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CHAPTER ONE
Poor Mary sat a-weeping

Even her nane was plain. Mary Snmith. Nothing

coul d have been nore depressing, she thought; to be
plain, to be ten, and to be alone, staring out of her
bedr oom wi ndow on a grey autum day, and to be
called Mary Smth.

She was the only plain one in the famly. Jenny

had lovely long hair that really was the col our of
gol d, and everyone said Jereny was handsone; they
were ol der than Mary, cleverer, nore attractive in
every way. Moreover, they were twi ns, and had each
other, while Mary, who was five years their junior,
m ght as well (she thought dejectedly) have been an
only child. Not that she grudged anything to theny it
had al ways seenmed to her natural that they should get
thi ngs that she could not have. As now ...

When the news had cone that Daddy woul d have



The Little Broonstick

to go to America for a nonth towards the end of the
sumer hol i days, and wanted Mummy to go with

him it had at first all seemed to work out beautifully.
Jenny and Jereny went off to stay with one of

Jereny's school friends who had a farmin Yorkshire,

and Mary was to go to Mummy's sister, Aunt Sue,

who had three children aged el even, eight, and four

and who lived within an hour's car ride of the sea.

But then, on the very day that Jenny and Jereny

had left, came the letter from Aunt Sue, saying that
Uncle G| and the two elder children were down with
flu, and that consequently Aunt Sue did not feel able
to risk having Mary, quite apart fromall the extra
wor k she herself was having to do ..

So there it was. And once nore the twi ns had got

the best of it. Mary didn't grudge themthe
harvesting, the tractors, even the share they would
have in the two elderly farm ponies; but she did think
that at the very worst she m ght have been allowed to
go and catch the flu. At |least she would have been
having it in company.

To Mary, sitting al one by the wi ndow on that grey

autum afternoon, flu seemed a very desirable thing

i ndeed. She forgot about tenperatures, aching bones,

bed; she even forgot how tiresone Tinothy, aged four, could be - and indeed
was, nost of the tine.

She only saw in her mnd' s eye the lovely time they

woul d all have had together getting better, wth



Poor Mary sat a-weepi ng

books and ganes and plenty of talk and fun. She

brooded over the picture, and for the fiftieth tine

wi shed to goodness she had managed to get to Aunt

Sue's and catch the flu before the letter cane that had

sent her nother frantically to the tel ephone, and

resulted in Mary's being bundl ed off - rather apologetically
- to stay with Geat-Aunt Charlotte in the

qui et old house in the country.

Not hi ng, thought Mary, nothing could ever happen
here. If only it had been time to go to school - even
school woul d have been better than this ..

And she scowl ed out of the wi ndow at the garden
where the falling |l eaves were rustling into a pattern
on the | awn.

Great-Aunt Charlotte, who was old, kind, and very
deaf, lived in a ranbling red-brick house deep in
Shropshire, where a mle or so of woods and cherry
orchards stretched between the garden and the main
road. The orchards had once bel onged to the house,
but now were worked by a local firmof market
gardeners, who kept the gates |ocked, and one wasn't
supposed to go into the orchards at all. Half of the
house had been let, too; the people who lived there
were away on holiday, and sonehow it made the

pl ace seem even lonelier and nore isolated to see the
shutters up, and the door - the old side-door of the
Manor - bl ankly shut and fastened all day. The

vill age of Redmanor, with its handful of houses
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clustered round the church and the post-office, was a
full mle away. You got there by a narrow road that

was little nore than a country | ane; Mary had sonetines
wal ked that way, and had never net anyone on

the road yet.

In the Manor itself, Geat-Aunt Charlotte |ived

al one, save for an elderly friend and conpani on,

M ss Marj ori banks (pronounced Marshbanks), an

el derly Scottish housekeeper called Ms MLeod
(pronounced Macl oud), and an el derly Peki ngese
called K ung Fu-tsze (pronounced Confucius). To be
sure, there was Ms Banks and her daughter Nancy,
who came in to clean, and there was Zebedee, the old
man who did the garden, but all the same, it was not
a very exciting prospect for Mss Mary Snmith, aged
ten, and rather shy.

Mss Mary Smith was critically exam ning her
tongue in the bedroommrror.

It | ooked very healthy. And she felt fine.

She put it in, sighed, then put it out again at her
reflection, and went downstairs to find something to
do.

M ss Marjoribanks was in the draw ng-room

sorting enbroidery silks on the wi de wi ndow seat .

There was a rather poor fire in the grate, and in front
of this sat Confucius, sulking a little and digesting
his lunch. Geat-Aunt Charlotte was sitting in her
wing chair to one side of the fire, presunably al so
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di gesting her lunch, but |ooking a great deal nore
pl easant about it than Confucius. She was asl eep.

Mary tiptoed across to the wi ndow seat.
She sat down quietly.

She wat ched M ss Marjori banks di sentangle a

| ength of puce silk froma skein of soft rust-red. The
colours were horrible together. Mss Marjoribanks

twi sted and shook and tugged, and finally cheated by
cutting both silks with the enbroidery scissors. She
began to wind themon little twists of newspaper.

Mary opened her mouth to whi sper an offer of
hel p.

| mredi ately M ss Marjoribanks fixed her with a

faded pal e blue eye. 'Sssh!' she hissed. 'You'll wake
Confucius!' She noved the box of silks a little
further away from Mary. ' And Confucius,' she added

as an afterthought, 'will wake your great-aunt.'’

"But --' began Mary.
'Sssh!' said M ss Marjoribanks.

Mary tiptoed out of the draw ng-room and took at
|l east two and a half mnutes to cl ose the door w thout
a sound.

She found Ms MLeod in the kitchen, naking an

upsi de- down cake. She was standing at the big
scrubbed table, beating something in a yell ow bow .
She hardly seemed to notice Mary's shy entry; she
was talking to herself, apparently in a foreign

| anguage. Or it could - thought Mary suddenly,
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| ooking fromMs MlLeod s gaunt face and ski nny
arms to the pan that sinmrered on the stove - it could
be a spell.

"Twa oz floor,' muttered Ms MLeod, beating
vigorously, '"an' B.P., a wee puckle o' salt, shoogar aye,
that's a' .’

'What are you meki ng?' asked Mary.

Ms MLeod junped, so that the wooden spoon
clattered against the basin, and on the table the tins
of salt and baking powder and sugar rattled.

"Maircy me!' she exclained. 'Ye fair startled ne,
lassie! | niver haird ye cone in! What wad ye be
wanti ng noo?

She resumed her beating of the m xture, and her
eye went back to the page of a battered recipe book
which was in front of her, propped against a bow of

eggs.

"Time was,' she said, "when | could mnd the | ot
wi t hout | ooking. But no' ony mair. Twa oz nelted
bu' er --'

"I wondered if | could hel p?' said Mary, edging a
little nearer. 'l sonetines hel p Munmy bake at hone,
you know. She gives nme a bit of pastry and | --'

'Nay, then,' said the housekeeper, but not unkindly.
"I"'mno" making paste the day. Only this for the
denner, and it's a verra compul cated thing at that.
Can ye no' rin oot and play in the gairden? It's no
cauld for all it's grey.'
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She ran a floury finger down the page of the book
and frowned at the recipe again.

"Bu'er,' she said. 'And yin an' a half eggs well
beaten. Half an egg ... Did ye ever hear the like o
t hat ?'

The white half or the yellow half?" asked Mary,
peering at the book

But at this nmonent something spat and sizzled on

the stove, and the housekeeper, dropping her spoon
darted across the kitchen and grabbed a pan fromthe
bur ner.

Til be burnin' the apricots next,' she said. 'Now

rin awa, lassie, and play in the gairden; if you talk to
me here 1'll spoil the cake! | canna dae twa things at

yi nce.'

Mary went slowy out, through the scullery, to the
back door.

M s Banks's daughter Nancy was taking down

washi ng off the line. She was a big plunp girl wth
round red arns and bright brown eyes. She sniled at

Mary over an arnful of pillow cases, and greeted her
in her soft Shropshire voice

"Can | help hang the clothes out?' asked Mary,
pi cking up two fallen clothes-pegs and dropping
themw th the others in the pocket of Nancy's apron.

Nancy | aughed. ' They be dry nostly,' she said in
her lilting voice. 'Mdther and | be ironing now'

She pulled the prop fromunder the line, and it



The Little Broonstick

swung down within reach. She unpegged the last two
sheets, and dropped the pegs into her pocket, just as
her nmother's voice, lifted shrilly, canme fromthe
wash- house.

"Nancy! Fetch them sheets now, do!’

"I"mcom ng, Mal' called Nancy, and w th another
smle at Mary she vani shed through the wash-house
door.

If Mary had not been searching for Zebedee, the
gardener, it is probable that she woul d never have
seen him for, like all good gardeners, he seened to
be not a person, but nerely a part of the |andscape.
In his faded jacket and battered old hat, with string
knotted round the knees of his trousers, he | ooked

i ke something that had been left |ying about in the
potting-shed; under the shadow of the awful old hat
hi s cheekbones were pl antpot-red, and the backs of
his gnarled old hands, where the veins and bones

were all a-tangle, could have been tw sted out of the
same yellow raffia he used to tie up the chrysant hemuns.

Whi ch is what he was doi ng when at |ast Mary
found him

A shaft of autumm sunshine had parted the grey

overcast sky, and was gilding the trees and the

fallen | eaves that rustled as she wal ked across the

Jawn. In front of a tall hedge of cypress the chrysant hemuns
nodded heads of bronze and copper and
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sul phur-yellow, while fromthemand fromthe earth
and dead | eaves and the tangle of bright nasturtiums
round their roots, cane the sad, beautiful smell of
aut um.

Zebedee, pausing for a noment in his work,

peered at her through the flowers with bright old
eyes, like a robin, but he said nothing. The tousled
heads of the chrysant hemuns nodded as he pul | ed

the raffia round the stenms and knotted it. He bent
down agai n and vani shed behind the flowers. Mry
stood at the edge of the | awn, and spoke hesitatingly.

"Can | help tie themup too?"

The chrysant henuns shook again, and a ball of
raffia flew out towards her.

She picked it up, and took a doubtful step forward.
Zebedee's awful ol d hat reappeared suddenly three
clunps farther down the border, behind an enornous
scarl et dahlia; his back was towards her, and his
hands rustl ed busily down anong the | eaves.

Mary gl anced again at the ball of raffia, decided
that it nmust be an invitation to help, and, pushing
asi de the M chael mas dai sies and the big, flaring
dahlias, made her way to the back of the border
anong the chrysant hermuns.

She began slowy, carefully, to knot the raffia to
the stakes, and then to thread it round the stens of
the plants so that the | eaves would not be crushed.
A d Zebedee had vani shed again, but - as if it were
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his famliar spirit - a robin flew out of the cypress
hedge and perched on a dahli a-stake, watching her
with the sane old bright eyes.

The shaft of sunlight noved slowly through the
coloured tangle of flowers and fading | eaves. The
Virginia creeper on the walls of the Manor glinted
richly like silk tapestry, and the tall chimmeys,
catching the late sun, glowed warmy against the
pewt er - dar k sky behi nd t hem

Then Mary, pulling the raffia too tightly, broke the
stem of a chrysant hermum

It was a tall plant, perhaps the tallest and finest of
all, and it went with a snap that al nost echoed in the
still air. The huge amber-gold nop of bl ossom hung
dismal ly, dragging on the earth and rotting | eaves.

Mary stared in di smay.
And suddenly, as suddenly as he had vani shed, old
Zebedee appeared at her el bow, surveying the weck

of his prize with disgust and anger.

"I ought'a known better,' he said bitterly, and his

voice, like the rest of him was part of the garden. It
was thin and wheezy but queerly musical, |ike the
wind in the eaves. '| ought'a known better. Childer

and dogs be no nanner of use to a garden. You best
let be.'

"I"'msorry,' said Mary dol efully, and, handing him
back his raffia-ball, she turned disconsolately away.

She found a gap in the cypress hedge, and a w cket

10
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gate giving on a path that wound away fromthe
garden into the surroundi ng woods.

This she followed, aimessly, with her |oneliness
pressing harder and harder upon her as she went on

t hrough the greeni sh shadow, her feet noisel ess upon
t he danp carpet of brown and yell ow | eaves. To one
side a young oak thrust a fistful of acorns over the
path, with the last pale | eaves fluttering round them
ready to fall. In a cup nade by the crotch of a
beech-root stood a pool of black water, where a
thistle-puff floated. Above this, like a roof, jutted the
orange fans of some big fungus, and pallid toadstools
crowded together in danp bunches anong the nopss

and nud and rotting tw gs.

Everywhere was danp, and decay, and the end of
sumrer .

Mary stopped, and the silence of the dying woods
hung heavily round her. An acorn, falling fromits
cup on to the nosses, made, in that stillness, a tap
| oud enough to rmake you junp.

Then suddenly, neat and quiet and graceful as a
dancer, there strolled into the mddle of the path a
smal | bl ack cat.

He was completely black fromears to tail-tip; his

toes were bl ack, and his whiskers, and the aristocratic
eyebrow hairs that stood above his green

green eyes.

He stood in the very mddle of the path, and he

11
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| ooked at Mary. Then his mouth opened to show a
triangle of pink tongue and very white teeth, and he
made a renarKk.

Probably a very ordinary remark, thought Mary,

like 'How do you do?' or 'Nice day, isn't it? But the
cat obviously expected an answer, so she said: 'How
do you do? My name's Mary Smith. What's yours?'

The cat rmade no reply. There were nore inportant

t hi ngs, obviously, to do. He turned his back on Mary,
with his tail held politely in the air, and wal ked away
down the path, deeper into the wood. But he wal ked,

not as if he were |eaving her, but as if he wanted her
to follow him

Mary, delighted to have found a compani on where

she | east expected, followed, but w thout attenpting
to touch the cat. He obviously knew exactly where he
was goi ng, and just as obviously he had sonet hi ng

i nportant to do, so to stroke himas you m ght have
stroked an ordinary cat woul d have seemed insulting.

And presently the cat turned aside fromthe path,

sl i pped under a hangi ng huddl e of snowberries, and
| eaped on to a fallen branch of oak. He bal anced
there, | ooking back at Mary as with sonme difficulty
she pushed past the snowberry bush

She approached the oak branch. The cat did not
nove, but watched her cl osely.

Then she gave an excl amati on of surprise and
pl easure. For there in the hidden corner behind the

12
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snowberries, growing in the shelter of the fallen
bough, was a little clunmp of flowers such as she had
never seen before.

The | eaves, set in stiff rosettes, were of a curious

bl ui sh-green, nmottled |ike frogs, and above them on

sl ender stens hung the flowers, clusters of gracefu
purple bells, whose throats were streaked with silver
and whose pistils, |like Iong tongues, thrust out of the
freaked throats in stabs of bright gold.

Mary knelt down on the fallen branch and gazed at

the flowers, while beside her sat the little black cat
wavi ng his black tail, and watching her out of his
green, green eyes.

13



CHAPTER TWO

Thi ngs that go bunp in the night

The little cat, dignified as ever, was still with Mary
when at | ength she came back to the house, bearing

in one hand a single stemof the strange purple flower
that she had found in the wood.

She went through the back way. The wash- house

door was shut, which nmeant presumably that Ms

Banks and Nancy had gone back to their hone in the
village. But old Zebedee was in the scullery, sitting
on a box, with an ancient, crusted-I|ooking pai

gri pped between his knees. This was full of sone

thi ck steam ng ness, at which he pounded fiercely
with a stick. He still had on his awful old hat.

He peered at her now from under the brim

Mary, renenbering the broken chrysant henmum
approached hima little nervously, holding out the
purple flower.

'"Do you know what this is, please? she asked,

14
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hesitating. 'I found it in the wood. |'ve never seen
anything like it before.’

Zebedee's bright eyes regarded her. He did not
seemto be bearing any malice about the broken

pl ant. He chuckl ed.

"Aye. It do grow in the wood, surely. Though 1've

not laid eye to it for many a year. Were did you get
it?

"Not far fromthe path. Actually, the cat found it."'

'The cat?' repeated Zebedee. ' Oh, aye.

The little black cat | ooked at him aloofly, and
began to wash a whi sker.

"What's he call ed?" asked Mary.
"The cat? O the flower?
"The - well, both, actually.'

A d Zebedee began to stir the contents of the
bucket agai n.

'"He don't conme to the house nuch, the cat,' he
said. 'He don't rightly belong here; he just cane in
one day, out of the wood. | calls himTib.'

"Tib," said Mary, experinenting.

The cat stopped washing for a moment, flicked her
a glance, and then went on massagi ng his ear.

"Two on 'em there was,' said Zebedee. 'Black 'un
and grey, but the sanme size, sane eyes, and like as
two peas. Tib and G b, | called them

"I haven't seen a grey one.'

"Likely he's settled in the village.' Zebedee nodded.

15
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"Tis a way cats have, pick a good honme and settle

there, and nothing can shift '"em | seen the pair of 'em
| ast week, side by side on the Vicarage wall in the
dark, like a couple o' gillihowets.'

"A coupl e of what?

' Church ows, you'd call "em Barn ows. | reckon
they be twins. Tib and Gb, 1 calls "em'

Mary glanced at Tib. He had stopped washi ng and
was sitting perfectly still, watching her. Hi s eyes
| ooked greener than ever

"I do hope he stays here!' she said. 'Tib, you wll
stay with me, won't you? They don't belong to the
Vi carage, do they, Zebedee? Perhaps if |I went and
asked --'

'Cats doesn't belong,' said Zebedee. 'They goes

where they wants to. G b-cat's keeping the Vicar's
kitchen warm | reckon, but this little black 'un been
haunting the garden here regul ar now for days.

Mebbe he'll settle here now he's got conpany.'

' But what about Confucius? M ss Marshbanks
says he doesn't like cats.'

Zebedee gave that wheezy | augh that seened to

whi stl e through his lungs like wind through faraway
trees. 'Never a dog yet that could so nmuch as stare

out a cat,' he said. 'And that Tib-cat could stare out a
King, | reckon.'

"Well, if he'll stay, he and I can go and | ook for
Gb tormorrow,' said Mary. '"It'll be something to - 1"l

16
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enj oy doing that. And he seens pretty good at
finding things. Did you say you knew t he name of
the flower?

Zebedee dug in the bucket with his stick. He
chuckl ed agai n.

"First time as ye goes into the wood,' he said, 'and
ye finds it. | mnd my Dad telling ne how fol ks used
to come far and wide to gather it in Redmanor

woods; years back, that'd be, when chem sts and
doctors and such wasn't to be found on every bush,
and country fol ks nade their own sinples.' He

peered, nodding at the stemof blossom 'Aye, that's
her, a rare one, surely, and sought for high and | ow.
"Tis the only place she grows, they say, and she only
flowers once in seven years.'

Mary stared at him

'"Only once in seven years?

"Aye. A rare one, surely.’'

"What did the - the folk use it for? asked Mary.

A d Zebedee shook his head and stirred the pail

again. 'Potions and powders - that | couldn't say. But
the word went that there was magic in her.'

' Magi c?'

"It be but atale, a country tale,' said Zebedee. 'The
flower, she be in the books, likely enough, with a
grand name as long as your arm and foreign at that.

But with her flowering at the seventh year, and at
the tinme when the other flowers is dying - well,

17
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superstitious folks called her magic. And 'tis said
that in the ol den days the wtches sought her fromthe
corners of the Black Muntains, and fromthe place
where the old city was and there's now naught but a
pool o' water.'

The words fell queerly in the clean, everyday

scul lery, with bright packets of soap powder on a
shel f, and a rack of al um nium pans above them and
with the late pale shaft of the sun falling across the
scrubbed fl oor.

Mary stared down at the flowers clustered on the

sl ender stem and in the small draught fromthe door
the purple heads stirred, and the gol den tongues
noved in the silver throats.

"A magic flower " She touched a pistil gently
with a forefinger. 'Look, Zebedee, the gold cones
off ... What's the flower's name?

"I told you,' said the old man. 'l don't know the
name in the books, and fol ks don't hunt her now the
way they used to, but when | was a | ad she had nanes
a-plenty - dragon-tongue, witch's bells, tibsroot --'
"Tibsroot!' cried Mary. 'That's the cat! Tib! He
found it fornmedl'

Zebedee chuckl ed again. 'Likely he's a witch's

cat,' he said indulgently. 'He do |ook |like one, surely.
That be why | called himTib. Likely his nanme's only

Bl acki e or Smuts or Sooty, after all.’

"He looks like a Tib," said Mary stoutly. "And I'mg

18
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sure he's a magic cat. Look how he found the magic
flower for ne - the tibsroot."'

That's one nane for it,' said Zebedee. 'l calls it
fly-by-night.'

[ W]yr)n

But he woul d not answer, and when she questioned
him he only stirred his bucket so violently that at |ast
she said, 'Wat's in the bucket, Zebedee?

"Pollard for the hens,' he said shortly. 'Nasty critters.
Nasty nean pecking critters, hens. | hates hens.'

And, picking up his bucket, he stunped out of the
scul l ery.

Mary wat ched himgo, then turned to | ook for Tib.
But the scullery was enpty, and when she ran to the
back door to peer out into the yard, that was enpty,
t 0o.

The little black cat had vani shed.

It was |late that night, when Mary had been in bed for
some time, and when she should certainly have been
asl eep, that the queer thing happened.

She had woken, drowsy and warm from her first

sl eep, and was just turning over towards the w ndow,

when she heard it.

Di stant, over the trees. A swish |ike the swoop of
wi nd.

"That's funny,' thought Mary. 'There isn't any
wi nd. There must be a stormcom ng. Wat a pity,

19
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when | was going with Tib tonorrow --'
The noi se cane agai n, |ouder, nearer.

A long shrill rush of wind, with a whistle init, and
all along the wall of the house the Virginia creeper
swi shed as if giant fingers had swept along it, and the
wi ndows rattl ed.

Mary stiffened, her skin tingling.
Then, suddenly, the scream

A thud, and the scream checked as if the screaner
had bitten through his tongue.

Si | ence.

And as Mary, with every inch of her flesh crawing
wi th goose-pinples, sat slowy up in bed, staring at
the wi ndow, there cane a faint scrabbling noise on
the sill.

Rigid with fright, she sat notionless, then slowy,
slowy reached out a hand to the switch of the
bedsi de |i ght.

She found it, took a deep breath, and pressed it.
The room sprang into light, and the bl ack sky
out si de the wi ndow drew back. But sonet hing,

bl ack as the ni ght sky, noved upon the w ndowsill.
Sonet hi ng tapped and scrabbl ed at the wi ndow. Two
eyes glared ...

Mary's breath went out in a great sigh of relief as
she flung herself out of bed and towards the w ndow.

"Tibl Tib! Ch, Tib, what a fright you gave ne!'’

She threw open the bottom of the wi ndow, and the
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Thi ngs that go bunp in the night

little black cat |eaped into the room Ignoring Mry,

he stalked into the mddl e of the carpet and stood

there, his tail lashing, his fur stiff with fury, his eyes
as bright as traffic-1lights.

Mary bent over him
Tib, what's the matter? Wat's happened?’

Tib took no notice of her. Hs fur still bristled Ilike
a hearth-brush; the green eyes still glared at the

wi ndow. Mary switched off the light, then went back
to the window and stared out into the dark garden.

The trees were a di m shadowed huddl e beyond t he

| awn. The hangi ng cl ouds above them had wi t hdrawn
alittle, to show, beyond, a faint inlay of silver
star-dust. The air was notionless. Two storeys bel ow,
on the darkness of the |awn, nothing stirred.

It had only been a gust of wind, after all.

And the thud, the screan? Mary cl osed the

wi ndow and, picking up Tib, began to snooth his
angry fur. A cat-fight, probably. They did scream
terribly, when they fought. Perhaps G b had cone
back, and they had had a quarrel. Even tw ns

quarrel |l ed sonetimes. Jenny and Jereny certainly did.

"W'll find himtonorrow, and then you'll have to
make it up,' she told Tib.

She clinbed into bed then, and Tib, purring
suddenly, curled warm and soft agai nst her.

Just as the two of themwere settling down to sleep
toget her, Mary thought of sonething. Tib,' she said,
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whi spering in the dark against the velvet fur, 'Tib. How did you get up there
on ny w ndowsi//?

Tib, settling a purring nose anong his curled bl ack

paws, did not reply.
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CHAPTER THREE
One mi sty, moisty norning

The norning, again, was grey. The clouds, which
during the night had shifted so beautifully away from
the stars, had closed again, and the dahlias hung
heavy scarlet heads in the still air.

Mary could see them fromthe breakfast-room

wi ndow, deep red agai nst the cypress hedge. Tib,
who had conme downstairs with her, was not
interested in the dahlias. He had demanded - and
received - a saucer of mlk, which Mary rather
guiltily hoped he would finish before M ss

Mar j ori banks came down to breakfast. G eat-Aunt
Charl otte, who never fussed about anything, always
breakfasted in her bedroom

"Hurry, Tib, please,' whispered Mary.
But Ti b was enjoying his breakfast, and was not
going to hurry for anyone. H's small pink tongue

took up the nmilk in the daintiest, tiniest |aps inmaginable,
all fromthe very edge of the saucer. And at
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| east a quarter of every lap - Mary noticed with
di smay - was going over on to the floor.

M ss Marjori banks' voice sounded briskly from
t he doorway.

' Good norning, ny dear. Have you had your
br eakf ast ?'

Mary junped and turned. Tib took no notice,
except to lap a little nore milk on to the floor.

' Good norning, Mss Mrjoribanks. No, not yet.'

' Marshbanks,' said that lady crisply. 'Wll, cone
along, sit down. W'll have it together.' Apparently
she hadn't noticed Tib and his saucer. She noved
briskly towards the head of the table. Al her novenents
as a rule were as brisk and deci ded as her

speech, but Mary noticed, as she followed her to the
table, that there was a certain air of carefulness this
nmorning in the way M ss Marjoribanks wal ked

whi ch indicated an unusual stiffness of the joints.

I ndeed, M ss Marjoribanks sat down with what coul d

only be called the nost extrene caution. Then she
poured out tea, and they began breakfast.

Great-Aunt Charlotte's conpanion was the very

opposite of her friend and enpl oyer, both in nmanner

and appearance. She was rather small and thin, but

she was alert, decisive, talkative and - it nust be
admtted - rather nmanagi ng. She managed t he housekeeper,
t he Bankses, and the tradespeople. She

managed G eat-Aunt Charlotte, who was fat and
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pl acid and easy-goi ng. She even nanaged the Vicar

of Redmanor, though it could not truthfully be said

that she nanaged the Vicar's wife. She did not

manage ol d Zebedee, the gardener, because she

never met him when he saw her com ng he faded,

like a zebra or a deer or a stick insect, into the | andscape.
And Mary suspected that she would find it

difficult to manage Tib, the witch's cat.

Ti b, who had finished his mlk now, drew M ss
Marj ori banks' attention to it by thanking Mary
politely, and then junping on to the w ndow seat
where, with the utnost self-possession, he began to
wash his face.

And M ss Marjoribanks, far from/l ooking cross,
was eyeing himuneasily - al nost (thought Mary)
nervously.

'That cat,' she said sharply, 'does not belong to the
house. How did it get in?

Tib | ooked at Mary. Mary decided to respect his
confi dence.

"I had himin nmy room' she said truthfully. 'He
nmust have conme into the house in the night.'

M ss Marjoribanks | ooked at Tib again, and Tib
resumed his washing in an odi ously detached
manner. The expression on his face could only be
described as a smrk. Mss Marjoribanks | ooked
away, and noved uneasily in her chair.

|"msure,' she said, 'that your G eat-Aunt
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Charlotte would not like it, dear, your having a cat in

your bedroom But perhaps --' - she paused over her
scranbl ed egg and turned her sharp, pale-blue gaze
on Mary - 'perhaps you are a little lonely here, with

just a lot of old people?

Mary began, politely, to protest, but Mss
Mar j ori banks cut her short.

"OF course you are! And it's quite understandabl e,

nmy dear, quite understandable; this is not a house for
children. Not for a child on her own, that is - though
for & famly of you there would no doubt be plenty to
do ... places to explore, and so on.' She nodded
kindly at Mary. 'Such a pity the Vicar is away on
holiday now. It would have been splendid for you to
have a playmate ... such a beautiful garden, too, and
goes right down to the river.'

It seened a little odd to Mary (remenbering the

nice, silver-haired old clergyman who had taken

mati ns | ast Sunday) that even M ss Marjoribanks
shoul d consider hima suitable playmate for a
ten-year-old, but Mss Marjoribanks obviously knew
very little about children, and was just as obviously
trying to be kind, so Mary said nothing. Then
suddenly she renenbered what Zebedee had told her

about the two cats on the Vicarage wall. Perhaps Tib
and G b bel onged there, and had cone wandering
over here to find food? Perhaps G b was still out in

t he woods, al one and hungry? She glanced at Tib, to
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see that he had stopped washing, and was wat chi ng
her attentively, as if he could follow her thoughts.

'"I's the Vicarage enpty, then?" she asked.

'"Ch, no,' said Mss Marjoribanks. 'No, indeed.

ad M Spenser - whomyou saw on Sunday - is

living there while the Vicar and his famly are away.
The poor Vicar can't just go away for a holiday and

| eave his parish, you know. He has to find soneone
to take the services for him'

"Ch, | see.' Mary fastened on the one thing that
mattered. 'There are children, then?

'One - a son. Peter. About your age, | think. Such
a pity,' said Mss Marjoribanks again, 'that they're
away. '

"When will they be back?

"That | cannot say, ny dear. But perhaps | can find

out today. Wiich brings me to what | had to tell you.'

She set down her cup and began to roll up her table

napki n. ' Today your great-aunt and | have prom sed

to go and see an old, old friend. An old, old friend,'

she added, to nmake this quite clear. "And it is a | ongstanding
engagenment, so | amafraid that you will be

left quite al one today.'

"I shall be all right," said Mary. "I'Il play with Tib,
and help in the garden, and - and things.'

The conpani on patted her hand. ' Tonorrow we

will think out sonmething for you. W will go somewhere
something ... a picnic, perhaps? Her eye
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lingered doubtfully on the grey autumm sky.
But Mary caught at the suggestion with pleasure.

"Could I? Could I do that today, Mss Marjori -

Mar shbanks, please? | could go into the woods, and

it would be lovely if | had nmy lunch with me. And
even if there's no sun today, it's very warnm Could I,
pl ease?'

M ss Marjori banks considered for a nmonent.

"I don't see why not,' she said at |ength. 'Though
Septenber - but so warm even stuffy - yes, of
course you may, dear child. | shall speak to Ms
McLeod and she will give you sone sandw ches. As
long as you don't go too far and get lost --'

"I shan't do that,' said Mary. 'But |'ve been

wanting to explore the woods.' She suddenly renenbered
the purple 'fly-by-night', which was standing

in a tooth-glass in her bedroom Perhaps M ss

Marj ori banks knew its real nane. 'l found --' she
began, but at this nonent Great-Aunt Charlotte

cane in, and the sentence stayed in mdair.

"Dear child,' said Great-Aunt Charlotte confortably,
ki ssing her. 'How are you this norning?

Mary admitted that she was nuch the sane as
yest er day.

"And did you sleep well?" asked G eat-Aunt
Charlotte, in the calm flat voice of the very deaf.

"Very well, thank you, Aunt Charlotte. | woke up
once --'
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'What woke you?' asked M ss Marjoribanks
sharply. Mary was startled at her tone.

"Ch, a noise - acat-fight, | think,' she said, and
M ss Marjori banks sat back, apparently satisfied.
"And an awful thunp,' added Mary.

"A lump?' said Geat-Aunt Charlotte. 'In your
bed? Ch dear, that will never do. | wonder if another
mattress --'

"Not a lunp, Aunt Charlotte, a thunp!' said Mary
[ oudly.

'Yes dear, | know. Such a pity. There's nothing
nore annoying than a |unpy bed,' said G eat-Aunt
Charlotte.

At this nonment further explanations were
prevented by the entry into the breakfast-room
wheezi ng and waddl i ng, of Great-Aunt Charlotte's
elderly and - we mght as well admt it - rather
unpl easant dog, Confuci us.

And - at one and the same nopbment - Confucius
saw Ti b, and Ti b saw Conf uci us.

"Ch dear!' said Geat-Aunt Charlotte, making an
i neffectual grab for Confucius.

'"Ch dear nme!' cried Mss Marjoribanks, starting to
rise briskly fromher chair, then, with a wince, rising
rat her slowy.

"Ch!' cried Mary, who did not care at all for
Confuci us, but a good deal for Tib.

But nobody need have worried. Tib, the witch's
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cat, merely gave the Pekingese what will have to be
described as A Look, and Confucius, who had darted
forward, slobbering with pleasure and excitenent,

st opped short, renenbered that he had a pressing
***engagenent sonmewhere quite different, and went out
wi th what was supposed to be careless dignity, but

| ooked li ke a hasty shuffle.

Tib smirked, tidied anay a whi sker, and suggested
to Mary that she should open the windowto let him
take his norning stroll across the |awn.

So it came about that soon after G eat-Aunt

Charl otte and her conpani on had driven away to visit
the old, old friend, Mary, with sandw ches in her coat
pocket, went out into the garden to | ook for Tib and
Zebedee.

Ti b was nowhere to be seen, but she found
Zebedee straight away. He was wheeling a barrow
al ong between the [ awn and the side of the house.

' Good norning,' said Mary. 'Please, have you
seen Ti b anywhere?

Zebedee shook his head and went on trundling.
Mary trotted al ong besi de the barrow.

"W were going to ook for Gb today, you see,' she
explained, 'only Tib went out after breakfast, and
can't find himanywhere.'

' Happen he'll turn up,' said Zebedee, stil
trundling. 'Cats do.'
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"Can | help you again, then, please?

"And break nme flowers, likely? said Zebedee, but
he gave her a not unpl easant | ook from beneath the
brimof the awful hat.

"No, truly. Isn't there sonething easy | can do?

Zebedee set down the barrow, and took out of it a
spade, a fork, and a garden-broom nmade of twigs tied
to a stout handl e.

' There be | eaves to sweep,' he said, and handed her
the broom 'A bad untidy nonth this be, Septenber.
There. Happen you can't do rmuch harm sweeping if
you don't break ny broomnstick forbye.'

He gave the little wheeze that passed for a
chuckl e, and taking the spade, he began to dig the
border under the wi ndows of the house.

Mary began to sweep up the | eaves.

It sounded such a sinple job, but soon she discovered,
as she struggled with the enornmous besom t hat

it was not only difficult, but nearly inpossible. She
began by trying to sweep round her in great

hal f-circles, but the | eaves nerely curled under the
broomtw gs, and rustled happily back into their
drifts under the trees. Then she seized the broonstick
- which was sone inches taller than she was - just
above the head of twi gs, and tried sweeping in short
upri ght strokes, but this was exhausting, and nerely
seened to have the effect of scattering the | eaves
further afield.
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And when she had at | ast scraped together a
respectable pile of |eaves, Tib, suddenly reappearing
from somewhere, flung hinself into the niddle of it,
rolled over twice, threw tw pawful s of dead | eaves
into the air, turned round three tinmes, and darted off
sideways with his tail held up Iike a question-nark.

"Ch, Tib!" cried Mary, in exasperation. 'And you
needn't think I'mconming to play with you now, after
that! You can just wait till 1've finished this job!’

So she | aboured on, and at |ength nanaged to get
a good pile of |eaves into the barrow, which she
trundl ed off the way Ti b had gone, towards the
conpost heap by the wall of the kitchen garden

She could not rmanage to tip the barrow, but she

scooped her | oad out sonehow and then was about to

take up the shafts for the return journey, when her eye was caught
somet hing flung carel essly anong

the sticks and rubbish of a waiting bonfire further

al ong the wall .

It was a little broonsti ck.

Mary ran to the bonfire and pulled the little broom

off the pile. It was just a perfect size for her, |light and
wi eldy, with a head of good stiff birch-tw gs.

Pl eased, she flung it on the barrow, and wheel ed her

find back to the | awn.

' Zebedee, | ook what |'ve found!' she called, but
the ol d gardener was once again invisible.

And so was Tib. At |east Mary thought so, until a
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crackling and swaying high up in a line tree showed
her the small bl ack cat bal ancing delicately along a
hi gh bough.

'Do be careful, Tib!' she cried, but soon, seeing
how easily and lightly he noved, she went back to
her task, and the | eaves piled up in obedient drifts
under the strokes of the little broonstick

The day, though grey, was sultry, and over the
heavy-hangi ng | eaves of the trees the sky brooded

low, in great saggi ng spans of cloud. Now and agai n,
rustling in the still air, leaves of |lime and oak and
copper beech woul d rel ease their hold, and cone
floating down to swell the drifts of rust and ochre on
the I awn. Sonewhere, shrilly, the robin began to

si ng.

One nore barrow | oad, thought Mary, then she

would call Tib down fromthe lime tree, and they
woul d go of f together into the woods for |unch
Zebedee had already gone for his; there was no sign
of him

She paused in her work and stood for a nmoment,

| eani ng on the broonstick. The day was certainly

warm She pushed the hair back out of her eyes, and,
as she did so, noticed a gl eam of purple in the grass.
A single fly-by-night flower was lying there. It nust
have fallen yesterday as she carried her prize hone.

She picked it up

But the flower, grown soft, crushed in her hand,
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and on her fingers the juice fromits petals ran purple
and red, and gold-dusty fromthe yell ow tongue. She
dropped the squashed flower into her pocket, and

rubbed her sticky hand sharply down the handl e of

the broom

And turned back to her sweeping.
Then it happened.

At the touch of the purple juice the little broonstick

gave a leap, a violent twist, a kick Iike the kick of a pony.

Mary clung to it, but it had
twi sted between her |egs, and she fell

But she never reached the ground.

For as she tipped forward, clinging along the

handle of the little besom wth the head of tw gs
bet ween her knees, the broonstick reared, shook
itself violently, and then soared up towards the tree
tops with a swish like the rustle of a little wind.

And as it tore past the upper boughs, with Mry
clinging for dear life to the handle, there was a
scream and a crackle of twigs, and, with paws
stretched like a flying squirrel, Tib flung hinself out
of the linme tree and on to the back of the besom The
broomnstick jerked slightly under the inpact, and

then tore on, up, straight as a spear, towards the
saggi ng cl ouds.
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CHAPTER FOUR
Up above the world so high

Then all at once they had reached the cloud, had
burst through its | ow edges, and were tearing through
the swirling grey. What had seened to be a canopy of
cl oud sagging like wet canvas proved, as the flying
broonstick speared into it, to be a whirling, tossing
mass of lighted foam The broomstick rode it like a
sea, ripping soundlessly through the foggy eddies,
while the mist streamed out behind like spindrift in
speedboat ' s wake.

"Ch, Tib!' screamed Mary, and her words were
whirled away to drown in the rushing cloud. Tib,
what shall we do? It's a witch's broom"

There was no answer from Tib, and Mary,

alarnmed in case he had fallen in their mad flight
upwards, twi sted her head to | ook. This nade the
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broomstick rock so violently that, terrified, she gave
up the attenpt, and concentrated all her attention on
grippi ng the shaft of the broomw th hands and

knees.

But out of the corner of her eye she had caught a
glinpse of Tib, flattened al ong the broomtw gs |ike

a black slug, his claws driven deep into the wood, his
green eyes blazing, and his black tail streamn ng

behi nd |i ke a pennant.

Then suddenly, with a rush like a lift, they hurtled
up out of the misty grey into the blazing sunshine.
The broonstick, slackening speed, levelled off and
began to cruise smoothly al ong over the upper
surface of the cloud.

Above them arched the i mense and brilliant sky,
and around, on every hand as far as the eye could
reach, stretched a dazzle of cloud like a floor of
living snow and tossing rai nbow spray.

Mary gasped with wonder, fear, and excitenent, as
her strange steed sailed easily across the sparkling
floor of the sky.

"And | said nothing could happen! But Tib, how on
earth do we get downT

As if in reply, the broonstick veered slightly to the
left, and Mary heard Tib spit w th annoyance as a

cl anwhol d sl i pped.

Strai ght ahead towered a cumul us cl oud, a thunderhead.

It seened to be bearing down upon them
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slowy, like a majestic and enornous iceberg

thrusting through piling floes. But between the white
sea over which they sailed, and the flashing base of

t he t hunderhead, Mary could glinpse a gulf, a great
dark-green gap in the cloud, like a chasm Towards
this, with a quiver that shook it fromtip to bristles,
t he magi ¢ broonstick headed at an increasing rate.

"Tibl" shrieked Mary. 'Hang on! | think we're
goi ng down- Ch!"'

This | ast exclamation as the broonstick, with a
sudden rush, flew straight out fromthe edge of
cloud, over the green gulf that fell away bel ow

Mary caught a glinpse, framed in a ring of cloud,

of green country, silver-threaded with rivers,
stretched like a nmap away beneath ... then the whole
expanse veered, tilted, and swing up as the broonstick
dropped its nose and went into a |ong dive.

Down, down, down ... and the air tore the breath
out of her body as she tried to crouch closer to the
br oonsti ck.

Down, down, down, and the green-and-silver map

cane rushing up to nmeet her ... becane green hills

and curving rivers ... became woods and fields and
hedgerows ... becane copses and trees and banks of
flowers ... till presently she was sailing past the |leafy
treetops, and the broonstick, levelling out once

nore, ran at a rapidly dw ndling speed above the

hedges of a curling | ane.
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The hedge on the left gave way to a high wall with

a gate in it, a huge gate flanked by pillars where stone
griffins ranped. The gate was shut, but the little
broonstick sailed easily over it, mssed a griffin's
uprai sed paw by about six inches, then cruised across

t he wooded park towards a distant glinpse of

chi meys at the end of the [ong driveway.

Soon Mary could see the house clearly. It was a

bi ggi sh buil ding which | ooked as if it had once been

a castle. It was built of grey stone, and had battl enments,
but in places it had been nmended with red

brick, and the top of the biggest tower had been taken

of f and replaced with a gl ass dome shaped |ike an

onion, while yet another tower had a flat roof with
something jutting fromit that | ooked unconmonly

i ke a diving-board.

In the centre of the main block of the building was

a wide flight of steps leading up to a big door. To one
side of this centre block stretched a | ower w ng of
bui | di ngs; these were one storey high and | ooked
nodern. On the other side, the right as they
approached, was what | ooked like the old stabl eyard,;
this was a cobbled courtyard green with weeds,
surrounded by stabl es and coachhouse and

approached fromthe park by an arched tunne

crowned with a cl ock-tower where a gilded weat hercock
spun in an agitated manner

As if, thought Mary, the little broonstick were a

38



Up above the world so high

magnet, and its approach set a conpass-needl e
spi nning ..

The broonstick banked to avoid the clock-tower,
ski mmred the coach-house roof, then sank snoothly
down to a perfect |anding.

Sonmewhere, excitedly, a cock was crow ng.

Mary's feet went thankfully out to either side to
touch the solid earth.

"Ch, Tib --!" she began again, but never finished
t he sentence, because the little broomnmstick proceeded,
quite nmethodically, to buck her off.

At the first buck Tib sprang, with a startled hiss, to
the ground. At the second Mary, flying through the
air, landed with a thunp on the weedy cobbl es, right

at the feet of a little man who, fromhis seat on an
anci ent mounti ng- bl ock, had wat ched the whol e
proceeding with a conplete | ack of surprise.
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CHAPTER FI VE
R de a cock-horse

He was a strange little man, not a dwarf, but nade on
so small a scale, so thin and wi zened and bent in on
hi nsel f, that he was scarcely as big as Mary. He had
a sharp, brown face, lined and seaned |ike cracked

| eather, and his eyes were small and green and
shining. He was dressed in winkled breeches and an
ol d green jacket.

As Mary, feeling shaken, puzzled, and remarkably
foolish, picked herself up fromthe cobbles, the little
man took a straw from his nmouth, and spoke.

"You'll be needing a few |l essons,’ he said.

Mary dusting down her coat, stared at him

' Lessons?'

He nodded. 'Riding | essons. You shoul dn't have

tunmbled off Iike that - though it's not a good ride,

that besom Tricky. You were lucky to get as far as
this.'
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Here he addressed the broonstick sharply, in what

sounded like a foreign | anguage. It had been frisking about nearby, but when
the little man spoke it

dropped to the ground and lay still.

He got of f the mounting-block and picked it up

"But | don't understand!' cried Mary. 'VWho are
you? Where is this? How did it happen?

The little man paid no attention. He patted the

broonstick, and tucked it under one arm 'It'll stand
qui et now, but we'd better be putting it in the stable
till you'll be wanting it again. Conme and |'ll show
you.'

And, carrying the broonstick, he |l ed the way

across the yard to where a hal f-door stood shut and
bolted across the dark interior of a stable. He undid
the hal f-door and led the way in. Mary followed. In
the shaft of sunlight that sloped through the open
door, notes of dust danced like fireflies. The floor
was of ribbed stone, and there was a pl easi ng nuddl e
of boxes and straw and sacks and ropes, such as you
mght find in any stable. There were even enpty
hay-racks fixed to the wall. But no horses.

Agai nst the wall opposite the door, each in a little
conpartnent |ike a bicycle-stand, stood about a
dozen broons. Sone were battered, and old

fashioned in design like Mary's, while sonme | ooked
al nost new.

Towards these the little man, as he propped Mary's
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br oonmsti ck between two big, rather grubby garden
besons, gestured with contenpt.

"Modern stuff,' he said, with a twist of his |eathery
face. 'Mechanised, that's the word they use for it.
CGoes much faster, of course, but give me a good

ol d-fashi oned besomthat takes a bit o' riding. Like
this one.' He bestowed a pat upon the little broomstick

He seened to take all the bew | dering events so
much for granted that Mary, afraid of seem ng too
i gnorant, bit back her questions and nerely said,
with caution:

'Yes, they do | ook newer, M - M Er?

'Fl anagan' s the nane. Danny Flanagan. 1'I1l take it
kindly if you'd call ne Danny. Newer, is it? Take a
| ook at that, now.'

He pointed to one bright new handl e where a | abe
still hung which bore the | egend, HARRCDS

"Newer, is it?" he demanded again, his voice

cracking with scorn. 'Made yesterday, that's what it
is, and of what? Not twi gs, no, not good birch like a
solid well-bred besom Not any nore. Al sorts of
fancy stuff they're using now, with the grand names
toit, like you'll get in Madam s [ abs. Nylon they cal
it." He spat. 'Nylon. And three-speed gears. What
next ? What next, | ask you? Engines, they'll be using
next! See that paper on the wall? Brought it with her
| ast week, one o' themdid. Thought 1'd be interested,
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she said. Interested! Take a | ook at it!’

Mary took a | ook. The offendi ng paper was a page
froma sal es catal ogue, which was tacked to the

stable wall. It carried a picture of a cheerful and very
smart | ady sitting side-saddle on a conplicated

| ooki ng pink contraption, pouring steanming |liquid
froma coffee-pot as she sailed through clouds Iike
soapsuds. Above this was printed, in big black letters:
wi tches! harrods offer you the helibroom

Underneath, in snmaller letters, was a paragraph

where Mary glinpsed the phrases 'renote control ..
pastel colours ... two-stroke engi ne made of
alumnium ... matching tel escope and cof fee percol ator
..." And at the bottom in very small letters

i ndeed: 'Price 874 pounds 75 pence.

"Wl |l ?' demanded M Fl anagan. He was gl aring
fiercely at Mary. She thought she had never seen
such bright green eyes.

"It's awful ly expensive,' she ventured.

He snorted. "Even if |1'd twice the noney for a
broomlike that, d ye think I'd ever be using it? Me?
Me on a pastel-coloured |ladies' ride with an

al i minion engine? Helibroom' The contenpt in his

voi ce was biting. 'Ye'd get nme sooner on a feather
nmop, or one o' them new fangled Hoovercraft. It's

the likes o' themthat's going to take the bread
and-butter out o' nme nouth.'

'Ch?' said Mary, startled by this very normal
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remark. 'Do you have bread and butter here?

M Fl anagan stared. 'And why woul dn't we? Do
you not have it, yourself? You must be com ng from
a quare place indeed not to be having that.'

'"Ch, but we do. In fact, |'ve got some here. |
brought a picnic lunch with nme.' She took her |unch
packet out of her pocket, and began to open it.
"Wuld you like a sandwi ch, M Fl anagan?'

He shook his head. 'I'll be getting nme own | ater

But you' d better eat yours now, there isn't nuch tine.
Cone on out into the sun.' And before she could ask

hi m what he had neant, he led the way out of the
stabl e and shut the hal f-door behind them

The sun was beautifully warm M Fl anagan went

back to his old seat on the mounting-bl ock, and
patted the stone beside him inviting Mary to sit. To
her great relief (for until that nonent she had
forgotten all about hinm) Mary saw Tib there, sitting
placidly in the sunshine, washing his face. She sat
down beside M Flanagan and started to eat.

"Way did you say those new broonsticks woul d

take the bread-and-butter out of your nmouth, M

FI anagan?'

" Danny. '

"Wy, then, Danny?

"It's me job," said M Flanagan sinply. "All ne life

|'ve taught riding. And | mean rale, genuine riding,
that's not just pulling of |evers and pushing of knobs,

44



R de a cock-horse

but how to stick on, whatever happens, in all the
weat hers, at all speeds - and how to be managi ng a
bucki ng broonstick at a thousand feet or so on a

nmoonl ess midnight, with a stormcomng up --' He
nodded at Mary, his green eyes glittering. 'That's riding,"'
only that - it's know ng the

words to use.'

'Li ke the words you said to nmy broon?

'Them words is sinmple enough. They're the stopping

words. But there's a lot to learn. And you, ny

girl," said M Flanagan sternly, 'have a lot to learn, I'd
say. | m srenenber seeing you before - how | ong

have you been com ng for |essons?

"For | essons?' echoed Mary blankly. 'I - |'ve never
been before. You nean riding | essons, on that broonstick?

"Fine I know you've had no riding | essons from

me,' said M Flanagan. 'O you'd not have been

falling off at me feet the way you'd make a hole in the
yard. No, it's the other Iessons you'll be having at the
Col | ege. "’

' Col | ege?' echoed Mary again. 'What College?

He pointed across the yard to where, under the

cl ock-tower, the arched tunnel led fromthe stable
yard out into the park. To one side of the archway
was a notice fastened to the wall. Mary could read it
quite easily fromwhere she sat.
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ENDOR COLLEGE
Al'l Exam nations Coached for by

A Competent Staff of

Ful l y-Qualified Wtches.

Under the supervision of

VADAM MUMBLECHOOK, M M, B. Sorc.

Headmi st ress

"That's it,' said M Flanagan. 'That's the Coll ege,
and one of the best of its kind. And now, if you've
finished your lunch, you' d better be getting al ong.

You don't want to be late for classes on your first day,
do you now?'

"But | don't want --' Mary was interrupted by the
sound of a bell, which cane from sonewhere inside
t he buil di ng.

"Hurry up!' cried M Flanagan, junping off the
nmount i ng- bl ock, and pulling her down after him
"That's the first bell. It's three m nutes you' ve got
now, and they'll be | ooking for you.'

He took her by the arm and urged her towards the
ar chway.

"But 1'd nmuch rather stay here and talk to you!'
cried Mary, hanging back. 'l don't have to go in, do
| ? There's been sone mstake - they're not really
expecting ne at all.’'

"Sure and they are. Everybody knows you're here.
Didn't you hear the alarmcock? As he hurried her
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forward, M Flanagan nodded to the bright weathercock
overhead. "And it whirling round on its stick

like it would be taking off for the nmoon or the
gardens of Jerusal en? Conme al ong now, me dear

don't be nervous. Your little cat's there already.’

And Mary saw that this, indeed, was true. Tib

was ahead of them trotting out of the archway into
the sunlight of the park. He stopped and | ooked
back. He | ooked alert and eager, as if this (thought
poor Mary) was what he had been all al ong

expecting to do.

"And that reminds ne,' said M Flanagan at her

el bow, 'don't be overlooking this, me dear. It's very
strict they are, very strict indeed.' And he pointed to
anot her small but forbidding notice which was

fastened to the outer wall of the archway.

It said: "Familiars not allowed in the park except
on | eash.'

M Fl anagan bobbed down |ike a diving duck and
canme up with an indignant Tib. 'Have ye got a |ead?

"No, | haven't. And besides, that's not a famliar
that's Tib.'

"Not a familiar? Black as he is, and with the eyes
on himlike enmeralds? You'll be telling nme next
you're not a witch, and fine we both know t hat
you' d never have got that broonstick this far, and
you with no | essons either, unless you knew the
words. Quick, now, there's the other bell. Tie sone
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string on him and get away in. Hurry!'

H s haste was so catching, and her own bew | der ment

so great, that al npbst without thinking Mary put

her hand in her coat pocket, and brought out a length
of old Zebedee's raffia. On this M Fl anagan

pounced with a sound of satisfaction, and, before she
knew exactly what was happeni ng, Mary found

hersel f wal ki ng across a wi de gravel sweep towards
the great door of the house with one end of the raffia
clutched tightly in her hand, and Tib - rather

of fended and very dignified - stal ki ng ahead of her
with the other end | oosely tied round his neck. The
air was very still, and very quiet. Not a single bird,
not one, was singing in the trees.

And now they were at the foot of the wide flight of
steps that led up to the front door. There were griffins
here, too. They sat on their stone pedestals, one at
each side of the steps. On the right-hand pedesta

Mary saw yet another notice. It said, sinply:

TRESPASSERS

WLL BE

TRANSFORMED

Mary stared, stopped dead, then turned quickly to
| ook behind her.

M Fl anagan was nowhere to be seen. And as he

went back to his stableyard, he had shut the gate
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behi nd him The archway was barred by a solid slab
of studded oak.

Then the front door of the Coll ege opened, and a
tall woman in black came out on to the head of the

steps. She beckoned to Mary.

Mary | ooked at Tib. Tib | ooked back with no
expression whatever in his green, green eyes.

The woman beckoned agai n.

Mary wal ked up the steps towards her.
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CHAPTER SI X
WIl you walk into my parlour?

The wonman on the steps was tall and handsone. She

had bl ack hair, wound into a big bun on the nape of
her neck, and the skirt of her long black dress swept
t he ground. And she wore dianonds. Lots of

di anonds. Ri ngs, pendants, brooches, and earrings

as big as dog-daisies. Mary thought that she nust be
a queen, or at |east a duchess, but it seened as if M
Fl anagan and the notices had told the truth, for the
worman smil ed pleasantly down at Mary, and said:

'l amthe Headm stress, Madam Munbl echook
You may call ne Madam

' Thank you,' said Mary politely, holding on tightly
to Tib's |eash.

"Wl corme, ' said Madam Munbl echook in a deep
carrying voice, 'to Endor College.'’

' Thank you,' said Mary again, 'but I'mnot quite
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"You are, of course,' said the Headmistress, with a
pi ercing | ook, 'a new pupil? Wien | saw you

approach with your famliar --' she waved at Tib -- "I
you were to be one of us. Not,'

she added thoughtfully, 'a Trespasser?'

It was, Mary renenbered, rather dangerous hereabouts
to be a Trespasser. One was Transforned. And
she had no intention whatever of being Transforned.

She said firmy, '"I'"'ma new pupil, Madam thank
you.'
"Excellent, excellent. I"'msure you'll do well, and

be very happy with us.'

The Headmi stress turned and led the way into the

buil ding. There was a wi de entrance hall, and to the
left of this a door stood open on what was apparently
an office. Mary could see a big desk, a shelf for
books, and filing cabinets against the wall. On the
door was painted, in black, the word headm stress.

It was confortingly normal.

Madam Munbl echook paused by the office door.

'Let me see now, are you boarding with us, or
studying as a day pupil ?'

"A day pupil, please,' said Mary quickly.

"Ah, just so. Well, we nust decide which grade to
start you in, then you can be duly enrolled. Wat is
your name, mny dear?'

"Mary Smith.'

Madam Munbl echook | ooked at her thoughtfully.
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'Yes, of course. It always is. You are the sixty-third,

think. O is it sixty-fourth?
"Sixty-fourth what?' asked Mary, startled.

'The sixty-fourth Mary Smith,' said Madam
Mumbl echook. 'Most witches |ike to study under an

alias, and they like to choose the best nane for it.

course if we ever got anyone who really was called
Mary Smith ... But never nind that now. Come and
see the classroons, and then we can di scuss which
courses to enrol you for.'

Fromthe rear of the hallway two corridors |led off
to left and right. Madam Munbl echook turned to the
right. 'The other way | eads to the boarders' wing,’
she said, and Mary renenbered the | ow,

new- | ooki ng buil di ngs she had glinpsed fromthe
air. 'The classroons and | aboratories are down this
way. Come, Mss - er - Smith.

"But my nane is really Mary Smith!' cried Mry,
hurrying after her down a long corridor swinmng in
di m green shadow. The Headm stress did not seemto
have heard her. She was openi ng the door into what
appeared to be a cl assroom

But it was not |ike any classroomthat Mary had
ever seen or even imagi ned. For one thing, it was
dark - so dark that at first Mary could hardly make

out the faces of the pupils who sat in the desks bel ow
the teacher's dais. Also it was snall; there were only
seven pupils. The light - what there was of it - cane
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froma single candle, which burned with a bright
green flame, and made the face of the teacher, who
| eaned over it, look very peculiar indeed.

The teacher was an old man who appeared - such

was the curious light - to have green eyes, green hair
and beard, and green skin. He | ooked very nuch as

Mary had al ways i nmagi ned a merman woul d | ook,

only older, greener, and - it nust be admitted - rmnuch

| ess whol esone, |ike something going nmoul dy. He

sat tapping a long, clawed finger on the table in front
of him keeping tine to the chanting of the pupils in
those dimy seen desks.

At first it sounded |like children chanting nursery
rhymes, or even their tables, as Mary knew they had
done in infant schools many years ago, when her
grandmot her was a girl. In keeping with the candlelight,
Mary thought, and Madami s | ong bl ack dress

and ol d-fashi oned hairdo. But then she saw that the
pupils were not children at all

Dimy, by the queer candlelight, she saw t hem

di senbodi ed faces swi nming green in the shadows;

two old ladies, an elderly man with a round, dinpled
face, three nore | adies rather younger, and a seventh
pupil whom she took at first glance to be a child, till
she saw he was a dwarf, and quite m ddl e-aged at

that. And they were all chanting, not the ordinary
nursery rhymes that Mary knew, but strange ones

whi ch went wong here and there. It was as if the
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rhyme started out properly and then slipped
somehow, so that the result was not ordinary, or even
nice at all.

Take a crooked sixpence,
Crawl a crooked ml e,

Lay it in the moonlight

On a crooked stile;

CGet a crooked cat

To catch a crooked nobuse,
And | ock '"emup for ever
In alittle crooked house.

It nust, Mary realised, be a spell or charm- but
what kind of magic could this be for? Nothing,

surely, to do with the flying broonstick and Tib, and
t he beautiful fly-by-night flower?

One two three four

Mary's at the Col | ege door;

Fi ve six seven ei ght

Let her in and it's too late ..

The chanting wavered and di ed away as she and

Madam Munbl echook stood in the doorway. Eight

pairs of eyes - all apparently green - were fixed on
her. She felt a little frightened, but then a soft touch
on her |eg made her remenber Tib, and she bent
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quickly to caress his fur. It was ruffled, as if he were
excited or apprehensive too; but it was silky and rea
and conforting.

"This,' said Madam 'is the first grade Arts cl ass.
Spells of the sinmpler kind. Turning mlk sour
blighting turnips, making the cows go dry. In the
second term we progress further to such things as
cranps, aches, and agues. The third termis devoted
to revision and field work, and the examinations are
in Decenber.'’

She paused. 'And the College has its recreations

too. M dnight picnics - though these are usually only
for the boarders; and of course flying | essons. The
aerial gynkhana is in the sumer term And that
remnds ne, nmy dear - there is no need to fly in past
the stableyard; it upsets the alarm cock. You may
have noticed our private landing strip on the north
turret.'

"I believe | did," said Mary.

' Then come in that way, next tine. O course al

our pupils, day pupils and all, are expected to attend
our annual congress in the Harz Muntains on Apri
30th.'

Mary did not quite know what to say, but the

Headmi stress did not wait for an answer. She signed
to the old man on the dais and the chanting began
agai n:
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D ng Dong Bel I,

Pussy's in the well;
She woul dn't have gone right in
But oh, but oh, she's terrible terrible thin ..

Mary bent down quickly and touched Tib again,
then rai sed her voice across the chanting:

' You said sonething about |aboratories, Madam
Do you have science courses?

'Yes, indeed. We hold Advanced Study courses

under one of the nost distinguished of w zards,
Doctor Dee. You will have heard of him But have you
reached science studies yet? You | ook very young.'

"My father is a scientist,' said Mary. 'A professor.’

Madam r ai sed her brows. 'Indeed? \Were, may |
ask?'

"Canbridge.' Mary had to shout to nmake herself
heard through a very noisy spell about warts.

One, two, spotty ma coo,

Three, four, slick as a doo
Warty, warty, jimny jane,

Up the chinbl ey and back again ..

Now Madam | ooked definitely inpressed. She |ed

the way out of the classroom and the door closed on
the chanting. 'Gornbridge? Then he nust be a

war | ock of the very highest order. No wonder you are
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advanced for your age, Mss Snmith. He has taught
you hinsel f?

"Well,' said Mary, 'not really, except that he taught
me to read before | went to school. And of course
knew all those rhynes when | was very little - only
they weren't quite the sane.’

"Adifferent version? How very interesting. These
regi onal variations can be nost instructive. W nust
collate, ny dear Mss Smth, we must collate. And
your nother? No doubt she, too, is acconplished?

'Ch, yes. She was at Canbridge, too. She was one
of Daddy's students.'

'"Really! So there is talent on both sides! |ndeed
we shall be happy to wel come you to Endor. A nost
prom sing recruit. Were are your parents now?

' They're abroad, so they sent me to stay in the
country for a while.'

"And they sent you to nme. | amflattered, very

flattered i ndeed. O course we shall enrol you i mediately.
You nust begin classes today. Wat grade

were you in at Gornbridge?

"The third form'

"The third! Then no doubt you have already

studied some of the nore difficult spells. You will
al ready be well beyond our first grade.'

"Blighting turnips and things? W don't use spells

for that kind of thing now,' said Mary, who was
begi nning to enjoy herself. 'W use sprays.'
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' Met hods change, methods change,’' said Madam

"but basically magic remains the sane. One can do a
tremendous anount of danmage in a very short tine,

if one gets the ingredients right. Have you studi ed
invisibility yet?

"No,' said Mary, 'but | should like to, very nuch.’

This was true. It seemed that she was going to

keep her end up well enough with the Headm stress,
so she mght as well enjoy the adventure, and bl uff
t he day through, and no doubt at the end of it would
get the little broonstick to carry her home again.

But, she thought, renmenbering the weird green

candl e, and the npist eyes of the chanting pupils, and
the nasty little songs they sang, she woul d never

cone back. Never. It mght be exciting, and interesting,
and quite harnless, but - she realised

suddenly - she woul d rather be back at Red Manor

all al one, sweeping up the | eaves on the autum

[ awn.

Madam Munbl echook opened anot her cl assroom
door.

'Second grade. The invisibility class,' she
announced.

This classroomwas quite different, and | ooked

much nore normal. It was big, and had enornous

wi ndows through which the sunlight blazed. There

was a dais with a long table for the teacher, and behind
this a bl ackboard - a red bl ackboard, with witing on
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it in yellowchalk. And there were rows of desks in
front, about thirty all told. The room was desert ed.

Mary was just about to ask where everyone was,

when Madam Munbl echook said with obvious satisfaction
"Ah, | see the class is going very well. A

hundred per cent. Very satisfactory. A good formula,
obvi ously. Wuld you care to try it, Mss Snmith?

She pointed to the witing on the bl ackboard. This
was spidery and not very easy to read, being witten
fromcorner to corner of the blackboard, instead of
straight across. It was, noreover, in a foreign

| anguage.

Mary's new found confidence ebbed abruptly. 'I 1I'm
not sure that | would, at the nonent, thank you,’
she said. Again she was just about to ask where the
cl ass was, when sonethi ng began to happen that was
stranger than anything she had yet seen

Right in front of her, where there had been nothing
but the enpty dais and behind it the red bl ackboard

- redboard, surely, thought Mary - soneone seened

to be standing. A shadow only at first, a sort of
ghostly outline of a person in front of the sunshine.
There was no colour, only shape, and a sort of

shi mrer of personality, which slowy gathered
substance till it became a snmile on the face of a

pl easant -1 ooki ng man. Then all at once he was fully
there, standing on the dais with one hand resting on
a book which Iay open on the table. In his other hand

59



The Little Broonstick

was a thin white stick, which Mary realised nust be

a wand. Fromtine to tine it hissed faintly, and green
sparks spurted or dripped fromits tip |ike drops from
a |l eaking tap

"Doctor Dee,' said the Headmistress, 'this is Mss

Mary Smith. She is to enrol with us, and | feel sure

that she will becone one of our nost able schol ars.

She is already adept at many of the el enmentary

branches of magic. Her parents both studied - both of them Doctor Dee - at
Cor nbri dge. '

"What a splendid start!' said Doctor Dee, his eyes
twi nkling at Mary. 'And what a spl endid nane. How
do you do, Mss Mary Smith?

'How do you do?' said Mary. 'Actually, you know, '
she added, 'it isn't Cornbridge; it's Canbridge.'
' These | ocal differences of pronunciation ...’
Madam scanning the enpty classroom was hardly
attending. 'So interesting. Ah! Doctor Dee!'

The Doctor, follow ng her gaze, started, stared,
and then cried out, 'You, and you ... and you, Gi zel

- keep your mind on your work! Concentrate! |
distinctly saw you, all three of you!'

The cl assroom shone in the sunlight, bright and

swept and enpty, but Mary thought that, just as he
spoke, she had seen, faintly shimering at three of
the desks in the back row, the seated figures of girls

- wonen? - dressed in long | oose robes |ike
dr essi ng- gowns, and each hol ding in her cupped
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hands what | ooked |like a ball of glass. Then they
were gone into the enpty sunlight.

"Can you read it?" asked Doctor Dee. He pointed

at the formula on the redboard with his wand. The

green sparks fizzed, and the yell ow words danced up

and down like gnats in sunlight. 'Ch dear, oh dear, |
forgot to turn the power off. There, that's better
they're steady now. | know ny witing is not always
clear, but | hope that perhaps you can make it out. It's
one of ny own spells,' he added, wistfully, 'and sone

of my pupils find it nmuch sinpler than the classica
ones.'

"It's very clear,' said Mary, not quite truthfully, but
wanting to be polite.

"Real ly? Really?'" He | ooked delighted. 'I know it

isn't so fool proof as, say, the old Merlin fornula or

Prof essor Faust's; but one nust nmove with the tines,

and sorme of the new fabrics proved resistant to the

old fornulae. You can shift velvet w th al nost

anyt hi ng, but the poly-am do synthetics and sonme of

the acetate derivatives are the very angel to disintegrate.'

"I"'mwearing a lot of nylon nyself,' said Mry.

Rashly, as it happened. Doctor Dee beaned.

"Real ly? Then by all neans let us try immediately!
Here, hold this. | haven't a spare globe, but this
will do.' He handed her a big glass ink-well that had
been standing on the table. It was three-quarters ful
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of ink. She hesitated, but Madam was noddi ng and
smling, and Doctor Dee's eyes shone wth enthusiasm
Vel |, thought Mary, why not? She took it

obedi ently between her hands. She could feel her
palmstill faintly sticky with the fly-by-night.

"Now,' said Doctor Dee, 'you know what to do.
Read the words slowy and clearly, then watch the

i nk, and concentrate. You will soon see yourself
going. Nylon or no nylon, | amsure that a young
adept like yourself will have no difficulty whatever.'

Mary lifted the ink-well, and as she did so felt on

her wist the slight tug of old Zebedee's raffia, which
was still attached to Tib's neck. She noticed that Tib
was sitting at the edge of the dais, staring at the
enpty seats behind the enpty desks, and his fur was
brushed up. He took no notice of Mary.

'Can he see then?' she asked.

'Cats can see everything. This is what nmakes them

so especially valuable to us,' said Doctor Dee. 'And

of all the famliars - toads, ows, bats - a black cat
with green eyes is the one that bears away the bell.
And this one - the phoenix, the very pink or chrysolite
of cats, | have no doubt?

'Ch, yes,' said Mary. She would [ ook the words up
she deci ded, when she got hone, but Doctor Dee's
drift was obvious. He was smling down at Tib in
obvi ous admniration

"W do not often get a totally black cat. Splendid,
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spl endid. Now, better give me the lead, Mss Smth.

If he pulls at your hand and breaks your concentration,

you will see nothing. | nean, you will see sonething, and that woul d never
do!' Laughing gently at

his own joke, he took the raffia out of Mary's hand,

then pointed with the wand of power at the witing on

the redboard.

"Now, Mss Smith of Gornbridge, we shall see -
or not see!'
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CHAPTER SEVEN

H nx, minx, the old witch w nks,
The fat begins to fry ...

In the end, she managed very well. Doctor Dee read
the words with her. Afterwards she tried to renmenber
what they were, but never could. As soon as the |ast
one was said she bent her head and stared into the

i nk.

At first it was sinply ink, a glossy, dark blue pool
convex at the edges as if ready to brimover. On its
surface was a kind of skin where dust floated, as if

the ink were not liquid at all, but solid as glass. And,
just as in a glass, there was the roomreflected, but
very small, and perfect in detail, like a mniature

pai nting. She could see the brilliant w ndows

showi ng like tiny curved strips of light, the painted
wal I s, the redboard, and agai nst them her own reflection
made as small as they by the curved surface of
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the ink. She stared, taking it in detail by detail, the
face she had studied so solemmly yesterday in the
mrror at Red Manor, wi shing that something woul d
happen ...

It was happening now. The little figure in the ink
was growi ng brighter, but behind it the reflected
room seened to blur, its colours running and

di ssolving like a filmgoing out of focus. The picture
shook, blurred, faded, then dw ndl ed down, down,

down, to be lost in the darkness at the bottom of the
wel | -shaft. For this was what the ink-well seened

now to have becone. Mary found hersel f |eaning

over a deep well-shaft, her hands gripping the
parapet, gazing into black depths where, still, her
own reflection glinrered in a swirl of snoking

dar kness.

Then, as softly as a candle nelting, and nuch

nmore quickly, the tiny inmage slithered into shapel essness,
whirled for a nonment in snoke, and

vani shed ..

Sonet hi ng stung her |leg, a sharp, jabbing pain
whi ch made her junp. It nmust have shaken her back

out of the spell, for faintly now through the swirling
snoke she could see the classroom w ndows, and
faintly hear, like something echoing in a well, the

wi zard's bl and voi ce saying: 'Splendid! Splendid!
Let's conme back, shall we?

He began to repeat a formula - not the sane, but
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the words sounded famliar, and soon she realised

that it was the original one spoken in reverse. And, in
the ink, the spell reversed. Her face reappeared

agai nst the dark, gathered shape and colour as it
swam cl oser agai nst the sunlit background of the

room then it was only her reflection, small in a poo
of ink.

She | ooked up, blinking in the sunlight. The

Headm stress was | ooki ng pl eased, and here and
there in the classrooma few pupils had reappeared
unr ebuked, and were watching with interest.

Doctor Dee was smiling. 'That was excellent.

Remarkable for a first time, remarkable. But of

course the CGornbridge background is bound to tell

eh? Next time you will be able to do it yourself, but

I think we should leave it at that for the present. One
shouldn't go in for long, the first spell of the term
Now | am sure Madam Munbl echook wants to show

you the other classes.’

He pushed Tib's lead into Mary's hand. As she
went out into the dimcorridor with the

Headm stress, Mary coul d hear hi mbeginning to
scol d the pupils who had reappeared.

This way,' said Madam Munbl echook. ' think
you will find it interesting. It's the Science Practical
whi ch 1I' m conducting nyself. The teacher is
unavoi dably absent.’

'I's she ill?
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'You m ght say so. She nade a slight nmistake with
the spell. Always a tricky thing to do with the
advanced cl asses. Conplete accuracy is, of course,
essential. Here we are.' She opened the door. '\Wy,
what is it, Mss Snith?

As light fromthe opened door streaned into the
corridor Mary had stopped, and was staring down at

Tib. O rather, at where she had imagined Tib to be.
The end of the raffia was in her hand, as Doctor Dee
had given it back to her, and she thought she had felt
Tib gently tugging at the collar, but he was not there.

Only the collar dangling ... No, she realised, not
dangling, but floating al ong beside her, for all the
world as if the little cat were still inside it. But she

could not see him

"Tibl" she cried. 'My cat! | know he was beside ne
all the tinme, because he scratched nmy leg to bring ne
back out of the spell. | must have left him--'

"You haven't left him' Madam Munbl echook' s
voi ce was anused and unperturbed. 'He's still there.
Stroke him and see.'

Mary stooped and reached out, and there, indeed,

was the warm fur and the strong, soft body of the cat.
Hi s head was snooth under her hand, the ears tucked
back flat, and she could feel the thickness of the
brushed-up fur. H's whole body vibrated faintly, Iike
something thrilling with an electric shock. He did not
purr.
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As she picked himup, he spat.

"\Where are you goi ng?' asked Madam rat her
sharply.

'Back to Doctor Dee. The spell must have worked

on Tib as well, but there nust have been sonet hi ng
wong with the antidote, at any rate for cats. He'l
have to bring hi mback.'

Madam Munbl echook | aughed. 'Didn't you

realise, child, that anyone can conme back fromthat
state at will? You did, didn't you? And you saw what
happened to the people in class when they stopped
concentrating. Cats are fanmiliar enough w th nagic,
on the whole. Your Tib will come back when he

wants to, and not before. Can't you feel how excited
he is? Put himdown now, or you'll nake it harder for
him You heard him spit when you picked himup ..
That's right. Now cone in, and 1'll show you sonet hi ng
really interesting. This is the class | think you
shoul d enrol in tonorrow.'

The third classroomwas different yet again, and of

a kind famliar to Mary. It was a | aboratory. There
were | ong benches with taps and basins, and racks of
flasks and test tubes, and burners lit with the famliar
green flame. Sone dozen or so students in black

coats bent over their work. On the bench nearest the
door was a conplicated apparatus where a girl not

much ol der than Mary seened to be stew ng various

roots in a blue liquid which gave off a heavy, sweet
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snell. She was stirring the mxture with a |ong

whitish rod shaped |ike a bone. At the next bench a
young man, with one eye bent to a mcroscope, scribbled
notes in a thick, yellow book. There was a cage

of m ce on the bench beside him Soneone el se was
running a thick green liquid over some very beautifu
white crystals in a boww. Fromthis a sharp

vi ol et-col oured snoke canme off with a hiss and a

snell of burning hair. At the far end of the I ong room
a furnace burned green behind its transparent door

The | aboratory wi ndows were small and barred, and

set high in the walls. Mary noticed how the |ight
out si de had changed; she must have been under the
invisibility spell for far Ionger than she had realised.

"I must see how nmy students are getting on,' said
the Headmistress. 'Sit down here and wait for ne. |
won't be long. O asses are al nost over for the day.'

Mary obeyed her, sitting down in the chair behind
the teacher's desk. She could feel Tib close beside
her | eg, but when she bent to stroke himhe spat
agai n, and she drew back. She sat quietly, |ooking
round the | ab which was so fam liar and yet so
strange - weird even - and found herself wi shing
uneasily that Madam Munbl echook woul d hurry up

and dism ss the class, then enrol her for tonorrow,
and | et her go.

Madam Munbl echook went slowy from bench to
bench, talking to the students, bending over their

69



The Little Broonstick

wor k, and sometines sitting beside themto discuss
it. Once or twice Mary had been in her father's

| aboratory, and had seen hi mdoi ng al nost the sane
thi ngs. But that room had been |ight and cl ean

snel ling of polish and cl ean chemi cal s and sunshi ne.
This snelt queer, fusty, unpleasant alnost, like a
room whi ch has been dark and | ocked too | ong.

Madam s voice tal ked softly on at the far side of

the room Liquids dripped and trickled, the mce
scrabbl ed and squeaked in their cage. The furnace
roared. A big clock ticked, a slightly uneven sound.
The | ead weights were shaped Iike mce. The
pendul um swung to and fro, to and fro, tick lock, tick
lock ...

H ckory dickory dock

The nouse ran up the clock

The nouse was dead

As a lump of |ead

And rock, rock, rock in the clock,

Ri ckety rock said the clock ..

Mary shook hersel f awake. Now, outside the high

wi ndows, she could see the |ight was fading fast. The
clock said ten mnutes to six. Surely the class nust
be over soon? Geat-Aunt Charlotte and M ss

Mar j ori banks woul d be honme in half an hour, and
Mary ought to be there before that, or there m ght be
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guesti ons asked which certainly she would find it
difficult to answer. Mary decided to give Madamtil
six o' clock, then announce firmy that she nust go.

On the teacher's desk in front of her was a pile of
papers held down by a gl ass wei ght shaped like a

frog. Light fromthe burners glittered on it, till it
seened to be staring at Mary with green, jewelled
eyes. Beside it a pen - an old-fashioned quill pen

made of a grey goose feather - stuck upright in a
pewt er inkstand. There was a ruler nmarked in
scribbly characters which nmight have been G eek, or
Arabic, or just sinply Spider. Then a cube, wth
strange marks on the faces. A triangle nmade of worn
brass, engraved with a mernmaid.

Idly, she glanced at the papers, then with nore
interest, as she saw that they were draw ngs of
animals. She lifted the glass frog off the pile, and
began to exam ne them

They were certainly animls, but not any aninals

that she had ever seen. There was one she thought at
first was a squirrel, until she sawit only had two | egs,
and a thin tail like a rat's. Then there was a bird with
no feathers, not even on its wi ngs. Then sonething

t hat m ght have been a hedgehog, except that it had

no eyes and nose, which nade it look like a sea

urchin with feet.

It was like the nursery rhynes. Each one seened
to start out right, then go suddenly, terribly wong.
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Mary hated them She pushed them back under the

gl ass frog, and | ooked at the clock. Five mnutes to
go. Madam Munbl echook was still tal king, but work
seened to be finishing. One of the students was
turning out the flame under a bubbling flask, and
anot her had gone to a sink to wash out sone
apparatus. The young nman with the m croscope had
put away his work, and now brought the book across
to the desk where Mary sat, and put it with sone
others on a shelf beside her. Then he went out, and
sone of the other students with him

Mary gl anced at the book. It was just called Notes, which did not seem

i nteresting, and the thick brown

one beside it was called Metastasis, and was by

somebody of the name of Doustersw vel. Mry

decided not to read it. But the next |ooked nore

prom sing; it was bound in a soft dark red, and had a cat nost beautifully
enbossed in gold on the spine.

It |ooked very old. Mary pulled it out of the shelf,

and exam ned it under cover of the desk

The cat was on the front cover as well, with the
title of the book going round it in a circle like the
lettering on a coin. The title was, apparently: Mafter
Spel | s.

She opened it. The paper inside was thick and
suppl e, alnmost like skin, with wavy edges. On the
fly-leaf was witten in a large, flow ng hand which
she was sure was Madam Munbl echook’ s:
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For feniorftudents only. Not to be taken away.

Once, in an old book Daddy had been studying,

Mary had seen s's that | ooked like this. So that neant
She | ooked at the cover again. Yes, it nade sense

now. The book was called Mafterfpells. She opened it.

The pages were printed in the curious old print
that she had seen in Daddy's book. Here and there
were diagrans, |ike geonmetry, only not the sane;
curious arrangenents of circles and triangles, and
shapes she couldn't put a nane to.

Then her eye caught one of the headi ngs:

How t o Chooj e Subjects for Transformation. On the page opposite this was one
much sinpler: To Unfaften Locks.

And that, thought Mary, mght be very useful, if

Tib and | are to get out of here. Even to herself she
did not like to adnmit that now she was very uneasy

i ndeed. And Tib was uneasy, too, she was sure: even
if he had, in a sense, brought her here - or arranged
for her to come - and had seened excited about it,
why did he insist now on staying invisible?

The [ ast of the students was packing up. Mary

hesitated, then quietly slipped the red book into her
pocket .
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The cl ock checked, whirred, and struck six.

Madam Munbl echook came smiling down the

l ength of the room her dianonds glittering green in
t he dusk against the light of the flanes.
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"And now, ny dear,' said Madam Munbl echook,

'classes are over for the day. If you will cone to ny
of fice and put your name down, | shall give you a

prospectus, and we shall expect you in the norning.'

Mary got to her feet, relieved, and hal f ashamed of
her fear. The book wei ghed heavy in her pocket. She
put a hand down, hoping to slip it back unnoticed
into its place, but Madam Munbl echook cane

swiftly round the desk to pause right beside the
bookshel f- and it was too |ate.

"My books,' the Headm stress was sayi ng,

swooping on themwi th a rustle of the black robes. "If
you will just give ne a nonment, | will |ock ny books
away. At night they go in the strong-room None of
them |l eaves this room |'m sure you understand why,
Mss Smith.' And she took the dozen or so books
fromthe shelf and made for a door that Mary had not
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noticed, right behind the teacher's chair.
' Madam Munbl echook--' began Mary guiltily.

'One nmonent,' said Madam ' Silence, if you
pl ease."

Mary stopped. Madam Munbl echook, with the

pil e of books hel d agai nst her chest, was facing the
strong-room door, and chanting sonething very

softly under her breath. Mary could not hear the
words. There seened to be no |l ock or key on the

door, only a bronze handl e shaped |ike a sea-horse.
Madam | aid hold of this and pulled. There was a
series of clicks, smoth and oiled, and the door began
to swing open. It was a huge, heavy door, nade of
nmetal, and at |east nine inches thick. To Mary's
surprise there was a light inside the strong-room not
green this time, but a dim ordinary yellow, |ike an
oi I lanmp. Madam Munbl echook |eft the door

standing wi de, and went in with the books.

"Wuld you be so good, Mss Snith, as to bring

t he papers off my desk?' she called. 'And the paperwei ght
as well, of course. | always |ock himup at

night, along with the others. One can hardly be too
careful, can one?' And she gave a little chuckling

| augh.

It was Mary's chance. She pulled the red book

from her pocket, picked up the pile of papers and put
themon top of it, then carried the whole lot, with the
glass frog, into the strong-room
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And the strange thing was that Tib ran ahead of
her, pulling eagerly on the raffia | ead.

There was a big cupboard just inside the door, and
in this Madam Munbl echook was stacking the
books.

"l suppose you want this as well,' began Mary. 'I
was just | ooking --' Then she stopped dead, with a
gasp. She had seen what el se the strong-room
cont ai ned.

To begin with, it was a far bigger roomthan she

had thought. It was al nbst as big as the Iab, and the
soft light of the |l anp near the door had only
illumined the end of it, leaving the rest in shadow.

Mercifully in shadow. The whole of the Iong, dim
roomwas lined fromfloor to ceiling with cages.

They were barred and meshed, and stacked on one
another like the shelves in a huge library, and there
wer e bays where ot her ranks of cages stuck out from
the wall. Sonme of the cages - those nearest the door
- were enpty, but fromthose further back in the
shadows peered eyes, the eyes of small creatures,
silent and staring, caught by the lanplight. Here and
there was a novenent as a paw or a tiny foot reached
t hrough the bars, but nostly the little creatures,
what ever they were, sat huddled and silent in the
dark corners at the back of their prisons.

Madam Munbl echook turned at Mary's gasp
"Interesting, is it not? | thought you would be

77



The Little Broonstick

i npressed. Sone of our students have reached quite
advanced experinents in transformation. But of
course we have our failures.' She |aughed nerrily as
she pointed at the nearest cage where a
forlorn-1oo0king creature, its orange fur patched with
scal es |i ke nmange, |ay unheeding, its back to the
room It had put two crooked paws over its eyes to
shut out the light, and seemed to be sl eeping. But
Mary suspected that it was very w de awake. She had
al ready recogni sed one of the draw ngs from

Madam s desk

"Marvel | ous,' she said. Madam Munbl echook

| eaned over the cage, prodding irritably at the
creature, which would not nove. Wthout pausing to
t hi nk why she did so, Mary slipped the red book of
Master Spells back into her pocket. 'Here are your
papers, Madam'

" Ah, thank you.' Madam Munbl echook, abandoni ng

the caged creature, thrust the papers and the

glass frog into the cupboard and | ocked the door on
them She had not noticed the absence of the book. 'I
wi Il show you round in nore detail tonorrow, nmny

dear. But now you will want to be getting hone.'

'Ch, yes, please!'" Mary woul d never have thought
she could be so thankful at the prospect of going
back to Red Manor and G eat-Aunt Charlotte. 'And
I'd better hurry, Madam They'll be m ssing ne
soon. '
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'Then we shall hurry.' And the Headni stress

nmoved qui ckly towards the strong-room door, her

bl ack robes rustling about her. Mary foll owed cl ose
on her heels, pulling Tib, who for sone reason
seened reluctant to go with her. Then they were out
in the lab, and behind themthe strong-room door
shut with a snooth clunk

The | ab was deserted now. The students had al
gone. The burners were out. Only the furnace burned
green and roaring.

Tib was still dragging at the |lead. Mary stooped

qui ckly and picked himup and held himtightly. This
time he neither spat nor scratched, but she heard him
growm deep in his throat, and she felt himstil
quivering with that queer tension and excitenent.

She fol |l omed Madam Mumbl echook out of the |ab

and al ong the corridor

The Headmi stress's office was a pl easant, businesslike

pl ace, and very ordinary, with shelves of

books - quite ordinary books |ike Wo's Wo, and Wat's What, and Teach
Yoursel f Magic - and a typewriter

and a big desk. Mary stood restlessly near the

door, hugging the invisible Tib, while Madam

Mumbl echook lifted a big | edger froma drawer and

spread it open on the desk

"Nanme? You still wish to go by the nane of Mary
Smth?

Mary opened her mouth to protest yet again that it
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was her real nanme, then stopped. There was no point,
after all, since she would not be com ng back. 'Yes,
pl ease."

The Headmi stress was inscribing the name in that
bol d, flow ng hand that Mary recognised. 'Very well.
Mary Smith Sixty-four.' She was witing it, Mary
noticed, as LXIV Madam underlined this carefully.

" There. That is how you will be known anong us.

Addr ess?'

'Red Manor, Shropshire.'

Madam gl anced up at that, her eyes suddenly very

pi ercing. 'lndeed?" She seened to be about to say
somet hing further, but nerely rai sed her brows,
noddi ng, then turned back to the | edger. And now
Mary, craning forward, could see what had surprised
her. The previous entry | ooked al nbost exactly th”
same. |t ran:

Mary Smith LXI11, Red Manor, Shropjhire. Madam cl osed the book with a snap
"So that is

that. Delighted to have you.' She dropped the book

back in the drawer and handed Mary an envel ope.

"Here is our prospectus. W will discuss fees later

but believe me, we shall be nost grateful for your

generous donation. So many prospective pupils have

no idea that a little initial gift is not only very acceptable,
but - shall we say? - an excellent start to one's

col l ege career. Wen you have had time to think it

over, | amsure you will see it in this light.'
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"I don't understand,' said Mary.

Madam smiled kindly. "All in due course, ny dear

all in due course. At the noment everything is so

new to you ... Tonorrow at ten, then, and we shal

di scuss your classes. Alittle distilling, | think, and

some practice with the astrol abe for instrunent
flying, but I think -1 really think - that your father's
daughter can go straight on to transformation.'

' Thank you,' said Mary. She was glad to hear that
she did not sound nervous, only slightly worried.
"And now | really think 1'd better hurry hone,
Madam My great-aunt likes ne to be washed and
changed by half past six, and --'

' Badness nme,' said Madamnmildly, |ooking at the
clock on the wall, 'then certainly you nmust be goi ng.
I"mafraid that our private landing strip is |ocked
now, except for residents, but Danny will have your
broonstick ready at the door.'

And he had. He was waiting at the foot of the front

door steps in the thick dusk, holding the little broonstick
whi ch stood quite still in his grasp, just like an

ordinary broom So |ike an ordinary broomt hat

Mary, running down the steps with relief in the fresh
evening air, had a nmonent's terrible doubt. Had this
nmorning's journey really been true? Had she really

flown? And could she fly again?

"WIl it know the way?' she asked anxiously, and
M Fl anagan grinned cheerily.
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"It will that. They're each after having their own
runs, and this one will be getting you there with a lep
i ke a bl oom ng grasshopper. If you can stay on, that
is. Come along then, ne dear, I'll hauld himthe

while you'll be nounting. Be aisy, now, will you?

This to the broonstick, which began to sidle and skip
as Mary tried to mount it.

"Let nme hold the cat,' said Madam Munbl echook

and lifted Tib fromMry's arnms. Tib was grow i ng
and grunbling audi bly now, his voice rising to a
squal | as Madam Munmbl echook busi ed hersel f tying
the end of the raffia | ead to the broom handl e.

' Stand back, now' cried M Flanagan. 'Hauld on
me dears!' And he gave the little broonstick a slap
and shouted: 'Hone wid ye now'

It did work. It was just the same, except that this

tinme the broonstick tried no tricks, but rushed

snoothly up into the air on a trajectory like a rocket.
The birch twigs whistled in the air like a tiny jet

engi ne. Then the broonstick curved out over the

huge trees at the edge of the park, and fled for the |ast
bright gap in the heavy cl ouds of evening with a

speed that took Mary's breath from her |ungs.

It had taken Tib's, too. As they left the ground with
that tremendous |eap, his squalling had checked as
suddenly as if he had choked.

The clouds swirled round her, indigo and grey and

auber gi ne, then suddenly gol den, all smoke and
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flame and tossing fire. But this time she hardly
noticed their beauty. She held on tightly to the
broonstick, calling out to the silent Tib, and
wat ching for the break in the sea of cloud which
woul d mark the beginning of their descent.

Here it was. A great gap of darkness, |like a |ake of
bl ack water. The broonstick tore through the firelit
surf of cloud at the edge of the gap, then plunged
steeply down into the eveni ng dusk above Red

Manor .

It skinmed the top of the line tree, and the

autum | eaves, torn off in its wake, swirled round
Mary's head like a cloud of bats. There was a sw sh
and tossing of twi gs, and the broonstick jerked once
as if it had hit something - or as if, thought Mary,
clinging like a burr, Tib had junped clear into the
i me boughs. And i ndeed, when the broonstick ran to
earth in a |l ong wake of blown |eaves al ong the | awn,
and she turned to | ook, the raffia | ead had gone, and
no warm fur nmet her hand as she stroked it al ong the
twi gs of the besom

"Tib? Tib? Cone down!' she called softly,

di smounting, and staring up into the twilit boughs of
the big lime. She could see the raffia | ead, caught
from some high branch, swinging with the collar
obviously enpty. Tib had pulled hinself free, and,

t hough surely not still invisible, apparently was not
yet ready to come to her.
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Mary ran down the path towards the kitchen

garden, and put the little broonstick back in its place
with a pat of thanks. Wth a soft flirt of wings and a
faint chirrup the robin flew up on the wall by the

t ool -shed, and began to sing. There were daisies all

al ong the edge of the path, and by the door as she ran
in the evening prinroses shone pale and scented in

t he dusk. Everything was normal and ordinary, and

very conforting, and there in the kitchen was Ms
McLeod just putting the pans on the stove for supper.

'There you are. Did you have a good day, now?

'Lovely, thank you,' said Mary. 'Is Aunt Charlotte
honme yet ?'

Ms MLeod | ooked amused. ' You've beaten her,’

she said, 'but only just. | can hear the car there now
Run, | assie.'

Nobody had asked any questions that could not be
answered. The old, old friend had apparently been
good val ue, and G eat-Aunt Charlotte and M ss

Mar j ori banks spent a happy supper-tine talking

about their day. For once, Mary was pleased that they
seened totally uninterested in hers.

At | ast she escaped up to her room The first thing
she did was to run across to the wi ndow and pull the
curtains wide. Nothing but sky and stars. The cl ouds
had cl eared, and a fresh young wind tossed the |ine
boughs. There was no cat waiting on the wi ndowsill.
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She pushed the sash up and | eaned out, calling
softly. No reply.

Mary began slowy to undress, knitting her brows
with worry. Supposi ng Madam Munbl echook were

wrong, and Tib couldn't get his visibility back at

wi || ? Suppose the spell had been different from her
own? Suppose - then she renenbered the book, and

put a hand in her pocket, half expecting the book to
have vani shed, too. But it was safely there, the
enbossed cat and the circle of lettering winking in
the electric light.

Mary fingered it doubtfully. Not tonight, perhaps.

No, this was sonething to be | ooked at tonorrow,

when the sun was shining. Sonehow, here in her own
room the book | ooked uneasily out of place, not

bel onging to the sane world as the daisies, and the
snell of the linme tree, and the robin's song. But there
was Tib ...

Wll, Tib was probably all right anyway. Cats

could cope with magic, they had told her. And in any
case, Tib would have to be here hinself for any kind
of spell to work

She put the book on her dressing-table, and then
noticed, sticking out from between the pages where
she nmust have pushed it, the envel ope Madam

Mubl echook had given her with the Coll ege's
prospectus. She picked it up. This was different;
since she had no intention of ever going there again,
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it would be fun to have the prospectus to keep and
read. Now that she was safely back at hone, the
adventure was pl easant enough to remenber; apart
fromTib' s accident everything had gone well - and
t hey thought she was a w zard's daughter

Mary grinned to herself at the thought of Daddy
maki ng hinmsel f invisible. She woul d enjoy show ng
hi mt he prospectus, and Mumy, too. How people
woul d stare when they knew that there was a Col | ege
for Wtches, only a broonstick's ride away from Red
Manor. She wondered if there was a picture, or even
a map to show you how to get there. She opened the
envel ope.

A slip of paper fell out.

On it was witten, in that big bold hand:

"Received with thanks of Mfs Mary Smith LXIV
of Red Manor in Shropshire, one Fam liar for
Transformati on Experi nents!

And an initial below which | ooked |ike M
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Can | get there by candle |ight?
Yes, and back agai n!

If your heels are ninble and light..

There was nothing for it. She would have to go back
and tonight. They would hardly keep Ti b unharned
until tonorrow, when they expected Mary back as a
pupil, otherw se the Headm stress woul d not have
been so nysterious about the 'donation' Mary had
made, and she woul d have taken the little cat nore
openly, instead of ... Yes, thought Mary, as she
hurried her clothes on again, that was how t hey had
done it. Wien Madam Munbl echook took the cat
fromher she had sinply pretended to put himon the
broonstick, then she had tied the enpty raffia to the
handl e, and M Fl anagan had sent the broonstick
away before Mary had had time to check on Tib's
presence. They were all in it, nice though they had
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seened. And Doctor Dee, too - Mary was sure now

that he had deliberately left Tib invisible, to help
Madam and M Fl anagan to snatch him Cats were
"especially valuable', Doctor Dee had said ... But if
cats knew about magic, then Tib nust have known

what he was risking. Wiy, then, had he deliberately

| ed her to Endor Coll ege?

Mary stood in the mddle of her bedroom fully
dressed again, thinking. It was quite dark outside,
and the wind had grown stronger, and was roaring in
the treetops. There were voices on the stairs now,
Great-Aunt Charlotte comng to bed early, as usual

M ss Marjori banks woul d be anything up to an hour
later. It would be useless for Mary to attenpt before
that to creep downstairs unseen. She woul d have to
wai t .

She sat down in the chair by the | anmp, and opened

the red book called Master Spells. Three spells, if
they were there, she had to find. She found the index
page and ran her finger down.

The first one she had seen before: To Unfasten

Locks. The others woul d probably be nore difficult but
surely there nust be one to cancel invisibility,

and one to undo a transformation?

But there was not. She started again at the top, and
went down one by one, slowy. To Change Into Stone.
To turn HmBlue. To Strike H m Pink. To Render

H s Hands Powerless. To TransformlInto Animals.
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To Transform One Aninal |Into Another

Mary's finger checked. The invisibility spell, she
renenber ed, had been undone by bei ng chant ed

backwar ds. Perhaps transformation spells worked the
same way? She | eafed through the thick yell ow pages
until she found the one headed To Transform One

Ani mal I nto Another. She skipped through the spell

whi ch was gi bberish, to the note at the bottom which
read, sinply: 'This spell does not apply to cats, toads,
or other familiar creatures of w tches'

So it would not work. Cats were special. But since
Madam had taken Tib for transform ng, there nust

be a spell for it, and therefore there nmust surely be
one to undo it. Unless - and it was possible - they
never did undo transformations, just went on and on
experimenting, changi ng one m serable shape into

anot her. ..

It didn't bear thinking about. She went down the

i ndex again. Nothing, nothing ... ah! She had it! At
the foot of the page, printed small, was a star, and
after it the sinple words: The Master Spell

Mary turned to the back of the book.

There it was, printed in scarlet, with a star at the

start of every line. And above it, under the headi ng The Master Spell, was
witten in a snall, crabbed

hand: To Undo any Magi ck w thin Range. This spel

to be used only agai nst Magick already nade. If it is

used where there has been no Magick, then it will
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cone back upon the user, to his dire affliction
Beware, and say nme not save in sore need.

Mary read no further. Footsteps were coning

creaking up the stairs. She switched the light off and waited, breathless in
t he dark, |istening. She heard

M ss Marjori banks' door open and shut, softly. A few

m nutes later the grandfather clock in the hall struck

el even. The house settled, creak by creak, into silence.

At | ast she noved. She switched the Iight on and

got into her dark coat and soft-sol ed shoes. She
dropped a torch into one pocket and the book of

spells into the other. She picked a head off the purple
fly-by-night and kept it carefully in her hand.

Then, heart thunping, she opened her bedroom
door.

It was quite quiet. The only sound was the steady
ticking of the grandfather clock. The lights were out
under Great-Aunt Charlotte's door and M ss
Marj ori banks'. Mary switched on her torch and crept
along the corridor to the stairhead, then slowy,
slowy, down the stairs, avoiding the treacherous one
three fromthe bottom which creaked.

As she reached the hall the grandfather clock \ cleared its throat and struck
the hal f hour.

Mary junped. Then the steady, soft ticking started agai n.

H ckory dickory dock ..
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The nenory canme to her of that other clock, the

one in the lab at Endor College, with the | ead weights
that | ooked like horrid little dead m ce, and the nasty
rhyme it seemed to click out. She shone her torch up
at the grandfather clock. Its brass face w nked at her
There were cherubs engraved in the upper corners,

and between thema sun with curly rays all round a
jolly face, cheek to cheek with a coy-Iooki ng noon.
The wei ghts were hidden in the cl ock-case, but Mary
knew what they | ooked like; fir-cones, fat and tightly
shut .

It was a lovely, old, honely clock, and it is possible
that at that noment Mary woul d have gone strai ght
upstairs again and tried to forget all about the other
one, if a novenent at the foot of the clock had not
caught her eye. A nouse, a real one, small and gl ossy
and bright-eyed, whisking aside out of the torchlight
and vani shing into the wai nscot.

"Wait till Tib sees you,' whispered Mary, and then
said to herself, in surprise: '"And that's fair enough
it's the way things are; it's between Tib and the
mouse. But magic - magic isn't fair. Not on Tib or
the mce - and not on those poor things in the cages,

what ever they are. I'll have to go. And it wouldn't be
right to use the spellbook to unlock the front door
either. 1'll doit the way it's used to, even if it does

t ake | onger

It didn't take so very long. A few nonments |ater
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the last bolt slid back and the key turned to let Ma:
out into the dark night air.
1

It was so easy that it was alnost routine. The little
broomnsti ck was just where she had left it, and apparently
it was asleep, because when Mary took hold of

it, it gave a junp and a kick that nearly tore it out of
her grasp. But now she knew what to do. She

squeezed the fly-by-night in her hand, rubbed the

hand down the broom handl e and sai d sharply:

"Standstill!’

The little broonstick stood still.

"That's better!' said Mary sternly. She settled torch
and book carefully in her pockets, got astride the
broomnstick, stroked it - this tine nore gently - with
the crushed flower, and conmmanded it:

' Endor Col | ege. Front door, and carefully, please!’

The broonstick, with only the tiniest quiver of a
buck, leaped into the air and headed straight for the
near est bunch of stars.

It was inpossible to tell distance this time, or height.
The sensation of speed was, if anything, greater than
during daylight, because all the stars seened to be
racing and wheeling as well. It was like flying

t hrough an enornmous Cat heri ne-wheel of a sky,

where stars whirled and flashed, and the wake of the
little broonmstick fizzed with bubbles of Iight. Then
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the stars, pouring away, dwi ndled to bright dust, and
the dusky trees sailed up and blotted them out, and
the broonstick had arrived.

Just as it had been told. At the very foot of the
front door steps.

Mary di snounted. The broonstick stood quite

still for her, so as she propped it in the shadow of
the house wall she gave it a friendly little pat and
whi spered, 'Wait for me, and be good. | won't be

l ong."'

She stood for a nonent in the shadow beside it,

wat ching and listening. There were no lights in the
wi ndows. The al arm cock was silent. |ndeed, not
many sounds woul d be audi bl e above the rush of

wind in the treetops. This had got stronger now,
almost as if a stormwere comng. Mary, flattening
hersel f back into the deep shadow between the steps
and the house wall, got out her book and her torch
and shone a cautious light on the page.

To Unfaften Locks ...

It was right, she supposed, to use the spell on the
front door of Endor College. It seemed such a
simple little rhyne, but if the |ock was indeed a
magi ¢ one ..

It was, and the spell worked. The door opened in
snoot h, obedient silence, and Mary, her heart
t hunping, stole into the hall. She shut the door
qui etly behind her and stood still, listening.
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No lights; no sound. Wth stealthy flashes of her
torch she tiptoed down the long corridor towards the
door of the | ab.

This was shut, but not |ocked. She eased it open

and was back in the horrid roomshe renmenbered. It

was quite light. The furnace still roared green behind
its transparent door, filling the long roomwth that
phosphorescent decaying |light, and striking gl eans

and ripples of glitter fromthe racks of jars and fl asks.

The clock was ticking; off-beat it went, with its
nasty little rhyne:

H ckory dickory dock

The nmice got into the clock ...

Mary ignored it. She shut the door carefully, and
ti ptoed past the teacher's desk to the nassive, |ocked
door of the strong-room

The book was still open at the | ock-spell. She put

her hand, still faintly sticky with the fly-by-night, on
t he bronze sea-horse which did duty for a handl e,

and whi spered the spell

The huge door canme snoothly open, and stood
wi de for her to enter.

Inside, the lanp still burned with its yellow light.
Furt her back, in the dusk, the bars of the cages

gli mered, and behind the bars, the eyes. Al w de
awake, all staring.
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"Ti b?" whispered Mary. 'Tib? Are you there?

No answer. Only a rustling and a faint nuttering,
gobbl i ng sound as all the queer nisshapen creatures
cane crowding to the fronts of their cages. Those
that had eyes had them fi xed on her, beseechi ng.
Smal | paws scrabbled at the bars.

"Tib?" Surely, if Tib were here, he would nmake

some sign. She began to run along the rows of cages,
peering in the faint light, calling, Tib? Tib? Tib?
a desperate little whisper

A squirrel shot a paw out and snatched at her
sl eeve, and she paused.

"Tib? I's that you?

From t he next cage a hedgehog's foot reached,
urgently, and fromthe cage above a tw sted cl aw
stretched out to pat her hair.

Mary had not thought of this. She backed away
fromthe wall of cages, and took out her torch again,
sending its beam al ong the packed rows. 'Tib? Tib?

If you're here, make a sound! Try, Tib! Try to new
Surely you've still got a voice?

But they all understood her. And they were al
desperate. Fromevery cage cane small, frantic

noi ses, as the rabbits, rats, squirrels, pangolins,
hedgehogs, frogs and lizards tried, fromall their
differently shaped throats, to nmew

' Pl ease, please--!' Mary, her hands to her ears,
was al nbost crying. 'Can't you understand"! | can't
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open all those locks; it would take hours and hours!
And even if | could, how could you get away? You're
all solittle, and you' ve none of you got proper |egs
or wings! Please, please be quiet and let ne find

Ti b!'

But they took no notice. The eyes besought her,
the paws reached frantically through the bars, the
little throats croaked and nmewed and gobbl ed and
cried.

Then suddenly, silence.
Then Mary, too, heard what they had heard.

Foot steps were coni ng down the corridor towards
t he | aboratory door.
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CHAPTER TEN

Gay go up and gay go down

There were two sets of footsteps, and one of them
bel onged to Madam Munbl echook. Mary heard her
tal king, then a man's voi ce answering her

She ran to the door of the strong-room and stood

there, listening. Perhaps they were not coning here;

per haps the voi ces woul d go straight past the | aboratory
door. ..

They stopped just outside it.

" A nost successful experinment, Doctor Dee,'’
Madam was saying. 'And well worth staying late for.
| believe we may congratul ate oursel ves.'

The door knob turned.

Mary whi sked back into the strong-room and

pul | ed the massive door shut behind her. It closed
quietly, with a faint gasp of air. She could hear
not hi ng now. Al round her the creatures were silent,
save for the faint scratching of their feet on the floor
of the cages, and their soft, hurried breathing. The air
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was dead; Mary heard her own heart as if it were
f oot st eps.

They had spoken of an experinent. Perhaps they
just wanted sonmething fromthe |ab. Perhaps they
woul d not cone in here ...

She heard the | ock of the strong-room door turn
over with a snooth click.

When Madam Munbl echook and Doct or Dee

cane into the strong-room Mary was at the far end

of it, crouched on the floor in the darkness behind the
| ast bay of cages.

' in here,' Madam was saying, 'and that will do
for tonight, | think? W can perhaps continue

t onmor r ow?'

"Certainly,' said Doctor Dee. 'l admit to finding it

a challenge, a real challenge. A nore difficult subject
even than the grey, wouldn't you agree?

"I ndeed. But how satisfactory to be able to check
those results with this one, and so soon.' There was a
sound of something being laid down. 'There. Quite a
difference, isn't there? | don't think he'll be readily
recogni sed now, even if she decides to be difficult
about it.'

"All cats are grey in the dark, don't they say?' said
Doctor Dee, and | aughed. 'Ah, it's awake now. Al is
well. There was a nonent, | admit to you, dear

ma' am when | thought | m ght have nade the

m xture too strong. But | venture to suggest that we
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may even be on the verge of discovering one of the

classic forrmulae. | would not put it any |less strongly.
However, | suggest we |eave the creature in the lab
cage overnight, until - ah, naughty!'’

Sonet hi ng had hissed, but not like a cat; like a

snake, thought Mary. Madam Munbl echook

| aughed, and Doctor Dee said conplacently, 'He'l

| earn. And now, dear Madam | had better be on ny
way. '

"Come to ny office first,' said Madam

Mubl echook. 'One for the road. It's a wild night
now, fromthe sound of the wind. Your broonstick is
reliabl e?

"Totally. Straight to its stable, and never a swerve
toright or left. It's the only way it knows,' said
Doctor Dee. 'After you, dear Madam'

They were going. Mary held her breath. She had

the inpression that all the creatures in the cages held
theirs. The great door whooshed shut on its cushion

of air. Silence settled. She tiptoed out into the |anplight
to see what Madam had brought.

In a small - a very small - cage nade of bright,
conmon- | ooki ng netal, a cage no bigger than a

| arge mousetrap, sat a frog. It had a hunched back
protrudi ng eyes, and a spotted skin. It was sitting up
on its enornous haunches, and its forel egs were too
short. They were just little curled claws, held tightly
intoits chest. Wien it saw Mary, it hitched and
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shuffled itself forward on its haunches towards the
bars, and tried to reach her with the tiny, useless
paws.

An experiment, they had said. A difficult subject.
He 11 learn, they had said, and | aughed.

Mary put a finger through the bars, and the little
paws fastened round it. She saw how the | anpli ght

ran over the freckled skin like silk; how the powerfu
frog muscl es bunched and gli mered; how the

bul bous eyes shone.

"Ti b?'" she whispered. 'My pretty Tib. | knowit's

you. You'd be beautiful, whatever they did to you

And | think I'm beginning to understand; the "grey"
they tal ked about, that was your brother G b, wasn't
it? He must be here too, sonewhere. If | get you out,
you can show me which he is, and we'll take him

too. Keep still, now, and let go ny finger. I've got to
find the Master Spell.'

For of course the |ock-spell by itself would be
usel ess. She nust undo the transformation as well.
She opened the book at the Master Spell.

The red lines, with their warning stars, seened to
quiver in the lamplight ...1t will cone back upon the
ufer, to his dire affliction. Beware, and fay nme not
fave in fore need.

Wll, this was sore need, and if it came back upon

her, that was just too bad. It was already nore than
bad for Tib and his brother, and for these countl ess
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ot her creatures whom she w shed so desperately that
she could help as well.

She took a breath. The massive door was tightly
shut. There was no need to whisper. She raised her
voice to its normal pitch, and spoke quickly and
clearly ..

There were six lines of it, and it is not possible to
gquote it here, because never after this night was Mry
able to renenber a word of it. But it was a sinple,
gay little rhynme, and it ended on a phrase that m ght
have been (but wasn't) 'the dancing ring of days.'

ring of days,' finished Mary, strongly.
That did it.
Everyt hi ng happened at once.

Wth a clicking and a cracking like a mllion

billion nuts popping under the feet of a hundred

el ephants, the locks of the cages - all the cages flew
open. The cupboard door fell off its hinges, and

the glass frog rolled out as the books and papers on
the shelves wi sped away to charred ash. The
strong-room door itself swung wi de and stood. And

out of every cage the creatures junped, flapped,

crept, shuffled, clawed their way, till they swarned
all round Mary's feet on the ground. Then, suddenly,
the dimlamp swelled and flashed and sparkl ed, and

the dead air of the strong-roomwent whirling and

whi stling through the bars of the enpty cages and

with it - instead of the grunting breaths and shuffling
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claws of the unhappy, stunted creatures on the floor
- cane the sound of wi ngs and danci ng hoofs. Under
Mary's eyes a | ane hedgehog stretched and grew and
became a young deer, dappl ed and bi g-eyed, and

supple as willow a shuffling pangolin swept into the
air with the knife-wings and scarlet throat of a
swal l ow; the glass frog, rolling to her feet, nelted
into the steely velvet of a beautiful snoke-grey cat;
then all round her were wings and the joyous cries of
birds, and the light-flecked coats and tossing antlers
of deer.

And fromthe little metal cage with its burst |ock

| eaped Tib, eyes wide and brilliant, and | anded on
Mary's left shoul der, as the grey cat swarmed up her
other armto anchor every claw in the collar of her
coat .

For a few shocked and deaf ened seconds Mary
could not nove. The sudden flashing magic, the
appal I i ng noi se, seened to split the night.

Then she shouted: 'Run, everyone! This way!'And
tore out through the strong-room door and across the
| ab.

Here, too, was chaos. Tubes and retorts burst with
cracks and flashes, and liquid ran down red, green

and purple, so that the deer's hoofs splashed col oured
spray shoul der high as they galloped through. The

cl ock wei ghts dropped to the floor, becane mce, and
vani shed down t he nearest crevice, closely followed
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by the mice fromthe burst cage on the bench. The
cl ock springs, rel eased scream ng, whipped up in
great coils, whirled round and round three tines,
then smashed in a whirring tangle of netal

"Hie,' said the clock, and stopped.
The furnace expl oded.

The | ab door stood wi de. Mary, the book in her

hand and the cats on her shoul ders, dived through it
and, with the air alive with birds and with a score of
deer racing beside her, ran down the long corridor to
the front door.

It was open, too.

But so was the door of Madamis office. And in that
doorway, side by side, Madam Munbl echook and
Doctor Dee stood transfixed and furi ous.

Then, together, they |l eaped into action. Doctor

Dee whirled his wand of power up, and yelled, 'Stop
| bid you stop!" And Madam Munbl echook ran to
slamthe front door.

But nobody stopped, or even paused. Doctor Dee

was wavi ng his wand and shouting still, but his voice
could not be heard for the noise of w ngs and hoofs
and the excited calling of the animals and birds. Tib,
on Mary's left shoulder, was yelling |ike a denon,

and on her right, the grey cat answered. The noi se

was dreadful. And whether it sinply drowned the

wi zard's voice, or whether the Master Spell still held,
Madam and the Doctor were powerless. The front
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door sprang open agai nst the witch's hands, so
violently that she was flung back agai nst the wall
and then the herd of deer, with Mary in their m dst
and the flock of birds sweeping overhead, ran cl ean
over the wi zard, knocking him wand and all, flat to
the floor. Then they were all racing anyhow down t he
wi de steps and out in the fresh, free night.

The deer fled on, over the grassland, under the

trees' shadow. Mary saw themreach the wall, and

over it in the windy starlight they went like a lifting
wave. The birds shot high into the starlit air,
screaming with joy. Mary stunbled down the | ast

step, the cats clinging |like goosegrass, and ran for the
dark corner where she had left her little broonstick

It nust have come to neet her. She al nost fel
over it, half-propped against the stone griffin at the
foot of the steps.

She | eaped astride it, clapped it with her hand, and
shout ed: ' Hone! Straight home!'’

It junped into the air. As she soared over the trees,
gai ni ng hei ght, she saw bel ow her the |ast wave of

deer leap the park wall and scud away into the dark
woods. All around, the treetops were filled with

birds, singing as if it were mdday. Then woodl and,

bi rdsong, and the scent of the trees dropped away
fromher, and there was nothing but the flying
starlight and the ecstatic shrilling of the two cats at
her ears.
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It seened a much qui cker ride than usual. The
broonsti ck sl owed, swooped down through a swirl of
wi ndy cloud, then coasted to a smooth | andi ng on
grass.

Mary disnounted stiffly. The cats | eaped down off

her shoul ders, but, to her surprise, stayed cl ose

besi de her feet, and even in the fitful light of the

cl oud-mantl ed stars she could see the arch of their
backs, and the stiffness of their tails. They seened to
be staring at the house.

Mary turned to see what was scaring them so

Then she, too, stiffened and stood staring. And she

knew that if she, like the cats, had had a tail, it would
have been sticking straight up like theirs, and fluffy

as a bottl e-brush.

It was the wong house.

She picked up the broonstick. Yes, it was the

wrong broonstick, too. Her own little broomstick

had, after all, stayed exactly where she had bidden it.
And there had only been one other visitor to Endor
College that night. 'Straight to its stable, and never a
swerve to right or left,' Doctor Dee had said. And this
was where it had brought her

Mary stood there on Doctor Dee's front |awn,
hol di ng Doctor Dee's broomstick, and staring at the
front of Doctor Dee's house with horror

The cats spat, sprang away, and vani shed into the

shadows.
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Soneone junped out of the bushes behind her. A

voi ce said, gruffly and threateningly, 'So it was you,
you rotten witch! Now I've got you, and you'd better
do as | say!'
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Where she was going | couldn't but ask it,
For in her hand she carried a broom

It was a boy; a boy of about Mary's own age,

perhaps a little older, but taller and tough-I ooking.
H's hair | ooked quite dark in the starlight, and he
was scow i ng ferociously. He was al so brandi shing

a thick stick with a nasty-Iooking knob on the

end.

Then he stopped, peered, and said on a note of
uncertain surprise, 'l know you, don't 1? W've

nmet somewhere, but | don't renenber - Who are

you?'

Mary had backed a step in front of the threatening
cudgel . 'I've never seen you before inny life. I'm
Mary Smith, from Red Manor. Are you Doctor Dee's
apprentice?

"Doctor who's what? OF course |'mnot!' He
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sounded surprised and indignant, but he had let the

cudgel fall. "I'mthe Vicar's son, Peter. | live in
Redmanor too, but | --' He took in his breath. 'Yes,
that's it! |I've seen you in a photo up at the Manor

that's why | nust have thought | knew you. Daddy
said you were staying with your great-aunt.'

'"They told nme you were away on holiday,' said
Mary.

"W got back today. But | ook, what is all this?
What are you doi ng here? And why should | be
somebody' s apprentice? Wo's this Doctor Dee?

"Don't you know? This is his house - at |east,

think it nust be.' He was scow ing at her still, but
uncertainly, and this gave Mary confidence. She
added, 'Wiat are you doing here yoursel f, anyway?

"I came to look for ny cat,' said Peter

"So it is yours!' cried Mary. 'The grey one? It is
G b, then?

He nodded. 'Wen we got back, M Spenser said

G b had di sappeared a week ago, and they hadn't

seen him since. W've | ooked everywhere, all day.

Mot her and Daddy said he nust have gone astray,

but I knew he would never do that. Then | found a
note under one of the plant-pots in the potting shed.
It said --'

"I know what it said. It was a receipt for "one

Fam liar for Transformation Experiments",' said
Mary.
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The boy stiffened, and the cudgel nobved again as
his grip tightened. 'Then you are a witch? | -1 didn't

think they were real, but when | sawyou ... I'm
certain | saw you cone flying in over that wall, and
there's the broonstick to prove it! And | suppose this
Doctor Dee of yours is a wizard as well, if you

t hought | was his apprentice!' He swing the cudge

up, and took a step forward. 'I prom se you, if you

don't give me my cat back --'

'Please,' said Mary, backing again, 'Il'"mnot a

wi tch, honestly! | just got mixed up init, the same as
you, because ny cat di sappeared as well, and as a
matter of fact |'ve found them both, and transforned

t hem back again. | found a book of spells, and --'

'Do you expect ne to believe that? demanded
Peter. '\Where are they, then?'

"There,' said Mary, with relief, as the two cats,
their fur once nore sleek and shining, strolled out of
t he shadows on to the grass.

"G bl" said Peter. The cudgel thudded down on the
grass, and he snatched the cat up, hugging him
"Where did you find hin?

"Look,' said Mary earnestly, 'there isn't time to tel
you all about it. You'll just have to believe ne, and
think we'd better be getting out of here now, this
mnute. There are two of themin it - Doctor Dee, and
a witch who lives not far fromhere, and | think they
may be conming after me. They're dangerous, | don't
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have to tell you.' She stooped and picked Tib up. 'So
let's hurry, shall we? I'Il tell you all about it on the
way. '

But the boy didn't nove. 'That's the whole point,'
he said. 'W can't get out. The walls are snooth as
glass and there aren't any trees, and the gate's

| ocked."'

Mary | ooked round her. He was right. Doctor

Dee's house stood in a square garden which was
surrounded by a very high wall. There was not a tree,
not a creeper, nothing by which the walls could be
clinmbed. And even in the starlight she could see the
enor nous padl ock on the gate. 'But - how did you

get in, then?

"Wal ked in,' said Peter bitterly. 'l thought | heard
Gb newing inside the walls, so of course | cane
straight in. And the gate shut behind me, snooth as
butter, and |I've been here for hours. Mdther and
Daddy will be out of their mnds. They've probably
got the police out |ooking for ne by now It nust be
m dni ght .’

"Probably after,' said Mary, for whomthe night

had certainly seemed a long one. "Wll, we'll have to
fly out the way | cane in. Hold tight to Gb, wll
you?'

"Then it's true? It is magic?

"It was magi c that | ocked the gate on you,' said

Mary, 'you can be sure of that. But |'ve got sone too
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| told you. There's a snag about this broomstick - it's
Doctor Dee's, and | may not be able to make it take
us hone, but at least it'll get us over the wall."' She

felt for the remains of the fly-by-night in her pocket,
and squeezed the last of its juices over her hand.
"Hurry up now, hold tight. These broonsticks are

funny, they sonetines buck.'

But it didn't buck. When Mary rubbed it with

the fly-by-night, with a sharp comand to ' get

over the wall, and then fly to Red Manor - Red
Manor, in Shropshire. Do you hear?' the broonstick
tried its best, rearing fromthe ground, but

with the double weight on it, it could not rise even

as far as the top of the wall. At about six feet up
it stuck, and then careered round and round the
wal | ed garden till the two children were dizzy,

and Mary gasped at last, 'Go down, will you? Go down!'

Wth alittle wiggle of relief, the broonstick
dropped. The two children got off. There was no need
to hold on to the cats now, Tib and G b seened to
realise exactly what the situation was, and were
silent, each cat clinging tightly to a child' s shoul der
with every one of his eighteen claws.

"What on earth are we going to do?" asked Peter in
di smay. Then suddenly he lifted his head. 'Listen
What' s that?

Above the soughing of the wind in the treetops
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out si de cane anot her sound; a high, sw shing noise
that Mary, with a prickling of the spine, recognised.

"It's a broonstick coming. Doctor Dee. Quickly,
we' 11 have to hide!l’

"He'll find us in two mnutes. There's only those

bushes, no other cover at all in the garden, and the
house door's locked. | tried it. | wanted to see if there
was a telephone - this is a fine tine to giggle, | nust

say! Grls!' He seized her arm 'Get into the bushes,
quickly. It's the only chance!’

But Mary ran for the house door. 'No. | told you I
had magic. | can open |l ocks.' And she dragged torch
and book from her pocket, flashing the light at the
pages.

Peter was qui ck. He saw the point strai ght away even

t hough, thought Mary adnmiringly, he had hardly

had time to get used to the idea of magic at all. 'Can
you? Then if you open the house door, he'll think

we' ve got in sonmehow, and we can get out through

the garden gate while he's busy searching the house.
Is that it?

"W may not even need to open the garden

gate.' In Mary's hand, the torch had found the
ri ght page, and fixed on the |ock-spell. '"He's
bri ngi ng another broonstick. W'Il|l have one
each. Wait, now.' She nuttered the | ock-spel
straight to the house door, and watched it open
i Mmediately to stand wide on a dark hall. There
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was a gasp behind her, but when she turned Peter
and the grey cat had di sappeared. She ran across

t he grass, snatched up the broonstick, and ran with
Tib in anong the bushes, to crouch down beside

Pet er.

Not a monment too soon. Low overhead cane that

| ong swi shing noise, |ike paper tearing, and a broonstick
bearing a bl ack crouching figure shot over the

top of the garden wall and |anded on the grass with a

t hud.

Doctor Dee was furiously angry. The screech he

gave when he saw the open door made Mary shrink

back into the bushes, and she felt Peter shiver beside
her. There was a soft hiss fromthe grey cat, but it
did not nove. Tib made no sound. Doctor Dee

junped off his broonmstick, flung it angrily to one
side, and rushed in through the open door of the
house, his white wand of power brandi shed above

hi s head.

'"So |'ve caught you, young witch!' they heard him
shouting. 'Destroy ny |laboratory too, would you?
W shall see! CGornbridge or no Gornbridge,

prof essor or no professor, we shall see!’

He was searching the house. From wi ndow after

wi ndow, as he searched, they saw the flickering green
[ight from his wand.

The children watched it. It appeared, suddenly, at

an upstairs wi ndow. Then it faded.
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Peter said softly, 'He's at the back of the house
now. Cone on.'

They ran out on to the Iawn, and Mary picked up

t he broonstick the doctor had flung aside. She could
feel it quivering with apprehension - or could it be
rage?

"It's my own little broonstick!' she whispered,
excited and relieved. 'And it knows the way hone!
Here, you take Doctor Dee's. If it will only follow
mne --'

But it would not. As Peter took it, it gave a junp

and a buck, and tore itself free fromhis hands. It
vani shed after its naster into the dark doorway of the
house.

"It'll go straight to him' exclained Peter in

dismay. '"He'll know for certain you' re here! Quick
Mary, get on your own broonstick and go now. He
doesn't even know I'mhere - 1'lIl be all right. And in

the norning --'

But Mary was already running for the gate. 'W'l

go together, or not at all. W' ve got magic, we'll
manage sonmehow. For tonight I'ma witch, just as he
says.'

And indeed, it seened that she was. She had, in
her haste, let go the little broomstick, but it cane
cantering al ongside her. She did not even need
the torch and the book for the | ock-spell. She
whi pped the last fragment of fly-by-night from

114



Where she was going | couldn 't but ask it

t he pocket of her coat, and, pressing it hard
agai nst the padl ock, whispered the spell as quickly
as she coul d gabbl e the words.

The padl ock snapped with a flash of green fire,

and fell to the ground. The door opened on screaning
hi nges that sounded like a screech of rage. They
heard its echo, in Doctor Dee's voice, fromthe
house behind them Then they tunbl ed through the
open gate into the starlight of a narrow, w nding

| ane.

"CGet on!' cried Mary, and in a nonment Peter was

behi nd her on the broomstick, the grey cat clanped

to his shoul der and hissing now with excitenent |ike

a steamkettle. Tib was still silent, but every now and
again his tail whipped fromside to side, as if he
could not stop it. 'Hang on, everyone!' she shouted.
"Now, dear little broonstick, please take us all hone
to Red Manor!'

And she rubbed her fly-by-night hand down the
shaft of the broom

You could feel that it was an effort, but the little
broonmstick tried very gallantly. It heaved itself into
the air under the double weight of children and cats,
and surged up three feet, four feet, five ..

At about eight feet it levelled off, and began to
race.

The tops of the high | ane hedges were just |evel
with their knees. Now and again the branches of trees
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| oomed up in the dark and whi pped at them They |ay
as low as they could, holding on tightly.

It seened this was as high as they could get, and

at this height the sensation of speed was infinitely
greater than it had been through the limtless air or
over the wi de seas of cloud. Both children were soon
breathl ess, and Mary heard Tib begin to swear to

hi nsel f as he clung, rocking, to her shoulder. The

[ ane was full of curves, and the broonstick went
swoopi hg round them banking to right and left Iike

a swallow flying. It was terrifying, exhilarating, and
very unconfortable. But they were on the way hone,

and, providing they met no obstacle nore than eight

or nine feet high, they stood a good chance of getting
there.

Then they heard the other broonstick comng. It

was hi gh overhead, with Doctor Dee, still shouting
angrily, astride it. And it was overhaul i ng them
rapidly. Mary waited for his yell of recognition as he
sighted them bel ow him But instead his voice

changed to a shout of greeting as another |ong,

tearing swi sh announced the arrival of a new broonstick
and Madam Munbl echook' s voi ce,

hi gh-pi tched and furious, cried, 'Have you caught

her ?

Craning her neck, Mary could just see the two

of them hi gh above, shadows flying against the
wi ndy stars. Green sparks streamed fromthe wand
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of power. It Iit the figures of Madam and Doct or
Dee, crouched I ow on their racing broonsticks,
peering around, peering ..

Any m nute now, thought Mary, they would be

seen. At the sanme noment the little broonstick, as if
it read her thought, dropped snoothly downwards

until it was running in the | ane's shadow.

It was very dark here, and the broonstick's pace,
mercifully, slowed. They were free now of the whipping
branches, but still the curves and di ps of the

| ane, which the little broonstick seened to sense as
accurately as a night-flying bat, continually took
them by surprise, so that they lurched and swayed

nore violently than ever, and had to hang on with al
their strength. It was like riding an uncontroll able
horse at full gallop in the dark along a path one
doesn't know.

And with much faster horses behind one. The
ot her broonsticks were al nost |evel now, high overhead.

' Remenber they don't know I'm here," whispered
Peter. 'They think it's only you with the two cats.
They' Il expect you to be away ahead of them at ful
speed. If we stop here in the lane and wait, they'l
overfly us, and get out of sight ahead. Then we can
go honme our own way.'

Mary opened her mouth to say the word, but at that
very nmonent the |lane came to an end, and the little
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broomnsti ck shot out of the conforting shadow of the
hedger ows, across a snooth open neadow wher e,

sharp below themon the starlit grass, scudded their
flying shadow.
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CHAPTER TWELVE

Ri de away, ride away,
Peter shall ride

He shall have a pussy cat

Tied to one side

Too late to go back. Too late even to make for the
shadow of one of the huge oaks dotted here and there
in the meadow. They had been seen. From hi gh above
cane the twin screanms of anger and di scovery.

' There she goes!' shrieked Madam Munbl echook
and the Doctor shouted at the sane tine:

"Two of them She had an acconplice all the tine!
Look, two of themon the same broonstick!'’

"And that,' cried Madam 'neans they can't go any
hi gher! Sitting ducks, dear Doctor, sitting ducks!
W' ve got them both! Are you ready? You take the
port, 1'll take the starboard! Now - attack}'

The two broonsticks, high in the night air,

wheel ed away from one another, then tilted, turned,
and dived. Their speed was tremendous. They tore
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downwards on a steadily rising screamof air, one
fromeach side, deadly as hawks plumeting on their

prey.

Mary felt the little broonstick give a sudden | eap

of effort, and thought, w thout hope, that it was

trying its best to accelerate. But no. It dropped

another two feet, so that the children's toes were
brushing the dew fromthe | ong, seeding grasses.
Harebel | s shook with a sweet, whispering rattle.

Tansies swept their legs with dew. A thistle expl oded
softly against Mary's foot, its cloud of seeds scattering
i ke ghosts through the di mgrass.

She gripped the broonstick nore tightly. 'Please pl ease!
Oh, Peter, it's going to land and |l et them--'

"No,' said Peter urgently, in her ear. 'Leave it

alone. It knows what it's about. Don't you see? They
can't pounce on us when we're flying as low as this.
Com ng down fromthat height they' d run straight

into the ground, and bash thensel ves and their
broomsticks to bits. Unless they can actually force us
to land, they can't do a thing

H s voice was lost in the whining scream as

Doct or Dee swept down on them The little broonstick
had held steadily to its course, sailing forward
straight and level, but in the exact nmonent that the
Doct or swooped, it jinked sideways, so that the
clinging children lurched with it and their right feet
struck the ground. Their steed checked for a nmonent,
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but recovered i mediately and | eaped away. The
attacki ng broonstick overshot them at great speed.

For a monent it | ooked as if the Doctor would hit the
ground, but at the last instant he recovered, and his
broonstick tore on, away, rearing upwards fast to
regai n hei ght.

' Feet up,' gasped Peter. 'Lie as flat as you can!'’

As Mary obeyed him the other broonstick cane

down to the attack. Madam was bol der than the

Doctor, or else her broomwas not so well under
control. She cane down at terrific speed, so fast that
her yell of triunph was torn half away by the w nd of
t he dive.

"The famliars! The familiars as well! W have
themall! Now land, you little fools, land, or you wll
be hurt!'

She was on them Her grabbing hand brushed

Mary's hair. The little broomstick stopped dead, sat
back on its bristles for one bone-rattling nonment,
then switched clear round Iike a horse turning on its
haunches, and sped away at right angles over the
nmeadow.

Madam Munbl echook had been travelling too fast

to stop or turn. Mary, |ooking back, saw her hit the
ground. At the |ast nmoment her broonstick shied,

met the ground in a long, tearing skid, then, rearing
sharply, shot straight up into the air again. In front of
it, suddenly, | oomed the black bulk of a tree. The
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broonstick swerved, but fractionally too late. It
struck the outer branches of the tree, |urched,
side-slipped, and threw its rider. Madam Munbl e

chook, her grip |oosened by the near-crash, hurtled
off in a tangle of flying black skirts, to hang like a
ragged old crow, screeching, in the high boughs of

the tree.

"That'll teach her!' said Peter with satisfaction. "I
told you our broonstick knew what it was doing.
Look, | think it's saved us!'

On the words the little broonstick, rising slightly
inaflowing | eap, crossed a fence and a wi de ditch
that snelled of neadowsweet, and ran with theminto
t he shadow of a deep, dark wood.

Just before the trees closed round themthey heard
Madam cry, 'Doctor Dee! Doctor Dee!' There was an
answering shout from high above, then the whistling
track of his broonstick curved away and back
towards the top of the oak.

' That shoul d keep them busy!' said Peter cheerfully.

Mary was patting the little broomstick with her
fly-by-night hand. This seemed to give it pleasure;
it gave little junps and curvets as it carried them
swiftly along a curly path through the trees. The
goi ng here was nore difficult even than it had been
in the lane, for the path was narrow, and the wood,
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consisting of big trees set widely apart, was thick
wi th undergrowth. Trails of ivy and honeysuckl e

hung fromthe boughs; holly and el der and haze
clustered thickly between the huge trunks of oak

and beech; there were ferns everywhere, and the
seedi ng heads of foxgloves rattled as their feet
struck themin passing. In the darkness it was like a
jungl e.

"This rmust lead us hone in the end,' said Mry,
voi ci ng the thought for both of them 'The little
broonmsti ck must know the way. The only thing is,

it'll take an awfully long tine. It seemed ages, even
flying." As quickly as she could, she told himof her
adventure. 'How long did it take you, Peter

wi t hout a broonstick? And how did you get here,
anyway?'

"I had ny bike for part of the way. Sonebody told
me they thought they'd seen G b down in the garden

of an enpty house near the river - | don't know if

you know it? Well, | went that way, but there was

thick mst at the river bridge, so | left ny bike there,
and wal ked. It was easier. | thought | heard G b, you
see, calling in the mst. | suppose that may have been
magi ¢, too? Anyway, | lost ny way in the mst, and

couldn't get back, and then |I found Doctor Dee's
house."

'"How far fromthe bridge? asked Mary.

"I don't know. | seened to be wal king for ages, but
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- hallo, I can see the end of the wood. That's a pity;
| hoped it would take us the whole way. If they're
waiting for us at the other side --'

They're probably still stuck at the tree,' said Mary
hopeful ly, "or her broonstick's run away, or --'
She stopped. Unm stakably, just above the crests

of the woodl and trees, they coul d hear Madam

Mumbl echook and the Doctor, talking. The two of
them nmust be flying a short way apart; their voices
were raised, and quite distinct.

' inthe wood. | saw it distinctly. W have

only to wait up here, cruising,' said Doctor Dee
clearly, 'to see which way they break cover. Then we
have them

'"Has it occurred to you, ny dear Doctor --'

Madam had, it appeared, quite recovered from her

m shap -- 'has it occurred to you that the girl nust
have the Master Spell? How el se coul d she have

undone all those expert transformations, and
destroyed our |aboratory and all our years of work,
all in a nmonment? Everything went, everything; all the
main building. It was inmpossible to get the fire under
control until it reached the boarders' wing - then it
went straight out of its own accord. Certainly caused
by the Master Spell. It nust have been perfectly true
that her name was Smith. When we catch her, dear
Doctor, it will need care, but | feel sure that we can
deal with her --'
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Here for a noment, nercifully, the conversation

was |lost in a gust of wind that conbed the treetops.
But when this ceased the voices were nearer, right
overhead. They seened to be circling.

' of fer you the hospitality of ny house,' Doctor
Dee was saying. 'My resources, conpared with those
of the College, are small indeed, but | venture to
t hi nk, dear Madam that you will find nmy own small
| aboratory very well equipped, very well equi pped

i ndeed. More than adequate,' he added with a nasty
chuckle, 'to deal even with Mss Mary Smith,

Cor nbri dge or no.'

"But the Master Spell,' said Madam Munbl echook
anxi ously, 'the Master Spell?

"Only works till daylight, even for a genuine Mary
Smith,' said Doctor Dee with another chuckle. "All

we have to do is to keep them contained in this wood
till daylight, then run them down at |eisure. Unless of
course they decide to stay there and hide, in which
case --'

"W sinply starve themout,' said Madam
Murmbl echook with sati sfaction.

'Exactly,' said Doctor Dee. 'And now, dear lady, if
we gain a little height we shall be able to watch all
sides of this wood at once.'’

H s voice dwindl ed as the two broonsticks rose.

The sound of their circling grew fainter, but was still
there, a background to the swi shing progress of the
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children's own steed through the ferns.

The children did not speak. It was too bad. Al

they could do was to leave it to the little broomstick
But it seemed as if the little broonmstick had understood.
Al'l of a sudden, a few yards short of the starlit

gap that showed the end of the wood, it stopped and

sank back on its twigs. Peter got off without a word,

and wal ked forward to the fence.

Then he came back. 'It's another open field, a big

one, sloping down to what |ooks like a stream A few
trees there, but not enough - not thick cover like this.
And beyond that it |ooks just |ike open noor.'

"What are we going to do?

Peter patted the little broonmstick, absently. He
cleared his throat. 'Look, this is silly. | heard what
they said. It's obvious what we ought to do. | told you
before, in Doctor Dee's garden. If | stay here and you
go on, then at |east one of us stands a good chance.
You take both cats, and we could arrange a signal. If

| broke out of the opposite side of the wood and drew
them of f, that would give you a start. And if there
was only you on the broonstick it could get you well
above cloud before they realised what had happened.
And with that start --'

' But what about you?'

"Ch, 1'd be all right. I'd dodge back in before they
saw it was only ne.'

"But,' said Mary, 'it's not like it was in Doctor
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Dee's garden. They know you're in here. Once they
realised you hadn't even got a broonstick - and

t hey' d guess what had happened, sooner or |ater -
they'd cone in and | ook for you.'

'They'd never find nme. It's dark.'
"And in the norning?

"Well,' said Peter, '"it's a big wod. 1'd clinb a tree
or something. And you'd be on your way back, by
then, with help.'

'"On a broonstick? asked Mary. 'Wth the Vicar your
father - and Constable Buffin and ol d Zebedee
foll ow ng on bicycl es?

In spite of their plight, Peter laughed. '\Vell, |
suppose you couldn't use the broonstick.'

"I don't know the way w thout the broonstick,"

said Mary grimy. 'And you say you don't, either. It's
no good, Peter. W'Il have to get out of this together
or not at all.’

She hesitated, pulling a frond of fern absently

bet ween her fingers. Then she | ooked straight at him

(I't was strange to renenber that shy and stiff Mary
Smith of two days ago, who could never have spoken

like this.) "And don't think I haven't realised that
you've tried to save me twice, Peter, and risked yourself
to doit. But it's together, or nothing.'

"OK,' said Peter easily. He, thought Mary, mnust

never have been shy in his life. '"Wll, we have to
t hi nk of something el se. What about this Mster
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Spell? Isn't there sonething in the book that'll hel p?'

"No. 1've been thinking, and there isn't. There's
only the Master Spell itself, and that sinply undoes
any magic that's in reach. It would un-magi ck our
ow little broonstick, too. And even if | went, and
left you the Master Spell to protect you, you m ght
never find your way home again, or we nmightn't be
able to find you.'

She turned her head to | ook at the gap of starlight

at the end of the path. 'l have a feeling that we're in
a very different country fromour own, and it isn't
just distance that separates them

'"Look,' said Peter, 'don't sound so worried! W've

done all right so far, haven't we? We'll think of

somet hing. In any case, |'d be nervous of using that
Master Spell of yours. Just think if | did it when your
broomstick was still in range, and getting you nicely

up to five hundred feet or so! Well, let's think what to
do."’

"Gve the little broonstick a rest, first,' said Mary,
"and maybe groomit a bit. It seens to like that.' And
she di smounted and stood stroking it with her
fly-by-ni ght hand.

It certainly seenmed to like that. It rubbed itself
agai nst her, purring ...

No, of course it wasn't purring. Mary turned her

head, sharply. It was Tib, beside her ear, who had
suddenly purred. And his head was up and his ears
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cocked towards where, deep in the wod, soneone
somet hing - was approachi ng them
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CHAPTER THI RTEEN

The birds are singing, the bells are ringing,
The wild deer come gall opi ng by, by

' Someone's coning,' said Peter sharply. 'Get on
quick. It sounds as if one of thenm s beating the wood
to flush us out, while the other --'

"No,' said Mary. 'Tib's purring. And |l ook, the little
broomnstick hasn't noved. Keep still and listen.'

They waited, quite still, their eyes on the darkness
of the deep wood. The rustling grew |l ouder. It was
not one person, but a crowd of people or creatures
approachi ng softly through the thick undergrowt h.
Ferns sw shed and the dew shook down. All the

scents of the wood came floating, |arch and
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brambl e-fl owers and | ate honeysuckl e, and the dark
snoky scent of ivy. Then the bushes parted, and into
the dimstarlight, the dew shining on antlers and
burni shed coat, stepped a big, beautiful stag. After
him delicately, trooped a score of dappl ed deer

Tib gave a queer, gobbling cry, deep in his throat,
the cry Mary had | ast heard in the dreadfu
strong-room On Peter's shoul der, the grey cat
mewed softly, and began to purr

"It's the deer that were enchanted!' said Mary
excitedly. 'l freed themwi th the Master Spell
Per haps they've come to help us!'’

The stag paced forward, stretching his splendid

head towards her. He snuffed twice, at her, at Tib on
her shoulder, then turned to | ook at Peter, ears
pricked.

"Peter's ny friend,' said Mary quickly. 'He canme to
rescue Gb.'

The great stag reached forward to snuff at Peter's
chest, then he wheeled, trotted forward to the fence
t hat edged the wood and stood there, his magnificent
head hi gh, | ooking back at them over his shoul der

"I remenber him' said Mary. 'He was that poor
creature covered with mangy fur. Madam | aughed at
hi m and prodded him |'m sure he's cone to hel p us.
But how? \What can he do?

'"He wants us to go that way,' said Peter. 'Cone
al ong."
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But Mary hung back. 'l don't see how we can.
Li sten, you can still hear those two overhead.'

The ot her deer were all around them now,

crowdi ng close. Peter |aughed, pointing to the tossing
heads and bright liquid eyes. "It's a convoy.' He
sounded quite cheerful and confident. 'Don't you

see? If we break out of the wood in the mddle of that

| ot, Madam and the Doctor certainly can't get at us even
if they see us. And they mght miss us

conpl etely anong all the running shadows. Cone

along. It's our best chance.'

"Do you really think --?" began Mary doubtfully,

but was stopped by the little broonstick. It could
hardly be said to be tossing its head and paw ng the
ground, but the effect was the sane. It pranced in her

hands, obviously excited, and willing themto go. 'Al
right!' she said, and junped on. 'Hang on then, Tibl!
Jump for it, Peter, or the little broonmstick'll be away
with nme!'

Peter junped astride the broonstick, and held

on. The cats clung tightly, both purring now Iike
raci ng engi nes. Round themthe deer |eaped and
frolicked, their delicate hoofs hardly printing the
ground, and with themthe little broonstick

ski pped, frisking. The great stag threw his head up
snuffed the air, then, froma standstill, |eaped the
fence and trotted out into the starlight. After him
streamed the deer, and anong them a shadow
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anong their | eaping shadows, ran the little broonstick

Snmoot hly over the fence, over the ditch, out into

the open field - then all at once they were gall oping,
the deer travelling in long, fluid leaps all around
them Antlers tossed, eyes shone wi de and dark in the
starlight, white tails scudded ahead, dainty hoofs
pattered on turf like rain. The dew | aden coats
brushed the children's | egs, and under themthe
grassy neadow fl ashed by as, effortless, the herd
raced as silently as their own shadows down the | ong
sl ope towards the stream A hedge showed, briefly,

and was gone under themas if it had been no nore
than a stand of thistles. The stream shining and

noi sy, flashed under them and fled back into silence.
A stone wall |ooned, and the little broonstick,
gathering itself, flung itself and its |load up and over
as the deer soared and sank like a great wave
breaki ng, and the race went on

Then suddenly the birds were with them too. A

peewit tunbled scream ng out of the dark, then a
flight of swallows, with a high shrilling noise, then
bl ackbi rds, thrushes, pigeons, sparrows - all the
birds fresh fromthose dreadful cages; birds who
shoul d have been asl eep, head under w ng, but who
flew now with the herd of deer to hide the escaping
children fromthe danger above them

For the danger was there. For the first few
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mnutes, it seenmed, Madam and the Doctor had
assuned that the stream of shadows breaking at a
gallop fromthe wood was only a wild herd of deer
but they nust have decided to nake sure, for now
one broomstick turned quickly in pursuit. The other
still circled sentinel above the trap of trees.

It was Doctor Dee who was coming. There was the
dreadful, familiar swish of his broonstick overhead.
Then the sudden fierce swoop, which scattered the
birds in all directions, and the yell of anger and
triunph: 'Madam WMadam Here! This way!'

Then with the white wand brandi shed in his hand

like a whip, Doctor Dee was swoopi ng down anong

the birds, scattering themto right and left as he tried
to reach the children in the mddle of the racing herd.

But the herd defeated him Each tine the wand

whi pped down it struck sone tossing antler, and the
green sparks flew and flashed, but still the deer fled
on unharmed. They were not afraid; he could not
enchant them agai n; they only bunched nore cl osely
round the children, and raced on. The w zard

whi pped at themwi th the powerl ess wand, and the
green fire ran along their coats like water. Mary saw,
then, that all the animals nearest to themwere the
stags, all arnmed with antlers. Once, when the wand

fl ashed down near her head, a pair of antlers caught
and parried it with a crack and bl aze Iike Iightning,
and the wi zard gave a cry as if he had had a shock
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After that he withdrew to a height of perhaps twenty
feet, and once again the birds closed in.

But not just defending now, this time they

attacked. And they, too, were imune to the strokes
of the white wand. They were all too small to danmage
Doct or Dee hinmsel f- the biggest were the pigeons but
it is not easy to fly straight through a flock of
wheel i ng, darting, furious birds, who think nothing
of flying straight into one's face, or hitting out with
passing claws at one's head, or sinmply blinding one
by flying round and round in flocks at the | evel of
one's eyes. And the Doctor's broonstick didn't |ike
it, either. It swerved and bucked and tried to jib,
whi |l e the Doctor, hanging on with one hand and

swi ping blindly round himwith the wand in the

ot her, canme once or twice very near to falling off.

But not quite. And, as mle after swift nmile went

by, Mary and Peter could see that the deer were
beginning to tire. And above Doctor Dee, still fresh
and too clever to cone down into the swirl of birds
and defending antlers, sailed Madam Munbl echook

They were on a slope now, a |ong slope running
downhill. Here and there were tufts of rushes; they
brushed the bellies of the running deer and sw shed
past the children's feet. Beside themnow, on the right,
was the bright rush and noise of water. Ariver. A
swift river, rushing down through stony rapids and

over steep, white falls. Then suddenly, about a quarter
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of a mle away, at the foot of the | ong slope, they saw
what seened to be a wide stretch of water.

The sea? thought Mary, and for the first time felt
despair. If they had to cross a sea, w thout the deer
with perhaps only the frail help of the birds ... and if
the little broonstick tired ..

"It's the mist!' cried Peter. 'l told you | got lost in
it on the way here. If we get through that, we'll know
t he way hone!"

On down the slope, with the drumr ng of the tiny
hoofs all round them Now she coul d see.

It was indeed the mst, a great, white | ake of nist,
thick and rolling Iike cloud. The starlight was bright
on the surface of it. The river rushed and cascaded
right intoit and was lost, as if there really was a sea
or a |lake below. But at |east, once in the shelter of
that thick cloud, they would need no escort, no cover
They could run at the broonstick's own pace, safe

and shrouded, till perhaps on the other side they

woul d see the fam liar yellow |ights of hone.

The cl oud of birds was already wheeling, ghostly,

in and out of the edges of the mist. The herd went

down the last slope with a slither and scatter of turf,
then slowed, trotted, stopped on the |Iong stony strand
where the river nmet the mst.

The big stag turned, the vapour swirling round his

shoul ders like cloud. The herd parted to let the
children through into the safe shelter of the mst.
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Then with a yell and a | ast, desperate swoop,
Doctor Dee dived on themlike a stone falling.

He al nost reached them But the great stag | eaped

clear into the air, straight over their heads, and his
antlers struck the wizard's wand cl ean out of his

hand. The wand flew wide. It struck the surface of

the river. There was a hiss |like steamas the green fire
ran to and fro across the water, then a flash, a crack,
a spurt of white snoke, and the wand vani shed into

the swirling river.

Behi nd the children was another crack, a flurry,

then a crash. Past Mary's cheek went the broken half

of a broom handle, and a scatter of birch-twi gs. Then
everyt hing di nmed and vani shed; stag, deer, birds,
starlight all blotted out as their own little broomstick,
undamaged, plunged forward with theminto the

cloud of mst.
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Horme agai n, hone again,
Jour ney' s done

The mist was not so very thick after all. Once
nmonentarily, they ran through a thinning patch of it
whi ch showed a glinpse of sky, and Peter spoke

breathl essly in Mary's ear.
"She's still there. High up.

'She can't attack us here. |

| don't think she

think it's water

said Mary. 'As long as we stay | ow enough,

we're safe.’

"And when we cone out of it we'll

saw us.'

under neat h,

be on our own

side, |'msure of that. But how do we know she can't
follow us there? After all, we've been on her side of
the mst.'

Mary was silent for a nonent.
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thing she had not thought of. But it was reasonabl e,
after all. If the nmagic fly-by-night had worked at Red
Manor, then it was possible that they would not be
saf e from Madam Munbl echook even on their own

side of the mst.

She tried to keep the nervousness out of her voice.
"But she can't take the cats back, and would she
follow us just to get revenge?'

"I expect she wants her Master Spell book back,’
said Peter.

'"Oh! O course she does ... Then we'll have to use
it sonehow, won't we, to protect ourselves. But how?
Let's think ...'

"Let's not take the trouble,' said Peter. He sounded
light-hearted. 'As soon as we're near hone, you can
chant your spell, and chant it as |loud as you pl ease.
It'Il bring her broonmstick down sharpish, and once
we're in our own fields, it won't matter if it

un- magi cks ours as well .’

"But our dear little broomstick --

"Wants to be un-mmgicked,' said Peter. 'Can't you
feel it?

And i ndeed, the broomstick had given a little skip
and a bound or two, and quickened its al ready headl ong
pace through the nist.

"Don't you see?' asked Peter. 'It's probably

enchanted, too, and it's tired of having to rush about
at all hours, and wait where it's told, and carry
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tiresone old witches around all the tine --
' Thank you very nuch,' said Mary.

"Well, | didn't nmean you. Anyway, |'msure it's as
much prison for the broonsticks as it was for the
birds and deer. That's why they behave so badly. If
they liked it, would they buck and try to throw
peopl e, |ike naughty ponies?

"I think you're right,' said Mary. 'It only obeyed
me because of the fly-by-night.'

"What was that ?"

"A kind of spell, | suppose.' She told himabout it,
qui ckly.

"Well, there you are,' said Peter. "And | think it's
hel pi ng us now because we were kind to it. But it'l

just love to be rid of the spell, and go off free onits
own, and kick up its heels when it feels like it. Wn't
you, little bizzon?'

And Mary, feeling the little broonstick wiggle

and jump in reply, thought Peter was probably right.

In any case, they had to get rid of Madam

Mumbl echook sonehow, and the only way to do it

was by using the Master Spell. But they would have
totime it correctly, or it could nean disaster for them
all...

She was openi ng her mouth to say so, when

Peter's hand touched her arm and she realised that
the mi st was thinning round them There was darkness
ahead that |ooked solid, and fromtime to tine a
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gl i npse of darkness bel ow that did not seem so solid,
but that caught and reflected stray gleans |ike water

rippling.

And daylight was com ng. Around themthe faint
light touched the mst, hazing it with colour. In a
short time, the Master Spell would be powerl ess.

Then all at once they ran out fromthe covering

m st, over a narrow strand where pebbl es gl eaned
and the faint waves crisped and whi spered. Then up
over a neadow and starred with daisies showi ng pale
already in the growi ng |light.

As they ran clear of the nmist they heard Madam
Mubl echook' s voi ce behind them high above.

"Stop!' cried Mary, and the little broomstick
stopped and sat down. The children, slipping fromits
back, | ooked up the way they had cone.

She was there, some way back, high over the |ake

of mist. She nmust have been cruising to and fro above
them waiting, as she and Doctor Dee had waited

above the wood, to see where they woul d break cover
Behi nd her the sky was growi ng pale, the stars fading
already into a strip of swinmmng and | um nous rose.
But the magic round her still shone green and

bal eful , and the sparks spurted from under her
broonstick as she hauled it round sharply in mdair
and set it on a course straight for the little group on
t he ground.

"I have you!' she shrilled. 'l have you now M
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book! My book!' And she put her broomstick into a
di ve.

The cats were hissing; even Peter was | ooking
scared. Mary whi pped the book out of her pocket,
and groped for the torch. But she did not need it.
The book fell open in her hands at the Master Spell
and there on the page the words gl owed cl ear and
red. Standing straight and w thout noving a step,
while the light grew and the dawn canme and the
witch tore down towards themlike a baleful star,
Mary began, loudly and very clearly, to recite the
Mast er Spell.

The witch heard it. They saw her urge her broonstick
faster, faster, to force it down to earth before the
spell came to an end. They saw her gl ance over her

shoul der at the growi ng light, which would take from
Mary the power the spell gave her. But it was no use.
Madam Munbl echook was still well up above the

mst, and the last of the stars were still visible, when
triunphantly, Mary finished.

' the dancing ring of days!' called Mary (or
something like it), and, as before, several things
happened at once.

The flying broonstick |ost way and pl unged, as
suddenly as a falling stone, into the mst. There was
a yell, an enornous splash, then silence except for a
hiss |ike netal cooling, and a sudden agitated

| appi ng of water on the pebbled shore. Beside the

142



Home agai n, hone again

children, the little broonstick gave a | eap, a buck, a
funny little flick of its birch-tw gs, and vani shed.
And with a splash of gold and red and lovely light,

t he sun cane up

The two children, with the two cats, |ooked about
them as the gol den |ight grew.

They were standing in a | ong neadow where cows
grazed, apparently unal armed by what had happened.
In front of themwas a narrow strip of shingle which
edged, not a lake of mist, but a river. The m st had
gone. And the river was vaguely famliar to Mary.

'There,' said Peter suddenly, 'by the bridge. That's
nmy bicycle. | thought | knew the place. It's only three
nmles hone fromhere. Can you hang on behi nd?

She hadn't even been m ssed. The front door at Red
Manor was still unlocked, and after the children had
sai d goodbye - 'And see you in the norning,' said

Peter - Mary let herself and Tib in quietly, |ocked the
door behind her, and crept up to her bedroom The
grandf at her clock, comng up to five o' clock, nerely

wi nked its brass at her and ticked calmy on.

Her room was as she had left it, with one difference.
The fly-by-night had vani shed from her

t oot h- gl ass. And when she took off her coat and put
a hand in the pocket, she found only a torch. The
book of Master Spells had vani shed, too.

And padding round in circles on the quilt, purring,
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| ooki ng very contented and very sleepy indeed - as
well he mght - was a very ordinary cat, who would
never, Mary knew, try to be a witch's cat again.

"I have had a letter fromyour parents,' said
Great-Aunt Charlotte later that norning.

She had cone down, early for her, while Mary

was still finishing breakfast. For a noment Mary felt
al arnmed, thinking that her great-aunt must know
somet hi ng about the night's adventures, but
Great-Aunt Charlotte was as placid as usual, and

obvi ously pleased with the news she bore.

' They are com ng back at the begi nning of

October,' said Great-Aunt Charlotte, "and | am
delighted to say that they tal k of buying a house in
this part of the country. There is a delightful house
about three nmiles fromhere, which will be vacant
soon. It has an excellent garden, which includes a
stretch of the river. What is it, child?

'"Is it near a bridge? asked Mary.

"Bridge? OF course they play bridge. That is one of
the reasons why it will be so delightful to have them
near us. Your nother tends to be a little erratic, but
your father plays an excellent gane, and the dear

Vi car --'

"I meant - well, it doesn't matter,' said Mary. "I
know t he house, Aunt Charlotte. It's very nice. And
it'll be lovely living near here.'
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"And not so lonely for you, with your brother and
sister here?" Geat-Aunt Charlotte patted her

shoul der, kindly. '"But | have nore good news for

you. The Vicar - our own Vicar - came hone
yesterday. H s son Peter is a boy about your own age.
It will be pleasant for both of you to have a
conpani on, | am sure.'’

"That will be lovely.' Mary had kept her eyes on

her plate while her great-aunt spoke. Now she | ooked
up. 'Aunt Charlotte, if we cone to live here, could |
keep Ti b, please?

"Tib? Ch, the cat. | see no reason why not, if your
parents nmake no objection. And Confucius certainly
does not care for him In fact, | amnot at all sure if

he even bel ongs to the house? Do you know, M ss
Mar shbanks?'

'He does not belong here,' said Mss Marjoribanks
with decision. 'And he certainly seens to have
strangely taken to Mary.'

Mary | ooked down at her plate again. Mss

Marjori banks had - it seened to her - been watching
her very narrowy indeed this nmorning. Was it

possi bl e that she had heard sonething? Or even seen?

"Well,' said Geat-Aunt Charlotte placidly, 'Ms
McLeod will know. W can ask her. Now, dear child,
enjoy yourself. | think | shall go and see Zebedee

about the roses.'

She dropped an absent kiss on Mary's cheek, and
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went out, with Confucius waddling behind her. M ss
Marj ori banks rose, rang for Ms MLeod to clear,

and went briskly to her chair to get her knitting. It
was, thought Mary, going to be the usual busy day,
except that now she was going to see Peter, and Tib
was going with her.

At that exact nonent - perhaps a little of the

magi ¢ still clung about him- Tib junped on to the
wi ndowsill outside. Mary went across to open the
wi ndow. It was a brilliantly sunny day, and Zebedee

was on the | awn sweeping up the leaves with his big
broonstick, a normal, ordinary broonstick that did
exactly as he told it.

The click of knitting needl es suddenly stopped.

Looki ng up, Mary caught M ss Marj ori banks

wat chi ng the broomstick, too, still with that strange
| ook in her eyes.

Suddenl y, nenories cane back to her; the rushing

and crackling of twigs on that first night when Tib

| eaped to her windowsill - the crash of a heavy body
hurtling down too fast on an unmanageabl e broonsti ck.
Then there was M ss Marjoribanks' stiffness at

br eakf ast next morning, and the way she and Ti b had

| ooked at one another. Finally, there was the nenory
of someone, sonmewhere - this nenory was vague

and msty, and getting all the time vaguer - of
someone witing in an enormous book, for the second
time: 'Mary Smith, Red Manor, Shropjhire ..."
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Mary saw it now. Poor M ss Marjoribanks had

been Tib's first choice, but she hadn't liked Tib, so
she had never found the fly-by-night, never had the
power to manage the little broomstick, open the

| ocks, find - what was it she had found, and where?

Beside her Tib purred, arching hinself against her.
She stooped to whisper in his ear:

"You tried us both, didn't you, to get your friend

G b back from... fromwherever it was. Poor M ss
Mar shbanks! She'll never know what she m ssed that
adventure ...'

She paused. Later, when she had caught up on
her sl eep, no doubt she would renmenber it all
perfectly ...

M ss Marjori banks, who woul d never know what
she had m ssed, was unw appi ng a new hank of wool
in a rather nasty green shade.

"It is delightful, my dear, that your parents should
be thinking of nmoving near us. O course it will nean
that you will have to board at school, but no doubt
you will enjoy that? O course you will - and indeed
needs must, since --' She paused, and fixed Mary
with her eye - 'since there is no school near here of
any kind.' She paused again. 'O any kind,' she
repeated, firmy.

'Not now, anyway,' said Mary softly, to Tib, who
was sitting beside her.

Tib smrked.
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Nobody ever quite knew how the birch-grove cane

to be there, down beside the river, just near the old
stone bridge. They grew like magic, those birches or
so said Mary's father, who had bought the field

along with the nearby house. And very soon there

they were, fullgrown, golden in spring and green in
sumer, and in autum rich with orange and russet

and anber and all the colours of sunset.

But in winter, when the trees were bare, the col our
of dark raisins, bloony with purple against the high
wi ndy sky, you could hear the wi nd sw shing through
them whistling like sonething flying; and the

myriad tiny twigs rattled like the hoofs of gall oping
deer, and overhead the birds tunbled, crying and
shrilling, in the wi nter sky.

But Mary, who was away at school, and sel dom
went down to the woods in winter, never heard it.

And i f she had, she would not have renenbered.
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Aut hor s Note

It is possible that sone readers nay not believe in
magi ¢ broonsticks. | can only quote the letter |
recei ved from Messrs Harrods, Ltd, in reply to ny
queries about prices of the avail abl e range.

' Cbviously the demand for this product is limted

and, with nodern ideas regarding col our, weight, and
the use of plastics, quite apart froma desire for
confort, they can only be nade to a very speci al

order. During the past few years the helibroom has
been found increasingly popular both as a neans of
transport and, when use is made of the renote

control system available at extra charge, for the traditiona
cl eari ng- up-t he-garden-rubbi sh. May we

suggest one nade from carbon-fibre reinforced

plastic with nylon bristles. This could be obtained in
bl ack, brown, or in pastel shades. The two-stroke
engine is made of alum niumto save weight, and so

are the rotors. Geasing is only needed every 100
years or 1,000,000 mles. Accessories which can be
supplied at extra cost are a matching tel escope and a
cof f ee percol ator.

'The work is specialised, and there may be a del ay
of several years in obtaining the helibroom so we
woul d appreci ate pronmpt confirmation of any order
The basic cost would be 874 pounds 75 pence'
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| believe there is now a cheaper Gernman nodel
avail abl e, but the report in last nonth's Whoosh was
unf avour abl e. The Heli broom remai ns the best buy.

M S
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