hoard, too." Its head snaked forward onitslong
neck, and flames crackled in its nogtrils.



Magister Northstar set hisstaff in hishand, raisingit. "If your strength were as mighty asthat, you would
offer no bargains, dragon, and you would take as you pleased. Therefore, you have doubts. Heed them.
Y ou shdl not pass. If you try to take, you shdl die."

For answer the dragon breathed in, and then fire gushed from its jaws, aflood of flame. The Magister
and Mr. Spellwright were caught up iniit.

Mr. Spellwright yelped and scuttled in circles, crouching, hisarms over hishead. At the same ingtant the
gaff in Magister Northstar's hand leaped up, and the fire divided itself around them like the tongue of a
snake. For along moment the two figures were in abubble within asea of flame.

Y et even adragon cannot flame forever. It pulled its head back, and the flame died.

"Quick, Spellwright,” Magister Northstar called. " Join your magic to mine. Y ou have some, at least.
Boost the power of my spell.”

He reached out a hand to the other man, but Mr. Spellwright was past al reason. He knew only that he
had to escape. Gibbering with fear, heran in the only direction possble--straight at the dragon.

It reared back and hissed, and that was indeed dragon laughter. It let him pass, watching him out of its
great cat eyes, and likeacat it let him think he was out of its reach. Mr. Spdllwright passed the first
house and dived into the space between that and the next. Then the dragon grinned and turned its head.
It breathed again. Flame gushed, washing around the walls like atorrent. There was a gresat roaring of
fire, acrackling of roof beams as they took light. Perhaps there was aterrified cry that was suddenly cut
off.

Magister Northstar closed his eyes briefly. He set hisfeet and his staff. Still he stood between the dragon
and its hoard, and the great beast turned its eyes back on him.

In that moment, Rhianna, watching from the rise above the village, wriggled out of her father's grasp and
st off down the dope toward the sea, running as fast as she could. She could see what the others could
not: that Magister Northstar was exhausted, and his magic was low, and there was little nearby to help
him.

She heard shouts behind her, and then running feet, but they didn't matter. All around her the Land fed
her its power, for the pendant still sparkled on the pier, dropped and forgotten.

Magister Northstar had taken a step back, and his shoulders were hunched, asif he were walking into
driving rain. Hiswizard's gaff ill sood upright in hishand, and his other hand was tracing the rune
Sopheas, the rune of power, inthe air.

"Y ou shdl not pass, dragon,” he said again. His staff shaped the air aso, and the seagrew an arm that
reached out of the water. Long and thin, it whirled up, awaterspout where there was no wind, and
shaped itsdlf into a spear. The spear shimmered and whitened in the air, becoming acrystal weapon, a
spear of ice. Magister Northstar gestured, and it launched itsdlf at the dragon's heart, flashing like

lightning.

The dragon had just breathed, and it had used itsfire for the moment. But it was as agile asagreet cat,
and it leaped aside with a beat of its mighty wings. The spear flashed past, scraping awound on itsflank.

Drops of black blood rolled dowly down, but the hurt was not mortal, and the dragon reared up in its



rage and its pain. It struck out blindly, and its claws were not to be batted aside like itsfire. Magister
Northstar was suddenly in midair, clinging to his staff asit roselike alark into the sky. The claws passed
under him, al but thetip of the uppermost; yet that was enough. The talon caught the edge of hisrobe,
tore through and out, and the shock hurled the wizard backwards, tumbling him to the timbers of the pier.
His gt&ff fell from hisgrasp.

"Hal" roared the dragon. It pulled its hindguarters under it, more like a cat than ever, to leap on him ashe
scrambled on hands and knees, his hat knocked off, his staff out of reach. One legp, aquick rending
srike with its mighty jaws, and the fight would be over. It would take its hoard, drive out the villagers,
liveinthelargest house, degping onitsgold, mightier than ever before...

Rhiannareached the corner of the last house. She gasped, then called out--

And asthe dragon's huge limbs prepared to spring, suddenly the grassit crouched on was growing over
them. Hundreds, thousands of small plants, angel-eye and cow-pardey, oat grass and graywort, clover
and dock and sinthel and mockweed, more than it could count, dl grew in amoment, tangling and
knotting themsalves over its clawed feet and its barbed knees, lashing itstail to the ground, anchoring it
down with millions and millions of rootlets. The dragon tore up one foot, then put it down and tore up the
other, and whileit did that the foot on the ground was overgrown and anchored down again. The dragon
roared, and the sound was like amountain in the grip of an earthquake. Still Rhiannaran, gathering
power as she went, power from the Land, from the sea, from the wind, from the fire. Out onto the pier
sheflew.

The dragon was confused, but till it had its mighty strength and itsflame. It drew its head back and
pulled bregth in.

Rhianna had nearly reached Magister Northstar. He was on his knees and had seized his saff.

The dragon breathed out, and again the river of flame rushed down. Again the wizard's Saff sprang
between, and again the flame twisted and divided and roared past, hot asafurnace. But it wasthe
Magigter'slast gasp. The embers of his magic flickered and died. He sank to the ground, overspent, his
limbs suddenly unable to bear him up.

The spilled gold lay in abright tumble a Rhiannas feet, and suddenly she knew what she had to do. She
saw it asit was and asit must be, and she gathered the magic al around her, thin asit was, and
demanded that it do her will.

The dragon tore up its huge limbs and freed itself at |ast. It seemed to have used up itsflame, just asthe
Magister had used hismagic, but it till had its might and itsteeth and claws. It took a step towards them,
and then it stopped. A hiss came from it, but this was not laughter.

For the gold it was striving for had lost its sparkle. It dimmed and dulled, there in its careless heap on the
rough timber of the pier. It took on the colors of the earth and soil again. It lost its buttery richness, its
luster of metal, and became rough and common and ordinary.

Rhiannalooked up. At her feet was aheap of stones.

The dragon stared. Its eyes narrowed and its head drew back. ™Y ou have taken my gold,” it hissed.
"Giveit back."

Rhiannafelt as though someone el se spoke with her voice. "No, dragon,” she said. Her words were



cam, and seemed to come from along way off. "I will not." She gathered up the Wild Magic, the last
scraps and tatters of it, and held it asif she were drawing abow. "It was and is aheap of stones, and a
heap of stonesit shdl remain. Will you fight me over it, or will you go in peace?’

The dragon cocked its huge head asit considered. Then it spoke again, its voice lower than before.
"Thereisthejewd there. It isof great price, and magica besides. Give methat and | will go. Wild as
your magicis, will you messure it againg mine?'

Rhianna glanced down, and there was the jewd that took away her magic, lying on the pier a pace away.
Sowly, she shook her head. "No, dragon. Thejewd ismine. Y ou shdl not haveit. Will you fight mefor
it?"

It hesitated, and might have turned then. But at that moment, from around the corner between the burning
houses, the villagers came running, bearing pitchforks and hatchets and scythes. At their head was Loys
Wildwood, wild-eyed, his heaviest hammer whirling in abright circle.

Rhianna could not prevent her shout: "Father! No, don't!" She stopped short.

Too late. The dragon flickered aglance a her, faster than thought. There was terrible knowledge in those
eyes. Then, asfast asit had glanced, it made agrab with an armored claw, and Loys Wildwood was
struggling in agrasp of stedl. He struck with al his blacksmith's strength, and the heavy hammer rang off
the scalesand fell away, leaving amark, abruise. The dragon hissed in pain, but settled back on its
haunches, holding its catch writhing under its clawed foot. The villagers shrank back.

"Well, now, little mage," said the roaring-fire voice. "We can bargain, you and |. Father, you cdled him,
and itissad that humans vaue such things. Certainly heisworthier than these" The dragon's eyes
dismissed the cowering villagers. "'l have something you want, it seems.” 1t nodded at the gleaming jewe
onthepier. "Y ou have something | want. Shal we trade?'

Rhiannawas silent. It was her father who shouted: "No! No, Rhianna. Giveit nothing. It fearsyou... ah!"

The dragon stirred. "Quiet, warrior, or | lean alittle harder and listen asyou crackle.”" It cocked its head
agan. "Wdll, little mage? What say you?"

Rhiannalooked from the jewd to her father's straining face to the dragon's dit-pupiled eyes. She nodded
dowly. "Y our word on your name, dragon, that he goes free unharmed and that you will depart in peace
and not return, if | giveyou thejewe."

A groan came from her father. The dragon grinned, and lifted its huge, spike-taloned foot. "I swear it on
my name,” it hissed as Loys Wildwood rolled free and staggered away. "Now give me my prize."

Rhianna bent and picked up the jewd. Instantly her magic blew out like a snuffed candle. She walked
toward the mighty beast, holding out the pendant in both hands.

Ddlicate as aduchesstaking teg, it threaded thetip of aclaw through the chain. It grinned again and held
it up dangling from the needle point of itstalon, exulting asit inspected the gleaming gold, the gems
splintering thelight.

But even asit did 0, its eyes narrowed and became vague. The metal colors of its scalesflickered and
died. They became dull, first rusty, then gray-green like stagnant water. It shrank, and it became squat
and uncouth in form; the long neck shortened to become a hulk of furrowed flesh. The wide wings



drooped and took on the appearance of mere flaps of excess skin. It opened its mouth asif to protest,
but only alizard's hiss came out. There was no flirt of magica fireinitsthroat, and its eyes had become
those of a beast, without understanding, dull and stupid. Itsterrible grace, catlike, €l egant, was gone.
Stumpy legs splayed out under it. Its magic had departed. It was agreat dow lizard, nothing more. The
jewel had taken its magic; and dragons must have magic to be dragons.

The upraised foot it placed back on the pier, puzzled, shaking its head. What were gold and jewelsto a
lizard?

It was awrong thing. Rhiannawatched, knowing it would happen, and yet pitying. A dragonisadragon,
and not to be judged asif it were athief or abandit. She watched and knew that she could not alow
this

"Dragon,” she said softly, "1 will day youif | must, but | shal not take your magic and leaveyou to dieas
abeadt. Itisnot right.”

She tugged the jewd free from under the splayed foot. Dull eyes blinked at her in bewilderment.

Holding the jewdl, Rhiannawaked away. As she did, color came swirling back into the dragon's scales.
A dragon does not merely work magic, it is magic, Wild Magic in itsvery nature. As soon asthe draining
jewel wastaken away, its nature returned. It grew again, long and sinuous. Its scaes and clawsregained
their gemmed brightness and meta hardness. Its head reared up and itsflashing wingsfilled out in
enameled colors. Itslimbs and body became spare and elegant and beautiful again. Initseyes grew
understanding--and the understanding of itsloss.

It turned its great eyes on Rhiannaand hissed. Again thiswas dragon laughter.
But it was Rhiannawho spoke. "Do you gill want the jewel, dragon?' she asked.
The huge head weaved from sdeto sde. "No, little mage. | want nothing of it."

"Then thereisno moreto be said. Yet | gave you the jewel, and so | hold you to the oath you swore by
your name, dragon.”

The dragon angled its head down to her. ™Y ou did well to spare me, and better to restore me. That isthe
act of agreat mage." 1t might have meant its dip of the head asanod of respect. "Two wizards | have
defeated, but my third opponent isthe mightiest of the three. | will tell my brothersand sstersthis: that
another Wizard of the Wild Magic has comeinto theworld. Little mege, little mage, | think that we will
meet again.”

Spreading itswings with a snap that raised dust in clouds, it sprang into the air. It turned, and the great
wings boreit higher, higher, faster, faster. The sun glinted off its scales asit diminished, becoming ameta
eaglein the ky, then adragonfly, aglittering wasp, arainbow dot. To the mountainsit flew, climbing
above even the peaks, until it waslost, amotein the darkening sky.

Magister Northstar pulled himself to hisfeet. He leaned on his staff, one hand pressed to hisside.
Rhiannaran to support him. Sowly and carefully they limped back towards the harbor wall together, and
the villagers watched them as they came, too stunned even to cheer.

It was Loys Wildwood who scooped up the smal wizard in his strong arms and carried him to where he
could rest.



Chapter 11

The burning houses were put out, the whole village working with buckets, hauling water from the sea.
The roofless shdlls till smoked, their blackened window frames staring out at the harbor and at the strip
of green where the dragon had sat and talked. Spots of dead grass pocked it where the dragon's blood
hed falen.

Farther up the Street, Magister Northstar ssumbled to abed in theinn. He lay with open, restless eyes, his
hands twitching as though in awaking dream. They put his saff beside him, and Rhiannasat with him and
fed him power little by little asthe Land fed it to her, until his eyes closed, his breathing eased, and he
dipped into natural, deep deep. He dept the sun down and the moon down and the sun up again.

As soon asthe Magister was reglly adeep, Loys Wildwood carried Rhianna home to her own bed. Caps
were removed as he passed among the people, for the dragon had called him warrior and his daughter
wizard, and those are titles of respect.

Rhianna, too, dept long. Even when she woke, late in the bright morning, the memory of weariness il
seemed to soak to her very bones. Her father had gone to the smithy, making light of his scrapes and
bruises, for nails and ties and strap iron would be needed to rebuild the burned houses, and he would
have to make them.

Meg sang in the kitchen as her daughter emerged, touded and still deepy, from her room. Rhiannawas
edting avery late breakfast when she heard Magister Northstar's step at the door. She jumped up to give
him a seat, and Meg set abowl of porridge before him.

He thanked them and sat with asigh, asif his knees pained him, but he ate with agood will. When he had
finished, he pushed the bowl away and sat |ooking out of the window. Tal summer grasses were waving
inthewarm breeze.

"Y ou learned your lessonswell, Rhianng," he remarked. "Whao'd have thought you could bind adragon
with chains made of grass?"

Rhiannashrugged. "It was dl | had, Magister, and al | knew. That, and stones, and the cobbles of the
Sreet.”

"It was enough to turn adragon, and that isavery great deal. And did you hear what he said ashe
departed?'Mightiest of the three," he called you, and it istrue. Trust adragon to know magic.”

"Can you trust adragon to speak the truth?' asked Rhianna, and the Magister smiled at the question.

"Sometimes. | think thiswas one of thetimes." He leaned back. Perhaps his beard was even whiter than
it had been, thelast gold gone from it now. There were more wrinkles at the corners of hiseyes. When a
wizard spends his power, he spends more than just his power. But hisvoice wasfirm: "Y ou are my
gpprentice, and will remain so for atime, Rhianna. But the day will come when you will grow beyond me.
| ways knew that; now | am certain. And the dragon said one thing more. Do you remember what it
was?'

Rhiannaremembered. "He said that he and | would meet again.”



"Yes, he said that. And perhaps that was another truth from adragon. | don't know." Herose. "I've just
cometo say farewdll, Rhianna, Mrs. Wildwood. | must return to Avalon. There have to be some changes
made. It'swell and good to use magic to heal or to cam the storm or to hold the flood or thefire, to find
alogt child or to send an urgent message. But no more of thismagic for everything. It will exhaust the
Land. | can see that we of the Queen's Council have done amissto giveit to every farmer and weaver
and fisherman. We must confront the matter. | will go and seetoiit.”

Rhiannanodded. Her hand came up, asif by itsef, to touch the jewel at her throat. The pendant wasin
place again, and perhaps the village could start to get its magic back.

The Magister saw the gesture. "The College will send out ayoung wizard to take over Spdlwright's shop.
It will be, perhaps, less easy to buy magic than it has been, but avillage like Smalhaven needs awizard.
Hewill discharge your power back into the earth again, until you have learned what you need to learn.
And when you have progressed alittle further in your studies, you must cometo Wizardly College
yourself." Helooked across at Meg. "With your permission, Mrs. Wildwood, and your husband's. But |
would most earnestly recommend it. In another four or five years, perhaps.”

Meg nodded. Rhiannalooked disappointed, though she smiled. Four or fiveyears. A lifetime!

The Magister smiled, too. Perhaps he knew what she was thinking. "I'll look in every couple of months,”
he sad. "I'll bewatching how you grow."

The three of them walked down to the harbor together, and the folk they passed nodded and lifted their
caps. At the smithy, Loysracked histools and walked with them past the dragon-burned housesto the
end of the pier, where a ship was waiting.

The wizard stepped down into the ship, the lines were cast off, and the craft heeled to the wind. He
rased hisstaff in farewdl. "Until we meet again,” he called, acrossthe widening blue water.

They waved until the ship was awhite fleck of sail on the ocean. And that was the end and, in a sort of
way, aso the beginning.
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