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Kawy M is twelve years old and still reads fairy tales, along with anything clse she
Whet is wrong with her? To top it all off, her favoriee brother, the only one who ever
understood her, has left home, leaviag her even more alone and outcast. In her atempts ©
writing, she finds she is creating herself. Just when she begins 1 foel more comforuble
wﬁﬁphhwﬂﬁhhﬂﬂﬂlmﬁnﬁuﬂﬁmi
a fairy tale hero. How she resolves her own coaflict, as well as that of her main characees,
both stories are brought 10 their happily-ever-afior endings.
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Prologse

Ouwcﬁn.hwm.ﬁdudmgﬁﬁﬂvd:ﬁqﬂ
Queen, King Armen and Queen Queice. They had a beawsifinl, chestma-haired daughoer
nawmed Taunia. Tmﬁamkmdﬁnmddm-ﬂ!m
Dbut she was the loveliest, most graceful and kindest of them all. Because of her beanty,
ﬁmﬂmﬁmmewymm:ﬁpiﬂ
begging for her hand in marriage. The kind-hoarsed young maiden couldn’t choose one
above all the ress, 30 all her suitors were nrned owey.

UMMMH“M*Q‘#:M-&:L*

tower deep in the murky Swamp of Sinmole.

“Hey, Kare, is that my story you're writing?"

mwyuuumm-n-m-ﬁpmm
older brother. “You can't read it yot; [ just barely started it.”

'lhh.u.m-hvﬁadamiiﬂ“

“Yep."

“Well thea, it can't help but be good. Can we imerrupt the creative genius long
encugh 10 go et supper?”

“Swure. 1 don't know what's going 10 happea next, sayway.” She got wp from her
chair just as their mother calied.

*Kary, Brian! Come for dianer.”

“Coming!” hyy&ln.ﬁ.hwaﬂiﬂ-

mnmuum---m-—-—nmn
gold.
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“It’s like Midas!” Kary cried as she slipped into her place at the table and turned
ineo gold like everyome eise. “It's just kike a fairy tale.”

Her mother laughed at her. "Everything's a fairy tale 10 you, Kary.”

“SheTl grow out of it eventually,” her father commensed.

Brian winked at her. "1 certainly hope not,” he said.



"Are you reading again, Kary? That's all you ever dol” Megan breeacd through

looked up 10 give her older sister a nasty look, but she was already in the kischen, clawering

"What do you want 10 driak, Michelle? Orange juice, lemonade, Coke?"

*You woulda't belicve what happened 10 me todsy! & was the most incredible
thing!”

Deciding finally that her bed would be just as comfortable as the chesterfield, Kary
held her place in her book with her finger and stompod upstairs.

*This incrodibly good-looking guy was just stading there in the haliway by my
hhﬂﬂﬂiﬂ“ﬂhﬂimnh“hh

Why does she have 10 be such @ suse?  she demanded silontly. Megan had boea
around, as if she dida't want 10 own Kary as her sister. 1 haven't done anyshing to deserve

mh“ﬂhmrﬁ:ﬁﬁﬂpﬂnhmdﬁﬂhi
seemed 10 shimmer and flow with sunlight. A muy of sun was just gilding the top of the



mountain ash tree in the middic of the yard: it looked like a young king, newly crowned,

Kary forgot herself in imagining the scene: the willow standing in the shadows
plotting witch, who would s00n cast a spell on the swrong young man who stood so
full and laden with bright red berries, but still oaly a tree.

Kary returned 0 her book with a sigh of resignation, for the sunlight had not
answesed her questions, only pushed them again 10 the back of her mind. The plot soon
were all forgotien. k only seemed a few moments lster when she heard her mother’s voice

“Tn. in my bedroom!”

“T'm going to Michelle's for dinner,” Megan called on her way out the door.




“Oh good. Tl go wash up.”
Kary sorsed the silver vare into the drawer and began 10 daydream. / am a kischen

chief, she thought 10 herself. The sseward has just come down from the great hall where a
mmHﬂﬂ&Mﬂmm-mﬁﬁﬂdkm
Her father returned 10 the kischen. “What's for dinner?”
*What was that supposed %0 mean?” her mother demanded, tursing from the sink.
"Just a joke. Ha, ha?"
Her mother weat back 10 pecling carrots in silence, and her father shook his head
The cook and the sseward are spaning, as wswal, Kary contiaued 10 herself as she

only son and helr. kﬂ“bﬂﬁwnﬁ!“ﬁm



course, for wky would a lord such as he even notice a low scullery maid such as myself.
But I cannot help loving him, and now I want desperasely s0 know if ke is still alive .
"Dinner’s ready!” called her mother. "Kary, can you carry this 10 the table?”
As we gather around the old wooden nabie 10 eat our meagre meal, the wlk mrns 10
"Beter than [ expected,” he replied.
My heart leaps within me: the first battie is won, and yeung lord, um, Donald, no,
makes Nem sound like a duck; Row about Andrew? probably not Scoutish, but it'l do.
This is gevting boring. Perhaps the scullery maid can dress wp as a boy and join the



steward in the family room 10 wasch TV.

the two of them were going 10 do in school this year, because they were going 10 the same
MMMM:MmﬁmmmmmﬂMIwnﬂ
even though two of their teachers were going 10 be horrible, but the Phys. Ed. teacher was
Mﬁnhmﬂymdhmﬁﬁsmmﬂmﬁmn
dogmimhm,pauhmm
mn-dylpudmndnlliﬂnﬂm'mmm
Wwﬁnkﬁpmﬂhnhﬂtij Kary rolled her cyes and got up 0
"Oh, Kary, you left your bike outside,” Megan said as Kary passed her.
"Kary! How meny times do I have 10 tell you 0 put your bike awsy? Ome of these
mn’sﬁqnﬂnﬂnﬂyﬂwﬁtbﬁngjliﬁtmyﬂ'
as she walkied over 1 the vohicle in question. *I's 50 old and resty 20 one would want it.
i ssound 10 the back yasd. "You've slways besn a wrusty seed. k just makes me 50 88gry
whea everyons picks on me. Mogan's perfect, of courss. She sever doss snything
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tration she felt a littie better, and she 5000d by the shed, looking up at the stars. Why
dpﬁn;h:mm? ﬂm“ummﬁkﬁbﬂgm::

00 normal evenmally. hmﬂqmsdlﬂaﬁ.ﬁﬁﬁﬁ-ﬁiﬁmm
she's “growing up”, bus I think it’s awful. And somorrow I have 10 start in a new school,
where [ won't know anyone, and Dad wants me 10 be a genins and Mom wants me 10 be
She wandered over 10 the mountain ash tree that had scemed 30 kingly in the
Brian knew what he wansed 10 do, and he went ahead and did is. Noshing conid

gulsar, ﬁrﬁikﬁﬁm“nmﬁ.ﬁ“' wnderk mﬂ,ﬂ'
.ingﬁijﬂlh&ihﬂﬁ:m iﬂilﬁﬂbﬂdﬂs“
dropping out of high school and lsaving home 10 join & bend. No one ook him seriously,
had wanted 10 show her soliderity with him somshow, when everyons elss was
condemaing him. Remembering the fairy tals of two beothers who pareed ways © seek
their forsunes, she had wahen an old pocke: knifs of Brian's and come out 00 the tee. In the
tals, the brothers had thrust & knifs into & wes, and as long as both brothers wers safes the



knew becanse one side of the knife was rusted, and he rushed off 10 the rescue.

Kary went 10 the tree and fekt up and down its rwnk. There it was. A year later,
her childishness, but a part of her still felt a wemor of aaxiety % know the fase of the knife,
believed in it. It’s not as {f it means anything. But she fek as if her last hope had just
crumbied, and there was nothing left 10 believe in.



Chapeer 2 - The Forest

brown: puce. Kary's mother had a pair of shoes she called "puce”, and Kary thought it
st00d at the end of the school yard regarding her new school; thea she began running. The
warning bell was ringing, and she was going 10 be lase.
herseif at the beginning of a dim, puce hallway that streached out endiessly before her. A
emtered the 400-wing of the building, and all the doors bore tantalizingly close sembers like
got. Tursing down a side hallway, she found herself in the 200-wing.

She was at loast five minutes late by the time she got 00 room 3503, and theough the
window in the door she could ses the teacher taiking 10 the class. Opening the door as

inconspicucusly into a seat at the back.

“Nics of you 1o joia us this morsing,” the wacher said. The class giggled. Kary
frons. "Tve just beon sehearsing the rules of the class 10 your fellow siadents. You'll have
0 ask one of them flor & copy, as I'm act going 0 sepeat myssif. Dow't just stand these--

Al gyes wers upon Kary a8 she slunk into the nsasest chair and pulied her astsbook
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of a jean jacket. This is not going 10 be a good day, she thought 10 herself. Ia the opposise

anention 0 Kary. Now the seacher was looking for something on her desk, and more

wished she could go 10 the bathroom 0 wash her hands.

said, in the iciest voice imaginable. The girls with the hair condescended 0 look up.
“Here.”

here with the other colonisss from Earsh 10 learn abosut the hasards and dangers of this new

are prajectad scenss frem the vavieus aress of the planst . It is a dosors planss, withows



at the sask thae lies ahead.
The heat is wnbearable, and | feel faim.
raised her eyobrows upon discovering it was Kary. “Any relation ©0 Brisn Hill?" she
The seacher gave her an appraising look, and then went back 10 the roll. Kary's
cars wore bumning: So much for being inconspicuous. Now all I can hope for is that no
Welcoms 10 Junior High School.”
W“ﬁﬁmbmﬁﬁ.:ﬂﬁ*ﬁm You're Brian’s

bbﬁﬂ‘hqﬁqﬁwm Well | am. Adiﬂ-mﬁﬂﬂlﬂ.
MorInent m*ﬂh “You can’t break me. I'N never e mash.
Nevert® Tﬂ,ﬂ."m&ﬁﬁh:h-ﬁuﬁ. “1 don’s cave!”

“Floase gat ot & pencll and esuser and prepase 1 wiits & pretest.”
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The heroine winced, and her head fell despairingly im0 her hands.

Kary was right. It was not a good day. She felt complesely lost in this sea of
unfamiliar faces, with no point of reference. Peopie she had known from elementary
school had tarned ineo strangers over the summer, and no one acknowledged her. k might
have beea all right if she could have remained merely faceless, but all day long she found
herself labeled as Brian's sister, or Megan's sister, or evea Mr. Hill's daugiwer, because
her father was vice-principal of the clementary school. All the seachers recogaized her, and
all the swudents, it scemed, had heard of someone in her family. But 20 one knew her.

"Who does that Kary Hill think she is, anyway?" she overheard one girl in her class
say 10 another in the hallway. "School celebrity or whet? Geesh!®

“Teacher's pet is move like it,” roplicd the other girl.

Kary swred into her empty locker as the voicss faded down the hallway.

“Her brother dropped out of school, did you keow?”

"Oh, is that the one. 1 heard someone say .. . *

The hallway became quiet. Kary slemmed her locker shut and left the school,
walking home with quick, angry swides.

Who does thas Kary Hill shink she is? Well, is would be nice if someone would ask
me inssead of making is wp for me . Then she laughed, picturing someons coming up
her and asking, "So, Kary Hill, who are you, anywsy? ° Well, that'’s @ very good
question. Let's ses. Besides being Brian Hill's sister, you mesn. Yes, well... Her
pace siowed a3 she pastomimed a thoughtful look. / am /2 yeers eld. 1 Bhe reading; | hass
gym, bus I ke swinuning, and biking, and shiing and shating. 1 love raspberviss and hase
walwts. l”hﬂu“l“nhn&“d'hmna
can hoor me. I ... k. I don't hove & lot of hobbics, besides reading.

She siopped. Ahsad of her the swest cams 0 s dend end st e edgs of amavine. A
ﬂ&”m“hndhmdlﬂ-‘lﬁnhbﬂ



come 10 the bridge that crossed over into her aeighborhood. But, on the other side of the
doep breath of the resonant air.

She had never boen in the raviae before; she had never been allowed ©0 go near it. Feeling
slipping away through the undergrowth. It smefled like life.

mystery waravelling itself before her. She fiek as if she were waking wp from a long, hazy
sleep, © discover a glowiag, beckoniag world.

She was aleo not alons. A lowder cracking of twigs from the other side of the
ravine alerted her 10 the sight of 2 boy in jeans and a rusty colosed sweatshirt scrambling wp
the siops. Hes was 100 far away for her 10 ses who it was, but she knew it must be
fow wess growing at the bonam of a gully; as she got closer 1 the coesk &t the botom she
began 0 smell iss cily stagnaiiih, and her thoughus coulda’s help sesurning 00 school and



*I don't belong there,” she said 10 a started bird who flew away with & squawk. /

Staring down at the brown water that trickled slowly from one pool %0 another she
wondered how she was going 10 make it through the year.

Oh Brian. Come back and sake me with you, please. You're my only hope.
Take me with you. | could wrise lyrics for your songs, like | used s do. They were silly

Of course be woulda't come back. Thet was just silly. Kary saw a log laid across
the creek a little way downstream and used it 10 cross over, hurrying up the dirt path she
found on the other side in osder 10 get away from the poliuted smcll of the waser.
adylﬂpn-mhd-hiﬁmﬁﬁh:idrhlﬂb Then | could ssart off
branches. hhh—nmnﬁ.hﬂﬂihﬁdhﬂﬂ-ﬁ
very well be & good idea. “_“ﬁﬂﬂﬂiﬁﬂ‘hﬂ
ﬁﬁﬁuﬁﬂﬁﬁhﬂﬁdﬂﬁ“h!

onos.
quphlﬁh*hhﬁﬁhmnh Halfway through dinner,
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"Mom, Aunt Nascy lives fairly near 10 Gordon Heights Junior High School,
docan't she?” Kary's cyes remained innocently on the meatioaf as she spoke.

"Why, yes, she does. We haven't seen them ia a while, have we? I'll have 0
invise them over one of these days. It's funny how you can live in the same city as your
own sister and hardly ever see her.” '
gone they had had no good reason 10 come visit.

"They must be in waiversity by sow, woulda't you think, dear? I seem ©
sure.”

Kary ste her posatoes and bided her time. The discussion meandered around Awnt
half and asked casually,

"Isa't Gordon Heights the school with the ssw French program?”
year. Her son's in it, you know. We wese even thinking of putting you ia it, Kary, but
since we don't live in the asighborhood we'd have 10 pay exira for you. Why ase you 50
imsorested?”

This was going perfocily. "Well, I had an idea: i 1 went 10 live with Aunt Nancy,
couldn’t I go ©© the school without paying exwa?”

She could ses by the shock and hurt on both pasenss’ faces thet Plan A bad
backfired. .

"Kary! Whatever would maks you want 10 live with Aunt Nancy? She dossat
ook half 30 woll as 1 d0." Kary's mether always defonded her covking when she was
upost.



Kary tried 1 extricase herself. “1 dida't mean . .. You've got me all wrong!”

*No, Mom, I said | wanted 10 enter the Freach program. It was just an idea. |
wouldn't cven have 10 live there, just use her address on all the forms.” It didn't matter

*They talied sbout it in French class wday,” Kary lied. “It sounded imeresting. &t
You're still a liede girl."

Ok, Mom, I doa't want 10 leave home! [ just want 10 change schools.”

"Yeah," put in Megan. “1thought it was a great place.”

“I doa't know,” said Kary miscrably. “T just don't liks i.” Everyose was against
her; she had nowhere 10 cscape 0. "Excuse me. 1 have 1 go 10 the bathroom.” She got
p © go.
and 1 want 10 hoar an anower. What is wrong with Harvey Johasoa?"
frionds are at Gosdon Heights, that's all.” Thet at least was pardally true. She corminly
Bet...”
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"Oh, let the chikd go 10 the bathroom,” her father said abruptly, and Kary fied the

Later that evening, Kary was fiercely brushing her weth, scrubbing away at
"Ah deaght moe he ud ake id rid ath."
Kary spat out the oothpaste. "1 dida't know she would take it like that.” She
Kary sarned 0 look at her sistor, hearing the pain in her voice and sharing the
' brance. For a moment they regained the solidarity they had folt after Brian left and
hhnnﬁﬂq:&. “Thet was awful. Every night it was the same: ﬁﬂym
“So why'd you have 10 iring up ths whols thing agaia, especially on a meationf
don’t know. | wam' thinking, I gusss. I was just 50 desperats 10 changs schools, and it
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stupid, now that she thought of it.

*I don't get it. Why 30 desperase?”

"Jody went 1o Gordon Heights. She was my best friend.”
Babcock went to Harvey Johnson.”
tumed out the light, preparing 1 g0 t0 her room. Megan stopped her.
her room. They sat down on the bed. *Do you remember what it was like 10 be going ©
10, a3 if that has anything %0 do with who we are. Aad now it's the same thing except with
about our family, something ot normal, something t0 gossip sbout. And it's as if | wasa't
a real person at all, just a character in somebody’s juicy stwory. 1 can't be talked 00, just
hmﬂﬁymﬂnnnﬁmﬁhi-ﬁ:m'
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Megan shook her head at her younger sister. "You know what your problem is?
You're w00 shy. Of course cveryone's going 10 be thinking odd things about you if you
never say anything. Il bet you didn't say a singie word 10 anyone all day, did you?”

"Well, I don't know anyone.”

“That's no excuse. Listen. You're in junior high school now. You've got to stant
getting involved in things, making new friends, doing things with people. Of course it's
hard whea a0 one knows anything about you except who your brother is. But once they
get 0 know you they’ll like you fine. Trust me. It was like that for me, 100.”

"But it’s easy for you. You're outgoing; you know what 10 say 0 people.”

Their mother’s voice interrupted. "Megan? Aren't you in bed yet? You have 10 get
up early tomorrow, remember.”

“T1l be there in a second,” she called. "You just have 10 try, Kary, that's all. Will
you ay?”

"Sure, I'll ry,” Kary said, not knowing quite what she was promising 1 try to do.

Megan smiled and rufflod Kary's hair before turning 10 go. "G'night.” She looked
very young in her white flannel nightic with her brown braid hanging down her back, not
at all like the trendy, sophisticated youth she was during the day. Kary stared after her,
trying % understand the sudden outpouring of sisterliness from her normally careless and
sarcastic sibling. "G'night,” she answered softly. It had beea an alsogother strange day.



The next moming it was autumn. Kary awoke 10 a chill in the room, and when she
went 10 close the window she saw the poplars in the back yaed all edged and pached with

dnnpmdmmﬁmmeﬂm;pi;-ﬂmmﬂmmn
What would it be like, she wondered as she st00d tasting the new crispacss in the
m.nbmﬂmﬁ;ﬂqmﬁ“kﬁmm:ﬂh
Inmhm.dmﬁmmmnemm She imagined the sap
remembered the events of the previous day.
na-mmmnummm.nmrwmﬂﬁ
mother's waumatic first day of high school, 10ld with drama and embel as her
*$0 you soe, it isa't that hard 0 meke new frionds. Just be yourself, and peopls
will like you.” She stopped and gave Kary a worried look. "As long as you doa't keep
Kary wied %o smils. “Thanks, Mom. Doa't worry. I be okay.”
00 be lase.”




early; there was one boy sitting in the far row of chairs, and one girl sitting in the front.

She decided 10 sit 2 row over and a seat down from the girl, who looked Chinese, with

short, straight black hair and glasses; the girl was engrossed in a book and didn't turn
Why didn’t | bring my book, Kary thougit. She looked around the room. Posters

came in and sat behind the boy in the far row. No one sat beside the Chinese girl or Kary;
they scemed 0 be the oaly two who dida't know anyone. Thar's all right, Kary thought,
not belicving horself. / don't need 10 sit around gossiping. I'd rather not know axyone.
nudged forward by the others. She came up 0 Kary.

a sent, 20 we could all st sogether.”

Could you move wp 20 that we conld sit sogether. Thas prenty much definss my place in the
her notsbosks and moved 1o the sent sheed. A munsnming rustde filled the ssats bohind her.




*Thank you,” the girl ssid kindly, but Kary dida't respond. She was 50 Canght wp

grey-haired lady introduced herself as Miss Krawch ck in a mellow, unforgetiable voice

Tﬁlk:mma‘&ﬂ.hﬂi-ﬂi:hmﬂﬂ
language arc?”

Wow. What a philosophical quession 1o ssart out the class with.

A girl sitting 10 the left Kary was caught off guard. “Um, well, I don't kaow.
anything clse?”

"A play.”

“A novel.”

"A sory.”

"A speech.” That was the Chincse gitl's response, and it soemed 10 suit Miss
Krawchuck’s purposss, becauss she smiled broadly at it.

Absolutely. Aad is thess an ast 0 welting?”




“I mean, is writing a difficult skill that can be dome well or poorly?”

“Yes,” came the obvious answer.

“What about reading? Have you ever considered that there may be an ant ©©
of writing, and even a littie bit of the art of spesking.” There were a few groans at that, but
Miss Krawchuck just smiled. “Don't think it will be casy, but, on the other haad, don't

with that she pulied a large pictuse out from behind the desk and propped it up against the
blackbossd. “You have fificen minmes in which 10 write a paragraph describing this scene.
Begia now.” Aad she sat down, oblivious 10 the cries of disbelief and horror that swept
through the class at the thought of having 0 work.
reading, or writing. Even as she thought thess things, her mind was taking in the painting,
which showed a bisak desert scens, a dried up river in the foreground, stony, lifeless
wondered half sericusly if she should pretend the scens was on ancther planet. But o, it
Afer Miss Krawchuck had collectad the pamgraphs, the teacher passed ot &




"These are suggestions for books 10 do your book reports on. You will have © do

Read a book a month, for homework? Kary could tell she was going 0 like this
sounded imeresting. The Borrowers. | wonder what that'’s abomt. Well, I'll pass LA., &t

"Your assignment for next class,” Miss Krawchuck was saying, 10 more grosas,
“is 10 write me another paragraph, this time describing a scons with which you ase very
may be your favorite hang-out place. 1 want you 10 lork at this familiar scene with acw
eyes and describe it 90 me in such vivid decail that I can soe, hear, foel, and smell it. Doa't
from her seat with a haif-smile on her face, thinking aiready about what 10 describe for
Miss Krawchuck.
bag over her shoulder. "This class is going 00 be brutal!”
sure,” she finally said.

"You've probebly good st LA., aren't you,” said the girl whoes aams Kary
romembesed was Sonya. “Isn't your fasher & seacher or something?”

What dees shat hove 09 do with k? Kary was conscious of the gist's dangling
mahs up for her enjoyment of Baglish.



“T'm texrible at everything,” Somya said with a laugh, tossing her head 30 her hair
brushed her shouiders. “Well, sce you around. Hey, Angela! Wait up!® And she skipped
out of the room after the chattering foursome who coulda't stand 10 be separased.
didn't read so much, I'd have more time 10 spend on my hair, she thought, trying 10 be
sarcastic. And if my father wasn't a vice-principal, I'd have enough money 10 buy clothes
like thae. Wiy is it thax airkeads always jagk 30 good? She heaved a sigh and picked up
her books.

Out in the hallway she saw Louise—was that her name?—-standing at a locker,
staring inside it.

“Hurry wp,” Kary called 0 her. “You'll be lase for Social.” The girl looked
arownd, startied, but Kary dide't want 10 be lass, 50 shs just waved and continuod down the
hallway. 7 wonder what Aey problem is, she thought briefly, but then she srived st the -
Social Swdies classsoom and had 10 decide where 0 sic.
chemisiry 10 the classroom that Kary ssemed 0 miss. She always eaded wp on the
periphery, whess 20 ons ssemed 10 notics she existed. Even ia Gym she was assigned a
locker at the far end of 2 sow, away from everyons eles, as if the computer that randomly
Kary's life. /1 is your dessssiny, Luke, she 1014 herself mososely as she hung her clothes
on the hooks and lstened 1o the scraps of conversation that floated down the row wwesds
her.

Baerging from school at the ead of the day. Kary welhed slowly acvoss the field,
acticing all the other kids heading homs in linls groups of swe or thees. She fok very small
dlodainfelly st har o8 she walhed past thom, and she folt s & wespasser. / dsn’s belong be
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this neighborkood — maybe that's my problem. | don't fit in because I'm not rich enough.
If she thought thet then she could 1088 her head and say she dide't care abowt sy of them,
the rich snobs. Yes, that must be it. They're snobs and they don’s like me because I don't
have enough money.

Consoling herself with these thoughts, she left the houses behind and came 10 the
edge of the ravime. With no roofs %0 block her view of it, the biue sky scemed suddealy
insignificance, not at all like the focling she got at school. She wok a deep bresth of the
world entisely difforoat and romoved from the complexities of people, 8 world of smail
1 the bownom and forked into three new paths Kary realized that there was 2 whols country
dowa here waiting 10 be explosed. School easily becams a dim memory of a bad dseas:
only this was real. “Thros poths diverged in 6 wood, and I, . . .° Who wants 1o go over o
someone’s house after school 10 lissen 10 records? This is much more fm. Bach path
curved enticiagly ough the wees, aad Kary wanted 1 follow them all. lcan iz a

"Kary! You'ss almost an howr late. What happened? Her mother met her ot the
door, full of worry and anger.
“Nothing bappened, Mom. 1 just took & long way home snd wallnd slowly. &k

was such & beautifel duy.”
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The creases in her mother’s brow deepened. "You dida't go through the ravine,
did you?"

Ok oh. What do | say? “Thexe's a path right across it—-cveryone uses it. It's
pesfectly safe, Mom.”

"You have beea expressly forbidden 10 walk through the ravine!”

"But why? 'm tweive years old. I'm not going 0 get lost.”

“There are worse fates than getting lost. Doa't you read the newspapers?”

“It's broad daylight. There's 8o rapists out. And like I said, lots of people go
theough the ravine, 30 i€'s act exacily lonely and secluded.”

“All the same, it's a risk [ doa't want you 0 take. How do you think I would feel,
goning a call from the hospital: Mrs. Hilll, your daughter is ia critical condition after being
raped and bosten and left 10 die. Or worse, what if 80 one found you, and you lay there in
the ravine blesding 10 death?. .. "

Geesh, she muss have been really worried. | was only an howr lase, not even. It's
hardly fair 10 ges this worked up abos is.

“Kary, are you listening 0 me?”

“Yes, Mom."

“1 want you ©© promiss ms that you'll asver walk through the ravine agaia.”

Kary locked dowa at her shoes, which she still hada't takem off. “1 can't do thet,
Mom."*

Her mother ssopped mid besath and stased at her. "What did you say?”

“1 can't promiss sever 10 walk through the ravine, becanss I know [ will. Aad I
don’t want 00 beeak & promiss.”

~ She bent down 00 ks off her shoss whils her mother exploded. “Now you'ss jest
being cheeky. I wen's ks that from you, Kary. Bapecislly act om you! Go to your
soom this instant, and sty thess untll you seconsider how you want © speak ©0 your
mother.”
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and crashed onto the bod, she expected 10 begin crying immedisely, but the cold, aloof part
of her woulda't give in 10 the toars that were boiling wp in her chost.

“I'm actually quise surprised at myself, area't you? I'm such an obedient child normally.”
Whea he dida't reply, she sat wp and stared unsecing out her bedroom window. What's
happening 10 me? Where are all these strangs, davk foclings coming from? Wheo is shis girl

flined through her emapty mind like bunerfiies, finding 20 place t rest. Hey. There'sa
his empty mind like bunerflies afvaid 1o land. She had 1 lough at hersell. We're being
awfully morbid, now, aren’t we. So wity do I fesl like a comdemned prisoner? Whatam ]

Her mind went round and round in ueelsss clscies umil she folt as though shs wess
canght in a whisipool, and sothing mads sense 10 her any meee. Silll she couldnt cry. k
aothing of what she was seallly fesling could bseak tssugh to her.




dark calm was suddenly shattered. & was hard © keep from crying all through supper.

The wind was babmy. I'm sorry, there’s just no other way 10 describe is. Baimy is
that scatence, but there wasa't one, 30 back yesd will have 10 do.—-
you would hear {f you were Kstening for & message across thousands of ghe-years of
The two aliens ssood in the ficld next 10 the crimpled heap of their ship, lissening 1
the empeiness of the wind. There was noshing 10 be done. Their only lifeline across the

flowers, with a still smoking stk of burnt earth wough the middis of is, lhe the sosns in



say 10 a space alien before one must invite himn home 10 dinner, and at that point reality
sieps in with all its dull requirements. With a sigh Kary left the alieas discussing
words, crossed them owt, wrote them in again, wrow saide comments (0 herself in
brackers, and was finally satisfied encugh 10 recopy the good parts onto a clean, fresh sheet -
sow: aftor surviving & horrible dinner time she had resurncd 10 her r00m 10 cry her hoart
out; then she had gons into the back yesd and shandoned herself 10 the wind and the
twilight; at last she had focussed all her remaining ensrgy on sesing and fecling and
wrung dry, and it fokt good.

“T'n glad | have homework alseady, otherwiss I'd have 10 listen 10 moss lecouses
sbout sy owa good. 'W's for your own good.’ That's what they say,” she eupisinsd
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want 10."

She swung her legs around and piled all her stuffed animals in her lap. It occured
10 her that she was a listle bit old 10 be talking 10 teddy bears, but she didn't care. She had
always referred important decisions 10 her inanimase friends, and they had never let her
down. "So look. You've got 10 help me out here. How am [ going 10 manage 10 explore
the ravine without Mom finding owt?” She looked from one creature 10 another. "Norbert?
Bear? Any suggestions? At least | managed not 0 promise anything. Dad figured |
jisobedient as [ would if I broke a promise. But I can't get caught, or I'll be grounded
forever! Not that that will make a difference, becanse | never have anywhere 10 go,
seemed 10 her that yesterday she had still besa a child, and now she was something
differont. Staring at herscif in the misror while brushing her tecth, she wondered what she
stared back at her were strange 10 her and did not smile. As she lay in bed, she thought she
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“Detail, detail, detail!” Miss Krawchuck paced back and forth in front of the class,

cuating her words with expressive gestures. “What color is it? How big is it? Is i
rough, smooth, bumpy? Is it soft or hard? is it round or oval or squarish? What does it
sound like? These are the kinds of things you have 10 tell me, or I won't really know what
you're talking about.” She picked up a sheet of paper from her desk. "Now, listen 10 this
paragraph. This is what I call a detailed description.” She began reading.

Kary sat up in surprise. That’s sy paragraph! Louise looked over with a
uﬂmhhmhﬁn&mwhﬂqﬁwﬁp—m
mﬁﬁhﬂMhﬂ;ilﬁMuiﬁu“m

Miss Krawchuck finished reading and looked up at the students. "Can anyone tell
me what this paragraph has that makes it 30 good?”

10 look over their homework assigament and add adjectives wherever they could. Kary
pulled hers out dutifully and pres aded 0 read it, but she knew she had as many adjectives
nﬁmﬂnmﬂh_ﬂnhpjhﬁﬁﬂhdhhﬂ
ﬁeﬂidﬁﬂﬂnﬂﬁﬁmﬂﬂuﬁqﬁﬁnﬁhh
aimost dead wish thirss and exhanstion. I've read & ssory like that before—-where? Oh, of




"Now, if you're finished, you may hand in your assignme
should pick a book for your first book report by the end of next week. It's due at the end
of the month.”
Maybe one of the Narnia books is on owr list. | could do a presty good report on
“No, I hadn't even thought about it. What about you?”
"Oh, I don't know. There's 50 many 10 choose from.” She looked down at her
feet, as if she had said something foolish. Kary wasn't sure what 10 say, 30 she made
"Do you know if we have 10 stick 10 books on the list, or can we chooee our own?*
Louise looked back down at her shoes. “T usually go 10 the library and read.”
"0Oh." They had reached Louise's locker, and she stopped 10 open it. Kary didn't
know what the other girl wantod her 10 say; it aimost seemed like she would be just as
happy 10 get rid of Kary. “Well, I guoss I'll sce you in Math.”
else 10 say, since she'd already said goodbye. She trailed off ineo the next hallway where

The last period of the day was & study period, but since these wam't anything ©
asnouncement and just 83 quickly vanished from the school, off 10 hang out at the comer



Usually she lingered irresolutely by her locker, not having anyplace 10 go but home, and
not being serribly anxious 10 get home and unload the dishwasher, or whasever she would

of it.

Ifsadgﬁrmﬁﬁnsmmmhﬂ.nﬂm-ﬂuh
school yard, past the prosaic houses 10 the ravine. i was making up for a few days of
decp, and as she got 10 the beginning of the path she had discovered she felt she was
beginning a whole new adventure, the kind that only happens ia books.
ﬁiﬂ:phﬁﬁgﬁnm:ﬂ_hhﬁﬂi.ﬂhmm
it casy 10 imagine hersolf in an enchanted forest. As she continued along the path,

Aﬁmﬂbﬁﬂdhﬂydﬁcﬁﬂqlﬂﬂﬁ
other side of the path. Now, what are you wying to sell me? she asked it, appeoaching the
tes curiously. l—dyiﬁﬂjnhmm—iﬂiﬂh_ﬂy Well,
longhod at e

But the squissel had lod her %0 something. Betwesn its wes and the aext there was &




0 a smuggier’s cottage, Kary stepped onto the green path. To follow it she had 10 duck
Kary’s imaginary journey sook hours and hours, but it wasa't that much later when

the path made a sudden stcep climb and ended at the edge of a small, beantiful, perfect,

ravine was quite wide at this point, snd her meadow was a littie shelf about haifway up,

sbout its fading flowers, the grass grew waist-high all over, and nothing of the real world
could be scen from it, oaly wee- and grass-covered slopes sreiching up 10 meet the sky.
drinking deeply of the goiden air thet smekt of carth and sap and coolacss, a whise butierfly
flusered by and hovered above a bright yellow flower. She beat down slowly %0 look at it
ik landed lightly on a leaf and bobbed up and down in the brocae, fanning its wings geatly.
and wasched it for a while, checrving at the same time all the miniscule world around her.

another in & quiet embrace. These was 50 muuch 00 506 just in this ons small sres-—-Kary
She wried o find wosds 10 desceibe how she was fesling. /2 mabes g Adl. / am repiess
then terned quickiy 1 scramble back down the path.
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There'’s a story in that meadow, Kary knew. For the first time in a long time she

What is i? Is it @ witch’s conage? No. Not a wischy kind of meadow. It's 100
smoll for a palace of any kind, even a rwined one. Smugglers? Nah, not magic enough.
Hmﬂjmsﬂ?ﬂirﬂmﬁmhaﬂﬂﬁ&m:
mmrﬂ!bﬂﬁﬂﬁﬁﬂﬂﬁﬂmﬂﬁ!pﬁﬁ!i

wansed 10 leave the meadow and sock their fortanss ia the world. Thet was it the story
@ﬂmmﬂh.dw&nﬂqhh—nﬂ

mm::m::r.ﬂﬂﬁhﬂﬁmhﬁnﬂﬂhh
st go out into the world 10 sesk his fortume. So the young boy pached his few
belongings, said goodbys 10 his fasher, and 30t of into the fores:.



back of her head and it was not st all pleased. "What does the clearing look like?” the
voice asked. “Is it big, is it small, is it groen, is it brown, is it covered ia smow? What
What color is his hair?” The questions weat o, and Kary ripped the piece of paper out of

Morning sun sireamed into the small, green clearing in the forest, banishing the
shadows back underneath she dark wees where they belonged. A tiny wooden conage had
its shusters open 10 receive the sun, and & cheery line of smoke curled from its chimney.
Soon & swall figure dressed in brown ren around 10 the front of the conage and wens

like she was describing a scene from a movie. At this point the camera would s0om in on
camera, and she didn't know how elss she could get inside the cotage and mest the two
people these. Thar's the problem, she realizsed. / don'’t want 1o have 10 meet gy characsers,
as if | was some siranger walking down the road. | don’t want 10 be in the story at ol
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thwack. Lifs, thwack. The rkythmic motion felt good, the warm sunlight streaming over
kmﬁthM&.ﬁuﬁﬁ&w“WWﬁk
g00d going imo his lungs. Nothing conld be bemer than 10 get wp at the crack of dawn and
chop wood while the birds woke up and the bacon sizzied.

= 1 Brealfasti” called his father from inside the conage.

_____ let the axe fall imo the chopping block and wedge there. He stresched his
mummwm&mmwﬂp&dwﬂ
wood ssacked against the conage. Then he washed his hands and face in the barrel of
raimwater by the door and went inside.

— Miuch beter.—

The sall, grizzied mean at the stove mrned 10 grees ____ with & wide smile.
*You've been at it for more than an howr aiready! My oid bones can'’t keep up with you
any more!”

The boy leughed. “We've got aimost & whole load out there now. We should be
abie 10 head down 10 the village with it this afternoon.”

The man brought two piases of bacon end biscuies 10 the ssbie and pansed for o
moment, still smiling at the sali, sun-browned youth who s300d before him. “You're @
great help 10 me, my boy. 1 don’t know whet I'm going %0 do withoms you.”

*You won't ever have 10 do without me,” _____ replied, swrprised. “I'm not ever
going 10 leave you.”

“Hwwn,” his fasher said, sising down end pushing & piase sowards the boy. “Eat
wp, boy. We've got some salking t0 do.”

_ﬂpﬁ“knﬁﬂuﬁ“hﬁuhﬁdbﬁﬁdh The
moutiovgiering arems mads him realise how lungry he wes.

*MH“*&MﬁC“_‘:ﬂ“.“dﬂl
and loaned back in his chalr. " ke suid. "Do you know what day i is wday?”

—_ had 10 shink for & momens. “Wednsaday, isn's it?”
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His father langhed and shook his head. “No, | mean whas day of the year is is?”

The only yearly dases ______ could shink of were Chrissmas and Easser, and is was
neither of those, he was sure. Then he remembered the one other day they always
celebrased. “Is it my birshday?”

“That it is. And do you know how old you are?”

—_ had no idea. It wasn't something he ever needed 20 know in his secinded
life in the forest. The only people he ever saw besides his father were the villagers 1o
whom they soid their wood, and they had known him ever since he was & baby, so they
didn’t need 10 know how oid he was. "How oid gm I, father?” he asked.

“Well, shis is the 17th birthday you've celebrased with me.”

“So I'm sevemteen years old?”

“Well, that's what we have 10 ik abowt. You see, I'm not acsmally sure whes yowr
birshday is. You were about six months old when you came 10 live with me, and I've
aboays counsed that day as yow birthday.”

“When I came 10 live with you? [ don's underssand. Wasn't I born here?”

The man ke had always calied fasher iooked him in the eye and said, "No, you
weren't born here. | always said I'd seil you the sruth when you were oid enough. The
trush is, I'm not your real father.”

Kary was surprised. She hada't known this was going 0 happes; it corminly made
her story moss intercsting. But who was his fasher, theu? Did the woodcusier kmow? No,
that would maks it 100 easy. He'N Asve 00 g0 on & quest 19 find cut who he really is. |
wonder |f I have s0 figure thas out now, or if 1 can just find cut when he does. B, of
course, he'll have 10 bs a prince. There's really no question abows is. He gos shipwreched,
or sivlon away by pirasss or fuirics, or something Nhe that. But then how's he going 0
find all this ous? Where should hs go firss? Net to the village. Thay wen's know



anything. Then he'll have 10 go through the foress, which is what he was going 10 do
“]1 doa't know. It's not my shirt! Did you check in the wash?”
"You took it, dida't you!"
"Yeah, right. Then what's it doing ia the wash?"
“I mever said it wag in the wash. 1 just said it could be there. Why don't you ask
“Hey! Why are you two shouting at each other?” Their mother was coming up the

“1 did nott!”

"Do you mean this piak shist,” mother asked, holding it out of the basket of clean
1ﬁ—ihnhhﬂyﬁéﬁ:ﬂiﬂnﬁmﬁmph“
Kary coulda’t sesiet. “1 told you!”

Mogan ignoved her. ﬁﬂpﬁﬂ“ﬂqmlﬁf
"I wes not ‘snooping.’ Megan, and | sesent the implicasion. 1 was checking for




Kary shut her door quietly and recurned 10 her desk. The clearing in the forest



Chapeer S - The Conage

“Carclessaess is the main source of error for almost every math studest.” Mrs.
hair was pulled sharply back from her face, giving her a severe, angular look. "Math is not
difficult, but it requires carcful atteation 10 detail. You must not rush your math
homework.” |
assignment.

*Some of you did a lot more poorly thaa I had expected on this assignment. You're

Mrs. Richards isn't as thin as Miss Krewchuck, but she’s a lot more pointy. She
looks remarkably like @ wisch.

"Kary Hill, ase you listening 0 me?”

Kary flushed. "Yes.”

"Your assigament was particularty dissppointing, Kary. You'rs serning owt 0 be
carcless work.”

Kary's ssomach clenched and her mouth weat dry. The class had turned 10 watch
her with imterested cyes as she sat in the back wondering how 10 respond. Why does she
assignment, not just me.

Mirs. Richasds dida't ssem 90 want 2 seaponss; she continued with the lectwe sad
mmwhmdhhhﬂml—-ﬂhﬁm
Bveryone had forgonon whe | was. What are shey all going to think of me now?



0 talk 00 anyone. The rest of the day she spest resolmiely ignoring cveryone and
ravine, and walked faster than normal, she could get home in the same amount of time it
everywhere clee, and certainly no time 10 visit her clearing. But it was the only way © get
Whea she got home she would muser something sbout homework 10 do and escape
im0 her bodroom 10 read. Sometimes she even did homework. Math, capecially: she
coulda't stand w0 give Mrs. Richards the satisfaction of failing another Hill. Whse & wirch.
k was a week and a half before Kary had the time and the inclination 10 think again
reading, shs folt flat and lifoless, as if all joy and spontansity had beca squeesed out of her
Thoughts of the ravine, which befors had inspised her, now only made her angry and guik-
whirled anxiowsly by ths wind. She folt wapped in the houss and in horself.
slons at the besakfast whis, wondering what 10 do with her day, the frusssations of the
wosk suddealy cams 10 2 head.
“Tcant abs it any mesel” she cuied 0 the empty howse. “Tve got 0 do




cottage retamed 10 her, and she fiekt & relief 50 imense it was a3 if she had been suffocating
had written in it.

But first 20 get rid of those annoying blanks. I've got 10 give him a name, she
ﬁﬁﬁhhqh.nhm—!aﬁgi—m
"j_,hﬂﬂm_ﬂ&.hihhn
Kevan--100 normal-sounding. S:I—;-:t. Devea. Hmm. mwﬁmmm

!ﬁ_ﬁhﬂﬂ&ﬁrﬂd y. “Lat me soll you the whole
stery, and then you'll underseand. m;ﬂ:qp.h-taﬁ-ilennﬁ
Coust 1 sele soms fanily affsivs. There was & great stovm the night after | arvived, and the




next morning | went waiking along the beach, looking for anything of value that mighs
have washed ashore. Among all the flotsam and jetsam cast wp on the beach | came wpon a
large wine cask that seemed undamaged. Thinking sthere might siill be wine in it, | opened
it up. What was my swrprise 10 find a small child lying inside!”

Deven'’s eyes grew wide as the woodcwsser looked wp at him and said, “That baby
was you. You were nearly dead of cold and hemger, bus I broughe you back 10 the inn
where | was sazying and the innkeeper’s wife revived you and wook care of your hurts. In
the meantime, | tried 10 find ot where you had come from. You had no clothes on, and no
idensification at all exceps for this ring on yowr finger.” He lifved a chain from around his
neck and showed Deven whee was hanging on it: a small, gold ring, curiously carved all
around with swisting, leafy branches. “Here. Take this and keep it sofe. I¢'s yowrs.”

Deven dropped the chain over kis head and felt the ring, sill warm from the
woodcusser’s skin, rest against his chess.
might be. | ssayed in that inn for @ month, searching for news of a missing child, a
shipwreck, anything that might give us a cis, but all in vain. At last | had 10 reswn, and
since there was no one else who could sake care of you, | decided 10 sake you with me.”
He langhed. “The innkesper's wife was cerssinly loathe 10 part with you! But she had
children of her own 10 sahe cave of. So you came with me.”

He paxsed, locking over at the confused young boy who was lissening in silence 10
the swange sals of his origin. “I've had the happicss sevensoen yours of my ife, raising you
yourself, and it’s only fair thas | give you the chance 1 find oxs who you really are, much
as | would like you to seay here and be my son.”

Deven didn’t know what 10 say.




The silence of the bouse was a blessing 10 Kary—she was free w0 write, or talk w0
censure. mmmnnﬂm&-mmnm‘dmn
gave her. Then she weat back 10 her story and read it over.
continued 10 stare at her with an expression of innoceat woader. "Never mind. I know.”

heart with a strange new longing 10 find out who he was.
“I msust think abowt this for @ while,” he 10id the woodcusser, and the man excused
*dqnﬁghh*dﬁﬁﬁ.ﬁnkﬁﬁ-ﬂ-ﬂgﬁﬁh
“Fasher,” he said as the dinnorsable, “Yor I seill shink of you as wy fasher, and you
Aave been a fusher 10 me: | will go in search of my birshright. 1 will savel the counsry wp
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discover, be it good or bad, I will return so you. Ilf | have good foraune, I will share it with
you, and if not, I hope I will always have a place 10 live and work in this cotsage beside
you.”

and some bread and cheese tied up in a handkerchiq ﬂﬁrnﬂq‘aﬂ The morning sun
broke clear above the trees as he waved goodbye 1o the only home he had ever known and

The phone rang. Kary jumped at the unexpected sound, then scrambled out 10 the
hall 10 answer it.
"Hello?"

ption, and I don't get it at all.”
“Gee, I @ianost forgot about Freach. Hold on a sec and I'll geeit.” She hurried
there, undernsath the sclencs book. She hurried back 10 the phone.




"Cest le livre de Michelle?"

"That's right.”

*But where does the 'a’ come in? In the example it's 'Le livre est 3 Michelle.™
book belongs to Michelle.
Lymtﬂywwdbmmm!whmwﬁﬁyhﬁmlﬂjm
wanted the answers. All the same, Kary fek a little awkward in her role as tsor. After all,
Lynne was someone 10 be admired: she was cute, in 2 roundish sort of way; she seemed ©
homework.

"Any time,” responded Kary. She had the odd focling that she was now in control
10 say, Lynne siepped in.
decided against it. "You're welcome, really.”

*See you at school on Monday?”

"Yeah, soe you thea.”

"Bys."

Bye.”

Kary st00d by the phone, staring down at it. She wanted me 20 sxy something.
m“l“h**ﬁﬁﬁﬂﬂ—ﬁ“*ﬁﬁﬂ




ish.

She sighed and went back 10 her room. What / really fels like salking abosut was my

"Say, Lynne, I've just ssarted writing this new story. It's about a woodcuster and
every idea she had, every poem she wrote—at least, well, most of them. “Now I've just
anything like that. In fact, who could ask for better friends!” She swooped them all into a

Life was 30 much simpler for Deven. Whatever would happen 10 him on his
journey, it would be exciting, adventurous. All he had 10 do was fiad his family-
have 10 live with them. He would have dangerous challeages 10 overcome, formidable
cacmics 90 face, rials of endurance and strongth and knowledge, and everything would
come out all right in the end.

*1 don't know what he's going 10 do next, Bear, but I know it woa't be boring or

dida't
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Mom, would it be all rigix if I stayed after school some days 10 stady in the

"Oh, just an hour or 0. mw]h&“mﬂ:hﬁﬂﬁhmm

'ﬁ“smgmmﬁh‘ﬁmﬁﬁdmhﬂmh
table. "The days are starting 10 get shorter, you know.”

“Oh yes. Doa't worry, I won't walk home in the dark.”

"All right, then.” She went 10 the cepboard. *Corn Flakes or Rice Krispies?”
I'm doing this. I've never lied 10 her before. *I think I'll stay late wday, then, unless you
had other plans. I've got a lot of work %0 do. Dinner's still at six?"

"Yes. Lasagna wmight.”

"Well, I'l be home for sure in time 10 make & saled.”

"Hury up, dear. It's tims 1 loave.”

“I'm going, I'm going. Scc you tomight.”

“Help me, Kary!*” cﬂmn—uﬁh!ﬂm *1 didn's got any of
i-q-!-n_ﬁp-lbﬁﬁﬂ!' She shesntly pushed asids the stylish
hﬂ:-ﬂ-iﬂl_:“
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Kary bad a hard time understanding how someone could fail 10 understand sach a
0 sound sympathetic.

"Oh, yes, | swear | did, but the questions made 0 sease 0 me.”

"All you had 10 do was fill in the dases for the different explorers. Here—-" She
took Sonya's text book and opened it 10 the appropriase chapter. “See, the question asks
whea Samuel de Champlain first landed in Quebec, 30 you just go back 10 the chapeer, and
it says, ‘Samwel de Champlain landed in Quebec ia 16--." That's the answer.”

“Is that all they wam?”

“Thet's all I pwt.”

"Oh! The way the questions are worded it sounds 30 much more complicased.”

"Yes, well, they do try 10 confuss us as much as they can,” Kary responded
isomically. Louise, who was sitting on the other side of her, canght the irony and flashed
Kary a quick smile. Somya accepted the sympathy at face value.

“Yeah, I hass thess texibooks.” She looked around, but these was 8o one else in
the room yet 10 takk 10. "Say, Kary, are you going 10 the Halloweea Dance? It's the first
dance of the yoar.”

"1 doa't kmow,” said Kary, quite determined that she was got going 10 the dance.
*1 hada't thought of i¢.”

"Oh, coms. &k will bs 0 much fun. [ can't wait. Aad you know what
elss..." She loaned closer 10 Kary as if 10 tell her a secret, but at that moment the four
girls amvived. "Oh! Il olll you later. Thanks, Kary!” Aad she fluteved off 10 joia their

gossipy growp.

R was a selief 1 got out of school that afterncon and look forwasd 10 8 whols howr
of leisusely enplosing snd enjoying the savine. Kary paused at the wp of the savins ©
enjoy he viow acsess the susiiing geiden poplars to the backyasis on ths other side, full of
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warm things, of woodfires in log cabins and cozy burrows uaderground, lised with leaves
long while. / missed this. How can this be wrong?

voices ahead of her. Not wanting 10 be seea by anyone, in case they should know her
mother, and not wanting anyose 10 know of the hidden path, she sarned and ran back the
going swaight. Waising behind a large clump of bushes just sround a boad in the side pach,
she saw & dog g0 by on the main pash, followed by two women ia brightly colored jogging
from the path and csouched behind it. Just in time: isumediately the owner of the footsmps
came into sight. k was  boy sbout Kary's age: she recogaized his from school but dida’t




l:y:hﬂmdﬂnd. ﬁs&pﬁ;ﬁﬂwm Kary HiRl, secret

kmﬂsmp:mmmmﬂmm

m“m““nhﬂ

*Tell me your secret. | won't soll.” But they could not or would not speak 00 her, and

say, she evenmally had 10 leave themm 10 their whisperings and g0 home 10 make salad.
hﬂ“ﬂhnﬂqmmﬂnﬁmnhm

after dinner her thoughts wese full of Deven and the forest, and when she opened her

actebook 10 start wrising the images wese thess 10 bs put into words.

m-ﬁiﬂmﬂyﬁﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁﬂ.miﬂﬁ




Tree roots and large rocks provided nanwal ssairs when the path curved arownd a bis
and began going downhill. At the bostom of the slope was a swream, from which he drank
business, and Deven srusted it.
cooler, he began 10 concern himself with & place 10 siecp for the night. He had passed no

& Dianhet under @ wee, but he thought he would go on a linie frther and see if he came 0
As huck would have is, he 1opped the next ridge juss a3 is got quise dark, and down
came from, and soon discovered & neat lisie conage by the side of the path, wish & lansern
“What luck,” Deven thought, and he wens up 10 the Rule contage door and knocked.
~All right, thess's two possibilisies. Eisther it's a kind old hermit, or old woman,
who can give him sheher for the aight, or ir's a wicked wisch or ogre, who will isvite him
i thea &y 10 have him for supper. Which do we wamt? Then these's a thisd possibility:
it's s kind old woman whose husband (or son) is an ogre. Or whoss sister is & wiech, |
Deven had aiveady planned what he would sy 10 anyont he met. "My nome is
Ner’s son seching my fornme in the world. 1 sesk shalser for the




The door opened a crack, and Deven could see eyes peering at him over a large,
and the door shes.
above the curious eyes. “You're & brave lad, aren'’t you,"” she said, no longer whispering.
Her voice was swprisingly gemsls. “And & kind one. Well, it's a risk, bun perhaps | con
open and ushered him into the conage.

The first thing he noticed was that it was wasch bigger on the inside then i had
looked on the omside. He was in g kischen, from the looks of it, and there was a huge
Aireplace as one end, and & long wooden sabie in the censey, covered with vegembles, hevbs,
bacon, and seme nasty looking knives. It was a sirange place, and Deven did nos foel at all
comforsable in k.

Swepe her & bow. My shanks, Madam, for your hospioaliy.”
down--n9, net at the sabis. Over heve, by the fire--and I'R wy 10 explain my odd
circusmssances.”
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efforts 10 keep them opea. The old woman's explanation would have 10 wait. Kary
imagined



Chapeer 6 - The Wich

“Are you going 10 the Halloween Dance, Kary?" Megan atked, a few days later.
homemade root beer with dry ice. You'd have a great time.”

"What would I dress up as?” Kary asked, as if that were the insurma
difficuky preventing her from going.

“That's casy. You can use my ol belly dancer costume. k would fie."

"No yos wouldn't. It’s a really great costume. Come into my room. We'll oy it
on you.”

So Kary put up with Megan's ministrations and came out of ber room swathed in
veils and jowsis. She had 10 admic, it was & nice costume. Megan had wors it for her
skinnier.”

Skinny is right, Kazy thought. These were 20 hips 10 hang the gauzy skirt on, 30 it

suited her fine. Sexy I'm covssinly not, she decided, turning 10 and 50 50 the veils swirled
haven't decided ¥ I'm going or not,” she wasned her sister.
of a perfoct costums. You'll bs teo big flor it next yesr, I bet.”



Kary just snorsed and went 10 take off the costume. In her room she paused for a
moment, and, imagining the sultry music of a low pipe playing in the background, slowly
tried %0 wiggle her hips and move her arms seductively. But she only felt awkward snd

The Hallowe

a Dance just wouldn't let Kary be. Everywhere she went it was all
anyone could talk about. At school all the grade 7's were madly excited because it was the
first dance most of them had ever beea 0. Somya flusered around i & pasic for two weeks
straight, wondering what she'd dress up as, and, more importanty, who would dance with
dress up s, becauss they spent all their time whispering and giggling and looking
as, 50 long as it wasa't belly dancers. Thea she canght herself, since that would only
Evea at home she conldn’t get away from the topic. Megan had 10ld their mother,
%hﬁ“nﬁﬂﬁﬁﬂ'h“mm
st dinner. "Her son Tyevor is going 0 the dance--she’s mads hiss 2 dsagon costeme,
“Momi” Kary couldn’ belisve she'd dons thet. She dida’t even know Trevor—-hs
was in another class—and besides, she yman’t going 10 the dance.
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"What's wrong? You dida't think I'd let you walk, did you? Not in the dark; not
on Halloween. How clse are you going 10 get there?”

"T'm not going,” Kary said emphatically
it's the social event of the fall. You can't possibly miss it.”

"But. . . I have 100 much homework,” she said, appealing (10 her father. He had

"It's just one evening, and a Friday night at that. She'll have all wee

kend %0 do her

“1 think she's showing admirable dedication 10 her studies,” said her father, in a
dance can't be that important.”
Afvr all, Megan wanted 10 g0 10 dances.

"1 think perhaps it is,” their mother was saying. "Social eveats are particularly
important for girls of her ags. There jg more 10 life than just schoolwork.”

“That's what parents say whoss children grow up 10 be plumbers and shoe

Mogan and Kary enchanged  significent glance, and Mogan got up from the table.
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Kary stood up and starsed clearing the table. Her parents ignored her.
off quickly. "But that's not at issue at the moment. The point is, it won't hurt Kary 10 go
Her father obviously didn't want 10 pursue Brian any further cither. "The point is,

Oh no, don't bring me into this now. I'm not here. I'm not really here.

They tamed 0 look at her. “Kary? What do you really want 10 do?" her mother

O, help . She spoke quickly, her voice a linlc higher then usual. "Maybe I'll try
%0 do extra homework all week long, 30 I get ahead in everything, and if I think I have time
when Friday comes I'l go 10 the dence.” She hadn't snswered the question, but she hoped
she'd satisfiod both of them. There was 80 way she was going 10 side with one or the
other, even if her father was mostly right.

Her mother looked a linle disappoiated. "What should I iell Mirs. Dobler then?”
"Well, don't say anything. If I can't go on Friday, 'l call Trevor and wil him. Can I g0

‘Gﬁﬂﬂ;d—' Thanks for loading the

mﬂhmﬁpﬂﬁm !-llri-—-mﬂqﬂ




“1 don't see how you can accuse me of trying 10 arrange their lives.” Her father's
Dohler—for Pete's sake, Beth, why did you do that?”

1 don’t care if they're fighting about me. I'm not going 10 think abowut is. It's not
my problem. Just ignore them . She shut the door of her room and sat down at her desk,
colorful tree of life or the shadowed wee of death.

Without really decidiag what 10 do, she opened the bottom drawer and pulied out the
forgotien when she journcyed there. Kary opened it.

"My thanks, Madam, for your hospisality.”

Her face crinkied into a smile. “YouSre poliss, 100, I ses. Well, come and sit
down--no, not at the sabls. Over heve, by the fire--and I'll wy 10 explain my odd
circimseances.”

Deven graugiully sank inte the bench she motioned him 10. He hadn't noticed how
sired ke was from welking all day wnil ke ssopped. He aiso hadn's realised how lungry ks



Thddmm&mmnwﬂdﬁhﬂ:ﬂm:mmm
each.

a moment, she laughed and reassured him, "Don’t worry. It's just rabbit stew. There's
nothing out of the ordinary in it."

Relieved, because he had wondered about some of the piants on the sable, Deven
fell so with relish. The woman ase her siew slowly, in small bises, pausing between each to
sell her story to Deven.
me, and she is a wirch. The plants and implements you see on the wable are hers. She uses
them 30 mix her potions and make her spells.”

Tﬂﬂhmmﬁmlmmnﬂap-aﬂmmimy
sisser. The trush is, I have & Nesle power myself,” Daven swallowed quickly and almost
it 00 remady in part the wouble she causes. That is ons reason | sssy: 0 waich her and
help, bes I can wry. The other reason is thet she nosds me, alshough she would never adwmis
it. And there will come @ time when her powers fail unerly, and she will nesd me even
decause | e wapped and cannct lesve. [s makes her happy 10 think thas.”

ol he conld say.

The woman smiled and shook her head as she piched wp the dishes and wess o
rinse tham and put them eway. “She is 00 be piviad, rasher shon hased. Her Nfe has bosn
wasted in cravped, evil desds, in vengesnce and in hest. She counld have boon 30 much




more. But enough solk of her. She will be home at midnight, 30 we have a listie time ight 10
salk of you and your journey before | must send you on yowr way.” She renerned 10 the
fire and sat down. “So. You are a woodcwtser’s son off 10 seek yowr fornme?”

"Well, not exactly, 10 sell the trush. | have lived with a woodcwsser all my life, and
have been raised as his son, bus | found out only yesserday thas he is not my real father. So
1 am seeking my true paremsage. Which, I suppose, will mrn out 10 be my fortune, for

Kary's hand was cramped, 20 she stopped 10 shake it out. It was a good place 0
stop and think, because she wasa't sure what was going 10 come next. Would the old
woman know who Deven really was, and be able 10 give him some kiad of a clee?
would just give him advice 10 help him face cortain dangers on the path, or a taliemaen, ©©

&k would help if Kary knew exactly what was going 10 happen 10 Deven on hus
quest, but she really had a0 idea. Closing the aotsbook in fruswration, she got up 10 pace
herroom. Images and ideas often came 10 her moss easily whea shs was moving around,
aempts &t guisty, Kary's pruseat for him, hidéen undur the bod in hopes he would come




and buried her face in his tangled plush mane.
"Oh, Nestor,” she sobbed. “If only he would call. Or write, cven, just 10 let us

1 say goodbye. You tw0id me everything, I thought. Why dida't you tell me you were
was angry st him. Angry thet he did't explain himself 10 hev, angry that he left her alone
10 face the aftermath of his leaving, angry thet he dida't try 10 make some kind of con act, if
we'd get the worst end of ic? No, aot you, Nestor. You havea't dons anything wrong.”
ﬁ“hﬂmhﬂﬁﬂdmﬂﬁhhnd
them. "And what was that 50t supposed ©0 meen?” Pulling i out of the drawer in her
_ might table, she read it 10 the swffed wibunel.

“T'm sorry | have 10 leave you liks this. Tl slways be thinking of you. | expect
he say thar? He's the one that let me down. He has 80 right 10 ask anything of me.” The
jusors sefused 1 pass judgensent. Kary folt suddenly tised and empty. "What's the use,




She heasd her father stomp downstairs and twrm on the T.V. Her mother would
could she do?

“1 suppose I could clean my room. She's oaly asked me a thousand times, and |
dida't know.

She discovered it whea she emptied out her bottom drawer 10 sort and organize the
ancient piles of junk that had migrated there through the yoars. k was lying betweea Mel
Greena's Easy Guitar Chonds and her folder of artwork-—-all bad—from Grade 6. k was a
otp. |
lakes and fosssts. She had drawn it herself, & long tims ago, and had begam a story 0 go
Quickening with ssmsmbrance.

Once upon & time, in the lovely, far-off land of Caralisie, there ived a king and &
quoen, King Arman and Quesn Queice.
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her notcbook. A few things in the eartier story would have 10 change 10 fit the new ome.
EﬁTnsthgj;bﬁgiﬂi:pﬂ@iﬂﬁdﬁ:n:ﬁra-ﬁﬁunﬁiﬁp:ngﬁgﬁnﬁﬁﬂ
woman's sister—who, of course, was the witch in question--surely had enough other

Anjiﬂhaﬂiuﬁﬂhﬂuiﬂﬁsi::nﬁhjﬂnqiniﬂipﬂsﬁinﬁikhfih
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:ﬂnin:jidijilinniﬂhuiinimnl::ﬁ:ﬁhihypﬂgmipqﬁrnﬂ
books, staring off into space, whea her mother cams in.

'1ﬁi4ﬂi§ﬁﬂlnﬂiﬂid—i‘Siiﬁ:dﬁjmlﬁﬁﬁhﬁniﬁh

ﬁhnﬁn;lﬁ:g!hgh:iqigin:i:ﬁi;i:gpqnnﬂii%:ﬁyii::ta
mess right now.”

*Thet's a novel excese.”

*Bwt..."

“Oh, sover mind. You just keep ‘organizing your papers.’ As Megan always says,
I showld learn 90 mind my own business.” Aad she leh.

ﬁlﬁiﬂlkﬂ.l_ﬁbﬂﬂﬂ“ Kary flopped
onto her bed, & fow angry tears squessing out of her eyes. Wiy can't | do anyshing righs??

thoy wellind 10 thele lochers from the last cless of the dey.
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guessed that? "1 dow't know why they make such a big deal sbout dances, sayway. |
“Are you going 10 the dance, Kary?” “Are you going 10 the dance, Kary?” Why

does enyone care what | do? “You should have bever study habits, Kary.” “You should
She siamned her locker door shut. I'N show them. Kary Hill is going to do whas

Mrs Dohler drove up in front of their houss at precissly 7:30, with & largs green
thing in the back seat which Kary assumed was Trovor in his dragon costume.

“Have fan, doer,” said her mather. "And don't forget 10 thank Mrs. Dohler.”

Mirs. Dobler started waiking as s00n as Kary got into the car, and didn’t sop wnll
she lot thom off at the scheel.

“Oh, what & lovely costums you have. Do you lis Toover's? | sowed b myssl!. &
dugm.”



awkwasd silence that would easue if she were required 10 carry the conversation.
Trevor, | expect you 50 win best costume tonight, you know thet.”

There was a struggie 10 get the dragon out of the back seat, and thea Mrs. Dohler
was gone, and an awkward silence enswed. Kary did not want 90 walk up 0 the door with
*Have 10 go 90 the bathroom and fix my cosseme. Sce you laser.” And she
She breathed a sigh of relief whon she saw the empty hallway; thon she had 10 take another

herself 10 walk down the hail sowasds the gym door.

Luckily, Lynas was ons of the ticket takers. She was dressed as Robia Hood, or
Poter Pan-—it was hasd 10 1ol which-and she looked incvedibly feminine and cute in the
or50. What 10 you thiak of the decosasions?
did & groat job.”

snother Marilya Monsee. Thoy smst have had & sals on biond wigs or something! Oh,



look! I's Peser! What a great idea, Peser—you had me conviaced you were a giel for a
“See you laser, Kary,” called Lynse.
k really was impressive, the way they'd done it wp. As Kary moved away from the

tonight, whispesed the clumps of costames 10 each other; anything could happen, grinned
Ky wandesed over 10 the saack tsbie, locking for someons she knsw, but there

someone 0 talk 10 her.

magic, or could nover gat it 0 werk right and had frogs and snabues fall out of her mouth
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were meeting and dencing away into happily ever after while she 5000d at the saack bar
except for Trevor, of course, and a few other oddities who clung 10 the saack ber as if it
lonely cluster, wying 10 look inserested and involved rather than bosed and depressed. She
T'm availeble, I liks 10 dance.” But cbviously #0 one was receiviag them. Somya came by
once 10 show off her butterfly costume and chatter sbout how much fun it all was, and
Lyane stopped by a few times 10 ask her if she was enjoyiag herself, but other than the odd
wave or "hi" from someone in her class, that was all the response she got. She even

for one 10 open up and taks her in, but she always ended up back by the root beer.
cnsered, all in whiss, lounging on a limer carried by four tall boys in whise loia cloths, her
milled 10 its wamont by 2 procession ssound the gym, Cleopatra motioned 1 her beasers
festivity.
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danced right; and they basked in the asention of the crowd, becoming more beautiful for
just an entirely differont sort of being, and Kary was of the kind who were 10 wasch and
admire, acver 10 joia, never 10 imitate.

"Well, guess who's going %0 wia best costume,” came a voice from behind ber.

Kary wrned, expecting a dragon. But no—it was 2 knight in shining armour—or,
rather, a knight in a cardboard box covered with tinfoil and blinking kghts—oh--it was a
robot. The inhabitant of the box 1ok Kary’s speechicssness as admiration.

"Do you like it? [ made it myself. k 0ok me hours and howrs 10 comnect up all the
circuits for the lights. And look here. ..~ He pressed a switch at his side, and a large
white light on his head blinked rapidly in an unintelligible panern. “Ir's Morse code. Ir's
an 3.0.S. message 10 the spaceship, warning them aot 90 land.”

“That's really great, Norm,” she enthused weakly. How am / going 10 get away
Jrom him? Once he gets ssarsed on circuits and lghts and spaceships, there's no stopping
him. “Look, Norman, I have ©© go © the ladies’ powder room. Can you excuss me?”

“Oh, sure.” '

Thank heavens for bashrooms, she hought, on the way down the hallwey. The
bright lights and dull, puce features of the halll soemed 2 world away from the dark intonsity
of the gym; even the music, muted by the school's concrets wallls, sounded liks it came
Som soms other tims, soms frther dimension thet was fading out of seality as she
distanced herself from it. And as the magic in ths gym dsopped further and further bohind
her, she folt her mood sink lower and lower. At least she could borsow soms of the
exciement of the dancers when she watched them, and pretend she was having 2 good
tims. Now, alons in the echoing puce school, she S mueve small and insignificant then
the had sanding on the edgs of ths dance ficer.

o hor and ashed, Where do you belsng? She fled fom the bathwoom back to the dance



and stood again in the comer, shivering in the deaft from the exit door which had just been

The next time she saw Trevor she pushed her way trough the crowds © get ©©
him.

"When is your Mom coming 0 pick us up?”

*I said I'd call her whea I was ready 10 go home.”

“Do you want 10 go home now?”

"T'm supposed 0 stay until the costame consest.”

“But [ have no prize.”

"k was a chocolate bas. You me it.”

k was difficult 10 read the expression in the dragon's eyes as he accepeed her
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moming before class.

"What did you do it on this time?"

"Yes. 1dida't like it much. I thougix Hasriet was 100 nasty sometimes.
understand her.”

"That's what I likod about the book. Hariet is tough. Everyone was nasty 10 her
and she fought right back.”

“But it was all her fankt 10 begin with,” Louise argued. "Why did she write such
saything.”

Forunately the bell rang just then, 30 Kary was spared haviag 10 reply.
good. Look what it did 10 Harries, and she's & lot ssronger than | am. [f | got ostracized
you.

I didn't

on geology. Rocks. Hew excising, wes Kary's flsst reaction. But they were going 1 do
RO-20Reenss voice. "Each group can come over 10 the sids bench here and pick wp & ay of
sock samples. Yeu will have 10 writs up 2 kb sepont describing the diffsent foasases of
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each rock: its size, shape, color, sexture, the patierns you find in it. If you doa't finish in
this class period you'll have 10 get together with your group outside of class time. You
indicate who wanted 10 work with who. When he finished speaking, it was only a moment
before everyone was in groups except for Kary, Louise, and Normen.

Oh, no, not Norman, Kary thougit 10 herself, realizing as she thought it how funny
it sounded.

“Can the three of you work together?” asked Mr. Lee, and of course they could.

*Thanks, Norman,” Louise said nicely, and Norman bounced off 1o get the tray.
Kary rolled her cyes st Louise.

"Of all people 10 get stuck with,” she whispered.

The rational side of Kary's brain agreed with Louiss thet it was bewter %0 work with

Louiss was right. Ouce he sertied down %0 work and stopped bouncing, Normen

“How do you know all this?" Kary asked, in spies of hersell. She didn't went 0
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“I have a rock collection at home. My Dad brings me back samples from
everywhere he travels. I'm going 10 be a geophysicist, s0 I have 10 know all about rocks.”

“1 thought you were going t0 be an astronaut,” Louise interjected.

"Oh, yes, but you have 10 be something else before you can be an astronaut.
Geophysics is really use. .l for space exploration. They're going 0 start building mines on
the moon, you know."

Kary didn't know. It was wonderful how sure Norman was of his future. He was
so awkward and out of place in school, and yet he knew exactly what he wanted to be and
how 0 become it. His enthusiasm for the subject made the rocks they were classifying
much more fascinating, and the period flew by.

Kary had almost managed 10 shut off her ‘nerd alert’ because { iic. intevest in the
project. When they finished all the rocks, however, a guy in the neighboring group
commented that "of course they're done already,” and she clenched up angrily inside once
again. / don’t want 10 be one of ‘them.’ If I'm one of the ‘Drains’ then no one else will
ever want 10 walk 0 me, excepe 10 get help with homework. Of cowrse, that's all anyone
ever wants 10 talk 10 me about anyway. She sighed. Not the: I know what else there is 10
ik abows.

On the way home she tried 10 decide what her problem was. “Wiy is Kary a
Nerd?" she titled her analysis. The sky was grey and heavy with snow, and it glowered
over her as she trudged down imto the ravine. Leafless branches seemed 10 hang in the air;
the world hovered in the balance betweon autuma and winter, and any minute now winter
was going 0 wia.

What is @ nerd? Someone smart. Well, | can’t very well help being smars. And
other smart people aren’s nerds. So, what else? Someone with no friends. Yes, but why
don's shey have friends? That's the crucial quession. Becsuse they have no sociel skills. 1
suppose that's the clincher: a nevd is @ smart person wish no social skills. That's me all



right. But why don’t I have any social skills? How does one go abowu learning 10 make

Brian wasn't a nerd. Of course, he didn't do very well in school, so maybe that's
like he went 10 @ lot of parties or anything. Yes people liked him. Wiy don't people like
me? Well, all right, some people do, bust I'm hardly what you'd call popular.
popular than wrisers. Not that I'm really a wriser. Maybe that's my problem. I'm not

She was about 90 turn into her secret path 10 retum 10 the only place where she felt
she belonged, the only place she could be just Kary and it was all right. But the snow was
path towards home. That means / won't be able 1o visis is all winser . What a buwmmer.

But as she thought longingly of her secret place and the way it filled a void deep
ﬂsh.huﬁiummﬂsmhm-ﬁﬁm.nqﬁ
she wamsed 10 find the same peace and fulfiliment. The world ia which a boy calied Deven
was advennuring along a forest path was also a place where Kary flt complescly at home,
Mmhﬂﬁmmﬂhnmﬂmhmmm
ﬁkmﬂimﬂ(h@ﬁﬁﬂ&c&.
good 1 her.
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I may not be a wriser, but | love 10 wrise, she decided, feeling mmch better about
herself already. So, instead of tarning up the path 10 her clearing, she went home and
joumneyed 10 the forest where the path led %0 a witches' cottage, where Devea was
explaining 10 one witch about his search for his real father. And the story opened itself up
10 her; she saw how the new story fit in with the old, she saw Deven's path traced out on
the map she had rediscovered, and she felt for the first time the story as a whole, every part
necessary and all of it meaningful. It was a beautiful thing in her mind, and the joy of
discovery sent her imagination spinning.

The map! That's what the wisch can give Deven 10 help him on his journey: that's
all he needs from her, because the second wisch will come home soon so that Deven can
overhear where the Princess was hidden; of course, he will have 10 be hidden somehow so
she doesn’t see him . . . Feeling on fire with ideas and new directions for the siory, she
opened her nosebook with a new sense of purpose and energy.

"Seeking your true parentage,” the sorceress repeased. I think you will not find it
in these mounsaing.”

“l am going s0 the (Palace City), on she other side of the mownsains.”

“Do you have a map 10 guide you theve?”

No, he didn’s. He had just assumed the path would lead him there evensually; he
didin’t know of any other place 10 which the pash could go.

The women went into another room and remwrned with a large piece of parchment .
“This is a map of Caralisie. Heve you ever soen one?”

Deven shook his head. The map she showed him was fiull of crude symbols
cities; he was amased at how many of them there were. He hadn't known the kingdom
was 30 large. She pointed 10 & dot with the name ‘Dell’ beside is. “Heve is the village you
muss hove come from. And heve is the pash you followed.”



ke cowid imerpret the rest of the markings. He had only known such a smell pers of
ﬁhlrﬂhwamnﬂgﬁﬁrmﬁgm_ymm
away, and his heart sank within kim at the thought of the large dissance he had lcft 10 wavel.

*You see thot this path divides in two not much further on. You must keep 10 the
£0 10 the right back here, you will 500m be lost in @ wild and dangerous part of the fores:.
The whole forest is quise dangerous, in fact, 30 you must try and get 10 the main road as
soon as possible. Do you unders ?

Deven nodded. He was staring at the map, imprinting its shapes onso his mind,
miﬁwﬁmdﬂhﬂmhﬂdhﬁ:ﬂmﬂlﬂyhm

ﬂﬂn“ﬂqmnmﬂmumdymmﬁ@k
When he thought he had it all in his hoad, Ae looked up 10 1ell the old woman. She

“She's coming. And there’s no time 10 get you out of here.” Ssanding right before
mﬂ-ﬂﬁbhﬂmdﬂnafﬁxm-ﬂmnﬂnmm
body. He reached out his hands 10 sseady himself, only they weren't hands any more.

“Easy now,” came ﬁnﬂ?mmuhﬂﬁ Hh:pjllwﬂ

ﬂﬁ:ﬁﬂ'laﬂﬁid OM Here she comss. Yunn!;l,n-:f
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conjured up a small wicker cage hanging from the roof. “In you go.” she said softly,
 ntly nudging Deven unsil he had 10 sake a ssep in order not 10 fall over. He ssepped imso
through the door.

Deven sat on his perch in the cage, blinking in astonishmens. It fels very strange 1o
be a bird. The ground was disconcertingly for oway, for one thing. And it was difficuit 10
adjust 10 these large things sprouting from his shoulders that ook the place of his arms.
His nose was ischy, which was ridicuions, because he no longer had a nose, nor hands 10
scrasch is.

To divert his anention eway from such annoyances, he wied 10 concensrase his bird-
who had seemed so kindly 10 Deven. Her hair was black, and her nose was long and
poinsed. In contrast wish the first women's wall, clegent ssatwre, she seemed shrunken,

0 him; shis woman he conid sell was a wisch juss by looking & her.

=1 like the bisd: what fun! [ wonder what happened 0 his clothes, though. At any
rate, | neod names for thess characters; this is getting awkward. Wisch #1 and #2 won't
one who turaed him ino a bisd is good or not, and [ shouldn't give it away. Which
reminds ms, | should go back 10 Deven's approach 10 the cottags and make it a lot move
that. And ths cotings itself can't lock 30 chesry and welcoming. But back 10 the names. [
guess the first witch will insoducs herself 10 Deven when he first comes in, and be'll casch
ons aot 30 bad. . . . All right: Ridach and Morag will do.
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The two wisches looked kike each other's opposises. "Like night and day,” Deven
thoughe. “Or, no: like darkness and moonlight.”

All this passed through his head as Morag's sisser swept into the room and swopped,
pointing accusingly at Morag.

“I can smell magic! What have you been doing?”

Morag smiled innocently. “I made this cage for my bird, Ridach. | caught him
today, and had nowhere 10 keep him.”

Ridach approached Deven’s cage and poked at it with her long fingers. Deven
shivered. When she was this close he could see her small black eyes, her long black hair,
her sharp nose, and he could sense her maliciousness.

“Humph,” she said, nrning eway. "You're better than | thought you were.” Then
she cackied. "B it'll only last ‘sl sunrise, | gusransee it!”

Deven reiaxed as she got further from the cage and seemed 10 forges abous him. He
could ssill hear her perfecsly well, however, and her conversation amazed and horrified
him.

*"You'll never guess 1+hat a presty lisie prize I got myself today!” she challenged
her sisser.

Morag replied in a calm, expressioniess voice. “I can's imagine, Ridach. Wha did
you ges?”

Ridach cackied and seemed 10 dance abous the reom. “I won's sell! | won's sell!
It’s my secres. Soon everyons will know what I've gos, bus no one will ever find her. Do
you know why? Because she’s in ths Swamp of Sinmole! No one knows where the
Smthqucm(MbM*m.l“mky
won't find whas I've hidden there.”

“How did you manage thet?" ashed Morag innecendy.

“Oh, Ao, wouldn’t you like 10 know! Bt I'll sell you, because you can’s do
anyshing about k. I¥'s such & clever spell. No ons can believe whas they see. That's k.



weeks, but they won't be able 10 believe it’s really there, so they won't see is!”

“That is clever. | never would have thought of such a thing.”

“No, you couldn’s. That's why you're ssuck here and I'm on my way 10 rule the
kingdom!”
and the room was quise dark. She wens inso another room of the conage and lis a lamp that
these two powerful women. All seemed loss.

Bz qfter a few moments, when it was apparant that Ridach wasn't coming omt
again, Morag skipped silently over 10 Deven and picked wp his cage. "We have 1 get you
spell will fail when the sun comes up, and if you aren’t well om of the way by then, she
will discover you."
where the path carves? Fly 10 thas tree. When you get 10 the botiom of is, I will reswrn you
10 your nanwal shape. You will find yowr clothes and belongings hidden among the wee
roots. Do nsvlinger there. Walk quictly all night long. You will be safe if you make it s0
the main road by morning. Osherwise | can make no promises.”

“Morag? What are you doing ous there?” came & havsh voice from inside the
cofinge. A

"My bird escaped. I'm looking for kim,” Morag calied back. “Hurry!” she
whispered 10 Deven. “Fly.”

Bafore ke knew what hs was doing, hs was flumering sthrough the aiv, losking for a place 10
porch. “The sall wee,” Merag hissed at ki, and he swooped areund wnill he sow is ahond



of him. Flying in Ktsle fumers and darts, because that was the way his wings seemed
work, he made his way 10 the base of the wee.

And suddenly he was very cold, because he was crouched naked on the ground, in
this powerful, and Ridach is even more powerful than her, Ridach reaily could rule the
kingdom if she wansed 10. And she could cersainly kill me if she found oum | was here.”

He threw his bag over his shoulder and was about 10 head down the path when he
remembered his ring. W .ere was is? Quickly he bent down 80 search the ground where his
searched through the pockess of s clothes and through his bag, hoping perhaps Moreg
would have pas it somewhere safe, but he could find it nowhere. “I can'’t leave withomt is,”
he though despairingly, imagining that every second he weaised pus him in greaser danger of
swifness. He triad 10 s1op breathing, bt it was 100 lase; the hooded wisch came ssraight 10
his hiding place. He let ot his breath in a sigh of relief. It was Morag.

“I found this on the floor of the comage,” she whispered, holding out his ring. It
must De @ very powerfil salisman, for | could not send it 10 the tres with your other
have shis night of oll nights. You have a strange dastiny, and this ring is leading you
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There were a lot of them already. She enjoyed warching the clean, whise pages of the
notebook be transformed im0 inky, doodlied messes: it was a sign of progress. This sory
Canalisie was a very pleasant place 10 retreat 10. Whon she wasa't writing new scenes, she
was revising old ones, or imagining futare turnings of the plot. Her days began 10 pass in
2 bit of a blur as she ignored everything around her and looked forward oaly 10 getting
home and continuing 10 write.

The next time Kary went into the ravine, a few weeks had passed, and it was

10 be holding siill, as if waiting 10 see what this new state of wiseer would be like.

She sopped at the bosom of the ravine and listened 10 the silence. All arcund her,
was even more eloguent. A senss of res-ness sursounded her, as if, in their nakedness,
boamtifel, snd Kary ached inslds 10 ses their beauty.
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You're real, aven’t you, she thought, 10 the trees, 10 the world, 10 herself. You're
real, and I'm real 0. This is me . She fek as though the wees had given her a gift. What
it was she dida't know, but she felt the same kind of inexplicable happiness as she did
when she was writing.

Emerging from the ravine into the alleyway a few blocks from her house, Kary
began seasching for wosds 10 describe the trees and how they had made her feel. The rest
of the way home her mind was focussed on the image of branches curving against the sky.
Slowly, a poem began forming inside her, word upon word, shaping the cphemeral fecling
into something solid, a crystalline form shimmering and winking in the depths of her soul.
This she would keep always and take out once in a while 10 watch the fractures of light play
over her face in the darkness.

Siill cradling the new poom inside her, she slippod ineo the back door of her house
and tiptoed upetairs. She fielt that if anything disturbed her before she wrose the poem
down it would shatter and mekt away, le7ing her more cold and empty then she had ever
been. Just as she reached the door of her room, however, she heard her mother’s voice.

“Kary, is that you?”

She coulda't very well demy it. “Yes."

Her mother came into the doorway of the master bodroom. "How was your day?”

“Fine, Mom, just finc.” | was slipping away from her every second. “Tve gota
~ lot of homework I aced 10 do.”

“That can wait a fow minuses, can't it? 1 hasdly ever talk %0 you any more. You
wmwmmdmmm.ﬂﬁuzdnmﬂyﬁ
at dinner.”

Desper and decper the poem fall into the deskness. Kary could hardly scs it any
mose. Her mother sounded tised, disappointed, almost guilty. She was probably on the
wd““d“ﬁ“hhﬂm“n& Tom



in two, Kary hesitated at her bedroom door. She dida't want 10 deal with her mother’s
10 start fixing dinner anyway."

Relieved, yet a listic ashamed, Kary offered 10 help with dinner, knowing she
would be refused.
mine. Gooa.”
remained was a lingering warmth and a silvery trail showing where it had been. Sitting in
fromt of a blank piece of paper, irying 10 recaptare the image, the words, she fielt a great
bole inside her. Ikt was beautiful, and it was lost. A wave of anger washed through her,
It was just a poem. Now I've mads Mom all depressed and sthinking thes | don'’t care abows
and weat dowastairs 10 the kischen where her mother was pecling potatoes.

“Leot me do thet, Mom.”

“Itcan wait. Besides, I'd rather help you.” She folt awkward as she said it, and
her mother seplied as awkwasdly.

They worked together in silence, for neksher could think of anyshing clss 10 say.

“Thess. Do you want me 10 put thess on 10 boil sow?”

“Yes, thanks, Kary. Uss the big black pot.”




Kary filled the pot with water and sticed the potatoes into it. The wikch measwred
her herbs into the cauidron, munering an evil spell.

"Kary?”

"Yes, Mom?"

"Is everything going okay, really?”

Kary was quick 10 reply. "Oh, yes, I'm doing okay. Remember that math test you
made me study for? [ got 78 percent on it.”

“Oh, good! You have Brian's old math teacher, don't you.”

"Yeah, Mrs. Richards. She's pretty mean.”

*Brian used 10 hate her 30 much. And yet at parent teacher iserviews she always
me with those dark, deep eyes, and go play some of his horrible music on the piano.” Her
voice got sadder and sadder as she lost herself in recollection. Kary was frightened by the
despairing look in her mother’s eyes.

*Mom, it's not your fauilt he left, you know that.”

Her mother tarned her lost eyes 10 her dangher and scemed 1 siruggie back © the
preseat. "No, maybe not." But she dida't sound conviaced.

"Mom! The meat's burning.”

With a sudden shake of her head, her mother left the past behind and tumed 10 the




Chapeer 8 -- The Journey

“Hi, Kary. How's it going?”

Kary tuned from her locker. A boy in faded jeans and a sweatshirt was looking st
ber expectantly. At first she didn't recognize him, but then she remembered where she had
scen him before. It was the boy she had hidden from in the ravine several weeks ago.
How does he know me?

"Remember me? Trevor the dragon?”

"Oh!" Trevor was the boy in the ravine? "1 didn't recognize you without your
tail.” What a snpid thing 0 say.

"For a minuee there you looked like you'd seea a ghost.”

"Oh, well, you startled me.” Of cowrse it’s Trevor. Why didn't I recognize him at
the dance? She sarned back 10 her locker 10 hide her confusion. For heaven's sake, Kary,
s10p acting like @ fool. Wiy shouldn't Trevor walk through the ravine? He lives on the
other side. Now say someshing inseiligems, for once.

“Yeah, sce you,” Kary replied quickly, wrying 10 sound nonchalant. /
didn’t want 10 saik 0 me anyway.
a8 Trevor was walking away.

"Oh, just soms guy in 7B. His Mom knows my Mom.”

“1 think he likes you.”

"What? Don't be ridiculous.”

Oh, serrific. "You're imagiaing things.” Kary was a lisle upest at Somya for
haviag noticed, or invented, such a thing. k was just liks her 10 want 10 manufacters an
incident of soms kind.
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“Fine. Don't believe me. I just thought you'd want 10 know that someone has
been making googly cyes at you all week.” And she huffed off down the hall.

Now Sonya’s mad at me. Why am | such a social kiwz? And whae if Trevor has
been wasching me? Maybe it was a good thing I was so rude--no .. “<'ll ssay away from

knotted up in anger against

It was a moonless night, and little of the cold, pale swarlight filsered down through
the trees 10 illwminase Deven's path as he made his way through the enchansed forest. He
had a small candie with him, bus he tried 10 use it only when he absohusely could not sell
m&mmtmfﬁhhmbﬁﬂnﬁm He had 10 go

When he owoke, the sun was high in the sky, and the events of the previous
evening seemed like a bad dream. Akhough he remembered very clearly what it felt like 10
be a bird, and aithough Ridack’s harsh cackie siill reng in his ears, he had a hard time
believing it had all really happened.

“Whatever the case,” he 10id himself as he ase a bi of the bread and cheese he had
Mﬂh'bhﬂ?nﬂm Inﬂm“mmm

mnun-gnp-r mum“ﬂmmmmﬂ
wesom ’rhﬂﬂqﬁqhmi-—i(m};




fﬂcﬂﬂhhﬂjﬂﬁmm*iﬁ As ke came down omt

people. Tﬁsmdﬁmﬂiﬂmm-:iﬁlﬁﬂﬂtdﬁ
peaple from his village herded sheep and goats 1o prec prious passures on the mountain

meanderi ’ﬁﬂﬁyhﬂﬁwﬂ‘ttﬁhwﬁmﬂ“mﬁh
m&lﬂ&ﬂﬂﬁhﬂ 'h'!“ ﬂﬂlﬂy who
inscresting? 1 guess | need mom exciting things 10 happen. But what?” She hed thought

ﬁﬁ; hmﬁﬂﬁnﬁﬂhmﬂiﬁ;ﬁﬂumh
hﬁnﬂ.ﬂpnhmﬂﬁyﬂiﬂdﬁﬁﬁ“nbig
ssemed 10 gt diffused when she triod %0 describe it.

It's not as if s were & poem, she thought 10 herself. Posms were perfact. They
rotined their magic even after they wess writhen dowa. Dut she dida’t want 10 think sbowt
mother’s veics aad the coafusion in Kary's stomach. Instead she turned 10 look out the
window at ths snow-coversd Sess outside. Brias’s wes looked pastioulesly beautifel with
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its clumps of red berries topped with little caps of snow. Kary wished she could draw; she
would skewch the perfect, rounded shape of the mountain ash, all whise and red and brown,
and all would be perfect lines and curves, always moving, always still. The pictare would
be as compiete and whole as the wee itself: it woulda't wriggie out of her grasp or tum and
hiss at her the way she felt her story did sometimes, or the way people did.
“Kary, Saar Trek 's on,” called Sor mother. Taking a desp broath, Kary walked

downstairs, holding the thought of a tree in her mind as if it were growing out of her feet,
holding her up.

The story was left alone %0 contemplate its sins for several days afier that. Thea
they began discussing piot in Language Arts, and Kary lcammed something.

"We're going 10 begia today by charting out the plots of the stories you were
assigned 10 read. I'd like you 10 get into groups with the other people who read the same
mory as you did: | assigned the storiss evenly, 30 theve should be six groups of four
people cach.” Miss Krawchuck sat down at her desk, toafident in the class’s ability
casry out her instractions without furthor help.

Afer a bis of sorting out, the groups arranged themselves. Kary was selieved ©
find Louise and Lynne in her group, and distressed 1o find Roger thess. This time it was
Louiss who rolled her eyes at Kary.

"Well," said Lynns, "this was a presty loag story, 20 we'd bester get started. Did
everyons read it?”

"Ase you kidding?" said Roger. “I(s & bloody fairy wle.”

“Right. Thank you, Roger, for your contribution.”

Loules and Kary grinned; they had asver heasd Lynns be sascastic before. She
Slushed & lude.

“S0, whers do we begin,” she said, business-lils again. She ignosed Roger for the
vent of the class.



“How sbowt at the beginning,” Kary joked, and they all laughed.

“No, really, how did Miss Krawchuck say were were supposed 90 chart a plot?”

Louise had her notes handy and read from them, a litle %0 Kary's fraseration,
because she knew quise well what the teacher wanted. * Look at the inain character at the
beginning and then at the end of the story. How has he or she changed? Owce you have
desermined the casential change in the characser, g0 back through every cvent in the swory
man and ends wp married 10 the Princess.”

*"But I'm not 30 sure about the rest of it,” said Louise. "None of the cveats soom 0
help hisn at all. Eﬂ“haﬂwnhﬁﬁn_ihhhmh

mgmnm“nﬁ!‘ﬂhﬂ.ﬁﬁqﬁnﬂhﬂ
discovery. "If he hadw't been theow in the river, he woulda't have besa picked up by the
ia.

hnm“mqﬂhqﬁ.ﬂmﬁn-ﬂﬁ



Ler's see. Deven wants 10 find his family. So if he finds ow aboss the princess
that will make him give up his own quest 10 find the princess, becanse in the end that's

"Kary? You still with us?" Lowise asked. "We still have 10 do the second half of
now he has 10 go get the goid heirs from the giant, and solve the problems of the three
people he meets.”

Kary fok as though a light was shining inside her brain, making cverything clear. k
all ssemed w0 fit wogether into one big pattern. She understood the siwory she read, she
undersiood ths sory she was writing—-it was as if she had opened a door inside herself,

mnn-h-ﬂ-nqﬁnﬁm "S0 prove he's worthy 10 be

acsoss what she meant. mmnuhmﬁdmﬁml
riddie or something in onder 10 bs a real prince.” Just Mike Deven will Asve 10 prove his
bravery, and clevernsss s00, maybe, by finding Tassnia.

Hr e vas contagions. "Liks in ‘Sissping Deanty,’ the princs hes t0 fight
“ﬁmﬂﬂﬂmhh“hm Luindl.
tasks, or somothing iis thet. | suppess that's why this hese has 10 solve thees riddies, and




Deven can do three of?

Lynne put in. %mm“ﬁnhw

~She docsa't really do amything-—-her fairy godmother docs it all,” Lowise objected.
cither.”

'Anmmm'a—y-dum She has 10 rescue the prince from an
eanchastment.”

O, I love that story,” sald Lynsc. “I's 50 romastic.”
the other girls. hmhﬂgﬁ-ﬁﬂm could contribute something
thought?--or that the M’ﬁﬁ_ynﬁnﬁmhﬁlxﬁcmﬂ
the opposite sex. Mmﬂjﬂh-ﬂnn-ﬂg—lduﬂ-ﬁh
forit. She found horself selaxing and enjoying the fesling of belonging 1 & growp. So far,

H&Mdﬁhmiﬁnhﬁﬂﬁ.ﬂ-ﬁnﬁ—inh

and decided 1 sowrits it laser. mh-ﬂnpgﬂh
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~Yes! That's it!--
he saayed in a small sown on a hill overiooking the city. From his room in the inn he conid
see it spread om in the valiey below, curving around the edges of a large lake. The city
was lavger than Deven could have imagined. Rising in the censer, righe by the lakeshore,
was @ boatifiel whise bullding full of turvets and sowers, baiconies and balustrades. From
shis dissance it looked like a mulsifacesed jewel casching the rays of the sessing sun.

“Thart's the royal palace you can see there,” the innkeeper’s wife said as she came
inso the room with hot waser for him 10 wash wish. “Didn's | say is was a splendid view?”

It was indeed. Deven gased out the window for a long time, irying 10 sake in all the
sights. Then he went down 10 supper, hoping 10 learn from the stories of other ravellers
what the city was like. Now that he was this close 10 his gosl, he wasn’t sure what 10 do
next. How did one go about finding one’s family in a city thes big?

It wasn't the city that Deven loarned sbowt &2 sspper, however. The inkeeper’s wife
laid down his plase of ssew and mug of beer and ssopped 10 share the news, as he had
hoped she would, bus the news was unexpected.

“You won't heve heard abous the princess, then, will you?” she asked, hoping he
hadn’t 30 she would be able 10 il him firss.

“Whae about she princess?” Deven ashed, with obvious inseress.

The women grinned with the pleansre of silling her sals. “The Princess Tatania,
youngess of them all and mest bemuifiel, has boen missing for & week.”

“Missing!” Deven and & fow cther Rsseners-in encigimed at once.

“Aye. Kidnapped is what shey're sayin’. They've got soldiers scouring the
counwry, losking for her. Bt mark my words,” she loaned forward and her veice sant, *
‘Usnt men or horses shat'R find her now. Tis magic as sels her away, and only magic
will got her backl”

She got the intondod ¢ffoct, for her Kstoners all gasped with assonizioncnt and fosr.
Deven thought imumediasly of the swo wisches in the fovest. He had convinced himeslf



but 1 sty the moon is whise, and wisches love darkness. Thet's my firss clue. My second
ciue is that they haven't found her yes. Merk my words, she'll be nwrned invisible, or

that doesn’t exissl” She thoronghly enjoyed her johe, and went on 10 share it with the nexs
Deven was confused. Hzﬂmhﬁﬁhﬂi-ﬁﬁmnMGf
couldn’t be @ dream: thet would be 100 much of & ceincidence. He wanted 10 ask f there



where she was. That is, |if the wisches weren't just a dream, if Ridach had really been
Ridack’s name for something eise. That was a lot of Y's. Bs what if they were all true?
Then he would be the only one who knew whas had happened 10 the princess.

down et the royal city. It had been transformed into a glinering crescent of siny Kghes that
refiected in the lahe. As she bright half moon rose into the ssarry sky thas seemed 10 reflect
seemed small and srivial compared 10 the concerns of those who sicpt in the glowing whise
walls below. The fise of a princess and a kingdom hung in the balence, and Deven,
ignificant as he was, held she key 10 is. Is was soo much for Mz confised mind w0
handic, 30 he igt the glinering city 1o the quist night and went 10 bed.

The next day he wolke wup 0 a bomuiful ssomer morning. The sky was bine, birds
Povalis, buthed in morning sunlighs, bachoned t0 him like a city in a dream. He couldn’t
walt 0 get stheve. It seamad as |f the answers 1 all his probiems must Be within those
colerful walls. Somehow all would be righs |f he conid mabe & 10 Povalls.

This is all righe, Kary thought 00 hersell. / shink I've 30t up his dilesama ohsy,
abbhough e doesn’s know & yet. Now I have 10 give him more ressons » look for the
duciding what 10 do. Then, when he decidas 0 go for the princess, he can prove himeslf
by mahing & 00 the Swamp and dealing with whatever sarns out 10 bs in his way when ke

Har story seomed © have ot mom enssgy aow that she had & sense of is shape.
aceded lots of hought and censcious diseciien t» tames them into & story. She folk almont s
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though she was wrestling with a dragon, and it was an exhilerating focling. Ouce again she
read over the passage she had writien, this time aloud, 10 sos if it sounded as good as she
hoped it did.

“What g1z you doing, Kary?" Megan imerrupied, standing at Kary's opea door.

"Noae of your business,” Kary replied, embarrassed and angry 10 have been canght
with her story.

"What was that you were reading? You're aot making up stories again, are you?”

*No, 'm not ‘making up storics,’ and what do you care, anyway T

*] doa't know,” Meogan repliod sarcastically. “Why should I care that I've gota
weisdo for a sisser, who everyone says is a total snob. I's not like Brian is enough 0 deal
with.”

"What do you mean, cveryone says I'm a saob? Who says thet?”

*Some of my fricnds’ younger sissers and brothers go 1 your school. They all say
mmu&nmdmmmuhmmhm
They say you're & teacher’s pet.” Magan secled off the accusations in a maner-of-fact wes
of voice.

"Toacher's pet? How can they say that when Mrs. Richasi’s picks on me almost
every day? I don't goeie.”

*All I know is you'ss comributing 10 my reputation of having & complewnly screwy
family, and I don’s appseciess it." Having delivered her saivo, Megan marched off 1 her
owa soom and slamumed the door.

Kary fok hot tsars tising, and fisscely swallowed them down. Wiy does she hase
me 30 much? Wiy dess everyons hase me? Nerd | can understand, bus sneb? She
thought back 10 the moming’s L.A. class. Was | making ot like | was smavter than
everyons thon? [ hope nst. Loulss and Lynns couldn’s pessibly think I'm 6 sneb, could
shey? Reger, maybe, bus he dossn’s couns. Har enjoyment of the whels day wes reined
by wosry shout what everyons thought of everything she did. N's notfuir. i1 don's say



anyching, I'm & snob, and if | do ik I'm & conceised brain. How am | supposed 10 be
normal when I can'’t do anyshing right?



Chapter 9 -- The Ciny

birdsong. What he was going 10 do when he got there, he had no ides. His mind ought to
have been full of ks quess for his family, and how he was 10 go abous finding them, b
inssead all he could think abous was Princess Tesmia, locked away in Ridack’s sower in the
response 10 his suggestion that they look for her there. "I've got 10 wil someone,” he
mﬁhﬂsﬂlymhﬁ'ﬁwm-ﬁﬁﬁﬂﬂtdahxmq'
poople in the same place all at once. The noise was overwheiming 00 a boy used 10 the

nﬁnﬁtnhﬂ; mmﬁmnmﬁj’w&ﬁlﬁpﬁ
Ikkﬁﬂkeﬁﬂ&qbyﬁmﬂ-ﬂﬁﬁ@dﬂhdm
sight. Deven stopped in wonder and let the crowd mill past k. Buildings surrounded the
square on all four sides, and roads ensered it from every direction. Beyond the bulldings
Deven evensally had 19 move 0ss of the way, 30 he found a relsively ampty corner
w0 soand in and wasch. A wing vender had chossn thet corner 1 30t up his stand, and
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coin on & cool, refreshing giass of wine, and s100d sipping it as he wied 10 ke in all the
sights and sounds.

The square buzzed with purposefid energy. Everyone had somewhere 10 go,
something 10 buy, something 10 sell, someone 10 saik 10. There were young people as well
boys chased each other, dodging through bodies and around ssalls. Deven felt very om of
obviously no one in this crowd he could sell abows sthe princess.
since thas was all anyone was wiking abows, and he mentionsd tha a prociamation hod been
read shas morning asking anyone with news about she princess 10 report it 10 the Capesin of
direcsed him 10 the palace.
making it 10 the other side of the square, where a road led in the direction of the palace.

When the street apened o into the square before the palace, he had 10 si0p again in
sumned him with iss vasmess of marble. Mulsi-colored marbis squares begon & Mis fees
and sresched all the way acress the imsmense space 10 the whise marble walls sswvounding
she paiace. On cisher side of wee huge palace an even larger garden must have bosn
enciesed, for wess draped sheir green branches over the walls which ssemed 10 cxsend for
showing a long, tres-lined driveway leading up 10 the paiace keelf.
himoolf was doing in such a magnificens place. Bus he had & responsibility v fdll. He
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Mni@bﬂ.ﬂﬂﬁm-ﬂﬂmﬁ“nh

lined drive 10 a small, whise building. Tﬁygﬂrﬂtﬁbﬂﬂunﬂmﬂfbﬂéﬁ
on a greas wooden door.

‘Cﬁmnﬂmﬂr'kﬁi&uﬂyﬂmgﬂ.%ﬁh‘
ﬂmmmﬁ-ﬂbﬂm“haHﬂq-ﬂnklm
dﬂﬁmhhﬂqvﬁhpnﬁmﬂﬁﬂpﬂ.hﬁ“ﬂ

Tﬂﬂdﬁrapﬂﬁdr;pﬂﬂmﬂ*mnuﬂmn De
you sake me for @ fool, shas | would believe such a swory? * He pulied & map from & drawer
and flung it across 1o the boy. 'Dammls—pdmnﬁﬁ?" Deven
uﬁkﬂﬁ“ﬁq:adﬂﬂiﬂmnﬂmm
you came from, boy, and siop Wying 1o meddic in affairs grester tham your

Deven couldn’s spesk. muﬂjﬁﬁ.“ﬂlm k
sassed biser. kn—'thcﬁﬁimﬁhﬁhdﬁ_’s
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Before he could say anything, the Capaain called for a soldier and Deven was
quickly escorsed back down the tree-lined drive 10 the golden palace gaves. He was left

princess, not for his own distress. Hang in there, Deven, she reassured him. You'll

It sook her a week 10 convince herself, but Kary finally decided %0 do something
of a teacher’s pet, but that's not what made it 30 frighteaing.
and poems and plays and tried 0 figure out how the authors created their characters and
made them life-like. Kary listoned and read intently, hoping 10 learn how she could do it,
*T would like each of you 10 &ry your hand at creating a character. Choose two
characters betser. This is what I'm asking you w0 do.”
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Krawchuck liked them . . ﬂiﬂﬂgﬂcﬂyﬁhm Thﬂh'ywﬂ
ﬁepﬁm.nmvﬂﬁsﬁem—ﬂlhm:nﬁmiﬁhdﬂhwa

m:hmﬁﬂﬁgmmnhﬂmﬁlﬁyﬂhﬂ

After wan jﬂ}m&ﬁmd‘l‘-ﬂsﬁrinﬁkﬁm
mmm:ﬂﬂ:ﬁﬁmmﬁﬁ-ﬂqm&ﬂﬂ
him, spreading gold across the lake, but he fek black and empty inside. What was he 10 do

now?

m#huﬂn;ﬁyﬁphﬁ“ﬂuh“ﬁﬁm
Mhmﬁhhﬂﬂwﬁhﬂnb-ﬁhpmhh—ﬂg He
sishough he hadn'’t even

begun 10 wry-—-and the weedcusier woul

*But what abost the princess?” the other part of his mind hept responds
ﬁdmﬁhuﬁﬁm Uk&tbﬂqnﬂh ﬂn-ii
[ 4
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The moon was rising across the lake, sending a silver path of lighs across 1o where
head. "Don't be ridicuious,” he thoughs. How was he supposed 10 get there? “Waik. It's
were saking. He was tired, and hungry, and his feet hurt. “I'll just find someplace to curl
Mp for the night, and I'll think abost it in the morning,” he t0ld himself.

A lissie lmeer, curied wp in a warehouse on top of some old fishing nets, ke tried
the middie of the Swamp of Sinmole. He dreomed that night that he was wying 10 force his

What conid she wans? Was is thas bad?

“Kary, | wanted you 10 know how impressed | was with your cheracter skeech. If 1
dida't already know your writing, | would have thought you'd takon it from a novel you'd

A warm, tingling fecling wes rising from Kary's stomech and spreading all through
thought i came from & novel. Then it must sound Nhe real wrising. It must be good.

Miss Krawchuck ssomed 10 be waiting for & response. Kary looked up at the

grow quivery at the very thought, and &t cnce she know she had 1 sl her.
"Rk doss coms frem 2 sery,” she bagan shyly, locking down, caly  losk up ageia
becanse she had 0 know whet her teacher wes thinking. Miss Ksewohuck seised sn
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not about Morag and Ridach, but they're in it, 30 you will get 10 find out what happens
them.” Her sudden rush of words ssopped. “That is, if you'd like 10 read it, whea it's
pleased. “Td love 10 read your story. Tm 30 happy 10 hear you're putting your talent 0
good wee.” She glanced at the clock. “But I can't koop you-—-you're going 10 be lae for
your mext class. You'd beser harry.”

Kay hurried down the hallway in a bewildered, happy daze. She Nked ir. She
wﬁﬁﬂﬁhﬁiiﬂ ﬁwﬂilmﬂﬂﬂdnﬂﬂ:

’lnmnmﬂﬂﬁrﬂm Edﬂknrﬁim
» So, Miss Hill, 10 what 10 you anribute your enormons SuCcess as & fantesy
writer?” " Well, I shink it's becanse | beligve in my stories as | wrise them. 1 don's think

becanss of it. Bnyuhln-y sxplanation f ]
What am | appesed 10 say? ﬁilﬂnﬂuﬁ:ﬂﬁiﬂﬂ
Caralisie? ﬁhﬁi-hcﬁ—ﬁhﬂﬂmgﬁ:jﬁmr
* didns think 50. [ would il ©0 s0s an isaprovement | peformance—~thet is,
after o, my job. ﬁﬁdhﬂgnﬁdmhhy—ahn
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cach wnit. | would like you 10 hand them in before cach unit test. They will count toward
Bt I aiready do 30 much math komework. It's the only homework | do.
“To ensure thet you do the assigaments, I've writiea a note 10 your pareats
informing them of what I expect from you and why. I'm asking them 10 sign each
ignment before you hand it in."

Mirs. Richards picked up a large brown eavelope from her desk and handed it ©©
Kary. "Here are the assigaments. The letter 10 your pasemts is inside.” She looked ssernly
st Kary, who looked down at the eavelope. “Tve speat a lot of time preparing these. |

“That's all. You may go.”

Out in the hallway, Lyane was at her locker and noticed Kary coming out of Mirs.

Kary grimaced and held up the envelope. “1 have w0 do exira assigmmeont
I'm a0t paying attention in class.”

“You know, she really ssems 10 pick on you a lot. | wonder what her problem is.”
noticed what happened 1 her. "1 think she's getting back at ms for my beother. She taugit

“She's slways comparing you 0 him, lon't she. What's his namse, Beien?"

in math class. Besides, |
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*1 heard he was going 1 be a musician or something. Is that tree?”
Be cool. She's just asking. There's nothing 10 be ashamed abows. "Yes. He
mnﬂhi—lm-ﬂ-iﬂ-‘

Kary broke away aad fied down the hall. WAy'd she have 10 ask, anyway? It's none of

loter 0 Kary's pasents, a8 Kary found out at the dianer table that night.

"Mogan, you can go do your homework sow. Your mother and I want 10 discuss
something with Kary." Megan raised her cyebsows at Kary and seustered out of the

As soon as she was gons, Kary took & bold siep and jumped into the conversation
hﬂnihp- ﬁmﬂnh_pﬂmm-ﬁ;ﬁmhﬁiﬁﬂ'

“Miss Krawche qL&“ﬁﬁqhmﬁﬂﬁﬁm
m“iﬂﬁhﬂ_. She sald if she dide's alsvady know sy
wrhing, she would have thought I'd gonen & eut of & novel, it wes thet good.”
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d. Owmtofa

novel? What kind of assignment was this?"

“We were supposed 10 write character sketches. We're studying characeer.

“Of all the ridiculous . .. What will they come up with next! Writing character
skesches?”

"Dear, ..." her mother interrupeed.

"No, I'm sericus. This is a perfect exampie of what's gone wrong with ieaching
they're gradusting illiscrascs!”

Bad move, Kary. Really bad move.

He turned 0 Kary. “If's also a perfoct example of what Jane is saying ia her lotter.
disciptine.”

Kary fek obliged 10 defend herself against more comperisons with Briss. "But
Ded, my averags is 8§5%. Even my math marks ase almost all sbove 70.”
sail theough it without lifting a finger. But whea you gst 10 High School, and especially
will becoms essential % your success.”

Hs was spesking carnsstly aow, and Kary knew he really bolisved what he was

“But 1 do all my math homework, Dad. [ seally wy. Swse, it's not sny favoris
subject, but | dow't think Mrs. Richasds is being fhir ©© accuse ms of all thae.”

“She doss 4o & lot of homework, dear,” her mother putin. “Moss than most kids
hor agn.”

“Tres,” hor father conceded, “but she also doss a let of seading and a lot of
daydoaming. That spelis falluse in the long run. Lesk how Brian turned ont.”
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‘Ax-yng.‘isﬁhaﬁ-d.'lﬁﬁemm-upﬂ
1 don't have much choice, do]? "Yes."
“Thet's the spirit. You'll sce. Miath isa't 50 bad whes you start 10 understand it

She's good at sports, for example. We can't expect her 10 do as well a8 you do in her
What you're selling me is shat I'm & novd. Ther's sspposed to make me happy?
“Yes, Mom.” miﬁﬁmh“mdhﬂﬁ
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room.

Kary glared at her. "What's that supposed 10 mean?”

“You made the same mistake Briaa made. If he hadn't done 30 well in school
You can't ever let yourself become really good at anything, because then you're stuck,

Kary just stared at her older sister, her mind 0 full of anger and confusion
coulda't think of anything 10 say.
pounced off 10 her room.
saying that 0 make me do what they want. She thought sbowt walking Swough the ravine,
which her mother still hadw't found out sbout, and about the story wrisea in the notebook
labled pnatics.” [f shey only knew. She opemed the deceptive notebook, riffied
uh_y qmi—ﬂjﬂuﬁﬁiﬂﬁﬁiﬂ.m
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Chapeer 10 -- The Lake

w.mm;wwmmwmmmm
first block. MkWMT:m*M»WM“M
m»wmm»mhmmuﬂamm»m
Mwﬁ“?ﬂdaﬁusﬁfmm Everyone looked forwand 0
Geade 8 Health, whea they would Jear all about bisth costrol, AIDs, teenage pregaancy,
eweten. m&tmmnqummim»m»u
life. m"kp’qu»mmmm Not in the next bundred
years, anyway. Mshmnwn&mnpam‘f”,mi{n
wanted 10 try some. Other kids were ‘in’ on that sort of scene; she wasa't ‘i’ on
snything.

mwmaumm She
mnmnmmwummmquummu
really like %0 got 10 know you beteer. Can we sit down and discuss some common
isserests?” Louiss scemed t0 find it ridiculous, %00

“I doa't know sbout most peopie’s parents, but mine doa't belicve in talking ©
their children.”

*Kids are % bs taiked at, 80t 10,” Kary repiied, understanding compiessly. She
Mo”hmﬂshlﬂﬁﬂy“h*nh“
about homswork for the rest of the walk 10 Scisnce class. / wonder wity she Rever nanis
10 salk abous anyshing, mwm.um-uuuwu
CORCSTR.

Oudhmnmlhﬂcuunuu.m Not that casesr
“nhﬂhhb“dﬁnuypaﬂuo“
ﬂ"“h*ﬁm.w-ﬁ“

m.ﬂﬂqml“huw“ll..o.—d
longhuer.
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“Well, mine says I can be 2 muscum curator,” Sonya pwt in.

“"What the heck’s that?” someone asked.

“1 have no idea,” Sonya replied with a giggie.

"What are your possibilities?” Louise asked Kary, when it became apparant the
seacher wasn't stopping conversation.

"Well, I could be a fashion designer or an army chaplain.”

"Army cheplain—that's a good one! Mine says fisheries director or forest ranger.”

“At least there's sort of a connection between those two.  You must have put high
priority on owsdoor activities.”

"Yeah, I guess I did."

"So, do you know what you really want 10 do with your kife?”

"T'm goiag 10 be a doctor,” Louise replied with a sigh. &k wasa't the kind of answer
Kary had expected.

“"You don't sound like you yast %o be a doctor.”

"1 don't really have a choice,” Louise replied, and scemed 50 want 10 stop
discussing it. But Kary wasa't going 10 let her get away 20 easily this time.

"What do you moen, you doa't have a choice? Everyone has a choice.”

"Suse, I could chooss 50 ren away from homs,” she said, a linle binerly. Kary
winced. “Oh, I'm sorry,” Louiss quickiy said. "I wasa't even thinking of your brother.
But, well, you should understand what it's like. Your pasents are probably a lot liks
mine.”

Kary hada't meant for the conversation 10 turs back 10 herself: she hadn't even
knowa Louiss knew about Brien. "My pasents,” she hesitated, &rying 10 describe them,
“they have coraia ideas sbout what their kids should do. Brian wasn't willing w0 fit thoss
idens.”

“What showt youT" Louiss asind, swyrising Kary ageia.
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“I guess I dom't know what my ideas are yet," she replied thouginfully.
mmﬂnmhmm:ﬁﬁm k was a linle friginening.
mwﬂmmﬂnklwﬁ'nﬁmmﬁhm

*All I know is, [ don't want %0 be a doctor, but F'm going 10 be one anyway. It's

Kary was smazed. She hada't realized these could be such complicatsd depths ©

my parests’ groatest hope. Could you?”
mmndhﬁhnpn!ﬁ—ﬁﬂ The two giris walked down
° atemplative silence. Kary was thinking of Brien. hﬂﬁfhﬁéjﬂj
Probably not. Hcﬁntﬁrﬂiuynﬁ.ﬁpﬂbﬁm
'l-hmﬁnh_ih;‘mﬂ She fak closer ©
Louiss than she'd besn 90 anyons since Brien lehk.




Deven awolke, ssiff, cold and hungry, in the misty greyness just before dawn. As
aiready made his decision: he must find the Swamp of Sinmole. Walking briskly back %0
reswned 10 the shores of Lake Tamas-ah 10 soe if he could find passage 10 the other side.
Imwardly, Deven was amased at how confidens and sure of himself he fels. He was abowt
10 90 in search of  piace that didn't exist, 10 find & princess kidnapped by a wisch, who, he
more brave and carefres shan ke had when he firss gt the clearing in the forest thinking all
kﬁsbﬁpnrﬂﬂﬂm-ﬁmﬂmx He pulled the
ring o of his shirs and nrned ik over in Ms fingers.
remambering Morag's words. Then he shrugged, rensrned the ring 1 iss place, and strode
caich.

"Excuse me, sir, bt do you know of anyone who could sake me 10 the other side of
The groff old fisherman locked et him for & momens. “I'm going 10 the north end
Tifﬂﬁﬁcl—i-ﬂhmpmmdq’
“Thank you, siv.”
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heas, looking like a mirage.

“That'll be the north shore,” Mag said, in his usual short way. “We'll get there in
about an howr.”

True %0 his word, an how laser they emered a small bay surrounded by the

*Thank you,” said Deven.

*Good Iuck,” replied Mag.

Then Deven nwrned his back 10 the Lake and set off due north across the high,
rolling countryside, walking briskly 10 try and get his clothes &ry. He had no idea how far
he had 10 go. He knew there was another, smaller lahe besween Lake Tamas-ah and the
SmMnnM%wkmh‘dﬁmE“ﬂhm?m
going until he found is or ram om of food, whichever came firss. It was what he had 10 do,
“mhhﬂmkuﬂﬂiﬁhhﬁdwwnﬁmm
of the countryside.

He reached the second lahe just before sundown, much 10 his swprise and reiidf.
M»knhwuhhﬂmmﬂﬂht_ﬁhﬂqﬁ‘
longer, bt at least he was off 10 & good siurs.
”dkn&dbﬂﬂm&nﬁbﬂhinﬂ-ﬁﬂ
real land and which was the mirrer image. Deven s8¢ on @ rock e the lahashore 1 ot Ms
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the waser at such an angle that it rned bright reddish-orange, and & low breeze sprang wp
0 ngffie the firey waser im0 tiny, quivering flames. Deven caughe his breath at the
wonderful sight. All at once he felt very small and alone in a wide, mysserious world. A
beautifid worid, yes, but aiso wnknown and posentially dangerous. His decision o come
on this quest now seemed very foolhardy. He did not regres it—-it would have been worth it
Just 10 see this sighs--but he feit a shiver of wepidasion at the thought of what he still might
have 10 face before it was over.

As these thoughes filled his mind, Deven nosiced something moving ot in the
middie of the waser. He 1ensed wich fear, alshough he wied 10 well Mimself it was just a
mgﬁqmmgmmgw The sun had ses complesely and the
as shimwmering with the decepeive half-lighs of rwilighu by she time the animal was
closs enough 10 confirm thas, yes, it was @ horss, or @z least & horse's head, and ik was
the time Az conid see no resson 10. When it was no move than 10 fess from shove, the
swinungr began 10 raise ks hoad o of the waser on a long, white neck-far longer than any
horae’s neck Deven had ever ssen. Thon he began 10 foel very afraid, but & was 100 lase ©
bomuifel boant,

“You want me 00 come with you?” hs ssammered.
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The creamsre nodded its graceful head swice.

“But, how?”

The head curved around on the neck and seemed 10 indicase a back lying
underwaser.

"You want me 10 ride on you?*

Again the creatwre dipped iss head in a nod. Deven sat for a long moment, suaring at
at the shore, could feel a breash of wind stir his hair, could smell the cold, clean smell of
night on the open moor. Mdmm:mm'iniﬂﬂﬁdﬁhn
dw'wrmdﬂsm»mmmm&m:dﬂm
from the rock into the waser.
stresching out beneath the waser in long, sinuous whise curves. It had come as close 10
shore as the shallow waser wouid allow. Deven didw’s les himself think about whet he was
doing a3 he reached for the cresnwre’s neck and swung his leg over its body. Is flels just like
a horse, warm and saft. As Deven climbed on, is lsnped its back to creme & semt for Nem
Juss ous of the waner. As 300n a3 he was sessied, the cresnwe pushed isself off of the
lakeshore and merned 10 swim across the lake. The moon rose just then, in all ius silver
m.dkam“buuwlkbﬂ-laiifhpﬁcm
atall.
rocky shore. mmﬁuk&.kmpﬁhumﬁﬁy“
vanish underwater. Ahmﬁhu&ﬂ“cﬁﬂh&'kﬁ
Mdkwﬂphkdﬂ““*ﬁqﬂ
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“How's the math homework going, Kary?" her mother stopped by 10 ask. Kary
jomped guikily.

"It's dome already.” It was, wo. Her story was a remaskable incentive 10 get her
other work done.

“You're sure working hard these days, dear. You need 10 take a break now and
thea.”
mother thougit that. You Asve every right 10 wrise, Kary, she wid herself firmly. So why

get him 10 the Swamp that 20 one else could get 10, and of course something magic would
have 10 take him. Until she began writing the scene, she had no idea what sort of magic ©
use, but the horse just appeared out of the sunest at the right moment, and the S008¢ just
right, becanse they came right fhom the sowrce of the siory, and they always came jest
There are some days when | really think | conid be @ wriser, she thought 1 herself
of her houss and find Brian sining at the wbis, 25 if he had nover lsRk. Seanding at the edge
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she wansed 10 go back 10 the center, the place where all the worlds she knew came together
and were at peace.

Her foct squeaked softly on the hard packed snow of the path as she walked down
into the ravine, but the snow was falling 30 thickly that soon she was walking on a fresh,
seemed %0 be working for her. &k wantod her 10 find it, find its source. She knew where it

Pﬁ;:ﬁhﬂﬂhmﬂ&yﬁhmmm&
sbout 10 achieve hor quest. What would she find in the cloaring? Herself, of course. That
naming it with his own nems? Aad Mag, 10 rescus Charles Wallace from Kk, had
discover her own gift, the one thing she had thet k didet. Kary thought suddenly of
Lﬁ;ﬂ-ﬁnmﬂﬁ:-ﬂi!ﬁﬂygﬁﬁﬂﬁnﬂ
“ﬁﬂﬁ“ﬁﬁﬁ.ﬂﬁ'h’i#ﬂmﬁh
who / am . Mﬁﬁbﬁﬁﬁﬂﬁﬁﬁy

iﬁ.h:hhﬂﬁﬂhﬂ!ﬂﬁ_“i—mh
path. Notagain! I's going to be angully hard to hide shis thwe. Whae on careh is this
pn—ﬁiqiﬁn—huinn&ﬂ? She decided 10 pretend she was welking the
cpup and hope the person dide't know her. As she begen walking, the other




What if he knows I'm here, and he's waiting 10 see whan I'm going 10 do? Wha if
Sonya’s right, and he's following me?
her suspicion (and Somya's) was wee.

“Kary!” He stood up at once, flushing red. “No, no [ wasa't. I...1

was . ..
"I can't believe you'd do such a thing,” she interrupted his attemapts 10 explain
himeelf. Finding herself with nothing more 10 say, she threw him what she hoped was a
around.
Disdain is a difficult emotion t0 maintaia for very long, however, and before she
Why'd he have 1 go and ruin k all? she mosned. 've made such a fool of
At e heant of the embasrasement, ahhough she did not aniculets this 0 herself,
and she fok bosged. Dosper than that, oven, was the crushing sadness of having 10 admit
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The next day she saw Trevor going im0 the school shead of her, and she was
stricken with a pang of guilt. Her anger had mostly faded overnight, and wasching the
Terrific. Someone eise who hases me now. | wish | could apologize, explain
somehow. Mvﬂliﬁm&lhmbmhﬂuhﬁchﬁt
ook whea she saw Kary's exprossion. She had scemed reluctant 10 talk 10 Kary ever since
ha!yhﬁqﬁmﬂ!:y-_’tﬁlu“lm She shinks I'm a baskes
case, o .ne thinks | hase her, or she foels sorry for me. Eisher way, she'll be just as glod if
1 don't &y 00 salk 00 Aer. At least Louise was siill the same. She looked wp from her book,
sodded sbesntly at Kary, and resarned 10 the sheorbing pages. Tarm Wanderar, Kary
soticed. /'l heve 10 ask her f it's axy good.
lﬁﬂmﬂyﬂ“n&hiﬂmdﬁmﬂ
iﬁpﬁﬁ.‘&;nﬂmﬂi—wﬁhﬂg'lmn
somind you that Pasent Teacher Night is & week from today. 1 would like ©© have & sample
dﬁ-—tuﬁw:ﬁiﬂ::——.ﬂmﬁlpﬁh—ih;—-hﬁ



Right, Kary thought, and prompely filed the information in an wawsed cormer of her
waiting for his reply. “It's just that I'm not allowed 00 go into the ravine, and | was afraid

“That's all right,” he said. “T'ma not allowed 10 go into the ravias cither. That's
why [ was hiding: | didn’s want anyons 00 s0s mg.”

Kary stared at him, unbelioving. He didu’s think she was 2 supid dweeb? Hs
wndersioed? Suddenly oy buth broks out langhing st the unter ridiculousness of their
congit?” Kary burst out between giggies. "Thet's 50 shewd!”
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S0, partney, shall we seturn 10 the scene of the crime?” Kary joked, focling

“Naw, ] can't soday. [ can't get home late two days in & Fow, or mum gets upeet.”

*] understand,” said Kary. 110l sy Mom I sty after school in the library some
days 0 study, but she woulda't believe me if | was lme cvery day.”

Wﬁﬂﬁiﬁlﬁh—hmﬁlﬂﬁlﬂmﬂ!ﬁ
O yesh. I 10id hor cveryons admised it, and all the teachers said they'd ncver
soon anything like it in all their years, 1., oic. She e it wp.”
Nﬁiwﬁﬁiﬂﬁmiﬂbﬂﬁ#ﬁmﬁi
“I wonder why they have such & problem with the raviss,” Trevor asked as they
ﬁmhm*nﬁh:hhﬂﬂﬂmm "Iit's not
 like we live in New York, and this is Contral Purk."
won't beliove otherwiss. | guess maybe they'ss just afiraid of what they don't know. [ {
'Impmlhnmﬁﬁﬁuﬂnﬁ-ﬁ'
&k wes sws. Mes. Dobler dida’t bolong thase. They both laughed ot the incongruity
of is and gave up wying ©© undersmnd their parents.



"Yes, comrade,” Kary replied, pleased that he, 100, wanted 10 do this again. “See

Megan had just gowen home whea Kary walked in the door, and it seemed she had
scon them talking at the ond of the swroot. "Who was that, your boyfriend?” she asked,

What has gowen into her lasely, Kaxy wondesed, fecling %00 good about herself 0
respond in kind. “No,” she said simply, “just Trevor Dohier, the guy whose Mom drove
an cbarrassing failurs 1 2 humorous moment, just by shering it with Trevor. Wow. If's
was tempted 10 9o up 0 Magan and well her that her advics at the beginning of the yoar was
right, but she didu’s think her sister was in & mood ©0 apprecies it.

A slightly starded mother appeased from the laundry room. “Hi, Kary. Just fins,
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and sctually put them away. Thea she sat dows at her desk, fecling for once like she
descrved © wrise. Time 10 face the Swamp of Sinmole, Deven. Here's where we both ges
%0 prove owrseives.



ﬁﬁﬂpﬂntmhhm’thvﬁﬂﬂmﬂl She could
ly: cozing sad, thora bushes, creepy gaaried trees draped with
mmﬁﬁh“ﬁmmmmhnﬂmh
left ... But after a few paragraphs there wasa't anything cise she could add.

He can’t just squeich shrough mud for the whole of my grand, exciting, climactic
ﬁsﬁﬁmﬂwﬂhﬁhﬁnﬁnﬁ Aad she didn't know

powers. hﬁﬁmumqﬂlﬂ,ﬁhﬂhmunh
some point w0 fighting ic.
could wik 10 someone sbout it, gat advice from someons, but who? She and Trevor had
mﬁinﬁﬂ.!—-ﬂhﬁﬂﬁhpﬂ.ﬁwh;ﬁh

neral--but she still hada't mentioned her writing. R would sound 30 presemtions--"Tm
-ﬁn-y want 10 900 it7"-and she dide't want him 10 think she wes wying 1 be
something special. Bacugh peopls hought that about her. Louiss was 30 hasd 10 approach
about anyshing personal thet she was out of the question, sven though she would bs the
most lhely 00 understond, and 0 have good idess.

‘l‘hﬁnq Mogaa was boms this Sssusday, for once, 30 Kary let her get it.
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“Not really, I've just looked at it. Is it going %0 be hard?”
"Well, not hard, but if's going 10 take forever. 1 thought it would go a lot faseer if
we worked on it together.”
she'll probably be going shopping soom, 30 we'll have the house 10 owrselves.”
doa't you.”
“Yup.”
"Bye."
Lowise, and she calls. Is there some sort of Fase operasing heve? She shook her head ©
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“It's beautiful 10 walk through, 100,” Kary replied as they walked down the alley o
"Oh, | wouldn't want you 10 do anything that might get you in trouble,” Louise
said, concerned. "Besides, why aren't you allowed 0? Is it dangerous?”
Louise was unconvinced. But fase decreed that they finish their assignment in
record time, leaving a whole, beautiful wiseer afternoon at their disposal, and what beter
way 0 spead it than exploring the pristine, sylvan woods?
“1do. But I doa't want you 10 do what your mother has forbidden.”
my Mom."
and Kary and Louiss had the whols, beautifel white forest 10 themeslives.
“Oh, I'm 50 glad you lihe ie," she said. "You'll have 1 be Diama, since you have

can bs Anme.”
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Laser, Kary was sure it was blind Fate and not conscious decision that lod their
steps closer and closer 10 her socret path. When at last they were right ia front of it, the
moment was right, and Kary turned 10 Louise with a half-fearful, half-cager expression.

"Diana, if I show you my most secret of all secrets, my nearest and most dear
treasure in all this magical forest, will you swear 10 keep it secret until the end of your life?”

"Cross my heart and hope 0 die, stick a ncedie in my eye,” Louise responded, half-
laughing, but recognizing Kary's solemmity.

"Well, right here, though you can hasdly tell, is the beginning of a secvet path that
leads %0 a magical place in the middie of the woods.” Her poetic menner dropped as she
realized, "but we can't go up becanse our footpriats would show the way 0 every Tom,
Dick and homicidal meniac who passes by."

Louise laughed out loud then. "But wait,” she said, and, turning 10 a ncarby wee,
she broke off a low branch. "If we sweep the ground behind us, our footprints will
disappear.” She demonstrated on the path they wers standing on, and it worked.

"Oh, woaderful!® exclsimed Kary. "Here I've been longing 10 roturn 10 my
favories place in the world, and I ssver thought of that. Lat's go, thea."

Somehow, rather than desscrating her sacred spacs, the addition of Louise/Diane,
faithfully sweeping away their fooiprines up the path and responding with delight and
admiration when they finally made it 10 the Clearing, mads it oven move magical. The sun
mads the untouched snow glisser as though it had besn strewn with diamonds; the fresh,
chill air carried the smell of pins vess and mountain tops.

“The Diamond Pulace,” Louise breathed with delight. "Ob, I'm 30 glad you
showed ms this. i's wonderfull®

“No ons clss has ever seen it encept we two.” .

“And it will stay cur secvet fosever,” Louiss assused her. “Not that it jew's seill o
yours,” she hastily added. “This is your place. That makes it ven moss special that you
invited ms hese.”
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you're very inspiring 10 be with. I dida't know that before, cither.”
I'm inspiring? Struck with a sudden idea, Kary had 10 share it with Louise. "You
know, this may sound kind of funary, but making new friends is a bit like exploring a new
They explored a lot of new country that afternoon. Being careful not 10 disturb the
la Lucy Mand Montgomery, promised 0 come back o the Diamond Palace ere long, and
I know, thought Kary, returning %0 her room 10 change her wet pants and once
again returning 10 the problems of her siory. Ridach needs 10 be involved somehow.
Perhaps she sends the monsser 10 ges Deven, but he can defest it becanse of the ring. Or
maybe . . .
Mind once again full of possibilities instead of problems, she returned 1o the
Swamp of Siamole.

ﬁhﬁ“ﬁﬂﬂﬁﬁﬂﬂ!ﬂﬂﬂ:ﬂhnm
mmmm—m-mam;—i H:thm
Wnﬁ*ﬂ-ﬂm &_ihhﬁnﬁﬁmﬁnsjﬂ
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their general direction, always going further downhill. The air began 10 change. No more

ﬂm;ﬁ!wynmﬂgmgmﬁghnhmmahhﬂgxd
water. kaﬁﬁﬂsﬁsmnsﬂdﬁnﬂ.mm&hﬁm:h
Swamp of Sinmole. |

The waser became deeper and muddier. Soon Deven had 10 make his way by
hopping from one grassy heewp 10 another. Occasionally a wide, brown pool opened up in
Jrom of him, and he had 10 find a way around it. The reeds became wller, 30 that they
kmmmma-QWq‘mmﬂﬁmﬂ“

He spens the night in a tree: a low, gnaried, crooked wee, covered in slimy moss,
Jrom the ground, and as some poines he ¢ .idn’t see his hand in fromt of him, it was so
worse, especially she smell. Mhnﬂnﬂnﬁﬂiﬂmh
_mhnﬂhﬂ?hﬂhﬁuhrﬂ:uﬂnﬂm

"I give up,” he said, abous swenty times every howr, but he hept on wrudging

nnlﬁﬁrﬁm:ﬁshaﬂﬂ-ﬁ:hﬁdﬁym&m
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mu&cmatkwdﬁsqgaﬁhdhﬁﬂﬂﬂﬁﬂmdﬁ:
nmwkﬂapMcuuddﬂiﬁtﬂgﬂﬁﬂﬁﬂgﬁqﬁs
Mﬂhumnn&mM.WWHuxmm

"Yes, yes—-now what?”

Nestor couldn't help her: h“\mﬂﬁemﬂh:hﬂ‘hh
dida't know what it should be.
mnmuﬂwuaumqmmnmﬁx
remember them the next moraing.

'Doyualmywn-hulmbni:ﬂiﬂy? Mrs. Richards asiced st
the beginning of class. “T1l come by and collect them whils you're working o this
handout.”

Oh darn, darn, shoos, rass, asrrggh! 1 knew I'd forget is. Now she's going 10
make some comment agein.

ﬁwmum&“—mlpﬂyhﬁjim

Amumwmmm“ "We don't have

Tlhh.hbyyo-m&uﬁ;hﬁﬂ;‘m-ﬂﬂy.n
maks up for the ssacher’s volums.

"Pias. Ses that you do 80.”

ﬂ““hm.dtqp-ﬂnhmﬂhﬁ A
m“uodﬁadmﬁjﬂﬂh& A nome? Fer me? Noons
sends me netes. Mhmgﬁy;ﬂ.
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"What a wirch! I forgot mine, 000, but she dida't say anything mean 0 me. We
mmmnwELymwmhﬂwdyimLSﬁm
ignment. Kary smiled 10 herself. The world was full of surprises, some of

and tried 10 fassen iss seeth on his neck. Deven tossed and rolied, kicking at the creature
Sﬂmﬂhﬂm.ﬁﬁndﬁ.mﬁﬂ?ﬂiﬁu&ﬂmw

mm&#ﬂmﬁmﬁclﬁ;ﬂgmﬂmm

closely. mﬂ‘ﬂﬂ“lﬂbhmmhﬁﬂd
"Well,” Deven said 10 himoclf, and, since he couldn't think of anything eiss 1o say,
He dragged himoslf o of the muud, found his pack which had besn shrows 1o ons
ﬁ.d-m_:dﬁ:ﬁqﬁw-—ﬂ-&hﬂhmdﬁ
mud of in & wpid pool and continusd srudging on.
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"You know,” Kary twid Candace, “T'm really starting w0 like Deven. He's awfully
brave in a simple kind of way. He just takes things as they come, and keeps heading
sowards his goal, cven though he has 8o idea whether he'll ever make it. He will, of

course. I'll see 10 tha."

would't sserve. Evensuaily he began 10 foel lighu-hoaded. Shapes appoared ahead of him
shining whise sower rising ahead of him, he was sure it was just another apparision. And
Finding the ssroam cloar and clean, bubbling mervily over rocks, Deven decided it
was fing 10 drink in a dream, 30 he planged kis face and hands into the bemusiful cold liquid
and drank 10 his hoart’s consent. Then he ssapped into the stream and washed all the mud
ﬁiﬁﬂnﬂj&ﬂ-ﬁqihaﬂ_ﬂ&m-ﬂ Lying on the
swoam bank benoath & warm sun-—-more : lons—he decided shaz if he was going 10
‘cﬁﬂmgdﬂ_ng A_hﬂﬂﬁqﬁﬁ-ﬁﬂ

Kazy had 1 decids botwesa a number of possibi ,Z,,hﬁhﬁlﬁ—;
dhﬂmﬂdﬁﬁﬁﬁﬂhﬁdhm“ Hhﬂ
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Beanty theme. But how does the princess get om of the sower 10 find him? Maybe he
could be wakened by Ridach, as she’s about 10 drag him inso the sower. Lot of possibility
pmuwm.mmmnwmmmmw
she is? The only plausible result of thet scenario is bosh Deven and the princess wapped in
the sower, and that's presty saupid. It would be easier if he wakens himself, or, besser,
maku“mmwp.aﬁw.mmm
wouldn't just lie down and die like thas. Hwm. Now we have 1o figure out how he's
going 10 get into the tower.

"Kary, you're going %0 be lase!” her mother admonished her, when she saw her
gazing dreamily im0 her cereal bowl. “Do you have everything you aced?”

*] thisk 30,” Kary said, staffing the cora flakes into her mouth. "Oh! I almost
forgot: 1 need 10 bring zry meth notebook soday.”

"Where is &? Il go get it for you.”

"On my desk. Thanks, Mom.”

Her mother handed her her knapsack as she weat out the door, and she tore off
down the street. / hsse being lase.

Luck was with her whea she got 10 school, becauss she saw Lynne just about 0
head dowa Mrs. Richerds’ hall.

"Lyans! Have you handed ia your soscbook yet?” Kary calied as she ran wp %0
her.

“T'm just sbowt %."

“Could you taks mins with you? 1 sailll have 10 o %0 my locker and get my swft.”

*Suss, 20 problem.”

Kary handod her her knapeack. “It's in hevo—thanks & lout”

*Siow dowal® Lyans called afer ber, loughing. “You'll make it.”

mﬂ.*tﬂhndbﬁﬂﬂb.ﬁ.
mum&u.#ﬂ“*dhmmhbﬂm
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that day passed in a blur as she imagined and debated within herself all the poteatial twists
and sams of plot yet 10 come.

There can’t be a door into the sower, unless it’s a magic doov, s0 kel have 10 find
some way of breaking the magic spell. He's used the ring aiready — say, what abowt his
fwe? Music can be magical, wo. That's grea, shen we have shroe helpfl things: the
map, the ring, and the fluse. | knew there had 10 be three of something. The map comes
Jrom she good wisch, the ring comes from his father, and the fluse comes from himself.
That makes it appropriase sthas the fluse be the one 00 open the tower. Huwn. Bt if he
rescues the princess—-oh, and what about her? is she going 10 be asiecp? bewisched, so
she doesn’s went 10 leave? or shall we make i simpler and have her pacing the room
enxiously wrying 10 figure ot how 10 escape?—once she's rescued, if he encounsers Ridach
agein, what will defoat her this sime? Because he really can't get oway that easily. Bt he's
used all his salismans once—can he use anything over again?

Kary was anxious 10 get home and start writing. The wrue test of a scene was
always whether or not it heid up after being written down. Fortunasely for her, Trevor
didn’t seem 10 be at school that day, 30 on the way homs she had aothing 0 taks her mind
away from the images that wese crowding it. No¢ thet [ wonldn't mind seiling him abow it,
but, well, it's just as well | don's have s0.

Sisting down at her desk in her room, Kary eagerly reached for her notsbook, her
mind already forming the first sentence. Where is she sifly shing? She shifted all the piles
on her deosk, but it wasn't there. That's fimny. / just had is last night. There itis. On the

floor, of courss. Kary opensd it wp.

59 is what porcont of 85?
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done?
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bhad made. Mr3. Richards has my siory, she kept repeating 10 herself, not being able 10
belicve it. Mrs. Richards has my story. What if she reads it? She fek as though she had
just offered her body as a sacvifice 10 some firey heathen god. It would be a painful
experieace 10 have anyone read her story waasked; 0 have Mrs. Richasds read even just a
Igave itto Lynne. Ifonly ... A new thought strck her: What f she throws it om?
What |f she dessroys my ssory? |t was w00 horrible 0 emplase: Mirs. Richands reading
her story, cackling comtemptucusly at it, and dwowing it out because it was no good. She
had 10 save it somehow from such an awfll fise.
cooking dinner in the kischen. “Mom, I'm in big wouble. You've got 10 help me.”
"You're going 10 the pasent-teacher night wonight, aren’t you?”
"Oh! That's sonigit? Well, I supposs your father will want 0 go. Why?”
“Remember my math notsbook [ was suppossd 0 hand in woday? You gave ms the
wiong ons: that wasn't my math actsbook at alll”
"1 kmow. k was my fank for not gesting it myself. But I've got t0 gt it back from
“Tm swse she'll understand that you mads & mistake. I'll explaia it 10 her when I go
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"Oh, dear, thet is 100 bad. But 'm ot sere what we can do. Won't she have
already looked st k7"

O, 1 hope not. My life is rwined if she does!”
commit snything %0 paper you dow't want other people 0 sead. Not ualess you keep it
safely locked away! But Tll soc what I can do. I she hass't looked at it, I'll make suse
foolng like a martyr sbout $0 be burned at the stake.
will work out all right in the end.” '

That's essy for you o 38y, Kary thought, tarning away with a sigh. "Thanks,
Mom," she romembesed 10 say befose shs lefk the room.

My life is over, she was conviaced. Come on, Kary, her more cationel half
srgued. Jt con't be that bad. What's she wovst pessible thing that could happen? BDesides
Aaving Mrs. Richards read b, that is. Well, she conld make @ big deal of it in fromt of the
What would her parenss do, she wondesed. Remembering her father’s reaction 10 the
character shotches, she didn’t think he'd bs 100 happy sbout & falry nls. Mom wouldn’t
nﬂttjlh?hﬁmi-bﬁiﬁ. Maybe | can presend ifs a disry in



in the clearing. hflgﬂghm.rlmnﬁ Fver)

do?
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Now more than ever she wished she could talk 10 someone about it. I-nii'h;

As it tarned out, Kary dida't have 10 explain anything © Losise. Louise called Inter

'l-v! Myﬂ'mhﬁyﬁ‘
“No, they're at the parent-scacher imerviews.”
"Yes, [ know. So were mine. | noed 10 wam you: [ think yours are preity upeet.”
"My pareats were in Mis. Richards’ class at the sams time as yours, and they
hey couldn'’t help it, Mirs. Richards talks 30 loud--she was telling your parents

ﬂm“hmﬂﬂ-ﬂm

“Not on purpose!”

when you'ss dons? 1 memn, if you want 0 show it 10 anyons.”

way. “So long as my pasents doa’t bum i firns.”
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“No, they woulda't be. I'm going 10 get killed. But thanks for waming me. 'm
giad it was your parests who overheard.”

"Well, they woulda't have told me about it except they thougit it was a great object
lesson: ‘aren't you glad you're not as foolish as that girf’ -kind of thing. I felt 30 bad for
you I just had 10 call.”

*Thanks a lot, really. OB, 0o, there's the door opening. Well, I'm in for it now.”

"Good luck,” Louise said.

“T'm going %0 need it. Here they come. Bye.”

"Bye.” She hung up the phone just as her mother calied her.

"Kary?”

“Tm ia my room.”

"We'd like %0 have a2 word with you.”

Come on up. I've said my prayers .

Both pareats had on their most serious faces whon they came into her room. Her
mother looked mostly sorrowful, her father mostly stern. All together it was a formidable
combination.

“T'm swre you know what we're heve 10 talk about,” her father began.

*Mrs. Richards read my story and t0ld you what a horribls stadeat | must be,”
Kary veatured.

Her father ssomed a listle taken aback by her bluntncss. “Essontially, yes.”

~She had 20 right 10 7ead it. She should have ssen thet it was privass and left it
alons.”

*It did say Mathomatics’ on the front,” her mother reminded her. “She thought
you'd handed it in delibesasely, 10 flaunt her.”

"You know thet's not rus! Kk was entisely an sccidem!”

*Yes, yos,” her father said impationtly, "but the point is, what wess you doing
wridiag & ‘nory’ in the first place?”
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"It was just for fun. I only worked on it after all my homework

"Oh, Kary, i('s just not healthy for a 12-year old girl 10 be spending all her time

"Why is writing fairy tales any more a waste of time than going shopping with

"Well, your mother is concerned that you're aot making friends, and this is
probably the reason why.” (/ Asve friends, Kary thought.) "My concem is a listle
come in useful one day, a hobby that he'd cutgrow. But he became obecssed with it He
mads it out 10 be much more important than it really is, and he eaded up giving wp
everything else in order 10 pursue it. Now, who knows where he is. He'll never be able o
et a decent job without his high school diploma-—if he wants 10 make anything of himeelf
he's going 10 have 10 go back and start all over.”

Her mother continned the lecturs. "Your writing may seem like it's just for fun
toars at this point. "1 don't want 10 lose another child,” she finished sadly.
iqﬂpn-ﬁqh hh_ﬁd‘h'—ﬂd’ﬁplﬁ

sinuations: what do you meen, I might start waking it 00 seriouely? it is serious! This
was the half that won, pethaps stirsed 10 speak moss by her mother’s wears then by anything
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"For heaven's sake, mother, 'm not going t0 drop out of junior high school and
run away from home! And you know what else? 1 don't think Brisa would have left home
cither if you hadn't made him."”
months of anger and frustration, and woulda't be stopped.

"I mean it. Uyuhﬂ%wﬁhmhvawﬁlﬁsmﬁszymﬁ‘l
mmnm.uwmmmwmmﬂ.mm
gone 10 university. We could have been proud of him--he could really have gone
somewhere. But you kicked him out.”

"We did 0 such thing, Kary, and you know it.” Her father was starting %0 sound
angry, but still she ignored his warning.

"You were afraid of him, werea't you. You were afraid of his talent, afraid he
really would becoms a musician. And now you're afraid I'm going %0 be a writer. Weil,
that's what I'm going 10 be. Even though it doesa't fit in with your normal, average,
mediocre world, I'm going %0 write fairy tales, and you can't stop me!”

"Kary! That's cnough! 1 don't kmow what's gotsen into you, young lady, but
you've started your mother crying, and [ woa't have that. It's obvious you're just tryiag 10
hurt us, the way Brisa did. You'll never be a wriser. If you'd listen 0 us, you'd know
we're doing this for your owa good. Wridag is not a practical carcer 10 pursws. Oue in 8
mm»““m.d“sﬂyn“nbhﬂyﬁ_ You will
0t write any more stories. Do you undersmad?”

l-ymamm.mhﬁm'ubouﬂgmhﬂﬂy- Suring
down at her hands in her lap, she shook her head.

k*“”b“““.ﬂ“ﬂﬂ
mavely, "Fins. We'll lot you slesp on it.”

Thoy got up %0 leave, and Kary looked up ot them. "My aowbook?” she daved ask.



~We're keeping that,” her father replied shordy, and the two of them lcft the room.
QﬂmhmmmunmwMﬂMMB

I'm sorry, Mom. | didn't mean 10 hurt you. 1 never want 10 hurt you, but | can’
seem 10 help myself. You just don't understand. Dad doesn’s undersiand as all--oh why,
why can'’t he see? It's erue abows Briam, I Anow it: Dad forced him 10 go. Dad wouldn’t
10 go. Is is all rined then, your hopes? Is Dad right? Will you never make anyshing of

She cried for & long time sbowt Brian; thea the rest of her father's wosds recuraed 10
miltion, and it won't be you. &ﬂ.h&aﬁpﬂhnaﬂ. Give me & chance &t
hﬂﬁmmﬂ;ﬂmﬂbﬂbﬁilmm You can'’t be righs; you
dow't really know thas I cen’s make is. Oh please, please, let me 7.
important it really was. & was her conter, her souscs: without it she woulda't be Kary.
Adm&m.ﬁﬁnmﬁhwﬁmmﬂmmﬁhk
head. You'll never be & wriser, you'l never be & writer.

ﬂﬁkﬂ:ﬁ“ﬁ*ﬂﬁﬂpﬂmﬁﬂh
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Then she remembered last night, and the dream shattered im0 a million spariding
her hands.

Now, Kary, keep control of yowrself. You've cried enough.

But I get mach firss thing this morning. 1 can’t possibly walk into that classroom
agein. I con't face Mrs. Richards.

Fine. Don't g0 10 Math today. But you have 10 act normal. Nothing's wrong.
You're fine. Right?

Righe. I'm fine.

Having successfully bastied harself for control, Kary went downstairs with a bland,
bow she was.
angry, but okay.”

*I kmow, Mom, and,” she had 10 swallow hard before she could get this out:

“"Oh, Kary,” her mother said softly, sadly. "You're s0 young.”

ﬁm&mg‘mﬂmgﬁﬁhﬂn
uﬂ.“hh-uﬂpﬂhﬂnﬁﬁ-wnﬁﬁﬁ
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disappoisements. Kary emered the raviae wishing she could give something 10 her mother,
something that would let her know it was all right, she was an okay Mom, she hada't
failed.

1 wish I counid be normal, like Megan, and have lots of friends and be worried abow
boys and do okay at school. Then she'd underssand me and stop worrying so muchk abowt
me. Of cowrse, she doesn't seem 10 underssand Megen that well, either. | guess I just
don’t know what she wanss.

The snow-clad trees of the ravine were 30 beastiful, the woods 30 white, so
perfect, it brought sears 1 Kary's cyes. Aa intense longing fillod her: longiag for what,
she dida't know, but she ached inside, wanting, nceding whatever it was that made the
wees whole. / love you, Mom. [ love you, Brien. Why does it have 10 lnwrt 30 much?
Tears blurred her vision and she wandered blindly owands her clearing. / love you,
Deven. It’s the same feeling: it hurts just as much. I want 10 give myself 10 you, and |
can'’t. | can't share myself with anyone; they're all 30 far away | can’t reach them. Dad,
you're 30 far awsy.

She sat down on one of the snowy thrones at the edge of her clearing and cried watil
she was complesely cmpty inside. Then she sat up, wiped ber cyes, and wied 10 bresthe
sormally. She washed her face with snow, and the icy shock heiped turn her mind onto
mundane, ordinary things. She buried her longing and her pain uader layers of practical
thoughts and got up 10 walk 10 school, stesling her self 00 venture out into the seal world
again, face the imposing pucs hallways, hids from Mrs. Richesds all day.

“Kary! Thess you ase,” said Louies when she saw her. "1 was genting worried.

*1 just could’t face Mrs. Richasds today. Did she say anything when | wasat
hen?

“No., she just loched smug. Dut you'd betser stay out of her way all day.”

“Tell ms sbout it. You'll keep & lockout for ms, won't you.”

“Of cowrss. S0, how did k go lant nign?”
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"Presty awful. Il sell you about it at lunch.”

At lunch time they found a secluded spot, and Kary poured out her story 10 an
appreciative lissener. It made such a difference 10 be abie 10 tell someone who knew what it
was all about, knew what she must be feeling, what her struggie was. She was offering
part of herself 10 Louise, and Louise accepted her.

When she'd finished welling everything, Louise hit the aail on the head whea she
asked, "So, what are you going o do?"

*I don't know. I wish ... " She stopped, wying 0 put her conflict into words.
*I wish I could agree with them. Sometimes I almost do: all day soday this voice inside
my head has beea going, 'Kary, they're right. It's a childish thing % do, and it's time %
gow wp. Msnﬂh“;unﬁm.mamm
&ﬁﬂaq“nﬂ%ﬂ“awwmf

"Yes,” imserrupted Lowise, "but L.M. Montgomery dida't, did she.”

"OR, I know,” Kary cried, “and that's what another part of my brain says: what if |
can become & wriser? 1 shouldn't give up, should I? But I've got an answer 10 that, 100
mmnnW“myﬂnmm&hhﬁ.umw
fair of me %0 make their lives—and mine—-miserable by persisting in doing what they're 30
freaked out sbout. Do you know whet | mean?”

uummusmuuumummm.
*Somehow, yes, I 3o know whet you mesa.”

1mu~qmmwmuunwmuu
continsing ©© writs. Frankly, it would just bs 8 whole lot easier 10 quit and becoms &
nommal, ideal lisde dangheer.”

“I know how that is. And you don't think you could keep writing in secvet, just
liks you go theough the savine?”

1aﬂ.lmuupﬂba‘qhﬁ¢*~d~b
@d 1 il you whet happened whea [ met & boy | know in the ravins? Remind ms 0o 0ol you
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later. The biggest problem is that they still have my story. At some point I'd have 10 ask
them 0 give it back, and they’d want 10 know why.”

"So you're going %0 give up writing,” Losise concluded for ber, always coming
back 10 the main point.

Kary hadn't reaily decided that, despise all her arguments, and the souad of it made
her heart sink into her stomach. "Losise,” she began, a little hesitandy, “is there anything
you do, that, whea you do it, you feel complesely real, completely yourself? Do you know
what [ mean? Something that totally possesses you and exhilerases you and makes you foel
the most alive you've ever beea?"

Louise thought about it for a while. "I thiak I know what you mean. 1 foel that
way sometisnes whea I'm solving math problems.”

“Math problems!”

"Hasd 10 believe, I know! But I really liks the fosling of working through
something, doing step after siep and haviag everything fall into place at the end. It's like
the way I fosl when I'm trying to fix something. I love it when I have (10 figure things out:
it uees all of my brain, all of g1 guess you could say it possssses me.”

“1can soe that. You're that kind of a person. Methodical, sort of, but creative, 100
You should be an engineer.”

"Yoah, | think I'd like that. But what about you? What meakes you feel most like
Kary?"

“Wriking. Imagining things and then finding the right words 1 expross them.
Sometismes it just flows out of ms and [ forgst about everything elss and I am the sory, the
wosds. If's an incredibie feeling.”

"Wow."

“You ses, 1 don's think 1 could give that up. No matter how hesd it is or who it
hurts.”

“You do have o dilosmm.*
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The bell rang, and the two girls packed wp their lunches in companionsble silonce.
more important 10 her than her seifhood. She would fulfill her family’s dreams before she

yowrself?

Tﬁmmhmeﬁ-ﬂmhnnmm“ﬂﬁk

"I guess we'll work together, ch?” Louise stated as they sat down.

"Sorry, Somys, we're alseady & group,” they overheand Jessica say just thea, and

*De you want 10 work with Lowise and me?” she asked Sonya, and was rewarded
with a smile.

Lynas cveamally joined them, 100, and it ended up being & fun growp. Whea
m-—%mnhpﬁ-hﬂhwﬁ.mm And all this
mlﬁqﬁgﬁ:ﬁm—tﬂmmﬁinﬂg 1 guess Megam's

This was somothing she wanted 10 discuss with Trevor; she fok she was on the
Mﬁﬂﬂbﬂhﬂﬁhﬂﬁﬂ




He looked a bit bwrt. “It's not an excuse. It's wwe! Well, all righe, I guess ic's
almost as bad as ‘'my dog ate it,’ isa't it.”
I need %0 see what you think.”

"Shoot.”

So Kary told him sbout Sonys, and about being shy, and wanting other people 10

“That makes sense,” he said. “So really what you're saying is if's stupid t be
think.”

"Yes. Aad if's cvea more stupid aot ©0 do something you want © do because
you're afraid of what other people think." Yes, oh yes. That was it, wasa't it? Wama't
knew they hased it.

idea in the back of my head. Lot me get it owt.”

He liswnsd patiently as she wied 10 vocaliss what she was beginning 10 understand.
“It's all about fissing in, right? Bveryons wriss 10 fit in whesever they are. When you're at
homs, you do the things your pasents expect you 10 do, 50 they'll accept you, and whea
you'se at school, you &y and do the things the other kids expect, 50 you'll fit in there.”

“Tm gotting 0 hat. The thing is, I dou't think you can really fit in anywhere
ualess you fit inside yourself.”

“What do you meen?" )

R was 50 hasd 00 enplain: she sow it in images. The clessing was what she was
big, ompty room,” she begen.
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ﬂu&eﬁppmnﬂhyﬁtﬂ:ﬂm;ﬁﬁﬁnanhsﬂh
nh“hqnﬂnyﬂﬁkﬂnhpﬂbm—lhmﬂ‘
ﬂhﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁmmﬂ? Trevor nodded

mysolf got bigger, if you know whet I moan, and I felt more, well, more ke I ft ia.” And
swopped writing, ﬁ#-dnp--mwﬁ:—!.bﬂmﬂ;hh
middie of it. Thar's how I'd fesl. All alone in the middie of me. The thought made her
want to cty.

S0 a snob would be someons who's 100 small for himeelf, and hes 10 put other
puﬁdﬁiinhnpﬂmﬂm.'mﬂ“ Hs was fised wp with
her idea and had dosens of further applications of it. k was mwch easier 10 discuss sociel
m-ﬁhi—baﬁﬁ-—ﬁhhkﬁ.nﬁﬂn-ﬁi
%0 her problem. /N self ki about sy wrising one dey. {f 'm s0ill wrising, sthat is.
knsw at once that 80 amount of theorizing was going 10 solve her problem. The wension
was thick encugh o out.  ahways shought they weve cxagerating when ey said thas)




Just before she got wp 0 clear her dishes, her father asked,
"Yes."
“Have you come ©© any decision?”
“Good night, Kary,” her mother came by later on 10 say. "Sleep well.”
wall where a stray moonbeam was dancing, here again and gone again at the mercy of the
Scudding clonds. Whet @ wonderfidl image. Wids awake and wanting © enjoy
window, not knowing what elss 0 say.
“So what ass you going 10 do7" Megan ashed, after & panse.
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it over with.”
"Yesh. I'm afraid of what he's going %0 do 10 me when I tell him.”
"Well, he wants me 10 stop writing stories, and I'm not going 0."
“Of cowrse not. I'm only 12 years old!”
woulda't solve anything.”
I's mot faie.”
“Lacky? Beian had 0 loave home and I'm going %0 gt grounded for the sest of my
average Magan. Nothing speciel, just & typical kid. | cen be ignoved.”
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“It was always you and Brian,” Megan continwed. “You did everything together.
You had your own privase jokes, be wrote songs for yos ... ©

"But you were always off doing something clse. You were out with your frieads,
or at & wack meet, or whatever. You always seemed like you were having 30 much fun!
You dida't need us. We were the odd ones out.” Kary remembered Sonya, and stopped
suddenly.

“You dida't need me,” Megan said softly. There was a silence. The moonlight
broke against the trees and flung bits of foam across the snow as the high clowds continued
sailing before the wind. Kary fek tcars rumning down her face and saw that Megan was
crying, 100.

"What are we going %0 do,” she whispesed. Then they were hugging cach other,
crying into each other’s shoulders, crying for cach other, for Brian, for loncliness, for
reliof. Megan broks away first and went ineo the kitchen 10 got kicenexnes.

“Will you write 2 story about me someday?” she asked as she profiered the box ©©
Kary, surprizing Kary yot again.

“Sure, if you want ms 0. If | can think of ancther one.”

“Maks it sbout a middie child. I('s always the oldest or the youngest in ths faicy
tales that gets 10 do everything: nothing over happens 10 the one in the middie. Maks ita
story about how a plain, boring, ordinery middis child ends up doing something
exunordinary.”

"You know, that's sort of what my swory is about alseady. I can mals may heso the
middis child, if you like: that would work. Hs lves with & woodcutter all his lifs until he
9008 off 10 find who his seal father is, sescuss & princess, and finds out his father is 2 king.
He can bs the middis son of the king who nchody thought anything would heppen t0."

“TH bave 0 soad &," said Mogan, 2 glimamer of an amused smile in her oyvs.

“You know, | always thought it was Belan's story, becauss it's about somecns
going off 10 sesk his forsums, but it isn't, seally, is ic.”
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Kary followed suit. "Come on,” she ssid. "Let’s go 0 bed.”



Chapeer 13 - The Fime

only comment on it was, "Could be nemter,” she knew that somehow, inexplicably, she had
Even Lynne noticed the difference. “The witch dida't say a single nasty thing 0
yesterday. | woader what's wp.”

ed, I figured she'd be gloating
all over you.” '

"Why? What happened?” asked Lynse.

"Maybe your pareats got mad at her for being 50 down on you,” suggested Lynme.

The thought had nsver occured 10 Kary, but at once she could ses it was probably

She pondered the implications of Lynne's suggostion all during L.A. class. Just as
she was about 10 leave, she was surprised by Miss Krawchuck asking 10 soe her.

“Kary? Did you forget ©0 hand in your book repont?”

The tsacher could 1l by Kary's expression that she had done mose then forgst ©
hand itin. “Can you have something for me by omorrsow?” she suggested.

“I haven't even read a book yet," Kary confessed. "Dut I can have it dons by
Monday.”



*T'm surprised you haven't read a book recently,” Miss Krawchuck said with a

*I was going 10 ask you about that,” the teacher responded. "How is it going?”

"I¢'s almost done,” Kary said. She decided not 10 say anything about her parents’
lase days on your book report if you hand in your story as well. Call it an extra

"I doa't think it will be done by Mond
report.”
fecling in a long time. Between thom, the two tweachors had given her & srategy for
approaching her father. She was 20 longer angry at him. He was not the eancmy cither.

Kary decided 10 get it over with at suppertime. After all, it was a family affair,
everyons desesved 10 be thess. Mogan raised her eysbrows at Kary when they sat down &t
horself on the meal—-always her anempt ot ssonsment--and it seemed 10 work at least & bis,
becauss it was haed 10 remain upest for long whils cating roast besf and Yorkshire
puidding. Even Kary's father ssomed 10 have mellowed since yestesday.

ally not if I have 10 write a book
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"Dad,” Kary said, at s moment when he seemed to be particularly enjoying the

He looked surprised. "I's not really your place 10 know, but among other things I
told her she was an interfering busybody who had no right 10 judge my daugiwer.”

"Then I have 10 thank you,” Kary said. "Today wau the first day all year she hasa't
found some excuse 1 pick on me. I woadered what had happened.”

"She normally picks on you in class?" her father asked, looking concerned.

"Well, whatever you said 10 her, it seems 90 have worked,” Kary said.

“Glad ©©0 hear it,” her father roplied. "Soms of these wachers think they can get

Kary was happy % s0¢ his anger diseceed elsowhere. It would make her next step
owch casier. She waited uneil dessent cams and sveryons siopped 10 admire the chocolass

“Mom, Dad, | have a proposision 10 make.”

“I's a deal, seally. [ would liks to propose that as long as | keep my averags shove



The Pluse, Page 160

something dangerous had just landed im his lap. "That scems fair,” she said. "Docsa't it,
deur?"
At last he shook his head. “T'm disappointed that you haven't understood our concern,” he
said. "Keeping your marks up is only a part of it.” Kary's heart sank. He was going 0
refuse her peace offering, and it was all she had 10 offer. He wasa't finished yet, though.
'UMhmﬂi@mﬂu“nmﬂhhiﬂw
1 want you 0 know that | disap rove, but, for your mother's sake, T'll accept your ‘deal.’
asked.
he said shortly.

*T'H ol you why I need it,” Kary added, still hoping 10 reconcils with him. “Miss
mmrﬂmiﬂmdhﬂd‘ﬂ“ﬁdﬂihﬂh

ﬂumnﬁhh_nh-ﬂtﬂiﬁquﬁ
iu.m-ﬂdﬂiﬂ;*gﬁﬁihmlﬁnu
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All this: | wrose all of this. And 10 think it might have been lost forever. She shuddered

Then she turnod 10 the first page and began work in camest. As she cnered the
swory itself, rewracing Devea's journey starting from the clearing in the forest, she saw it all
with a new perspective. Time away from writing had givea her the distance she needed ©
evaluste her words, compare the vision in her head 0 what was actually down on paper.
addings in; by the time she finished her revisions it was almost impossible 10 read the

Guess I'm going 10 have 10 recopy this before | give is 10 Miss Krewchuck, she
laughed 10 horsolf. It first, 00 finish it . She starved reading again where Deven emsored
the swamp, imumersed herself in its purid groyness, entered Deven's head as he bogan ©
was shout 10 die. And she knew what had 0 happen next.

The princess! Deven soruggied back awale. K was all very well 10 lie down end
and shook his hoad, wying 19 cloar the enchantnens from k. !
“Come on, Deven,” he muniored 19 himoolf, “walts vp. Get out of this dream and




ﬁhﬁ;ﬂ.’hmﬂﬂﬂm mnbﬁﬁ;ﬂnﬁm lipa
bn-inﬂddghﬁaﬁnw mghﬂ.‘hﬂ_ﬁﬂ:nﬁ
able 1 believe it’s there.”

"Ridack’s sower?” he questionad, staring through the mist at the whise shape. As
Uhm-&lﬁﬂmaﬂ-n—r—i“ nbstansiel. That
sestlied bs. “l'ﬁshm:m'ﬁﬂ-ﬂm-d-fﬁhﬂm—tk
now abmost invisidle shape. The closer he got 10 is, the less gffect the spell had, and when

Rens ning 80 wheve he had laid s pack, Deven sat down on the grass 1 ponder
all it had boen through--and began 10 piay & simpls ame 10 holp him think. The mussic
hﬁnﬁm.ﬂhﬂﬁh*dﬁﬁﬂﬁi




all the new themes; i was the Princess’ theme.
All the while he pilayed, music seemed 10 be growing around him: echoes,
10 happen. Before his cyes, a bright line appeared in the side of the tower ; is grew seller,
last a goiden receangie was revesied, in the middie of which swood the figwre of a girl.
-Oh wow. That's really neat.

As Kary wrow thoss words, the image filled her mind: she fekt as though the door
though she wers standing in the doorway looking owt at & world kit from within ber. She
came unsxpectedly o mind: "Aad God saw the light, that it was good.”

God! Now swop gloating and gt back 10 work.”




prison.”
Ok, well, it's & long story,” Deven murmured basifully. "My name is Deven.
But I'm afvaid | haven's finished rescuing you yes. We siill have the whole swamp 10 go
that’s yowr concera. 1 can walk well enough, 00, 30 you may Iy those fears to rest. As
wish, “Ridach has yet 10 reappear after locking me in here. U is waren’s for sthe food that
They jumped and sarned sowards k. The sower stood grey and forbidding, wish no
dork.
“This isn't good at all,” said Deven. “We'll drovwn ewssives if we vy » go
through the swamp & night. I'm afvaid we'S have 19 risk seaying heve until morning.”
hoaplally with shis?” she shook her bony finger as Daven, who sioed pevified with four



seemed 10 be made ont of dariness, and the darkness of felling nighs seemed 10 flow om
89 back in there.” He had nething else 10 offer, no power 10 masch ageinst Ridach, no
hidden woapon 10 save the day; he could only wait 10 308 what the wisch would do ® him.
pat @ him. “It has power of @ sers, bt it is nothing compared 10 the power [ commend.
Waichi® She pointed ot @ spet on the ground & few fost from where they were standing,
shuddor wish foar. He know this was going 10 happen; the leass ke could do would be 1o
Jace &k bravely and vy 0 spare Tatanis

“Yeu can do axything you want to me,” he said. “Jus los the princess go.”
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Ridach cackied again. “You can'’t bargain with yowr Kfe—-it means nothing 10 me.
my way.”

*Oh, please don't ks him,” Tasania suddenly said. Deven’s heort skipped a beat &
20 wail as she brillians orb seiled higher into the sky. The clear moonbeams thee bathed
Tasnis and Deven in silver splendor seemed 10 plerce Ridach like & sword. She mrned
Wishout neading 10 speak they nrned sogesher and bagan running towards the swawp.




tired, Deven and Tasania found a shelsered spot by the lake shore and went 10 slesp,

Kary sighed doeply as she closed the notebook and turmed nut her light. Her ssory

"No way! 1can't wait 10 read it. Is your Dad sill giving you the guik wip?”

10p of it she placed her book seport, 50 she'd semember %0 hand it in.
"We waren't supposed 10 hend anything in today, were we?" Louise asked, socing
“Oh no. This is my book report from last wesk. I complesely forgot 10 do it, 20
“She's 30 nice. Thank goodness it wasn't Mrs. Richards, ch? Is she taking marks
“She told ms she'd forgive ik being late if | handed my story in 00 her when ir's
“Yosh. | figass if anyone's going 10 read ks, she's the bust persoa 1o give it 0. She
“Thats we. Do 1 stlll gat 00 sond i7"
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Louise finished at her locker and they headed owards class. "So, what did you do
“They're good, area't they.”
decided 10 look it wp in the library, and I found the whole series. I'd read The Book of
"Oh, you have 10 read the last two. They're really good.”
I will. You know, it's fansry, but there's a lot of steff in my story that's a lot like
guess. | wonder if | wnconscios y remembered reading thoss books, and the idess cams

"You mean, liks these's always the same n0tes in 8 scale, but everyons makes
"Yesh. Like thae"
2008, 88 she walked homs with Tvovar, he ashed if she was going 0 the
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"I wasa't planning on it,” she replied. "1 dida't have a whole lot of fun at the last

“Yes, but now we know each other, instead of neither of us knowing anyone. That
ought 10 make a difference.”

1 suppose.” She grinned. "It's act a costume dance, is &?"

“Thank heavens, no!” he laughed. “So what do you say? Should we go? You
know it would make both our mothers happy if we went 10 another dance together. Not
that we'd be going ‘logether’,” he added hastily, “just that we're both . . . *

*1 know what you mean,” Kary cut him off. She remembered what both Sonya
and Mogan had said about Trevor, and was anxious a0t 10 touch on thet topic. "Maybe I'll
soe if Louiss wants 10 go. Do you know het? You'd like her, anyway. Aad good old
Normea. It's always more fun 10 go as a growp.”

“Good idea.” They pansed at the edgs of the ravine. "Asre we going down today?”

Kary hositated. She hadn't been through the ravine since she had been givea
permission 10 writs; somshow it ssemed an unacceptabls bexrayal of the rust she had been
given. "Not swoday, Trevor,” she said. “T've got a lot of homswork %o do.”

"Kary? Ase you fecling all right?”

“Fine. | just can't go through the ravias today, that's all.”

"Okay,” Trevor said. "All right with me.”

They walked over the bridgs in silence. Kary could feel Trevor’s confusion and
folt badly for having besn 50 abrupt. She dida't know what elss 10 say, though. Kk wasa't
ths kind of thing Trevor would understand, she thought. His next wosds mads her wonder
if she was wrong.

*Youliow, 'm still wying 1 figuse out 2 way 9 convince my mother that there's
acthing weong with the savine,” he said. “I's terribls ©© have 10 sneak asound sbowt
somathing so silly.”

“So have you coms up with somsthing?” Kary ashed hepefully.



*No. But I'm still trying,” he said in a martyr-like wone. “The inspiration will hit
Kary hoped Trevor would fiad a solution. She wanted 10 retum 0 the ravine, 0
her clearing, but she wouldn't do it any more without permission. k fek 30 good w0 have
Hiﬂﬁ(mﬁﬂdﬂmhhmhhmﬁ\hqh—-nb-ﬂy
about something equally important, like the clearing. Besides, she was lcarning how ©© be
There was Mecgan again, coming up the driveway. Why does she ahways Aave o
8¢t home just when I'm saying goodbye 10 Trevor? “Don't say anything,” she warned her
"Oh, cut it out. And whatever you do, don't say anything % Mom."
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"Oh, what & horrible thonghe!® their mother exclaimed, coming in on the end of the

“Doa't worry about it, Mowm,” Kary said. "We were just kidding.” She grinned at
Megan as thelr mother went apatsiss, forgesting that she was supposed 10 be mad at her
sister. Megan grinned back, then kept grinning as she startod 10 chant in a whisper,

"Kary aad Trevor sitfin’ in 8 wee, ... "



running from Ridach; even a bit of sxale bread and mouldy cheese would be weicome now.
Bt all he had was the fluse that had been in his hand.

He piayed for Tasania, 10 distract their minds from their empty stomachs, and also
%0 astract the notice of any fishermen that might be within hearing dissance, for the sound of
the fluse wouid carry farther than a voice. Tasania sang when she knew the words 10 his
tunes, and her voice would have melted ice, Deven thoughs. It was easy % forget being

I suppose that's a listle clichéd, isa't it. Maybe I should forget all the romance
stuff entirely: they doa't havg 10 fall in love. Oh, but they do. | just wish I knew how o
do it.--

"Look!” Tasania cried, breaking off the song abrupdy. “A seil.”

They scrambied 10 their foes and began waving madly. The sail came cioser and
thoug s there was something familiar abosu the fisherman, and as the boat drew neer 10

time.

“Mag!" he called out happily.
fhse. But you have company | s0e. My lady,” he greesed her, bowing.
what the answer wonld be.



Just spent a few weeks in a swamp!”
So Deven helped her through the waser, and besween him and Mag they managed 1
-I've always wansed 10 use “albeit” somewhere. Miss |

refused 10 listen 10 the wale of Tasania’s rescue, much 10 their relief, since they didn't really
want so sell is.

“1'0 wais undil it gets made inso a ballad,” he said, “and then I'll hear it some
evening in a savern with all my friends. Perhaps I'll even be in it,” he grinned, and Deven
Neicher Mag nor his passengers said a word 10 any of the people they passed, bus the
pecple sow Tasania, and rumors begen flying around the city. Mag sailed swraight 10 the
you, you have only 10 ask.”

Deven leaped 10 the pier and helped Tasania owt of the bos. Then he hesieased, not
knowing whether 1o resurn to the boat or go on with the princess.
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So Deven bid farewell 10 Mag the fisherman and walked wp the bessiful wooden
ﬁﬂyﬂmﬂihnﬁmh-ﬂdﬁh-mﬁdﬂhpah

“Relax. h,{uﬂsmnmm—nﬂznﬁuwhrw As soon as
wgmqmdhmmrnaﬁwmhnﬁﬂmmﬂn—

Thmgﬂih;ﬂshﬁuhﬁ“awifmamw
mmm&#Fﬁ.Mﬂdﬂcﬁﬂmdh—ﬁi
on the marble floor. Tasania just grinned &t him, for her shoes were squeiching, s00. Afer
outside a small door in a long hall lined wish ipesiries. One guard swood by the door.

*I came up by the back way,” Tasenia explained. “That's why we didn’s see

mhhﬁﬁﬁpﬂbﬂpﬁmhﬂ“ﬂﬂg
Armen himoelf. "My danghter!” he cried at once, and enveloped Tasania in & greot hug.
ﬂﬁmp:mnhmmuﬂmhhmmﬁm

“T'his is Deven,” Tatania coplained before she hurried away down the hail. “He
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he held up his hand as Deven was about 10 speak. “Tell me nothing of what happened.
appeared from around the corner. “Tahe this young man 10 & guest room, see that he is
bathed and dressed in appropriase astire for an informal dinner.” Turning back 10 Deven,
the king s0id him," [f you need anything, ask Rolf here. He'll help you.”

Then the king reswned 10 his audience chamber, and Deven was led away down
together. Deven was igft alone amidst the velves and gold 10 sahe care of his needs.

~That's as close as they ever get in staries 10 saying people go 10 the bathroom.—-
laghed.

“Very princely, Deven!”

Just shen Rolf knocked e the door. “Ready?” he ashed. He no longer seid “sir,”
Joolizh.”



wrong way?”
*I thoughe I looked quise noble, myself,” Deven said jokingly.
“Noble, indeed,” said Rolf. in a strange voice.
It wosldn't have meant 30 much 10 Deven except that he was abos 10 see Tannia

“Oh, I'l never get it right! "Made his somach tingle.' Homestly!”™

stiopped 10 see what was wrong.
ﬁlmwmeﬁmnﬂhhﬂﬂﬁ,hmlﬁ
“No, noc I want them 10 fall in love, 80t lust after cach other’s tanned bodies.”
Megan burst into langhuer. *Well, don't ook at me for help. T've never boen in
“Give it up, already! Oh well, | guess there's just w0 help for it but %0 be corny-
"Are you goiag %0 stay wp all night writing? It's almont 10:00."
*T'm almost dows. 1 want 10 finish it 30 I have tims 90 recopy it and hand it in.
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"All right, all rigin! As soon as I've handed in my story we'll go shopping.
How's thm?”

Megan went on 10 her room, and Kary tumed back 0 her story. It was almost
out, and Deven would become . .. Ah, but she dida't want 10 get 100 specific about
things; she just wanted the scene 10 carry itself through, revealing all its secrets in its own

Queen Queice. The Quoea swept sowards him in her long, rustling gown as soon as ke
came in.
enough how grasgfl we are 0 you.”

“Deven, moet my mothey,” said Tasania, wish the merest hint of & swinkie in her
€ye. Then Deven was froe 10 nwrn and lock at hev, and his hears albnoss ssopped. Her foress




The princess smiled at him, and his hears was lost forever. “Those clothes swit
mm'dnmmmmmm
week, and he requested the pleaswe of joining owr celebrasion dinner. As soon as he
arrives, dinner will be served.”

kkwwm.hldnmmqﬂﬂﬂnﬂgm
man in simple, clegam clothes ensered.
opposise Deven, beside Tasania, and everyone sas down.
ud:hmm.ummucmmam—dﬁdﬂhﬂm:

'Wdh’ammnk.’nﬂhmhﬂtﬁrmb-
lndred years. mmm»mnmﬂmmmmy
spelis on things.”

Mtqmmwwwﬂnﬂ“ﬁy-ﬂm
Deven 10 haar how he had managed 10 be in the swamp in the first place. It was King
Cenzm thas ashed the question:

“And now you, Deven. You are & myssery 1o oll of us. You must tell us who you
are and what events lod you 10 the Swamp of Sinmole.”

Mﬂﬂhmwmwuﬁlbﬁtﬁﬂ
and now he sensed & corssin wgency behind shis question. He wondsred wiky he was 30
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sell his swory, just as he had 10id it 10 the Capeain of the Guards. Then he 10ld of his
decision 10 look for the princess, and of kis jowrney 10 the swamp. His lisieners were filled
When he finished, there was a silence.

“Oh, Deven,” murmuwed Tasania. “That's incredible.”
you washed up on shore after a sscorm. What 1own was this in?”

Everyone looked as King Cenam for an explanation for his strange question. He
acknowledged their curiosity, and began 10 sell a story of s own. "17 years ago, you may
recall, Arman, | came heve on & ssase visis, bringing my second eldest son, who was just an
infant, 10 be bewothed 10 yowr third danghesr.”

“Before we could make it 10 shore, we rom into a serribie ssorm. The ship was
“This young man,” she king pointed 1o Deven, "iml;j
my other awe sons. Heving hoard his swory, | am almost convinced that he is the son | lost
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Deven’s jaw dropped open. This he had not expected. "Bt ..." he said,
falling silent when he could think of nothing 10 say.

“There is one thing that will prove yowr identisy conclusively,” the king continued,
salking directly 10 Deven now. He pulled a ring off his baby finger. “Do you recognize
this?”

Deven 100k the golden ring in his hand, ssaring at the pasern of inserswining leaves
that encircled is. Wordilessly he pulled his own ring out of his shirt and showed it 10 the
king.

“My son,” whispered King Cenam. “Prince Teth.”

Kary breathed a sigh of delight. At long last her hero achieved his quest, and what
a noble ending 10 a nobie journey it was. "Prince Teth. 1 don't know where that name
came from, but if's right. Teth and Tatania. And they all lived happily ever after.” But not
yet. There was still a bit more 10 wrap up before she could put The Ead on it. Since it was
past midnight, however, she decided 10 leave it for the next day.

*I'm almost finished!” Kary anncunced %0 Louise at school the next day.

*Almost finished what?" asked Lynne, coming up %0 them.

'ﬁ.h-mmmm&L&'unMaﬂnua
Louise.

Tdhwﬂpdm’d&e“mmkwﬂd”ﬂdm'
Lyane said, with some amassmont.

“Nerd glers. Nerd alert.” Oh, shut up. "You know, ever since that Parent Teacher
mmmm&mumm'mm' I guess my
mmwwﬁhbf

*Thenk goodnses, eh? So sow you'rs dolag exwra work for L.A. You're
unbeliovable!”
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"Well, this one’s mostly for fun,” Kary tried 10 pass it off. Yup, a definase Nerd
Alers.

*You know: " Louise put in, "some peopie like 10 spend their free time staying
after school, making posters, phoning people, selling tickets; and some people like to curl
up st home with a good book."

Kary smiled grasefully st Louise. Lynae grinned at the allusion 0 her Dance
Commitsee activities.

“Speaking of which,” she said, "are you guys going 10 the Christmas Dance?”

"Oh, I don't know,” Louise hedged.

"Oh, Louise--1 complesely forgot--I was supposed 10 ask you if you wanted ©0
come.”

"To the dance?” Louise asked, surprised.

"Yeah. Do you know Trevor Dohler? He's in 7B." Losise shook her head.
"Well, he lives not far from me; anyway, he figures we should get a bunch of people and
all go sogether. So I said I'd talk %0 you.”

Louiss looked skeptical.

“That's a groat idea,” said Lyane. “"Who else are you thinking of going with?”

"Oh, 1 doa't know.” Kary dida't want 10 meation Normes; he was hardly an
indicasor of popularity.

*1 wish I could come with you, but I have 10 help set up and stuff. I'll be there,
anyhow."

Kary suddealy dida't want 10 talk about the dance. She compared Lyans and all
her chattering, involved friends with the lictls group of brains who dida't even know each
other, and wondered if there was any point in going.

“So what's all this about going 10 the dance?” Louiss asked after class, whea they
were alons. '



"Oh, it's a long story.” She realized that it was going 10 be difficult 10 explain
Trevor without Louise jumping 10 the same conclusion as Sonya and Megan, and she
wamed Louise of all peopic 10 understand it right. "Remember whea I 10ld you about the
guy I met in the ravine, who also wasa't allowed 10 go there?”

"Yeah.”

that, since we live 30 close together. He's a lot of fun. T've been meaning 0 get you ©
meet him, but 1 never seem 10 see him at school.” Why didn't I ever il her about Trevor?
1 hope she doesn't think I've betrayed her friendship. It's hardly being a bosom buddy 10
keep something like that a secres.

But Louise dida't seem 0 be upset. She was just trying o figure out what all this
had 10 do with the dance. "And he's the one that wants (0 go 10 the dance.”

"Yes." Oh, why is this so complicased? "You see, we weat 10 the Halloween
MﬂlﬂamhahMtWIHMHﬂ
you thet | weat. I just felt 100 awful about it all.”

*And now you want 10 g0 00 another dance? You're not making any semse, Kary,”
Louise smiled helplessly.

“T'm gesting 0 the point of all this, reaily [ am. You see, after Trevor and [ got %0
homrible tims was that we dida't know anybody. So now that we know cach other, and [
know you, we could have fun if we weat together.”

*You made that all 2 Jot mose complicated then it seally was,” lenghed Louiss.

Tl just have 10 ask sy parents if I can go."
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"Oh, good!” Louise’s approval made the whole project seem a good idea again. "1
was also thinking of asking Norman if he wanted 10 go. He was at the last dance, and he
didn't have a great time, cither.”

"So what you're really asking me is if I'll go 10 a dance with a bunch of social
misfits.”

Kary’s heart skipped a beat; then she realized that Louise was teasing her. “Who
are you calling a social misfit?” she resorted, and all was right between them.

That night Kary finished her story.

Deven, or rasher, Prince Teth, conid not believe what was happening 10 him. A
man he had never seen before was embracing him and calling him "son.” The king and
queen of his counsry were congrasuling him and calling him a prince. Moss amazing of
all, the princess with whom he had fallen in love, whom he was sure he would never see
again, was whispering 10 him shat they were meant 10 be betrothed 10 one another.

“l knew is,” she said, much laser in the evening when the commotion surrounding
her renern and his discovery had died down and the two had & moment 10 be alone. 1
knew | couldn’t have fallen in love with juss anybody. It was fased 10 be this way.”

“Then,” he hesisased, not wanting 10 put the unbelievable into words. “Then you
love me, s00?"

She nwned hor ssarvy eyes sowards his. She had no need 10 say a word. He bems
his hoad sowards her and gendly, solemnly kissed hev.

“Will you marry me?" he ashod, and she said yes.

~Now that's not bad. Not bad at all. 1 shink I could get the hang of this.-

The firse thing Prince Tesh did on the day after his discovery weas 10 send &
messenger to the woedcusier, ashing him 10 come at once to the palace. Deven conldn’s
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wait 10 see the expression on his fosser father’s face when he found out who Prince Teth
really was.

The second thing he did was to ask formally for permission 1o marry Princess
Tamnia. This was gransed immediasely, and both kings were delighsed that their plans of
seventeen years ago were being fulfilled in this unexpected way. Preparations for a
wedding went underway at once, and the whole counsry began to celebrase with holidays
and festivals in honor of the betrothed couple.

So Prince Teth and Princess Tasania were married. Morag the sorceress appeared at
the wedding 10 give them her blessing, astonishing everyone who siill remained skeptical
abous wisches and magic.

Ham”haﬂumdkdadwumy
mm“M%W,ﬁmaMagum Each version of the story
was more elaborase and further from the sruth . \an the lass, and by the time Tesh and
Tasania were selling stories 10 their children, they could hardly recognize themseives in the
tales. Bus they never forgot what really happened, and Prince Teth always remembered
with pride that he had once been Deven, the woodcusier’s son.

The End

mmuummw-mmmqumdm
page with curlicues surrounding the letters. It was the first time she had ever written those
particular words with real intont, and she wanted 10 enjoy the experience 10 its utmoet.

I'm done, I'm done, I'm done, she sang silently, grabbing Nestor and deacing
around the room with him.

“"Kary! You look happy," said hor mother, passing by with the laundry.

*I am. I'm fisished my story, at last.”

"Well, congratelations. What are you going %0 do now?”

*Pirst I have 10 secopy it, thea I'll give it 10 Louiss 10 ses what she thinks of it, sad
then I'll give it 00 Miss Keawchuck.”



"You'd betier keep a copy for yourself.”

"You shouild ask your father if you can go use the computer at his school. Then
writing around her father. The less said, the betier, at this stage in their relationship. "1
don't know," she said, and her mother knew what she meant. "Besides, [ can't type, so it

"So, what do you want for Chwristmas?” Kary asked, changing the subject as she

"Oh, dear, | haven't really thought about it.” She paused, seeming almost shy. "I
wouldn't mind getting a copy of your story, if you woulda't mind me reading it." Kary
her head as if 10 dislodges the memory, and continued on 10 Megan's room.
cookbook, or a new sweater. It wam't as if it was goiag 10 be terrifically good. After all,

It s00k her three days of doing nothing else in her spare time but recopying 10 finish
wanted 10 see it again. She handed it 00 Louise at school with an expression of distste.

“Here. Take ic; I hase ic.”

put the manuscript in her folder with a sudden pang of anxiety, as if she were wasching her



"Be nice 10 it,” she entreated her friend. “But do tell me what you think. Can you
read it by tomorrow? | really want %0 get it in %0 Miss Krawchuck.”

"No problem,” said Louise.
thrilled Kary that she loved it

"Its great; it really is. It sounds just like something from a book of fairy tales, or

So Kary handed her story in to Miss Krawhcuck. And there was nothing else 0 do
after that. Aﬂwﬁwmﬂﬁmﬁhnhmmﬂeﬂm
purposeless. The clearing in the center of her soul was vacant once again. Luckily it was
Christmes time, and there was Christmas shoppiag 10 do, and a dance 10 get ready for, and
ankiadsdpnlha&ym-nﬁ-phﬁmmyhﬂm“mn
she dida't foel 100 Jost. But a part of her was still with her story, still aaxious %0 know its
fase.

classes, and had a woaderful time. Kary hada't knows how fua danciag could be, and
Nnﬁnsnﬁﬁywl-mahwﬁﬁlﬁqmﬁ‘_dm‘hﬂnﬁ
mm“dhﬁgﬁquﬂﬂqmnﬂMﬁm
mbddﬁdﬁmmnhﬁhﬂhﬂpﬂyﬂﬁihﬁ;
ciscls during cach song: hpq_iuﬁ-ﬁ—:ﬁﬂ*.-uﬁi
caught on. mnnunﬁﬂm-ﬁﬂdﬂnhﬁﬂ
swaying, bouncing bodies grew bigger, she fokt herself expandiag, extading ©
encompess the whols dance floce, filing up with ol of the fun in the world.




'Ynhﬁlﬂ.‘i:ﬂbbﬁaﬂ;wﬁhmmﬁi
hﬂﬁhﬁm.‘lﬁﬁwlﬁlvhn-y-ﬁ;hﬂﬂyﬂ s
Hrﬁmabmﬂhgﬁhdﬁ!ﬁ—ihhﬁuﬂ

owt.”

% go 0 sleept”
‘Aﬂhﬂﬂpﬁmm-ﬂm‘tﬂybhﬂﬂ.ﬂﬂ Al he
magic, | mesn.”
'ﬂﬂclh’tiﬁi-ﬁf-ﬂﬂﬁ!’m agreed Kary. "k always

addsessed w you.”
WP yn Wiy dou't you ot least got dvessed fivst. R will wak that leng.”



EMﬂtﬂﬂﬁﬂﬁﬂﬁﬁMEﬂu
opea Miss Krawchuck’s presont. What could it be? I looked and fick like two or three

not really a magazine: it was a crestive writing journal, “published 10 showcase the taleats
23 1 why Miss Krawchuck would have given her three copics, Kary opened 10 the tablc of

290000 88 an encuss: | did 50 want 10 surprise you. | emtered your sory in the Swedent’s
Journal comtest. 1did 50 only becauss I was quits surs it would bs the best in ks casegory,
and 1 folk others dessrved 10 ead it 00. T'm delighted 10 s0e that I was right. Before you
would have wanted for i, and it's probably not right at all, 50 for that | apologies. [ will
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ﬂ'ﬁﬂhﬁmm@mﬂﬁﬁh
pﬂnﬁhﬂ“dﬁm There, in black and whise, wese the words she

mpﬁdnﬂﬂgﬁi‘—!y-_l&mqm And
nﬁﬁnﬂﬂ;hﬂdh_pﬁShﬂmﬂﬁ-ﬁmﬂ
mﬁmhﬂm—imhn-i-impﬂnﬂﬂ
wﬁhmh—&h_ﬂgh—ﬂldmmh
1 wrose shis? she wondered. She looked out at the magical white world outside
ﬁﬁ.ﬁhmﬂﬂﬂﬂlnhﬂﬁﬁﬂﬁ
ﬁmiﬁhmhﬁﬂﬂg—ﬁx K was all seal. She
ﬂdﬁuﬁﬁﬁ-—lﬂﬁﬂnﬂ.dhg So she began reading the
m-ﬂ-umﬂgiﬁﬂnmﬁﬁ.mnm—ﬂ
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Epilog

between the golden tinsel; pascels full of secsets about 10 be opened; Chrissmes oranges and

Chvissnas belongs with fairy mies, Kary decided. It's a different color, bus it's the
same magic.

"Well, time 10 cat broakfust,” her father said, as he said every Christmas morsing
presonts flrst.”

“Pressats—-bah humbug!” he retoreed, as ueual.

"But you have 10 se¢ what [ got you,” said Megan, varying her response from the
wadition.

“That's & nsw ons,” their mother commented.
giving then what we'se getting?” Kary ashed. For she shared Mogan's cagerness (0 508
how everyons would liks their presents. She had a fow exua special gifts 10 give this yoar.
Magan, 100, ssamad 10 have somathing a Nealle diffosent up her slesve. She had been acting
ond youchoubdadhaves. Thay ol langhed ot the bumesous piague Magnn gut for Gelr
spons 2 bt of time loohing ot o dellelons plotwes in men's aow coshbonk
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In the middie of it all Kary sore open her present from her father, and stopped 28
she saw what it was: a beantifully bownd book of blank pages. “For your writing,” was
the inscription inside. She looked wp at her father, who was trying %0 look sonchalant
abowut it.

“Thenks, Dad,” she said. "Ics beautiful.” She dida't say anything clse, but they
waderstood cach other. Her mother was smiling at them with tcars in her cyes, exprossing
encugh emotion for both of them.

Thea the present opening continued s before, cxoept, perhaps, that there was 8
slightly warmer focling among all the participants. At last the pils under the wes dwindied
10 a few prescats meant for frionds and selatives. But it wasn't over yot. Meogan was still
full of her secret, and Kary hada't bestowed her finel gifts.

*Wait,” she said, when it looked like everything was over and their father could
finally have his broakfast.

*Siill more gifs?" her mother exclaimed, as Kary bsought out the thees packages
she'd hidden under the couch. Mﬂ‘“hﬂd““
difSesent in each ons, 50 she wes caseful 10 give each 1 the right person.

"You can all open them at once,” she said.

Mmﬂdh&n“h.hmdh“n
seveal the cover of the Swdent Journal.

“Opea h wp," Kery wgnd. m“uﬁhununnﬂh
aams in the sble of contents.

“Oh, Kary!” hor mother cried, giving her a bng. “How wonderful for youl This is
the bost present I could have gonsa.”

“Yesh, this is seally sewvific. Thanks, Kary,” ssid Magan, sounding slmost as if she
wess honssed by e gik.

'Wupddmtq.’hh-ﬂ.dlqﬂv—dm Jnes
he wes shaut 40 got wasembwnbls with ol s praiss, he phons tng.
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“TH got it,” she said, jumping wp.

“Tell Megan her friend’s friend’s cousin finaily got through %0 me,” said Brian,
*1 finished your story,” Kary said, that being ths most wgent thing she wanted
“With the princess ia the tower? Swre | somember. How doss i end?”

The End



