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_For the two Susans_
*Chapt er One*

Susannah sat | ooki ng out her bedroom wi ndow at the park

You're too old to play with toys, she told herself silently. Mich_ too
ol d.

Beyond the green square park she could just see the skyscrapers of San
Franci sco. They seened shiny and cl ean agai nst the sky of brilliant blue.
Soneti mes Susannah could | ook at them and pretend that they were not stee
skyscrapers but silver and gold and crystal towers.

Not today, she thought. They | ook |ike fence posts today.

Her nose itched, the way it did when she wanted to cry and woul dn't.
Rubbi ng it, she turned her back to the w ndow and | ooked across the room Her
brother's purple toy chest sat beside his bed, lid down. The wooden silver
horse -- N all was crazy about horses -- stood on top

The horse had been a birthday present. Susannah's best friend' s nother
Celie, had found it in a thrift store, scraped it clean of its flaking black
paint and repainted it with silver glitter. As its proud mane and arrogant
pricked ears caught the light, they sparkled |like sunshine on the sea. It had

only been in the house three days, but it nmade Susannah's things -- her
checked bedspread, her pictures on the wall, even the bright fantastic jackets
on her books -- |ook shabby.

Niall was so pleased with it that he had stuffed all his other toys out
of sight.

There was one thing in the roomthe horse couldn't make shabby.
Crossing to her bed, Susannah reached beneath it and pulled out her new paint
box. She had saved her allowance noney all year and had bought it for herself.
Her parents had bought her a real sable brush to go with it. It had forty
colors in it. There had only been twelve colors in her old paint box.

Huggi ng t he pai nt box, Susannah wal ked to the horse. | bet | could draw
you, she told it. Horses were hard to draw. The difficult part would be the
head, with all the delicate detail of |ips and eyes and ears. It would be
hard, too, to show the way the nuscles ran on the graceful arching neck. The
muscul ature, Susannah repeated to herself. She had just |earned the word. The



horse had very cl ear muscul ature

Ni al | wandered into the room "What are you doi ng?" he whined. Wt hout
waiting for her answer, he shouted, "M, Susannah's bothering ny horse!"

“I"'mnot bothering your old horse," Susannah said. "How could | bother
him he's just wood!" Shoving the new pai nt box under the bed, she janmed her
fists into her pockets and went into the hallway. She had made a secret vow
that she wouldn't fight with Niall, no matter how snotty he was, for a week
after his birthday, and she knew if she stayed in the bedroom she woul d break
her prom se.

Had she been that snotty when she was six years ol d?

She doubted it. But when she was six, N all was one year old. He was
kind of cute then. And they hadn't had to share a roonm he had slept in her
parents' room in a crib. One thing you could say about school; in school they
didn't have to be together the whole day as they were now. Al nbst Susannah
regretted that there was no school

But she didn't want to be in school. She just wanted _Niall_ to be in
school .

The door at the end of the hallway was open a little. "Mther?" she
sai d.

"I'"mhere," said her mother's voice fromthe other side of the door
Susannah pull ed the door further open and stuck her head around it. Her nother
turned around. "Hey," she said. "Come outside."

Susannah slid through the opening. Her nother was sitting on the top
landing with her feet on the steps. Carefully, because the steps were
splintery and because she was barefoot, Susannah clinbed down two steps, sat,
and | eaned agai nst her nother's | egs.

Her nother's name was Bonnie. She was tall, with golden hair that she
wore in braids or piled on top of her head. She liked to cook and she liked to
dance. But she hadn't gone out dancing in a long tinme, because she was goi ng
to have a baby. She had been going to have a baby since Christmas. Susannah
had heard her say once to Celie that she |iked having babies, she liked the
feel of being pregnant. Celie, who had been pregnant at the tinme, said, "I
don't!" Susannah didn't think she would like it much, wal king around al
puffed out in front and not wearing blue jeans.

But she wondered what it felt |ike, being pregnant.

Her not her skipped her fingers over the top of Susannah's head. "Hey,
Susi e- pooh. How you doi ng?"

"Ckay, " Susannah said. She rested her chin on her arms. "Mbther?"

" HMR"

"When will the baby conme out?" She had been told. But it was hard for
her sometinmes to keep track of nonths.

"In Septenmber. This is June. June to July, July to August, August to
Sept enber." She wal ked her fingers over the top of Susannah's head again. "A
Virgo kid."

Susannah knew what that meant, sort of. It meant that the planets and
stars that were in the sky the day you were born nade you act in certain ways
as you got older. Mother read about it in the paper every norning.

Susannah had asked M. Gonzal ez, her teacher, about astrology. He had
said that the stars and planets were so far away that they couldn't nake
anyone do anyt hi ng.

Susannah rubbed her cheek on her nmother's leg. "Am1 a Virgo kid?" she
asked.

Her nother stroked her hair. "You're a Gemini. Noall, too. That's why
you fight all the tine."

Susannah pressed her lips together. She didn't want to tell her nother
about her vow. Not yet.

"Hey," her nother said, "What's the matter?"

"Not hi ng, " Susannah said. "l was thinking about astrology."

Her nother | ooked at her with an odd expression. Then she turned to
gl ance through into the front hall. "Niall's being too quiet. You know where



he is?"

Oh, who cares, Susannah thought. "He's playing with his horse.™

"The new one? CGood. Maybe he'll stay quiet for a while."

Hah, Susannah t hought. Bet he won't.

Suddenly her nother put her hand on her belly. " _Wo._"

"What ?" Susannah said.

"The baby kicked!" Her nother beckoned. "Come up next to ne.'
nmoved up to sit beside her nother. "Feel."

Susannah stretched out her hand. Her nother took it and guided it to a
pl ace on her belly. Susannah felt a sharp quiver agai nst her palm

"Feel that?"

"Uh huh." Susannah swal | omwed. "Does it hurt?"

"Nope. "

"What does it feel |ike?"

Her nother laughed. "It feels like a burp.”

"Ch." Suddenly Susannah felt it again. Like a baby chicken, she
t hought, pecking at a shell. That made her feel strange. Jerking her hand
away, she rubbed it on her knee.

Her not her touched her cheek softly. "Hey, Susie-pooh," she said. "You
know, there's a live person in there. Toes and ears and a heart and
everything, alnost ready to come out."

"I know that," Susannah said, annoyed. She had seen pictures and knew
what babi es | ooked |ike before they were born

"Whi ch woul d you prefer," her nother said, "a boy or a girl?"

| don't want it at all, Susannah thought. But she couldn't say that.

Babi es were babies: they cried and were wet all the tine. There was a
baby on the street already: Juanito, Danielle's brother. She wondered if a
l[ittle sister woul d be as much hassle as a brother. "I don't care.”

"Mm " said her nother. She stretched her arns above her head. "Are we
out of mlk?"

Susannah tried to picture the inside of the refrigerator as she had
seen it last. "l don't remenber."

"Wul d you | ook?"

"Ckay." She went in. The house seened very dark. The kitchen tile was
cool on her bare feet. She opened the refrigerator

There were usually two big gallon containers of mlk on the nmiddle
shel f. There was one there now. She reached in and took it out. It was very
l'ight.

Susannah

"Merow," said a voice near the ground. Something warm and soft and
furry brushed her left |eg.

"Hello, M. D, " she said

The big square orange cat butted his head on her knee. "Mw," he said.

"I know what you want." Susannah took his water bowl fromits place and
put it on the kitchen table. Then she poured the rest of the mlk -- it was
only a tiny bit -- into the bow. "Cone on," she whispered.

M. D junped to the table top. Purring, he folded hinself up beside the
bow and drank. Susannah put the enpty container in the pantry and went out.
"There was a little left," she said. "I gave it to M. D."

"Dad can get nore tonorrow. But we'll need sonme tonight. Wuld you go
to the store and get a quart?" Modther dug into her pocket and brought out a
dollar. "Bring ne the change."

"Al'l right," Susannah said. Putting the dollar into her own pocket, she
started down the steps.

"Put sonething on your feet!"

Her thongs were in the front hall. Wiggling her toes into them
Susannah went down the steps. Her nother waved fromthe top.

* * * %
Susannah | oved her street. It was naned Allan Street and it was only one bl ock
long. There were lots of streets like it in San Francisco. Her father -- he
was a city bus driver, and knew all about the streets -- had showed her on



the city map: there was Carl Street and Paul Street and Jessie Street and Edna
Street. There was no street named Susannah. But there was no street naned
Niall, either!

Allan Street's tall wooden houses had curly decorations and desi gns al
over them Some of the houses were painted neat colors: blue and bright yell ow
and gol d. Sone even had stai ned gl ass w ndows! At the bottom of the street sat
alittle store, a park, and a streetcar |ine beside the park. Susannah | oved
to watch the red and yell ow streetcar stop at the bottomof the hill before
the tunnel. It would sit humm ng as people got off and on, and then it would
close its doors -- thunk, thunk! -- and conme rattling and shaking up the
sl ope. At night she would hear it between dreans, |ike the soft snore of the
cat, and it made her feel good.

At the entrance to the store Susannah stopped, hoping to see a
streetcar heading for the tunnel, but none appeared. She went into the store.
The cool er was in the back. She took a quart of mlk fromit and brought it to
Al at the counter.

"How ya doi ng?" said Al, punching the buttons on his nachine.

"Al'l right," Susannah said, giving himher dollar. She watched him
count out coins. She had heard Celie say that Al was an Arab and it made her
curious -- when he got home, did he take off his shirt and put on a
headdress and a | ong white robe?

"Need a bag?" he asked. He al ways asked Mot her that, and she al ways
answered, "Nope. Save a tree."

Susannah shook her head. Al |eaned over the counter to give her the
change. As she stuck it in her pocket she wi shed that she could spend it to
buy beef jerky. She loved the salty taste, and it was neat to tear at the
tough flat strip with her teeth and pretend to be an I ndian or a pioneer

As she left the store, the |abel on a bottle caught her eye. A white
horse. It nmade her think of Niall. Stupid brat. She kicked at a tuft of grass.

" Susannah! "

Susannah | ooked up. "Hi!" she said. And grinned.

"Hi," said Danielle.

Susannah and Danielle were best friends. Everyone knew it: the kids at
school, A, M. Conzalez, even Niall. Danielle lived in the grey house across
the corner fromthe store. Her house was pl ainer than Susannah's house, which
was painted red and brown, but it had three stained gl ass w ndows.

"You going to the store?" Susannah asked.

Dani el | e shook her head. "Saw you fromthe window Cane to find you. My
nmom s at your house."

"Ckay." They wal ked to Susannah's house. Celie sat on the porch beside
Susannah's not her. She held Juanito on her |ap

"Hi, Sukie," Celie said.

"Hi," Susannah said. Danielle' s nmother nade her feel shy, because she
was beautiful. She was brown, and her hair was in tight shiny black curls al
over her head. Danielle had hair like that too. Susannah's hair was brown and
stringy. Sonetinmes she was jealous of Danielle's sleek curls. But not often
because it made her stomach ache to feel bad about her best friend.

Susannah clinbed the steps and handed her nother the change. "Thank
you, honey," her mother said. "Wuld you put the mlk in the refrigerator
pl ease?" She said to Celie, "The doctor told ne |ast week -- "

Daniell e | eaped up the steps past the two wonmen. "Come on," she said
over her shoul der.

In the kitchen, Susannah scow ed. "All they ever talk about is babies!"

"My nomis just had a baby and yours is having one," Danielle said.
"They don't tal k about them when they aren't having them"

Opening the refrigerator, Susannah put the milk on the shelf. "That's
true." But |I'msick of babies! she thought. First there was Niall, and now
there'll be a new one.

They wal ked to the bedroom "What's the baby's nane gonna be?" Danielle
asked.



"I don't know. How about Leia?" Danielle really Iiked Princess Leia.
She had seen _Star Wars_ six tines. That was al nbst as nmany times as Niall had
seen _The Black Stallion.

"Naw. How about Luke Skywal ker ?"

"What if it's a girl? You can't nane a girl Luke."

"Lulu," said Danielle. "Lulu Skywal ker."

That was | ane. They both | aughed.

Qut si de the bedroom door, Susannah put a hand up. "Wit." She pushed

the door slowy. N all wasn't there. "It's okay -- " she started to say, and
st opped.

A pile of her favorite books -- _her_ books! -- lay on the floor,
all junbled and open

"Niall!" Susannah spun. But of course he was gone, probably giggling to

hi nsel f under Mot her and Daddy's big bed. "That brat!" Susannah knelt. Gently
she cl osed each book. Then she carried themto the bookshelf and put each in
its proper place. "lI'd like to -- to -- " She couldn't think of anything she
could do that would be horrible enough. She couldn't even go find him and
scream at him because she had vowed not to.

"Hey," said Danielle. "Wat're you doing tonight?"

Susannah shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe I'll paint."

Daniell e grew serious. "Could | see the pictures when you finish?"

Susannah |i ked showi ng Danielle her pictures. She never said stupid
stuff like "Why is the sky purple?" and she al ways knew what the picture was a
picture of, even if it didn't come out.

“I"1l try to bring themover," Susannah prom sed. She smled, thinking
of the little cakes of paint, |ike eggs, inside the new paint box.

*Chapt er Two*

But the pictures wouldn't come, even with the new paint box open on the
living roomfloor beside her, its colors glow ng.

"Make a picture of the rainbow, " Mther said, |ooking at the blank
paper over Susannah's shoul der

Susannah shook her head. Her nmother |oved rainbows. But it was silly to
pai nt a rainbow, they were always the sane, in the sane col ors.

Wiggling a little, she stared at the paper. Dinner was over, but the

house still snelled wonderful; it smelled of tomato and ground beef and onions
and the spices that Mdther had put in the spaghetti sauce. But even the good
snells and the warnth in her stomach -- two things that usually nade
Susannah feel as if she could do anything -- were not hel ping her paint.

The TV blared gunfire fromher parents' bedroom N all was watching
some stupid show. Susannah scowl ed. She wanted to stonp down the hall and turn
it off. It was distracting.

"Wwul d you be nore confortable at the kitchen table?" Mther said. She
knew sonet hi ng was wrong and was trying to help.

"No." Susannah wiggled closer to the paper, careful not to jog the
water glass with her elbow. N all had already knocked it over --
accidentally on purpose -- on his way to the TV.

She wanted to draw a picture of the silver horse. It was hard to draw
from menory

"You could draw M. D. O Daddy's bus," her nother said.

Susannah wanted to scream Leave ne al one! She gripped her paintbrush
hard. Shapes and col ors squirned i nside her head. She saw the silver horse
alive, not a toy, trotting through the city streets in the noonlight. Around
himthe city's skyscrapers nade a big steel fence.

"Damm, " she said very softly. She wasn't supposed to say that word. She

di pped the paintbrush in the silver paint. | can draw the silver horse, she
t hought, | _can! _

But the paint dripped fromthe brush, speckling the paper. Susannah sat
up and crunpled the paper into a ball. Her stomach had started to ache.

"Nooo!" N all screaned fromthe bedroom WMther had turned the TV off.



She wanted himto go to bed. He didn't want to go; he never wanted to go to
sleep no matter how tired he was. He canme into the living room vyellow hair
flying. He was wearing his blue pajanas with the horses on them

"I want to stay up and see Daddy!" he yelled.

"No," Mbdther said. "He's driving late shift tonight."

"But | want to!"

"You know," Mbdther said, "instead of arguing with ne, you should be
t hi nki ng about your horse.”

"Why?" Niall said suspiciously.

"Have you given it a name yet?"

"No. "
"You shoul d."
"Ny 2"
"Because you have to give it the right name,"” Mther said. "If you give
your toys the wrong nane, they won't stay with you. They'll run away."

"Where?" N all asked.

"To the Land of Runaway Toys," Mther said solemly.

"Where is that?" N all asked. "lIs it near Dreanl and?"

Dream and was a place that Mother had told Susannah and N all about. It
was a magi c place, a part of Storyland. Storyland, Mther said, was where al
the stories ever told in the whole world cane true. Susannah knew it was a
made- up pl ace but she enjoyed thinking about it anyway. Sonetinmes she
pretended it was real

Soneday, she thought, 1'Il draw a map of those places. Dreanl and.

Storyl and. She would save a little corner of Storyland for the Land of Runaway
Toys. She had seen such maps in books. Her favorites were the ones that |eft

bl ank spaces in the oceans or the woods, and | abelled them "Mnsters," or
"Here Be Tygers."

A picture slithered into her head. She saw the silver horse flying in
the air. The ground beneath himwas all winkly and squeezed together, |ike on
sone maps

That's ridicul ous, she thought. The silver horse can't fly. He has no

wi ngs!

But the picture was there. And it was a nuch better picture than
anyt hi ng she could draw. Susannah's stomach hurt so nuch, it felt as if she'd
eaten rocks for dinner

"Don't get discouraged,"” Mther said fromthe doorway. "It'Il cone."

No it won't, Susannah thought rebelliously. Nothing could cone here.
It's too noisy. People won't even let you alone to think

She stood up. "Can | go out?"

"You want to go to Danielle's? Ckay. But be back by nine o'clock."

"There's no school tonorrow, " Susannah protested.

"Never nmind. Just be here by nine."

"Ckay." Susannah scooped her book and paint box fromthe floor. Going
to the kitchen, she put the book and box on the table, know ng that her nother
woul d put themin the bedroom Her jacket was in the hall closet. She put it
on. It was blue, with a rainbow on the back. Mdther had bought it for her.

Fromthe top step of her house she could see the entire street. At one
end the red stop sign glowed beneath a streetlight. At the other, the red neon
sign outside of Al's market blinked off and on. The stars were bright as
di mes. The great white face of the full mpon stared over the roofs of the
houses across the street.

Susannah wal ked down the steps to the sidewal k. The houses | ooked smnug,
as if they were keeping secrets fromthe peering noon.

The noon seened to watch her all the way to the end of the block

She went up the steps to Danny's house and knocked. Celie opened the
door. She was wearing a neat shirt; it was purple, and glittery. "Hi, Sukie.
Danielle's in her room"

"Thank you." Susannah went to Danielle's bedroom It was a smaller room
than Susannah and Niall's room but it was all Danielle's. Juanito slept in



Celie's bedroom in a crib.

Danny was sitting on her bed, staring down at a huge book. "Boo,"
Susannah sai d.

Dani el l e 1 ooked up. Her wide grin flashed. "H . Did you bring any
pi ctures?"

Susannah scowl ed. "I couldn't make any tonight."

Dani el l e eyed her a noment, and then noved over to nake room for her on
the bed. "C nere." She patted the bed. Susannah clinmbed up besi de her

Danny | eaned across the bul k of the book to hug her. "Never mind," she
said. Her breath was warm on Susannah's ear. "Never mind. You will."

Her arms were wiry and strong. Susannah felt the aching knot in her
stomach begin to | oosen. "Wat're you | ooking at?" she said.

Dani el | e thunped the book. "This. See this?" _This_ was a photograph of
a mountain with snow on top. The nmountain | ooked very high, and very col d.
"Its nane is Mount Rainier. It's in Washington. 1'mgoing to clinmb it."

Dani el l e 1 oved mountains the way N all |oved horses. She had pictures
of themall over her wall and even in the bathroom so she could | ook at them
when she brushed her teeth. She wanted to be a fire ranger and live on top of
one.

" What's_ it called?"

"Rainier."

"What' s that nmean?"

"I don't know. Maybe it rains a lot there."

Susannah nodded. That made sense. She | eaned against the wall. Danny's
roomwas warmand it snmelled |ike Danny. "I was trying to draw a picture of
Niall's horse," she explained. "But it was really hard."

"Harder than the cat?"

"Ch yeah!" Susannah said. "Mich harder."

"It is a neat horse,"” Danny agreed. "Momwas gonna paint it gold. But I
think silver turned out better, don't you?"

Susannah tried to picture the horse painted gold. "Ugh. Gold would | ook
too plastic." She recalled her vision of the silver horse flying over a map.
There was a winged horse in a story -- the sanme story that had the |ady
whose hair was snakes. Susannah tried to renenber the horse's nanme, and
couldn't.

"What if you had to give the horse a nane?" she asked. "Wat would you
call it?"

Danny frowned. "Nanme it? Why nane it? It's a toy."

"My nother told Niall about a place toys run to if you don't give them
the right nane."

Daniell e was frequently scornful of Bonnie's stories, but this time her
dark face grew thoughtful. "Toys do di sappear. Renenber my old wooden train?"
Susannah nodded. It had been made of dust-col ored bl ocks with painted wheels.
"I wanted it one day and | couldn't find it. | never gave it a name; it was
only a train. You think it ran away?"

Susannah spread her hands. "It's just a story."

"Huh." Danny opened the book. "You like weird names? There's a neat one
here." She | ugged the book over to Susannah's lap and | eafed through it.
"There! This is the tallest nountain in the world. It has two names: Mbunt
Everest and Cho-no-lung-ma. That's its real nane. It means Goddess Mt her of
the World. Isn't that boss?"

Susannah gazed at the pictures of Chonol ungma. She wondered why the sky
around t he snow capped peak | ooked bl ack. Maybe the pictures had been taken at
night. How tall was the tallest nountain in the world? Could you stand on top
of it? If you stood on top of it, would you see San Franci sco?

"Where'd you get the book?"

"Fromny Aunt Marie," Danielle said. Danny's aunt worked downt own at
the big library. She knew about interesting books before anyone else did. "The
library was selling it, because it's old and gross." She closed the book. Its
front cover was scratched.



"So what ?" Susannah said. "The pages aren't torn."

They started to | ook at the pictures, but got stuck in the mddle of
the book and never made it to the end. Danielle read bits of it aloud. She
read about Sherpas. Sherpas lived in the nmountains and clinmbed up and down
themall the time. "If | can't be a ranger," Danny said, "I'll be a Sherpa."

"I think it's like being an Amrerican or a Californian," Susannah said.
"You have to be born there.”

"No," Danny said, "I looked it up in the encycl opedia. There's no place
nanmed Sherp."

Finally Celie stuck her head around the door. "Sukie, what tine you
supposed to be home?"

"N ne o'clock."

"It's nine-fifteen."

"Whoops! " Susannah | eaped off the bed. G abbing her jacket fromthe
fl oor where she had dunped it, she whirled to hug Danielle. "Bye! See you
t onmor r ow. "

She raced up the street to her house. The npon, high overhead, was
bright as the street |anps. Wsps of fog were blowi ng fromthe west.

She pounded up the stairs. Her nother was waiting for her. "I was just
going to call," she nurnured, lifting the jacket from Susannah's shoul ders.

Her bed was waiting. The covers were turned back. N all was asleep
al ready, his hair spread like gold threads over the pillow He hugged his old
stuffed horse Wndy in his arns.

The new horse stood on the lid of the toy chest. Beside it, was M. D
H s eyes were huge.

"What have you been saying to each other?" Susannah said, peeling off
her pants.

M. D stretched, poking his runmp high in the air. Susannah went to him
and stroked him The silver horse seemed to watch her. |nmpulsively, Susannah
reached out and touched its back. Under the texture of the paint, the wood was
snmoot h and war m

As soon as she got into bed, M. D junped on to the foot of the bed and
curled into a ball. H's eyes made slits. Dis for dianmond, Susannah thought.
But all cats have di anond eyes.

Mot her came in. Bending, she tucked the covers around Susannah's
shoul ders. She clicked the light off. "Sleep tine. Go to Dreanl and,
Susi e- pooh. "

Susannah yawned, and stretched her toes against the cat. Near the floor
the night-1ight glowed. It was shaped |like a smling punpkin.

" Mot her ?"

" MR

Susannah turned her head so that she could see her nother's face. "Wat
wi Il you and Daddy nane the new baby?"

Her nother smiled. "If it's a boy, David. If it's a girl, Corinna."

"Corinna's a pretty nane."

"No prettier than Susannah."

"No," Susannah agreed. She was feeling sleepy. M. D at her feet was
purring and purring, vibrating into her toes and up her |egs and al ong her
arms and all the way to her eyelids. "If you gave the baby the wong nane,
would it run away like the toys?"

"No," her nother said. "People don't run away for those reasons."

"Why do they?"

"Run away? Because they're unhappy where they are.”

"Ch," Susannah said. She yawned. "It night be fun to visit."

"The Land of Runaway Toys? Go to sleep, and maybe you'll dream about

it." She kissed Susannah's cheek. "Renenber, Susie-only-pooh, it's just a
story."

Stories are real, too, Susannah thought, only they happen in your head.
A streetcar runbled toward the park. I'Il stay awake until the next one, she
decided. Just until the next streetcar goes bhy..



* * * %

A sparkl e woke her.

Susannah stared at the ceiling. She blinked. The roomwas bright.
Turning fromher stomach on to her side, she saw why: the shade over the
wi ndow had rolled up. Monlight poured through the w ndow.

Susannah rubbed her eyes, feeling with her toes for the confortable
bulk of M. D at the foot of the bed. He wasn't there. She lifted on her
el bows to ook at the door. It was open, and Niall's bed was enpty. The
nmoonl i ght was so intense it made her eyes sting. Susannah put her arm over her
face. Niall nust have gone to the bathroom she thought.

Suddenly she heard hi m whi spering. "Horse, wait for ne.

A cold finger tickled Susannah's spine. Shuddering, she sat upright.
The room was so bright she could barely see the face of the night Iight.

"Horse, wait!"

Susannah gazed at the squat shape of the toy chest. The silver horse
was not where it should be, poised and still in the Iight. Wat was N al
doi ng? She pictured himin his blue pajamas with the horses on them playing
some private noonstruck game up and down the hallway. Stupid brat. She pushed
the covers aside. The fl oor was cold. She yawned. Perhaps she could coax Ni al
back to bed before he woke Daddy.

She could | et hi mwake Daddy, and get smacked.

Then she heard, fromthe other end of the house, a beat of sound. It
was the front door cl osing.

Susannah al nost wail ed al oud. Then she scranbled for her shirt and
jeans and socks and tennis shoes. _I'll_ smack him she thought with fervor
and fury. He's taken that horse and gone to play in the park

She wondered as she tied her shoelaces if she shoul d wake her father
She wasn't supposed to go to the park either, after dark. But it was so
bright, alnost |ike daylight, and her | egs were longer than his ... She would
catch him before he got there. Holding her breath, Susannah crept down the
hal | past her parents' bedroom The front door was ajar. Quietly she pushed
the button to unlock the door so that she and Niall could get back in. Then
heart beating hard, she |left the house.

The nobon was so bright that the lanp posts and tel ephone poles all had
doubl e shadows. The wi nd snapped at her with foggy teeth. Should have brought
nmy jacket, she thought, hugging her shirt to her sides. Stubborn and shivering
she ran, peering ahead for a yell ow haired boy wearing bl ue pajamas and
carrying a glitter-flecked horse.

He was too far away; she could not see him He had gotten away from
her. Fists clenched, she stopped at the street to | ook both ways. The noon
flung her shadow ahead of her as she ran across the silver streetcar rails to
t he park.

The grass was wet; Susannah felt it on her ankles through her socks.

"Niall!" she called. Her voice seened |ost. The park, not large in the
daytime, seened to stretch for mles. Deep shadows crouched beneath the trees.
"Niall!" she shouted. "Niall, cone here, it's me. It's Susannah!"

From sonewhere, |ike an echo, her nane cane back to her. "Susannah!"

She turned in a circle. The fog was so thick that she could not see her
own house. Suddenly she saw Niall. He stood in the middle of the park. Behind
him like a dreamconme to life, was the silver horse, gleanming in the
nmoonl i ght and _growing_as it glowed. Shivering, Susannah rubbed her eyes. The
horse was still there. It cantered across the grass in a great circle around
Niall. Its hooves, Susannah saw wi th wonder, were inches fromthe ground.

"Horse!" called Niall. He flung his arnms up

"Niall!" Susannah yelled. She ran toward him

"Susannah!" soneone call ed.

The horse neighed. It was a strong, clear, beautiful sound. It bent its
head to let Niall clasp its mane. He scranmbled to its back. He | ooked very
small in the swirling fog. Susannah stood opennout hed.

This is a dream she thought desperately. She pinched herself hard on



one arm
Go back, said a voice in her head, go back, go horme, wake your parents.

"Niall!" she called. He didn't |ook at her. But the horse | ooked straight at
her. Its eyes were red, like rubies. It neighed again, and began to clinb. As
if it were on solid ground, it stepped into the creeping fog, and the fog bore
it up. Hi gher and higher it pranced, until it was above the street lights. The

nmoon bl azed through the fog |like a beacon
A woman's voi ce called sweetly through the darkness. "Cone," she
call ed. Her voice was clear and conpelling. The horse reared, and | eaped at
t he gl owi ng nmoon. Susannah saw it silhouetted against the light. Niall was a
small lunmp on its back
Then it was gone.
The fog withed over the shadowy grass. The noon sailed serenely
t hrough the sky. Susannah, heart pounding in her chest, ran over the wet grass
to where the horse had been.
As she reached the spot, the world turned upside down. The fog
envel oped her. Her feet left the ground. Her stomach |urched as she saw bel ow

her the fog, the park, the street, her house, small, and getting smaller
The noon filled her vision. A flash of cold fire broke over her head
like a wave, and she was falling -- falling -- it seemed a |long way down.

*Chapt er Three*

Susannah woke.

Her head felt fuzzy. There was a lovely snell in the air, a snell like
flowers and honey and nusic. M. D was purring beside her. Ckay, cat, she
t hought, time to get up now

She stretched and roll ed over. Sonething hard and unexpected poked her
in the back. "OM" she said indignantly. Then she really woke, and opened her
eyes.

Above her was the sky, patched with pieces of green.

She sat up. Grass prickled on her palnms. She renenbered: she had chased
Niall into the park. The silver horse had grown big and junped into the noon.
And then -- and then she had fallen sonewhere. Here. Here was gray: a pearly
clear gray, not a foggy San Franci sco gray. She |lay under the branches of a
tree. M. D, sun-colored, sat at her feet washing his ears, inperturbable as
only a cat can be about anyt hing.

Was she in the park? Susannah | ooked for a playground, the sw ngs, the
green benches. But there was only grass -- nore grass than she had ever
seen, a sweet-smelling, luxurious lawn -- and a big green tree, and a snall
brown-haired girl, and a ginger cat.

She was not in the park

"I'"'mdream ng," Susannah said aloud to the still norning.

She wondered where she was. There didn't seemto be anythi ng happeni ng.
She hoped her nother and father had not awakened and foll owed her to the park
She pictured them wandering through the thick fog, hunting through the bushes,
calling "Niall! Susannah!"

M. D yawned, snapping his jaws together with nmock energy. He seened
unconcer ned about the di sappearance of his house. Susannah scranbled to her
feet. She wasn't scared, she thought, brushing her jeans free of |oose dirt.
There was not hing scary about grass and a tree. If she was dream ng then there
was nothing to be afraid of; dreams never hurt you, and eventually you woke
up. If she was not dream ng then she was having an Adventure.

"How did _you_ get here?" she asked the cat. "Did you follow ne to the
park, and junp into the noon?"

M. Dswtched his tail

"I didn't see you."

Switch, swtch.

"Do you think we're in Storyland?"

Swi t ch.

"Do you think Niall's here too?"



He yawned

"Well, | don't speak Cat," Susannah said. She squinted. "I see a rock,"
she told M. D. "A big brown rock."

He wasn't interested. W have rocks at home, he seened to be saying.

Susannah gazed at the tree. It was really huge. The trunk was snooth
and gray, with red lines running through the bark. She wondered what kind of
tree it was and if sonmething lived inside it -- an elf, a dwarf, a squirrel?

"This is a weird place," she said to the cat, "with only a rock and a
tree init. There nmust be people sonmewhere.” She conbed her hair with her
fingers and started to wal k. She wal ked around the tree. It |ooked the sane no
matter which side of it she was on

Finally, because it was sonmething to do, she started to walk to the
rock. "Come on, M. D," she said. She hoped he would follow her; even though
she wasn't scared, it seened pleasant to have M. D nearby, big and furry and
unchanged.

Maybe he wouldn't want to be alone in this strange place either

She | ooked back. The cat hadn't noved. "M . D?"

The cat | ooked at her, licked his left paw, stretched, and strolled
toward her.

Susannah wal ked and wal ked. Then she wal ked sonme nore. Wen she | ooked
back she could see the track she had left in the grass, all the way to the
tree. The tree | ooked small now. To her left the sky was growi ng brighter
turning fromgray to a soft pale blue. Far away on the horizon stretched a
line of gold. It was warm and very still. There were no cars, no streetcars,
no people clonping to work, not even any birds. The | oudest sound was the
rustling in the grass of Susannah's own strides, going _Shhh.

VWhat if she had cone to a part of Storyland where there were no people
at all?

There had to be peopl e sonewhere. Susannah swal | owed, and rubbed her
arms with her hands. Her knees felt shaky. Adventures al ways had people in
them Who el se would the stories happen to?

When she reached the rock, she would clinb on it and | ook around. There
woul d be peopl e somewhere.

But the rock was very far away. By the time she reached it she was hot
and thirsty, and her legs hurt, and her stomach was starting to grow. It
didn't look like an easy rock to clinb, either, Susannah thought as she
surveyed it. It was taller than she was, and very snooth, not rough and bunpy
the way rocks were supposed to be, and there was stuff growing on it, all over
it, stuff like short brown grass...

Suddenly she junped back. The rock was _noving. _

It was standing up.

It was turning around. It _|ooked_ at her

It wasn't a rock.

It was an i nrense brown furry bear

Susannah froze, too frightened to run or scream She stared upward. The
bear didn't grow or snarl or anything, it sinply towered over her, blinking.
Then it yawned. It had nore teeth than she had ever seen in her life, and when
its jaws shut, she heard an echo.

"Hello," it said.

Susannah junped. "Hello."

"How di d you get here?" it asked. It had a deep runbly voi ce.

Susannah swal | owed. "1 just woke up under the tree."

"Ah." It liked that sound. It rocked back and forth on its huge feet,
noddi ng, and said it several times. "Ah. Ah. You're a child, aren't you?"

"Yes." Wuld it eat her now? Did bears eat people? She had never heard

of bears eating people -- at |least, not tal king bears.
"That's odd, that's very odd," it said. "Children don't cone here."
Li nes appeared on its forehead. It seened to be thinking. "Unless -- were

you | ooki ng for soneone?"
Was she | ooki ng for soneone? Susannah wasn't sure. Then she renenbered



the silver horse and Niall. Niall! Stupid brat. "Yes," she said, "I am/ ooki ng
for soneone. | guess | am Wy? Have you seen anyone?"

The bear shook its great head. "No," it said. It gazed at her
mournfully. "I'msorry."

"That's all right," Susannah said. There didn't seemto be anything
el se to say. She glanced at M. D, wondering if he was going to start to talk,
too, but he was busy examnmining a grass bl ade.

The bear cleared its throat. "I suppose, if you just woke up, that
you'd |ike breakfast?"

Susannah's stomach fizzed wildly. "Yes!" she said. Then she thought.
What do bears |ike for breakfast?

"So would 1," said the bear. "Wuld you like to ride?" Reaching up, it
patted an anple shoulder. "It's pretty far away."
Susannah didn't know what to do. What if breakfast nmeant _her ... It

woul d be difficult to run away froma hungry bear if you were riding onits
shoul ders. But this bear had a kind voice. It didn't sound as if it wanted to
eat her.

"Ckay, " she said.

The bear bent and picked her up gently, inits two soft brown paws.
Grass and sky swung. Then she was set firmy on the bear's broad shoul ders.
"You can hold mmy fur," said the bear

In the grass, M. D was a snall orange |lunp. Susannah clutched the
bear's fur with both hands. "Were are we goi ng?"

The bear dropped slowly fromits hind legs to all fours and began to
nmove through the grass. "To the banana tree,"” it answered.

* * * %
The bear traveled slowy. Every now and then it stopped, swaying fromside to
side, to say hello to the flowers that had begun to appear. M. D wound about
t he huge brown feet, clearly unafraid of the big shuffling beast.

Soon Susannah saw a snudge of col or on the horizon. The snmudge grew
closer, larger.... Susannah gaped. The bear trotted into a jungle of trees and
vines and scarlet flowers. A long green vine | ooped near her face. Col orful
butterflies swooped around her head. Flowers thrust their petals at her eyes.
Around her the chatter of birds echoed, deafening after the cool silence of
t he grassl ands.

"The banana tree's over there," runbled the bear

Susannah had seen pal mtrees, but she had never seen a banana tree. It
was very tall and so broad that she couldn't see around it. Yell ow bananas and
green bananas and shrivel ed bl ack bananas hung fromit in bunches. Reaching
out, the bear picked two yell ow bananas of f a bunch. It handed one to
Susannah.

"Thank you," she said.

"You're welconme." It peeled the banana rather nmessily with its teeth.
Susannah wondered why it didn't use its claws. She | ooked at its paws.

It didn't have any cl aws.

That made her feel better. Peeling her own banana, she hung the skin on
a branch, wondering what her nother would say about a banana for breakfast.

"Want anot her?" said the bear

"Il split it with you," Susannah sai d.

So they each ate half a banana, and the bear had anot her whol e one and
then a third whol e one. Susannah wondered what her nother woul d say about
_three_ bananas for breakfast.

VWhoop! _Whoop! _ Whoopwhoopwhoopwhoopwhoop! A horrible siren screaned at
them t hrough the jungle. Susannah | ooked around, wondering what coul d be
maki ng t he awful sound.

"What is it?" she said. The bear didn't answer; it sinply waved one paw
in the air hel plessly.

VWHOOPWHOOPWHOOP! The birds all flew out of the surrounding trees.

Could it be a police car? Susannah thought. Wre they going to be
arrested for stealing bananas?



But no police car butted its way through the vines, to foul the air
wi th snmoke and crush the beautiful jungle flowers. Instead, the banana tree
shook, and a bl ack and white face peered at them from between two bunches of
bananas.

"That's three, that's three, that's three!" it said.

The bear hung its head. "Ch, all right." It sounded enbarrassed.

"You're going to get fat, fat, fat!"

Oh, Susannah thought. It's a _nonkey.

The nonkey had a black face with a white band across its forehead, and
extremely long arns. It was gripping a branch of the banana tree with one of
them 1t waved the other in Susannah's face. "Who's this, this, this?"

The bear said, "Unh -- "

"My nane's Susannah,” sai d Susannah

"Susannah, Susannah, Susannah," said the nonkey. It liked saying things
three tines.

Susannah wondered why it didn't introduce itself. "Wo are you?" she
said at |ast.

"This is Chinp," the bear said.

"WHOOP! WHOOP! WHOOP! " The noi se echoed through the jungle. The
agi tated nonkey | eaped up and down, screaming |like a denented fire engine.

"My name is not Chinp," it said. "Chinp is for chinpanzee-zee-zee and
am not a chinpanzee. | am a gi bbon, and | make nore noi se than anybody!" The
ape took off like a rocket, leaping fromtree to tree in a dizzying circle
around the girl and the bear, shrieking.

VWen at last it sat still on a branch, Susannah took her hands from her
ears and said, "Wat is your nanme?"
"Al oysius," the gibbon said. "Chinp!" it repeated with extreme scorn

"That's what the child who bought ne thought. He called me Chinp. | ran away
that very night!"

"Ch!" said Susannah

"Ch, oh, oh," the gibbon chattered, nmocking her. "Ch, what?"

"This nust be the Land of Runaway Toys."

"You didn't know?" the bear runbled, surprised.

Susannah shook her head. She hadn't expected it to look like this. She
gazed with adnmiration at the iridescent jungle.

Suddenly she knew why the bear had a shiny nose like a button and soft
paws with no claws. "You' re a Teddy Bear!" she said.

"Yes." The bear sighed. "I am"™

Susannah was no | onger afraid of the bear at all. She stroked his soft
fur. "How did you get so big?"

The bear rubbed its shiny nose with one paw. "I'ma _grown-up_ teddy
bear." The gi bbon nade a chuckling noise. It sounded |ike a nutcracker. "I
wasn't always this big. Wien | was very, very small, a little girl brought ne
hone fromthe toy store. She had black hair tied in blue ribbons; | remenber

very clearly."”

"But why are you here?"

The bear scuffed its big feet in the dirt. "I ran away," it said. "She
kept calling me 'Teddy."'"

"Teddy," gibed the gibbon, "Teddy, Teddy."

Susannah scowl ed at the gi bbon. Really, she thought, how rude. "Please
go on," she said to the bear

"Al'l my brothers and sisters are named Teddy," the bear expl ained, "but
| was the youngest, you see, and Mot her decided she wanted to name ne
somet hing different."

"What did she nane you?"

Sadly the bear shook its head fromside to side. "Mirgatroyd."

"Murgatroyd!" Al oysius screaned, "Mirgatroyd, Mirgatroyd!"

"You shut up," Susannah said to the gibbon. "Is that so terrible?" she
said to the bear.

"Well, it isn't exactly a common nane."



"No," Susannah agreed. The bear | ooked so depressed at that that she
added, "But it's a nore _interesting_ nane than Teddy."

"Do you really think so?" said the bear. Susannah nodded enphatically.
"Thank you. It's kind of you to say so. Everyone else thinks it's funny." It
rubbed its nose again. "I liked it here at first. It was fun, getting big. But
now |'mall alone, the only bear in the Land of Runaway Toys. There's nobody
here to play with ne."

"That's the saddest thing | ever heard," Susannah said. "Wy won't they
play with you?"

"I"'mtoo big."

"But aren't there other big animals here?" Susannah said. "Like --
i ke el ephant s?"

"Yes," said the bear. "But el ephants are always so serious, you know
They aren't interested in playing. | get lonely."

Susannah knew just what the bear meant. No place would feel strange if
you had a friend along. As she thought it, she found herself w shing for a
friend to share this Adventure with. M. D was there -- but after all, M. D
was only a cat. And Murgatroyd, though nice, was only a toy bear, and Al oysius
was a noi sy, nosy nonkey.

Her nose began to itch alarnmingly. Susannah rubbed it hard. | w sh
Danny were here with ne, she thought. O even Niall ... She wondered where
Ni al | was. Maybe, she thought, he was alone too. He was only six. Stupid brat.
Probably he was frightened.

"Are there any children here?" she asked. "Or are there only toys?"

"I've never seen a child here, except for you," the bear answered.

But the gi bbon said, "I saw a child last night."

"What ?"

"I saw, | saw, | saw a child! R ding the Silver Horse. They went to the
Lady's HII."

"A child on a horse? Was it a boy in blue pajamas, with yellow hair
i ke a dandelion?"

"Its hair was yellow, " said the gibbon, "but | don't knowif it was a
boy. What's the difference?"

"Never mnd," Susannah said. "Was he small? Smaller than ne? Dressed in
bl ue?"

"Yes, yes, yes."

It was N all! Susannah | ooked around, half-hoping to see her brother
step yawning out fromamd the flowers. "Were did he go?" she asked.

"I told you," the gibbon said. "The Horse went to the Lady's HII."

"What's that? How do | get there?"

"Don't know, don't know, don't know," chanted the gi bbon

Susannah deci ded that she didn't |ike the gibbon very much. "Wo knows?
Do you?" she asked the bear

It shook its head fromside to side.

"The A d Wman knows, " the gi bbon said abruptly.

"The A d Wnan? Wo's she?"

"She is," said the gibbon.

"How do | find her?" Susannah al nost shouted. She was getting very
i mpatient with asking questions.

The bear answered. "You can go through the jungle -- it pointed --
"into the woods. She lives in the woods. She can tell you howto get to the
HIll."

Through the jungle, and into a woods. Susannah wondered how | ong t hat
woul d take. "What's the A d Wnan |ike?" she asked. "lIs she nean?"

Bot h ani mal s gazed at her blankly. The bear had to twist its head al
the way around on its shoul ders.

Susannah frowned. "Put nme down."

Mur gatroyd reached up with its big soft paws and swung her to the
earth. It |ooked sad. "I thought maybe you would stay and play with ne."

"I"msorry, Mirgatroyd," Susannah said. "lI'd like to. But |I have to



find my brother. He's younger than | am and he's all alone. He might be
frightened. You could come with ne."

"I don't go into the woods." The bear sounded as if it wanted to cry.

"Don't sound so sad," Susannah begged. "I1'll conme back."

The bear sniffed, and wiped its nose with the back of its paw It was
clear that it didn't believe her

"Which way do | go to get to the woods?" Susannah said. The jungle
seened very large now that she was not seated on the bear's shoul ders. She
could just make out the gibbon's black and white face hidden anong the | eaves
of the banana tree.

The bear pointed. "That way. There's a trail."

Good, Susannah t hought .

"Hey," said the gibbon. It swng down through the | eaves until it was
hangi ng fromthe | owest branch of the gigantic tree. Susannah noticed that it
had no tail. "A word of warning," it said. "Don't fall asleep in the woods.

It's dangerous."

" _What's_ dangerous?" Susannah said.

The exasperating animal only shook its head. "Don't know, don't know,
don't know. Don't go, don't go!"

"I have to!" Susannah said. "I have to find nmy brother."” She | ooked
around for M. D. He had vani shed. Probably the gibbon's how s had scared him
or el se he had gone to chase butterflies. There were a lot of butterflies in
the jungle. Susannah wasn't worried about him cats, unlike people, were
al ways havi ng Adventures. But she didn't really want to travel through a
danger ous woods al one.

She stuck her chin out and thrust her hands in her pockets, trying to
feel brave. "Good-bye," she said to the gi bbon. "Good-bye, Mirgatroyd. Thank
you for breakfast."

"CGood-bye," said the bear. It |eaned down close to her. Its breath
war med her face. It whispered in her ear, _"You_ can call me Mig."

Susannah was touched. Reaching out, she stroked the bear's forehead.
"Thank you," she said, and added, whispering so that the nosy, nasty gi bbon
dangl i ng nearby woul d not hear her, "Goodbye, Mig."

*Chapt er Four*

The woods were very dark

The jungl e had been dark, too: a lush, wet darkness, filled with
nmoverrent and sound. The woods were quiet, |like the grasslands. Al nost quiet.
As she wal ked, Susannah coul d hear the branches of the tall pine trees rubbing
agai nst one another in the wind. There were no birds calling, no insects or
ani mal s scurrying around on the forest floor. The dry creak of branches and
the soft crunch of pine needl es under Susannah's feet were the only sounds.

That's how trees in Storyland talk to one another. They rub their
branches together, like crickets' |egs. Susannah tipped her head back. The
thick green-needl ed trees towered above her, shutting out the sun. Their size
made her feel very small. Mre than ever she wi shed she had a friend beside
her .

"Heh- heh- heh. "

The odd sound seened to energe fromthe air. Susannah turned in a
circle, trying to see what nmade the noise. It sounded |like old, dry voices,
| aughi ng.

"Heh- heh- heh. "

There it was again. Susannah scowed. | wouldn't live in this forest,
she thought. It's creepy in here. She wondered why the O d Wrman chose to |live
i n such an unpl easant place, and if that meant that _she_ was unpl easant.

Suddenly she | eaped back. She had wal ked past a big knothole in one of
the trees and a little man had thrust his head out and nade a face at her

She stared at the knothole. It was enpty. Dunbhead, she told herself.
You saw a squirrel. She wal ked around the tree and back to the trail. It's
this creepy place, she decided; it makes ne think |I'm seeing things.



But she hadn't seen any squirrels.

Then she heard the voice.

"Hel p!" It was hard to hear. "Help!" The dark trees | eaned together as
if they wanted to shut out the sound. Beneath Susannah's feet the pine needles
creaked their ugly laughter.

"Hel | o?"

"Hello," cane the call back

Susannah scowed. It's not a real voice. It's a trick to keep nme from
finding the Od Wman. It sounds famliar. Maybe its an echo

"Hel l 0? |I's sonmeone there?" the voice call ed.

Susannah swal l owed. | guess it isn't an echo. "Were are you?" she
yel | ed.

"Here!" said the vaoice.

"Keep yelling!" Susannah cried. She ran toward the sound. Her feet made
| ong gouges in the pine needl e carpet.

"Here!" The voice was nuch closer now. It sounded like -- it sounded
-- "Here! Here!l"

She was there. So was Danielle.

Danny was wearing her faded blue jeans with the yell ow patch on the
knee and a red pajama top over them She was sitting on the ground with her
back against a tall pine tree.

"What are you doi ng here?" Susannah said. She wondered through her
surge of joy why Danielle didn't get up to hug her

Then she saw. Danielle couldn't get up. She was tied to the tree by two
ropes. One went around her chest and arnms. A second circled her waist. The
ropes had red and blue stripes on them They were, Susannah realized with a
shiver, junp ropes.

"Danny! What happened?"

And around them both rose a hundred creaky voices. "Heh-heh-heh," they
said, with nasty delight.

Danny said grimy, "They happened."

Susannah whirl ed.

They were dolls. There were a lot of them tiny dolls, big dolls, pink
and brown and patchwork dolls. Barbie dolls and Raggedy Anns. Sonme had one
arm sone one leg, sone no eyes, all were dirty, bruised, broken...

O course, Susannah realized, as they shuffled forward, glaring
mal i gnantly at her, that's what they all are. They're broken dolls.

"Susannah! " Danny said. "Don't back up."

Susannah gul ped. She had been edgi ng backward. The broken dolls, she
saw, were carrying nore junp ropes. Her heart began to beat very fast. If they

grabbed her -- and there were_ a lot of them -- they could hold her down
and tie her and she and Danielle would sit forever in this horrible creepy
place.... Not forever. Just until the Adventure ends. Adventures are |ike

dreans. You never get hurt in dreans.

The doll closest to her had one arm one leg, and no eyes in his eye
sockets. A rubber band dangl ed from his exposed shoulder joint. Some child did
t hat, Susannah thought. How nean. Feeling sorry for him she held her hand
out, trying to be friendly.

"W haven't hurt you," she said. "Please go away."

Danny said, "That won't work. | tried.”

The dolls grinned at her. They scranbled forward draggi ng their ropes,
creaking at her with their horrible mal evol ent |aughter

"Stop!" Susannah shout ed.

They stopped and swayed back slightly, away from her

"Maybe you could throw sonething at them" Danny said.

Susannah | ooked for a stick or a rock to throw There were only pine
needl es on the ground. "There's nothing to throw "

The dolls inched cl oser.

The eyel ess doll had brown clunps of wool on top of his head. Sone
child had pulled the rest out. Through her fear Susannah could not help



wonderi ng how he and the other dolls without eyes saw

"Heh- heh-heh," said the doll with no eyes, hopping nearer

He waved the junmp rope. Suddenly Susannah was not scared, but angry. It
cane up fromher mddle |like a huge wave. She wanted to hit; she felt hot al

over. Garing at the dolls, she said, "You can't touch ne! 1'll knock you
down. ['Il pull all your hair out and pull off your legs. I'll kick you. I"l
rub your faces in the dirt. 1'Il -- " but she didn't have to say any nore

Quick as squirrels in the trees, the broken dolls were gone.

"\Whooee! " yell ed Danielle.

Susannah took a deep breath. She felt linp all over

"Grl, don't just stand there. Cone and get ne | oose!"

Kneeling in the pine needl es, Susannah prodded the knots that held
Danielle tied. She picked at themw th her fingernails. "They're real tight.
Maybe | could bite them-- "

"You don't have to bite them" Danny said. "My pocket knife's in ny
left front pocket."

Wiggling her hand into the left front pocket of Danny's jeans,

Susannah yanked it inside out. Everything fell in a pile on the ground. She
sorted through the pile: in it were four pieces of string, some dirty tissues,
a fragment of a sand dollar, a nashed snail shell w thout the snail, the cap

off a blue pen, and a very snmall pocket knife with two bl ades.

Susannah pul |l ed one of the blades out.

"That's the nail file," Danny said. "It's the other one."

The bl ade took a long time to cut the ropes. "You keep watch," Susannah
sai d. "They m ght conme back."

"Right," said Danny.

At | ast both ropes lay parted on the ground. Rubbing her arns, Danielle
pushed away fromthe tree. She flung her arnms apart. They hugged. "lI'mreally
glad to see you!" Danny said.

"Me too," Susannah said. "How did you get here?"

"I followed you," Danny said. She brushed the pine needles from her
jeans. "Didn't you hear ne calling? | was at ny wi ndow, watching the

nmoonl i ght, when | saw N all running down the street and then you. | sneaked
out the back door and clinbed over the fence just as you went into the park."
Danielle clinbed fences very quickly. "I did hear you," Susannah said.

"I heard you call ny nane."

"Way didn't you wait?"

"I didn't knowit was you. And | was trying to catch Niall. Did you see
-- " Susannah hesitated. "D d you see what happened?"

Danny's dark face was solem. "I saw the horse get big and junp into
the nmoon. | thought | was dream ng. Then the fog wapped itself around ne and
woul dn't let go." She picked up the string and the sand dollar and the pen cap
and the pocket knife.

"I'mglad you're here," Susannah said. "I was |lonely."

Then she saw the tears runni ng down Danny's face.

"Hey," she said. She put an arm around Danielle. "Hey. Sit down." She
wanted to sit and put her arms all the way around Danielle and rock her, the
way Mot her did when _she_cried. But Danny stiffened her shoul ders and shook
her head. She kept making faces to keep fromcrying, but it didn't help. The
tears kept rolling down her cheeks.

Finally the tears ran out. "I deed to bl ow by dose," Danny sai d.

"Here," said Susannah, renmenbering the tissues. They were still lying
in the pine needles. Wth careful unfol ding, Danielle found a corner she could
use.

"You okay?" Susannah sai d.

"Yeah." Danielle rubbed her sleeve across her face. She tossed the
tissues to the ground. "It was so dark in here, you know. Wen the fog grabbed
me | junped, or fell. I'"mnot sure which. | landed here. | stayed awake for a
long tinme. Then | fell asleep. When | woke up, those little nonsters were al
over ne."



Susannah shuddered. The forest was scary in daylight. It nmust have been
horrible at night. "1'd ve been really scared.”
"I was," Danny said. She tucked her pajama top inside her belt. "They
| ooked like dolls, you know?"
"They are dolls," Susannah said. "This is the Land of Runaway Toys."
Danny frowned. "But | thought -- "

" W]at ?II
"I thought that was just a story." She stood still, |ooking at the
trees. "lIs that where we are? In a story?"

"I think so," Susannah sai d.

"Ch. Do you know how to get out of here?"

"There's a trail."

They hunted through the trees until they found the trail

"Whi ch way?" said Danny.

Susannah wasn't sure. "Wait," she said. She wal ked along it until she
cane to a place where the pine needles were scattered. "This way," she said,

pointing to the undisturbed length of trail. "Those are the marks | made when
| started to run.”

They wal ked.

"Where are we goi ng?" Danny said. "lI'mjust follow ng you."

"To find an old woman who lives in the woods."

"I'n here?" Danny stopped short. "I don't want to stay here. | hate this
place, it stinks. | want to go hone."

"Me too!" Susannah said. "But | have to find Niall. He's here. What if
someone' s grabbed himand tied himup? He's only a little kid. Anyway, | don't
know yet how to get hone."

"Ch," Danny said. Her face twi sted.

"There'll be a way," Susannah said quickly. "There always is, in
stories.”

"Huh." Danny sniffed. She kicked the ground. "Baby brothers are the
pits, aren't they? They always do stupid stuff and get into trouble."

"Yeah."

"Does this old | ady know where N all is?"

"l hope so," Susannah said. "The gi bbon said she would."

"The what ?"

Susannah tol d Danny about Mirgatroyd and Al oysi us.

"Wow, " said Danny. "You meking this up?"

"Nol "

"A talking teddy bear? Huh. N all went up a hill? I don't understand
that."

"Aloysius didn't say up a hill," Susannah said, "he said into a hill
The Lady's Hill. It's different."

"So?" Danny said. "You don't know where it is, anyway. You don't know
where this _vieja_ is. W could wal k for days and never find her! Wiat are we

gonna eat? And drink? | didn't have any breakfast."

"Al'l I had was one and a hal f bananas."

Daniell e fl apped a hand. "How we gonna know where this old lady |ives?"

"I know she lives in the woods," Susannah said. "Danny, we'll find her
Peopl e find each other in stories. |I found _you._ | didn't know you were here,

I found you."

"That's true," conceded Danielle. She put her hand to her throat. "Hey.
I got ny lucky stone. | grabbed it before | left the house."

Dani el l e's lucky stone | ooked Iike a plain old gray stone, but it was
special. It had a hole all the way through it. Danny had found it on the beach
one Sunday afternoon and stuck it in her pocket. Celie had given her a strand
of leather cord to thread it on so that she could wear it around her neck when
she needed | uck.

"That's great," Susannah said. "Maybe it will be magic here."
"You think so?" Danny's eyes brightened. "You know, Mym says there's no
such thing as magic -- " She giggl ed.



Susannah gri nned.

A black bird with red wings flew past them It perched on the branch
ahead of them watching themfromone eye. "That's the first bird |I've seen,”
Susannah sai d.

"W better be careful," said Danny. "There might be wild animals in
this forest,"

"l guess," Susannah said, but she wasn't worried. Al the animals she
had met so far had been odd, but friendly. She wondered where M. D was. Still
in the jungle, perhaps, having cat adventures.

Bl ue sky shone through the treetops, naking patches of sunlight on the
pi ne needles. A second bird flew by themand lighted on a branch. It swung
there, singing. It was bl ue.

"Look." Danny pointed. In a nearby tree, two bushy-tailed, beady-eyed
squirrels were discussing a nut. The blue bird sang a trill. "This is better,"
Danny sai d.

Susannah agreed. The forest was brighter now. The trees were less tall.
The trunks of the trees had interesting patterns on them Even the needl es on
the ground were different; they were a wonderful color, not red or orange or
brown or coral, but a color Susannah had never seen...

Pl op!

A pine cone fell at Susannah's feet.

Picking it up, she threwit. It was light as a leaf. It arced through
the trees and vani shed. The bird trilled again.

"This way!" Susannah | oped after the cone. She found it on the ground
ahead of her, right in the mddle of the path. She threw it again, followed
-- and stopped.

Danny caught up with her and stood beside her, panting.

In a clearing in the forest stood a small gray house.

*Chapt er Five*

"Hey," Danielle said, "that |ooks |like nmy house!"

The house did look a little like Danielle's house. It was two-storied,
with a peaked roof, a porch and two bay wi ndows. It had funny wooden carvi ngs
over it, just like the houses on Allan Street. Like Danny's house it was
pai nted gray. The chimmey stones were gray. A gray plume of snoke drifted up
t hrough the sunlight and was lost in the treetops' shadows.

A gray gate stood in front of the house. It stood as if it were
attached to a fence, but there was no fence -- just the gate. A bunch of
chi ckens pecked and scratched beside a woodpile at the side of the house. The
chickens were all different colors: red and brown and white.

"I think we're here," Danny said.

Susannah nodded.

"Someone' s cooking," Danny said. She sniffed. "I can smell it. There
nmust be soneone hone." Cupping both hands around her nouth, she shout ed,
"Hel |l o!"

The front door opened. A woman energed and wal ked toward them She wore
gray, too: a gray skirt to her ankles, a gray top, and she had gray eyes. Her
hair was | ong and sparrow brown.

She's not ol d, Susannah realized. She's not as old as Mdther. She's
just an older girl.

The girl wal ked to the other side of the gate. "You' re Susannah," she
said. "You're Danny. |'m Sarah. |'ve been waiting for you."

Susannah thought: This is a witch's house.

Wtches came into nost of the stories she had ever heard, and nost of
them were nean or bad.

Still, if you were having an Adventure, you had to be _in_ it.

"Does the dd Wman |ive here?" she asked.

The gray-eyed girl snmiled. "Yes. Her nane is Mther Bea.'
back. "Wuld you like to cone in?"

"How do we come in?"

She st epped



"Through the gate. Just push to open it."

Susannah | ooked at Danny. Danny shrugged. Susannah bit her |ower |ip.
Finally she laid her hand on the gate and pushed. It swung i nward. Wth Danny
ri ght behind her, she stepped through. "Cone," Sarah said. They foll owed her
across the clearing and up the porch steps. Behind them the gate swung shut,
all by itself.

The front door was gray. At first glance it |ooked like the front door
of any house. The only odd thing about it was the door knocker, which was |ong

and bl ack and shaped like -- like a _nose._

"That's weird," said Danny. "I magi ne knocking on a door with soneone's
nose. "

"I wouldn't," Susannah said. The knocker had no mouth or eyes or chin.

It was just a nose jutting fromthe wooden door

"You'd better not!" said a deep voice. It was not Sarah's. The girls
| ooked around, and then up, but saw no one. Susannah | ooked at Sarah. She
smi | ed.

"Open," she said.

"Don't wanna," said the voice. "You have no idea how boring it is to do
just one thing, swi ng open, swing shut, all day..." But as the voice spoke the
gray door opened by itself. Two eyes and a nouth forned thensel ves around the
nose. The eyes stared at Susannah.

"Who' re you?" said the nouth.

"Susannah, " said Susannah.

The eyes -- they were brown -- rolled to |look at Danielle. "Wo's
she?"

"I''"'m Danny," Danielle said. "Wo're you?"

"I"'mthe door, stupid," said the mouth with grunpy satisfaction. Things
in Storyland are sure rude! Susannah thought, renenbering the gi bbon

"I didn't know doors could talk," Danny said.

"I bet there's a lot you don't know," said the door. "Are you comng in
or not?"

"Yes!" Danny marched in front of Susannah and wal ked into the house.
Susannah fol | owed. Sarah canme behind Susannah

"Shut," she said. The door shut.

Susannah | ooked around the house. She wondered nervously if everything
init was alive and could talk to her. At first glance the house | ooked very
ordinary: it had a hallway going back and doorways | eadi ng off the hallway,
just |ike Susannah's own house.

"Come," Sarah said, gesturing to the first doorway on the left. "W'l|

wait for Mother Bea. She's out. But she knew you'd be coming. She'll be back."
Susannah swal |l owed. "Is Mther Bea a witch?"
Sarah smled. "OF course.”
"Are you?"
Sarah shook her head. "Not yet. |I'mher apprentice. |'mlearning."

The roomon the left was warm and sunny. Plants in pots dangled from
chains in the mddle of the bay wi ndow. Under the plants there was a big
wooden table. There were three big arnchairs -- one red, one blue, and one
brown -- a bookshelf with lots of books, a cabinet with a great carved door
and a fireplace. Next to the fireplace stood a small wooden stool. Sarah went
to it and sat, folding her skirt around her ankles.

A round iron pot hung in the fireplace. Cauldron, Susannah thought. A
witch's pot was called a caul dron. She wondered what was in the cauldron. It
snel l ed good. Tentatively she sat on the armof the red arnthair.

Danny pointed to a huge book. It |lay open on a stand. "Wat's this?"

"That's a grinoire," said Sarah. "A magic book."

Dani el | e stepped back fromthe stand. "Ch. Wat's that?" She pointed to
a dirty metal pitcher sitting on the table. It |ooked like an old cream pot.

"That's the djinn's lanp. If you rub it, he'll conme out."

Dani el | e put her hands behind her back hastily. "On. Wat's that?" She
pointed with her chin to a | ong dangly thing over the doorway.



"That's a sliver of the skin of Quroboros, the Great Worm He sheds it
every two thousand years."

"Ugh," said Danielle. She sat on the other armof the red chair. "Is
everyt hing here magi c?"

"Mstly," Sarah said.

"What do you do? Do you do mmgi c?"

"I keep the fire going and | watch the mrror.
oval mrror. It hung in a silver frame on the wall

Sar ah nodded toward an

Susannah squinted at it, but all it showed her was the room Sarah
Danny, and herself. "lIs it magi c?" she asked.
"Yes," Sarah said. "Sonetines things that happen, or are going to

happen, or have happened, or _m ght_ happen, are reflected in the mrror. |
remenber them When Mdther Bea asks | tell her what | see.”

"What's that," Danny asked, pointing across the roomto what | ooked
like a ladder. It disappeared into a hole in the ceiling.

"That's the | adder to the loft. That's where |I sleep.”

"Ooh." Danielle junped up. "Can | | ook?"

"Go ahead. dimb it if you like."

Daniell e wal ked to the | adder and laid a hand on a rung. "Come wth
she said to Susannah

"Ckay." Susannah rose. Danielle scranbled up the |ladder to the hole.
Susannah fol |l oned sl owy.

As Susannah poked her head through the hole, something green and
sweet-smel ling struck her gently on the cheek. She put a hand up, gazing into
the loft. Long strings of dry plants hung fromthe beanms. She pulled herself
up three nore steps. "Were are you?" she called

"Here," Danny said. "At the w ndow. "

Susannah clinbed two nore steps to the loft floor. Stepping fromthe
| adder, she gazed at the loft. It was shaped like a capital A. On the sides
the ceiling slanted, but in the mddle it was high enough for a tall person to
stand erect. Against one wall lay a bed with a quilt and a pillow. Near it sat
a wooden chest, like Niall's toy chest, except that it was brown, not purple.

A round wi ndow had been cut into the slanted wall over the bed. It had
no gl ass. Above it was a rolled up curtain. Danielle knelt on the bed, | ooking
out .

nel

"Come see," she said, holding out a hand. "This is boss."

Susannah crossed the I oft and knelt at Danielle's side. "You only I|ike
it because it's high."

"I think it would be neat to live here," Danny said. "Can you see?

Look!"

Susannah | ooked out the w ndow.

Everything was very snmall, as if she was standing on the top of a very
hi gh pl ace. She saw the yard, the gate, the chickens.... She could even see

beyond the trees. It was like a novie: there was the grassy plain to which she
had fallen, and the tree under which she slept. That bright blotch was the
jungle. Beyond the jungle was a river, and beyond the river a glittery snudge
whi ch as she stared resolved itself into houses and park and skyscrapers and a
red and yellow streetcar rattling up a hill --

She was | ooki ng, somehow, at San Franci sco.

She pulled her head in quickly, feeling dizzy. "It's nagic."

"Yeah," Danielle said. Her voice was soft with wonder. "Did you see it?
Chonol ungma?"

"I's that what you saw?"

Danny nodded. Her eyes were bright.

"l saw San Francisco."

Suddenly a voi ce spoke below them "Children," it said, "come down."

* * * %

Susannah's stomach lurched. "It's the witch."

Danny stuck her chin out. "So?" She swung bravely down the | adder
Susannah foll owed her. She felt strange. What if the witch wouldn't help them



ook for Niall? What if she was nmean, or cruel, or evil?

The | adder ended too soon. Susannah took a deep breath and turned
around to face the w tch.

Ww, she thought. She's _tall._

The witch stood in front of her cauldron. She wore a bl ack, shapel ess
pi ece of clothing that went from her neck to her feet. Her toes poked beneath
the hem They were yell ow and bare. She was very thin, with gray hair and
stern dark eyes and skin that seened papery, |ike the pages of an old book

She | eaned on a bl ack wooden cane. Its handle was carved in the shape
of a bird.

"I am Mot her Bea," she said.

Her voice was deep and cal m Susannah's stomach rel axed. Feeling very
smal |, she made a curtsy. Danny put one hand over her heart and the other
behi nd her back and nmade a choppy bow.

"1'm Susannah," Susannah said, and then felt foolish. Awtch wuld
know t heir nanes. Sarah had known their nanes. But it was better to be polite
than to stand and say nothing like a dumry. "This is nmy friend Danielle.
Danny. "

"Pl easet oneet cha. "

Mot her Bea snmil ed.

"I know who you are," she said. "You have never met a witch before and
are wondering what to do. Don't worry. I'Il tell you." She pointed a bony
finger toward the table. "First you nust say hello to an old friend."

Susannah t ur ned.

Fol ded up on the table, |ooking smug, was M. D

"M. DI'" Susannah went toward him hand outstretched. He blinked at her
and, rising, cane to butt his head agai nst her chest. She rubbed her thunb
along the line of his pink nose.

"W net in the woods," said the witch. "He told ne he was | ooking for
sone friends of his, and | invited himhere."

"Was he | ooking for ne?" Susannah said.

"He nentioned your nane."

Danny said, "You nmean, he _tal ked_ ?"

Mot her Bea said, "You have net a door that talks. Why does it surprise
you that a cat mght talk?"

"He didn't before," Danny said.

"Not to you. Cats are particular about who they talk to."

"Mow," said M. D. He waved his tail. Susannah wondered if he was
saying, "That's right!" in Cat. He opened his nouth, snapped it shut, and
butted Susannah's hand.

"He wants to eat," she said

"See," said the witch. "You know what he said. How about you? Wuld you
i ke [unch?"

Susannah wondered. Was it safe to eat the food in a witch's house?
There was a story about a mmgic island where people ate and were turned into
pigs...

"I do," Danny said.

"Me too," said a sul ky voice.

"You al ways want |unch," said Mther Bea. She held up her wal ki ng
stick. The carved bird on the handle turned its head fromone side to the
ot her.

"Do you like chicken?" said Mther Bea.

"Yum " said Danny.

"I l'ike chicken," said the wooden bird.

"Be quiet," said the witch. The bird blinked, and stiffened into
imobility. "Sarah, get cutlery." Sarah rose fromher stool. Opening the
cupboard, she renoved spoons and forks and knives and laid themround the
table. M. D, watching, lifted his head and neowed i nperiously. Sarah took a
bow fromthe cupboard and put it at the big cat's side.

"Chairs," said Mther Bea.



The blue arnthair began to shake. Then it split itself neatly into two
tal | -backed kitchen chairs. The chairs waddl ed to the table.

"Sit down."

Danny and Susannah sat.

"MIlk," said the witch. A blue pitcher popped out of the air onto the
table. "And nugs." Two bl ue nugs appeared. A marvelous snell filled the room
It smelled |i ke beans. The pitcher rose into the air over the nugs, and then
ti pped. M1k poured into the first one, then the other mug. "Do you |ike
rice?"

"Yes," the children said together. Two plates sailed fromthe cupboard
to hover over the pot. Picking up a |ladle, Mther Bea | adled burritos, rice,
and beans fromthe cauldron to the plates. Wen she was done, the plates
floated through the air and | anded on the table.

Danny stared fromher plate to the pot. "How does it do that?" she
demanded. "You can't have rice and beans and chicken and tortillas mixed up in
there. You'd just get nush!"

Mot her Bea laid a slice of white chicken nmeat in M. Ds bow. "M pot
hol ds anything | want it to."

Susannah said, "I never heard of a witch who fed people burritos."

The food was delicious. Danny took seconds. After both children
finished, the dishes floated into the air and vanished into the iron pot. Wen
t hey came out again, they were sparkling clean. "A dishwasher!" said Danny.
"Ww. My mom woul d | ove to have that pot."

"I think you have to be a witch," Susannah said.

"That's right," said Mother Bea. "Stack yourselves," she told the
pl ates. They fl oated serenely into their shelf in the cupboard. "Children
stand up." Susannah and Danielle stood. The two kitchen chairs turned back
into the blue arnchair.

M. D, |ooking sated, perched on the table, washing his face with a

paw.
"Thank you," Susannah said. "That was good."

"For sure," Danny said.

"You're welconme,"” said the witch. "Food is inportant. Adventurers need
steady hearts and full bellies." She | ooked keenly at Susannah

Susannah swal | owed. Her heart thunped in her chest. She did not fee
especi ally brave or steady, though she was certainly full. This, she knew, was
the place in the story where the witch or wizard told the adventurers what the
rest of the adventure would be.

Danny said, "Are you gonna help us find Susannah's brother? That's what
we canme here for, you know. "

"I know," said the witch. She lifted the cane. "Look." She pointed the
head of the cane toward the mirror in the silver frame. She said sonething
soft. The mrror's surface shimered. Wen it cleared, there was Niall in bed,
in the house in San Franci sco. As they watched, he woke, ran down the hall
opened the door, and scanpered down the steps to the sidewal k of Allan Street.

"Stupid brat," Susannah muttered.

Danny said, "It's like TVI" She watched Niall run along the sidewal k
toward the park. "Wat's he doi ng?"

"He's following the Silver Horse," said the witch. And there in the
mrror was the horse. Its coat was glowing silver. Its eyes were ruby red. It
nei ghed, and cantered through the park. "The horse isn't really a toy, of
course. He is the steed of the Dreankeeper. She rides himon the nights she
cones to visit your world, when the noon is full. But he loves to play al one
in the moonlight, like any magic thing. Last nonth he gall oped al one at
nmoonset around the edge of the sky and was trapped by dawn and turned into
wood. Last night, when the noon was full again, the Dreankeeper called him
hore. "

"VWhere is his home?" Susannah whi spered.

"In the Dreankeeper's Hill."

"Who is that -- the Dreankeeper?" Danny said. "What does she do?"



Mot her Bea pointed at the mirror. It shinmrered.

A worman stood within the frame. She had white, white skin. Her hair was
so pale that it seemed to be made of snow. Her eyes were |light gray. She wore
aglittering I acy gown that wapped around her like a cloud. The only col or
about her was a green stone that gleamed in a silver ring on her right hand.
She was | ooking out through the mrror, smling as if she could see them
t hrough its enchanted surface.

"She's beautiful,"” Danny said. Her shoul ders hunched. "She | ooks mnean,
t hough. "

"I's she a witch too?" asked Susannah

"She is. She is enmpress of the dreanfol k who people the dreans of
nortals. They live in her kingdom beneath the Hill. At night she sends them
forth. Wen the nmoon is full she sonetines rides herself into the real world
to trouble the dreams of human nen and wonen."” The mirror's surface shi mered.

"Now | ook. "

"That's N all!" Susannah cried. Franmed in silver, he sat on a white rug
in awhite, white room "Were is he? Wiat's he doi ng?"

"Niall is not doing," said the witch. "He is dreaming. The Silver Horse

brought him beneath the H Il ."

Susannah stared at her brother. N all's eyes were vacant. Hi s hands
rested quietly on his lap. He | ooks like a zonbie, she thought. "Wat's the
matter with hin? Wiy doesn't he nove?"

"He doesn't want to nove. He wants to dream As he dreans,” the witch

said, "he forgets. Soon he will not renenber that he ever |ived anywhere
el se.™

"That's weird," Danny said.

"I't's an unkind thing the Dreankeeper has done. But Niall is not the
first nortal to be lured beneath the Hi Il and trapped in dreamn ng."

Susannah stared into the mrror. N all's dreanbound face fri ghtened
her. "WII she let himgo?"

Mot her Bea shook her head gravely. "If you w sh your brother back
Susannah, you rmust go to him You nust wake himfromthe dream and bring him
with you out of the Hill."

*Chapt er Six*

Qut of the HIl ... Qut of the Hill ... The words echoed. On the wall,
the mrror shimrered and changed. Susannah saw her own face in it. It |ooked
very small. Over her shoul der Mother Bea was |ooking at her in the mrror. The
wi tch's bony yell ow hands were fol ded over the handl e of her cane.

| can't do it, Susannah thought. I"'mnot a witch; | can't do magic. |I'm
a kid. It's not my fault he's there. | don't want to do it. What if | get
trapped in the HI1? My nother and father will worry if | don't come hone.

But she knew they would be equally worried about Niall. He was so

little....

"Do you want hi m back?" said Mdther Bea.

No, Susannah thought rebelliously, he's a brat. But she knew t hat
wasn't fair. He was only six. And even if he was a brat, he was her brother
She couldn't leave himin a strange place with that enpty | ook on his face.
Lifting her head, she faced the witch. "Yes," she answered. "I do."

The witch's severe face grew gentler. "Good. You nust want him or your
endeavor will fail."

"I want him" Susannah said. "Stupid brat." She squared her shoul ders.

"You'll have to tell nme howto get in there, but I'Il get him™"
"Hey!" Danielle punched Susannah's arm "You're not going anywhere
alone. _|I'm_ here." She stuck her chin out at the witch. "I'm going too."
Mot her Bea smiled. "I know you are, Danielle.”
Susannah grinned at her friend with love. "I'mglad you're with ne."
"WIIl _you_ come?" Danny asked the wtch
Mot her Bea shook her head. "No. | have no power in Dream and.”

"But you're a witch!"



"I am But so is the Lady of the Hill, and she does not want ne there.
Wre | to even set foot past the entrance to Dreanl and, the very walls would
call out, crying warning and chall enge. You, being nortals, can enter freely
and they will not speak. She will not know of your presence in the dreamworld
until she returns.”

"You nmean she isn't there?" Susannah said.

"That's right. She rides the Horse tonight, troubling sone poor
nortal's dream She will not return until the dawn."

"But aren't there nagic creatures in the Hill?" Susannah said. "Goblins
and gremins and -- "

"As |long as you are steadfast, what you neet in Dream and cannot hurt

you.

"What does that nmean?" said Danielle.

Mot her Bea's dark eyes seened to glow. "It neans that you nust not be
trapped in Dream and. Dreans are beautiful and potent. The dreanfolk will try

to entrance you to stay, to give up your own desires and to be satisfied with
dreans. You nust remmin strong. You nmust want to | eave them"

"W won't want to stay," Danny said. "Wio wants to dreamall the tinme?"

"Some people do," the witch said gravely.

"Which is the real world?" Susannah said. "Storyland? Dreanl and? O the
world we cane from -- the park, Allan Street, San Francisco?"

"A good question," said the witch. "All are real. But when folk from
the dreamworld Iive in your world, they becone ghosts. Wen nortals live in
the dreammworl d, they becone nmyths. Storyland is the only place where nortals,
dreanfol k, and their beasts and toys may neet and return to their own worlds."

"I's Dream and a part of Storyland?" Susannah asked.

"Al'l places are a part of Storyland."

"But if all places are a part of Storyland, then is our world a story?
Whose story?"

The witch sm | ed.

Danny said practically, "So there are people in the dreamnorlid. WII
they help us find N all?"

"They may. You may help them"

"WWhat about the dreans? WII they help us?"

"Hel p you! Hurt you! Awk!" said the wooden bird.

"They may do either,"” said the witch. "They may not notice you are
there."”

"WIIl we see then? You said they were ghosts."

"They are only ghosts in your world. They are the enpress's subjects,

t he i nhabitants of her kingdom They are numerous."”

Susannah frowned. "How will we know who to trust?" she asked.

"Awk! Use your brains!"

"Quiet," said Mther Bea. The command shivered through the house. The
bird bowed its head and was still.

"Maybe, " Susannah said, "maybe you could send sonmeone with us. To

hel p."

"No one can do nore than you can."

"W can't do magic."

"You don't need mmgic. You would not know how to use it."

A woman spoke. "G ve themiron."

Susannah and Dani elle both junped, and | ooked around to see who -- or
what -- was speaking. Mther Bea and Sarah | ooked up. Susannah | ooked up
too. All she saw was the ceiling. It was dusty. One corner even held a
spi der web.

"Do you think so, Anansi?" said Mdther Bea, in a tone of deep respect.
"Who's she tal king to?" Danielle whispered.

“lIron," said the invisible presence, "breaks illusion. Iron or stone."
Mot her Bea nodded. "Good advice, as al ways. Thank you, Anansi."
Dani el l e said, "Wo are you tal king to?"

Mot her Bea's papery face creased in a brief smle. "To Anansi, ny



friend and col |l eague. "

"Where is she? | don't see anyone."

"She is there." The witch pointed to the spiderweb.

Susannah licked her lips. Her nouth felt dry. "The spider? The spider
tal ks?"

A laugh floated fromthe corner. "As well as you, child." The spiderweb
qui vered. A large black spider sat in the middle of it. "You have net a door
that tal ks, why not a spider?"

Susannah said, "Are you -- are you a witch, too?"

"No," said the spider. Her voice was rich with anusenent. "I ama
famliar. And you waste time conversing with me. You have an errand to do in
the HII!"

Mot her Bea said, "Iron or stone will hold the dreanfol k off should they
try to stop you in your search. But you rmust have brought it with you. Wat do
you have in your pockets, Susannah?"

"Not hi ng, " Susannah said. She had enptied the pockets of her jeans
before going to bed. "But Danny has stuff!"

" Show ne. "

Danielle pulled everything out of her pockets and laid it on the table:
string, sand dollar, snail shell, a brown pebble, sone pine needles, the pen
cap, the pocket knife.... "It isn't much," she said.

"It will do." Mbdther Bea pushed the shell, sand dollar, and pen cap to

one side. She picked up the pebble, examined it, laid it dowm. Then she
pointed, first at the knife and then at the bits of string, and spoke. Her
words were |ike no | anguage that Susannah had ever heard before.

The room went dark. Susannah gasped, and grabbed Danny's hand.

The Iight cane back.

On the table, instead of a pocket knife and four pieces of string, was
a leather belt with a leather |oop hanging fromit. Inside the | oop was a
shi ny bl ue-bl aded axe. The bl ade was oddly shaped; it rem nded Susannah of a
bird' s head. "Oh," Susannah sai d. She was di sappoi nted. She had expected to

see a sword or a light saber, like in _Star Wars. _

Danny snatched it up. "Bitchin!" she said. "An ice axe. | want this."

"You may have it," Mdther Bea said. "The dreanfol k dislike iron and
will not approach it. It can be a weapon, but try not to use it. You go to the
Hill to rescue, not to hurt."

Danny picked up the belt and slid it into her jeans. "l understand,"”

she said. "Wat about Susannah?"
"l don't want an axe," Susannah sai d.

"You have to have sonething," Danny argued. "It isn't fair."

The bird on the handle of the witch's cane flapped its w ngs. "Send ne!
I have sharp eyes. I'Il find the human boy."

"You woul d be no help at all," Mther Bea said. "The enpress woul d see

you and freeze you to the canopy of her throne.™

Abashed, the bird stuck its head beneath one w ng.

From over head, Anansi said, "Danielle wears stone against her throat."

Mot her Bea | ooked at Danny. "My lucky stone,"” Danny said, putting a
hand to her neck. "I found it on the beach."

"Let nme see it."

Danny gat hered the thong in both hands and lifted it over her head.

Mot her Bea held the stone to the light. She turned it in her fingers.
She snmelled it. At last she touched it with the tip of her tongue. "Anansi,
what think you?" she said.

"It will do," said the spider. "lIt's a thing of earth; it's strong."

Mot her Bea turned to Danny. "Danielle, will you pernmit Susannah to take
your |ucky stone and wear it through Dreanl and?"

Danny scow ed.

Qui ckly Susannah said, "I don't need anything. Danny should keep the
stone. It's hers.”

Anansi said, "Danny has the axe."



Danielle s scom grew stronger; it made her eyebrows point down and her
lips twist. Her lower lip bulged out. "No!" she said. "It isn't fair for me to
have two things. You take it." But she did not |ook at Susannah as she said
it.

"You are sure," said the wtch.

“I'"'msure."

"CGood." Mot her Bea dangl ed the stone over the cauldron. Dipping the
stone into the pot, she spoke in that strange harsh | anguage. Then she lifted
her hand. "Take it," she said, extending the stone to Susannah

Susannah took it. It was dry as bone, and seened unchanged. "Wat'IlIl it
do?" she asked, putting it over her head.

“I't will help you gauge whomto trust," said the witch. "If you doubt
the notives or truthful ness of any you neet in the Hill, watch the stone. In
t he presence of fal sehood it will change color."

Susannah cl osed her hand around the stone. "Thank you."

"Are you ready to go?"

" Now?"

"Ri ght now," Mdther Bea said.

"I"'mready," said Danielle.

M. D was observing her fromhis perch on the table top. "You want to
cone with us, cat?" Susannah said softly. It had worked before in the
grassl ands. But the cat turned his head and pretended to be | ooking out the
wi ndow. Susannah made her spine stiff. It was too late to be scared.

"Ready," she said

"Sarah will guide you to the door into the Hill. There is only one way
into the Hill and one way out for nortal folk, and they are the same. The
dreanfol k serve their enpress; be careful to whom you reveal your errand! And
renenber, only your own desires can trap you. You rmust want to come back!"

* * * %

"That is the Hill," Sarah said

They stood at the edge of the forest. Behind themlay shadow. In front
of thema bright green strip of lawn lay bathed in sunlight. It was brighter
than the grass on a golf course. Susannah had never seen a color so bright. On
the other side of the | awn stood a bare humock, a snooth archi ng nmound of
earth. It was covered with a soft gray mst. As the girls foll owed Sarah onto
the grass, the mst seened to retreat fromthem

Sarah pointed to a blot of darkness on the mound. "That's the door."

Susannah squinted. It |looked Iike the entrance to a cave. "How big is
the HI1?" The H Il might be rmuch bigger than it | ooked. They could get |ost.

"It's big," Sarah said. "But tine works differently under the Hll. If
you keep to your errand, you can find your brother and be back in your world
bef ore the nmoon has set." She raised a hand. "I w sh you luck."

"I wish you could come with us," Susannah said.

Sarah shook her head. "I will watch you in the mrror."

"Hey." Danny joggl ed Susannah's arm

St al ki ng purposefully across the grass to themwas the big orange cat.

"You comng with us, M. D?" said Susannah when he reached them He
rubbed his head on her knee and purred. "Good."

"Why? What can he do? He's only a cat," said Danny.

"There's no such thing as 'only a cat.'" Susannah bent to rub M. D's

nose. "Cats are nmagic." | hope they are, she thought.
"CGood- bye," said Sarah. She wal ked toward the pines. The instant she
stepped off the lawn, the mi st began to advance fromthe Hll. Soon Susannah

could barely see the I awn or the mound or the trees behind her. Only the brown
top of the mound showed through the soupy nist.

Danielle stared at it. "I don't like this stuff," she grunbl ed.

"It's just fog, like at hone." But they both knew this fog was not hing
i ke San Francisco fog.

"Well," Danny said, "let's do it." Rubbing her arms, she marched toward
t he dark shadow on the mound. Bravely she poked a fist into the darkness.



"Ugh," she said. "It's just enpty."

There was no goi ng back

"Il go first," Danny said.

"No. | will," said Susannah. "He's my brother." They glared at each
other. At that nonent M. D, tail held high, slipped between them and padded
into the dark.

"Come on!" said Susannah. She held out a hand.

Danny grabbed it.

The entrance was so |ow that they had to duck their heads. A grown-up
woul d have had to bend double. One hand in front of her to feel for edges and

bunps, Susannah noved cautiously into the tunnel. It was so dark that she kept
squeezi ng her eyes shut just to see the pinwheeling colors formon her
eyel i ds.

Sonet hi ng warm and soft brushed her reaching hand. "Hello, magic cat,"
she said.

The tunnel made her voi ce sound spooky. "Were's the cat?" Danny asked.

"Right in front of ne."

"Cats are good in the dark," Danny said hopefully.

Susannah doubted that even a cat could see in this thick darkness, but
she wasn't sure. She shuffled forward a few steps. The tunnel roof lifted; she
could stand. The flat snooth floor was easy to walk on even in the dark. The
air smelled ol d.

Danny was grippi ng her hand very hard. "You okay?" Susannah asked.

"Yeah," Danny sai d. She sounded as if she was trying not to cough

"Let go of ny hand and hold on to ny waist. Then | can feel ahead with
bot h hands. "

"Ckay," Danny said. "Stand still." Susannah stood. Danny rel eased her
hand and grabbed one of her belt |oops. "How s that?"

"Better." Susannah wor ked her cranped hand until the bl ood tingled
through it. She reached out. The tunnel wall was gritty on her palnms. "I
wonder how long this lasts."

"Me too."

Danny's voice still sounded tight. She's scared, Susannah thought. How
cone |'mnot scared? | guess it's because |'ve read nore stories.

"It can't last too long," she said. "I'msure Mther Bea woul d have
told us. It's not so bad. | always thought caves were cold, but this is warm"

"Yeah," said Danny. "It's not so bad. Want to switch?"

"Ckay." They changed places. Danny got in front. Susannah tucked her
fingers into the stiff |eather of the enchanted belt. It was hard to nove
wi t hout bunpi ng into Danny or stepping on her heels. It didn't seemto matter
whet her her eyes were open or closed. She closed them experinmentally. Then she
opened them Stupid, you didn't close your eyes in an Adventure! |If you did,
somet hing cane from behind a rock and ate you

"Hey, " Danny said, stopping suddenly. "I see lights."

*Chapt er Seven*

Susannah peered around Danny's shoul der. "See?" Danny said. "They | ook

like Christmas lights.”

Susannah rubbed her eyes with the heels of her hands. "I don't see
anyt hing," she nuttered. She stared. She did see sonething: points of |ight
whi ch gl eamed orange and red and bl ue. She wondered if they were real. "Keep

goi ng. Maybe they'll disappear."”

"You think so?" Danny shuffled forward.

The sparkles did not vanish. They grew brighter. "I can see ny hands,"
Danny whi spered. "Ww, |ook at that!" They had reached the sparkles. Blue,
red, and anber jewels glittered in the rock walls of the tunnel. The walls
were not dark but swirling with colors. The colors' nanes -- sandy ocher and
carmne red and indigo -- rolled into Susannah's nmind as if she were readi ng
them of f her paint box. Pillars of rock, big as the trunks of trees, jutted
fromthe snooth rock fl oor



Spi kes hung fromthe ceiling. Stalactites, Susannah thought, or were
they stal agmtes? She could never renmenber. She brushed her fingers across the
mul ticolored rock. It was warm

"Now where's that cat?" Danny said.

Susannah turned in a circle. M. D had vani shed. Probably gone
exploring. "Don't worry about him" she said, remenbering how he had wandered
away fromher in the jungle and then turned up in the witch's house. "He'l
find us when he wants us."

"Look at that!" Danielle pointed to one twi sting strand of sapphires
i thedded in the rock wall above their heads. "It would make a bitchin
neckl ace."

"It's like looking at constellations. Renenber the field trip to the
pl anet ari un®"

"I wonder who built it." Danielle stroked the rock. A dreany |ook

entered her eyes. "You know, | bet | could clinmb this. |I could go up here --
and here -- and pry out one of those blue stones and take it honme for ny

nom" She slid her hand toward the ice axe. "I can use this. It's for ice, but
that's okay. It won't take long. You wait here." She slipped the axe fromits

| oop.

Susannah grabbed her wrist. "Danny, don't! You might fall and hurt
yoursel f1"

"I won't fall!" Dannys eyes blazed. "I never fall. | clinb all the tine
at Land's End and on the rocks at Corona Heights and |I've never fallen.”

"But this place is magic," Susannah said. "The walls night have a spel
on them"

"Huh. My axe is magic. It can protect nme." Danielle ran her hand over
the rock as if she were |looking for a place to start.

No, Susannah thought desperately, this is wong. | know it. "Danny,
don't," she said. "W're in a hurry, renenber? W have to find Niall and | eave
bef ore the Dreankeeper cones back. And that axe isn't for clinbing, it's for
chasi ng away dream people if they try to stop us."

Danny's scow twi sted her eyebrows. She stared at the tunnel wall a
nmonent. Then she nmuttered, "Yeah. Yeah, okay." Turning, she glared over her
shoul der. "Well, cone on. You want to find Niall? Don't just stand there!"

Fooey, Susannah wanted to say, don't boss me around! This is _ny_
Adventure. But she foll owed. They went deeper into the painted tunnel. The
jewels burned like flames in their niches. The upthrusting rocks |ooked Iike
bi zarre ani mal heads.

Dani el l e put her hands on her hips. "Hello!" she called. There was no
response. She turned in a circle. "You know, this place is beautiful but it's
really boring." She craned her neck to stare at the toothy rocks.

One spi ke hung al most | ow enough to touch. A blue jewel glowed at its
tip. "I'"mgonna get that," Danny said. Sliding her axe fromits |oop, she
crouched and junped, batting at the jewel with the axe head. The jewel sprang
fromthe rock and bounced off the nulticolored floor

Kneel i ng, Danny scooped it into her palm "Yeow" She shook it from her

hand. It rolled a little ways and stopped, still shining. "It burns." She
licked her fingertips and blew on them
"You okay?"

"Yeah." Danny stared at her feet. "Now where did it go?" But the jewel
had di sappeared into a crack. She rose. "That thing was hot."

"Like the walls."

They continued wal ki ng. Suddenly Danny, in front, junped back. "Ugh!"

"What is it?"

"I't looks like -- [|ike bones."

"What! Let me see." Susannah stepped forward.

Directly across their path, a human skeleton lay on the col orful stone
fl oor.

The skin on Susannah's neck and arms prickled with chill. Piles of dark
pebbl es lay all around the bones. The skeleton's left armrested tidily beside



the ribs on one side. The right reached above the doned white skull, al nost
touching the wall. The jaw grinned. The wi de nouth had no teeth. The bones | ay
neatly, as if the person had died while asleep. The colors of the floor shone
t hrough the arched rib bones.

"You think it's real?" Danny whi spered.

"l don't know," Susannah said. She knelt.

"Susannah, don't touch it, it's gross!"

"I won't," Susannah said. "I just want to |ook." She | eaned forward. "
don't think it's gross."

This cl ose she could see the bones were yellow, not white Iike
Hal | oneen skel etons were. She bent cl oser. The |lucky stone banged her on the
chest. She closed a hand around it. Then, on inpulse, she drewit over her
head and held it near the bones.

Not hi ng happened.

Maybe it isn't working, she thought. It's supposed to change color if
the bones aren't real

Maybe it is working.

Daniell e said, "How come there are pebbles all over the place?"

"I don't know." Susannah picked one up

Faintly, like a flashlight bulb that was al nost dead, it began to gl ow
bl ue. "Look!" Susannah held it out to Danny. "It's like the jewels."

Danny stared at it. She prodded it with a finger "lIs it hot?"

“It's warm™"

"Cl ose your hand." Susannah closed her fist around the jewel. It grew
warm Warmer. Hot! Opening her fingers, Susannah let it roll fromher palm It
fell to the floor. The blue glow faded, faded.... In a nmonent she could not
tell it fromthe other pebbles on the floor.

Danielle said, "There are no jewels in the wall around the bones."
Susannah gl anced upward. It was true. "He nust have taken them out of the wall
to take home." She frowned. "But why did he stay here? Wiy didn't he | eave?"

"I don't know," Susannah said. "Maybe he tried to clinb, and fell."

Dani el | e stuck her chin out. "Huh." She stared at the bones and then
stretching, took a big step over them "Come on." She held out a hand. "Let's
go."

They kept wal ki ng. The tunnel was still beautiful but the presence of
t he bones made Susannah wonder what night be hidden in it. The jewel patterns
seened to shift confusingly. The warm air was stagnant and mnusty.

Suddenl y Susannah felt a delicious cool breeze on her cheeks. Sniffing,
she followed it to an archway in the rock. "Danny!"

"Yo!"

"Let's go this way." Susannah pointed at the archway.

"Ckay, " Danny said. Shoul ders touching, they wal ked through the arch
into a huge, white cavern.

The walls were white. The ceiling, which dripped with spikes |ike giant
icicles, was white. The floor was white and hard and covered with tal
pillars. Danielle pointed wordlessly to a pillar shaped |like a tree. It had a
trunk and branches and pale white | eaves. But the | eaves did not nove in the
breeze, nor did the branches. Everything was quiet and very still.

"Niall was in a white place."

"Yes. And that _bruja, that witch, wore white. | think we're here."

They wal ked between two of the frozen trees. Suddenly, soundlessly, a
worman glided across their path. Susannah squeaked.

"Ssh!" said Danielle. The woman turned her head and smiled. She wore a
long white skirt, a ruffled white blouse, and a white hat with a feather on
it. Her face, hair and eyes were pale as quartz.

"That's not the witch," Danny said.

"She must be a dream person,” Susannah said. "I wonder why this place
has no colors." She | ooked at Danny's brown skin and black hair. "W sure
stand out. Everyone can see us. It's going to be hard to find Niall w thout
everyone here knowing it."



"That lady didn't seemto care about us," Danny said. "She just went
wher ever she was goi ng. Maybe they can't see us. Maybe we're invisible."

"She smiled at us."

"Ch, yeah."

A second dream person drifted in front of them He wore a |ong robe
with big square sleeves, and a tall hat. He carried a cane. He sketched a bow
at the two girls and drifted on. His eyes were enpty, like glass.

Slowm y the dreanfol k emerged. People of all kinds, in different
costumes, strolled about the cavern. Animals roamed anpbng them equally
silent: cats and horses and dogs. A big pale snake slithered past them
Dani el l e junped, and clutched Susannah's arm A great w nged horse trotted
t hrough the cave. A man as tall as a house stal ked near them He did not | ook
at them or even appear to know that they were there.

"Paul Bunyan," Susannah sai d.

"Abi yoyo," Danny suggested. Shapes of fantasy -- lions, dwarfs, giant
birds, a dog with three heads -- filled the icebound cave. "This place is
_freaky. "

Bright as a snmall sun, an orange cat marched from between two pillars
and began to wash his face.

"M. D" Susannah ran forward to greet the cat. "Ch, M. D." Kneeling,
she stroked him He Iicked her hand and went back to smoothing his whiskers.
"M. D, have you seen Niall?"

"Greetings," said a soft voice behind them "Are you | ooking for
someone? Perhaps | may help."

The children turned.

A man stood watching them He |ooked |ike someone out of a story. He
wore an icy dazzle of silk. H's face was white. H s powdered hair was tied
with silver ribbons. There were silver rings on his pale hands. He was even
wearing, at his left side, a sword. Hi s eyes were no color. They ren nded
Susannah of the Dreankeeper's eyes.

M. D stopped washing his face. He curled his tail around his paws,

di anond eyes alert.

"Wl cone to the Hill of Dreans,
visitors fromthe nortal world."

He had a wonderful voice. It sounded as if he were singing, not
speaking. It rem nded Susannah of Mother Bea's voice. He seened nore solid
than the other pale folk who floated waith-Iike through the cave.

the man said. "Seldom are we host to

If he was not a dream person, he night be human. "Hi ," Susannah said.
"Uh, greetings."
He smiled at her. "You are new conme to the Hill, | think. | have not

seen you before."

"W just got here."

Danny' s el bow whacked Susannah's side, hard. She was staring at the
man, her chin jutting out. "Hey!" Susannah said.

"Don't talk to him" Danielle sounded angry.

"Wy not ?"

"I don't like him | don't trust him He feels wong."

"I was trying to be polite," Susannah said. Did he feel wong? She
wasn't sure. No one else had talked to them She let her hand creep up to the
stone. She wondered how to use it. She couldn't just walk up to soneone and
say, _"Excuse ne, but | need to know if you're human." _

The man watched them smiling. "May | know your nanes, nortal s?"

Susannah started to answer, but Danny interrupted her. "Wo are you?"

"I have many nanes," he said. "But you may call me Uien."

"1'm Susannah," said Susannah. "This is Danielle."

"Lovely nanes. Susannah. Danielle." Uien nade both names sound I|ike
somet hing magical. "Tell ne, how may | hel p you? For whom do you search? Do
you seek a drean?"

"No, " Susannah said. "A boy."

"Any boy? O one particul ar boy?"



Danny's fists were clenched. She said, "Susannah, stop talking to him™"

"But he might know -- " Susannah began

"l don't care what he knows. | don't think he's human. | think he's a
dream person and | don't trust him"

Urien smled. Susannah gazed at him | think he's human, she thought

stubbornly. But she wasn't sure. Should she just go up to himand touch him
with the stone? Surreptitiously she cupped it in her hand and pointed it in
his direction. "W're |ooking for a human boy, not a dream boy," she said.

Urien shook his head. "No child fromthe nortal world Iives here. This
is Dream and. " A soft murrmur arose at his back. " _Dream and, Dreaml and, yes_.
The dreanfol k had gat hered behind himto stare at them

"He is here," Susannah said. "W saw him"

Urien's nusical voice was doubtful. "How could you see into the HII,
little nortal ?"

"In -- " Susannah stopped. She had been about to answer, in Mbther
Bea's magic mirror. But if Uien were a dream person it m ght not be a good
idea to tell himthat. "Never mnd. W did. Do you mnd if we |ook for hin"

As she said it, Susannah glanced at the stone.

It had changed! It was no longer gray. Instead, it had turned a
shifting, cloudy white.

"Look away. But you will find only dreans in this place. Qur enpress,
alas, is gone fromhonme. Wre she here | would | ead you to her. You could tel
her what you seek. She is very wi se, and nothing happens in the dreamorld
that she does not see. You should stay until she returns.” He bowed and gli ded
away.

Susannah thought mserably. He wal ks |ike a dream person. Mitely she
hel d the stone out to show Danielle.

Danny stood with one hand on the butt of the ice axe. Her mouth was
grim "You told himtoo nuch," she said.

Susannah's stomach ached. "Maybe it won't nmatter."

"I hope not! Next time, you use that nagic the witch gave us right
away! " She put her hands on her hips. "Ckay, let's find Niall. The

_estupido_!'" She frowned. "Were do we start to look? This is a big place.”
"I don't know," Susannah said.
"Why don't you know? You're supposed to know about stories. | don't.
What if the witch comes back and finds us here?"
"I don't know "

"What if we find Niall and he doesn't want to come back?"

Susannah shivered. "Don't say that!"

She tried to tell herself that nothing bad happened to people in
Adventures. But she was no |onger sure of that. Her eyes prickled, and her
chest hurt. She imagi ned hersel f going back home -- somehow -- and telling
Mot her and Daddy that Niall was in Dreaml and. W went to the park and junped
t hrough the nmoon. They woul d think she was just telling a story! They woul d be
angry. They would call her crazy, and |l ock her up. They would call the police
to look for Niall. When he didn't cone back they would think that he was dead.

VWhat if she never got hone? Maybe the stories were wong. Maybe the
adventurers didn't always get out of Storyland..

"Hey!" Danielle said. She put both hands on Susannah's shoul ders. Her

fingers were strong and warm "Susannah, I'msorry | yelled at you. Please
don't cry. I'msorry."

Susannah swal | owed. "But what if -- "

"Don't," Danielle said. "lI'mstupid, too." She touched Susannah's

cheek. "Conme on. Let's walk." She put her armthrough Susannah's and pul | ed.
Susannah sniffed back her tears.

"Where are we goi ng?"

"To that big icicle.” Danny pointed to a massive spi ke which hung from
the ceiling. "W can start there, and walk outward in a big circle." She drew
a spiral with one finger in the air.

"You think this is the only cave under the H Il ?" Susannah said. "I bet



there are nore. Hundreds."

"Maybe there are nore. But we have to start somewhere." Danny was
stern. "Come on. W have to try." She wal ked toward the big icicle. A tiger
with long curving fangs strolled frombetween two ice trees. They stopped and
waited for it to | eave their path.

"Psst!"

The girls junped apart. Susannah turned to | ook behind them

No one was there.

Danny said, "I heard sonmething. | know |l did."

"Me too."

"Psst! Down here!"

They | ooked down.

A boy -- not Nall -- was crouching by the base of one of the
tree-like pillars.

*Chapt er Ei ght*

He was pale, pale as one of the dreanfolk, but his eyes were a bright,
bright blue. They glittered as the jewels in the painted tunnel had glittered.

He beckoned with both hands. Susannah started to kneel. Danny grabbed
her arm "Who are you?" she said.

"Not so loud." The boy nmade shushing notions. "They'll hear."

But none of the dreanfol k even | ooked in their direction. Danny
rel eased Susannah's arm The boy wore a fancy costune of pale satin and | ace.
The cl ot hes hung awkwardly on him

"You're fromoutside, aren't you,'
aren't faded."

"Who are you?" Danny repeated.

"I''mFrancis."

"Are you from outside?" Susannah asked.

he whi spered. "You must be. You

"I was." dancing nervously about, he straightened up. He was taller
than Susannah. "l've been here a long tinme. Wien |I came | thought | was
following my nother. But it was the Dreankeeper, wal king in the nmoonlight. She
called to nme -- " he shook his head. "She was so beautiful. How did you cone

her e?"

"W followed ny brother," Susannah said. "He rode the Silver Horse
t hr ough the noon."

Franci s nodded. "The Horse was gone, | know. But it came back a while
ago. "

Danny said, "But it was tonight."

The bl ue-eyed boy shrugged. "Perhaps it was. There's no day or night
under the HIl, only a shifting of the twilight. And dreamtine is different
fromthe tine outside."”

Danny said suspiciously, "You claimyou aren't a dream You | ook |ike
them™

"l know. " Francis's voice was nournful. He held out his arns
theatrically and stared at them "Sonetinmes | wonder if | am wong. Sonetines
| think that | ama dream the dreamof a little boy named Francis Mirray who
went | ooking for his dead nother one cool May evening." H's voice grew

singsong as if he were reciting a poem "I have lingered too long in this
enchanted world. | have becone a dream a shadow of the child | was, a ghost
of the man | woul d have been." He held his hands in front of him They were
shaki ng. "Look, | have no nore color than a ghost!"

He doesn't talk like a kid, Susannah thought. He tal ks like a grown-up
She squinted. It seened to her that there were two people standing by the ice
tree: a pale boy dressed in satin and lace and a tall man with blue eyes and
red hair.

"Susannah! " Danny said. "Use the stone.”

Qui ckly Susannah grabbed the | ucky stone. She pressed it agai nst
Francis's outstretched arm

Not hi ng happened. It did not change. "Wat is that?" Francis said.



"It's magic," Danny answered. "A witch gave it to us. If you had been a
dream person, it would have changed color."

Franci s's blue eyes blazed. "You have nagic?"

Susannah was enbarrassed. "Not exactly."

"OfF course you have magic! WIIl you take nme with you when you | eave?"
He caught her hand. "Christ! To |leave this place, to see grass and trees, to
hear birds and snell a newnmwn field and feel the night wind on ny face --

He stopped. His face twisted as if he were going to cry. "I amsorry," he
whi spered. "1 have dreamed of this for so long -- "

Danny said, "I bet dream people don't dream™

Susannah asked, "Have you tried to | eave? Do they stop you?"

"I tried to leave once. It's hard to find the way. | got as far as the
pai nted tunnel, but the colors hurt nmy eyes. And there are the harpies -- " He

bit his Iip. "Perhaps | have been too long in the dreamworl d, and cannot
leave. In the real world | would be a ghost."

"What are harpi es?" Susannah asked. But Francis did not hear her.

"Stop tal king about ghosts!" Danny said inpatiently. She closed strong
fingers around Francis's forearm Her hand was very dark against his pale
skin. "Can you feel that?"

"Yes."

"Then you're not a ghost. If you were a ghost ny fingers would go
t hrough you. Ghosts aren't solid."

"But what if | am a ghost outside?"

"Even if you are," Danny said, "wouldn't you rather be a ghost outside
than a prisoner here? You don't belong here.”

Franci s rubbed his face with the side of his hand. "Yes. You are right.
But |1've been here so long. | don't renenber the world beyond the Hill.
Everything will have changed. My father nust be dead by now. Perhaps you know
of hin? Thomas Murray of county Kinross. He's an under-sheriff.”

Susannah | ooked at Danielle, who shrugged. "We're from San Franci sco, "
Susannah said. "My father drives a bus."

"A bus?" Francis frowned. "I don't know what that is.

"Ww " said Danny. "You've been here a long tine."

How | ong? Susannah wondered. A hundred years? Mre?

Danny said, "You really want to | eave?"

Franci s squared his shoul ders. "Yes. | do."

"Then we'll help you. W can | ead you through the painted tunnel." She
| ooked at Susannah. "Ri ght?" Susannah nodded. "But you have to help us find
Ni all, Susannah's brother. This is Susannah."

"Hell 0," Susannah said. Francis put his right hand over his heart and
bowed. She curtseyed.

“I'"'m Danny. Now, you said you'd seen the Silver Horse cone back from
out side awhil e ago. Was there a small boy riding hin®"

"l did not see one," Francis said. "But that does not nmean there was no
boy. What does he |l ook like, this boy?"

"This tall." Susannah held her hand pal m down to show how tall Ni al
was. "His eyes are blue, like yours but not so bright. Hs hair's yellow, and
it curls. And his ears stick out fromhis head." She pushed her own ears
forward to show how Niall's ears jutted through his hair. "He was wearing his
paj amas with the horses on them"

"Pa-ja-mas," repeated Francis. "Wat's that?"

"Clothes to wear to sleep.”

"A nightshirt?"

"Sort of. Wth pictures of horses' heads on it. Blue."

Francis waved a hand at the white walls. H's voice grew singsong.
"After atime in the dreamworld all things fade."

Susannah shivered. She imagi ned herself and Danny hunting through the
cracks and crannies of the icy cavern, looking for a little boy grown pale as
the walls. But Niall had not been _that_long in the dreamworl d. Neither she
nor Danielle had faded -- had they? She stared with terror at Danielle's



gl ossy bl ack curls.

"What's the matter with you?" Danny said.

No, they hadn't faded, not one bit. Angry at herself for permtting
Francis to scare her, Susannah said, "Nothing. | was thinking about Niall. I'm
sure we can find him"

"All _right_!'" said Danielle.

Francis flushed. It brought real color to his pale cheeks and nmade him
| ook less |like a dream person. "You have spirit," he said. "Were have you
| ooked for N all?"

"W were going to start at that big icicle,” said Danny.

A dark shadow glided over them A horrible, harsh voice screaned.
Franci s ducked. Shrilly he cried, "The harpies! Run! Hide!" He scranbled for
the shelter of a crevice.

Susannah | ooked up

Three huge birds with | eathery wi ngs and human faces soared overhead.

Bl ood dripped fromtheir nouths through dagger-1like fangs. Their edged cl aws
reached for her. They stank, of old shoes and dead things and roons that had
been opened once and never again.

Susannah crawled to the wall. The harpies' w ngs flapped, sending the
heavy snell toward her. They croaked at her derisively. Go away! Susannah
wanted to call to them This isn't _your_ story.

But maybe it wasn't her story either. Shivering, she remenbered the
bones in the painted tunnel. Had the harpies killed hinf There were stories in
whi ch the hero was killed and the nonster won.

What if this were one of then?

The harpi es gnashed their jaws together. Their w ngs beat. They hovered
nearer. Susannah hid her head under her arns.

"Go away!" said an angry voice. "CGet out! Go!"

Susannah |ifted her head from her arns.

Daniell e knelt at her feet. She was holding the ice axe in both hands.
Its bird head pointed toward them The bl ade was burning. "Get out!" she said,
and stood. Susannah coul d see her | egs shaking.

The niddl e harpy screaned. Her foul breath eddi ed around them Susannah
al nrost choked. It tasted of burning tires. There were tears on Danny's cheeks,
but she stayed on her feet, holding the burning ice axe out. The harpies
screanmed, and circled, but they canme no cl oser

At last, with slow beats of their ponderous w ngs, they soared away.

Susannah waited. And waited. Her el bow stung. She had skinned it. The
harpi es did not cone back. Finally she stood. Her knees were shaking. "Danny.
That was wonderful ." Her voice came out a croak

Danny still held the ice axe in both hands. The bl ade had stopped
burning. "It worked," Danny said. "I didn't think it would." She lifted the
axe. "Did you see it? It was on firel" She sagged against the wall. "Ch, wow.

| was scared."”

"Yeah." Susannah gazed across the cavern. Wuld the harpi es conme back
now? Her stomach hurt to think about them "You were really brave."

"I didn't know what else to do." Danielle slid the axe into its | oop
"If I hadn't had this -- | wonder what they would have done to us."

"Eaten us!" said Francis, levering hinmself out of the crack in which he
had hi dden.

"What ?"

"Yes." Francis nodded. "They eat humans. They are terrible." He bowed
to Danny. "You were brave, |ady. You saved us."

Danny shook her head. "The axe saved us."

"What if they find my brother?" Susannah said. "He's only a little boy.
W1l they eat hin®"

"They might if they could,” Francis said. "But the Silver Horse brought
hi m here; he is under the Dream ady's protection. She'll be kind to himunti
he wearies her."

Hi s voice was bitter. Danielle said, "She was nice to you once, huh?"



Franci s nodded. "God, what a freaky place this is. W better find Niall and
get out of here. | don't think I want any nore adventures."

Susannah rubbed her arnms. She was cold. The shadow ess |ight hurt her
eyes and made her squint. Her el bow stung. "How did they find us?" she asked.

"They snelled you," Francis said. "You snell warm"

"Ch yeah?" Danny said. "How conme they don't eat you?"

"I don't snmell warm" Francis said sadly. "l've been here too long. |
snel |l |ike one of the dreanfol k."

"Ch." She gazed across the cavern. "I thought maybe that man sent
them™

"What man?"

"He had a sword. He spoke to us just before we met you. Urien."

"Urien! You net hinP" Francis frowned. "He is dangerous. He is the
Dream ady's consort. Mst of the dreanfol k have no life, save what she gives
them But Urien noves and speaks on his own."

"Can he call the harpies?" Susannah asked.

"l don't know. "

"WIIl he stop us fromgetting to Niall?"

"He may try. O he may | augh and not care. The dreanfolk are very
fickle." He beckoned. "Cone."

"Where?" said Danielle.

Francis put a finger across his lips. "W'll speak with the magician.
He's not one of the dreanfolk. He lives in a tree, and he knows everything
that happens in the dreamworld -- maybe everything that happens everywhere.
He will know where your brother is."

Susannah's heart thunped. "WII he tell us?"

"I'f he won't, no one else can."

Danny grew defiant. "If he won't, we'll look. W'll find N al
our sel ves!"

Quietly they crept across the vast white cavern. Susannah bl ew on her
hands. It seened to her that the air was grow ng col der. She wondered what
that meant. Francis led themon a twi sting, turning path. The dreanfolk
wat ched them smiling vague smles, but no one spoke to themor tried to stop
or delay them

Just when Susannah was sure he was lost, he halted by a huge ice tree.
It was colorless, but if it had not been, Susannah thought, it would have been

a redwood. Its trunk was big as a small house, and it went up and up until its
branches di sappeared into the cavern's roof.
Dani el | e knocked on the trunk, _thunk. It was a solid sound. "I

t hought you said this tree was holl ow," she said.

"I never said that," Francis answered.

"You said the magician lived in the tree!"

"He does. You are standing too close to see him Step back."

Both girls stepped back. "I don't see anything," Danielle conplained.
"I see a big tree, just bark and | eaves and -- oh wow " Her fingers gripped
Susannah's forearm "Susannah, |ook."

A face was gazing at themout of the tree trunk

It was a man's face. Squinting, Susannah put a hand up, shadi ng her
eyes. At first she thought the eyes, nose, mouth and bushy beard were a
pattern in the seem ngly transparent bark, but then she saw that the face
connected to a neck, the neck to shoulders and chest.... Qut of the tree, the
man would be a giant. He filled the trunk. Hs feet were planted agai nst the
icy floor of the cave; his arns were branches lifted to the icicles. Susannah
could not tell where the tree stopped and the man began

Dani el | e whi spered, "Does he ever come out?"

"No. He's been here a long tinme. The Dream ady put himhere, it's said.
Once he was the nost powerful wi zard in the world, but he grew old and tired.
Mostly he sl eeps and dreanms. When he isn't sleeping, he watches." Francis put
hi s mout h agai nst the bark. "Magician, wake!"

A deep whisper flowed fromthe tree. "I am awake, Francis. Good day."



He had a green voice, Susannah deci ded. Sone voices came in colors. Her
not her's voice was pale blue. Danielle's was red. Celie's was a bright, hot
purpl e. She stepped back farther. The wizard's skin was gnarled like tree
bark. Hi s long hair and beard seemed to be part of the tree. His eyes were
hal f open. They gleaned a pale green -- |ike new uncurling | eaves --
beneath his drooping lids.

| could draw him Susannah thought. She clenched her fists. She wanted
her paint box and brush and paper so badly that she felt _squeezed. _

"CGood day, Susannah. Good day, Danielle," the green voice said.

Danny gasped. "He knows our nanes!"

"I told you," Francis said. "He knows everything. Mgician, there is a
little boy here, come fromthe world outside. He has yellow hair and bl ue
eyes. He canme riding the Silver Horse. Hs sister and her friend desire to
rescue him Can you see hin®"

Susannah hel d her breath.

"I see him" the magician said. "He sits dreanming at the foot of the
enpress's throne. An orange cat is with him"

"M. D" exclained Danielle. She grinned. "Well. | guess he is a magic
cat."

Susannah |l et her breath out. Stepping forward, she pressed her palm
agai nst the pale bark. It was _warm _ "Thank you," she said to the magician

"You are wel come, Susannah," said the green voice.

"W better get noving," Danny sai d. She hugged herself. "It's getting
colder in here. Were's the enpress's what - he-sai d?"

"Throne," Francis said. He pointed across the cavern. "See that big
icicle?" It was the one they had noticed. "They call it the Sword. The
Dr eamkeeper's throne sits beneath it."

"Geat. Let's go."

"Wait. Please." Francis turned back to the tree. "Magician, | am going
with themto the outside world. Wsh nme godspeed.”

"I do, Francis." The magician sighed. The pale | eaves rustled. "I am
sorry you must go. It has been pleasant to hear a young voi ce now and agai n,
over the years."

"Magi ci an --
be a ghost ?"

The wi zard | aughed. The tree branches swayed. The green eyes opened
wi der. "No, Francis, you will not be a ghost. But you will not be a little
boy, either."

"I amglad," Francis said. H s voice seened to have gotten strangely
deep. "Thank you. Magician."

Questions bubbled in Susannah's head. _Are you real? Do you really know
everyt hing? How cone you can't get out of Dreaml and?_ The giant's eyes were
cl osing. _Wen you sl eep, what do you drean? Are you dream ng this? Are you
dream ng ME?_

The giant's eyes were shut. A nurnur -- his breathing -- filled the
cavern.

Francis stopped. "Magician, if | leave the HIIl, wll |

* * * %

Slowy the three children nade their way across the cavern to the Dreamnl ady's
throne. Danielle and Susannah were shivering. Francis, despite his flinsy
clothes, did not seemcold. "Hurry," he nmuttered. "We rmust hurry." He kept
| ooki ng behind him

The throne was huge. A long flight of steep steps approached it. The
Sword hung over it, its tip needl e-sharp. The throne gleaned, It was big
enough for a giant to sit on. It looked as if it had been carved froma bl ock
of ice.

Danny shaded her face with her hands. "I don't see him" Then she
yell ed. "There he is!"

Susannah peeked through her fingers. She saw a bl ob of orange. "M. D"
she shout ed.

She ran to him



The big cat switched his tail. He | ooked fat and tough and pleased with
hinsel f. "You smarty," Susannah said. "Were's Nall?"
"Meow," said the cat. He bounded up the steps, tail waving like a kite

string. Four, five, six -- on the seventh step he halted.

On the step above himsat a little boy in blue pajanas.

"Niall!" Susannah holl ered. Leaping to the eighth step, she knelt
besi de her brother. "Niall, cone on!"

Ni al | | ooked at her with wi de, vacant eyes as if he had never seen her
before. Politely, like a child neeting a stranger, he backed away from her,

ducked his head shyly, and smil ed.
*Chapt er N ne*

"He doesn't know you," Francis called. "He's been enchanted. There's a
spell on him He doesn't recognize you."

Susannah | ooked into Niall's eyes. They were dead as the painted eyes
of the broken dolls. "N all!"

Danny | eaped up the steps. Francis foll owed her. "What's w ong?"

Susannah said, "He doesn't know who | aml" Her nose itched. Crying
won't hel p! she told herself. She rubbed it vigorously.

Danny scow ed. "That's silly. He's playing. Niall, we're going hone."
She reached to grab him

"So," said a lazy voice, "you have found the boy you were searching
for! GGeetings again, nortals.” It was Uien. He smled at themfromthe
| owest step. His el egant silks seened to glimer, "Susannah, Danielle, Francis
-- " he purred their nanes. Francis noaned. "And Niall. Wo rode the Silver
Horse into the H Il and stayed to dream|ovely dreans."

"Niall," Danny said, "you better conme with us."

Ni al | | ooked at her wi thout recognition

"It seens he does not want to go with you, Danielle.” Urien sniled. H's
left hand gripped the hilt of his sword. "A pity. You cane all the way from
the far world to find him But your journey need not be in vain. Perhaps you
should stay with us too." He | ooked at Susannah, and his smle grew. "There
are many fine adventures in Dreanl and.”

Susannah shook her head. "W can't stay. W have to go honme. My not her
and father will worry." She turned urgently to Niall. "Niall, we have to go
back to Allan Street. Mther and Daddy are waiting for us. Don't you want to
play in the park and eat fried chicken and chocol ate cake and ride on Daddy's
bus?"

Menory struggled with magic in Niall's vacant eyes. "Bus?"

"Yes! Remenber the red and yell ow bus that Daddy drives? | made you a
picture of it. Remenber the park on Allan Street, with the swings and the
slide? Renenber M. D? Look, he's right here. He came with us to find you."

The cat's tail |ashed. "Renmenber tacos and ice cream and going to the beach?
Remenber Celie and Juanito?"
"Quiet!" Urien called. "Dreanfol k, assenble! | command you!"

"Remenber the street fair? You were a cl own. Mther played the
t anbouri ne. "

"Mother," Niall said. He rubbed his eyes. The blank | ook had left them
"Susannah?" He | ooked around. "Susannah, |I'mcold."

He was whi ni ng. Susannah didn't care. He knew her! G abbing him she
pul I ed himcl ose, hugging himhard. He did not struggle fromher. "N all,
we' re goi ng hore. "

"Hurry," Francis said, "oh, hurry. They're watching us!" Bel ow t hem
Urien stood, hand on his sword, his pale face stern. Behind himthe dreanfol k
were gat hering. They glided | anguorously across the icy floor, barely
i nterested, but there.

Susannah took N all's hand. "Cone on, N all. Let's go. Danny?"

"Yeah," Danielle said, "I'mhere."

"Franci s? W' re going down the steps _now. _

"Yes," Francis whispered. "Yes, we nust." He stood beside her. Danny



noved to stand beside Niall. "The door is there.
cavern.

Susannah stepped down a step. Another step. Another. Six. Five. Four
Three. Two. They reached the last step. "Stop," Uien said.

He drew his sword. Around, behind him the dreanfolk drifted. "Stop
You cannot pass."

He pointed across the

It was colder. A wind blew through the HiIl. Susannah shivered. She
made her voice strong. "You can't keep us if we don't want to stay."

"Who told you that?" said Uien. His smle was cruel. "It's wong. W
can keep you. Feel. It is growing colder. Soon it will grow very cold. You
will sleep. Wien you wake you will have forgotten what you cane to do,
forgotten the world outside, forgotten all thoughts of leaving. You will no
| onger be cold. Don't struggle. Why not choose to stay? You will not be

unhappy. No one is unhappy in the dreamnorld."

It was very cold. Danielle was shivering. Niall's teeth were
chattering. Susannah felt as if her feet were frozen to the floor. Wat, she
t hought dazedly, if Urien spoke truth; what if they could not |eave?

But they had to | eave. They had to.

"Danny, " she said.

"VWha -- " Danny | ooked sl owy around.

"Your ice axe. Take it out!"

"Un?" Danny's hands noved to her belt. She seemed to snap awake. "OCh,
yeah! "

"Franci s!" Susannah nade her voice crackle, |like M. Gonzal ez did when
he was serious about being listened to. "Hold Niall's hand!"

Francis extended his left hand to Niall. He was trenbling. "They'l
stop us," he said.

"They won't. Niall, squeeze ny hand. Danny, you ready?"

"Ready!" Holding the ice axe in both hands, Danny lifted it and pointed
it at Uien.

He raised his sword.

Li ght gathered on the edge of Danny's axe. It sprang at Uien. A w nd
how ed around their ears. M. D stalked forward, tail |ashing. He was swollen
to twice his normal size. The dreanfol k nmuttered. Danny swung the bl azing axe
at Urien. The swordsman slid back. She swung again. He backed away from her
She | eaped at him

"Yaaah!" Danny yelled. She swung the axe at Uien's sword. It struck.
The sword shivered -- and cracked, into a thousand shards of ice. They fel
to the cavern's floor. Danny's feet crunched on the icy bits.

Susannah cheered. "Wy to go!"

"Nyaa nyaa, |'Il break you too!" Danny jeered at Urien. "They can't
stop us now Francis! \Were's that door?" Francis, freed, burst forward
t hrough the crowd of dreanfol k. Danny foll owed, brandi shing the burning axe.
They brushed Urien aside. Susannah ran after her, dragging N all by the hand.

They were al nbst to the door when great gobbling laughter filled their
ears. Huge w nged shadows swooped over them

Francis cried out. "The harpies!" Falling to his knees, he covered his
head with his arnmns.

"CGo!" Danny shouted, gesturing at the archway to the painted tunnel
“I'"l'l hold themoff." She stepped away fromthe door and pointed the axe at
t he har pi es.

Susannah pushed N all through the archway. The terrible snell made her
want to throw up. Danny held the ice axe in both hands. It burned and burned.
The frustrated harpi es screaned at her and flexed their talons.

"Francis, cone on!" Susannah yell ed.

"I can't," he sobbed, "I can't."
"Craw !'"
He started to crawm -- in the wong direction! He was craw i ng back

into the cavern.
"No," Susannah shouted, "this way!" He did not seemto hear her. The



smal | est harpy giggled: a hideous sound. She began to sink slowy toward him

"Dam!" Susannah whirled on Niall. "You stay there, you understand!"

W de- eyed, he nodded. Crouching like a runner, Susannah counted to herself:
one, two, three, go! Charging past Danny, she lunged at Francis, pulled him
up, and shoved him at the archway. "This way. Mve!"

He stunbl ed forward. The hovering harpy stooped. Susannah felt a
tearing pain across her back. Sobbing, she half fell. Danny grabbed her
pul i ng. Susannah forced her legs to work. Her back hurt. Warnth eddi ed about
them "We made it!" Danny yelled. Then her voice grew soft. "Susannah, are you
all right? Your back -- " her breath hissed.

"I's it bl eeding?" Susannah said. Her back felt hot and cold all at
once. Her |egs shook. She leaned on the wall. Behind her N all was crying.

"It's bleeding," Danny said behind her. "It |ooks pretty gross, but
it's just one scratch, not very deep. You need a new shirt, though. N all
shut up! You aren't hurt, Susannah is."

Susannah strai ghtened. "I'm okay," she said. She made herself take a
few steps. It wasn't so bad.
Francis was standing very still with a hand over his eyes.

"Francis, what's the matter?" Danny said.

“I't hurts,"” he said. "The colors. So many colors."

"Keep your eyes shut," Danny said. "I'Il |lead you."

He groped forward with one hand. "Susannah," he said hoarsely, "thank
you. You saved ne."

Susannah did not know what to say. She felt enbarrassed. "It's okay,"
she said. "No big deal ."

The trip through the painted tunnel seened much shorter than it had
been the first time. Niall wanted to stop to watch the jewels flicker on the
wal I s, but Susannah wouldn't let him He whined constantly; she had to cl ench
her fingers into fists to keep fromsnmacking him Her back stung. Danny | ed
Francis by the wist. M. D strolled ahead of them tail sweeping fromside to
side. When they | ooked at him he newed.

"Cone, N all," Susannah coaxed. "W have to catch M. D."

They left the painted tunnel. In the lightless passage Francis, sighing
with relief, opened his eyes. Niall started to sniffle. He was afraid of the
dar k.

"You baby, N all," Danny funed.

"He just wants to be carried," Susannah said. Her |egs ached and her
el bow stung and her back hurt. The bl eedi ng had stopped, but her shirt was
sticking to her back. If she bent too nuch it felt as if her skin was tearing
of f.

Francis said, "I can help. Let me. Niall, come walk with me up front.
W will be the vanguard, see?" Hi s voice floated back through the tunnel
"This is a pleasant gane, isn't it? You are a big boy. How old are you now?
Six. Six is old. Too big to cry."

Suddenly a shaft of light touched the rocks at their feet.

"Momrmy!" Niall said. Sliding fromFrancis's arms, he ran toward the
light. Wth a sigh of relief and resentnent, Susannah started to follow him
Stupid brat, she thought. He hadn't said thank you, not once.

Sliding forward, she bunped into Francis. "Go on," she said.

"I"'mafraid,” he whispered. "What if the magician was wong? Wat if |
am a ghost in the far world?"

"Too late!" Danny said. "You can't go back." Grabbing his wist, she
yanked. They popped from darkness into the thin evening sunlight.

"Grass," whispered Francis, "trees, birds, sunshine -- " He closed his
eyes and stretched out his arms. Mst coiled around his | egs. The sunlight
pl ayed across his face. Susannah's heart gave a pani cked thunp. She thought,
What if he is a ghost? She inmagi ned himfading or cracking into bits. But he
did not fade, and he did not grow brittle and crack. He sinply stood there, a
tall red-haired boy on a twilit |lawn, wearing funny cl ot hes.

A voi ce called. "Susannah! Danny! Over here!"



The children turned. Sarah stood at the forest's edge. The trees | ooned
behind her. It's wonderful to see shadows, Susannah thought. "Hurry," Sarah
called. "It's al nbpst sundown!"

Wasn't there sonme reason, Susannah thought, why we had to conme back
bef ore ni ght?

She reached for N all's hand.

The nmist swirled between them A cold wi nd blew across her path.
Shivering, Susannah turned in a circle. The m st swept across her eyes. She
couldn't see. She yelled. "Niall! Danny!"

" Susannah! "
"Children," sang a sweet voice, "where are you goi ng?"
It was the Dreaml ady. She smiled. She was beautiful, just as beautiful

as she had looked in the mirror. Her hair was snowy. She wore a high
glittering crown. The m st wapped around her |egs and shoul ders and feet. She
seened to be floating in it. Behind her the Silver Horse reared and pranced,
arched neck graceful, red eyes aflanme. The strength drained from Susannah's
tired legs. The mist -- it was very soft, like a pillow -- held her inits
arms. Cently it pushed her back fromthe forest.

The Dreaml ady stretched out her arms. "Susannah," she crooned, "stay.
You need not be in such a hurry to leave ny Hill. Here are all the stories you
have ever wanted. You | ove adventure: | have Adventures aplenty in the
dreamnorl d. You will never growtoo old to play with them They will be yours,
yours alone. Niall will not disturb them You will never have to go to school
or go to the store, or watch your baby brother. There are no baby brothers in
the HlIl. You will be the baby, the darling. Stay and dream Susannah. Stay."

| must go home, Susannah thought. But she did not nove. The m st had
blotted Niall and Danny and Francis from sight. She was al one with the Lady.
The mist felt warm It pushed her at the Hll. She yielded to it one step, and
stopped. Adventures were fun, but you could not have adventures all the tine.
Wul d there be a way for her to paint, in the dreamnorl d? It had no col ors.
Dreanms woul d not stay solid | ong enough for her to paint; she had tried. It
woul d not be fun to be alone under the Hill wthout her parents, w thout
Danielle, without the streetcars and the park and the skyscrapers. She woul d
even nmiss Niall, alittle...

She stuck her chin out. "I don't want to stay," she said firmy. "
want to go home."

The mist uncurled itself fromher feet. She could nove.

The Dreaml ady was speaking. "Conme with me, Danielle. Here in my Hll is
the life you want. You will clinb the nountains of dream taller than Rainier
taller than Chomol ungma. There will not be anything you cannot do."

"Danny!" Susannah yelled. "Don't listen to her!" She wondered if
Daniell e could hear her. "Danny, don't go with her, please!"

Danielle's voice cane clearly through the mist. "No. | want to go
hore. "

The Dreaml ady held out her arms. Her voice grew sweeter, softer, nore
seductive. "Niall, stay with me. | want a little boy to play with, to hug and
hold. You will not have to go to school. No one will nake you go to bed, or
take a bath. Susannah will not be there. There will be no new baby in the
house. You will ride the Silver Horse whenever you like. He waits for you!"

"Horse?" N all said

The Silver Horse neighed. The Dream ady smiled. Nunbly Susannah
wonder ed how she woul d explain to her nother where Niall was.... He would go.
It was too hard for a six-year-old to resist that call.

"Mow!" M. D came |leaping through the mst with tiger grace

Ni al | pushed his lower lip out, the way he did when Mdither tried to
coax himinto doing sonmething he didn't want to do. "No!" he said. "Don't want
to. It's cold!"

"Cat-cat," whispered the Dreaml ady, "will _you_cone with ne to the
Dr eanm and?"

M. D stared at her contenptuously. Growing softly, he switched his



tiger tail.

Ri sing, the Dreanmlady let her arns fall. She | aughed. "So none of you
will stay with me. | have lost three children and a cat. And what of Francis,
little Frank? Shall you depart the dreamworld, Francis Miurray, now that you
are little no longer? Mich time has passed outside since you followed a white

lady into the Hill. The world you go to is neither dreamworld nor the far
worl d. You may not like it."

"No, Lady." Francis' voice was deep and firm "I will stay in Dreanl and
no | onger. The world has changed, but so have |I." The m st blew back fromhim

He was tall, broad-shoul dered; a young man with red hair and green eyes; a
grown-up. Wth steady strides he crossed the green grass to Niall and lifted
the little boy in his arns.

"CGo then," said the Dream ady. Her laugh rang like bells. "But think of
me, children, when the moonlight shines and you wake, troubled, fromsleep
Think of ne in the bright day when your dreans desert you and the clanor of
the world crowds your m nd. Think of me. Renenber the H Il of Dreans!" M st
| eaped about her |ike gray flame. Then she was gone.

The setting sun spread across the green. The travel ers stretched,
| ooki ng about themw th wi de eyes.

A slim gray-clad girl was waving to themfromthe other side of the

*Chapter Ten*

"Sarah!" shouted Danielle. She | oped across the | awn.

Francis set Niall on his feet again. H s blue eyes were dreany.
Kneel i ng, he brushed the grass with his pal ns.

Niall started to follow Danny. Susannah grabbed him wi ncing as her
shirt pulled at the skin on her back. "Stupid brat," she said. "I'm not going
to |l ose you again. You walk with ne." She marched hi mtoward Sarah, one hand
| ocked tightly in the collar of his pajama top. It's over, she thought; our
Adventure's over. But she did not feel sad. They had done it: they had rescued
Niall fromthe Hll. Mre than Niall.... She glanced at Francis. He was
staring at the trees, his head tipped back. He | ooked wholly Iike a grown-up
She wondered what it would be like to turn froma kid into a grown-up in one
second.

Sarah's smile was spread across her whole face. "I saw you in the
mrror when you cane out to the lawn. Mdther Bea sent me to neet you. | was
terrified when the Dreankeeper appeared! | heard everything she said to you. |
tried to call you but the mist blew ny words away. But you were so courageous,
so strong!" She beamed at them "This is Niall? Hello, Niall."

Ni al | | eaned agai nst Susannah and runbl ed.

"And who is the tall man who cane through the door with you?"

"His nane's Francis,"” Danny said. "He was a little boy in the HII."
Francis saw them | ooki ng at him Crossing the grass, he canme to stand beside
them "This is Sarah. She's learning to be a witch."

The two of them gazed at each other for a | ong nonent. Francis said,
"Good day, lady. | have never nmet a student witch before."

Sarah smiled. "Were you truly a child in the HII?"

"I was. And despite the Dream ady's words to ne, this world does not
seemto have changed much. Only | have."

"But this is not the world you left," Sarah said.

"I's it not? But | see grass and the sun and a pine forest, and a pretty
worman in a dove-gray gown."

Sarah's cheeks flushed red. "Nevertheless it is not the world you left.
That was the human world. This world is Storyland." Her gentle voice grew
severe. "And you should not say such things to an apprentice witch."

"I beg pardon," Francis said. He bowed. "Shall | now be turned into a
toad? | hope not. | amjust growing accustomed to this form | was taught to
be truthful. | have not unlearned it in the dreamworld.”

A gust of wind rushed through the pine trees. N all whined, "Susannah



I"mcold."
"Don't whine," Susannah said. But the sunlight was al nbst gone. Niall's
paj amas were thin.
"Come," Sarah said, "we'll go to the house.'

She turned to lead themto
it.

Ni al | dragged his feet. "Susannah, carry ne."

"No," Susannah said wearily, "I can't, Nall. My back hurts."

Sarah heard. "Wy does your back pain you?" she asked.

"The harpi es scratched her," Danny said.

Franci s added softly, "She was very brave. She saved ny life."

"Let me see." Susannah turned her back so that Sarah could look at it.

"Ah. Here." A wonderful cool ness spread across Susannah's back. "Is that
better?"

Susannah swung her arnms. She worked her shoulders. It did not hurt.
"Thank you."

* * * %

The witch's house was welcoming in the gray twilight. Light streaned fromthe
front wi ndows. The front door opened by itself as they reached it. "Wll, cone
inl" Francis junped. "Thought you'd never get here. Took you | ong enough!"

Sar ah ushered theminto the roomw th the caul dron. Mther Bea stood
beside it, leaning on her cane. She smled at them "So," she said, "the
adventurers are back."

Ni all stared at her. H's mouth grew round. Susannah patted his
shoul der. "Say hello," she pronpted.

He whi spered it. "Hello."

"Wl come to ny house, Niall. I am Mother Bea. Are you still cold? You
may step closer to the fire to get warm"

"Meow " said M. D. He junped to the table top. Tail erect, head cocked
at its haughtiest angle, he advanced upon the wtch.

"Good evening, cousin. | know what you want." Mbther Bea pointed a bony
finger. A saucer floated through the air and | anded on the table. There was
mlk init. Purring, the cat crouched. H s tongue flicked the nilk.

"Sit!" said the wtch.

Susannah sank thankfully into the blue arnchair. Danielle sat in the
red one. Niall clinmbed into Susannah's | ap

"And who," said the witch, "is the stranger with you?"

Francis was still standing in the doorway. At the witch's question, he
bowed. "Francis Murray is ny name, madam | am -- | _was_ -- a child of
the far world. | was el even when |I followed the Dreankeeper into the H Il
t hi nki ng she was ny dead nother returned to ne. And now -- " he held out his
arms -- "howold aml|? | cannot tell."

Mot her Bea nodded. "Two hundred years have passed since you entered
Dream and, Francis Murray. Your home is gone, your famly scattered.™

He swal | owed. The freckles stood out on his cheeks. "Two hundred years.
That is a long tine." He passed a hand across his face. "The world nust be
much changed. WIIl it have a place in it for ne?"

"No," said the witch gently. "Too nuch time has passed. It is too
late.”

"Perhaps | should return to the dreamnorl d. ™

"You cannot. That door will not admt you."

"Then where may | go?" he asked.

Mot her Bea | ooked at hima | ong noment. "You may stay here.”

Sarah started. She fiddled with the folds of her gown. Francis | ooked
at her. A snmile flickered across his face. "It seens a pleasant haven," he
said. "Were and what is it?"

"It is as Sarah told you: it is Storyland. It is larger than this small
corner woul d suggest. There are places in it not unlike the world you left. |
think you will contrive to be content."

"I will try to do so," Francis said. He | ooked at Sarah

"Sarah," Mdther Bea said, "show Francis where he is to sleep.”



"Yes, Mdther Bea. WII you follow ne, then?" she said to the red-haired
man. The two of themwent into the hall. Danielle nade a face and nouthed a
silent word. It |ooked, Susannah thought, |ike 'nushy.’

A chuckle floated fromthe corner of the ceiling. Anansi said, "You
shall have to call an inp to watch your fire for you, sister."”

"For a little while," said Mdther Bea. She | ooked at the children. "And
now, what shall we do with you three? In your world the full noon rides | ow
over the sea. It's time for you to be gone. Danielle, put the ice axe on the
table."”

"Must | ?" Danny said.

"Yes."

Rel uctantly, Danny rose fromthe chair, took off the belt, and laid it
and the ice axe on top of the table. Mther Bea pointed at the axe and belt
and spoke. The room darkened. Susannah tightened her arns around N all

H s head slipped agai nst her shoul der. Softly, he snored.

The light returned. A pocket knife and four prosaic, dirty pieces of
string lay on the table. Picking themup, Danny pushed theminto her pocket.
Susannah found the thong of the lucky stone and pulled it over her head.

"Here," she said to Danielle, "it's yours. You take it."

Danny cl osed her fingers around it. Susannah gl anced at Mbther Bea,
wondering if there was sonmething that had to be done to nmake the stone stop
being magic. Mother Bea did not seemto notice. It had hel ped a | ot, Susannah
t hought, to have the magic things with them In the painted tunnel she had --

she had -- what had she done? She felt bits and pieces of the adventure
slipping fromher nenory.

"But it just happened!" she cried. "I don't want to forget it!"

"What ?" Danny | ooked at her oddly.

Mot her Bea said, "You will not forget what you need to renmenber,
Susannah. "

The magi ci an, Susannah thought, | must renenber the nagician, and this

house. And the tal king door. And the skeleton in the painted tunnel

"Stand up," Mther Bea said to her. "Let me have your shirt." Carefully
-- she did not want to wake him -- Susannah slid N all to the seat of the
chair. She pulled her shirt over her head. A rip gaped fromthe left shoul der
across to the bottom edge of the right side hem She renenbered the stench of
the harpies, and their terrible laughter. She shuddered.

"Gve it to ne."

Susannah gave her shirt to the witch. Holding it by one of the sleeves,
Mot her Bea slowy dipped it in the cauldron. Susannah stared as it canme out of
the pot. It was dry. The witch held it out to her. She took it. It was whol e,
with no sign of where the rip had been. She put it on. The fabric seened
t hi cker, softer.

"Now, " Mt her Bea said, "we nust wal k. The gate through which you
entered Storyland is still open. | will close it behind you when you | eave.
There will be no nore adventurers in Storyland tonight!"

Dani el | e yawned, and knuckl ed her eyes. Curled in the chair, Nial
yawned and nunbled in his sleep. Susannah yawned. "Are we going far?" she
asked. "Niall's very tired." She wi shed they did not have to | eave at once. It
woul d be neat to sleep one night in a witch's house.

She gazed around the room not wanting to forget a thing. That pitcher
was the djinn's |anp. That transparent dangly thing was the skin of a worm
whose nanme she couldn't renenber.

"Susannah's tired, too," comented the spider

Suddenly Francis and Sarah entered the room Francis lifted Niall from
the chair. Susannah blinked at him "I thought you were staying here."

"I am But | will go with you as far as the gate." He smled at her, a
grown-up snile. Susannah felt shy of him

Ni al | wound his arms around Francis's neck. "Daddy," he nurnured.

"Here | cone," said the spider. The spider web shivered. Then the
spi der descended fromthe corner, dropping at the end of a fragile silver



thread. She | anded on Mdther Bea's collar. The witch reeled the thread in.
Susannah coul d not see what happened to it. She could barely see the spider
bl ack agai nst the black of Mdther Bea's cl ot hes.

"Let us go," said the wtch.

The front door opened without anyone touching it.

Danny giggled. "I wi sh our door could do that." They stepped onto the
porch. Susannah felt for Danny's hand. She was not scared, exactly -- but
the pine trees outside the house were very tall, and it was dark

The door closed. "Good-bye," it said.

" Good- bye, " the children said.

"Until we neet again," the door said. It had a nouth now, and two eyes.
One of the eyes closed in a |l ong wi nk. Susannah grinned.

Wal king toward the trees, Mdther Bea held her staff out. The eyes of
t he wooden bird on the head began to glow. The Iight showed a path covered
wi th pine needles. The pine needl es were slippery; Susannah gripped Danny's
hand. The broken dolls were here somewhere, she thought. But they woul dn't
bot her Mt her Bea; Susannah was sure of that.

She felt a warmtail stroke her knee. "Hello, cat,
shivering. "Hey. You col d?"

"Yeah. Aren't you?"

"No. "

"W are alnost there,"” Anansi said.

A cricket called, _chuckahchuckahchuckahchuck! A wind rattled the
sentinel pines. Then, suddenly, they were out of the woods. Ahead of them
stretched a dark plain. The sky was brilliant with a mllion stars.

"Where are we?" Danny said.

"In the grasslands,"” said the witch. "This is where Susannah | anded
when she junped through the nmoon." She pointed with the staff. "There is the
tree you sl ept beneath, Susannah. We nust go to it. Can you see it?"

Susannah squi nted. "No."

Francis said softly, "Were is the noon?"

"Behind us," said Mother Bea. "It is hidden by the trees. Soon it wll
set. The light on the horizon is the light of the rising sun."

What |ight? Susannah thought. She squinted at the horizon. Crickets
called, and then a bird, and another and another.... Overhead the stars
bur ned.

She saw -- not light -- a lessening of the darkness.

They wal ked t hrough the tall grass. The light grew. Susannah gazed
ahead. There was sonething on the horizon: she supposed it was the tree. The
stars seened di mrer and snaller. Soon they would be gone. M. Gonzal ez had
said they didn't really go anywhere, you just couldn't see them because the
sunlight was so bright, like a flashlight in a sunny room

Maybe magic is like that, Susannah thought. Maybe it's al ways present,
but hard to see unless you knew where to find it.

"What's that?" Danielle said. "Look out! It's a bear!"

"Murgatroyd!" Susannah said. "lIt's all right. It's friendly. It knows
" She ran forward toward the big brown beast. "Hello, Mg."

The bear blinked. "Hello. Ah. Hello. Onh, it's you. You're back." It
yawned. "Did you find the girl? O was it a boy -- "

"I found him" Susannah said. "I found ny friend Danny too, in the
woods. We found Mother Bea |ike Al oysius said, and then we went into the Hil
and found Niall and Francis, and we left. W're going hone."

"Ch," said the bear. It rocked back and forth. "Are all these people
going with you?"

"No. Mother Bea and Sarah and Francis are staying here. But Danny and
Niall and | are going back. And M. D, of course.”

The bear's deep voice was plaintive. "Mist you | eave?"

"Yes."

"l suppose you won't cone back."

"Probably not."

she said. Danny was

ne.



The bear nodded. "I thought you wouldn't." It |ooked very sad. It
dropped to all fours. Susannah reached to stroke its soft nuzzle.

"I wish you wouldn't look like that," she said.

"What's the matter with hi n?" Danny asked, coming up to Susannah's

el bow.

"He's a grown-up teddy bear and he's sad because nobody here will play
with him The el ephants don't like to play and the nonkey -- the gibbon, |
mean -- is really snotty."

"How do you know t hi s?"

"I told you. I net himwhen | woke up. He carried ne to the jungle. W

ate bananas."

"Yeah?" Danny wal ked respectfully around the bear. "He's really big,
you know. "

Ni al | woke suddenly fromhis sleep. He gazed at the bear and chuckl ed.
Wiggling fromFrancis's grip, he ran across the grass to Miurgatroyd and
reached fearlessly to pat the bear's fur. "Hello, bear."

"Hello," said Murgatroyd. "Are you a boy or a girl?"

“"I'mNall."
"Ah. Ah. My nanme is Mig."
Susannah felt a stab of jealous anger. "Niall, |eave the bear alone,"

she said. "W have to go to the tree."

Ni al | ignored her. She | ooked at Modther Bea for help.

Danny said thoughtfully, "I bet he could come with us. | bet Mther Bea
could magic him He could live in the zoo with the other bears.”

"Maybe, " Susannah said, watching N all stroke Miurgatroyd's button nose.
"Mt her Bea, could you turn Murgatroyd into a real bear?"

Mot her Bea said, "Mirgatroyd, would you want to be a real bear?"

"Ah. Ah. Ah. | don't think so. |I've never been a real bear. | don't
have any claws. They wouldn't |ike ne very nuch.”

"I like you!" said N all

Susannah scowl ed and kicked the grass. It was true: real bears would
probably not be kind to a transformed teddy bear

"I guess it wasn't a good idea," Danny said. "But there must be
somet hi ng we can do."

Ni all said, "You can conme live with me. Mug. I'Il play with you."

"Niall, don't be silly." Susannah was angry. _She_ had net Miug first.
"Where woul d you keep hinP"

"I'n the bathroom™

"Mt her won't let you keep a bear in the bathroom stupid!"

Anansi said sonething swift and soft. Susannah watched Niall. He was
trying to clinb on the bear's back. Mirgatroyd was smling. Briefly Susannah
wondered if Mdther would I et them keep a bear in the bathroom

No. Definitely not.

Dani el | e whi spered, "It's too bad he can't come with us. He isn't
havi ng any fun here."

"Murgatroyd," Mbdther Bea said, "how would you like to be a toy bear?"

"What ?" the bear said.

"You don't wish to be a real bear. Shall | turn you into a toy again?
If you say yes, | will send you into the far world with the children."

"Yeah!" N all pummel ed the bear's soft side. "Cone be nmy toy."

"Hey, " Susannah sai d.

"What is it?" asked Danielle.

Susannah | ooked at the ground. "It isn't fair."

"What's not fair?"

Susannah stuck her hands into her pockets. It was silly to feel bad
because Niall had nade friends with Mirgatroyd. Wat would she do with a teddy
bear? She was too old to play with toys. "Nothing. Never mind."

"Susannah," said the spider, "you need not be angry with Niall. You too
are taking sonething out of Storyland."

"What ?"



"You are wearing it."

Susannah touched her shirt. "It's just an old shirt," she nuttered.

The spider sounded anused. "Nothing in Storyland is just an anything.
Though your shirt is fromyour world, it was dipped in Mdther Bea's caul dron
It carries a bit of magic with it."

"You nmean it will be magic when | get hone?"

"My lucky stone too?" said Danielle.

"I have said it," answered the spider enigmatically. Susannah frowned.
Did that nean yes or no?

Ni al | was |ooking at her the way he | ooked at Mt her when he really
want ed somet hi ng. Susannah beckoned to him Docilely he slid from Miurgatroyd's
back and cane to her.

"Niall," she said, "if Miug comes with us, will you prom se always to be
kind to himand to | ove him cross your heart and hope to die?"
Ni all crossed his heart. "I promise," he said. "Can | have hinP"

"I'f he wants to cone." She | ooked at Murgatroyd. The bear was wearing
its most nmournful expression. "Miurgatroyd, would you like to come to our world
and be a toy bear again?"

The bear rocked back and forth. Its brow furrowed. It bit its paws. It
was t hi nki ng.

"Yes."
"CGood," said Mother Bea. She twi ddled her fingers in the air, and said
something in magic. For a nmonent not hi ng happened. Then -- Susannah gasped

-- Mirgatroyd began to dwi ndle. He grew snaller and smaller

Then there was only a small brown bear sitting stiffly in the grass.
Niall darted forward and picked it up. "Hello, Mig," he said, cradling the
bear in his arns.

“"Children, it's tinme for you to |l eave," said Mdther Bea. "Hold hands."
Susannah clasped Niall's right hand with her left. Danny reached for her right
hand. "Now, wal k toward the tree."

They wal ked. M. D marched in front of them The tree grew |arger and
larger. Beyond it the rising sun blazed into their eyes.

They stepped into the shadow of the tree.

"Good- bye! " Sarah call ed.

"Good-bye! " yelled Francis. "Sweet dreaning!"

"CGood- bye, " Susannah and Danny cal |l ed together. Tree and grass and
shadow and sun whirl ed around them Susannah tightened her grip on Niall's
hand. Her feet left the ground. She, Danny, N all and the cat were flying --

or were they falling -- through a brilliant blue light. Susannah's stomach
bounced. I _won't_ be sick, she thought; people are never sick in stories,
never!

The brightness turned black. N all yelled. Susannah tried to call to
him to reassure him but the air rushing past them blew her words away. She
drew a deep breath and holl ered.

"Hold on!"

*Chapt er El even*
They | anded in the park.
Lyi ng on her back, Susannah breathed deeply and waited for the world to

stop spinning. Fog -- not enchanted m st, but noist, tangy San Franci sco fog
-- drifted over trees and benches and nade hal os around the street lights.
She turned her head. Niall lay with his head resting on his arnms, a brown

teddy bear tucked to his chest. He snored. She turned the other way. Danielle
was sitting cross-1egged on the grass.

The girls gazed at each other. "Well, we're home," Danielle said. She
began to pick grass stenms fromher hair and clothing. "Ugh, |I'mwet."

"Me too," said Susannah. She heard a famliar sound. She sat up.
"Listen!" The red and yellow streetcar slid fromthe mouth of the tunnel and
slithered down the street beside the park. Susannah grinned with relief. The
streetcar | ooked and sounded the same as al ways. The park was the sane; so was



the street, and the silent, vigilant houses. She had been afraid that while
they were absent fromit their world had changed, the way Francis's world had
changed.

But it had not.

"Merow." M. D stood just out of reach. His tail waved gently. H s eyes
wer e huge.

"Hell o, cat." Susannah said. Stretching her arnms to the sky, she
yawned. Her eyes felt scratchy. The cat stared at her. Leaning forward, she
stared at him | guess he thinks it's time we were in bed.

Suddenly she wanted nothing nore than the warnth of her own bed and
wel | -known snells and shadows of her room

She bent over Niall. "Niall," she whispered, "wake up." She had to say
it several tines before he opened his eyes. He blinked, staring at her and at
the dark, enpty park wth bew | dernent.

"Susannah? | want to go hone."

"W're going hone," Susannah said. "W're alnost there. We're in the

park. Stand up, N all. You have to wal k."

Ni al | stood. He cradled the brown bear in his arns. Susannah put a hand
on the back of his pajama top. It was soaked. A breeze blew He shivered. "I'm
cold,"” he said.

"1 know. "

“"I"'mcold too, Niall," Danny said. She stood. Susannah | ooked for the
noon but it had fallen behind the hills.

"You think anyone will be l|ooking for us?" Danny sounded nervous.

"No." Susannah tried to sound nore certain than she was. "They don't,
in stories.”

They crossed the streetcar tracks. Mst of the houses on Allan Street
were dark. One or two had lights gl eam ng behind their wi ndow shades, as if,
Susannah thought, the houses had known that someone was going to be out late
that night.

Maybe t he houses had known.

"You know, " Danny said, "we can't ever tell anyone about this. They'd
think we were sick."

Susannah nodded. "Bizarro."

"W should do that thing that people do in stories when they pronise
not to tell stuff.”

"They swear an oath."

"Yeah. Can we do it?"

"I think so." It was true; they should do sonething.

"How do we do it?"

"Hol d hands," Susannah said. Danny gripped her fingers. "Say after ne:
| promise not to tell anyone about ny adventure in Storyland."

Danielle repeated it. N all, yawning, staggered agai nst Susannah's | eg.
H s eyes were shut.

She put a hand out to steady him "Hey. Don't fall."

He grunted. "I think he's asleep,” Danny said. She shivered.

"You better go." Susannah squinted at the dark wi ndows of Danielle's
house. "How will you get into your house?"

"Cinb," said Danny. She grinned. Her teeth and eyes glittered. "I left
t he back door open. 1'll clinb the fence and go up the back stairs." She
opened her arms w de. They hugged. Danny patted Niall lightly on the head.
"Good night, Niall," she said. "See you tonorrow. "

"I think it is tonmorrow," Susannah said. She watched Danny cross the
street catty corner and lope to her house. Danielle halted to wave. Then
silent and fluid as a shadow, she went up and over the fence.

"Merow" said M. Dinpatiently. He lashed his tail

"Ckay, okay, we're coming." Susannah foll owed the cat al ong the
si dewal k. No one seened awake on Allan Street. They reached the house.
Susannah dragged the half asleep Niall up the steps. She tried to steer him
around the creaky places. M. D waited on the top step. H's fur was fluffed.



Susannah reached for the doorknob
It was hard to turn.
She pushed. The door opened. M. D scooted inside. Susannah gui ded

Niall in. The hall was wonderfully warm and it snelled of the spaghetti
Mot her had nade for dinner. They slipped by the big bedroom Susannah's heart
pounded.

Niall fell into bed. It's easy for him Susannah thought, he's already

weari ng paj amas. She tugged at her tennis shoes and socks. It was really a
hassle to take off all her clothes. But she made herself undress and put her
cl ot hes away. The sheets were cool. She wiggled into them wiggling her toes
to find the end of the bed. She felt a thunp.

"Hello, M. D."

The big cat circled and fol ded hinsel f agai nst her feet.

"I't was a neat Adventure, wasn't it?"

Purr.

"l bet cats have adventures all the tine."

Purr.

"I want to renmenber it. | renenber the broken dolls -- and the
magician in the tree -- and the Lady -- and Francis. | wonder what will
happen to Francis -- " She rubbed her tired eyes. Patterns whirled behind her

eyelids. They remi nded her of the jewels in the painted tunnel
* * * %
It was norning.

"Where is everybody?" The voice was her father's. He was yelling from
t he kitchen. Susannah opened her eyes. Ugh. They felt as if she had rubbed
sand into them The sun blazed in through the eastern w ndow, spreading |ight
like butter on the yellow walls. Susannah sniffed. Yum She snelled eggs,
bacon, and oni ons.

Niall was still asleep. Susannah propped herself on one el bow and
stared at him frowning. She had dreamed a conplicated dream He had been in
it. So had Danielle.

Foot st eps pounded in the hall. The bedroom door opened; her father cane
in. His hair stood up on his head in curls. It did that especially in the
nmorni ng. "Hey," he said, |eaning over her, "what's with you kids this
nor ni ng?"

Susannah yawned. "I'm sl eepy," she said with dignity.

“"I"l1l say you are." He was a brown man: his skin was brown fromthe
sun, his hair was brown, his eyes were brown. "You plan to spend the rest of
the day in bed? Better not. 1'll eat all the onions. No onions for Suzy, no
onions for Niall." Singing, he left the room He even had a brown voice.
Susannah stretched her legs, trying to find the warmhollow that M. D
sonetines left behind him There it was. She let her toes bask in it for a
nonent .

It had been, she thought, a wonderful dream The details had faded, but
she renenbered a bright full nmoon and a cave with icicles hanging fromthe
ceiling. She wondered if she could rmake a picture of it. Her stomach fizzed,
telling her that _it_ was hungry even if she wasn't. Slowy she got out of bed
and dressed. She had to fish under the bed for her tennis shoes. They were
wet, which was odd, and they were covered with grass stens, which was really
odd because she had not gone to the park the day before -- had she?

Daddy was singing in the kitchen: a real song, not a made-up song.
Susannah tied her shoelaces. Niall was out of it: his eyes were shut, and his
arnms were wrapped protectively around his teddy bear. Susannah frowned. Since
when did Niall have a teddy bear? But there it was. It had bl ack button eyes
and its name was Miug, short for Mirgatroyd. Hunching her shoul ders, she stared
at it.

"Susannah," her father yelled, "I _wll_ eat the onions if you don't
get up!”

"I"'mup!" Rising, she went to the bathroomto wash her face and hands
and conb her hair.



There were eggs and toast and butter and mlk on the table in the
ki tchen. Mbdther was pouring coffee. She was wearing one of her dresses that
was all one color. Daddy called themher tents. This one was bl ue.

"Good norning, Susie-pooh," she said. Her hair was undone; it fel
around her face like a yellow curtain. "Did you sleep well?"

"Ckay." Susannah went to kiss her. The nound of her belly poked out of
the tent. Susannah touched it. Yesterday the baby had kicked. Was it --
David or Corinna -- inpatient to come out? Maybe it was.

She patted the baby under the nmound. Then she slid into her chair. Her
father grinned at her. "You're a little somanbulist this nmorning," he said.
It was a gane he played with her, to use a word she didn't know and | et her
try to figure out what it meant. But this norning she didn't feel I|ike
pl ayi ng. She drank her mlk, very slowy; then she ate her bacon and eggs. She
pi cked the onions out and pushed themto the side of the plate. They were her
favorite bits, so she liked to eat them | ast.

Daddy told a story about soneone on the bus last night. Usually
Susannah listened to her father's stories. Today she could not seemto pay
attention. Suddenly he tapped the table in front of her. "Susannah, you sick
or sonet hi ng?"

"No," Susannah said, swallow ng a nouthful of onions. "I was thinking
about a dream"

Mot her said, "What kind of drean®"

Susannah shrugged. "Just a dream™

"It nust have been nore than just a dream" Mther said. "Was it a
pl easant dreanf"

Daddy put his fork down hard on his plate, _bang._ "Bonnie, let the kid
keep her dreans to herself."

"I thought she might want to talk about it," Mdther said calmy. "She
could learn to direct her dreans.”

"So she could do what with then?" Daddy said. He was getting that
special look on his face. Mdther called it "argument node." Mdther was | ooki ng
st ubborn. Susannah took her plate and glass to the sink and ran water over
t hem

"Susannah, you didn't eat your toast."

"I don't want it," Susannah said. Her stomach had stopped fizzing.
"Niall can have it."

"I bet Renbrandt ate all his toast when he was a little boy," Daddy
sai d. Renbrandt, Susannah knew, was a painter

"And | bet Van Gogh didn't," Mother answered.

A door banged down the hall. Susannah | eaned on the refrigerator. N al
shuffled into the kitchen. He was carrying the teddy bear under one arm He
clinmbed into his chair. Mther put eggs on his plate.

"Good norning," Daddy said.

Ni al | squinted and nunbl ed.

"Did you have good dreans |ast night, N all?" Mther asked.

Ni al | nodded. "Went to Storyland," he said.

"That's nice," said Mother. "Did you deci de what to name your birthday
bear ?"

Susannah scowl ed. You have to name your toys, Mther had said, or else
they run away to the Land of Runaway Toys. Yes.

Then why did that question seemso wong to her?

Mot her had been tal king about the toy Celie had given Niall for his
birthday. But Celie had gotten Niall a horse -- a silver horse -- _the_
Silver Horse -- for his birthday. Not a bear

Susannah's heart was pounding so hard that she alnost missed Niall's
answer .

"H's nane is Murgatroyd."

Daddy chuckl ed. "That's a jawbreaker. Were'd you get that nane?"

"In Storyland,"” N all said. He sucked his teeth and held out his plate
to Mother. "Mre eggs.”



"Niall, don't make that noise with your teeth," Mther said, "it's
di sgusting." She put nore eggs on his plate. "Eat your toast."

"Ckay. "

"When you want sonet hi ng, say pl ease."

Susannah put her pal m agai nst the smooth cool surface of the
refrigerator. Had everyone forgotten the Silver Horse but her? WAs she crazy?
Si cko? She cl osed her eyes. She could see it clearly, standing on the purple
toy chest in the noonlight, glittering...

_Wham Whanl _ Someone knocked on the front door

"I wonder who that is," Mdther said. "Susannah, would you see?"

Susannah went to the front door. She was too short to use the peephol e,
so she had to yell through the door. "Wo is it?"

"I't's me. Danny."

Susannah opened the door. Danny stood in the doorway. "Susannah, who is
it?" Mther call ed.

"It's Danielle!"

"Well, don't stand in the doorway. C ose the door."

Susannah cl osed the door. Danielle's hair was wild. "I need to talk to
you," she said. Her voice was tight, as if her throat were sore, or as if she
were angry.

"Ckay." They wal ked to Susannah's room Danielle sat on the bed.
Niall's blue pajamas lay in a crunpled heap on his bed. Susannah picked them
up to move them so that she could sit there.

They were danp.

Sl ow y Susannah sat. Danny said, "I had this dreamlast night. You were
init."”

"I had a dream | ast night," Susannah said. "You were in it."

"l dreaned about a Silver Horse."

"And a witch in a wood."

"And broken dolls -- and a Hill of Dreans -- " Their words tunbl ed
over each ot her.

"And a nmagician in a tree --

"Yeah," Danielle said. "Niall was in it too. And the cat."

Susannah nodded. "Renenber Francis?" she whi spered. "And the harpi es?"

"When | woke up this nmorning -- " Danielle pulled her |ucky stone over
her head and held it on one palm-- "I found _this._"

"Ch, wow, " Susannah said.

Dani el l e's lucky stone had changed. It had been a solid gray. Now it
was white, shot through with streaks of glitter

"It's different," Danny said. "It wasn't like that before."

Susannah touched the stone with a finger. Suddenly she knew. 1t hadn't
been a dream It had happened. The Silver Horse was gone, and in its place was
Murgatroyd. No one renmenbered the horse except her and Danny and naybe
Niall....

Ni al | wal ked in. The bear was under his arm He | ooked at Danny and
Susannah and at the white, sparkling stone between them and grinned.

Susannah took a deep breath. "Niall -- do you renenber the Silver
Hor se?"

Ni al | | ooked at her as if she were crazy. "Unh huh."

"Where is it?"

"In Storyland. "

He did remenber! "N all," Danny said, "you know that's a secret, don't
you?"

"Uh huh," he said. Yawning, he put the bear on his right shoul der
"We're going to watch cartoons.” He went out.

Down the hall the tel ephone rang.

Mot her answered it. "Celie," she said, "hello!" Danny sat up straight,
grimaci ng. "You know that your daughter is -- what?" There was an oni nous
pause. Her voice lifted. "Danielle!"

"Uh oh," Danny said. "Yes'm"



Mot her canme to the doorway. "That was your nother," she said to Danny.
"She says your roomis the nastiest thing she's seen in nmonths, and you better
get right hone and clean it up before you do anything el se.™

"Ckay," Danny said. She rose. "Are you going to paint today?" she said
to Susannah. "Can | watch?"

"No painting until the di shes get done!"

"Yes," Susannah said to themboth. She didn't mind. The pictures were
in her head, and they would stay there until she needed them The Silver Horse
junped in the nmoonlight. The trees in the forest nmade bl ack streaks agai nst
the light. A bare, brown hill floated |like an island in fog.

She wal ked Danny to the door. "Come over later."

"I will." Danny hurtled down the steps. She paused at the bottomto
vave.

Susannah waved back. | won't forget, she thought. N all has a bear.
have a magic shirt. A tal king door wi nked at ne. She giggl ed, renenbering
Mot her Bea's magi ¢ di shwasher pot. | wonder, she thought, if people ever get
to go back to Storyl and.

Then she wal ked into the kitchen, where the dishes waited to be washed.
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