Lot

A

or ofF Newber







BRIGHT SHADOW






BRIGHT
SHADOW

by AVI




If you purchased this book without a cover you should be aware that
this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and
destroyed” to the publisher and neither the author nor the publisher
has received any payment for this “stripped book.”

Aladdin Paperbacks

An imprint of Simon & Schuster

Children’s Publishing Division
1230 Avenue of the Americas
New York, NY 10020
Copyright © 1985 by Avi Wortis
All rights reserved including the right of reproduction
in whole or in part in any form.
Second Aladdin Paperbacks edition, 1994
First Aladdin Paperbacks edition, 1988

Printed in the United States of America
20 19 18 17 16 15

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Avi, date.
Bright shadow / by Avi. — 2nd Aladdin Books ed.
p- cm.

Summary: Having used four of the five wishes she is granted
to make on behalf of the hapless citizens of her country,
Morwenna flees the kingdom to decide what to do with the
last wish.

ISBN-13: 978-0-689-71783-3 (Aladdin pbk.)
ISBN-10: 0-689-71783-0 (Aladdin pbk.)

[1. Fantasy.] I. Title.

PZ7.A953Br 1994
[FicJ—dc20 93-20918



For Coppélia






When bright, it’s dark, when darkest, it’s gone.
When gone for good, so are you.

What am 1?

When dark, it’s bright, when brightest, it’s gone.
When gone for good, so will I be.

What am I?
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YOU HAVE FOUND ME.
After all these years I've been expecting
someone. I'm not even surprised it’s you.
But before you ask for what you’ve come so
far to have, you must learn everything that
happened. It took many years for me to
learn everything. You must know itall . . .
now.

Listen then, for this is the story.
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HEN the country of . . . No, the

name doesn’t matter. It was long ago.
It’s different now and you know its name. But
then, when the country began, there were five
hundred wishes in the land. These were wishes
that worked, you see, and they were used and
cared for by a wizard.

Over the centuries, as one wizard succeeded
another, unused wishes were passed on until by
the time Pindel became Wizard only thirty-three
wishes were left. During his life—he lived nearly
a thousand years—Pindel had used twenty-eight
wishes. Now only five were left. And Pindel
was deathly ill.

The longer he lay alone the more he feared
he would die without a successor. He must pass
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on the last wishes to someone who could use
them well, someone rich in years, wisdom and
experience.

Surely, he thought, the one to have the wishes
should be the ruler of the land. Not that Pindel
knew anything about the current king—or was
it queen? He had been sick too long to know.

Summoning his remaining strength, Pindel
rose from his bed of straw. Slowly, painfully,
he made his way to the fortress palace and inched
his way toward the throne room. Just as he ap-
proached, the throne room doors burst open.
Out rushed Ruthvin, the king.

M
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F ING Ruthvin was a small, lean man,
hard and tight as if put together with
wire bits. In one hand he held a short whip. In
the other, a just-delivered message.

Pindel tried to catch the king’s attention, but
Ruthvin, intent upon that message, hurried past.
Suddenly he stopped and turned back. Pindel,
who was bent and ancient and dressed in rot-
ting rags, seemed no more than a beggar to him.

“You are in the presence of the king,” Ruthvin

4



snapped at the old man. “My law requires you
- to bow when I pass by.”

With much pain and with trembling lips,
Pindel slowly spoke. “I am the Wizard,” he said.
“I have lived for a thousand years. Now I am
dying. But there are five wishes still within me.
I must pass them on.” Pindel reached toward
the king with shaking hands.

Ruthvin had stopped listening. The message
from his army chief was of far greater impor-
tance to him than the mumblings of some
old man.

“What’s that?” he muttered, not even looking
at Pindel.

“Wishes . . .” Pindel answered, his strength
ebbing. “I have the last five wishes to give . . .”
He moved to touch the king.

Recoiling with disgust, Ruthvin lashed out at
Pindel’s hand with the butt of his whip. “If you
have something to give me,” he said, “be quick
about it. I've no time to waste.”

Pindel faltered, horrified. His hand was
bleeding.

“Stand aside,” barked the king, out of pa-
tience. “I've an important audience to hold.”

Pindel tried to reach the king’s sleeve. He
wasn’t fast enough. Ruthvin knocked him against

5
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the wall and strode away without a backward
glance.

“The wishes!” gasped Pindel. “They must not
be lost. They must be passed on.” But no one
was there to hear him. The king had already
gone.

Slowly, his eyes dimming, Pindel slid to the
floor unconscious.
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' /| / HY Morwenna left the throne room

she never could recall—perhaps on
some small, unimportant errand for Miss Helga,
the chamber maid. Perhaps she went for a dust-
ing cloth. Perhaps it was a bucket . . . All she
remembers is that when she did go into the
hallway she found the oldest man she had ever
seen. '

He was sitting on the floor, propped against
the wall. His hair was as white and fine as mist,
his skin was like the bark of an old tree, with
arms, legs and fingers the brittle branches. One
of his hands was bloody. His face, with eyes

closed, was pale with pain. He appeared near
death.



Morwenna didn’t know what to do. Upset,
she first looked toward the throne room. Then
she looked at the old man. She wanted to run
away. But moved by the man’s wretchedness,
she reached down and touched his arm.

“Please, sir,” she said, uncomfortable at being
so close. “Can I help?”

Pindel struggled to open his eyes and looked
up. “Who are you?” he asked so faintly
Morwenna could hardly hear him.

“My name is Morwenna,” she said. “Miss
Helga the chamber maid is close by. I'll get her
if you'd like.”

Pindel stared at Morwenna with deep, sad
eyes. Suddenly, he snatched one of her hands.
Where he found the strength, Morwenna didn’t
know, but it was impossible for her to move.
And his gaze was so intense that Morwenna, no
matter how much she wanted to, could not
turn away.

In a low, mournful voice, Pindel began to
speak. A sweet voice, a soft voice, almost a
singing voice, it filled Morwenna with cutting
cold.

“The last wishes are here. They will bring thee
long life if thou keep thyself from barm, but
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nothing for thyself. Use them well. Waste them
not. Keep them and thyself well bid. Tell no
one what thou bast or before thy time all, both
thee and they, shall be lost. For when the
wishes are gone, so too shall thee be.”

These words—so odd, so faint—made little
sense to Morwenna. Besides, even as she tried
to understand, Pindel, with his free hand, be-
gan to tap his fingertips on her open palm, once,
twice, five times in all. At the fifth touch she
felt very strange. It was'as if . . . as if she were
hollowed out. For the smallest part of a second
a sweet warmth ran through her. Then the feel-
ing was gone.

And Pindel> When he had touched Mor-
wenna for the fifth and final time, he released
his grip. With pitiful, tearful eyes, he studied
her.

“Forgive me,” she heard him say. “Forgive
. . .” Then she saw him slump forward and
die.

Terribly frightened, Morwenna wanted to
run. Something drew her back. She looked at
the stone floor where Pindel had been. Nothing
was there but a small pile of dust. A faint whis-
pering wind lingered a moment in the air.

8



Bewildered by what had been done and said—
if anything had been done or said—Morwenna
stood absolutely still.

THE audience to which King Ruthvin had
gone with such haste was requested by
his army chief, Sibald. He was a sweating, ner-
vous man who lived his life in service to his
king. !
Once Ruthvin had seated himself, Sibald
bowed low. Then he quickly informed His
Majesty that the people were growing more
restless than usual.

“Why?” demanded the king.

“High taxes, beatings, the cost of bread.”

With a wave of his whip, the king dismissed
it all. “There’s nothing new in that.”

“Majesty,” said Sibald, “do you remember
some time ago I informed you about a band of
rebels that attempted to seize a granary?”

“We caught them and had them executed,”
said the king.

“And those peasants who tried to take back
their land . . .”
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“Still in prison,” saidthe king.

“Uprisings like these,” said Sibald, “are being
reported with increasing frequency.”

“What of it?” returned the king.

Sibald drew a deep breath. “Majesty, there
appears to be a belief among the poorest of peo-
ple that when life becomes unbearable, some-
one will come to save them.”

“I am ready to deal with anyone.”

“Majesty,” continued Sibald, “the tradition
kept alive by these people is that the person
shall come along and save them with . . .
wishes.” ,

Something stirred in Ruthvin’s mind.

“Those who believe this story,” Sibald hur-
ried on, “say that somewhere—no one knows
where—there is an all-powerful wizard, a man
who holds the only wishes in the land. Some
say he holds a million. Others say it’s few.
Though he has not been seen or heard of for
years, people have actually begun searching
for him.”

“And?” said the king, growing upset.

“My spies tell me there is a rumor that this
man is about, here, now.”

“You did say . . . wishes?” asked the king.

10



TV VvV Vv VOV VVVVeVVYeVeYVveVveveeyvevvw

“I did,” Sibald replied.

“Today . . .just moments ago,” said the king,
speaking slowly and flexing his whip in his
hands, “I metaman. . . who offered me . . .
wishes. Five of them . . .”

“Majesty!” Sibald gasped, almost too afraid
to speak. “Did you accept?”

The whip snapped in two. “No.”

“Majesty, even if the story is untrue, even if
the man you met lied, the idea that somebody
is claiming to be this wizard may do great harm.
There are other bands of rebels about. They all
are small, timid, afraid to show themselves. But
such a man as you met might fool people, make

'”
.

them believe they could oppose you with his
help. It could be dangerous.”

King Ruthvin tried to remember what the
beggar looked like. But he had paid so little at-
tention to the man, all he could recall was that
his clothing was old.

“Where,” Sibald asked timidly, “did you see
this man?”

Instead of answering, King Ruthvin sprang
to his feet. With Sibald close behind, the king
hurried to the spot where he had met the beg-
gar. All they found was a pile of dust.

11
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The king kicked open the throne room doors.
He found Miss Helga the chamber maid and,
off in the corner, Morwenna. Both were dusting.

“Did someone come into this throne room?”
he demanded.

Miss Helga spun about. Realizing it was the
king, she curtsied hastily.

“A poor man, you fool!” the king cried. “A
beggar! Anyone! Answer me!”

“No, Your Majesty,” she said. “No one at
all.”

Slamming the doors behind them, King
Ruthvin and Sibald hurried toward the palace
courtyard. They had only one thought between
them: they must catch this man who claimed
to be a wizard. He had become the king’s

enemy.

o
A s soon as King Ruthvin and his army

chief rushed off, the chamber maid

turned to Morwenna.
“Morwenna,” she scolded, “the law says you
must stand and bow before the king. He’s beaten
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people with less excuse. You're lucky he didn’t
notice.” v

Miss Helga was a plump, strong, good-
natured woman who usually scolded to cover a
soft heart. Morwenna had worked for the
chamber maid, even lived with her during the
work week, for more than a year, and had grown
very fond of her.

Normally, they chatted as they worked. But
when Morwenna came back from meeting
Pindel, 'she felt so strange, so unsure about
what—if anything—had happened, that she
hadn’t said a word.

In the time since, she had done very little but
think and puzzle. How ancient the man had
been, but . . . the more she thought of him

. how beautifully ancient. And he had
touched her hand in such an odd way, had made
her feel so different. As for his words . . . they
had been said too faintly, too quickly. The only
thing she understood—or thought she under-
stood—was that he said he was giving her five
wishes. It was all such a jumble, her head be-
gan to ache. She decided she had to speak.

“I did see someone,” she admitted. “Just out-
side the doors.”

13
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“For heaven’s sake!” exclaimed Miss Helga.
“Who?”

“An old man.”

“Then you should have spoken,” the cham-
ber maid said. “It seemed important. What was
he doing?”

“He . . . he talked to me . . . about . . .
wishes,” said Morwenna, embarrassed.

Miss Helga threw up her arms in exaspera-
tion. “Wishes!” she cried. “And you almost
thirteen. Such nonsense, girl.” But she looked
at Morwenna with curiosity. “What exactly did
he say?”

Morwenna thought a moment. “I'm not sure,”
she said.

Miss Helga began to lecture across the throne
room, telling Morwenna that people like them—
hard-working people—had no time or place in
their lives for fairy tales. It was a waste to think
such things. Yet once again she asked, “What
did this old man of yours say?”

Morwenna wanted to tell. She did. She
thought talking might help her make some sense
of it all. But no sooner did she decide to tell
than a cold wind began to curl around her ears,
a wind that whispered words:

14
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Say not who you are or what you have
or before your time all shall be lost,
both you and they!

Morwenna was so startled by these words
from nowhere that, even as she wondered whose
voice it was, she instantly shut her mouth, afraid
to speak.

Miss Helga, thinking she simply hadn’t heard
Morwenna answer, called, “What did he say?”

“I didn’t tell you,” Morwenna replied, still
trying to recall the voice.

Crossly now, Miss Helga demanded to know
about these wishes. But though Morwenna
wanted more than ever to explain, the voice had
frightened her too badly. Perhaps she could find
another way to talk about it. . . .

“An old man,” she began, pausing to see if
the Voice would return. When it did not, she
went on. “An old man . . . right outside—"
Suddenly, Morwenna began to laugh. It all
seemed ridiculous. “An old man turned to dust,”
she exclaimed.

“Dust?” cried Miss Helga, confused as much
by Morwenna’s sudden change of mood as by
her words.

15



Morwenna, giggling, nodded yes.

“Show me,” the chamber maid insisted.
Taking Morwenna by the hand, she pulled her
out of the throne room into the hall. There lay
the dust. Miss Helga studied it closely.

“Ordinary dust!” she announced and with a
sweep of her cloth whisked it away.

In her heart Morwenna felt a cold, stab-
bing pain.
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M 1ss Helga bustled Morwenna back
to work. She told the girl she must
stop daydreaming if she wanted to keep her
place, and reminded her how hard positions were
to find. Then, softening, she began to tease,
telling her that if she ever wanted to get home
that night—it was Friday—she had better get
busy.

The thought of going home to her mother
lifted Morwenna’s spirits. What was there to
feel glum about?

What had happened—or what, she reminded
herself, she thought had happened—was proba-
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bly only what Miss Helga had called it: non-
sense, a daydream.

Morwenna returned to polishing the king’s
throne. But as she worked, notions of home
slipped away. Her mind drifted back to the old
man, and to what she thought he had said, to
his gnarled, tapping fingers.

As she puzzled about it all, as she slowly
rubbed the smooth, glossy surface of the throne,
the wood grew bright enough for her to see her
own reflection. Morwenna blinked. Was that ber
face looking back?

The image was of an older woman.

Astonished, Morwenna stared at the face that
stared at her. Gradually, it began to change,
becoming her face, but as she had been when
five years old. Then the image changed again,
growing older one moment, younger the next,
as if unsure what to be.

Upset, Morwenna quickly took her cloth and
rubbed over the reflection. She decided she was
being silly. It was just as Miss Helga said: the
very notion that she had been given five wishes—
why, it was laughable.

Still, as she laughed, she thought how much
fun it would be to have wishes, for wishing
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sunny days, for games, endless jokes . . . Then
it occurred to her: if, if that old man bad given
her five wishes, why then, why not use one?
After all, if she made a wish, and that wish
worked, she’d know for sure she did have wishes.
If it didn’t work, why then, that would be the
end of that!

Morwenna glanced over the throne. Miss
Helga was working hard on the far side of the
room, paying no attention to her.

Kneeling down, eyes closed, Morwenna
whispered, “I wish . . . I wish. . . I wish I
were so rich I didn’t have to work.”

She waited. All she heard was Miss Helga’s
scolding words: “Morwenna! Stop this non-
sense or I'll let you go! You're not a rich young
lady! You must work!”

Morwenna sighed. Whatever that old man
was, or said, no matter where he’d gone, or the
tricks he’d played, it was only a joke. She was
just as she had always been. She stood up.
Somehow, she felt relieved.

By way of reassuring herself, she stole a quick
glance at her reflection in the polished wood of
the throne. There she was, herself at twelve,
with a bright and merry face. Good, she thought.

18
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I have no wishes. And after all, what does it
matter?

She liked who she was.

And yet. . . and yet. . . nagging thoughts
remained. Something had happened. But what?

19
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ONCE Ruthvin and Sibald reached the

main courtyard of the palace, they or-
dered every gate closed and every nearby citi-
zen stopped. But the king saw no one who
reminded him of the man with the wishes.

“To think I had him in my hands,” he fumed,
“him and his five wishes.” \

“And he’s capable of doing great harm,” added
Sibald.

The king retired gloomily to a private
room. “Sibald,” he said, “do you think that the
person I met might have disguised himself,
completely changing his appearance?”

“Forgive me, Majesty,” said Sibald, “you have
no idea what he looked like to begin with.”

King Ruthvin became furious. “He must be

20
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somewhere!” he cried. “And when I catch him,
he’ll be hanged. That will show people what 1
think of anyone who puts himself above me.”
Raging, he sent Sibald to search throughout
the city.

Sibald did as he was told, but met with no
more success than when the palace had been
searched. Empty-handed, he reported to the
king.

“Fool!” Ruthvin shouted, and he ordered Si-
bald out of his sight. Then the king told a ser-
vant to get his coach and private guards ready.
He would search the countryside himself.
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“D oNE!” announced Miss Helga to Mor-
wenna, as she gathered up her buck-
ets and brooms. “Time to go!” But as they set
out to leave the palace, they discovered all the
gates were closed. No one was being allowed
out. Morwenna had never known such a thing
to happen.

“Nothing to worry about,” the chamber maid
assured her.
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She led Morwenna down to the lowest kitchen
in the palace, behind an old pantry. There, in-
side an unused closet, was a door. “A porter’s
entrance,” Miss Helga explained with a wink.
“Hasn’t been used for years—except by me.”

In moments, she and Morwenna were be-
yond the palace walls, making their way through
crowds of people.

| / ' / HILE the palace was rich and splen-

did, the city was cluttered and reeked
of decay. Restless crowds surged through nar-
row, filthy streets. Little sunlight reached the
ground. People shouted. Donkeys brayed. Cart
drivers called to clear the alleyways. Beggars,

old and young, pleaded for alms. Morwenna was
always glad to leave such scenes behind.

Ve
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| / ‘ / HEN the girl journeyed back and forth
between her home and the city, she
didn’t travel alone. She went with Swen, her
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special friend, a boy a little older than she. Quite
alone in the world, he made his living driving a
mule cart from the country to the city and back,
hauling goods from the town where they both
lived, where they had grown inseparable as
friends. Every Sunday evening Swen brought
Morwenna to the city. Every Friday night he
took her home.

Morwenna spied Swen from a distance,
waiting patiently as always. He was swapping
jokes with everyone who passed by, occasion-
ally flicking the hair out of his eyes with a smart
shake of his head.

Oh Swen! Like a young prince he was, tall
and strong for his age, with blond, thatched hair
over 2 pleasant, always smiling face—not one
mean thing about him. How much the opposite
of Ruthvin.

The moment Swen saw Morwenna, he leaped
on his cart, then onto the seat, where he did a
handstand, wagging his feet to make her laugh.

“My feet got tired waiting,” he called as she
approached. “Thought you’d never come.”

“If I knew you were going to be so hand-
some,” she retorted as she climbed into the cart,
“I’d have been faster.”

“The two of you,” chided Miss Helga, refus-
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ing to laugh at Morwenna’s joke. “Now, Swen,”
she said, “she’s caught in a mood twixt this and
that. A perfect fluff of confusion. Don’t egg her
on any more.” |

She turned to Morwenna, trying to look se-
vere. “Early Monday morning, my dear. And
if you want to keep your position, leave your
fairy tales at home.” -

“What'’s the matter with her?” asked Swen
once she had gone.

“Sometimes I think scolding is the only way
she knows to speak,” said Morwenna.

Swen gathered up the reins. “Ready to go?”

Morwenna, happy to be on her way, happy
to be with Swen, gave a loud, laughing, “Yes.”

e
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I HEY had not gone very far into the

countryside when Morwenna pulled a
small piece of paper from her traveling bag.
“What’s that?” Swen demanded with a groan.
“Not lessons.” Since he had never been to school,
Morwenna took it upon herself to teach him now
and then.
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“Just a riddle,” she told him. “You know I
love them.”

“But I never get the answers,” Swen re-
turned. “What’s more, I don’t think I ever will.”
He set his face into a look of mock sorrow. “I
am what I am. I'll never be more.”

“Of course you will,” Morwenna insisted,
hitting him playfully on the leg. “Anyway, I
worked hard on this all week. You have to
guess.” Paying no attention to his protests, she
read what she had written. “When bright, it’s
dark, when darkest, it’s gone. When gone for
good, so are you.— What am [?”

Swen struggled with the riddle, looking so
intense that Morwenna couldn’t keep from
laughing.

“Give up?” she cried.

Swen shrugged, disconsolate.

“When bright, it’s dark,” she repeated, “when
darkest, it’s gone. When gone for good, so are
you. What am I? Why, silly, it’s your shadow!”

“I never do get riddles, do I?” Swen said,
upset and stung by both his failure and her
laughter.

Morwenna’s heart went out to him. “It’s not
important,” she said. Leaning over, she kissed
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him on the cheek. Swen looked up, surprised,
his good humor restored.

HEY traveled awhile before Swen, the

reins easy in his hands, asked Morwenna
if she had had a good week, if anything new
had happened. Her heart sank at the question.
Thoughts about what had occurred that after-
noon returned, and with them, her sense of un-
certainty. She wondered what Swen, with his
straightforward ways, would make of it. She
decided to tell him. But at just that moment the
Voice, that voice from a cold nowhere, began
to cut about her ear:

Say not who you are or what you bave
or before your time all shall be lost,
both you and they.

Morwenna felt like crying out, “But who am
1> What have I? When is my time? What shall be
lost?” The Voice, however, made her feel she
couldn’t speak. Instead of answering Swen’s
question, she said only, “No, nothing hap-
pened to me. What about you?”

26
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“Nothing new with me, either,” he replied.
“Which is fine. I like things the way they are.”

iTHouT her understanding why,

Morwenna’s gloominess returned.
She felt uncomfortable, ill at ease, unhappy with
her private thoughts. But she remained silent,
afraid to say anything that might bring back the
Voice.

From time to time Swen glanced at her.
“Something the matter?” he said finally. “Never
saw you so serious. Not angry at me, are you?”

Morwenna tried to shake free of her mood.
“Of course not,” she told him, vexed with her-
self. “Why should I be?”

“Sometimes,” said Swen, “I get the feeling
I’'m too simple for you. That’s why.”

Resolving once and for all to push her annoy-
ing thoughts away, Morwenna slipped an arm
through Swen’s. “I like you the way you are,”
she insisted, to reassure herself as much as him.
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HE sun began to set as they cut over

hills, down through valleys. The light
grew dim. The air cooled. Treetops trembled.
Birds skimmed low, wheeling and darting grace-
fully.

A white mist rose from the dells, while far to
the west the sky was swept with strokes of pur-
ple, orange and red.

Morwenna gazed at it in wonder. It was the
most beautiful sunset she’d ever seen. “Lovely,
isn’t it?” she said in a whisper.

“Sure is,” Swen replied, “best mule in the
whole world.”

His answer made Morwenna smile. He sel-
dom noticed beautiful things. And when she
looked again at the sunset, at the first stars,
Morwenna felt sad. She wondered why.

Gradually, as she looked up, as she at-
tempted to understand her troubled mood,
Morwenna realized it was loneliness she felt.
She had never sensed it before. Why now? she
worried.

Without an answer, and wanting comfort,
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Morwenna moved closer to Swen. No, she told
herself, she didn’t want things to change any
more than he.

My
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HEIR way was lit by a floating moon and

the dancing light of fireflies. Magical,
Morwenna thought. And thinking so made her
feel bold.

“Swen,” she said cautiously, afraid the cold
Voice might make her stop again. “Swen, do
you believe in magic?”

Swen snapped his head up from a doze and
said, “What?”

“Magic,” Morwenna repeated. “Do you be-
lieve in it?”

Swen considered. “Should I?” He yawned.

“It’s your thought I want,” she told him.

“Do you believe?” -

“Wishes, I mean,” Morwenna tried. “What
about them?”

Swen shrugged. “I never think about them
one way or the other,” he said.

“Don’t you have any thoughts?” Morwenna
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said, frustrated by the way he was ducking her
questions.

“Ah, Morwenna,” Swen said with another
yawn. “You're too deep for me. No more rid-
dles. Not tonight. I wouldn’t know magic or
wishes if they sat right down next to me.”

Swen had hardly spoken when a great clat-
tering came from behind them. Trumpets
blared. Hoofbeats rattled. Morwenna turned and
saw torches.

“Make way for the king! The king must pass!”

The next instant, a troop of soldiers on gal-
loping horses burst from the dark. A coach came
hard behind.

As the horses drew closer, too close, Swen
tried turning his cart to one side of the road.
The coach swept past. As it did, one of its rear
wheels struck the cart, causing a violent jolt
which sent Morwenna flying into the air.

Twisting frantically to right herself, she sud-
denly saw faces all about, faces exploding from
the dark—wailing, crying, calling her name.
There were hands too, hands of gossamer white,
hands which reached out as if to help her.

At the same moment, Swen, who had re-
covered from the shock, saw Morwenna’s dan-
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ger. He leaped from the cart and tried to catch
her. But he reached her only as she touched the
ground.

For Morwenna saved herself, flipping over—
a somersault—to come safely down on her own
two feet. Though unhurt, she was stunned by
the vision of faces and the reaching hands. She
gazed about in wonder, looking for them. But
they had vanished.

Only Swen was there.

“Are you hurt?” he cried, standing close,
greatly concerned. “Did I get you quick enough?
Are you all right?”

Turning to him, Morwenna realized that he
thought that he—not she herself—had saved her
from the fall.

“I’'m fine,” she told him. “Not hurt at all.”
Gently, she pushed away his hands and climbed
back into the cart. It had not been seriously
damaged.

Swen stood where he was, looking at her.
“Morwenna,” he said, “you were almost killed.”

“I’'m fine,” she assured him.

“But I saved you.”

Morwenna didn’t answer. She had begun
thinking furiously about what she had seen. Who
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were those people? What were they? Why
should there have been anything?

Swen, meanwhile, waited for her to say more.
“Lucky I'm so fast, isn’t it?” he asked.

Her mind in a whirl, not knowing what to
say, Morwenna looked at him. “Thank you,”
was all she managed.

Swen studied her, puzzled, then pulled him-
self into the cart and took up the reins. “No,”
he said with a shake of his head, “you don’t
know how lucky you are. You near broke
your neck.”

What Morwenna did know was that she didn’t
want to talk. She needed to think. She under-
stood that she had been in great danger. She
knew, too, that she had saved herself. Swen had
nothing to do with it. But most of all there
had been visions, visions of spirits, spirits who
had called her name . .
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S WEN glanced at Morwenna from time to
time as they moved along, trying to un-
derstand what was on her mind, why she kept
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so silent. If she had saved him, he would have
said something. He knew he would.

At last he said, “Glad you didn’t get hurt.”

“Im glad, too,” Morwenna replied off-
handedly.

“Saving you was, well, easy for me,” Swen
said. “Natural—we being such good friends and
all. But you’re not saying much about any-
thing. I wish you would.”

Morwenna, pulled from her thoughts, didn’t
know what to answer. How could she explain,
without explaining everything? And if she did,
wouldn’t the Voice come back? She didn’t
want that.

“Did you hear me?” Swen asked, softer now.

Morwenna’s thoughts were so removed that
for a brief moment she felt he was a stranger.
She had to remind herself that this was Swen,
Swen her closest friend, Swen whom she’d
known all her life. But still, she didn’t want to
talk. Not to him. Not to anyone. And that up-
set her. To hide her confusion, she took the easy
way. She pretended she hadn’t heard him cor-
rectly.

“I know it’s late,” she said. “But we’ll get home
all right.”

33



L B 2 i A

Swen wanted to object, to say she wasn’t being
fair. Instead he began to think it was he. He
must have done something wrong. But what?

For the rest of the ride neither spoke a word.
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B y the time they reached Morwenna’s

home it was very late. No lanterns
shone. She climbed down from the wagon, then
hurried inside.

“Good night!” Swen called as he watched her
disappear. He wished she would say or do
something to reassure him. Left alone, he felt
like crying, shouting, striking out. They had
always been such good friends. What had hap-
pened?

After one last look, and still wondering what
it was that he had done to make her so un-
friendly, he started off. But he felt too misera-
ble to go to his own empty hut.

Instead, he went to the inn. There, he knew,
he’d find company.
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NSIDE Morwenna’s house it was dark and

still. Her mother was already asleep. But
as Morwenna stood in the silence she became
aware of the small cottage as never before. Its
smell. Its warmth. Its intense, close familiarity.
The sensation was almost overpowering, suf-
focating.

Then she remembered she hadn’t said her
thanks to Swen, something she always did. She
hurried out to look for him. But he was gone.

For a moment she gazed up into the sky. She
had never seen so many stars.
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HEN Swen arrived at the inn he found

it crowded with people. He had
thought he wanted company, but once he saw
people joking and laughing, his gloom doubled.
He took himself into a corner and sat down
alone. It was there the inn keeper found him.

“How’s my boy tonight?” he called, with a
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friendly slap on Swen’s back. “Don’t you want
anyone to see you?”

Swen, hardly looking up, shook his head. “I'm
pretty tired,” he said.

The inn keeper studied him. “Are you sure
that’s all?”

“Yes,” said Swen, glumly.

For a moment the inn keeper gazed at the
boy. Then he sat down. “It’s that friend of yours,
isn’t it?” he said. “Morwenna.”

Swen shook his head again.

“It’s not for me to give advice,” the inn keeper
said, leaning closer. “Not about your friends.
But you’re all alone in the world. T'll speak to
you like a father.

“Now, Swen,” he began, “what am I? An
inn keeper. And what are you? A mule driver.
Look around. There’s our carpenter. And one
of our farmers . . . So it goes. The same as you
and me. Ah, Swen, your friend, Morwenna,
she’s too fine for you.” _

“I don’t want to hear,” cried Swen.

“I know you’ve been best friends but, Swen,
you’re getting to an age when you have to see
things the way they are. People like you and
me, there’s no fancy in us. True friends appre-
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ciate you for what you are. Now, friend to
friend, how about some supper. On the house.”

Swen stared into his hands. “I wish I could
be different!”

“Do you now?” said the inn keeper with a
smile. “I can see it. The boy mule driver who
becomes grand adviser to the king. Better yet,
king himself. Lord knows, we couldn’t do worse
than what we’ve got. Come on, boy, food al-
ways does you good.”

“I don’t want to eat,” Swen sulked, thinking
he was being made sport of.

Now it was the inn keeper who felt offended.
“Isn’t my food good enough?” he asked.

Swen got up. “I'd rather be alone,” he said,
and started toward the door.

Feeling his friendship rejected, and by a sul-
len boy at that, the inn keeper called, “Well,
maybe you are a fool. You'll not be changed
from that.”

Swen spun about, enraged at the taunt. He
wanted to say or do something to regain his
dignity. But when he could think of nothing,
he felt even more miserable. Hiding his shame,
he rushed from the inn, and went home to

bed.
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As for the inn keeper, he turned from the
door, just as angry.

I HAT same night King Ruthvin was rac-

ing down country roads in search of the

man who had offered him the wishes. Though
his carriage almost collided with a cart on the
road, the king pushed on. But he found no one
who fitted his vague description.

At the fifth inn, the owner, a woman, was
brought forward.

Leaning from his carriage window, Ruthvin
asked if she were loyal to her king.

“I hope so,” said the frightened woman.

“Then listen to me carefully,” Ruthvin said.
“I am looking for a man, someone who came
from the city just today. Strange, secretive per-
haps. Perhaps he pretended to have magic. Did
anyone of that sort come by today?” ‘

With great relief the owner was able to say
an honest, “No.”

King Ruthvin then told her that if such a per-
son did stop and she reported the fact, it would
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be worth her while. But, he warned, if she did
see such a man, and failed to report it, she would
suffer pain. “Do I make myself clear?” he asked.

The woman managed a nervous yes, and the
king called his coach driver to hurry on.
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I T was almost midnight when King Ruthvin
reached the inn in the town where Swen
and Morwenna lived. Despite the late hour, he
roused the same inn keeper who had spoken with
Swen earlier that evening.

When the man appeared, King Ruthvin leaned
from his carriage window and asked the ques-
tions he had asked since he set out: had he seen
any unusual sort of a man that day?

The inn keeper was still angry over his ex-
change with Swen. The young fellow wanted
to be different than he is, he told himself. Very
well, I'll show him what being different means.
I'll teach him a lesson he won’t forget.

The inn keeper told the king about Swen.
“He’s only a boy, Your Majesty,” he explained,
“but he came from the city today. And that’s
exactly what he said to me; he wanted to be
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different than he was. Maybe he’s your man.”

King Ruthvin considered. He considered the
time, and his fierce desire to punish someone
quickly so as to set an example.

“How old is this person?” he demanded.

“Fourteen or so.”

“What about his parents?”

“Died long ago.”

Again the king considered. This boy might
prove to be an easy scapegoat. Who would care?
What did one boy matter more or less?

At once Ruthvin ordered the inn keeper to
give him directions for finding Swen.

“He won’t come to any harm, will he?” the
inn keeper asked, suddenly uneasy about what
he had done.

“Nothing for you to worry about,” snapped
the king.
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URROUNDED by soldiers, King Ruthvin

was led to the small wooden hut where
Swen lived alone. One soldier beat upon the
door.

“Who’s there?” came Swen’s sleepy voice.
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“Friends,” returned Ruthvin, as his men drew
their swords.

Swen stepped out. Instantly, two soldiers
jumped forward and took him by the arms.

“You are under arrest,” the king announced.

“But what have I done?” asked Swen, com-
pletely surprised.

“You hold dangerous magic,” said the king,
trying to keep from smiling. “And holding magic
without my permission is an act of treason pun-
ishable by death.”

“But Your Majesty, believe me, I don’t have
magic,” Swen protested. “At least, 1 don’t
think I do.” 7

“Do you wish to confess?” asked the king,
ignoring Swen’s words.

“To what?”

“To being a wizard.”

“Forgive me, Your Majesty,” Swen said, “I
don’t know anything about that.”

The king smiled scornfully. “Next you’ll tell
me you don’t have wishes.”

“Wishes?” cried Swen, astounded.

“Admit it or not, you trouble my realm,” said
Ruthvin, becoming bored with the charade of
taking the boy seriously. All he wanted to do
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was publicly pronounce Swen the Wizard, then
hang him to show his determination to resist all
who would challenge his rule.

“Please, sir,” Swen said, “are you sure?”

“Do you dare question me?” cried the king.
“Take him away!”

As Swen was marched off, his first thought
was that the king would quickly realize his mis-
take and let him go. But as he went an idea
came into his head: if Morwenna were to hear
that he, Swen, had been thought to be some
wizard, might she not pay better attention to
him? The idea pleased him greatly. And the
more he thought about it, the more Swen hoped
that the king’s mistake would show other peo-
ple as well that he was not considered a fool by
everyone.

| /| / HEN Morwenna woke the next
morning she lay in bed a while look-
ing about her small, but bright, room. It was

filled with things she loved, treasures she had
saved to remind her of what she’d been and done.
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As long as she could recall, this room had been
hers. But that morning she couldn’t help feeling
it was cramped, cluttered, uncomfortable.

She didn’t want to see it so, and tried to drop
back to sleep. Instead, all that had happened
the day before filled her mind. Determined to
push it from her thoughts, she got up and be-
gan to dress.

But standing in front of her mirror, brushing
her long hair as she’d done countless times,
Morwenna suddenly saw a man’s face in the mir-
ror behind her own. She whirled around. No
one was there. She turned back to the mirror.
Not only was the man’s face gone, her own re-
flection had vanished as well.

Trembling, Morwenna sat down on the edge
of her bed, then she peeked at the mirror. Her
own face had reappeared, like a moon coming
out from behind clouds. For the first time she
allowed herself the fullness of her fear. Every-
thing seemed to be changing. More than ever, she
felt the need to talk to someone.

The person Morwenna had always talked to,
the one she loved most, who could always com-
fort her, was her mother.
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M ORWENNA finished dressing and hur-
ried to the meadow. There, in early
morning, it was always warm, and there her
mother had her garden. Morwenna knew she’d
already be hard at work.

As Morwenna went down the hill she could
see her mother working at the earth. Her gray
braided hair, which made her look old and young
at the same time, hung over one shoulder. When
she heard Morwenna’s call she looked up.

Their eyes met. Again, just as in her room,
Morwenna felt like a stranger, even shy. She
tried to smile. It wouldn’t come. Instead, she
threw herself into her mother’s arms, wanting
more than anything to tell her all that had hap-
pened, her feelings, her fears. She found she
could not. As the words formed in her mind,
the warning Voice spoke again with clipped,
cold precision: '

Say not who you are or what you have
or all shall be lost, both you and they.

On the point of tears, Morwenna hugged her
mother hard. They sat down on the ground face
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to face. “Mama,” she began, “do you believe in
magic?”

Morwenna’s mother stroked her hair and
looked at her for a long time. “When we were
young,” she said, “I did. So did others. We be-
lieved there was a person who kept all the wishes
in the land.”

“Only one?” Morwenna asked.

Her mother nodded. “The Wizard.”

Morwenna had never known of such a person
before. Yet when she heard of him—even though
the sun was warm—she felt a coldness inside
her, a shadow.

“What happened to this . . . wizard?” she
asked. '

“I don’t know,” her mother replied. “We be-
lieved he lived for many years. But no one knew
if he were alive or dead. Some thought one way,
some the other. There were even those who
searched for him. Oh, how people wanted him
to return! How needed he was . . . and is. We
also believed that he wouldn’t die before pass-
ing on the wishes to someone. We all hoped we
would be the one.”

“Mama,” asked Morwenna, “do you still be-
lieve in that wizard?”
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“I would like to.”

“Why?”

“Magic,” her mother said, “is a kind of hope.
And wishes are like dreams. When we have
them, we can make things change. Without, we
stay the same.”

Morwenna noticed that while her mother
spoke she averted her eyes. “Why won’t you
look at me?” she asked.

Her mother shook her head. “I don’t know,”
she said, turning back.

One look into her eyes and Morwenna felt
older than her mother, felt she had more an-
swers, felt as if her mother was asking ber for
help. It shocked her.

“Mama,” she whispered, deeply moved,
“something has happened. I don’t know what
it is.”

At the top of the hill a man appeared. “It’s
the king!” he cried. “Here, in town. They say
he’s caught the Wizard. Brought him to the
square!”

At the words, Morwenna felt a flood of joy,
aware suddenly that if it were true—if there were
someone who was the Wizard—she would be
much happier.
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Greatly excited, she began to run up the hill.
“Morwenna!” her mother called after her.
Morwenna was in too much of a hurry to stop.
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I HERE was a great crowd of people in the

town square. Morwenna could not see
over their heads, but at the rear of the throng
she found an abandoned wagon, horses still in
harness. Once on the wagon she could see
everything.

A line of soldiers kept the crowd from reach-
ing a gallows that had been set up at the far end
of the square. Not far from the platform, also
protected by soldiers, was the royal carriage.
Inside, King Ruthvin sat and watched.

Morwenna understood well enough what was
happening: someone was about to be hanged.

The people in the square were shouting, de-
manding that the gallows be torn down. They
had seen hangings before, all at the king’s com-
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mand. Twice Morwenna thought the crowd
would break through the soldiers’ line. Each time
the soldiers drove them back.

Then more soldiers appeared, escorting
someone from behind the carriage. Morwenna
looked to see who it was. To her astonishment
she saw that it was Swen, his hands tightly
bound.
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HE moment they saw Swen, the crowd
began to shout, “Free him! Free him!
He’s just a boy!”

Their cries made no difference. Swen was led
to the gallows platform, where a soldier fitted
the noose around his neck.

Morwenna could hardly breathe.

Two soldiers stepped forward. One beat a
drum, the other unrolled a scroll. In a voice that
carried over/the crowd, the second soldier be-
gan to read.

“Swen,” he read, “you are accused of high
treason against the rightful rule of King Ruthvin.
You have refused to give up your magic to your
king. You have claimed to be the Wizard.”
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A murmur ran through the crowd. Mor-
wenna, meanwhile, watched and listened with
increasing horror.

“Therefore,” the soldier continued, “King
Ruthvin condemns you to be hanged until you
are dead. Let this be a warning to all who stand
against him. So shall all his enemies perish. Long
live King Ruthvin!”

Turning, the soldier asked Swen if he had
any last words.
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S WEN looked up. As if to beg, he held out
his bound hands. Morwenna began to
cry. Her dearest friend, condemned by his king.
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The crowd grew still.

“l don’t know what to say,” Swen began,
speaking slowly, miserably, not sure what words
to use. “I don’t know why I'm here. 1 thought
it was a mistake. I never knew I was a wizard.
At least, I didn’t know till now. But then, I
never was so good at figuring things. Maybe
I’'m what they say. I'm glad I’'m someone.

“If I have wishes,” continued Swen, stepping
forward, “and I hope I do, I'd wish that some-
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one—I won’t say her name—would come to see
me. And then,” he cried, “I'd wish that no mat-
ter who or what or why I 'am . . . I'd wish I
could stay alive!”

The soldiers rudely shoved Swen back and
stood him over the gallows trap. The drummer
beat his drum again. The hangman made ready.
The crowd screamed in rage.

Morwenna was speechless with anguish. How
could anyone be so horrible as to hurt poor and
harmless Swen, he, who had never, ever, done
one thing wrong? Knowing perfectly well that
she was the “someone” Swen had spoken of,
she tried, with all her heart, to think of some
way to help him.

Yet even as she watched, sickened by the
sight, the two soldiers stepped aside to let the
hangman do his task. It was too much for
Morwenna. She paid no mind to the cold winds
which were now whirling around her head,

crying:
Use them well! Waste them not!

Without thinking, Morwenna whispered,
“Oh, I wish that Swen would go free!”
What happened next, happened very quickly.
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No sooner did Morwenna speak, than
out of the sky a great bird plum-
meted, filling the air with one long wondrous,
wailing note. Its feathers were green, its beak
golden, its eyes black, its blue talons long and
sharp.

Like an arrow, the bird dove straight to the
gallows. With one of its wings, it split the
hanging rope in two. Turning completely about,
it plucked the noose away with its talons. Then
with a slash of its beak, it cut apart the ropes
that bound Swen’s hands together.

Just as quickly the bird flew aloft. And just
as quickly, it disappeared.
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S WEN was the first to realize he was free.
One long leap took him from the gal-
lows. Two more strides and he was past the
soldiers. Another took him to the middle of the
crowd.
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Frantically, he shoved people aside. Others
fled, screaming.

From his carriage King Ruthvin cried: “Catch
that man! A thousand coins to catch that man!”

The soldiers surged forward. The crowd
fought them back. Swen, meanwhile, zig-
zagged through the square, looking for escape.

“Swen!” cried Morwenna, standing on the
wagon’s seat. “Here!”

Swen turned. Morwenna waved her arms. He
saw her, raced for the wagon and jumped in.
The second he did, Morwenna, who had been
holding the reins, shouted to the horses. They
galloped away while Swen, lying in the bottom
of the wagon, struggled to catch his breath.

Morwenna’s head was all but bursting. She
could hardly think. “Did I do that?” she kept
asking herself. “Was it me who set him free?
Impossible!” she felt like crying out. That was
magic!

A s soon as Swen could breathe again, he
crawled up front to where Morwenna
was doing her best to control the horses. He
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called for their reins. She handed them over,
hoping that with his driver’s skill, he would bring
the frantic horses to a stop. But as soon as Swen
took control, he only urged them to go on faster.

They never slowed, not even when Swen took
a sweeping turn that nearly tumbled the wa-
gon. He had taken a dirt road that led into the
Great Forest.

A FTER an hour of furious driving, Swen
let out a long, low, whistling sigh of
relief and pulled the horses to a halt. With a
shake of his head, he closed his eyes and wiped
the sweat from his face. “Morwenna,” he be-
gan, speaking in hushed tones, “did you hear
what they said about me? Magic . . .” He was
almost afraid to say the word.

Morwenna watched him intently.

“They say,” he continued, “that I have magic.
And Morwenna . . . bonest . . . 1 didn’t think
I had. Ever. But then, I made a wish. No, two
wishes! First I wished you’d come. And . . .

you did. Then I wished myself to stay alive.
That worked, too. Both of them!
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“And that bird . .-. I never saw anything

like it before.” He glanced at her shyly. “I think
T'have . . . magic, Morwenna. I must.”

She didn’t know what to say. It had been
magic. That she knew. But was it Swen’s magic
as he believed or . . . hers?

“Morwenna,” Swen said, hurrying on, “you
know me better than anyone. I'm not very im-
portant. I know that. Guess everybody knows.
But last night when the king—the king himself,
Morwenna—came to my house . . .” He shook
his head with the wonder of it. “Kind of an
honor, you know. Even if it is from him. He

saidthat. . .I. . .me. . .Iwasthe Wizard.
Guess you know all about him. I never did. Just
think of it . . . Me . . . a wizard . . .” He

stared into his hands.

“Are you?” asked Morwenna.

Swen turned to look at her. “Would you like
that?”

“Yes,” she replied.

“Would it be good enough?”

“Good enough for what?”

“For you. For everyone. I mean, people don’t
think much of me. They don’t. You don’t.”

Morwenna pressed him once again. “Swen,”
she said, “are you the Wizard?”
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After a moment he answered, “I’'m not sure.
All T know is, they said I did have magic . . .
wishes . . . And when I used them . . . the
wishes, that is . . . they worked.” He peered
around to make sure no one heard him.

“Where are we?” asked Morwenna.

“Beginning of the Great Forest,” Swen re-
plied, picking up the reins. “And we’d better
get past the beginning. They’ll be coming.
Ruthvin won’t give up. I know he won’t.”
Without another word, he flicked the reins. Once
more they moved beneath the trees.

Needing to put her thoughts together, trying
to understand, Morwenna crawled to the back
of the wagon. From there she watched the road

they traveled roll out like an unwinding spool
of thread.

% ING Ruthvin had seen it all. He had

watched Swen being led to the gal-
lows. He had listened to the accusation which
he himself composed. And, as Swen spoke his

first words, he had smiled in satisfaction.
But hearing the boy speak of wishes had made
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Ruthvin hold his breath. When after a few sec-
onds nothing happened, he relaxed. Then the
bird appeared! Ruthvin had watched as Swen,
set free, jumped from the gallows, cut through
the crowd, leaped upon a wagon and raced from
the square.

The king was stunned. It was all perfectly
clear what Swen’s escape meant. Along with
everyone else Ruthvin had heard it. Swen had
wished himself free. Swen was the Wizard.

The danger to his kingdom was clear to
Ruthvin. The news of Swen’s escape would
spread quickly, make people restless.

No matter what the cost, the king knew he
must track the Wizard down. Twice he had had
him in his grasp. Twice he had gone free.

The more he thought, the more certain he
became that the only one he could trust to catch
the Wizard was himself. Everybody else would
be too frightened.

He would pursue the Wizard. And when he
found him, he would destroy him utterly.

Within the hour, King Ruthvin had dis-
guised himself as a beggar, hidden a dagger in
his clothing and set off after Swen.
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WEN drove deeper and deeper into the

forest until the road became little more
than a path. He climbed down from the wagon.
The horses could pull it no further.

“Where are we?” asked Morwenna.

“Not far enough,” Swen returned. “I don’t
want them to get even close to me.”

Morwenna watched silently as he began un-
hitching the two horses. Then she said,
“And me?”

Swen stopped his work to look at her. She
was still sitting on the wagon. For the first time
since his escape, he smiled. “Don’t worry,” he
said. “I wasn’t going to leave you. Never have,
have I?” He climbed up on one of the horses.
“Come on,” he said, pointing to the other. “Can’t
waste more time.”

Morwenna studied his face. Perhaps, she told
herself, it was he who had saved her on the road
the night before, brought her to the square, saved
himself. Maybe it wasn’t her atall . . .

She climbed on the other horse.

Swen gave her a big smile. “All you have to
do is follow.”
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I HE forest grew darker. Moss hung like
the beards of old men. Vines, as if they

were roots from the sky, brushed Morwenna’s
face. Endless fields of ferns covered the ground.
Here and there golden bars of sunlight touched
the forest floor. Where they did, bunches of
flowers grew, rainbows springing from the earth.

Morwenna began to see things that didn’t seem
real, like faces of old people peeking from be-
hind the ferns. They seemed to be following
her. She wanted Swen to ride faster, to leave
the faces far behind. He only plodded on. “Slow
and steady,” he told her. “Slow and steady.”

Once, Morwenna was sure she saw an old
man gliding through the trees, floating above
the ground. His thin white hair and tattered
clothing fluttered in the air. Was he calling her
name? “Swen!” she cried. “Look!” She pointed
toward the man who hovered in midair, looking
at her.

“What'’s the matter?” said Swen.

“There,” Morwenna said. “Don’t you see him?
He’s right there!”
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Swen looked where Morwenna pointed, but
only shook his head. “Nothing but trees. Come
on, we're wasting time.’

Morwenna looked again. The old man was
gone. Dreading the thought of being left be-
hind, she spurred her horse to catch up.

1 T wasn’t long before she began hearing
sounds. At first she wasn’t sure what they
were. Soon enough she knew. They were voices,
chanting softly. Soon she understood their
words: her name, endlessly repeated.

Then she heard bright laughter, familiar
laughter. Her own, she realized. Again and again
it came, before seeming to drift away. Soon it,
too, was gone. She started to say something to
Swen, but he was so intent upon the trail, his
back to her, that she didn’t dare. ;

Finally, visions came. Her mind seemed to
make patterns of the trees, the leaves, the flow-
ers and the ferns. But gradually, the patterns
grew in clarity. They became scenes of her-
self—playing, dancing, laughing—when she was
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young. Other scenes showed her older, and the
last vision was-of Morwenna walking from the
throne room just the day before. She had seen

her entire past. But nothing of a future.
She trembled.

A LL that day they traveled. Only when

it became too dark to see did Swen halt
the horses. They had reached a small clearing,
a patch of grass surrounded by towering trees.
Morwenna felt as if no one had ever come to it
before.

Swen tied the horses to a bush, then sat down
against one of the great tree trunks. “Plenty of
room for you,” he said, with a yawn, offering
her a spot nearby.

Morwenna shook her head. She didn’t feel
the least bit tired.

Almost immediately, Swen’s eyes began to
close. “I sure hope I've got the magic,” he said.

“Why?” Morwenna asked.

“People,” he said sleepily, “people would think
more of me. Yes . . . I think . . . they . . .
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would.” His eyes closed. His chest heaved. He
was asleep.

Without a sound the horses slipped their hal-
ters and trotted noiselessly into the woods.
Morwenna jumped to catch them, but they were
quickly gone. She didn’t dare follow.

She huddled down opposite Swen and waited,
her heart beating faster and faster. Whatever
was going to happen, was about to begin.

O NE by one the icy pointed stars blinked
out. Yet Morwenna could see in the
absolute blackness—not with her eyes, but with
her very being.

Gradually, the forest came alive. Eyes,
watching eyes, bloomed here, there, only to fade
away. Morwenna heard footsteps, too, as if
someone were walking up and down a great
hallway. Doors opened and shut. Someone was
trying to find a way out.

Morwenna asked herself: is that me?
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SHE heard—but did not feel—a rising,
falling wind. Then faces appeared, faces

bursting suddenly into view, flaming, fading,
leaving holes in the dark.

One face remained. Morwenna recognized it—
the face of the man she had seen over her shoul-
der in the mirror that morning. The one who
had followed her in the woods. The ancient man
she had met outside the throne room doors. The
one who said he was giving her the wishes. The
one who had turned to dust. Pindel. There he
was again, glowing, his white face throbbing.

Morwenna covered her eyes with her hands,
but she felt them pulled away. She was forced
to look. The old man was talking. She heard no
words.

More faces appeared. All of them were old—
ancient. Then came hands, hands that prayed,
that reached out toward her. They were the
hands she had seen the night before when she
was thrown from the wagon.

How Morwenna knew she couldn’t say, but
as she looked she understood that the hands and
faces belonged to wizards from times long gone.
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Now they looked joyful. Now in sorrow. Now
joyful again. It was as if each emotion reminded
itself of what it was not, and rushed to become
its opposite. Morwenna shut her eyes.

She heard the Voice.

Say not who you are or what you have

or before your time all shall be lost,

both you and they. Use them well.

Waste them not. Waste them not at all . . .

“Who are you?” Morwenna called out.
You know! You know!

“I don’t!” she returned pressing her hands to
her ears. Still she heard:

Leave, Morwenna! Hide the wishes!
Keep them safe! Protect them. Protect them!

“I don’t have the wishes!” Morwenna cried.
“I don’t!”

You do! You saved Swen!
“He saved himself!”
You did!

“How could I?” pleaded Morwenna.
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The wishes! The wishes!
“I don’t know anything about the wishes!”
You shall learn! You shall learn!
“I'm not the Wizard! I'm not.”
You are! You are! You are!

As the Voice echoed in her, around her,
Morwenna felt overwhelmed. “Swen!” she
screamed.

Instantly, Swen was awake. “Where are you?”
he called.

“Here,” Morwenna said, weak and in tears.

Swen came to her and put an arm around her
shoulder. “What happened?” he asked.

Morwenna listened. There wasn’t a sound.
She looked. Nothing to see but stars. How could
she explain? “The horses are gone,” she said
lamely.

“Don’t worry. We'll get on. We always do.
Oh, Morwenna, such wonderful dreams,” he
said, yawning. “Such magic . . . such wishes
.. .” He fell asleep by her side.

Morwenna wanted nothing better than to sleep
herself. It would not come. She felt only the
great weight of the dark and silent night.
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In that silence, in that dark, lurked the truth
she couldn’t deny. She, Morwenna, was the
Wizard.

She.
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D AWN. The damp ground steamed.
Trees and bushes bent under the
weight of dew. Morwenna, who had not slept,
shivered in the chill. I am the Wizard, she re-
peated to herself, trying to grasp the meaning.

Swen, across the way, remained asleep. His
breathing came softly. There was a smile on his
lips. How young he looks, thought Morwenna.

But gazing at him, she began to feel some-
thing new . . . pride that a wish of hers had
saved him from death. She had done that. She
held the gift of life.

A growing sense of what that meant, the
hugeness of the idea, came like a fountain to fill
her. Oh, what she might do, be and have! Be-
fore the day of the old man, it was as if she’'d
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lived in a small, dark room, which she needed
permission to leave. Now she felt let loose in
the universe. Carried by the wishes, she could
go anywhere. Everything was in her reach.

How much she wanted to tell someone what
had happened, what she had become! Swen,
her closest friend should be the one.

Then Morwenna remembered. The Voice had
taught her she wasn’t allowed to say who she
was. She didn’t know what would happen if
she did tell, but it would be fearsome. She had
to find another way to let him know.

In seconds, Morwenna had another plan. As
soon as Swen awoke, she would grant him any-
thing he wanted. When he saw her make the
wish that brought him his desire, he’d see that
she had the wishes, not he.

What—she wondered—would he want? A
castle, perhaps. A cloak of invisibility. A horse
with wings. New worlds. Something. Any-
thing. She could wish it all! And how happy
Swen would be when he realized it was she who
had the powers. She felt like laughing, dancing,
leaping with joy. She nearly cried out to wake
him. But in an instant she felt the cold wind
wrap around her, heard the angry Voice:
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Waste them not! Waste them not!

“The wishes are mine,” Morwenna whis-
pered fiercely. “I'll use them as I want.”
Instantly, the winds softened, moaned.

Use them well. Use them well . . .

Morwenna shook her head. No one would
tell her how to act; no one. If she wanted, she
would use each and every wish as she chose.

A T last Swen woke. He stretched. He
yawned. He pawed sleep from his eyes.
He smiled at Morwenna, wiggling his toes to
show he was awake.

“Good morning!” Morwenna called, hardly
able to keep still in her excitement.

Swen stretched again, lifting his hands above
his head. “Morwenna,” he said. “I’'m going to
like being a wizard.”

Morwenna laughed, thinking what fun it
would be when he discovered the truth. “Do
you really think you are?”

Swen grinned broadly. “Don’t have much
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choice, do I? I mean, I made those wishes be-
fore. Only figures I can do it again.”

Morwenna was unable to hold back any
longer. “What would you like to wish for most?>”
she asked.

Swen laughed now. “Guess I spent most of
the night dreaming about that,” he admitted.

Morwenna clapped her hands. “What did you
decide?” she asked, then held her breath.

As if his ideas were too huge to see with open
eyes, Swen closed his, leaned back against the
tree, took a deep breath and said, “I'd wish for
. . . breakfast.”

“Breakfast?” echoed Morwenna, thinking per-
haps she hadn’t heard right.

“Sure. Breakfast. You forget? I never ate
yesterday.”

Morwenna felt she had walked down a flight
of steps and stepped off—only to find the floor
wasn’t there. Her joy tumbled; she felt chilled.
How could she wish for something as small as
. . . breakfast . . . with something so huge as
a wish?

“Then wish for it,” she prompted, hoping
suddenly that when he tried and failed, he’d see
the truth.
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Swen became embarrassed. “I tried,” he said.
“I don’t think I've got it down right. The wishes
won’t work. I keep trying to remember how I
made them before. Do you think my hands were
a certain way . . .?” He made some fumbling
efforts with his fingers. When nothing hap-
pened, he laughed sheepishly.’

“Doesn’t matter,” he went on. “I think we’ll
be safe here. Enough wood to build a dozen
houses. We can stay for years.”

“Years!” Morwenna cried. He was drifting
further away from the truth.

“Look here, Morwenna,” Swen said ear-
nestly, “next time they catch me, soon as they
get close”—he made the motion of a dagger
thrust—“I’'ll be finished. No, it’s the forest
for us.”

“Swen,” she said, “I don’t want to stay.”

For the first time that morning Swen really
noticed her. “You don’t?” he said, surprised.

Morwenna shook her head.

Frowning, Swen got up, shoved his hands
into his pockets, looked around, started to
whistle, stopped, then faced Morwenna. “All
right, I'll take you where you want to go. At
least till we find someone. Or a road that’ll lead
you out of the forest. That good enough?”
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“Thank you,” Morwenna said, aware that
Swen was puzzled. She longed to explain. And
though she felt grateful he wasn’t going to
abandon her, she felt guilty about accepting his
company when he didn’t know the truth.

Swen was still looking at her oddly. “Sure
wish you'd be yourself again.”

Morwenna averted her eyes. It was hard
enough not being able to tell him what she
wanted. It was harder pretending nothing was
wrong. The truth was that Swen, her closest
friend, had disappointed her. She felt ashamed
to have the thought.

Morwenna sighed. It was only morning and
already she felt exhausted. She had so many
feelings. They all seemed to contradict.

With Swen in the lead, they started off.
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M ORWENNA didn’t feel hungry. She
didn’t know why, but simply ac-
cepted it. Swen, however, was starved. He re-
minded her again and again that he hadn’t eaten.

He wished for bread, an apple, even a forest
stream to drink from. But no wish worked.
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“Do you think maybe it’s crossing my eyes
that does it?” Swen asked once.

Before she could stop herself, Morwenna
snapped, “Don’t always be so stupid!”

With hurt surprise, Swen turned away. For
the moment Morwenna didn’t even care.
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HE farther they traveled in the dark for-

est the more it became clear to Mor-
wenna that Swen had no idea where he was
going. At last, too tired to take another step,
they stopped to rest in a clearing.

While Swen sprawled on the ground,
Morwenna lay on her stomach, chin in her
hands. She was certain they had come to a place
they’d been before, certain they’d been march-
ing around in circles.

“Morwenna,” Swen said, turning toward her,
“remember how you asked me what else I'd like
to do with my wishes? ‘Well, I've thought up
other things.”

She brushed the hair from her hot face. Per-
haps he would wish for something new .
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something important . . . so she could show
her powers. “What are they?” she asked, her
expectations rising.

Swen looped a finger through a hole in his
shirt. “For a start,” he said, “something new to
wear. And a better wagon. I could earn more
with a bigger one. And a blanket for my mule.
Sometimes she gets awful cold and damp.” He
looked at Morwenna. “Any better?” he asked.

“Is that all you can think of?” Morwenna
sighed, discouraged again.

Swen answered scriously. “I've got every-
thing else.”

“Is that what magic’s for?” Morwenna heard
herself demanding. “Things like that?”

Swen bolted up, tossing the hair from his face.
“Come on, Morwenna. If you had the magic,
you'd see. It’s not so easy thinking up things.”

“I wish 1 were alone!” Morwenna cried in
frustration.

“I'm doing the best I can,” returned Swen,
hurt by her words. “I am!”

But Morwenna wasn’t listening. She realized
what she’d done; she had made a wish. Heart
hammering, feeling frightened, she waited for
it to work. But nothing happened.
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“Anyway,” said Swen, “you don’t have the
wishes. I do.”

Morwenna frowned. Why hadn’t the wish
worked? Before she could think about it, seven
men stepped from the forest. Each one held a
sword.
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HE moment the seven appeared, Mor-

wenna and Swen jumped up, ready to
run or defend themselves. But the strangers
weren’t there to fight. Instead, they stood their
ground, as if reluctant to come closer. Dressed
in rags, with feet bare, they seemed hesitant,
almost shy. Their eyes were all on Swen.

“What do you want?” Morwenna asked.

One of the newcomers pointed nervously to-
ward Swen. “Him,” he said.

“Are you from the king?” Swen wanted to
know. He had snatched a branch from the
ground and was holding it up, ready to fight.

“Not us,” another answered quickly. “We’re
his enemies.”

“Then what do you want with me?” asked
Swen, puzzled.
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“Please, sir,” said another, lowering his sword.
“You’re the Wizard.”

Swen was startled. “How’d you know that?”

“Everybody knows.”

“They do?” Swen said, pleased, and stealing
a look at Morwenna.

“The king caught you,” said yet another, “and
was going to hang you. But you freed your-
self.”

“With a wish,” called one of the others.

“And escaped,” someone else added. “No one
before has been able to do that. Then you came
to the forest. That’s when we discovered you.
Please, we were told to bring you with us. We
don’t want to use force. Will you come now?”

Swen tried to grasp what was being said. “But
why?” he asked again. “What can I do for you?”

“It will be explained,” was the answer. “Will
you come?”

Swen beckoned Morwenna to one side. “What
do you think?” he whispered. “They look all
right to me. And they might lead us to a road.
Or some food.”

Morwenna looked over her shoulder at the
armed strangers. Part of her wanted Swen to
go alone, to leave her. But when she glanced
about at the forest and thought how far they
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had come, first by wagon, then horseback, then
walking, when she considered what it might be
like to be left alone with just the spirits and the
Voice, her courage faltered. “I'll go,” she said.

THEY set off in a single line.

As she walked Morwenna brooded
over her wish to be alone, made just before the
strangers came. Why, she wondered, hadn’t it
worked? She knew she had the wishes, that she
was the Wizard. Didn’t the Voice say so?

The more she thought, the more she saw there
must be rules about the wishes which she didn’t
understand. Some wishes worked. Others didn’t.
And she remembered that when the old man
had given them to her, he spoke things she didn’t
clearly hear. Had he been trying to tell her the
rules? How sorry she was not to have listened
more closely . . .

There was the wish she’d made in the throne
room, when she asked for riches. That hadn’t
worked. But the one freeing Swen from the gal-

lows had.
Why?
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The only rule she understood was that she
could tell no one she was the Wizard, that the
wishes were hers.

Then—with a start—she thought of some-
thing she hadn’t considered: the old man in the
palace had given her five wishes exactly. To save
Swen she had used one. Only four wishes
were left.

Only four, she realized.

A sudden sense of where she was, of how her
situation had changed, came over her. There
was Swen, walking in front, cheerful as usual.
There were the seven men, moving steadily,
guarding them, swords in hand. The forest was
vast and silent. Above her, she caught only a
glimpse of the sun. Feeling a coldness inside,
Morwenna shivered. It was a chill she recog-
nized. She had felt it before, but not so strong.
It came first when Miss Helga swept up the dust
in the palace hallway. It was there again—
stronger—when she tried to speak to her mother.
It came when the spirits visited her at night.
Finally, it came when Swen wanted breakfast
and she knew she couldn’t wish for that. Now
the knowledge that there were only four wishes
remaining brought the cold again.

Whenever she came to understand more about
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the wishes, that pain increased. It was as if, with
the wishes, a shadow, a cold painful shadow,
had crept into her heart.

How much—just then—Morwenna wanted
the Voice to return and explain to her all she
needed to know. It did not. It stayed still. Only
to warn her, to guide her, did it speak. Perhaps
that’s a rule, she thought.

As if to prove the truth of it, the cold and
painful shadow grew.
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1 N the middle of the forest they came upon
an open field. Huts had been built around
the edge where tall trees crowded. Beneath these
trees Morwenna saw a few small fires, some with
cooking pots raised over them. Here and there
old clothing hung to dry.

As she and Swen were led into the center of
the field, people emerged from their huts. Cu--
rious, excited, they stared and pointed at Swen
and followed closely behind the swordbearers.
Even if Morwenna or Swen had thought of es-
caping, it would have been impossible. They
were surrounded.

They were led to a hut at the far end of the
field. A man appeared from its doorway. His
cheeks were hollow, his gray hair thin. He leaned
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upon a staff. But as he-observed Swen, his tired
eyes grew bright. -

“My name is Gareth,” he said at last, speak-
ing solely to Swen. “I am the leader of these
people. And you are said to be the Wizard. If
you are, and what we’ve heard suggests it’s true,
you are very welcome.” His voice was full of
emotion. “We have waited years for you.”

“Years?” said Swen, not sure how to re-
spond. _

“Years,” Gareth repeated. “Years of great
hardship. May I ask you, do you have a name?”

“It’s Swen.”

“Swen,” echoed Gareth, weighing the sense
of the word. Then drawing himself up, he said,
“Are you the Wizard?”

Swen gave a quick look to Morwenna, then
said, “I suppose I am.”

“Only suppose?” asked Gareth, taken aback.

Swen shoved his hands into his pockets,
flicked his hair from his face. “See,” he ex-
plained, “I never knew I was. Honest. I mean,
it wasn’t anything I did. Or planned. Didn’t
even know about it. It . . . just seemed to
happen.”

Gareth’s puzzlement grew. “But didn’t you
free yourself from Ruthvin?”
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“Yes, sir,” said Swen.

“With a wish.”

“Nobody more surprised than me.”

Gareth, clearly troubled, leaned heavily on
his staff and studied Swen for a long time.
“Perhaps,” he said finally, “we should talk
alone.”

“If you want,” Swen agreed. “But I'd like to
have my friend with me.” He indicated Mor-
wenna. “Don’t do anything without her.”

For the first time Gareth considered Mor-
wenna. It was only a momentary look and she
saw no real interest in his eyes. “If that’s what
you want,” he said.

“And, sir?” asked Swen.

Gareth turned back.

“We’d like some food. We're really starved.”

“First,” Gareth said, “we need to talk.” He
led the way into his hut. '

I T was dim inside and bare. The old man
motioned them to sit on the ground. Then
Gareth studied Swen again, as if the boy were
a puzzle he had to solve.
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“When I was very young—your age per-
haps—" he began urgently, “it was my grand-
father who told me that the Wizard has hundreds
of wishes, all he wants, the only ones in the
land. This wizard can do anything with them.
Anything. 1f nothing hurts him, if he’s pro-
tected, he can live for countless years. I'm not
the only one who believes these things. Are they
true?”

After a moment Swen said, “I don’t know.”

“You don’t know . . .” repeated Gareth.

Swen looked down as if he had done some-
thing wrong.

“Why don’t you know?” asked Gareth.

“l told you," Swen replied, “it’s all so
new . . .”

“But you do have the wishes?” Gareth said.

“I used them,” Swen tried to explain, “a few
times. You said you heard that yourself.”

Gareth turned to Morwenna for a moment,
as if to ask whether she’d heard what Swen was
saying. She looked away, not wanting to be
there. It seemed unfair to Swen, to Gareth, to
herself.

Then Gareth spoke again. “Do you hate
Ruthvin as much as we do?” he asked intently,
leaning toward Swen.
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“Oh, sure,” Swen said, glad to be certain
about something. “Doesn’t everybody?”

“All of us fled from his crimes,” Gareth said.
“He’s killed those we loved. Family. Friends.
He’s destroyed our lands, our work. It’s he who
should be destroyed. And we have tried. Tried
everything! Once, there was a whole army un-
der my command. Gone. Overwhelmed. Oth-
ers tried to take back grain he stole, attacking
here, there. They were executed.” Gareth shook
his head. “He’s too strong for us. We've had to
wait for something—or someone—to make us
strong. Now, you've come . . .

“Swen, if you are the Wizard and have the
wishes, it’s your responsibility to join us. You,
as Wizard, are the protector of this land and all
its people. Do you understand that? With you
among us we cannot fail.”

Swen stole a look at Morwenna to gauge her
reaction to Gareth’s words. When she kept her
eyes averted, he returned to staring at the
ground.

Gareth reached forward and with the tips of
his fingers turned Swen’s face up so he could
look into the boy’s eyes.

“Swen,” Gareth said, “I needed to speak with
you alone . . . because you seem so unsure.
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Don’t you see, our struggle against the king has
no room for uncertainty. We must act with
strength. Are you afraid of being Wizard?”

Swen, after a brief hesitation, nodded yes.

“Because you’re so young?” Gareth said, with
sympathy:.

“No,” said Swen. “Not that.”

“The power then?”

“Not that either.”

“Then what is it?” cried Gareth.

“I tried to tell you,” Swen pleaded. “It’s all
new to me. I’m not sure what to do, not about
anything!” |

Frustrated, Gareth turned to Morwenna. “He
said you were his friend. I must know: is he the
Wizard or not?”

Morwenna looked at Swen’s open, anxious
face. She saw how much he wanted her to agree
that he was the Wizard. And there was Gareth,
who wanted it just as urgently. But all
Morwenna could hear was the Voice calling:

Hide them well. Both you and they.

Before Morwenna could decide how to an-
swer, a woman poked her head through the
doorway.
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“Gareth,” she called, “they’ve found a beggar
wandering in our direction. They’re bringing
him in now.”

Using his staff, Gareth stiffly pulled himself
up. “I have to attend to this,” he said. “Wait for
me here.” At the doorway he paused and looked
severely at Swen. “You are very young. o raise
false expectations is a cruel thing and will not
go unpunished. Your youth shall not deter me
from my responsibilities.”

ERVOUSLY, Swen plucked at his sleeve.

“Not much fun is it?” he said. “You'd
think people wouldn’t fuss so . . . Anyway, I
could sure use some food.”

Morwenna waited for what he might say or
ask next, yearning to find some way to let him
know the truth. He must know.

“Look here,” he said after a moment. “You
want to go home. But he’s asking so much, Mor-
wenna. I don’t know how I'll be able to do half
of what he wants. Or even . . . any. I need
your help.”
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Morwenna saw an opportunity. “Why?” she
quickly asked.

“Morwenna, I don’t know what to do,” he
cried. “I'm no good at this.” There were tears
in his eyes. '

“Maybe,” suggested Morwenna, “you’re not
the Wizard.”

Swen looked up angrily. “How else did all
this happen? Stop making fun of me! You going
to help me or not?”

“I'm trying.”

“Then do it!”

“Swen,” Morwenna began, wanting to scream
out the truth. But the moment she spoke, the
Voice cried:

Or all shall be lost! All!

“What?” he asked sullenly.

In anguish, Morwenna only shook her head.

“Hey,” said Swen. “I'm not asking much. I'm
your friend, remember. Least, I used to be.”

“You still are.”

“Then act like one!” Swen shouted sud-
denly. In his anger he got up. “I'll get myself
some food.” He left the hut.
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M ORWENNA watched Swen from the
doorway. She felt deeply wounded
by what he had said, worse about what she had
not.

Seeking some distraction, she looked across
the field. A crowd had gathered at the far end.
Morwenna stepped out for a better view.

In the midst of the crowd stood the beggar,
a hood partly covering his face. The moment
Morwenna saw him, she sensed he was—or at
least resembled—someone she knew.

Leave! Leave at once!

Morwenna was in no mood to listen to the
Voice. Instead, curious, wanting to get closer
to the newcomer, she slipped among the trees,
then around the edge of the field. Soon she was
close enough to hear Gareth ask the man what ~
he was doing in the forest.

“The king,” was the beggar’s reply. “King
Ruthvin. What do you think of him?”

The question made the crowd grow tense.
Gareth stiffened.

“Did I say something wrong?” asked the beg-
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gar. His eyes were constantly shifting as if in
search of something.

“What made you ask about Ruthvin?” Gar-
eth wanted to know.

“To tell the truth,” replied the beggar, “I have
been running from the king’s soldiers.”

“Why?”

“Like you, I'm a thief.”

“We're not thieves,” Gareth said.

“Forgive me,” said the beggar. “I'm only
looking for a place to rest. I've been traveling
long and hard.” Again his eyes searched the field.
“It was your people who brought me here. I'd
like to stay a while.”

“As a thief,” returned Gareth, “you’re not
welcome. As an enemy of the king, our enemy,
you are. Stay until you’ve rested. Then be on
your way.”

The beggar gave no answer. He merely bowed
his acceptance.

Turning, Gareth saw Morwenna. “Where’s
Swen?” he demanded.

“Looking for food,” she said. “He’s very
hungry.”

Irritated, Gareth surveyed the field. The
beggar eagerly followed his eyes. Then, re-
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membering himself, Gareth turned back to the
man. “As I said, rest. Then go.” And he set off
to look for Swen.

The crowd drifted away, no longer inter-
ested in the stranger. Only Morwenna stayed.
She watched the man seek a resting place. The
one he found allowed him to look over the en-
tire camp.

He craned his neck. As he did the hood which
partially covered his face fell away.

Hurriedly, he drew it back. But his move-
ment wasn’t quick enough. Morwenna saw his
face for sure: it was King Ruthvin. And she knew
why he’d come. He was hunting Swen.

Ve,

M ORWENNA'S first thought was to call
out. But in an instant she felt her
mind pulled another way, not toward thoughts
of saving Swen, but rather toward letting him
take care of himself while she ran and hid.

Yet how could she betray her friend? How

could she think of leaving without even letting
him know or warning Gareth?
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Feeling panicky, she searched the field for
some sign of Swen. He wasn’t anywhere. But
she did see Gareth on the far side of the camp.
She ran to him.

“Where’s Swen?” he demanded as she hur-
ried up. “I can’t find him.”

“That man,” said Morwenna, trying to catch
her breath, “that beggar . . . it’s the king . . .
Ruthvin.”

Gareth gasped. “Ruthvin? Here?”

“You must believe me,” Morwenna cried. “I
see him every day. I know what he looks like.
He’s after Swen. Look at him yourself.” Turn-
ing, she pointed to where Ruthvin sat. But he
was gone.

“The Wizard!” came a wailing voice. “The
Wizard has been killed!” People were running
across the field. With Gareth at her side, Mor-
wenna also ran. '

S WEN lay on the ground before Gareth’s
hut. His eyes were closed, his face dull
white. Blood was spreading on his clothes. Some
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half-eaten bread lay nearby. He had found some
food at last, gone to eat it, and been attacked.

Bending down, Gareth pressed a hand against
Swen’s heart. “The beggar!” he screamed,
springing up, his face twisted in rage. “Catch
that beggar. It’s the king!”

Some plunged into the woods. Others dashed
to their huts for weapons. Most gathered in
small, frightened groups. Over and over the
words came, “The Wizard is dead.”

Morwenna knelt beside Swen’s body,
searching his face, stroking his limp hand. There
wasn’t the smallest trace of life. Nothing. She
looked to Gareth but saw only horror and shock
in his face.

She turned back to Swen, telling herself that
his death was her fault, that she should have
acted sooner, warned him, made him under-
stand the truth. But Morwenna heard the Voice
too, and it was pleading:

Use the wishes well! Waste them not!

She felt as if she were in a vise, and the vise
was pressing tighter. Unable to bear it, refusing
to listen to the raging Voice, she whispered, “I
wish Swen would come back to life.”
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Not a sound. Not a’stirring. But in that si-
lence Morwenna heard an inner silence. There,
in that beginning came a single infinitesimal
pulse.

In seconds, Swen let out a tiny thread of
breath. His fingers fluttered. He opened his eyes.
Blinked. Slowly, he sat up.

“Someone,” he said to Morwenna, with a
shake of his head, “someone tried to kill me.”
He pushed his hair away from his face. “That’s
twice, Morwenna.”

Morwenna was too overcome, too exhausted
to do anything but close her eyes in relief. But
she heard a sound behind her, and turned. It
was Gareth. He was not paying the slightest
attention to Swen. He was staring at her, his
look ablaze with understanding. Instantly,
Morwenna realized he had heard her wish. He
knew the truth.

“And do you know who it was, Gareth?”
continued Swen, turning to the old man. “I
thought you were supposed to protect me. There
I was, finally getting something to eat, when
Ruthvin—King Ruthvin—was beside me. Here.
Morwenna, didn’t I tell you he’d try again? Well,
he did. Right by your hut, Gareth.”
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He stood up and discovered the blood on his
clothing. Momentarily puzzled, he put his hand
to his chest, then looked at his stained fingers.
“You said you wanted to know if I'm the Wiz-
ard, Gareth.” He held out his hand. “That
should prove it. Had to be magic that saved me.
I mean, he came right at me with his dagger.
Took me completely by surprise. Nothing but
magic could have saved me.”

Slowly, Gareth shifted his eyes from Mor-
wenna to Swen. He nodded his head. “It’s proof
enough,” he said.

“All right, then,” Swen said. “I am the Wiz-
ard for sure. And I say we go to the city and
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