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CHAPTER ONE 

In the beginning Clara Drummond lived a happy, normal life. 
She lived on a quiet street in a cozy and quiet house. But one 
day, her mother disappeared, leaving only Clara and her father. 
That’s when Aunt Flora moved in. 

With Aunt Flora came Clara’s cousin, Fauna. Aunt Flora was 

about fifty years old, pale of skin and quite round. The short 
skirts and tight blouses she wore did nothing to help her look 
smaller, only bigger. Her daughter, Fauna, was a mirror image.  

“We need to help Aunt Flora now,” said Clara's father as he 

hugged her. “She’s hit a bit of a rough patch in her life.” 

But Aunt Flora seemed to have plans of her own. “The girl 

needs a mother, Johnny” Aunt Flora said to her father, who 

only nodded in agreement. “You’ll thank me for this later.” 

There was much talking, and smiling, and promising that first 
night of Auntie’s arrival. The next day as Clara’s father went 

off to work he kissed his daughter and said, “Please be nice to 

your Aunt, honey. And be a help to her by just doing whatever 
she asks.” 

Clara looked at him through groggy just waking up eyes. 
“Okay, Dad.” 

Her father turned back to her as he reached her bedroom door. 
“There may be some small changes honey. But I know you’ll 

take them like my little angel.” 

Clara nodded sleepily and settled back down to sleep.  

In dreamland Clara was chasing a wild iguana as it ran into the 
rocky places, occasionally turning its head back to smile at her 
it seemed. This was odd behavior indeed, but then it was a 
dream. Any number of strange things can happen in dreamland. 
And sometimes scary nightmarish things can happen. But the 
dream Clara was now embarked upon was simply an odd and 



curious game of chase. The nightmare would not begin until 
she woke up. 

“WAKE UP TIME,” called Aunt Flora’s booming voice. 

Clara popped out of bed like bread from a toaster, hurriedly got 
dressed and raced out of her room. As she reached the top of 
the spiral staircase, she saw Aunt Flora pacing around 
downstairs in the front hallway. No sooner had Clara arrived at 
the bottom step than she was she given her orders. 

“Ah…There you are Clara Le Sleepy. This morning we’re 

discussing room assignments.” 

“Oh, good” said Clara, “well I think---” 

“Thinking’s already done, Miss Sassy.” 

Clara’s face became a question mark. “But you said we’re 

discussing the---” 

“Discussion over. Decision made.”  

“The first thing to change is that your cousin Fauna will room 

in your bedroom. She has so many allergies, the poor dear,” 

said Aunt Flora. “It wouldn’t be right to ask her to sleep 
elsewhere.” 

Clara’s eyes lit up. “Wow! That’s great. Then we can share---” 

“Things OTHER than the bedroom, darling” said Aunt Flora, 

pointing her finger at Clara, using a stern tone of voice that 
made it sound like she was accusing her of something. 

“You’re rooming in the basement. Too grimy and dirty for 

Fauna; you understand. Your bed has already been placed 
there.” 

Clara was confused. “Well, yeah, but---” 

“Time is of the essence, of the essence” said Aunt Flora in 

sharp tones. “Now, be a dear, and GET PACKING!!” 



Clara did as she was told, just like her father had asked and 
happily hurried off to school. Whatever was going on with 
Aunt Flora she hoped would change. She hadn’t seen Aunt 

Flora since she was very small. And this Aunt Flora seemed 
nothing like the Aunt she remembered. 

When the bus arrived she climbed the steps as she did every 
morning and found a seat in the back. Her friend Jenny was 
there waiting for her. 

“Hey, Clara. What’s up?” 

“Nothing,” mumbled Clara, finding herself suddenly without 
anything to say.” 

“Yeah, me too,” said Jenny.  

So off went the bus and whisked the two girls away to school. 
Not their favorite place but one which they had learned through 
the miracle of childhood to endure. But then there was a 
decided lack of school choice in this small town. Everybody 
who lived there now, had lived there before, or would live 
there in the future would go to the same schools.  

And at the grade level the two girls were at, Grade 5, the 
school they would go to was one Garbin Elementary. To the 
namesake of the school, Dr. Frederick Garbin, and the teachers 
and administrators of Garbin Elementary, it was a proud and 
honorable name that brought with it a long history and promise 
of scholastic glory.  

To the students, who had long ago adopted the school name of 
Garbage, and sometimes Fried Garbage, it was significantly 
less on the glory scale but right at the top of the boring scale. 
Just another silly place they were required to spend their days.  

The teachers were an assortment of characters ranging from 
serious to funny to just plain mean. Each student had their own 
favorite to enjoy or endure. On the side of enjoyable was Mrs. 
McFarland. With her round rosy cheeked face, large spectacles, 
and wavy brown hair just to look at her would make you smile. 



It seemed that every student thought her the greatest. At the 
other end of the scale was Mr. Talbot. If ever there was an 
example of what mean would look like Mr. Talbot was that 
example. From his bushy grey eyebrows, to his pinched-
together-so-long-they-stuck-that-way lips to his teeth bucking 
like a wild horse, one look at him would make your day 
suddenly clouded over with a typhoon on the way. But if he 
looked at you, right at you with those eagle sharp eyes, well, 
that’s when the fear would run through you like lightning 
through a thundering sky.  

But this was not by any means an unusual collection of 
teachers. It was just the particular collection of teachers at 
Garbin Elementary.  

When Clara and Jenny arrived at school, and walked around 
the side of the school to use the rear entrance---their favorite 
because so few people used it---they heard some boys talking 
or arguing about something. It was unclear what that something 
was. But it sure seemed rightly important to those boys. 

Around the back of the school were a few access doors to what 
might have been the basement or storage room. These doors 
were thick and heavy grey doors with giant sized iron handles 
that looked like they belonged to someone with huge hands. 
Each door was reached by stepping down a narrow passage of 
five steps. This arrangement created little pockets like small 
hideaways where one could go to be out of sight of those 
above. It was in one of these pockets the boys were, in the 
midst of something very interesting to themselves. 

“Oh yeah! Topped your card.” 

“That’s okay. I’m gonna get mine closer and take all your 

cards.” 

“Look at my card there. I think it’s closest. Ha ha.” 

“Nuh uh. Up here looks like mine’s closer, laughing boy.” 

“Oh yeah! I topped you both. It’s all mine.” 



On and on they went through something which sounded so 
intriguing Clara and Jenny just had to see for themselves. The 
boys were so deep into their game that they didn’t hear the 

girls, who for this sneak-up-and-see were quiet as church mice. 
And before they knew it the girls were looking down into their 
den. 

Clara was surprised to see Milo Skeeters, whom everyone 
simply called Skeets. She didn’t know her friend Skeets was 

interested in card throwing. As if he could hear her thoughts, 
Skeets looked up from his stack of cards and saw Clara looking 
at him. “Hey, Clara.” 

This exclamation caused the other two boys to jump, so 
engrossed in the game they were. 

“Whoa!” said Mankie, looking at Clara with big scared eyes, “I 

thought you were a teacher.” 

“Yeah,” said Guggins. “Mr. Chalmers.” 

“Mr. Chalmers?” said Clara. 

“Yeah. Mr. Chalmers? The farting Maintenance guy?” 

“Totally. The last time he caught us here he said if he caught us 

here again he would tell the principal.” 

“Yeah. But good old Mr. Bostwick doesn’t care. He’d probably 

want to join in the game.” Smiles and guffaws ran through the 

boys as if they had heard the world’s funniest joke. 

Clara just stared at them, her eyebrows raised so high that her 
head seemed to stretch. “Mr. B would do that?” 

“We don’t know,” said Skeets. “He just seems a good guy.” 

Now the heads starting bobbing in agreement, wide grins all 
around. Guggins held up his cards and waved them over his 
head at Clara. “So…you want in this game? Gotta get some 

cards first.” 



Clara shook her head “No. Thought you were doing something 

good. But it’s just cards.” 

“Humph, just cards she says,” muttered Guggins. “Like she 

knows something---” 

RRRIIING!!  

The school bell cut off Guggins words.  

“Oops! Gotta go.” Like ants fleeing a flooding hole the boys 
stuffed cards in pockets and scrambled out of the stairwell, 
almost knocking each other over as they raced to the entrance 
door.  

Clara picked up her pace a bit, as did Jenny. But they didn’t 

need to run since they had the same teacher whose classroom 
was the closest to the rear school entrance. In this way the 
school’s rear entrance served two purposes. One, not too many 

people used it, and two it was real close to their classroom. 
Right on the first floor. 

“Now children,” announced Miss Emeline after attendance had 
been taken. “Today we will begin a very exciting and magical 

study. The study of the wonderful and magical world of bees. 
First we will read about them in ABC of Bee Culture, by Amos 
Root. He was a pioneer in beekeeping from the mid-1800s. 
Among his major contributions was a method to harvest honey 
without destroying the beehive. Then we will talk about bees 
and many of the modern beekeeping innovations, and finally 
we will get to go on a field trip to an actual working bee farm.” 

The expression on some of the faces in the classroom looked 
stunned or excited as an anxious energy seemed to overtake the 
room. Then, a hand nervously shot up. 

“Yes, Sandra,” said Miss Emeline. 

“Umm…do we um…hafta like…get…real…umm…you 

know…close to them?” 



Miss Emeline was both patient and soothing. “No, no dear. We 

will be far away, looking at them through a big glass window. 
Nothing to be afraid of.” 

Just at that moment three bees were hovering outside the 
window, as if they heard themselves being talked about. Clara 
looked up and saw the bees, getting a curious feeling that they 
were trying to tell her something.  

Another hand shot up. “But what if they get out!” 

A murmur of yeahs and uh-huhs circled through the room. 

“Oh, Chrissie. The people who work there assure me that they 
have been in this business for many years and it is extremely 
safe to watch them at work from inside the building, which is 
exactly where we will be.” 

After a few more questions and answers the class finally settled 
down on the subject of bees. 

Clara for one was extremely involved in the conversation. She 
knew bees could be trouble. 

She knew getting stung was not fun. But she also knew that the 
buzzing sound of bees was a sound almost as soothing as a 
cat’s purring and as yummy as sizzling bacon. And those were 
things something she was very familiar with. Besides, after this 
morning she would welcome something entirely different. 

 

At the Sudds farm life had begun stirring at sunrise. There was 
much to do and not one person or creature had cause to idle 
about. Except for royalty. In the barn Queen Kalonda, the 
queen bee, had assembled her court. The royal adjutant, Beldia, 
was at her side. 

“Beldia! Please report.” 



“Well, my Queen, we today received a report from Tanko. He 

and his scouts caught sight of our girl at school, it seems. This, 
as you know, after many months of scouring the countryside.” 

“Your diligence is noted. Was Tanko identified?” 

“He assures me that neither he nor anyone in his squad was 

detected.” 

“Top notch! A tale spanning many centuries is about to come 
to an end. Three hundred years ago, Duke Otoo, who lived 
beyond the hills of Gymraeg, was so exceedingly bad-tempered 
and unpleasant that everyone hated him. He had become so 
unpopular that no one would speak to him. The queen heard 
about it and commanded him to leave to America. This suited 
Duke Otoo just fine; but before he left he stole the Great Book 
of Mrunelight This book is now in the possession of our girl. 
We must move in swiftly to make contact before the night 
moon circles the sky.” 

CHAPTER TWO 

The front door blasted open. A large woman filled the 
entryway.  

“CLARA?!” Aunt Flora yelled in a voice that could make birds 

drop from the sky. 

Marching into the kitchen she was greeted by a mess of cereal 
bowls, half empty cereal boxes and tea cups strewn across the 
kitchen table and countertops. 

“Where IS that child!” she fumed. 

She marched over to the basement door, opened it, then put her 
hand to her ear and listened. 

“I know you’re down there, Clara Le Strange. Now get your 
tuckus right up here and clean this mess up!” 



Lying on her bed reading a book, Clara heard her Aunt from 
the minute she had entered the house. How could she miss that 
tremendous rumbling sound? Just like a stomping elephant.  

“Yes, Aunt Flora,” Clara yelled, afraid to even talk to her. “I’ll 

be right there.” 

Aunt Flora gripped the door frame with one hand as she 
stomped her foot down. 

“You had better be, Miss Le Lazy. I’m no servant to clean up 

after YOU,” Aunt Flora huffed, her nose crinkled up as if she 
had just smelled something disgusting. 

“And then you’d better take a bath. I can smell your odor from 

here!” 

Basements are often filled with foul smelling odors. What with 
dampness and mold the smells are endless. Evidently Aunt 
Flora did not know this. 

Clara grumbled something under her breath, something not 
very nice. Mistakes such as this were something she had to be 
careful of. The walls had ears…and the ears had big mouths. 

“She’s mumbling bad things again, Mommy,” chimed a voice 

from somewhere in the basement. This was none other than her 
darling cousin/thorn in her side Fauna, always there to make 
matters worse. 

“You hear that Clara Le Nasty?” came Auntie’s voice booming 

down the stairwell. “You hear what my little angel is saying? 

Maybe we need to wash your nasty little mouth out with soap!” 

Clara’s eyes grew very wide as she sat up in bed. “I’m very, 

very, sorry Auntie. Really sorry,” she said thinking quickly 

about what to do next.  

Fauna stood with her arms crossed in front of her chest, silently 
mimicking Clara’s every word, her mouth opening and closing 

like a fish. 



Then in a flash it came to Clara. “I thought you’d like to know 

I found those Miller’s Biscuits you love so much,” she said, her 

eyes sparkling as they smiled at Fauna. “They were hiding in 
the back of the pantry.” 

Fauna looked at Clara with hot daggers shooting from her eyes. 

Aunt Flora rubbed her ear and pictured herself eating her 
favorite biscuits with her afternoon tea. Oh yes, a mighty 
pleasing picture indeed. “Okay, little Missy. Maybe I’ll let you 

slide on the mouth washing THIS time, “she announced in a 

rare moment of generosity. “In future you’d do best to watch 

your snappy mouth. But you still need to get right up here and 
clean up your mess before your father gets home. NOW!” 

Clara smiled with relief that the worst had been avoided. But 
Fauna was snarling like a lion ready to pounce on its prey. 

“You know I was saving those biscuits for my tea party with 

Miss Jumpy,” Fauna hissed, strolling right up close to Clara. 

“But don’t think you’re safe yet, little Miss Smarty pants. I’m 

watching you,” she said putting two fingers to her eyes and 

then pointing them at Clara. She spun her head around with an 
angelic smile on her devilish face as she tromped up the stairs.  

Clara’s face wore an expression of both shock and disbelief. 

Satisfied with her performance, Fauna went on her way. 
“Mommy? Can I have a cookie?” Fauna cooed sweet as sugar 

pie. She reached the top of the stairs and looked back at Clara, 
once again giving her the ‘I’m watching you’ hand sign before 

disappearing through the door.  

Watching this wonderful act of daughter playing mother like a 
trombone, Clara felt like she had awakened on another planet. 
But in the wonderful way that children can easily switch from 
one mood to another, Clara pictured something funny that 
suddenly made things brighter. In her imagination her Aunt and 
cousin were giant balloons that never got full and Clara was the 
keeper of the world’s best chocolates which were kept in a 



room surrounded by pins. Her Aunt and cousin kept on eating 
and were never satisfied, until they forced their way into the 
special storage room to take all the best chocolates. Then they 
exploded. It was such a funny picture that she clamped her 
hand over her mouth to keep from laughing out loud. 

Clara didn’t mind rooming in the basement as much as 

someone might think. It had always been a place of magic and 
wonderment where she could let her imagination run free. And 
while it was still a place of magic and wonderment it had also 
become a hideaway where she stayed until trouble came 
calling; or until it was time for school. 

Making her way up the rickety staircase, Clara saw her cat, 
Patches, huddled in a corner near the top of the staircase.  

“Hey, Patchy, Come here, baby.” 

The cat meowed and padded over; rubbing its head up against 
Clara’s waiting hands. 

“I know it’s kinda loud around here now,” said Clara, softly 

scratching the cat’s fuzzy head. “But you always have me.” 

Patches gave an appreciative meow and jumped into Clara’s 

ready arms. Clara cuddled the beautiful brindle cat close to her 
chest while she stroked her little head and made soft cooing 
sounds. A perfect picture of friends united in bliss.  

The perfect picture of bliss was shattered when Clara stepped 
into the kitchen.  

“What has Fawfaw left for me now, Patchy?” she murmured, 

using the special name she had for her cousin.  

The same mess of cereal bowls, cereal boxes and tea cups that 
had greeted Aunt Flora now greeted Clara. And like every 
mess before it was of course a mess made by Fauna, the 
messiest child in the world.  



“You can sit here and keep me company,” Clara whispered to 

Patches as she set her down on a chair. “Looks like I’ve got 

lots of cleaning to do…” 

An explosion of crows lifted off the ground and filled the sky. 
The sun hung lazily in the sky as warm currents of spring air 
swirled through the trees. 

A bit of confusion was itself swirling in the basement as Clara 
wondered what she should do next. So many things to do, so 
many things to do. Well, there was that matter of the musty 
wine cellar no longer used to store wine but now used as a 
storage closet in the farthest darkest corner of the basement. In 
that closet was an old chest, dirty and dusty now but if you 
wiped some of the dirt and dust away you would see a most 
glorious and ornately ornamented wood, like it had been a 
Pirate’s chest. Clara had of course done this very thing on the 

day she found it.  

Inside the chest now was not Pirate’s booty, but women’s 

clothing; frilly skirts, jangly boots, elegant gloves and hats. But 
of the many unique things in the chest one item that really 
captured her imagination was a thick black book with the word 
“MRUNELIGHT” in big gold letters on the front cover. The 

mystery of this title deepened when she read through the pages; 
words, words, words, lots of words; some big ones, some small 
ones, some bending around pages so that a word that began on 
page 1 for instance, would spill over the side of the page and 
pour onto page 2. And sometimes these words made sense and 
sometimes they did not. But at any rate the words no matter 
how big or small or bending seemed to have a calming effect, 
kind of like being with her cat Patches.  

If she followed these words from the first page to the last a 
curious thing would happen. On the last page was a picture of a 
little gold bag, a beautiful gold bag that she imagined was like 
a genie lamp but instead it was a gold bag. And the stream of 
words pouring off the page spilled into the open bag like a 



waterfall. She had never seen this bag before looking at this 
book. But then it seemed like something she should recognize.  

Her imagination went wild as she thought of the gold bag. 
Maybe it was a MAGIC bag! Maybe it would grant her wishes 
if she waved her hands over it or something. She waved her 
hands over the bag to see what happened. Nothing. Still, she 
thought it might indeed be a magic bag. She thought about it no 
more than one second before knowing what her wish would be. 

Clara closed the book and held it against her chest as she patted 
the book and drifted in her imagination. Suddenly her eyes 
opened wide in excitement. Now she remembered where she 
had seen a book just like this! That old magician The Amazing 
Dante who used to perform at the county fair and had many 
brightly colored bags and a big black book with a different 
design on the front. She decided there was definitely something 
magic about this bag and decided to go to the library and speak 
to Mrs. Plumwrinkle, the nice librarian who seemed to know 
more than anybody should. 

As Clara approached the building yellow sparks of light shot 
from the sculpted columns. Distorted faces of lions and eagles 
and creatures too gruesome to describe peered out at her from 
their marble encasements, as if time itself had stopped them in 
their tracks, freezing them at just the exact moment something 
horrible was about to befall. On each face she sensed a 
momentary dread, a sharp knowledge that indeed they had been 
graciously spared the worst. 

Of course, they were made of stone. Still, the images were 
scaring the bejujubes out of her! 

Cautiously, ever so cautiously, she stepped past the columns of 
snarling faces and up to the massive door. She pushed it open. 
A loud CREAAK rattled at her ears, winding its way into the 
very depths of her. Her legs began to shake.  



“Be brave, be brave,” she said to herself, trying with all her 

might not to turn and run away. 

Pressing onward, past the creaking door, she came to a second 
door, smaller than the first, leading (she hoped!) into the main 
building. She pushed on the door. It was stuck! Suddenly, 
behind her, she thought she heard someone moving about. It 
could have been the wind. It could have been some rustling 
leaves. But trapped as she was between doors, the idea of 
someone or some-thing trying to sneak up behind her was 
absolutely terrifying. She quickly gathered all her courage. 
Then, backing up a few steps she took a deep breath and ran for 
the inner door with all her strength. ZWIIINGG!!!! The door 
flew open and she fell through into another room. Now, bruised 
and battered, down on her hands and knees, she felt as if she 
had just been spat out by a great stone beast. She lifted her 
head to look around. What!! SHE COULDN’T SEE!! She 

rubbed and rubbed at her eyes but all she could make out was 
the blackest black surrounding her. Closing her eyes, trying 
desperately not to panic, she thought she might be dreaming, 
wondering maybe if she hadn’t actually been home in bed the 

whole time. After all, this WAS the strangest place she had 
ever been, and if not dreamlike, certainly nightmarish. She 
reached around with her left arm and pinched her right 
shoulder: hard.  

“YEEE-OUUCCHH!!!”  

She was awake all right. Wasn’t there any better method of 

finding out if one was truly awake? 

Her voice sailed into the lonely distance of the room, a room 
that must have been quite large as the returning echo shook her 
bones. Carefully, she opened her eyes once more. And there, 
before her, she could now start to make out lights; little bitty 
lights, glowing all around her, hovering as it were like tiny 
fireflies coming out to greet her. Except these were the oddest 
fireflies; blue and amber and green and was that purple? All 



floating in the near distance, dancing to some crazy symphony 
that only they could hear. 

Something moved toward her through the blackness nearly 
knocking her over.  

“Best not to go arglemumphing about,” said an old woman’s 

voice,” lest you tollywobble and snortlegort beyond control!!" 

“Excuse me?” said Clara. 

“Indeed!” replied Mrs. Plumwrinkle. “And that is precisely the 
point. Excuses, excuses. Now, in MY day…,” her voice 

became no more than a whisper as her eyes fixed on a distant 
point somewhere far away. “But I get ahead of myself. 
Plumwrinkle. Mrs. Edwina Plumwrinkle. As you are already 
inside please come in.” 

It was the strangest sort of introduction on an even stranger sort 
of day. Not to mention the overall look of the place, that other-
worldly looking place; the colors; the shapes; the everything 
about it so crazy and beyond the reach of Clara’s experience 
that she didn’t know just WHAT to think. 

But she had not time to think. She had come to ask Mrs. 
Plumwrinkle’s help and she needed to get right to it. 

“Well. I’ve got this book here and I wondered if you could tell 

me something about it.” 

“Hmm,” said Mrs. Plumwrinkle, hitting the side of her head 
with the heel of her hand like she was trying to shake her 
memory loose. “Oh my my. The one and only Book of 
Mrunelight. You dear girl. Just look at the thickness of the rich 
leather, and the richness of the dim gold lettering. Everything 
about it shouts its magical heritage.” 

“One time before I saw a book like this,” offered Clara, trying 

to be helpful. “The Amazing Dante had one like it.” 

“Oh, Dante…Dante. Why of course! Now it comes back to me. 
This Dante character is not new to us. Not the first time we’ve 



heard his name connected to treachery. He’s a distant relative 

of an ancient royal somebody who had stolen a magic book of 
some type from the kingdom of something or other. Can’t 

remember at the moment. But we can find all the necessary 
details here at the Celestial, as we like to call it.” 

“So you know him?” 

“No…well…YES. Not know him but know of him. He used to 

come around here and perform at the fair.” 

“Yes,” said Clara. “I remember that.” 

“Do you remember how astounding his magic was?” 

“Oh yes. He was the greatest.” 

“Maybe yes, maybe no. Do you remember that even other 

magicians could not figure out how he did his tricks? Oh 
goodness. Drove them absolutely crazy.” 

“Uh, I’m not sure.” 

“Well it was not something that got around much but the 
Magic Mantle, a magicians’ group that most magicians belong 

to, seemed to think there was more to Dante’s magic than 

simple trickery. They even tried to stop him performing.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“Well, when he arrived on the scene he was just an okay 
conjurer. Second rate, some said. And then like a bolt from the 
blue he suddenly becomes light years better than seemed 
possible.” 

“Maybe he just practiced more? said Clara, feeling suddenly 
defensive in his regard. 

“Some say he got his magic from the Devil,” said Mrs. 

Plumwrinkle, wiping her hands across her eyes. “He had this 

thick black book he used to bring with him everywhere; like it 
was very important to keep it by his side. But I shouldn’t be 

telling you these things, dearie. This is adult business.” 



Clara felt a shiver of ice cold needles racing up her right side. 
“So this book I have. Do you think it’s---” 

“The very same. And to think that charlatan had in his greasy 
grasp the grandest tome of all, the Book of Mrunelight.” 

“Wow!” exclaimed Clara. “I had no idea this book was 

so…GREAT!” 

“To the Archive!” 

Mrs. Plumwrinkle led the way down dark and dusty hallways 
surrounded by stacks of books and medieval items like armor, 
chains, and as they came around a corner, a skeleton. Clara 
shuddered. Soon they came to an iron door. Mrs. Plumwrinkle 
drew a large black key from her smock and unlocked the door. 
Behind the door was a brick wall.  

Clara thought the old woman had blown a head gasket when 
she said, “Let’s go then,” and started toward the wall. And then 

the strangest thing happened as the wall was suddenly gone and 
they had seemed to drop down to a lower level. The air 
suddenly smelled damp and thick like they had walked into 
swampland. The floors appeared strewn with something or 
other that made a CHWISH sound like dried leaves as they 
walked. Mrs. Plumwrinkle told her that these were stems and 
herbs which were protection from everything that is nasty.  

“An ancient fortress, my dear. Gronks are all about. We must 

be ever vigilant” 

Now there appeared to be a dim light filtering in from windows 
up above as a yellow mist hovered all around. An intense 
orange light blazed in the distance from an empty fireplace. 

“The Tiks are on the move,” said Mrs. Plumwrinkle, her voice 
rasping, her face gone gray as old ash. “After three centuries of 
relative silence they are returning as expected, attempting to 
seize control and wreak havoc on humanity. They vowed that 
this time they would not be so easily defeated nor disappear so 
completely. Their plans include a lethal combination of 



vampires, ghouls, zombies and axe wielding faeries who 
receive their orders directly from Krygzyk. Once the seeds are 
planted they would sprout in the spring of smothering darkness, 
regrouping as needed, ad infinitum.”  

“Couldn’t Krygzyk cast a powerful spell to do the same thing?” 
asked Clara. 

“Most likely. But a maniacal madman does so love his 
elaborately concocted plans of destruction. It is often the only 
thing his jelly brain can digest. Simplicity proves too difficult.” 

“Sounds like a movie I saw.” 

“From the minute you popped open the lid on that crate, the 

evil was set free into our world. And as evil will do, it sought 
its source of darkness. Only then did Krygzyk and his minion 
know exactly where the book could be found. You have been 
in grave danger since.” 

Clara shivered. She was hoping to find out something magical 
and wondrous about the book. But this was something far less 
than magical and wondrous. 

“Danger?” 

“You have no idea the danger you’re in having this book. The 

forces of darkness are gathering as we speak devising ways to 
get at it. This is a time where trust is at a premium.” 

An expression of confusion clouded across Clara’s face. Her 

knees were visibly shaking and her hands felt ice cold. “I don’t 

understand ‘trust is at a premium.’ What does it mean?” 

“It means the time is such that one must question in whom they 

place their trust.” 

Clara’s eyes popped open wide. 

“Well…uhm…th…th…then…How do I know I can trust 

you?” 



Mrs. Plumwrinkle’s warm smile immediately dispelled all fears 

as Clara felt a warmth course through her. “A difficult position, 

I know,” said Mrs. Plumwrinkle. “Especially for one so young 

and new to this plot. But as I told your mother about this very 
same thing, long ago…” 

“My Mother? You know her?” 

“Of course, dearie,” said Mrs. Plumwrinkle as if this were 

common knowledge. “When she first came to me so many 

years ago with this very book shaking in her little hands she 
posed many questions which we did much to discover answers 
to. At that time, we knew of such a book but the stories of its 
existence had circulated for so long it had passed into the realm 
of myth and legend. But when your mother appeared with 
living proof, everything changed. I told her the best things for 
her to do was lock it up and never look at it again. I even 
provided her with a specially designed iron crate to keep it 
invisible to the world of magic. And it has remained invisible 
until now. This is where our story begins.” 

“So when I opened the crate the magic world…” 

“Caught word of it faster than you can say oops. Krygzyk’s 

troops are presently out in search.” 

“I should be happy I came to you first, I guess.” Clara blurted. 

“Oh, dearie. There was never any doubt it would be any other 

way. As your mother’s daughter you have been programmed to 

it, so to speak. Once the book was in your hands it effectively 
put the idea into your head. And here you are.” 

“First things first. We must search through the book and extract 

from it the secrets it holds to finding the Færsceaþa. Then we 
must secret this book to a safe place and wait for the next move 
to be made…” 

“The who what?” said Clara. 



“The little gold bag. Pronounced fearskeetha. He who 
possesses this most powerful item, controls all. This is the 
grand prize that Krygzyk and his minion hunger after.” 

CHAPTER THREE 

A bellowing of bullfinches bullied the sky with fluttering 
wings and chittering chirps. The sun had only moments before 
crested the horizon, and already the birds were excitedly 
dancing in the morning sky.  

One of the larger bullfinches hovered outside Clara’s bedroom 

window and was feverishly hammering his beak against it. The 
rest of the flock circled steadily overhead as if keeping watch. 

Sleepy headed, groggy eyed Clara was just coming out of a 
long drawn out dream where she had been on the run from 
vicious creatures of the night swamplands and was barely 
aware of this cantankerous cacophony of finches let alone the 
single bullfinch thrashing at her small basement window. Clara 
rubbed at her eyes savagely as if they had done her wrong. 
Now clearer of sight, she peeked around attempting to locate 
the source of that steady click click clicking she heard with 
sudden clarity. Finally, she walked over to and looked up at the 
single small basement window, a thin veneer of grime across it 
and fringed by crabgrass at the bottom edge.  

“What the…” was all she could say as she saw that this was a 

rather large bird pecking at her window. 

Still not thinking clearly, she found and released the internal 
window latch thereby sending the bird careening into the room. 
Now, Clara at this point was still not thinking clearly. So she 
had clearly forgotten the rule about letting wild things into the 
house. But it was too late for words of wisdom. 

The proud colorful bullfinch fluttered around her head in tight 
circles as if trying to corral her. She suddenly felt light headed 



as she imagined herself as Snow White, friend to all animals of 
the forest.  

The bird was chirping excitedly keeping Clara sharply attuned 
to its babblings. Then it changed its tactic and began pecking at 
her head. 

“OUCHIE!!” Clara screamed, slapping at her head attempting 

to shoo it away. “What did I do to YOU?” 

The bird swiftly changed tactics once again and began 
fluttering wildly, chirping loudly and dangerously close to her 
face. Then as she was pulling her hand back to swat at it, the 
bird pulled away from her quickly then hovered in place, 
squawking excitedly. She received the distinct impression that 
it wanted her to follow after it.  

Clara took the hint and followed her insistent guest. The bird 
led her on an odyssey of bizarre proportions as it took her 
forward, backward, caused her to look above her, then below 
her in what seemed a frenzied search for something that was 
evidently not close at hand. 

“Well,” Clara said when it seemed the search was to no avail. 
“Don’t know WHAT you’re looking for,” she said, relieved, 

“but I guess it’s…” 

The bird fluttered once and suddenly darted up the stairs 
pausing at the door. 

Oh no, thought Clara. You want me to go upstairs? But that’s 

like the forbidden zone for me. 

Terrified senseless at the prospect up going upstairs, Clara took 
a few deep breaths and drummed steadily on her lips as if 
trying to shake loose a good plan. 

Then it hit her. This was Saturday morning and Aunt Flora had 
driven off before dawn to meet some friends for an early 
morning mimosa breakfast and round of golf. Clara had no idea 
what mimosa breakfast was but her aunt and spoken so 



glowingly of it. “It is medicine for a weary mind,” Aunt Flora 
had often quoted. But Clara knew what golf was and had no 
trouble understanding why her aunt would like golf as it 
involved using clubs to beat at small defenseless things. 

So, Auntie Superior was out of the house and it still being 
early, her charming cousin Fawfaw would be sacked out solid 
and would stay that way, a hibernating bear, until near 
lunchtime.  

Brilliant, thought Clara.  

She opened the door slowly as if expected something to pounce 
on her from the empty room. No one was about as she had 
anticipated. Her trusted companion Patches, was still curled up 
at the foot of her bed. Only a thumping catastrophe could shake 
that cat from its slumber. This left her free to follow the bird 
wheresoever it wished to take her. Unlike the zig zag odyssey 
of the basement search, this time the bird seemed to know 
exactly where it needed to go. The next thing Clara knew, she 
was in her dad’s closet, digging deep in a corner of apparent 

toss away apparel and such doodads, when her fingers landed 
on something so plush, so soft, so feminine? that it had to be 
what she was supposed to find. 

She pulled it free and held it up to the light. OMG! A fantastic 
gold embroidered bag that simply HAD to be the Færsceaþa! 
Tossed into a corner as if of no value or consequence.  

Very clever mom, she thought. Stashed in a forgotten corner as 
if it doesn’t exist.  

Clara scrambled to her feet, her eyes snapping menacingly, her 
hands clenching so tightly around the Færsceaþa as to show 
white ridges at the knuckles.  

“I’m in deep doo doo,” she squealed, forgetting her cousin was 

asleep in the other room.  

Having enough presence of mind to ensure her outburst went 
unheard, she crept over to her cousin’s---formerly Clara’s 



OWN---room and slowly, sneakily, cracked open the door. Her 
eyes flew wide open, stunned at what they saw. 

“The bed made and unslept in? The Terribles went off without 
me? YES! THIS IS MY LUCKY DAY!!” 

Like a shot the idea flashed in her head. Dad would NOT be 
happy with her being left at home alone when Aunt Flora was 
to be the adult in charge when he was not in. Especially since 
she knew he was away for the week at an industry convention. 
Oh he would be so angry!  

But Clara knew she would not say a thing. Better to let vicious 
sleeping dogs lie than rouse them to vengeance. 

Clara didn’t understand any of this magic book stuff. What all 

the fuss was about. And suddenly she was cast into a sphere of 
serious danger. She had only struck out to find something 
interesting to do, something to keep her attention away from 
thinking about the intolerable direction her world had gone 
since aunt Flora took over her world. Could not understand a 
woman who seemed to have not an ounce of care in the world 
for her but who readily had more than a ton of concern where 
concerned tormenting her with one silly difficulty after 
another. It seemed to Clara that her aunt didn’t like her. Like 

she had done something to her or Fauna, the cousin from planet 
Butterball Ugly. The poor girl was more than a bit confused.  

And now Mrs. Plumwrinkle with tales of woe? Then birds 
pecking at her window and leading her on a treasure hunt 
through the house, putting in her very own innocent 
defenseless hands the one and only Færsceaþa?  

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK!!! 

Home alone, a bit of time to herself without the intrusion of the 
steady houses pests, a relative pot of gold in her hands and 
wouldn’t you know it someone’s at the door.  



Not allowed to let anyone in the house, especially when she 
was alone, she pulled over a stepstool and looked through the 
peephole. 

A squat, rumpled man, disheveled and large of ear and nose 
stood on the doorstep looking up at the peephole as if he knew 
she was looking. 

“I can see ya, m’lovely. I ken there be nae aboot but yir sweet 

self. Soo…” 

Something about his voice both soothed her and terrified her 
beyond all rational thought to a bone chilling freeze. Frozen on 
the spot, she became a shivering statue. But not for long as the 
fight or flight response kicked in. And off she fled to her 
basement hideaway hoping this odd little man would give up 
and go away. 

Hope springs eternal in a youthful mind. Unfortunately, in this 
situation more than inert hope may be needed. She thought of 
nursery rhymes, and faerie dust, and simple and safe things that 
could never hurt her. Crouched in a cluttered corner in her 
favorite hiding place. The precise place she would escape to 
when the new houseguests became more than a tad imposing. 
She clutched the Færsceaþa tightly as if her life depended on it. 
All around her went silent, broken only by the sound of her 
chattering teeth and shivering legs. She reclined into the 
relative silence as if in the arms of her mother. Silently singing 
the beautiful lullaby mother sang to her to calm her in her 
infancy.  

Hush little baby don’t you cry 

Mama’s gonna sing you a lullaby 

And if that lullaby won’t do 

Mama’s gonna give you skies of blue 

And if those skies of blue turn gray 

Mama’s gonna chase those clouds away 



Before Clara’s enchanted eyes, she saw her words materialize 

right in front of her and scatter like frightened rabbits right into 
the suddenly wide open Færsceaþa. She blinked and the world 
went black… 

CHAPTER FOUR 

“Pennies pennies everywhere. How is a man to get ahead when 

all around him pennies tumble to the ground as if a great funnel 
spout had opened in the clouds themselves?!” 

Simon McGrundy was at it again, running circles in the high 
rise office apartment, turning gruesome shades of purple and 
read, a vertiginous madman spinning in all directions at the 
same time. Nothing out of the ordinary, you see. A very 
typically ordinary day for a man such as him, a man given to 
bouts of tollywobble and snortlegrok both at the same time. 
What little hair he had left he now tore at savagely, as if the 
very hair on his scalp had turned against him. Viewing him in 
this state it was not hard to imagine that a great hawk had 
alighted upon his head with the intention of building a nest 
there. One could almost hear the little hawkies chirping for 
food. Yes yes…a most ridiculous sight indeed. 

Yet all in all precisely as to be expected from his type, the 
penny pinchers.  

“Have I given you to understand,” he had quizzed Henry 

Marlin on that cold and bleak November morning, “the vast 

importance of preserving this, the lowly penny? Well then, as I 
be Simon McGrundy, the world’s foremost authority, let me 
begin…” 

Henry, just sat there of course, still and quiet, quiet and still, 
knowing full well what trouble he would wreak by interrupting 
this great boulderspeaker of a man. So, he listened. And as he 
listened, this is what he heard: 



“…coins coins, lovely coins. In the end they are all we have. 

Truly. The greedy dollar hounds of the paper currency tribes 
will come and wane like the evanescent tide. But the Coin 
Kings?! Aahh…now THERE my boy is true wealth!!” 

A brief pause: “Have I told you about…” 

On and on and on he went, rolling and yarning until the winter 
had turned to spring and poor Henry had turned to stone. Poor 
lad! His parents, ever frightened of the saucy Simon 
McGrundy, didn’t know what to think. So, as good parents are 

best advised, they didn’t…THINK that is. They merely acted. 

It was on that fateful day that young Henry learned the joys of 
bathing in jelly, a practice he has continued to this day. This is 
of course the only way to melt a boy who has turned to stone. 
But of course, this business of melting by jelly is common 
knowledge.  

Clara rubbed at her eyes believing she must be dreaming. 
Wasn’t I just at home trying to avoid a suspicious man at the 

door? How did I get here to the house of Simon McGrundy? 
And can’t he see me or something? 

True, everything carried on around her as if she was invisible. 
Though she did seem to recall the stories of one Henry Marlin 
and how he had turned to stone after hearing some coin 
obsessed man babble on and on as winter turned to spring. She 
had thought it was just some kind of fairy tale. Evidently 
Simon McGrundy was the coin obsessed man. So what she was 
witnessing was something from the past?  

She didn’t mind being invisible too much as it had got her 

away from the scary situation occurring at home. What puzzled 
her was where she was, exactly, and how could she get back 
home?  

“Oh foo,” she whispered, sure no one could hear her, “How can 

I get back…?”  

Once again all went black. 



“He’s kind of overpowering, isn’t he?” Clara squeaked. 

“Well you know, my dear, he's been ostrichized ever since his 
dubious birth.” 

“Don't you mean to say ostracized?” 

“I say what I mean and mean what I say and you my dear are 

quite impudent to imply otherwise.” 

“Sorry.” 

“Apologies rejected. Now, wherever was I?” 

“You were saying his ostrich eyes or something like.” 

“Ostrichized, ostrichized, ostrichized!!! Do you persist yet in 

your derision?! You bold, bold, windlass!!” 

Mrs. McFoo was an oddity indeed. Called by some McFoo and 
others McHog (not to her face of course), an impression was 
certainly made upon meeting her. She seemed nice enough 
unless one crossed her, and crossing her was done often and 
inadvertently as so many bold offenders or provocateurs 
unwittingly danced the dance of verbal assault while she 
unleashed a volley of word bombs. One could safely sum her 
up by applying the apt sobriquet, officious.  

Where ignorance is bliss, ‘tis folly to be wise. 

Added to the je ne sais quoi of Mrs. McFoo, her miniscule 
black Shih Tzu, Knobby, known to the silent of tongue by the 
epithet Pee Puppy. As Knobby, he of the sizable topknot is 
known to unleash a stream of foul urine for the most 
unknowable of reasons. Unpredictability thy name is Knobby. 
An alert, lively, little dog, he is happy and hardy, and packed 
with character. A breed characteristic: some can be difficult to 
housebreak. One was cautioned against lifting and holding this 
wantonly wet creature due to his unpredictable flooding. And 
perhaps it does not need be mentioned, calling him Pee Puppy 
was not recommended if one wished to stay on the non-lethal 
side of the McFoo. He is also subject to Small Dog Syndrome, 



a human induced behavior, where he believes he is the boss of 
humans. 

“Knobby, my baby. Come to mommy,” coos Mrs. McFoo with 

outstretched arms. 

He runs, slides, twists and jumps into her arms, the agreeable 
adorable companion. Taking no time to ingratiate himself to his 
smothering master, he is quick to lick at her like it is going out 
of style. He has now become fly catching swamp frog, the 
deftly darting tongue his trademark. Much like his swift 
tongued master.  

Out of nowhere sharp in Clara’s mind came the image of her 

strolling home from school. And to her amazement, her 
thoughts materialized right in front of her and scattered like 
frightened rabbits right into the suddenly wide open Færsceaþa. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

A jagged assortment of misfit nasties if ever there was one. 
Starting with the smallest, Beansy, to the largest, Nye, a more 
troublesome bunch you’d be hard pressed to find.  

Daily, Clara took the same way home from school, a rolling 
landscape of green hills, blossoming trees, streams, chirping 
birds, a wonderful and enchanted paradise of nature. To anyone 
else looking at this scene, they would see only a dirty, dark, 
and dismal city landscape, a type not unusual in the midst of 
any city. But Clara could not abide such a dreadful 
surrounding. She therefore used her vast powers of imagination 
to transform the ordinary and ugly city streets into the most 
enchanted paradise she could conjure.  

Clara was perplexed at how to get back home and suddenly she 
was not AT home, but on her WAY home from school. And 
today, like the worst of days when she passed, the Horribles (as 
she called them) were assembled on the steps of their 



brownstone apartment dwelling. A rotten pumpkin launched 
from the steps and squashed at her feet. 

SPLAAATTT!!! 

She stopped short and uttered a faint cry of despair. 
Meanwhile, all around her erupted the coarse laughing, 
howling, screeching sounds she had become all too familiar 
with on these daily journeys. 

“Hey Clara!” shouted Nye, the largest one, “How about a slice 

of Pumpkin Pie? We hear it’s your favorite!” 

Clara was frightened but she refused to show it. 

“I’m sorry,” she said to the shouting boy. “But you really 

shouldn’t squash your brains on the pavement that way.”  

“Ha, ha, ha,” he replied, his puffy smudged face looking like a 

red balloon about to burst. 

“She got you there,” said Eddie. 

Nye jabbed at Eddie with his elbow. 

“You gonna let her get away with that?” said Freddie. 

“Yeah,” said Beansy, the smallest one. “She’s just a skinny 

little girl!!” 

Now a new round of laughter rose up as the entire gang pointed 
at her and chanted: 

“SKINNY LITTLE GIR-RL, SKINNY LITTLE GIR-RL!!” 

“Oh!” Clara thought to herself. “These boys are the most 
dreadful creatures. Have they no parents to put them in line?” 

Suddenly the chanting stopped. 

“Hey,” screamed Eddie, the most fleshy boy she had ever seen. 

“Maybe her daddy’s too POOR to feed her?” 

This last remark set Clara to boil. 



“Oooh!!,” she cried. “You terrible little wretches. Somebody 

should swat you properly!!” 

“Really?” Nye replied. “You gonna show us how it’s done?’ 

With this, the entire gang pushed off of the steps, making a 
dash for Clara. 

“GET HER!!!” 

Thinking fast, she side-kicked the pumpkin toward the 
charging boys. The slimy mess sloooshed across the sidewalk, 
landing right in front of them.  

SLAAAM!!!One of them fell to the ground. That was all the 
time she needed. Clutching her books to her side she tucked her 
head low and ran like a scared kitten.  

As she pulled further and further away from them, she could 
hear their threats and insults drifting in the background, until 
she was certain that at last she had lost them. Slowing down 
then, she glanced behind her just to be sure. Now only the 
peaceful streets greeted her eyes, as if the entire thing that had 
just happened had been absorbed into the scenery around her. 
In fact, as she thought about it a few moments longer, it began 
to seem like she had imagined the whole thing. 

“Is that possible,” she thought to herself, “to imagine 

something that appears so real when it’s happening?” 

She looked down at her feet, hopeful at what she might find. 
Then she noticed the wet orange mush sprayed across the top 
of her shoes.  

“The pumpkin splatter!”  

Yes. It was real all right. At this she shook her head sadly. She 
knew there would be other encounters ahead of her. But for this 
day, anyway, she had done enough. 



“Okay little gold bag,” she said, shaking the gold bag in front 
of her, “Take me to…” then she clicked her heels as if she were 

Dorothy in the Wizard of Oz.  

BLIP!!! Blackness overcame her. 

“You see, my dear, what is needed here is…well, I’m not sure 

how to say this without coming right out and saying it. You 
need to grow up!” 

Those horrible words. There they sat, stuck to the air like a 
terrible gray beast with large claws and big bulging red eyes. A 
terrible creature very much like the one she had dreamt about 
the night before. And now, here, her eyes wide awake (she had 
pinched herself to be sure, a trick her father had taught her) the 
ugly monstrous creature had returned. Thankfully, it was 
merely a string of unruly words. These could be easily tucked 
away in her gold velveteen collection bag, otherwise known as 
the Færsceaþa. And this she would do; as soon as Dr. Janice 
concluded her long winding speech. 

Clara sat as patient as she could, staring wide eyed at the nice 
doctor, even though her frizzy red hair and big round glasses 
made her look like a cartoon owl.  

“It’s really quite simple,” Dr. Janice continued. “Something I 

see all the time. Young girls, such as yourself, worrying their 
parents so, running along their merry little ways with no eye 
toward the future, when all of a sudden BANG!! There it 
happens. That most dreadful of conditions.” 

The loud BANG in the doctor’s words had scared Clara, who 

now stared at the doctor with her already wide open eyes open 
even wider. Part of her was scared because this word had been 
spoken so much louder than the others around it. Another part 
of her was scared because she was afraid the word would be a 
bit large to fit into her velveteen collection bag. 

Well then, Clara thought to herself. I will just have to wait and 
see. 



Meanwhile, Dr. Janice was finishing her very long sentence. 

“…so you see, my dear, what eventually may happen to you, 
what inevitably sets in, is a sort of malaise.” 

This sounded incredibly funny to Clara. 

“Mayonnaise? I’ll be setting in mayonnaise?!” 

Dr. Janice smiled only slightly. 

“No, no, no. Not mayonnaise. Malaise. It’s a word that means 
unhappy. A word that means you have a great sadness.” 

“Then why use such a big word at all?” said Clara. “Wouldn’t 

it be better to say sadness or unhappy instead?” 

“Because,” said Dr. Janice. “That’s just the way the world is 

and you’d better get used to it!” 

“Oh,” said Clara. “I’m sorry to hear that.” 

“Why do you say that?”  

“I don’t know,” said Clara. “It’s just something I thought I 

should say.” 

“Hmmph!” said Dr. Janice, a stern look coming across her 

normally smooth face which had suddenly turned all wrinkly. 
“That’s the problem. Never taking anything seriously. “She 
leaned back in her great doctor’s chair, placed her pad of paper 

on her lap and wrote in big letters: NEEEDS TO GROW UP! 

“Maybe the doctor is lonely?” she thought. She did notice that 
Dr. Janice seemed to have peculiar ideas about things like sad 
mayonnaise and other stuff. But she didn’t mind. That kind of 

silliness is what made the doctor a bit more interesting.  

Besides, there's nothing wrong with ME," she thought. "But 
there is definitely something WRONG with the world! Can you 
even believe a little girl like I can have her care entrusted to an 
ogre like Aunt Flora, with her treacherous sidekick daughter, 
Fauna?! Absurd...absolutely absurd... 



And with that she found herself storming out the door, 
slamming it with a reverberating BLAAM that could have 
knocked the marble head off Michelangelo's David.  

Better than running from those horrible Higgleschnitts’ 

anyways.  

“Humph,” she snorted, stomping down the street. “Imagine 

that!!” And so it was; her anger had been brought to attention 

once more on the subject of oppression. When would it end? 
This, sadly, was the question she must face in the silence of 
solitude. At first she thought upon the Ellswin Clan; a large, 
hardy, ferocious people who inhabited the gloomy forests to 
the far northeast of her town, wore hardly any clothes and were 
perpetually on the move toward treachery of some type or 
other, essentially with the aim of inflicting bodily harm. Much 
like the horrible Higgleschnitts’. She wondered if they were of 

a distant family relation. She suddenly froze and shook the 
Færsceaþa threateningly. Don’t you DARE bring me there, she 

thought.  

But gradually her thoughts returned to a more peaceable light, 
a pattern of moon and shadow that played upon her picturesque 
imagination, bringing to the forefront of consciousness a new 
creation, a world composed of hopeful wonder, a world where 
a young girl could again find freedom of expression, form, 
passage. 

Time is just so… 

Besides, she had plenty of time. Why just last week, she had 
been given a whole bundle of it from Mr. Natterton down at the 
grocery store. 

“For primitive beings like us, life seems to have only one 

single purpose, gaining time. Yes indeedy! This new shampoo 
will save you lots of time. Just use it once a week, that’s all. 

And you know what? That will keep your hair clean for the 



entire week! And do you know how much time that saves 
you?” 

“Umm…I don’t know,” Clara answered. 

“Six whole days!” said Mr. Natterton. “Not counting the time it 
would have taken you to bathe each time. Wheww!! Lots of 
time. Loads of it. Great huge buckets of the stuff!!” 

Mr. Natterton was indeed very thoughtful to have given her all 
of that time. Before then, it seemed that there was never 
enough. TIME, that is. But now? Golly-geewillawhee!!! There 
was loads of it!! 

Time was something Clara knew a bit about. Ever since she 
had discovered that book anyway. That was when she finally 
understood just how much fun reading could be. Although, she 
had a feeling that not everyone read in quite the same way she 
did. But then, she was a quite different little girl. Especially 
since the Færsceaþa had bounced into her hands. The 
responsibility of holding onto it felt so heavy. 

BLIP!! 

It was the most curious of sights. Two meticulously aged, or 
meltingly aging, men heaving and hoeing and lifting and 
grunting, attempting to swing the heavy piano up the 
increasingly imposing staircase. Such one-upmanship was not 
uncommon. In fact around these locales it had achieved 
somewhat of an art form status. Yet still, notwithstanding, such 
displays were at the least unsettling. And at stake always, who 
was the grandest of the mandest. 

“Is that sardine I detect on your breath?” 

“What? Why of course. None other would do.” 

“YUCK!!” 

“Egad, Thompson. This yicking and yucking and icking and 

acking is beyond my threshold for tolerance. Such goo-gobbery 
is unforgivable. Have you no expanse?” 



The piano nudges and begins to slip from the upper man’s 

grasp. His face turns sheet white. His eyebrows twitch like cold 
thunder. 

He bolts a blast of angry eyes toward the lower man as he 
fastens his grip. “Now look what you’re hoodooing, Melrose 

you twit. See what your jabbering has almost done? This 
driftwood encumbrance has nearly let loose from its mooring. 
Let us be attentive to the urgent matters at hand.” 

“Beating him up with words,” said Clara. 

BLIP!! 

Clara found herself sitting ringside to a conversation that had 
obviously been ongoing for some time before she had appeared 
on site. Curious little green, gold, and maroon men, with long 
faces, ears, noses, and, well, everything, paced around as they 
spoke. Very intense they were. By the looks of things she 
wasn’t even sure if she was still on planet Earth. 

Curiously, the words they spoke materialized in front of her 
eyes, as if written on the surrounding air. 

“I have taken this from a creaking little word to a creaking 

crackling big word,” peeped Phlit, spinning a word with more 

letters than easily conceivable above his head like a lasso. 
“Enormous. Huge. Preposterously largely porpoisical a-and 
MONSTROUS!! Longer than 
pneumonoultramicroscopicsilicovolcanokoniosis. 45 little 
beauties there alone, baby.”  

Geez, thought Clara. That word is so long the individual letters 
are dancing up and down inserting themselves into place as the 
word grows before my eyes. These guys are magical! 

“So you bent it around some. Around the big block you might 

say. You want an award or something?” chided Reglar. 

“Yeah,” Hanjin piped in. “Bending words is what we DO.” 

“Like it’s ALL we do,” agreed Moonswaggle. 



“Correcto. It’s our whole purpose.” 

“Our reason for being.” 

“But what does your new word do?” taunted Reglar. “I 

mean…” 

“Well,” beamed Phlit. “That’s the best part. Not only did I 

bend the word to east Hollalobountis and beyond, it’s not a 

word proper at all. But a whole series of words. Strung 
together, spoken together, powerful individually, more so 
collectively, forging a path forward in the bending trade.” 

“Not a word proper.” repeated Reglar. “Is that allowed?” 

“Ah,” smiled Phlit, shining like a beacon. “According to the 

fine print in our trusty Book of Links and Bends, it is all too 
clear that any series of words, spoken together in succession 
without pause between them, can be considered as a legitimate 
bending. So…” 

“Oh no, here comes the evil genius and the PowerPoint 

presentation of his master plan,” complained Hanjin. 

“Now now,” said Phlit, wagging his finger. “We are a team, 

brothers. Let not the ugly green ghouls of jealousy cloud our 
collective achievements.” 

“I’m not jealous,” protested Hanjin. 

“Oh yes you a-r-rre,” teased Reglar in sing song fashion. 

“I suppose we should let him share,” soothed Moonswaggle. 

“This discovery may be a very good thing.” 

“Oh indeed it is, comrade” chirped Phlit. “You see, the trick is 
to say the words quickly as one word, no pause between words. 
Spoken fast and clear, the words transform into a powerfully 
different juju. The best part is, after saying the word once and 
enacting its magic, all you need do is speak the first word 
connected to last word in rapid succession.  



This moves through space-time so fast it vanishes on the time 
scale. Meaning an incredibly long word magic can be uttered 
hyper speed, saving immense amounts of time. Especially 
useful in dire circumstances where time is of the essence.” 

“Like the time Princess Moiratt was dangling from Death Drop 

Ridge and the words took longer than we would have liked to 
engage? The king never forgave us for not saving her.”  

“Yes, I grieve about that failure still. Where word magic is 
used, word length and engagement speed are primary.” 

“Didn’t Krygzyk have everything to do with that particular 
failure?” said Reglar. 

“That was never proven,” chimed Moonswaggle. 

“Geez,” muttered Hanjin. “Why can’t we just use thought 

magic like all modern charm slingers?” 

“Yeah, you know. Just wave a hand and zip zap zing the magic 

engages,” murmured Reglar. 

“Were it up to me, we would,” said Phlit. “But ours is an older 
magic. An elemental magic that stops short of using a mortar 
and pestle to concoct. Would I like to dispense with the word 
bending? If I could, I would. But then again. This IS our very 
specific and unique trade, my brothers. Onward through the 
ages.” 

“Spoken carelessly, words can do so much unexpected 

damage,” said Hanjin. 

“A true scholar,” said Phlit. 

“Yet words, often cantankerous, sometimes deadly, are the 

very butter on our collective bread.” 

“So right. So true.” 

“And maybe…” 



The words faded into the air and Clara watched as they 
deconstructed and dissolved in front of her. She had quickly 
come to understand the immense power of the spoken word.  

Much more than she would have ever imagined.  

And now, by virtue of the Færsceaþa, and her knowledge of 
these word benders, she realized she may have at her disposal 
all the power she needed to put her world right again.  

Then Mrs. Plumwrinkle popped to mind… 

BLIP!! 

“So, my dear. All is reduced to sheer simplicity. True, the 

Færsceaþa is the supreme mortar and pestle of the word 
conjuring/bending trade. Also true, spoken word alone is not 
the solitary magic in the universe.”  

“Yet it is so often forgotten and pushed aside in a universe 
where what is on the horizon is given more credence than that 
which has already proven its merit. Long before magic was 
associated with words, its magic was already being wrought. In 
plain sight and sound.”  

“Though people could not physically SEE the words dancing 
before them, their implicit power was in play. What were the 
earliest sorcerer’s spells but succinctly strung word bundles of 

powerful effect?”  

“The power was always present, but literally hidden from the 
sense of sight. The effect was clearly visible. But sheer lack of 
frequency sensitivities prevented humans from perceiving the 
words at work.”  

“Yet still, the words as always carried on working in the 
background.”  

“In fact, as word benders know, one can simply corral the 
words in brackets as they float by and rearrange them, thereby 
redefining their intent, thus performing an innately simple but 



immensely powerful elemental magic. Something along the 
lines of using one’s words against them. Literally.” 

“Bracket them?” questioned Clara. 

“Yes. By placing one’s hands as so,” said Mrs. Plumwrinkle, 

holding her arms above her in parallel fashion with her hands 
forming brackets, “like so, the benders grasp the word stream 
and push, move, replace the words as they amble by.”  

“Imagine the shock the wicked one experiences when his 
words not only do not produce the intended effect, but actually 
reverse and work against him. The poor uninformed sorcerer 
had forgotten or had never even known about the inherent 
power of the elementals of the universe of conjurers.”  

“One might say the unfortunate sorcerer had missed a few 
lessons during his apprenticeship?”  

“Wow!” enthused Clara. “So I can just…” 

“Now, now, dearie. Slow your roll, as they say. It is the power 
of the word bender of which I speak. Much training is 
necessary to…” 

“But can I? Like with training and stuff?” said Clara, unable to 

conceal her childhood wonder. 

Mrs. Plumwrinkle stopped and scratched at her chin, seemingly 
lost in thought or perhaps thinking she had shared too much too 
soon for one so young and new to the field. But then, in a 
moment of impetuosity atypical of herself, she blurted, 
“Actually, my dear. As you are the last in a line of sorcerers 
dating back to the Ancient Egyptians, your chances are far 
better than most for immediate success.” 

Clara was stunned to a loss of words. She beamed. She danced 
in a circle. She waved her hands above her head. A robust 
expression of explosive wonder and joy so powerful, so 
bountiful, a massive cloud of glittering essences began swirling 
visibly around them.  



Clara, so lost in her dancing reverie failed to notice. But Mrs. 
Plumwrinkle, ever attuned to the supernatural elements in her 
midst, shook her head, smiled waved her hands in the air, the 
essence tingling her fingers, and looked at her young charge 
with bemused wonder and immense love for this unique young 
powerhouse. When even one’s thoughts materialize to be 

perceived by the five senses, this was indeed an elemental 
power of tremendous import.  

So overjoyed was Mrs. Plumwrinkle at this phenomenal 
finding, that she was silently thanking her lucky stars for being 
born at so miraculous a time in the history of the universe. Yes, 
miracles were not only possible, but as real as the hairs on her 
head.  

Of which lately they were reduced in number, but that’s 

another story. So in kind, Mrs. Plumwrinkle began dancing the 
jig like the Lucky Charms leprechaun.  

When the dancing ceased, they both collapsed to the floor for a 
much needed sleep. 

CHAPTER SIX 

The grand Wurzel was at work stoically chopping away, both 
for the sake of clearing up the mess and providing some 
excellent wood for the fire. After dinner enough of the 
wreckage was cleared away so that his guests were able to 
catch a glimpse of the cots drawn up close together, though 
they were now crushed down and lay in confusion on the 
grounds of the gathering area. 

Stinger had gotten up shortly after the sunrise hour. Her eyes 
were bright, but her face showed the effect of the trial through 
which she had passed. 

It still bore scratches. The girl sprite was so lame that every 
step she took gave her pain and her back was so stiff that she 



stooped considerably when walking. Shinbone being the 
Guardian, had tried to get the story of Stinger's saving of their 
lives from the three other girl sprites. Cànanan and Calmeag 
were uncommunicative. 

Tomorra had no very clear idea of what had occurred, except 
that she “waththmothered almotht to death.” To be expected 
when one lies BENEATH the cots. Yet Tomorra, known as 
soap dodger, refused to play well with others. “I despise getting 

wet,” moaned Tomorra. “Enchanted rain or not.”  

But Shinbone was not to be put off so easily. She found an 
opportunity to speak with Stinger early in the afternoon. The 
first question she asked was why the cots had been placed in 
the middle of the gathering grounds. 

Stinger smiled as she told Shinbone that they had been dragged 
there so that their occupants might not escape the enchanted 
rain, an integral element in the festival of the Green Moon. 

What nobody had anticipated was the refusal of the Djindian 
trees to cooperate by withdrawing the cover provided by their 
topmost branches. 

“Impeding our right of choice is among our most sacred and 
protected laws. We respectfully refuse to comply.” 

The horror still pervaded the gathering, especially to those who 
had been participant in the debacle: 

Tywyn was still holding the lantern, just outside the danger 
line, so that Teezer was now working in the dark. When 
lightning flashed angry from the sky, the topmost layer of 
branches had given way, dropping to the unfortunate sprites 
encamped below. Making her way to the pile of cots she groped 
helplessly about, her hands at length coming in contact with 
Stinger’s feet. Five seconds later Teezer was bending all her 

energies to the work of raising the cot from the body of her 
friend. It was useless--Stinger was pinned down under the 
weight of the tree pressing upon the cot. 



“I---I’ll be all ri---ight. Don’t worry,” gasped Stinger. 

She struggled to a sitting posture. Then her head drooped 
forward. Her arms fell limply at her sides, and with a little 
moan Stinger toppled over, unconscious. 

So ultimately it was the angry sky that had compelled the 
obstinate trees to withdraw their branches. In the most dramatic 
and disastrous way. If not for the magic of the Green Moon, the 
number of festival attendees would have been tragically 
reduced. 

The ancient texts make clear the manner in which disputes are 
to be settled: 

 

The translated message: Let us make peace. End hatred for 
ever and ever. 

“Great walawa! What IS that hideous stench?” shouted the 

Wurzel, his eyes spinning faster as they did when he was 
agitated. 

All eyes landed square upon Tomorra whose putrescence was 
legendary.  

Tomorra sat still on a rock admiring her fingernails, quite 
oblivious. 

“Sikɔɔnɔ ripe little sprite,” cooed the Wurzel. “Bathing is not 

only a joy, it is commanded.” 

At which point Tywyn and Teezer came up from behind and 
dumped a large bucket of soapy lavender water on Tomorra. 



“AAAARGH!!!” screeched Tomorra. “You have no right!!!” 

“Wrongo dear sprite. The laws of social order decree it: Should 

BO offend, drench the stench!” 

“Oooh!!! I so totally HATE you!” she screamed, shaking her 

hands and wringing out her massive head of chartreuse hair.  

“Careful now, little sprite. The ancient texts are quite clear: 
End hatred for ever and ever.” 

The Wurzel’s spinning eyes burned into her, locking her eyes 

to his as his strong message was received. 

Tomorra knew she MUST take a softer line.  

“I am eternally sorry, oh grand master.” she said with a bow. “I 
will snap out of this dark mood, I promise. Excuse me while I 
duck behind this tree to finish up.”  

Fifteen minutes later, after sweetly singing her way through the 
abruptly administered impromptu cleansing, the new improved 
sparkling clean Tomorra joined the others. 

The Wurzel was quick to complement. 

“Why aren’t you the most dazzling jehʃalonà sprite? A sight to 
behold indeed this ɛɛældɽʲht!” 

The Wurzel spun in a circle with his arms raised skyward and 
began murmuring a bizarre jumble of words: wɨder ɛɛaldorleas 
ɛɛaldɔrlɨce ɛɛaldormann ɛɛaldɔrþegn wəaxan ɛɛaldre wəard 
ealdhlafɔrd ɛɛaldhlafɔrdcynn ɛɛaldian wəg ɛɛaldɔr wecg.  

The sun seemed to burn a tad brighter. 

Tomorra pranced about enjoying her newfound acclaim. A 
compliment from the grand Wurzel was a big big deal! The 
other sprites were a bit put off by the attention being lavished 
upon her. But they let it pass, begrudgingly, knowing that in no 
time at all she’d be back to her old malodorous self. 



Social order restored, the Wurzel was free to attend to more 
pressing matters, the matter of indoctrinating an eager young 
apprentice in the rigors and rubrics of word bending. 

Clara had arrived some time ago, but stood patiently aside as 
all manner of activity swirled around her. She felt so out of 
place among these magical creatures that she was stunned 
silent. But she was sure to grasp the Færsceaþa tightly in hand. 

“Let us jump right to it then,” intoned the Wurzel with a grand 

flourish.” 

“Life was given to us a billion years ago. What have we done 
with it? Words, words, words of incanation: wɨdəwe wɨduuwe 
ɛɛaldhettende wielm wierþe wɨf wɨfmann ɛɛacen, ɛɛardian, 
ɛɛardiend, ɛɛardstapa, ɛɛarduungstow wəla ɛɛaldɔrmann 
wǣrþmynd , ɛɛallwəalda, ɛɛallwəaldend, ɛɛallwihta. Utter 
them, whisper them, shout them, spit them, spin and splay 
them. Word bending is as easy as pie. In and out, all done and 
dusted. Why not do it yourself?” 

“But I can’t,” said Clara. 

“If you say you can’t, you are right. If you say you can, you 
are also right. You choose the destiny you will manifest.” 

Clara stared at this odd creature but could not yet grasp the 
simple empowering truths he conveyed.  

“I have been given to understand you were at least shown the 

fundamental principles of bending in action. Yet you have not 
yet attempted to put them to use? Very well then. Fægrian 
ɛɛorþbuend. 

“The sole purpose of life is to pass on what was learned. There 

is no higher purpose. 

“Humans consider themselves unique, so they have rooted their 

whole theory of existence on their uniqueness. “One” is their 

unit of measure. But it is not. All social systems they have put 
into place are a mere sketch. One plus one equals two. That is 



all they have learned. But one plus one has NEVER equaled 
two. There are, in fact, no numbers and no letters.  

“They have codified their existence to bring it down to human 
size to make it comprehensible. 

“They have created a scale so that they can forget its 

unfathomable scale. But if humans are not the unit of measure 
and the world is not governed by mathematical laws, what 
governs all that? 

“The fourth dimension: Time. 

“Film a car speeding down a road. Speed up the image 

infinitely and the car disappears. So what proof do we have of 
its existence? 

“Time gives legitimacy to its existence. Time is the only true 

unit of measure. 

“It gives proof to the existence of matter. Without time, we do 
not exist. 

“Time is unity. 

“Thus when we bend words we alter their time sequence. Stop 
time, back it up a few seconds, bend the words, and then set 
time in motion again. That is all. In truth, word benders exist 
both inside and outside of time. When stopping time, they 
suddenly exist outside of time and can move about freely. 
While everyone else existing inside of time is frozen in place 
until the word bender sets time in motion again. At this point, 
the word bender will again exist inside of time.” 

“It’s kinda confusing,” said Clara. 

“Confusing it may be at first. But as you gain experience the 

confusion swiftly passes. Allow me to demonstrate.” 

The Wurzel proceeded to utter some words, stop time and re-
sequence them, and start time once more. Going back and forth 



as rapidly as he did made Clara a bit dizzy. The words sped by 
as Clara watched them materialize in front of her.  

Gruntledum, gruntledum, gruntledum, ſqueak, 

So very ſoon fhall be able to ſpeak; 

Like a maid can ſqueak, like a lover can whine, 

And ſnort like a parson laden with wine. 

Gruntledum, gruntledum, gruntledum, ſqueak, 

So very ſoon fhall be able to ſpeak.  

There were a few “bully words,” big words that she wasn’t 

entirely sure she understood. But maybe there would be “time” 

for questions?  

As the Wurzel continued, she was quickly becoming 
comfortable with how natural stopping and starting time felt. 
Like pressing pause on a video game, or a movie.  

One thing was certain.  

She would never again view time as a tedious bore she must 
endure. She knew now that “time” was THE most important 

thing of all. 

Without time, we do not exist. 

These prophetic words were now branded on her brain. 

When spoken by the Wurzel, a squat conical shaped being of 
long pointy head, large round spinning spiral eyes--like 
spinning hypnosis wheels, even longer and preposterously 
drooping nose, spikey hair full of stars, insanely long fingers, 
long skinny feet, the words struck with more urgent force.  

She supposed the simplest way to describe him was to say he 
was short, pointy, and elongated.  

“I will toss words your way. Bend them,” the Wurzel 

instructed. 



Clara stretched her arms straight upward in parallel fashion and 
captured the word stream. With a few quick moves she altered 
their time sequence. 

The time sequences manifested themselves:  

Will I bend words your way, toss them. 

Then again: 

Them I bend will your way toss words. 

“Well done, young sprout. You even managed to eliminate the 
comma. Tossed it away, evidently.” 

The Wurzel erupted in laughter, his eyes spinning wild at his 
apropos wordplay joke. 

Clara chuckled but was still blushing from his completely 
unexpected complements. She shuffled nervously in place and 
stared at her feet. 

“Now we forge ahead to the immensely challenging, letter and 
punctuation re-sequencing. Or “Threshing” as I term it. Fear 

not, young sprout. There is much fun ahead…” 

“But what do these sounds I’m making mean?” 

 “We will go thoroughly over both the Chàryx and the Ynakxic 

Xibà tongues,” said the Wurzel waving his arms in a grand all-
encompassing sweep. “It is only important now that you gain 
comfort with the “bending” concept.” 

Tongues? This was getting weirder and weirder… 

The hillside grass had grown tall and heavy, and was touched 
with gold and russet where the late afternoon sunlight slanted 
across it. The birds flew up and scattered in darts and circles. 
Clara, worn down to silence, found an open space under the 
trees and threw herself down in the tall grass to sleep the sleep 
of the just.  



Afterburn: the period of time before a past event is assimilated. 
It would indeed be some time before Clara fully assimilated the 
effects of the relentless grueling word bender’s boot camp she 
had been run through. Residual muscle soreness would no 
doubt accompany her in the days ahead. But most of all, her 
mind and abilities had been turned inside out and stretched to 
absurd proportions.  

For her efforts she received the warm rosy glow of 
accomplishment. 

It was very still in the woods, with only the sleepy chirp of a 
bird or rustling of a squirrel to be heard, but from somewhere 
in the glare of the late afternoon sun came the rasping of the 
first cicada. 

Soon, the moon was high in the sky glowing resplendent in its 
glory. The night had settled down to a quiescent stillness as all 
creatures large and small dug in for a restful sleep. 

Clara, now safely at home in bed, was dreaming the most vivid 
dreams, curled into a ball and looking beatific. Patches was as 
usual curled up at her feet.  

The little girl, who had fallen asleep mere hours ago, was not 
the same little girl that would awake to the cheer of the 
morning sun on this new day. The little girl who will awake is 
a girl newly inducted into and accepted among a community of 
magical beings for whom magic was as effortlessly performed 
as breathing.  

One could aptly say she had crossed over from the two 
dimensional side of life to the four dimensional side. And with 
these added dimensions, her world had transformed resolutely, 
in ways she had only begun to understand. 
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