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            Join Persy’s ‘VIP Readers Club’..

          

        

      

    

    
      Persy’s “VIP Readers” members get free books, free behind the scenes photographs and fantasy artwork, and unique items to accompany the books.

      

      Members are always the first to hear about Lady Ellen’s new books, giveaways and publications.

      

      See the back of the books for details on how to sign up!
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      The letters appeared slowly, at first faint, then becoming darker, blacker, angry. Gothic script that would permanently change things. On either side of the book, large red and black, mostly spent candles had dripped wax down their respective pedestals, testimony to the waiting she’d done.
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      “Soooo, we’re off in a couple of weeks to the Big Smoke.” Thaddeus reached for another brochure. “Kind of exciting, being in the same city together for school. Love that we get to go after only one year of high school. Can’t wait.”

      “Toronto’s a pretty cool city…lots of trees and parks. But we’re not there for school. It’s to get to a portal at the back of Casa Loma. Don’t forget, the actual school is in Europe.” Persy straightened the rest of the pamphlets on the table.

      “I think any city’s good by me. I’m SO over small town Ontario.” Rix grinned and took Thad’s hand in hers. “All right for you. You’ve been bopping all over the planet forever.”

      Thad squeezed her hand back. “Yeah. Yeah, I have. But it’s going to be amazing to spend some solid time all together, training up, plotting, and of course, cuddling with some.” He smiled and tapped the end of her nose gently.

      “Some?”

      “Well, with one…the cuddling part, I mean.”

      “Indeed.”

      The three of them were kicking back in lounge chairs on Persy’s back deck, while Robert and Angelica prepared a BBQ for Persy’s birthday. Darson was to arrive any minute, as were Vadoma, Sniv and Laurel.

      Thaddeus raised his pop. “Well, Persy, to sweet fourteen.”

      She blushed and grinned. “Yeah, there were times I thought I’d never make it.”

      She turned to Rix.

      “We may be a tad late to the party, but Happy Birthday again, Rix,” said Persy raising the glass of soda which Angelica had given them. “Your June 21 birthday just fell through the cracks. Sorry.”

      “Gee, ya think running after Melanthios, rescuing Thad and Darson, and generally unearthing the Cauldron of Ceridwen may have had us distracted…just a touch?”

      Thad grinned, wound his arm around Rix’s shoulders, pulled her close and kissed her softly on her head. “Happy fourteen, my dear. And an adventurous year it’s been.”

      “No kidding. My parents took me out to dinner when we got back, for my birthday and were all like ‘So tell us all about your trip to the UK with Persy. Did you have fun? Did you see anything special? What is her family like?’ Yada, yada, yada. I mean, how do I answer any of that? Of course Mom knew the score, but had to jump through the hoops for Dad and brother.”

      Persy sighed. “Don’t lie about that stuff. You can’t. If you start making up stories, believe me, it’s gonna come back and bite you in the butt. They just get all muddled. Be as vague as you can and change the subject. That’s my modus operandi.”

      Thad nodded. “Yup, Can’t get your knickers in a twist on this stuff. Keep it simple sweetie…the ol’ ‘KISS’ principle.

      Rix giggled, “Knickers in a twist. Such a Brit.”

      Persy sat up and turned to face the path from the garden to the deck. A loud thumping and Darson came flying up the steps.

      “Guys! Look at my book..” He dropped it on the table in the centre of the others and fanned through the pages. “Here,” he pointed. “Read this.”
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      “What is it?” asked Rix.

      Persy’s face dropped and she glanced at Thad. “The next Object?”

      “Has to be,” said Darson. “It’s right on the next page to where The Cauldron of Ceridwen is written. They appear in the book when it’s time, right?”

      “Yup,” said Thad. “Man, no time wasted. Looks like things are on a roll.”

      “Well, this should take care of the lasr of the summer,” said Persy.

      “So, what, if anything, do we know about this Lapis Draconis?”

      They glanced at each other, no one spoke.

      Thad shrugged. “Not a clue. Laurel?”

      “She’d be my first go-to,“ said Persy. “She’s supposed to be here soon.”

      “Who’s supposed to be here soon?” Laurel asked as she came up the steps.

      Persy grinned. “No sooner said. You. Here, Gran, look at Darson’s book.”

      Laurel leaned over the book. “Definitely Dragon Magic. I have a few grimoires on it at the Manor. Should we go?”

      Benson, Persy’s dragonfly familiar had been dozing on the back of a chair in the sun. “Eh? Wot? We’re not off into that bleeding bladeless blender again, are we?” Benson sighed.

      “Let’s do it. We won’t be noticed and we’ll be back for dinner in lots of time,” said Persy.

      Darson grabbed his book and Thad shrunk it to pocket-size.

      “Handy spell, that,” said Darson. “Need to master it.”

      “You were deprived of magic for thirteen years. Give yourself time.” Thad gave him a playful punch in the arm.

      They stood in front of the waterfalls, the Time-Linx portal close to Persy’s house. Of course, Benson was curled deep in Persy’s pocket. Laurel transversed them into Bellarya, the Magical multiverse where she lived and the quests for the Nine Magical Objects took place.

      The light in the Time-Linx brightened quickly as the winds circled around them, increasing in velocity by the millisecond. They chanted loudly together and the present seemed to fade faster than normal, while the meadow came into focus. When they walked into Laurel’s time, Thad was about bowled over by his familiar, P-C, a small, timid, pink and green dragon. Thad rubbed his head, laughing.

      “Great to see you too, fella. Wat’cha been up to?”

      “Practicing my fire-breathing. Got my aim down. Having a little trouble with controlling the amount of flame, but it’s coming. What’s up? Why are you guys all here?”

      “We’ve seen what the next Object is,” answered Persy.

      “Yeah, my book revealed it, and we’ve come to check Laurel’s references,” said Darson, smiling at Laurel.

      “Oh? What is it?” asked P-C.

      “Lapis Draconis, it’s called.”

      “Dragon Stone?”

      “Seems so,” said Thad. “Ever heard of it?”

      They walked through the flower bespeckled meadow to Laurel’s manor. P-C narrowed his eyes, deep in thought.

      “I think so, from some tale when I was a hatchling.

      They had settled around Laurel’s kitchen table, now piled high with books from her library.

      Persy, Thad and Laurel were flipping through quickly to find references to the Stone, but Darson and Rix were seriously reading everything they came across.

      “All right you two,” said Persy. “This is not study hour, we just need info on the Stone.”

      “This is all so fascinating, though, Perse,” said Rix. “So much I don’t know.”

      “Ditto,” said Darson.

      Laurel smiled. “When we get a break from this Magical Object quest, we’ll arrange for both of you to spend time here, so I can give you a crash course in all the basics. Stuff Persy and Thad knew when they were wee ones.”

      “Sign me up,” said Darson. Rix nodded and they both scanned their books more quickly, looking for clues.

      “Wait,” cried Rix. “Look. In this book on Merlinian Magic, there’s a whole section on Dragon Magic and it says ‘One of the most sought after icons of Dragon Magic is the Lapis Draconis. Doesn’t say anything else, just that everyone wanted it.”

      Laurel came to stand behind her and read the passage. “Well, we’re getting closer. At least we’ve confirmed it’s existence and it would seem more was known about it in Merlin’s time.” She tapped her finger thoughtfully on the page.

      They continued poring over the books until close to dinner time, when they Linxed back to Persy’s.

      Angelica joined the mix, scanning the books and a few old scrolls.

      After dinner, Persy, Rix, Thad and Darson gathered again on the back deck.

      “My eyes are dead,” said Rix, rubbing the gritty feeling out of them.

      “Yup. Me too. I think if the stone jumped off the page and bit me, I’d miss it,” said Persy.

      Rix grinned. “Exactly. Persy, if Laurel agrees there would be more to find out in Merlin’s time, why don’t we just Time-Linx there and ask him?”

      “I don’t think Merlin is one you just ‘show up’ to. From what I’ve heard or read, he’s pretty reclusive.”

      “Bah. There are so many can’s and can’t’s to Magic. Protocols, rituals, unapproachable witches or wizards. Frustrating as heck.”

      Persy stared at Rix, a little shocked. “You’re starting to sound more and more like Thad. Obviously hanging around him too much.” Thad grinned and wiggled his eyebrows.

      “Seriously? Don’t you get peed off, with all the rules? I mean, this whole thing is a BIG deal, yet we seem to get someone throwing up roadblocks all the time. You must feel it too.”

      “Yeah, I get what you’re saying, but maybe I’m just more used to the way things in Magic work. I’ve been in it all my life and Mom made sure I understood how to approach certain types or situations. But, you’re right, it can be soul-crushingly slow. Still, we’re stuck with it, at least until some major event, then all hell breaks loose.”

      Rix sighed. “Ok, so how do we approach Merlin, if that’s our next step?”

      Persy tightened her lips, put her head in her hand and stared out to the garden. “Good ques…. Huh?”

      She’d turned her head to the left and hovering over the end of the porch was a grey-blue cloud forming, like a very localized fog was settling in. A young female shape could be seen, quite quickly.

      “Is that…?” said Rix.

      “Yup, think so.”

      “Hey guys great to see you,” said Whisper, drifting closer to them.

      “Hey Whisper,” the gang answered in chorus.

      A wave of very cool air washed over Rix and Persy, something they’d become used to when in Whisper’s presence. Persy slid her hoodie on.

      “So what brings you to Persy’s?” asked Rix.

      “I heard Merlin’s name. You do remember, I apprenticed with him, right? Figured I could maybe help?”

      “Right,” said Thad. “I do now, don’t know why it didn’t occur to any of us.”

      Whisper shrugged. “So what’s up?”

      Persy explained about the stone and wanting to dig up more info on it and why would it be one of the nine Magical Objects.

      “Of course, it would..makes sense,” said Whisper, the glow around her brightening. “I don’t have the full story on it..or much, really. But I know all things ‘dragon’ are strong, long-term magic, so the fact that one of those big Magical Object is dragon related..no surprise here.”

      Rix give Persy a sideways glance, “Ah, Whisper, so what would it take to talk to Merlin about it? I know he’s pretty much a hermit, but…”

      “I haven’t really been with him often in a long while and so I’m not sure how much he knows about Melanthios and her plotting, but I think if I talked to him, he’d talk to you guys. He is THE Dragon Mystic of all time. No one could give you the full scoop like him.”

      “See?” said Rix, turning to Persy. “If Whisper can give us an in, Merlin’s got to be our next move. Find out exactly what this Lapis Draconis is, and maybe even a clue to where it might be.”

      Whisper started to fade. “I’m on it. Back later.” And she was gone.

      The girls went inside and told the others about their talk with Whisper and possible meeting with Merlin.

      Thaddeus and Darson followed them into the house and took seats around the kitchen table.

      “Excellent,” said Laurel. “Exactly who we need. I found a small notation in this book,” she slid the book over to Persy. “It says it’s a very potent enhancer of magic and protects the holder against all poisons. So its worth is obvious. But I’m sure there’s more to the story, and then there’s the question of where it is now.”

      “So question,” said Darson. “If we have this information, then the Book of Black Dominance must be showing this to Melanthios, too. Right?”

      They looked at Laurel in synchrony. “Yes, I would think so. Then question two is what is she doing about it? I’m sure that Merlin would have nothing to do with her, but who else would have a good insight on Dragon Magic?”

      Darson sat up straight, “There’s her buddy Sumaire from my dimension. He’s head of some serpent-based cult or group of some sort. I bet he has an inside track on Dragon Magic and he’d be all over getting hold of something powerful like this.”

      “True,” said Thaddeus. “Met him and it’s be hard to decide which of the two are more dark. I’m with Darson, he’d be her go-to guy.”

      “Well, seems the race is on then,” said Laurel. “Hopefully, we’ll meet with Merlin and find out everything we can about the stone, set up a plan to capture it, before my evil spawn can.” Her face dropped and she paled, thinking about who she’d brought into this world. Persy’s heart skipped as she watched her Grandmother. She knew exactly what she was thinking.

      She walked over and threw her arms around Laurel. “Never mind, Gran. Not all kids can turn out as wonderful as me.” She smirked and kissed Laurel’s cheek. Laurel’s face brightened and she hugged Persy back.

      “Oh, I know. But I might have chosen her father better.” Laurel turned and walked to the window.

      Persy frowned slightly, “Gran, who….?”

      “Not now Persy. I can’t think of any of this anymore. Not now. Let’s just tidy the kitchen and go to bed. With any luck, we’ll hear from Whisper in the morning. I’m knackered.”

      “You go, Mother, and you kids,” said Angelica. “We’ll finish with the dishes.”

      Benson came buzzing down from the top of the drapes. “Now, yer talking Laurel. Up the wooden hill to bed.”

      Persy gave him a dark look. She’d missed a chance here and was none too pleased.
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      Melanthios ran her fingers slowly over the words. “Lapis Draconis”, she read softly to herself. “Great, simply great. Dragon Magic. Not my specialty.”

      “You spoke, missstresssss…?”

      Melanthios turned to her left, “Just mumbling to myself, Ashnah.” She walked to the window. “The next Magical Object has been revealed and I believe it’s an icon of Dragon Magic. Not my fave, by a long shot.”

      She crossed her arms over her chest and pursed her lips.

      A soft scraping and clomp-clomp came from the corner shadows. There appeared a creature of questionable descent. The head and hair of a beautiful Mediterranean woman, front legs and hooves of a goat, back quarters of a lion and a six-foot reptilian tail. Her central body from the neck down was covered with black and red-flecked scales. She slowly approached Melanthios, then sat on her haunches, wrapping her tail around her front hooves.

      “Posssssibly I can help. Much of my anccccestry is sssserpentine, not unlike the dragons.”

      Melanthios grinned at Ashnah. “If anyone knows your heritage, it’s me. I created you, remember? And what a time that was.”

      Melanthios leaned against the wall, again staring out the window. It’d been a time of experimentation, of meeting Sumaire, breaking with Evander and closely working with Willow. Some twenty-five years ago, she’d come on a grimoire based on understanding and creating magical creatures. Her first favourite had been the Lamia, a vile creature, half a beautiful woman and half snake, who had a penchant for feasting on small children. Lovely.

      It was about the same time that she had attended her first meeting with the Secret Society of Dunkelheft, with Sumaire. He was the leader of the Naga, a reptilian/human race, from ancient times. His magic was powerful and extremely serpentine responsive, therefore provided great help in the creation of Ashnah.

      Willow included in the Book of Black Dominance, several treatises on the dark magic of creature creation, and it was one of Melanthios’ favourite subjects. To be able to devise and then make your own dark follower, with all the trimmings was, in her estimation, one of the finer points of the Book.

      The Lamia, enthralled her, so she started there and added the lion and goat as they were worshipped by many different magical sects for their ties to different Gods and Goddesses and then an extra dash of snake to optimize the Lamia. Her Repfemicap as she named it, also had the power of transmorgrification, proving invaluable to Melanthios, repeatedly. She could be anything, any time, for as long as needed. The best part was the change was done within milliseconds, so Munz, in particular, rarely even got a glance of what was happening. It was gold.

      Sumaire and Melanthios spoke of the possibilities for months before deciding on which magical beasts to use, the how and the when of the ritual. They prepared all day of the procedure, having gathered the specimens needed, along with the proper herbs, candles, crystals and spells. Under the full moon, close to Samhain, when the veil to darker powers was easier to access, it was done. Ashnah evolved as the other animals blended and faded before Melanthios and Sumaire’s eyes. She had to lay in rest for a few days, then Melanthios transported her back to Bodesnoir, where she took up residence in Melanthios’ own private quarters.

      Melanthios felt as if Ashnah had always been in that same corner, a magical extension of herself.

      “I’ll have Sumaire join us here with his Dragon Shadow Books, I believe there are three of them. We’re bound to find what we need in one of them.” She turned and went back to her table in the middle of the room, where the Book of Black Dominance rested on it’s support.  She flipped through its pages again, still hoping to find something more on the stone.

      Ashnah slid over to the window. “Whatever happened to Tasssh, that annoying arachnid that used to clomp around here?”

      Melanthios’ face reddened and her mouth tightened. “That is another story. Right at the end of battling for the Cauldron of Ceridwen to grab the first three drops of the potion, she creeps up the side of the Cauldron with a vial and steals the vital drops, scurrying off through the back of the cave to Goddess-knows-where. We totally lost her. Her walk is so distinctive, one would think she’d be easy to locate. But not so far. I have Wolf looking everywhere, even throughout the Forest. We spelled the Time-Linx, I believe fast enough, so we’d be alerted if she used it. Can’t help but wonder if she had help from someone.”

      “Perhaps I can help,” said Ashnah. “A simple conversion into a flying insect to check out the whole castle and forest. I’d be much faster than Wolf.”

      “Hmmmm. Agreed. Up for it now?”

      “Mossst cccertainly.”

      A small ‘pop’ and in a faint cloud of black and red, Ashnah was gone.

      Melanthios smiled tightly, both worried and proud as any mother would be. A louder crackle came from her right, then a blinding, quick flash of light. Sumaire smirked and walked across the room to her.

      “Why am I summoned?”

      “It’s the Book…it’s shown the next Magical Object. Here.” She pointed to the page.

      Sumaire read quickly. “Ah, yes, I’ve heard of this stone. Let me see..” He reached into one of the pockets of his cloak and pulled out three very small books, which he laid on the table. “Vergrando.”

      They became three large tomes, all with very artistic engravings of dragons on them, each dragon larger than the other.

      He glanced at Melanthios, “Never leave home without them.” The left corner of his mouth twitched.

      Melanthios rolled her eyes, “Yes, yes. I’m sure. So you think you’ll find the Lapis Draconis in one of them?”

      “Most assuredly.” He grabbed the book with the largest dragon on it.
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      Vadoma ran up the steps of her vardo and flew through the door.

      “Sniv…we’ve got work to do.”

      Sniv Ling lived with Vadoma since they returned from finding the Cauldron of Ceridwen. Having helped Persy retrieve his father’s magical ring for her, life with Krak Ling was no longer possible.

      He was studying her tarot cards intently and nearly passed out, being startled like that. He didn’t have the strongest constitution to begin with. Sniv placed his hand on his chest.

      “Miss Vadoma. Heart will never be the same.” His face had gone pale and a mild line of perspiration appeared on his upper lip.

      Vadoma raised her eyebrows. ”Sorry, Sniv. Just heard from Angelica and it seems the third object has made itself known. Dragon Magic, apparently.”

      “Ah. We have much experience with Dragon Magic in the East. Part of our zodiac, very lucky and good.”

      “Not sure this is the same, I’m afraid. Dragons in this neck of the woods tend to be more fearsome and warring. Very strong protectors of treasures and knowledge. Persy and the rest of the troupe are at Persy’s. It was Darson’s book which showed it, something called Lapis Draconis.”

      “It will also be showing in the Book of Black Dominance, then.”

      Vadoma stopped and looked at him thoughtfully. “Right. Quite right.”

      ‘I think I want to see what Bran’s take on this is. He’s a Protector of the Forest and would very likely know something of Dragon Magic.” She shrugged her shoulders. “For all I know, he could have extensive Dragon experience, seeing as they are so tightly aligned with the elements.”

      “Bran?” asked Sniv.

      “He’s a Lord Leshii, a strong protector of the forest. You probably wouldn’t have run into him at all, he tends to live in another dimension most of the time-Crador, or in his preferred form, a raven.”

      “Most curious individual,” stated Sniv.

      Vadoma grinned. “That’s an understatement, but he keeps things peaceful around here. C’mon.”

      Sniv followed Vadoma out of the vardo, down its steps and along the path to the deepest part of the forest.

      “Bran! Bran!” called Vadoma.

      A dark mist oozed along the forest floor, heightening and thickening by the second. It wrapped around their feet and up to their knees. Sniv shivered, not sure from the cold or plain fear. The blackness coalesced into a column in front of them eventually resolving itself into a tall, muscular man, dressed completely in black.

      He bowed to Vadoma, took her hand and kissed the back of it. “My dear Vadoma, how lovely to hear you beckon.”

      “Yes, yes, Bran,” she chuckled. Normally, Bran was pretty crusty, this was a welcome change. “But in all seriousness, I’d like your take on something. Seems the third object of Melanthios’ quest has made itself know. Something called ‘Lapis Draconis’. Likely Dragon Magic. Thoughts?”

      “Definitely Dragon Magic, the literal translation is ‘Dragon Stone’. They are great guards of any treasure, so if this stone has value at all, it makes sense that a dragon would be protecting it. Thing is to find him or her. They left this realm centuries ago - got sick and tired of being persecuted and slain by humans. They can be called upon, especially by those practising Dragon Magic. Different ones have affinities to each of the four elements of witchcraft and nature.”

      “Our dragons of the East are one of the four benevolent spirit animals, with the phoenix, unicorn and tortoise being the other three,” said Sniv. “To us, they protect the heavens, the mansions of the gods and all treasures. One can sometimes see them in the sky, they are mostly blue, and Masters of Wind and Water. When upset, can make a BIG disaster.”

      “Well, some similarities, I guess,” said Bran. “Although, they are none too fond of most people here, so wouldn’t be called benevolent. Tend to favour one of the Earth, Fire, Air or Water elements. Live in hidden areas, caves, mountains, or the bottom of lakes and seas. If a magician can develop a working relationship with a dragon, the magician’s magic is enhanced greatly,” said Bran.

      “Bran, what do you know of this Lapis Draconis?” asked Vadoma.

      “Only what’s been passed down through the ages. I believe it was conjured in the 5th century, in Merlin’s time. Wouldn’t surprise me if the old wizard himself did it. His type of magic, to be sure.”

      “What kind of magic?” asked Sniv.

      “Merlin was famous for transmorgrification - shape-shifting, but less known was his alchemic talent. It’s said for one thing, that Lapis Draconis, protects its owner from harm from any poison. Poison being a favourite Dragon weapon…many have breaths of poison, instead of fire. Nasty.”

      “So where do we start to find the dragon guarding the stone?” asked Vadoma.

      Bran stroked his chin and scowled. “You’d want to find an adept at Dragon Magic…someone at the Warrior or Mystic level. I know some about the Earth Dragons, as they hang in the mountains and forests. More often female, and prefer cold, dry places and are huge. They do love treasure, but..hmmmm…I sense a dragon custodian of a stone of this measure…would be male. More aggressive, defensive. So that’d be Fire or Air, and of the two, I’d go with Fire.”

      Bran swirled his cape around him, sending billows of black mist rolling in all directions. An oversized raven flew from the centre, disappearing through the trees above.

      “Well,” said Vadoma. “I guess that’s all we’ll get from him now.” She watched Bran quickly diminish to a mere speck in the sky. “I can always be grateful for his curiosity, though..he’ll find out what he can.”

      “Intriguing creature,” said Sniv, staring after Bran. “In my country, dragons and birds share an affinity. Maybe that he can become the raven, will gain him trust with a Dragon Master.”

      Vadoma glanced down at Sniv, as she lead them back to the vardo. “Hmmmm, possibly. I believe we’d best join the others in the morning at Persy’s. Hopefully Whisper will be there, as she knows the most about Merlin.”
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      “Ok, so give me the details,” said Rix, walking into the living room, her arms full of folders and brochures. “We’ve had so little time to prepare for this magical academy over the summer. What’s the deal?”

      Persy looked up at her from where she was sprawled in a tub chair. “The Illuminary Incantorium. Yeah, looking forward to this. It’s not really like college or school with a bunch of boring classes on crap we won’t ever use, like regular high school. We actually train one-on-one with Masters in the various Magics. You know like herbals and homeopathics, crystal magic, spells and enchantments, Dragon magic, Egyptian magic, Dark magic and Anti-Spells, Multiverses, Transmorgrification…tons of stuff we’ve only touched on so far.”

      Rix plunked down on the couch, dropping her pile onto the table. “Sounds mind-boggling. We’re supposed to become Masters of all of that in four years?”

      They were filling in time, waiting for Sniv and Vadoma to arrive.

      Thad and Darson were perched on the wide window seat. Thad flipping through a folder of his own. “Says here that by the end of the first year, they’ll be able to pinpoint our strengths and so we’ll be guided to the magics that we’ll excel in. So it sounds like we’re not all going to be doing the exact same things by then. Makes sense.”

      Darson grinned. “I really want to do Transmorgrification and Dragon Magic. Now that would be cool.”

      “Transmorgrification— shape-shifting, right?” asked Rix.

      “Yeah. Always wanted to do that at will, not need magic crystals or anything,” said Darson.

      Thad gave him a light punch on the arm. “So totally you,” he said, chuckling. “For me, Multiverses and Dark Magic. Having taken one tour, I want to check out as many as I can. And the Dark Magic and Anti-Spells, well…I figure we’re going to need all the help we can get.”

      Persy flicked her eyes to Thad. “Got that right. Personally for me…herbals, homeopathics, brew mastery, spells and enchantments. Oh, and the physics of the multiverses, how they work, you know? Kind of the essence of witchcraft, I guess.”

      “Hmmm-hmmm,” said Thad. “Definitely you.”

      Rix glanced back and forth between Persy and Thad. “I can’t choose. This all is so new to me…I want to know every bit. I know that’s impossible, but I’m attracted to all the subjects.”

      “You’ll have a better idea after the first year, I’d think,” said Persy. “Once you get a taste of each of them. I’m going to bet it will be one of the specific Magics, like Italian, Egyptian or even Atlantean.”

      “Why?”

      “I dunno. You like to know something to death. I just think one of the specifics will catch you and you’ll want to get right into it.”

      “True,” said Rix. “We’ll see, I guess, but that sounds about right.”

      A voice could suddenly be heard in the hallway and in seconds Sniv came bounding into the room. Persy’s eyes widened. Sniv did not ‘bound’.

      “I am most excited,” said Sniv, with a grin that would put the Cheshire Cat to shame. “Vadoma just told me, I’ll be going to the Incantorium with you, all my friends. Can. Not. Wait! AND the next Object made itself known. Awesome.”

      They laughed at him. “Yeah, we weren’t supposed to say anything,“ said Thad. “Something about Angelica and Laurel having to clear it with the Board at the school, because you weren’t being entered by your father. But it’s all good.”

      Rix leaned forward and grabbed a handful of papers and brochures. “Here, Sniv. Have a look at these…will give you and idea of what’s offered. See what you’re interested in.” She handed them to him, as he sat down beside her.

      “Most interesting,” he said, almost glowing. He read quickly for a few minutes. “Oh, there is so much to learn. I have not had experience with a lot of this.” Sniv looked up at Persy, his forehead creased. He was worried.

      “Don’t’ let all of that scare you,” said Persy, smiling. “Rix is new to this too, and she’s really excited. Darson, too. There will be lots of young Magicals who haven’t had a solid background yet. It’s hard to learn much in the normal day-to-day, because we have to keep closeted. NOW, we can let it fly and become the Masters we’re supposed to be. You won’t be alone, Sniv. Not at all.”

      Sniv sat back in the couch. “That gives me much relief. I was worried that I’d hold everyone back or something. Now I must study these.” His eyes squinted and his face crinkled even more as he studied the papers in his lap.

      “Yeah, no worries, there Sniv. Think of me, the last thirteen years as a magical gopher. Couldn’t even practice what I did know, so I’m probably further behind than you are.”

      Sniv looked up at Darson, smiling and nodded. “Also good to know. Thank you. Sniv then looked up at Persy and Thad. “But the next Object. What do we know about it? When do we hunt it down, with leaving for the Incantorium and all?”

      Persy sighed and glanced at Thad, then back to Sniv. “Yeah, about that. We spoke to Mom and Gran. Seems we’re going to be in a better place to solve that at the academy. The Masters will be great sources of information and assistance. One there supposedly knows a lot about Dragon Magic.”

      Darson raised his eyebrows. “They know about our quests? I thought this was supposed to be on the hush.”

      “Some do. Not many,” said Thad.

      Darson grinned. “Ok, then.”

      Persy stood up and stretched. “Hmmmm…I’m just delighted we’re all going to be together, whatever we study. So, you guys hear the plans for leaving?”

      Thad looked up. “Ah, Toronto first? For the first portal?”

      Persy nodded. “Yup, we have to go by a specific portal. The Incantorium is in central Europe, deep in an Austrian forest.”

      “So where’s the portal in Toronto?” asked Darson.

      Persy grinned. “Here’s the cool part, it’s behind an actual castle, Casa Loma, in the middle of downtown Toronto.”

      “Isn’t that going to be a little conspicuous? I mean, walking in, the bunch of us and just vanishing through a portal?” asked Rix.

      “No…that’s the thing, it’s a perfect set up. The portal is actually in a back building, the stables, and there’s a tunnel from the basement of the castle, underground to it. So we’ll look like normal tourists, but can slip downstairs and out through tunnel. Quite clever,” said Persy.

      “Cool,” said Darson. “How do you know all of this, Perse? You been there?”

      “No, but my Mom Time-Linxed there when she was ready to study. She’s told me about it over the years, bits here and there. It always seemed so far away to me. Never asked a lot about it until the last while.”

      "She was there for the four years?"

      "Yup, she specialized in Magical Creatures and Herbal Magic."

      "Cool," said Darson, fanning the brochures in his hand. “Still not sure what I want to do, but obviously I get to take my time over the next year. Thank the Goddess."

      Thad turned to Persy. "Are we Time-Linxing to Toronto? Do you know?"

      "No, driving down. Dad can't Linx, so we'll go in the van and then he, Mom and Gran will drive back home. Easiest for them and we get a road trip out of it," She smiled, although was not really looking forward to spending close one on one time with Robert, who for sure would be grumbling about all the magicals around him.

      "Ok, sounds good. I'll catch you guys later. Going for a walk. Rix?"

      Rix jumped up, took Thad's hand and they left.

      Persy glanced over at Sniv and Darson. "Hey guys…let's see if I can help you figure out all those flyers some." She walked over and sat between them.

      "Sweet," said Darson.
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      Persy was up with the sun the next morning and as she bounced downstairs, she heard a man's voice which she thought she recognized, but couldn't place.

      She swung into the kitchen. "'Morning, everyone," and stopped dead. "Why Lord Lyall. What a surprise. When did you get here?"

      He turned to her and grinned. "Oh, merely moments ago. Not long at all. Thought I'd pop by and give you kids a head's up about the Incantorium. I used to lecture there, you know."

      Persy was poking around in the fridge and looked over the door at him.  "No, I don't think I did know. What did you teach?"

      "Celtic Magic and some Merlinian techniques when the Master himself wasn't around." Lyall's eyes narrowed, his eyes burrowing through her. She caught the look from the corner of her eye and her brow furrowed. What was that all about?

      "Lord Lyall was one of my instructors," said Angelica. She was sitting at the window seat, sipping a mug of coffee. ”Good times. Loved my years at the Incantorium."

      Lord Lyall looked up at Angelica from beneath his bushy eyebrows. “And you were quite the…uh…challenging student. Great sense of adventure, I'd say."

      "Ah, So...Mom...stories we don't know about?" Persy grinned.

      Angelica turned and stared out the window. "Possibly."

      Thumping down the stairs announced the arrival of the other four students.

      "Oh, Lord Lyall," said Thaddeus. "I didn't know you'd be here today. We're off to the Incantorium soon."

      "Yes, yes," said Lord Lyall. “Exactly why I'm here. Going to give you a little background so you don't go in completely cold." He waved his hand at the table. "Sit and we can talk while you eat breakfast.'

      Fruit, cheese, bread, juices and water were already lined up on the table. Laurel followed them with a platter of eggs and organic meats.

      "Lord Lyall, can I get you a plate?" asked Laurel.

      “Why, yes. I think I will. Everything looks lovely and fresh."

      "Benefits of living in the country,” smiled Robert, rather stiffly.

      They settled around the table, taking what they wished to eat then Lord Lyall began.

      "As I'm sure you're all aware, the Illuminary Incantorium was established some eight centuries ago by reigning Mages, Magicians, Witches, Sorcerers and the then Fae King and Queen. The heads of the various specialties of Magic were either the first instructors or sent in their finest practitioners to set things in motion."

      “Exactly where is it located?" asked Rix.

      Lyall finished a piece of sausage before answering. "Austria. That is Bellarya’s Austria. Deep in a forest near Salzburg. Well hidden by the vegetation and more or less centrally located in Europe, which everyone at the time wanted. I have a picture of it here." He took a small notebook out of his inside jacket pocket and a photo slid out on to the table. He then passed it to Rix, who passed it to everyone else.
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      "It sits on a small hill down in a valley and is surrounded by a river, more or less a natural moat, so, with appropriate wards and spells, it’s not that hard to protect from any Dark invaders. Although, it's said that several of the professors were suspected of having at least some allegiance to the Darkness, no one was ever caught and prosecuted to my knowledge.

      At any rate, you know about the portal in behind Casa Loma where you'll enter to get to the Incantorium. You'll arrive via an ancient oak, just at the outward end of the bridge to the central court. You cross the court and the main entrance is right in front of you.”

      "Why can't we just portal there from any Time-Linx portal? Why do we have to go to this one in Toronto?" asked Darson.

      Lyall turned to Darson with a slight scowl. Persy frowned a little, again. It seemed like Lord Lyall had some bits of the story he preferred to keep to himself, possibly not appreciating some of the questions coming up.

      "Excellent question, my boy," said Lyall, coughing. "Pretty simple really, we can't just have people zapping in from every which way. The Incantorium is a vast body of Magical knowledge and would be under attack constantly if we didn't monitor which portals could bring one in. This way we can watch the handful of entrances, both from portals and the buildings themselves."

      "Hmmm," said Persy. "I see, good plan. So how many portals actually can take people to the Incantorium?"

      "Six. And five are secret. And all from Bellarya. There are none from any of the Multiverses beyond this one."

      "Intelligent choice," said Sniv. "Control, best protection."

      "Indeed. And only five people at any one time know where the five secret portals are," added Lyall. "We don't even know who knows. The information is passed secretly to the next guardian of the knowledge as the previous one passes. And each guardian only knows one portal of the five secret ones. The one from Casa Loma, all professors and students know, but it's very well guarded and warded. Easy when that kind of vigilance needs only to be on one.

      Benson, who had been unusually quiet up till now, took flight from Persy's shoulder and landed on the table.

      "Oy," he  said looking up at Lord Lyall. "Wha'cha fink of getting my disgustingly small self turned into a real dragon? Wif all those magic specialists and all."

      Darson snickered, while Lord Lyall responded. "Not sure that can be arranged, Benson. But I have to say some of the transmogrifications of Merlin have been close to that. One just never knows.”

      "Right. If there's a chance, I'm all in. Sign me up."

      Persy put out her hand for Benson jump to hop on. As he did, she said, "You're my familiar, Benson, you'll always be wherever I am, so it goes without saying that you're going. As for the dragon bit…we'll keep looking. Don't you worry."

      "Alrighty then. Just thought I'd ask."

      "So back to the Incantorium,” said Lord Lyall. "Once you arrive, you'll go over the main bridge and into a courtyard as I mentioned. There are several shops and restaurants around the edges, so you'll not have to go far to get supplies or whatever you need for your studies.

      Inside the main building are five stories. The main floor has the central dining room and main amphitheatre for full meetings of the staff, administration and all students. The kitchens are at the back and for the most part, you won't go there.

      The second and third floors have all the meeting rooms where you'll be with your instructors, learning the various specialized magics. The fourth floor has the dormitories, girls on the west side, guys on the east. The fifth floor is closed off from students."

      "Why?" asked Persy.

      Lord Lyall glanced over at her. "Figures you'd be the one to question that. It's a place of Secretive Magic. Only the most experienced of practitioners are invited in to those meetings and the magical knowledge held there. Particularly things we don't want Dark Magicals finding out. Of course, this is not the only repository of this kind of information, but it's probably the largest. And as many of the higher-ups teach at the Incantorium, it just made sense to have one there. It's heavily warded, by various formats of magic, so well guarded."

      Persy's eyebrows dipped a little. To her, that answer was a little quick, like it had been prepared should the subject come up. Secret caches of magic always rose her suspicions. The fact that only the upper echelon had access made her feel even more uncomfortable. It rang of 'what were they hiding?'

      “I see," she said, turning to Thad and Darson. "Seems a little over the top, don't you think?" she whispered. They both nodded.

      Laurel cleared her throat. "Well then, let's get your things together and head off. It's over a two hour drive."

      "So you'll be driving down the 400 to Toronto, straight on to Casa Loma. Is that correct?" asked Lord Lyall.

      Robert picked up two of the suitcases and turned to Lyall, "Yep, quickest route." He pushed the screen door with his shoulder and walked out to the driveway.

      "Well, I guess I'll be off to the portal then. I'll probably see you lot at the Incantorium. Pleasant travels," said Lord Lyall, walking out to the deck.

      They said their good-byes and started piling into the van.

      Persy looked over to Laurel. "You know, there wasn't much that he said that Mom couldn't have told us. I find it weird that he came all the way here for that."

      "It is curious," said Laurel. She stopped pushing a case into the trunk of the van and stood looking off to the trees. Her eyes narrowed. Angelica glanced back and forth between Persy and her Mother.

      "Maybe he just wanted to be extra helpful. After all, he's well aware of the quest these kids are on. I think it's nice he wants to sort of watch over them,” said Angelica.

      "Yeah. Maybe," said Persy.

      Even in the large van, it was tight traveling for the eight of them, and Thad and Rix were taking full advantage of the snuggling opportunity.

      Darson and Sniv were still flipping through flyers, discussing many of the possible courses.

      Without warning, everything darkened around Persy. She quickly assessed the other kids and they were looking around, obviously seeing the same effect. Laurel, Angelica continued reading and Robert was driving the van. It was clear they did not see this.

      Black and blacker the air became, as a strong wind, pushing them to the left started. In a blink, they dissolved into mist and were taken from the van. They experienced a cold, increasing wind and a shimmering around them. They could faintly see each other, but that was all. It all stopped abruptly, as if someone had thrown a master brake. They landed on top of each other in an elevator. It too stopped with a thump and the doors opened.

      "What the...," said Thaddeus, getting up and pulling Rix up behind him. The rest got on their feet and Persy walked out of the elevator, followed by the others. Her jaw dropped.
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      They appeared to be in the lobby of some office tower or high rise. The exterior walls were mostly glass, allowing them to see out to the street beyond.

      Thaddeus turned a full three-sixty, peering out all of the windows. "We're on a main street in a city. Is that not Toronto City Hall, over there?" He pointed to his right, in a kitty-corner direction.

      Persy walked to the window, cupping her hands over her eyes. The air outside was a bleak, foggy mess and hard to see through. "Could be. But the central disc between the towers should be white. That one is black. Weird."

      "It's all weird," said Rix, looking around, through the glass walls. "I mean, it's like Toronto, but not, you know? Like it's been painted black."

      Thad grinned. "Would make a good song, but it's been done." Persy and Rix laughed.

      Darson and Sniv smiled, picking up the reference.

      "Well, shall we venture outside?" asked Thad.

      Persy shrugged her shoulders. "Not going to figure anything out standing here. Let's go."

      They stood together on the sidewalk, glancing up and down the street. "Looks like we're in a Tim Burton movie," said Persy.

      "Everyone is dressed so goth."

      "Hmmmmm," said Thad. "My guess is, this is a multiverse of the Toronto we know. How the heck we got pulled into this...I have NO idea. But here we are."

      "Yup, agreed," said Darson.

      Rix hugged herself, her eyebrows raising in worry. "Creepy. So how do we get out? Where do you think the van is with your folks, Persy?"

      "Oh, if this is tied to the Time-Linx, then we’d arrive within seconds of when we left. They won't even know we're gone yet, if ever. Thing is, though, to figure how to get back."

      "Shall we walk up to that City Hall and see if we can find out more about this place?" asked Sniv.

      Thad and Persy looked at each other and shrugged their shoulders. "Sure, it's a place to start," said Thad.

      As with any city, people were milling around, some rushing up and down the street and all over what would have been Nathan Phillips Square to them, in their Toronto, the large open area with fountains in front of City Hall. All were clothed in blacks, dark greys and a small amount of reds.

      "I feel like I'm at a Marilyn Manson concert," said Thad.

      "Yeah,' said Darson. "Can't really imagine looking like this every day. Has to be depressing."

      "People do it," said Persy. "Even in our world, but not as much now as about a decade ago."

      "There's the library," said Rix pointing ahead of them. "We should be able to look up the history of this city in there. Give us some idea of who the cast of characters are, maybe even a way out."

      "Good idea," said Persy.

      They entered the library on the street level, Persy quickly finding the reference section.

      "Well, I guess your quantum hours in libraries is paying off today," said Thad, grinning and elbowing her in the ribs.

      "Yeah, yeah. Heard it all before," she said, whacking his arm back.

      Sniv's head swivelled back and forth. "Most cool."

      Persy scanned the plaques on the sides of the shelves of books looking for the Dewey Decimal number she wanted. "Ah. Here," she said pointing to the 900-999 stack. "History, just what we need."

      Arriving at the shelves, she instructed, "So we're looking for local history...Toronto, something like that."

      They scoured the rows and rows of books, looking for a grouping which would indicate this city's history. There were no books with the name 'Toronto' on them.

      "Perse. Here," said Rix. "There's a bunch of books referring to 'York'. Isn't that what Toronto was originally called back in the day?"

      Persy came up behind her, looking over her shoulder. “Yep, it was. Hmmm, I wonder," she said, pulling one of the larger books out. She flipped through it quickly. "Yup, this is what we need. Let's take a few of these and go to a table."

      They sat around a rectangular table close to the windows, even though it was dark inside and out. Pot lights shining down on the centre of the table helped. Darson was the first to ferret out what they were looking for.

      "Check it," he said, tilting the book towards Persephane. "See. I know that Toronto started as the Town of York in 1793, then became the city of Toronto in 1834, but in this book the Town of York, just became the City of York, never changing it's name."

      "How'd you know that about Toronto?" asked Persy, knowing Darson had been holed up in another dimension for thirteen years and was far from acquainted with Toronto.

      "Checked it out when I found out we were coming here to the Casa Loma portal. Figured I should know something about where we were going, as it's all new to me."

      “Good thinking. So now we need to find out about the magic in this world. If there is any, what it is, who runs the place, what are the rules, ya-da, ya-da," said Thaddeus.

      "So will we find that here in history or somewhere else?"asked Rix.

      "Traditionally in about the 130 section, dumped in with all things occult, paranormal, generally 'woo-woo' stuff. If it's out in the open and generally accepted, could be here in history or even in the 299 area within the religion section. So far, I haven't seen anything here in history, so let's try the occult section. The powers that be are probably trying to keep it hidden, so would encourage that categorization," said Persy.

      "Let's see then," said Rix. She and Persy got up and started over to the 130 section.

      "We'll check 299," said Thad, leading Darson and Sniv.

      As they were passing the front door, a blinding swirling motion outside stopped them in their tracks. It was twenty feet tall and at least that wide, all tones of red and black with streaks of silver.

      "Uh Oh," said Persy.

      "Whaaaaa....," said Sniv.

      "We've seen this before," muttered Persy, watching the fog starting to thin. Sure enough, Melanthios stepped out of the dark mists, sneering from ear to ear.

      Persy stormed outside, wand drawn. The other four followed, close behind. "Storpiare!"

      Melanthios dodged to the side, the spell missing her and yelled, "Fixatious!" Persy was locked in place, but Thad swept around her. "Storpiare!" Trying the maiming curse again. Melanthios again slid to the side, but this time it caught her right foot and ricocheted off.

      She swept her arm across herself, enveloping her body in more dense, black and red mists. Rix and Darson ran in front of Thaddeus and she yelled, "Fixatious!", but the spell was not strong enough. Melanthios' arm reached out of the fog and wrapped around Rix's neck. She pulled her back so Rix was leaning on her chest. Melanthios then swished her arm again, clearing the mists.

      "Stop!" she screamed, pointing her wand directly at Rix's head. "I don't want to use the Terminata curse, but I will if pressed." Her eyes glided over the five of them. "I really don't want to kill any of you, for now. Just not worth it. I will however, maim or imprison, whatever it takes to get you lot out of my life. I will have the Nine Magical Objects, so just wrap your cute little heads around that.” Her eyes narrowed and her mouth hardened.

      “I managed to zap you here, where you'll stay until I retrieve the Lapis Draconis. Magic here is not really hidden—just not that strong. So you don't have a hope of getting out until I let you out, and don't hold your breath for that."

      She pushed Rix toward Thad, who caught her in his arms. Then Melanthios elevated both arms, crossed them in front of herself and with a crack, was gone.

      Persy stumbled forward as her stationery spell released. "Crap! Should have known she was involved."

      Sniv looked down at his shoes. Rix recognized the look, the slumped shoulders and inability to look any of them in the eye. He was embarrassed. She walked over to him and put an arm around his shoulders.

      "I know. I know how it feels, that you didn't just jump in there with all you are. Get Persy and Thad out of trouble. Believe me. I've been there. But you can't beat yourself up. You're just getting the hang of all of this." She squeezed his shoulders a bit more.

      Sniv lifted his head and looked into her eyes. His were clouded with guilt, such sadness. She wanted to cry.

      "I know what to do. I know spells and curses, things to protect my friends." He looked down again. "But all my life my father tells me how useless I am, how I can never compare to my older brother, who died in battle. He wishes it was me who died."

      Rix stepped back and crossed her arms over her chest. "No one needs that kind of crap in their life, hearing it over and over. Remember, you're away from him now. You're never going to hear that again. You can prove to yourself you're so much more than those lies. Now come on. You need to help us figure a way out of here." She grabbed his hand and marched him over to the others.

      The other three were slouching against the outside wall of the library. Persy was talking as Rix and Sniv approached.

      "Ok, so we know how we got here and I don't care, I don't believe that we can't get out. There has to be a way."

      "Agreed," said Thad. "But I don't think the library's the answer. We need to find a friendly magical. Someone to show us the ropes around here."

      The air beside Thaddeus began to shimmer. Darson pointed to it.  "Thad...look out."

      Thad jumped to the side, drawing his wand out. It soon became clear that it was a girl coming into view. The shimmering stopped, she turned and faced Darson, face on.

      "Now, c'mon. I'm not really that scary, am I?" She laughed. "Ok, ok. That was maybe a bit much. But I've been watching the show here. Who's the hag in the black clouds? Nobody's BFF here, I'd take a wild guess on."

      Persy stepped forward. "Who ARE you?" Persy looked the new arrival up and down. She dressed like most here, all in black and heavy dark make-up. What made it so shocking was the whiteness of her long, straight hair and icy blue eyes. The contrast was stunning, Persy thought. "And how'd you do that quivering arrival thingy?"

      The girl chuckled, peering at each of them from under her long bangs. "Name's Hayden. It's how magic works here...well, everywhere, really. We magic types resonate at a much higher level than the ordinary folk. So for the most part, they can't see us, unless we wish to slow it down, and then we become more 'physical' so to speak and they can then. Maybe you don't know it, but you're resonating very high. That's why people haven't noticed or reacted to you." She made a point of scrutinizing their clothes. "Believe me, in those get-ups, you'd all be THE focus of attention."

      Rix looked down at her outfit. She was wearing a fave T-shirt from The Corner, a Toronto indie band she loved. It had one of their well known dripping water coloured owls in flight on it. Over that, she had a lavender flowing sweater and jeans. Totally normal. "What's wrong with our clothes?"

      In fact they all wore fairly light coloured T's and jackets/sweaters, jeans and trainers.

      "Are you kidding" said Hayden. "Look around. Do you see any white, pink, lavender and so forth? You'd stick out like a circus clown"

      “Hate clowns." Persy mumbled.

      'Well then, don't dress like one," Hayden snapped.

      Thad had enough. He stood straight and walked over to Hayden. "It may come as a shock to you, but we really didn't dress for you this morning...or a trip to this Never World of yours. We were on our way to the portal to Time-Linx to the Illuminary Incantorium when we were high-jacked by that ‘hag’ you just saw. Not our idea of a good plan to end up here." He scowled at her, turned and walked over to Rix. Thad put his arms around her, pulling her close. "And...I love The Corner's T's and the gal who’s in it." Rix looked up at him and smiled, contented.

      "Ugh, enough to make a maggot gag," said Hayden, miming making herself vomit with her finger down her throat. "Anyhow, thing is, you guys need to blend if you're going to survive," she stopped. "Did you say you were going to the Incantorium?" Hayden's jaw dropped.

      Persy and Darson scowled. "Yeah. So? You know about it?"

      “Know about it? Who doesn't?"

      Darson looked at her. "I didn't."

      “Well sorry, but I'm not really up on the scene around here. Why do you know about the Incantorium?" asked Persy, talking over Darson.

      "All young magicals do here. It's like the dream place to go. I assume you're from Bellarya?” asked Hayden.

      "We four are. Darson isn't, he's from Lato," said Persy.

      "Ah, right. Where magic is prohibited. Well, for the average guy, anyway," said Hayden.

      Darson frowned. "How'd you know that?"

      "It's all pretty open here. We're taught a lot about the multiverses, their ways and what magic is like in each. Cool to know, but we're not allowed to visit, so it's frustrating. But that's how I know about the Incantorium."

      "Ok, so if they tell you about it, is that just to tease you, or has anyone from here actually been?" asked Rix.

      "A very few get selected. They've shown uber talented magic, usually, or their families are among the top dogs around here," said Hayden. "Totally unfair."

      Darson sighed, pacing back and forth in front of them. “So what DO you know about the portals here? I mean, I think the main issue is to blow this pop stand. We need to get back. Sorry if I'm stating the obvious."

      Hayden's lips tightened as she glowered at Darson. "I frankly don't know a ton, but I know who does.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Yvette

          

        

      

    

    
      Persy walked with Hayden, while the others followed behind. "She lives in a cool Victorian house, just down on Huron St. here, close to Sullivan," said Hayden. They'd walked for quite a while to get here from City Hall and Persy for one was more than ready for a stop.

      "So, this is your grandmother, who we're going to see," said Persy. "Why do you think she'd be able to help us get out of here?"

      "Nan was one of the lucky ones, to go to the Incantorium. She's not supposed to really talk a lot about what she learned there, but she's told me enough to know that she's one of the most informed magicals we have. Where portals are and how to get through them is exactly the kind of thing I believe she knows or at the very least, she'd know who does know."

      "Cool," said Persy. She turned to make sure everyone was keeping up behind them.

      "One of those guys belong to you?" asked Hayden.

      "No, just all close friends. Thad and Rix are together, though. For a few months."

      "Oh, yeah? That Darson's kinda hot."

      Persy grinned. "He'd love to hear you say that. Been stuck in a pretty boring dimension for thirteen years. All this uber magic has his head spinning, I think. Hasn't even shown interest in any girls, that I know of."

      Hayden's turn to grin. "Well, then, maybe we'll have to do something about that, right?"

      "Could be...could be.”

      Hayden pointed to the right. "Here, c'mon up." She turned up a short walkway, which lead to a large, older house, with a sprawling porch on the front. The others came up behind them, and Hayden opened the door. “Nan? Tis I and a few friends. Where are you?"

      They heard heavy footsteps galloping down the stairs, then a very tall, muscular woman landed in front of them.

      A huge smile bloomed on her face. "Welcome. Impromptu visitors, how lovely." She bent slightly to hug Hayden. Her blonde hair fell from her shoulders and swung back when she straightened. Large, lavender eyes glinted, even in the darkness of the hallway, as she scanned the rest of them.

      "So who do we have here?" she asked.

      Hayden introduced them and continued on to tell her grandmother of their situation.

      "I know you can help," she said. "Right, Nan?"

      Her brow furrowed a little and she put her index finger on her lips. "Hmmmmmm. All right. Here's what I do know," she said.

      "Anything you can tell us would be a great help, Mrs?" said Persy.

      "Yvette, just call me Yvette," Hayden's grandmother said. "Obviously, there are portals from other multiverses here. You came through one. But they are few and far between, and a huge secret. I know there are spells to break you through, but they are in grimoires which are heavily protected.”

      "Where would they be?" asked Hayden.

      Yvette glanced at her granddaughter. "Only one place. The Crypt."

      Hayden rolled her eyes. "Great. Just great."

      "What? Why?" asked Darson. "What's The Crypt?"

      "It's kinda the headquarters for magic here. Like everything else, secret, only a select few get to go there. Supposedly is home for THE books on magic. Stuff that's been kept forever," said Hayden.

      Yvette continued, "The Crypt holds the archives of magic for our world. There are spell books, scrolls, iconic items from centuries ago. Some of it has been digitalized, of course and stored elsewhere. And there are a few other collections but they are minor in comparison."

      "So is there a way to get in and find out how to get us home? Can you get in, Yvette?" asked Thad.

      Yvette glanced over their anxious faces, frowning before answering. "I can get in, and I have a good idea where the spell we need would be. But I'll be watched, so it has to be done with great care. It's going to be in an area where they keep the grimoires on travel, time, multiverses and so on. It's highly secured, otherwise people would be flitting from world to world at will and they do not want that."

      "So when can we go?” asked Hayden.

      "I can't take all of you," said Yvette. "We'd never all get by the guards. Hayden, you'll come and one of the others. I think it should be one of the girls as that makes all energy closer to mine. Easier for me to mask you."

      Yvette looked over at Persy, then Rix. "So who will it be?"

      Rix's eyes widened. "Not me. I'm really new to magic. Persy's the one you want."

      "Yeah," said Persy. "It'd be me. And Benson, you’ll stay with the guys and Rix.”

      “Gotcha. Doesn’t sound where I want to be anyway,” he lit on Thad’s shoulder.

      "So what do we do? Just hang here?” asked Darson.

      Thad swivelled his head from them to the girls. "Would seem so." He crossed his arms over his chest and slouched against the wall.

      "So basic," grumbled Darson.

      Rix grinned at Darson, but said nothing.

      Yvette slipped a cape on. “Tell you what. Up on the second floor, second door on the left, is my library. Pretty extensive. You should find lots to keep yourselves amused until we're back. One rule. Do NOT go into any cupboards under the windows. Off limits, got it?"

      "Ah, sure," said Thad, grinning. Darson and Sniv were halfway up the stairs. "Wouldn't dream of it."

      “I’ll watch them,” offered Rix.

      Yvette's eyes narrowed. “Thank you, Rix. I’m serious, guys. There's stuff in there which you need to have a very experienced witch or wizard with you to handle. I don't want to come back and see my house destroyed. Or worse. You."

      "No probs." And he grabbed Rix’s hand and was gone.

      Hayden watched Thad and Rix scurry up the stairs, then turned to Yvette. "I dunno, Nan. Those three guys in your library?"

      Yvette was checking through her bag, making sure she had what she thought she needed. She looked up at Hayden. "Oh, I shouldn't worry too much. I have the cupboards of concern well warded and charmed. Even if they try, they'd never get in, and the rest of the library will keep them amused. Can't just expect them to hang around twiddling their thumbs."

      She continued rustling through her bag. "Hmmmm, the one thing I'm trying to sort out is the best way to get you two past the guards. I could say you’re both granddaughters or apprentices whom I wish to show the Crypt to, but I'm not sure that would wash."

      "Why don't we change form, like into pets of some sort. Say cats?" asked Persy.

      Yvette's eyes widened and she gasped. "Are you telling me that you have a Merlinian Moonstone?"

      Persy nodded. "That what you call it? Thad and I just call it The Moonstone. We were given it by Lord Lyall when we came on board for this shindig. Thad and Darson used it last summer a couple of times, but I'm sure it's still full of power."

      Yvette smiled broadly. "Marvellous, just what we need. Yes, I think cats, that would do beautifully, and they're highly regarded here, so no one would think to hurt you."

      "You got it." Persy took out her wand and The Moonstone from her side pocket, tapped the stone then Hayden and herself and said, 'Transmutus!' They concentrated on becoming cats and within a nanosecond, there was a soft 'click' and two cats looking up at Yvette. Hayden had become a lovely white cat with powder blue eyes and Persy a rich, velvet black striped cat with emerald green eyes.

      Yvette chuckled. "Gorgeous, both of you. Now hop into my bag here and you'll be 'familiars in a bag' for the day. Brilliant.”

      She hoisted the bag to her shoulder and went out the front door, a black and a white furry face poking out either end.
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      "There sure seems to be a lot on French Magic in these shelves," said Darson. He was standing in front of a full wall of books and scrolls.

      "With a name like 'Yvette', I expect that's where she's originally from," said Thad.

      “Agreed,” said Rix.

      "You think there's a France here, too?"

      "Sure. And even the human physicists are coming to that conclusion. That there are an infinite number of multiverses, but in any one chunk of that, like where our world is paralleled, like here, atoms can only arrange themselves a finite number of ways. So it stands to reason that the parallel worlds are very similar, but different in some aspects. Like this one is darker and the magic is different. But the humans here wouldn't see that. We resonate at whole different levels of energy, so a lot of our world back home isn't seen by the humans either. Anyway, long story short, the parallel world would have the same basic countries and so forth."

      Sniv, Darson and Rix stared at him, slack-jawed. "Scary, dude. You're starting to sound more like Persy every day." Sniv nodded.

      “Yeah, I’m starting to feel like I’m getting the science update in stereo,” said Rix.

      "Yeah, yeah," said Thad. "Now, I want to see what dwells within these cupboards." He got down on his knees, as the cupboards ran along under the six feet of windows. They looked to be two shelves high, behind locked doors. The locks were brass demon heads. "Ugly locks. What is she thinking?" He slowly moved his palm over all four locks. "I can feel the ward on them. Hmmmm, let's just try something."

      “Thaddeus, really? Do you think you should?” asked Rix, a tremour in her voice.

      He took out his wand and pointed it at one of the locks. Darson and Sniv came and stood on either side of him. Rix watched over his shoulder. “Effracto!"

      There was a slight 'snap' in the air, and a small flash, but the lock just wavered a bit and then settled back to its original state.

      “Well, crap," said Thad. "Ok, time to pull out the big guns." He slid his hand into his coat pocket and took out a small, silky bag. He opened it and let a purple stone tumble softly into his palm.

      "Ah, a Magical Crystal Seed. Of course," said Darson.

      “Oh, geez,” said Rix, covering her face with her hands.

      Sniv looked into Thad's hand. "What is that stone?"

      "They enhance various aspects of magic. Persy and I were given one each when we started this saga, then Delecta and Randy gave us more and Darson's mom gave us another purple one. It enhances the power of whatever magic you're casting. So here goes," said Thad.

      He held the Crystal tightly in his right hand while pointing his wand at the lock again. "Effracto!" This time there was a very loud CRACK, the lock smouldered, and fell open.

      "Whoa," said Darson. "THAT worked." He laughed and slapped Sniv on the back. "C'mon, Snivvy-boy. Let's have a boo."

      Rix rolled her eyes and groaned. “I don’t like this. I REALLY don’t.”

      Thad had been knocked back onto his butt. He got up and kneeled in front of the cupboard again, pulling the double doors all the way open.

      “C’mon, my dear. This is a rare opportunity to see some badass magical info. We’ll be fine.”

      “Famous last words,” sighed Rix.

      The top shelf was lined with books, while the lower one had engraved and bejewelled boxes stacked up on it. Thad whistled through his teeth, as his eyes lit up.

      “Now this looks amazing. I can only imagine what she’s got stashed in here.”

      “Yeah, well we better have a look and make sure nothing looks disturbed. I have a sense she is one sorcière not to be messed with,” said Darson.

      “Huh?”

      “Witch, in French.”

      Thad rolled his eyes. “And you accuse me of sounding more and more like Persy.” He reached into the cupboard and grabbed a couple of books.

      “Hmm..grimoires, but really, really old.” He put them on the floor and then started flipping through one of them.
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      Yvette hid behind a tall bush at the foot of the walkway to the crypt. About thirty feet down the path was an archway, the entrance to the Crypt and its grounds. She craned her neck around the edge of the bush to watch the two guards standing on either side of the opening.

      “There are two guards at the entrance,” she said to the cats in her bag. “They’re looking bored, but I’m sure once I walk down there, things will change in a hurry. You two keep quiet, if I don’t have to explain you, all the better.” A little furry white head and a black striped one quickly peeked outside the bag, then hid away, as Yvette started down the walk.

      The guards were dressed as most security personnel, army-green shirts with badges on their pockets which said ‘Security’ and black baseball caps. The taller, thinner one looked up as soon as Yvette started walking toward them. He waited for her to get close enough to see her face and smirked. “You’re back. More late night studies?”

      Yvette gave him a stoney glare. These front guards were low ranking magicals and knew a little of the function of the Crypt. They had no idea of the mass of information kept here. Their jobs were solely to direct magicals to the Crypt’s entrance, while keeping non-magicals flowing to areas in the grounds which were of no interest or of any consequence to the magicals. “A witch’s work is never done,” she snapped. He lowered his eyes and waved her through, realizing he’d overstepped.

      Putting the guards on the defensive was the best way she knew of to offset the chance of too many questions. She quickly made her way to what the humans knew as the ‘Sense of Peace’ statue.
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      The woman in the grouping sat with her right leg dangling off the platform. Yvette slipped her hand behind the knee and pressed her thumb to a crystal embedded there. Both cats had their heads out of the bag by now and watched as the woman and part of the platform appeared to melt into the surrounding grass. A wavering stone archway slowly appeared, complete with two more guards, only this time they were clothed in robes and carried wooden staffs. Their hoods fell forward, so their faces could not be seen. Both had their staff held outward, ready for a fight.

      “Easy does it, men. Just me.” The cats ducked down quickly.

      “Yvette,” said the guard on the left. “Unusual hour for you.”

      “Yes. True, Armand, but some unusual events have come up, and I need to check some references. Any problem?”

      “No, no, not at all,” Armand said as he stepped back. Yvette nodded and started down stone steps. Three flights later, she stopped at a heavy oak door. The cats were poking out again, their eyes collectively widened when they saw the enormous brass padlock on the handle.

      “How are you going to get past that?” asked Persy in a quiet, slightly squeaky voice. “Do you have a spell to open it?”

      Yvette smiled. “No need.” She pressed her thumb to the lock and it fell open. “Just have to have the right touch.”

      “Cool,” squeaked Hayden.

      Yvette entered the room and closed the door behind her. “Persy, maybe you could change the two of you back to yourselves, while I start scouring the shelves for the books I’m after?” She placed her bag on the floor so the cats could hop out.

      “Ok,” she said. “Down here when you’re ready.” Yvette walked down a dark passage, between shelves of dusty, cobwebbed books, disappearing into the shadow. The girls followed her after transforming into themselves, shaking their limbs loose.

      “Well, so that’s my first feline experience,” smiled Hayden. “Limited view of the world. My cat certainly gets more understanding from now on.”

      “Yeah, but ya gotta love how ya can jump,” said Persy.

      “True.”

      They followed Yvette, barely able to discern her in the heavy darkness. Suddenly a glow formed, getting larger by the second. Down the aisle a short ways, Yvette held a lit globe in her palm. She held it over a row of old, large leather books.

      “This looks about right,” she muttered, slowly moving the light along the shelves. “Let’s see. ‘Time-Linxing Dynamics’, ‘The Key To Multiverses’, ‘Inter-dimensional Communication’, ‘A Grimoire Of The Universes’. Ah, that’s it.” She pulled the last book down. It was a four inch thick, dark green leather tome. Yvette came back up the aisle, while the girls followed, to a table at the top end of the shelves.

      “Et regarde,” she said, opening the book. Hayden leaned over to Persy. “Her French slips out when she gets excited.” She grinned and indicated with her hand for Persy to stand on Yvette’s other side.

      Yvette quickly flipped through the pages, obviously looking for something in particular. “What exactly are you trying to find?” asked Hayden.

      “I remember reading at the Incantorium about the multiverse portals, how to reveal them. That’s what we need for Persy and her friends.  Although, I admit, I don’t expect it to be spelled out A-B-C on a page. It’s going to be cryptic,” she smirked. “Pardon the pun.” She continued scanning pages, Persy and Hayden watching over each shoulder.

      “Ha!” Yvette exclaimed. “Vibrational Issuance. What a cockamamy term for it.”

      Persy squinted at Hayden, mouthing, ‘cockamamy?’ Hayden gave a half smile back and shrugged her shoulders.

      “How do you know that’s what you’re looking for?” asked Persy.

      “Issuance is a very old term for exit or way out. Vibrational, of course is about the frequency, or rather the difference in frequencies of different universes. As you know, that’s why the humans can’t see them at all.”

      “True, but their physics is catching up. Since the evolution of the string theory in the mid-nineties, the math is pretty much saying that multiverses probably do exist,” said Persy.

      Both Hayden and Yvette looked up at Persy, their heads tilted and they were slightly slack-jawed.

      “Whaaaaaat? I like physics,” Persy said, blushing and swivelling her head between them.

      “Ya think?” grinned Hayden. She turned back to Yvette. “So what’s it say we need to do, Nan?”

      Yvette ran her finger down the page. “Hmmm, well, we check for the portals by using mirrors. The portal’s energy will produce a replicated image of pure light in the mirror, confirming it’s location. Then by using the Hydros spell, we transform your lot, Persy, into the misty water molecules which brought you here.”

      “Sounds a tad precarious,” said Persy.

      “Not if it’s done correctly,” said Yvette. “I will have no problem with this spell,” she finished, pointing to the words on the page.

      “Is that how they got here? Did that Melanthios vapourize them?” asked Hayden.

      “Yes,” said Yvette. “As far as I can see, it’s the only way it could have occurred without them being involved or realizing what was happening. I’m sure there are other ways an individual could choose to cross over, but for right now, this is our answer. I don’t have time to find alternatives in this huge collection of magical references.”

      “Ok,” said Persy. “Vapourization, it is. We did something like that to get Thad and Darson out of Lato, and that’s how we get from the Munz dimension to Bellarys, so I know it.”

      Yvette took a notebook out of her bag and quickly wrote down the spell. She returned the book to its place on the shelf and turned to the girls. “Let’s get back, now that we know what to do. Persy, your kitten trick, please.”

      Persy obliged, and the two kittens were poised to jump into Yvette’s bag, when Persy was distracted by a scurrying under the bookshelf to her left. She squinted her eyes to focus on a very small but strange mouse. Persy tilted her head. What? A red and black tail? How weird.

      “Come,” said Yvette, holding the bag open.

      Persy turned back to her and together with Hayden, popped into the bag.
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      Clomp, clomp, clomp, shuffle. Clomp, clomp, clomp, shuffle. Tash’s signature walk echoed throughout the hallway on the second floor of the manor house on the coast of Wales. She had taken refuge at the estate of a female Druid friend. Someone Tash had known when she was her former, gorgeous Hungarian self in the late eighteenth century.

      “Thees better vork. Vas such a dangerous zing to schvipe zat potion from Melanthios’ grasp. Oy, my poor jangled nerves,” said Tash, her heart beating wildly at the memory of her close call. The hedge witch, Zeemeld, had almost knocked her into the boiling cauldron with the paddle she was using to stir the precious brew.

      Tash clomped to the front room, the vial with the three drops of brew clenched tightly in her left foreleg. Lysanor, her Druid friend, was sitting at a long wooden table, which was piled with large, old ledgers and scrolls.

      She looked up. “Still have not located the reversal spell, Tash,” Lysanor said. “I know it’s in here somewhere. These are all on Dark Egyptian magic which is what whoever used to transform you. Mostly, we need to find out the magical name he or she attached to you and your curse, then use the spell to change you back.” She glanced up at Tash. “I don’t know exactly what you did, to get into so much trouble, but it must have been epic.”

      Tash sighed. “Zeemed like ze good idea at ze time.” She slid all eight eyes up at Lysanor, and her mouth parts twitched up a little on the right side. Tash clomped over to the corner of the room and started to climb the wall, aiming for a comfy looking corner. “Sure, I vill tell you the tale, can’t hurt. Ze mores you know, ze better to help me, right?”

      Lysanor looked up and started to grin, then stopped cold. “Uh…would you mind giving the wall climbing a pass? Creeps the bajeezus outta me.”

      “Certainly.” Tash climbed down and rested on the floor with all her legs tucked under her.

      “Vell, eet begins like zis.” She sighed. “I vas at court, when I was eighteen, during the reign of Vladislaus II, at Buda Castle. Was a wonderful time. Zo much fun. Zo many parties. Ze zing is, eet was zo dangerous for vitches, zo ve had to be very, very careful about ze making of ze spells and such. Vith all the vitch hunts goink on, ve all agreed to vork in secret, in ze caves around ze castle and under eet. Although I vas a very, young, new vitch, I vas always invited by the sorcerers, especially. I vas frankly, vell, gorgeous. Buxom, blonde vith bright blue eyes and sveet face. I looked so eenocent, but zat vas not ze truth. Hehehehe.” Tash looked away, out the window, revelling in her memories of a much better time.

      “So if you were their sweetheart,” asked Lysanor, “How did you get yourself in such a mess?”

      “Vell, zey tell me zings, you know? Ve dance, ve have lovely deeners, and of course ve do ze magic—spells, curses and the like.”

      “Ever make a covenant with the Devil himself?”

      “No! No! Never do zat. Ve do not do ze Black Magic. More Renaissance Magic, you know, of ze elements, divination, zings like zat. But I learn too much. Not good for me, and zen zomeone vants me dead. Zat’s how I get into zo much troubles.”

      Lysanor glanced over to Tash. “That’ll do it. Every time.” She continued flipping through books.

      “Vell, it did. You see, I vas told of some English sorcerer, who vas supposedly working with ze White Magicals, but in truth, vas a mole for ze Dark side. I knew his name at von time, but zey erased that memory.”

      “How did they catch you?”

      “Ah, vell, I vas at a deener, and vell, may have drunk too much of ze vine. Zis she-beetch, ugly hag she vas, she asks me if I ever hears of zumthink as deegustink as zomeone who spies on zer comrades for the other side and I say, vy yes, I know of such a sorcerer! Her ugly bloodshot eyes about pops out of zer head. Ze grabs me by ze collar and drags me from room. Ees zo embarrassink. Ve go into zis small room down ze hall and zat hag tosses me on ze zofa. Zen she scveems, ‘Who? Who is the mole?’ I am stunned at her reaction. I mean, who does zat?”

      “She does, obviously, or did. Who was she?” asked Lysanor, the corner of her mouth twitching, again.

      “I vish I knew. I could go back and bite her.” Tash raised herself up on the forelegs, then settled back down on the floor again with a deep sigh.

      “So when did the turning you into a spider part come?”

      “Just after. I can’t remember all of eet, but I must have told her enough. She stopped pushing me around the zofa, zen grabbed my arm and drags me out ze back to zis old hemlock tree. Zer ees ze portal to ze Time-Linx zer and she pulls me in eet. We arrive in Egypt, Thebes, I zink. Zen ve tunnel to zis home of some very vealthy voman. Zom zorcereress, Batna vas her name.”

      Lysanor stopped flipping pages of the book she was sifting through, crossed her arms over the book and glared at Tash. “Ah. So it was a witch and Batna? You sure?”

      “Vy yes, I do remember zat. She vas all scary and gorgeous at the zame time. Gives me cheels to zink about her. Masses of ze black, curlink hairs, and mean emerald eyes. She threws me into ze vooden cage, locks eet, zen chants zom spell and I falls asleep. Ven I vake up, I looks like dis, ze horrible, ugly spider! And so there’s no undoink zis spell without ze name she placed on me, zat right? Vy you ask eef I am sure of her name? You know zis veetch?”

      “Possibly.” Lysanor turned and picked up another book. “It’s no surprise that you were whisked off to Egypt to be transformed. The Egyptian sorcerers excel at shape-shifting and then use a name to lock the magic in. The key here is to find Batna’s Book of Names, as she will have had one, to find what name she assigned to you, then reverse the spell.”

      “Of course, zat is vy I came to you. I vas hoping you could help me find zis. Zis Book of Names. I remember zeeink a very large and old red leather book on her table. I’m sure zat is what ve are lookink for.”

      “Sounds about right. It’s red for a reason. When it was first put together, the leather was soaked in the blood of the first hundred victims. Seasoned it just right, I’ve read here.” She lifted a large grimoire on Egyptian Magic.

      “Ugh. Even more evil zan I first believed.” Tash shifted her weight, refolding her legs, making herself more comfortable. This was just what she hoped to find out, to know the ‘what’ she needed to find. The ‘how’ was going to be via the magical contents of her secret stash, the small vial under a floorboard in her room.
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      The girls changed back from their kitten forms once they were outside the Crypt. They hurried back to the house with Yvette, now having a plan of action to share with the rest.

      “Hmmmm,” said Yvette, looking up the stairs. “Disconcertingly quiet up there. Do I want to know?” She turned to Persy.

      “Do I want to answer? Let’s go up.”

      They arrived at the library door and Yvette quietly pushed it in. Rix and the three guys were sprawled on different chairs, each engrossed in either a book or box of some sort. The damning issue was the several opened cupboards under the windows. The ‘off limits’ areas had obviously given up their seals.

      “WHAT have you done?” screeched Yvette. The four offenders simultaneously jumped, looked up at Yvette, their faces reddening synchronously.

      “Uh, Yvette, um, the cupboards under the windows, they, well, seemed to just open for Thad. Astounding, really,” stuttered Rix. Persy frowned. This did not make sense. Rix was the one whom Persy would have bet on to keep the guys in check. She never broke rules. What the frig?

      Benson flew over to Persy’s shoulder. “I told them. I said they’d get into a lot of bother.”

      Yvette pounced on the book Thad and Darson were sharing, grabbing it away from them. “My journal of when I was in the Incantorium. There is a mountain-load of information here you should never know yet. Why do you think I have it under lock and key? What didn’t you get about ‘no going in the cupboards under the windows?”

      Thad and Darson looked up at her, then down at their laps in disgrace. Persy walked over to Rix and lifted the book she was reading to see the title. “Villains of The Black Arts? What are you thinking? You have to know that Yvette wouldn’t want these books out, much less read. This is so not you Rix. What gives?” She looked down at Rix with a hardness in her face, that Rix had never seen before. Rix swallowed hard, and they both turned to Yvette as she directed her ire at Rix.

      “The Villain book? Figures. One of the worst books you could have chosen. Just the very fact you are reading about them, could energetically alert them that you are focusing on them. Directing unwanted attention and hence sealing your own doom. Have you completely taken leave of your senses?”

      “But,” said Rix, slowly looking directly into Yvette’s eyes. “How could that happen? We’re in another multiverse.”

      “We don’t know that those alarming energetics don’t penetrate the multiverses. For all we know, and actually we magicals believe, the next multiverse is resonating right at your elbow. We just can’t see it as our frequency is different. But thoughts? They cross over. It’s simply a matter of how astute or finely tuned the receiver is as to whether they pick up on it or not. And I’d say any of the cast in that book is well equipped.”

      “Oh.”

      “Oh, indeed.” Yvette finished, gathered up the two books and looked over at Sniv. “And what, may I ask, have you got yourself into?”

      “Uh, this book was on the upper shelf here,” said Sniv, pointing to one in front of him. “On Asian Talismans. Very good.”

      “Ah, Ok, then. That, you’re welcome to.”

      Yvette returned the disallowed books and a couple of boxes which had been on the floor, to the cupboards, withdrew her wand and with a ‘crack’ of blue light, sealed them tightly.

      “Now, to get you lot back to your world and frankly, out of my hair.” She turned toward the door when she heard a pounding on the front door. “Quiet, all of you. Let me check this out on my own.” And she flew down the stairs. The other six crowded around the door of the library, ears piqued.

      Yvette peered through the window in the door and could see two rather large men, in uniform, standing on her porch. She took a deep breath, straightening her spine, taking on a rather officious look herself.

      “Yes? Are you trying to eliminate my front door completely, or have you decided to give me the good grace to be allowed to answer it?”

      The tallest man dropped his jaw a touch before answering. “Madam, we have a notice here that you have been at the Crypt earlier today and two other magical energies were noted and yet not accounted for by you on entering. The Elders are demanding an explanation and wish you to accompany us back to their main office. We have a car waiting.”

      Yvette looked at both men sternly. “I was alone at the Crypt. You can inquire with the guards who spoke to me as I entered.” She wrapped a mind block around herself, in case one of these goons, unlikely as it may seem, was able to read her mental energetics. “I will NOT be accompanying anyone in any car to the Crypt. Not today. I’m far too busy pickling baby rodents.” She slammed the door.

      Both men were speechless, staring at the closed door, then they turned and looked at each other, shrugged their shoulders and left.

      Upstairs, it was everything the gang could to to hold in their laughter and it spewed out as soon as the door was shut. They bounced down the stairs.

      “Unbelievable, Nan,” said Hayden.

      “Pickling baby rodents?” asked Thad. “Where did that come from?”

      Yvette’s mouth twitched up a touch as she looked at Thad with a sideways glance. “I believe it was a dark fairy tale my dear old Dad used to tell me. Never gets old.”

      “I guess,” said Persy. “Had those two thinking.” They all giggled a little more.

      “All kidding aside,” said Yvette. “If they had any way to trace me in the Crypt, they might in time be able to prove there were other energies with me and they’ll move heaven and earth to find out who they belonged to. So, let’s gather what we need for the spell to send you back and go to the portal. I don’t think we should hang about, waiting for the authorities at the Crypt to figure this all out.”

      Yvette went into the living room and took a thin, six inch by six inch mirror off the mantle. She slid it into her bag.

      “Why the mirror, Nan?” asked Hayden.

      “We know the portal is in that elevator, but I need to see the centre of it. The mirror will reflect the energy of the multiverse Persy and her friends came through. Then I’ll open it with the spell I found at the Crypt, vapourize them and send them through. There’s one other thing, Hayden, my dear. I think you should pack a bag and go with them. It’s time you entered the Incantorium. I had planned to surprise you and send you a little later in the fall, but this is the perfect time for you to go. With the Elders snooping around here and trying to detect exactly whose energies were with me, you’d be better off gone.”

      Hayden’s eyes enlarged to saucers. “Seriously? I’m going to the Incantorium? But, I can’t just arrive. Don’t I have to be invited or something? Or get a letter like Hogwart’s sends out?”

      Persy and Rix were grinning, delighted to have Hayden join them. “Go pack,” said Persy. “Time’s a wasting.”

      “But, Nan, wait. I’ll be in their dimension. What if I meet my doppelganger?”

      “Doppelganger?” asked Thad.

      “Yeah, it’s sort of like a law in multiverse magic. A caveat. One cannot meet their doppelganger in another multiverse. The magical energetic similarities to each other would cause like a nullifying of both energies and you or both could wind up obliterated. Dead.”

      Persy was very quiet, running her index finger over her bottom lip. “So, wouldn’t you be able to feel an energetic like that? I mean such similar energies would repel each other, right? And from quite a distance. You should be able to feel that way before it was actually right in front of you, I’d think. Then you do whatever it took to hightail it in the other direction.”

      Yvette stared at Persy and grinned. “Absolutely right, my dear. Hayden, you don’t need to really worry, because Persy is right. You’d know, long before you met her. Just be on the watch and respond to that repulsion as soon, if ever, it turns up.”

      Hayden glanced at Yvette, then nodded. “Right, right.” She ran upstairs. She was back in fifteen minutes.

      “Whoa,” said Thad. “Never saw any gal pack that fast.”

      “You have no idea how much I want this,” said Hayden. “A life’s dream. How did you arrange it Nan?”

      “I have a dear friend on the Acceptance Committee, and she’s known for years, that I wanted you to attend. It’s been in the works for some time.” Hayden hugged her Grandmother, thrilled at this turn of events. “You’re the best, Nan. Seriously.”

      Yvette smiled and patted her head. “Ok, let’s get you all to that elevator.

      They gathered around the elevator they had come out of in the office tower. Yvette called the elevator and when it opened, pressed the ’Stop’ button. She entered the car and held the mirror up, slowly moving it around each wall. The mirror reflected only the walls until she passed it over the back one. Then there was a blaze of light, repeated over and over, about twenty times. Yvette put her hand over the point in the elevatory wall, which the mirror had unveiled.

      “Right, one at a time, stand facing this point.” They did and as they did, Yvette cast the Hydros spell, turning each to a mist which passed through the portal. In less than five minutes, they were all gone.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Illuminary Incantorium

          

        

      

    

    
      They quietly thunked down in their seats in the van and no one seemed the wiser. That is until Robert glanced into the rear view mirror and noted Hayden’s silvery hair.

      “Hello, then. Who are you?” he asked, scowling.

      Angelica turned around and locked eyes with Hayden. “What the…” Persy giggled. “Mom, Dad, Gran, we have a tale to tell.”

      They managed to get the whole story of their adventure in York out in spurts, talking over each other. Angelica shook her head when it was over. “I can’t even begin to imagine how you all felt, dragged to York on your own, and having to figure a way back. Mind-boggling.”

      “Thank the Goddess we met Hayden,” said Darson. “She knew the way around and without Yvette, we’d still be there when it was time to graduate from the Incantorium.”

      Thad sniggered. “Yeah, and Yvette’s books gave us some interesting insights into the college. Subjects, instructors, what the training might be like. That is, if it’s all still the same. Also, I had a chance to look at another book she seems to be adding to regularly. A list of villains around today, who seem to have a part to play in the Book of Black Dominance. Curious.”

      “Something like that should be shared with the Governing Council,” said Laurel. “Could prove to be a huge help in the war with Melanthios.”

      “We didn’t get to look long,” said Darson. “But it seems she started it while at the Incantorium; at the same time the book was being written.”

      “I don’t remember her there,” said Angelica. “She must have attended before my time and after your Gran, Persy. There are not that many students at any one time, so you get to know everyone fairly quickly.”

      “Actually, I have heard of her,” said Laurel. “Mixed reports. I don’t think it was ever clear whether she was one hundred percent committed to White Magic or tended to cross the line now and again. I’d love to have a chance to see her books.”

      “Nan is totally White Magic,” said Hayden. She glared at Laurel with fire in her eyes, her mouth set, thinned and rigid.

      Laurel’s head swung to Hayden, her eyes widened. “No, no, my dear. My apologies. I didn’t mean that disrespectfully. I personally don’t have any experience with your grandmother. I have no right to repeat the rumours of the day. I personally know of many great witches and wizards who ventured to the Dark side, simply to better understand what we were up against, and I’m sure that could very well be the case with your Nan.”

      Hayden relaxed back into her seat and sighed. “Yeah, going and trying to find out stuff. That’d be her all right. She’s never been one to be told she couldn’t do something.” She smiled, thinking of Yvette.

      “Geez, I wonder who that reminds me of,” said Persy, eyes shifting to Thaddeus.

      “Whaaaaaaat?” said Thad, trying to look innocent.

      The van lurched to the left as Robert turned into the parking lot at Casa Loma.

      “Casa Loma,” he called. “All out.”
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      Laurel waved a document at the person at the ticket gate and they were able to walk through. The entranceway lead to a hallway called Peacock Alley where on the left they could see the magnificent Conservatory, all glassed in and glowing from the sun outside and on the right, the stairways they’d take to get to the portal.

      Their heads were spinning taking in what they could of the Great Hall, the Library/Dining Room and by stretching, the Oak Drawing Room.

      “Can we snoop?” asked Persy.

      “You’ll be brought back here,” said Laurel. “There are things to learn within these walls, but I’m going to let your proper master do that. Right now, we need to get you all to the Incantorium. They are waiting to get you registered and settled. Come this way.”

      Laurel turned to the right and headed down the stairs. The rest followed close behind her, nearly colliding with each other. Another abrupt right turn to the entrance to the Tunnel, which led them to the stables, the site of the portal to the Incantorium.

      Darson looked around and asked, “How far underground are we? This goes under the street we came in on?”

      “Yes,” said Angelica. “We’re about eighteen feet under ground. The Tunnel is around eight hundred meters long, runs under Austin Terrace to the stables.”

      “Most interesting,” said Sniv. “Why was Tunnel built? Just to get to stables? Why not just cross the road?”

      “Yeah,” said Robert. “The original owner wanted the City of Toronto to shut off Austin Terrace, so he could get to his stables and later garages, more easily, but when the City refused, he built the Tunnel. Kind of excessive, but has worked for the Magicals as they can get to the portal, unseen.” Persy’s eyes popped. Robert actually knowing something about magical information? Earth-shattering.

      They reached the stables and gathered in the centre. Laurel pointed to the left. “The portal is in that stall, the middle one. Come, I’ll get you ready. Bellarya first.”

      The six students lined up two abreast with Persy at the back. Laurel waved her wand and the back of the stall split in two opening inward. The cool, shimmering air of a portal, which they’d come to know, revealed itself and they walked in, two at a time. Benson, complaining as usual, hid in Persy’s pocket. There were two green globes, one on either side and Laurel used these to move them into Bellarya, where they’d then enter the Time-Linx.

      “Remember to concentrate on the Illuminary Incantorium, the start of the footbridge to the castle. You’ll meet there and go into the centre court where you’ll see the entrance to the college. Someone will be waiting on the steps outside for you. Good Luck, my dears. We’ll be watching,” were Laurel’s last words.

      Angelica and Robert said their good-byes as well and the gang vanished pair by pair.

      XXXXXX

      “This is SO cool,” said Hayden. She came from the exit, which was between two oak trees, near where the walkway up to the castle split into two paths. She looked up at the castle which housed the Incantorium, a brilliant, regal building, obviously centuries old.
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      There was a small brick archway three quarters up the walkway and across it was a sign in ancient script, that when stared at for a few seconds converted to read ‘Illuminary Incantorium’.
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      “Wow,” said Rix. “That just changed. Wasn’t there just a moment ago.”

      Persy and Thad grinned. “Yeah,” said Persy. “Only Magicals can see that. Saves a lot of explaining to tourists.”

      Darson nodded. “Makes sense.”

      They walked toward the castle, through the archway and into the main courtyard.  There were a number of smaller cottages and two storey buildings which could have been residences for the teachers, and some were shops. Most were stone and brick, but some had second stories of heavy dark wood.

      “Look,” said Persy. “An apothecary, bookstore, magical supplies, cafes. Man, they haven’t missed anything. I wonder, can the regular tourists see this stuff?”

      “Not sure,” said Thad. “I guess we’ll get the story when we go in there.” He pointed to the entrance to the castle, where someone was waiting on the steps. “I believe they’re wanting us to go in.”

      As they approached the steps, a short, thin guy, about seventeen bounced down to meet them. His straw coloured hair was jutting out at all angles and partially covering his large square glasses.

      “Hi,” he called. “I’m Egberdt, your local genius and for today, tour guide. Here to pick up six new students.” He strained his neck over Thaddeus and Darson to take a head count. “Yep, looks like everyone made it. Excellent! I’m supposed to take you up to Majores Kouzlo’s office. She’s the grand puba around here. Top witch, ya know?” He turned and started up the steps.

      “Lead on, Eggs,” said Darson smirking.

      Egberdt rolled his eyes. “Yeah, never heard that one before.”

      “Yeah, but a little levity never hurts,” said Darson.

      Persy shook her head. “Ignore Darson, Egberdt, and he will go away. Eventually.” She gave Darson a sideways glare. Thad, Rix, Hayden and Sniv laughed nervously. No one wanted to start off their college experience by offending the first person they met.

      “Not to worry,” said Egberdt. “I’m used to it. It’s abundantly apparent to me, at least, that it’s my parents who need the slap. C’mon, she’s waiting for you.”

      Benson flew to Egberdt and lit on his shoulder. “So, Egberdt, tell me. How many dragonflies have they changed into dragons around here?”

      Egberdt’s eyes widened. “Dragons? From dragonflies? Uhhh, hasn’t been done that I know of. But you’d want to check with Dragon Magic for that. They’d know better than I.”

      “Dragon magic, you say. Excellent.” He zipped back to Persy, his mouthparts all smiley-looking.

      “Don’t hold your breath, Benson,” said Persy, shaking her head. “Egberdt hasn’t even heard of it being done.”

      “Doesn’t mean it hasn’t, my dear, doesn’t mean it hasn’t. After all, they have a whole department devoted to Dragon Magic here, so secrets could abound.” He did a backflip and landed back on her shoulder, ending with a short tap dance.

      They entered into the main reception which was a large, round area with a wide gleaming wooden staircase on the right. It lead to a round balcony on the second floor which encircled the first floor reception. There was a woman sitting at a desk to the left, who looked up and asked, “Egberdt, these are the new students?”

      “Yes, Ms. Valkryies. I’m taking them to Majores Kouzlo, as she requested.” He pointed to the staircase.

      “Very good. Be quiet about it, there are many sessions going on right now.”

      Egberdt nodded quickly and lead them upstairs, then turned right at the top. They walked quickly down a long hall, the walls covered with artwork of sorcerers and witches through the ages and wooden shelves stacked with ancient books and scrolls. There were several women walking in and out of rooms, but they were slightly transparent. Egberdt leaned over to Persy. “They’re spirit staff. Spirits who have chosen to stay on this side after death. Good workers and reliable. He grinned and Persy rolled her eyes.

      “It’s cool, though to see magic so out in the open. So not like home,” she said.

      “Exactly.”

      He stopped at a large oak door at the end of the hall, rapped loudly and put his ear to the wood.

      “Enter.” Egberdt grabbed a dull, iron ring and turned it. The heavy door slowly swung inward.

      “Come,” he whispered. “She’s waiting.”

      The room was large, but surprisingly bright with windows on three sides. Bookshelves lined the one windowless wall and all areas under the windows and were bulging with tomes, scrolls, and dusty jars of what appeared to be herbal, floral and even animals based items. Persy’s head swam with the learning these shelves held. Thad, Darson, Sniv, Rix and Hayden simply swung their heads from side to side, assessing the room.

      Seated behind a large, dark wooden desk was a thin, but tall, older woman. She’d been writing in a thick grimoire, but now paused and looked up at them from under thick, sagging eyelids. Her hazel brown eyes flicked from one to the next of them, penetrating each to their very soul, it seemed. Persy sensed what a lab specimen felt like, completely exposed and vulnerable.

      Egberdt cleared his throat. “The new students, Majores Kouzlo.”

      “So I surmised,” Majores said. Her rough and gravelly voice matched the lack of warmth of the look in her eyes.

      “I see only two of you have much of a level of magic. The other four are seriously inadequately trained for this stage of your life.” She looked around and continued. “That will have to be rectified very soon, or you’re going to have a very difficult time at this institution. I will be  planning enhancement classes for you and have them delivered to your rooms. Egberdt will take you to your dorms and then you can meet myself and some of your other professors in the Main Meeting Room on the first floor.” She sat down and resumed writing.

      “Ok, follow me,” said Egberdt walking to the door. The dorms were on the third floor, girls on one side, guys on the other. “Hang here guys. I’m just going to take the girls to their rooms and I’ll be back to show you to yours.”

      There were three girls per room, and Persy and Rix, having registered early and at the same time were together in 3-C. Hayden was shown to 3-W, much further down the hallway.

      Their room was bright and lofty with one bed by the double windows and two beside each other along the opposite wall. There were also three desks along the sides of the room and several bookshelves in between. The bed by the window already had a couple of suitcases and bags on it.

      “Well, I guess that bed’s been claimed,” said Rix. “That’s fine, we can be together over here. Left or right?”

      “Either,” said Persy. She walked over an put her cases on the left, as Rix had taken the right. “Nice room. Lot’s of light and shelves for books and such. This’ll be cool.”

      “Ok, let’s just leave our stuff here and go downstairs to meet the Majores,” said Rix. “I seriously doubt she’s someone to keep waiting.”

      “True.”

      They were heading to the door, when it swung in and banged on the wall. A tall girl, her arms stacked with bags and books, stumbled into the room and made a beeline for the bed by the window.

      “Umph,” she grunted. “Now that was heavy. Why ever don’t they have servants to carry our things up.” She plopped down on the bed, her red-blonde hair falling forward in her face. She pushed it back, looking up at Persy and Rix. “Oh, I suppose you two are my roommates. I’m Alana. Alana Burgess of the Yorkshire Burgesses. I suppose you’ve heard of me?”

      “Uh, that would be a negative,” said Rix, already deciding this was someone she was not going to like very much.

      “Hey, Alana. I’m Persephane Pendrake and this is Erica Sharrow, but we call her Rix, and I’m called Persy. We’re just headed down to meet with the Majores. You coming?”

      Alana stood, all five feet-seven of her, her grey eyes darkening and started to sort the things on her bed. “No, this is my second year. I know my instructors and have my schedule for this year. Besides, The Majores and I, well, let’s just say are not the best of friends. I keep my distance.”

      Persy and Rix looked at each other, shrugged and started to the door again. “Ok, well we’ll catch up later, then,“ said Persy and they were off down the hall.

      “Crap, Perse,” said Rix. “She’s going to be a right pain, I reckon.”

      “Yeah, glad she’s not in our year. That’s one win.”

      They met the others in the Main Meeting Hall, which was an amphitheatre seating arrangement. Hayden was in with two girls, unknown to any of them.

      “One girl is Asian—Akemi, Japanese, I think. The other is Italian, Fiore is her name. Both seem nice, and they’re both first year. So I guess I’ll see how it all goes,” said Hayden. The guys had been lucky to be in the same room together.

      They took seats toward the back of the room. Majores Kouzlo was already on stage with four other people.

      “I think we’ll get started now, if everyone would find a seat,” she began. “I’d like to introduce four of your professors. Many others are in session now, so you’ll meet them later.” She pointed to a man of about thirty, dark haired and an athletic, muscular build. “This is Mystic Mannix, a highly experienced practitioner of Dragon Magic.” He stood briefly, bowed and sat down.

      “And here,” she continued, pointing to a woman with wild, black hair, dressed all in black. “Is Madam Lucretia, your professor of Dark Magic and Anti-Spells.” Madam stood and glared coldly at the roomful of students.

      “Oy, Perse,” said Benson. “That one couldn’t be any creepier if she tried. Not one to tick off, I’m sure.” Persy smiled. “Totally.”

      Majores Kouzlo turned to her opposite side. “And this Lady Tana, an esteemed member of the Seelie Court and Master of Fairy Magic.” A delicate woman with blonde hair and radiant blue eyes stood and curtseyed. Then indicating further down that side the Majores said,”And last, but far from least, is Sage Zeemeld who will be teaching Herbal and Homeopathic Magic.” The woman stood and pushed her hood of her cape back, confirming she was the person who the gang had met in Rose Arbour.

      “Whoot,” said Persy. “It’s our Zeemeld. That is so cool. Hope I’m in her class. Anyone know when we get our schedules?” As if the Majores had heard her, she announced, “That is all for today. Your schedules are being delivered to your dorms as we speak. Dinner is at 6:00 pm in the dining hall, just down the hall from here. Do not be late. Classes commence tomorrow.”

      They got up to leave the hall and Persy glanced up the aisle. There at the side of the exit was someone standing in the shadows, wearing a hooded cape and eyes blazing directly at her.
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      “Wouldn’t you know that our very first class would be Dragon Magic, when we’re after the Lapis Draconis,” said Darson as they walked to class after breakfast. “Now, that can’t be a coincidence, right?”

      “It does seem to be a curious happenstance,” said Persy, deep in thought.

      Thad grinned when Darson scrunched his nose, looking puzzled. “That’s Persy-speak for yeah, weird coincidence.”

      “Dragons choose to live in another dimension, thanks to mankind’s relentless pursuit and slaying of them. When all they want is balance. To live in harmony. We should be ashamed.”

      They swivelled their heads back and forth, trying to attach the voice to a body. At the front of the class, on stage, a small dragon, about the size of P-C but an iridescent turquoise, wavered into focus. It then proceeded to shimmer again and the professor they met yesterday, Mystic Mannix solidified, grinning.

      The twelve students in the room laughed and applauded.

      “Thank you, thank you,” said Mannix with a bow. “But I was dead serious about the dragons. Their magic is balancing and enhances any witch or wizard’s work. And that’s what you’re here to learn. Let’s get started.” He walked to the blackboard, picked up chalk and began to write.

      “First off, know that they must be approached in the correct manner and accept you to work with them. But, I’ll go into more detail on that in a while.

      There are five levels of training in Dragon Magic. You will become a Dragon Apprentice, then Enchanter, Shaman, Warrior and Mystic. At the end you are referred to as ‘Majores’.”

      “Oh, that’s what the headmaster is then?” asked Hayden.

      “Yes,” replied Mannix. “She’s been a Majores for hundreds of years.”

      “Was she your instructor?” asked Thad.

      “No, I was apprenticed by the greatest of all. Merlin himself.”

      “Whoa,” said Darson. “That must have been amazing.”

      “It was, indeed,” answered Mannix, grinning again. “Now let’s talk about the different dragons you may encounter. Of course we will be focusing on the dragons of the West. Eastern or Asian dragons are quite a different kettle of fish.”

      Sniv’s eyes lit up. “Yes, that is correct,” he added. “Our dragons most commonly found in the heavens or deep in waters. They are weather makers, controlling the winds and rains. Also guard treasures and the gods. Also one of four of our benevolent spirit animals, along with the phoenix, unicorn and tortoise. I told Miss Vadoma and Bran about them.”

      “Right,” said Mannix. “All dragons are drawn to water, in fact if you find water which is slightly warm and has a sulphurous smell, chances are a dragon has just been there. They are all guardians of treasure and their wisdom is vast and unmatched. The Western dragons are, like most of magic, related to the Elements. Earth dragons are most likely to be green, found in cold, dry places like mountains or forests. Air dragons are of course associated to the wind, yellow in colour, while Fire dragons are mostly red and found in hot, dry places like volcanoes or arid deserts. Lastly, water dragons are of course, found around or in lakes, rivers and oceans and are a vibrant turquoise. They each have various gems, flowers and oils associated with them. Often the different ones work together to accomplish a goal.

      “A dragon will never tell you their name, as names hold power over them. Oh, and never look a dragon right in the eye, as they have the power to hypnotize.”

      “So when you say dragons live in another dimension, do you mean a multiverse or a different plane of existence?” asked Hayden.

      “Good question,” said Mannix. “Another dimension or multiverse, yes. One which doesn’t try to slay them every minute of every day. They enter and exit here via naturally holed stones.”

      “Hagstones?” blurted Persy.

      “Why yes. You know of them?”

      “I’ll say. Got captured and just about had our butts kicked by the nefarious Krak Ling couple of years back, trying to retrieve one for a Gypsy friend of ours.”

      Mannix stopped and stared at her. “Great Goddess, you’re the kids who…” Persy scowled and shook her head quickly. Mannix quit speaking. “Ah, right. Um, now. The ritual to invoke your guardian dragon.” He continued explaining how that was done and assigned them to read the corresponding chapter in their text. He dismissed the class, but then turned to Persy.

      “You six. Please remain in your seats.” Once the other six had left, Mannix locked the classroom door and came back to them.

      “I must apologize for that near gaff, but you took me by surprise. Of course all the instructors here know of your quest for the Nine Magical Objects, but I just wasn’t expecting I’d meet you so soon. Don’t know why, but there you go. We were only told that the ones seeking the Objects were at the Incantorium this year, not exactly who you were. But I do want you all to know, that if you feel I can help you in any way, simply ask.”

      Persy looked at Thad and he nodded. She said to Mannix, “Normally we keep our objective pretty much a secret, but it’s just so uncanny that our first class at the Incantorium is Dragon Magic and in fact, it’s what we really need to know more about.”

      “I’d be delighted to help. Can I ask what it is that you’re after?”

      “It’s called Lapis Draconis,” said Thad. “Know it?”

      “Good Knight. Yes, of course. It’s guarded by Carnifex, a fire dragon. Do you know his story?”

      “No, we know very little,” said Persy.

      “There’s someone who can tell that tale much better than I. She’s an actual part of his history. Give me a moment.” Mannix bowed his head to his chest and seemed to go into a trance. Seconds later a cold breeze came from the left side of the room, where a billowing haze had formed. Whisper stepped out of the mistiness and smiled at them.

      “Whisper,” called Persy. “You? Why didn’t you say when we met you at Gran’s?”

      “No, no. I’m not the expert. He is.” Whisper pointed behind her where someone else was stepping out of the hazy air. A very old, bearded, long haired, but tall man appeared, dressed in a long blue cape and robe. He advanced with a thick walking stick, which was topped by a baseball-sized crystal.

      “Oh my god,” said Rix. “Is that who I think it it?”

      Whisper chuckled. “Everyone, may I introduce my dear mentor, the one and only, Merlin.”
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      Persy gasped. Thad and Darson collectively released a slow “Whoooaaa.” Sniv bowed slightly, while Rix and Hayden just stared. Even Benson sat in silence.

      Merlin walked to the front of the room, faced them, grinned and raised his eyebrows. “As I understand it, you lot have a great need to learn Carnifex’s history.” They nodded, mutely. “Well, I would have to agree. I’m probably the best person to tell you the tale. Seat yourselves and let us begin the journey.” They sat in a half circle around Merlin as he leaned against the desk.

      “I found Carnifex as a hatchling in a cave near the only hot springs in Wales, just north of Cardiff. I’d been traveling from Tintagel in Cornwall, up through Wales in search of ancient Druid books, believed to have been lost in that area. As far as I could see, he had no nestlings and I waited for days for the mother to show, but she didn’t. Dragon mothers guard their young very closely, so I believed she’d been slain. Lot of that going around then.”

      “When was this?” asked Rix.

      “In 455 C.E. During my most active period, working along side Camelot. To continue,” he looked at Rix with a slight scowl. “I obviously couldn’t leave him there, but how to raise a dragon? I knew of their feeding habits and general needs, so decided to stay for a time, until he could fend for himself. Dragons mature very quickly, you see. I would leave food for a day or two and continue my search for the books I was after. Worked well and we became close companions. I managed to keep him hidden from the dragonslayers of the day with protection spells. After about six months, I carried on further north in my search, and actually located the books I was after, subsequently returning to Cornwall.”

      “So what’s the relationship between Carnifex and the Lapis Draconis?” asked Persy.

      “Coming to that,” Merlin replied. “While studying the books I had located, I came to understand that back in about 1400 B.C.E., two very powerful, magical stones were created. They were referred to as the ‘Twin Carnelians’.”

      “Carnelians?” Persy and Thad responded together.

      “Yes, you know of them?”

      “Not as the Twins, but we certainly know of one. Krak Ling’s Ring of Power is a carnelian. Is there a connection?” asked Thad.

      Merlin’s eyebrows elevated slightly and he sighed. “Yes, I believe that is one of them. Seems the Egyptian god, Apep, Master of Chaos and all things evil…”

      “Make a good buddy for Melanthios,” murmured Darson.

      “Indeed,” said Merlin glancing Darson’s way. “Apep somehow managed to deviously trick the Radiants, who created the Twins, to either give him the pair or he simply stole them, which is more of what I believe, and as you well know, one was used to create the Stone of Bidding. And yes, Krak Ling currently has that one. Another long story, for another day. But the second, the Inimicus Stone, is what is now known as Lapis Draconis.”

      “Who are the Radiants?” asked Persy.

      Merlin’s eyes widened. “Ah, the six levels? Well, I suppose the Incantorium is probably the best place for you to learn about them. Allow me to give you the quick version. There are six levels to Magical Energetics. The lowest energy level is the human or as some call it, Munz Level. The next is the Third and Second Order Magicals, and after that, First Order Magicals, like all of you. The Fourth level is a group of extremely powerful and one of a kind magical books and constructs called the Masters. The Book of Black Dominance and the Society of Dunkelheft belong at this level. There are others you’ll come across later. The Fifth is The Radiants. These are superior magical beings who don’t always exist in physical form and resonate at such a high frequency that when they think something, it’s done. That’s it. No time lapse. They can create and destroy magic and it’s items, unlike what the humans believe about energy; that it can neither be created or destroyed. They watch our planet, but govern nothing. The final and Uppermost Level is the Luminescents. These magical beings are rarely, if ever, in physical form. They are pure magical energy or spirit. They have no preference who rules our world, good or evil. They support the magic of the ‘winner’. So whomever becomes the All Powerful One, will have their backing. Their premise is that Earth is left to manage itself and the multiverses. If one world implodes, there are others. If our continuum expires, there are others of that, too. The point is that we must be responsible for our domain and they are only there to support or add to the prevailing magic, good or bad.”

      “Whoa,” said Hayden. “Heavy.”

      “Indeed, but you have to admit, practical. That way the strongest and most masterful magics are determined by those of us who are living it. So far, good had dominated. Evil is always there, but has been forced to take a back seat. That’s changing. This quest which you are all on, will play a massive role on what’s to come for our world and those associated with us.”

      “Ok, so tell us more about the Inimicus Stone, or Lapis Draconis now. What is its power all about?” asked Thad.

      “It’s an inimical, meaning cancelling or working against something. In this case it’s the supreme antidote to poisonings and healer of wounds. There simply is no protection like it. But it also greatly enhances the magic of it’s owner and elevates their ESP to new heights.”

      “So, are you saying that Carnifex has it?” asked Sniv.

      “I am, but allow me to tell you how that happened. As you probably know, dragons are simply the best guardians of treasure, which is how the whole magical community feels about Lapis Draconis—an extremely valuable treasure. Apep lost control of the Inimicus Stone when he created the Stone of Bidding. It’s whereabouts remained a mystery until the during the reign of King Tut when it resurfaced and his sister and wife, Ankhesenamun, managed to take possession. I believe Tut was unaware of this. It is also generally believed that she was very ambitious and did not want Tut using the stone to heal himself, as he suffered from a number of genetic health issues. He died at nineteen, so she got her way.”

      “Now as to how it wound up in the UK is the next phase of her story. During Tut’s reign and that of his father’s, religious mandates changed back and forth several times in that at one time there was to be one god and other times there were many gods. So the end result, there was a vast amount of unrest and by the time Tut passed, his queen and her next husband who is believed to be Ay, his vizier were forced to escape the country. It seems they lived in Spain for some years, then made their way to Ireland and ultimately Scotland. During the voyage between Ireland and Scotland, the Inimicus was stolen from her by thieves. Of course, they had no idea of what they had, but a disguised dark sorcerer aboard the ship did know. He followed the thieves when they landed in Ireland enchanted them to give it to him.”

      “On his death, it was found and written about by the Druids whose books I tracked down on that same journey, when I found Carnifex. It was fairly simple from there to follow leads in the books to it’s location, collect it and so hide it with Carnifex.”

      “What, is he sitting on it like he’s going to hatch it?” asked Darson.

      Merlin frowned at the sarcasm. “No. In fact, I magically embedded it into his right upper incisor.”

      Persy and Thad stared at each other. “And we’re supposed to get that back, how?” said Persy.

      Hayden laughed. “That’s nuts. No way are we going to be able to grab a stone from a cranky dragon’s mouth.”

      Merlin glanced at Hayden. “Actually, he’s not always cranky. Only when people interfere with his peace and solitude. And as far as obtaining the stone…well, there are ways. There are ways.” He turned, walked to the side of the room and disappeared in a cloud of mist.
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      They stared at the fading mist. “Ah, yeah. He kinda does that,” said Whisper. “Says what he has to say and ‘poof’-gone.” They had left the room and were walking back to their next class.

      “Well, what now?” asked Sniv. “We have no idea what those ways to get the stone from dragon are. How do we find out?”

      “Our best start would be Mannix, I think,” said Persy. “At least he’s really on top of Dragon Magic and hopefully can point us in the right direction. It even seems that we’re here to figure this out and retrieve that stone and Mannix is to be our guide or something.” She furrowed her brow and bit the side of her fingernail, hoping she was right.

      Darson shrugged his shoulders. “Well, it’s all we’ve got, so we have a Dragon Magic session first thing tomorrow, and we can ask him then.”

      The rest of the day was taken up with other magical sessions. The Herbal Magic and Homeopathics was led by Zeemeld. Persy was ecstatic about it. Then came Fairy Magic with Lady Tana, who turned out to be a close friend of Fawna’s. Hayden took to her immediately and decided to spend a lot of her spare time studying these techniques. Dark Magic and Anti-Spells, which as they knew, was taught by Mdm. Lucretia. Both Rix and Darson felt right at home here, making it obvious that this was their personal fave. And the end of the day finished with Alchemy, instructed by Master St. Germain and Thaddeus found his niche.

      After the evening meal, Persy and Rix were in their room and Alana walked in. “So, firsties, how did your day treat you?”

      “Firsties? Really?” asked Rix.

      “Just a little nick,” said Alana, smirking.

      Rix rolled her eyes and turned away, faced her desk. “Right.”

      “You’ll get used to it. After all, you’re the bottom of the food chain here, Firstie. I’m still trying to figure out how I landed with you two. I requested a room of my own. Goddess knows, I can afford it.”

      Persy was amazed to see that Alana actually raised her nose in the air in a good old fashioned snub. Who does that anymore?

      Alana flopped on her bed and opened her computer. Just let her be, thought Persy and she dove into a book on Dragon Spells she’d found in the library after dinner.

      Alana glared at Persy’s back, then at Rix. So demeaning, she fumed. She should be in a single room at the other end of the hallway, where most of her second year friends were. How would she explain this to her parents, who were all about status and how one was looked upon by their peers. It reflected how little she was thought of at the Incantorium, and the bottom line was, that was simply not acceptable. She slammed her laptop shut and stormed out of the room. Things were going to change.

      They had a spare after Dragon Magic the next morning, so the six stayed after class was done.

      “Mystic Mannix,” asked Persy. “Do you know much about Carnifex?”

      “Actually, I do. But I don’t have a lot of details of his origins as Merlin had settled him in centuries before I arrived.”

      “What we’re looking for is a way or maybe a spell or enchantment to relieve him of the Lapis Draconis, which, as you know, is embedded in an upper tooth.”

      Mannix stroked his small beard. “Dodgy.”

      “Ya think?” said Darson. “He’s not going to just let us do a dental extraction now, is he?”

      “No, no. Not in the least.” Mannix turned and pulled a large book off the shelf behind his desk. “We’ll definitely need a spell or charm for you lot. Something to either trick Carnifex, or put him to sleep while you grab the stone. Let’s see… I believe this Dragon Grimoire lists just such spells.” Rix and Persy went to help him look.

      “Ah. Just what I was looking for. This was actually penned by Merlin and another apprentice of his, Fletcher. Fletcher was only interested in Dragon Magic, nothing else, so spent all his time on it. Now, let’s see.” He plunked the book on the desk and starting flipping through it. “Seems to me there’s a spell which is woven into the fabric of a cloak, so you can get it past Carnifex, you see.” He looked up over his glasses at them and they nodded in mocked understanding.

      “Yes, here it is. Called ‘The Cape Spell’. How original,” he condescended. “One uses an opiate which is embedded into the words of the spell, which is written on the inside of the cape.”

      “Sounds like a lot of bother,” said Thaddeus. “Why not just carry the opiate and fling it at him as you say the spell?”

      “You’d never get it close to him,” said Whisper as she swooshed into the room. “He’d smell it a mile away. Dragons are very sensitive to all odours, noises, well, most energies really. Particularly the older the dragon is. They are wiser, more sly and, sadly, more intolerant.”

      “And the cape thing works?” asked Persy.

      “Yes,” said Mannix. “The energetics of the words and the fabric confuse the opiate’s presence. Now this won’t kill him, but I doubt you mean to do that. It will just put him out. Then there is a very vulnerable spot on a dragon’s back, between his shoulder blades. Pressure there can paralyze them. So one of you could make him hold still after you’ve subdued him with the opiate, while someone else gets the stone. But don’t press too long. It’s a very vulnerable spot and you don’t want to leave any permanent damage.”

      “It all sounds quite risky anyway,” said Hayden.

      “Absolutely,” Sniv leaned against Mannix’ desk. “But I trust Persy and Thad’s magic. We will get the stone. And before Melanthios.”

      “Yeah,” said Darson. “I just wonder what she has up her sleeve to capture the stone. Do you think she has access to a book like this? Will she know how to handle the Carnifex?”

      Thad walked over to Mannix’ desk. “Oh, you can be sure, she’ll have help from her evil minions. Don’t forget Willow wrote the Book of Black Dominance, and then there’s Sumaire who is huge into Serpentine Magic, which of course is closely related to Dragon Magic, so, yeah, she has her sources. Thing is, we have no idea what her approach will be. We have to try to be prepared for whatever she dishes out. Could be tense.”

      “Our best offence as far as Melanthios goes, is a good defence,” said Thad. I wonder if Mdm Lucretia would spend some extra time with us.”

      “Thad! I really don’t want to get into Dark Magic,” said Persy. “That’s not nor ever been our way. Just another can of worms that has to be controlled. Risky, and I don’t think we need to go down that road.”

      “Yeah, but Perse,” said Rix, stammering a little. “If it solves the problem of Melanthios and her cronies and we win the third Object, then isn’t it worth the risk? I mean, it’s not as if any of us are big ‘evil doers’ or anything. Right?”

      Thad and Persy both stared at her. “Rix, you just haven’t been into this long enough to know what you’re suggesting. Allowing Dark energy into one’s magic, well, it’s just that it takes a very strong witch or wizard not to succumb to its draw. I mean, Thad and I have been into magic all our lives and I think he’ll agree, it’s very dangerous. I know I’m not ready to tackle it or dream of controlling it.”

      “Yeah,” said Thad, hanging his head. “I don’t know what I was thinking. We’re so much better off, just staying out of that court. Really, Rix.”

      “Ok, just saying,” Rix added. “Mdm Lucretia may at least know some good counter-spells and protections. That aren’t Dark, I mean.”

      “True,” said Darson. “I’m up for that.”

      Persy shrugged. “We can ask. No harm in that.”

      “Yeah, we can see what she says after class tomorrow,” said Rix, with a wide grin.

      “Fine,” said Persy, narrowing her eyes as she studied Rix.

      Persy slumped in her seat, arms crossed over her chest, listening to Mdm. Lucretia ‘hmmmm’ and ‘I see’ as Thaddeus brought her up to date with their current situation. She was not happy about yet another, relatively unknown person, being included in their plans. Although Mdm. Lucretia was attentive and appeared to thinking of ways to help, Persy still didn’t trust her completely.

      When Thad had finished, Mdm Lucretia leaned back in her chair and sighed. “It’s pretty obvious that you’re going to need protection from Melanthios and her sidekicks, more than anything. She’ll have a bevy of aggressive spells and moves at the ready. She, too will be prepared to subdue Carnifex, simply because that’s a whole lot easier than trying to kill him. So the way I see it, you need protection from evil and Dark magic. That will be the arena she’ll draw from.”

      “To make it short, Dark Magic is a branch of Gnostic Magic. Meaning, its basic tenet is the calling upon of demons to facilitate a witch or wizard’s magic. So that’s what you’ll need to protect against and counteract.” She turned to Persy. “Thad mentioned you were given a number of items by the Magical Governing Council. Are any of them for protection?”

      “Yes, two specifically.” Persy uncrossed her arms and sat straighter. “The Gbo is an African amulet one wears for protection and the stone Imhotep gave us can form a stone wall around the one who releases it’s spell and anyone they are hanging on to.”

      Mdm Lucretia nodded slowly. “Good, good. It’s a start. But I want to explain something to you all. Something that normally you would not learn about until your third year here at the Incantorium, but I believe you need it now. Have any of you heard of Sigil Magic?”

      They looked at each other, most shrugged and collectively answered “No”.

      “I thought not. Well, it works like this, and is particularly powerful against Dark Magic. One declares what their objective is and writes down the statement. In this case let’s use ‘Defeat Melanthios’. You then cross out any letter which is repeated, so in our case we’d be left with ‘DfMlnhios’. Next you reduce those letters to shapes, and you can use upper case or lower case. For example ‘D’ has a backwards ‘C or small l or capital I’. So that letter would account for three letters if we needed them. The idea here is to come up with a sigil or sign of your own which can be drawn with one line, even if you backtrack on it and then it’s enclosed in a circle. Hence.” Mdm Lucretia sketched on a pad several times before being satisfied with the outcome.
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      “There you are. You could definitely use this on an amulet and wear it around your neck when you face Melanthios for the Lapis Draconis. I would also have it created in pure silver and iron, and embedded with salt and protective herbs such as Rue, Osha, Wormwood and maybe Frankincense. That can be done in the Alchemy Department here.

      Persy’s interest in Mdm Lucretia piqued as she processed the impact of the Sigil Magic. She knew the professor was spot on in her choice of herbs and the addition of salt, iron and silver for protection against demonic and black magic. Mdm. Lucretia had earned some trust points.

      “There is a spell to go with the amulet which I’ll teach you once they’re made. Obviously, it has to be something quick as you want it kicking in at the first sign of danger. But for now, I think we should go over to Alchemy and see Master St. Germain and find out how long it will take them to make up six of these.”

      They followed her down the hall to Alchemy, anxious to hear what Master St. Germain would say.
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      “So, because Master St. Germain said he could have the amulets ready in three or four days, does that mean we’re going to try to find Carnifex right after that?” Rix looked more that a little worried at the idea of confronting a dragon in five days or so.

      Persy grinned. “No, we’re going to need time to learn how to activate the amulets, then, no way are we just going off to challenge a well-aged dragon, willy-nilly without a good plan. It’s going to be some time yet, I think, before we’re ready.”

      Rix felt her heart slow in gratitude. Hayden and the guys met them in the dining hall at breakfast, at the table where they always sat together.

      Darson sat down with a thump. “Lady Druanna first thing. Looking forward to meeting her, especially after what Persy told me about the reading she did to help Perse find you, Thad.”

      Thad glanced up from his plate of eggs and sausages. “She’s cool. Great at divination, Celtic Magic and has a huge connection to the Fae. She’ll make your head spin.” He grinned and wiggled his eyebrows up and down.

      When they arrived for class, Lady Dru had already done a tarot card spread on a table in the centre of the room. The twelve students crowded around, commenting quietly as to what they thought the cards were saying.

      “Who is the reading for?” asked Persy.

      “Well, you know a little about the subject. Let’s see what you can glean from the cards to figure out who this might be.”
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      “This is a more modern deck.” Hayden bent over the cards, closely examining the images. Stange how the deck glowed faintly.

      “It is,” said Lady Dru. “One I picked up when visiting Angelica, Persy. I really resonated with the artwork and now tend to use it often. It’s the ‘Druid Craft Tarot’. Quite charming.”

      “So position 4 would be the subject, right?” asked Akemi, Hayden’s Japanese roomie. “Then is it a female?”

      “Yes, good Akemi, very good.” Lady Dru smiled warmly at her, then walked to the other side of the table. “Anyone else have ideas?”

      Persy pointed to the card in position 1 on the table. “One is representative of the distant past, right?”

      “Right.”

      “Then with the card ‘Death’ being there, it’s more likely to be representing a transformation or initiation. Something is changing from the old to something new. Correct? Is that what’s going on for this person?”

      “It is. Although there has been actual death in the past, but for the purposes of this reading, it’s about new beginnings. Excellent, Persy.”

      “So 2 is immediate past. Something not long ago. And the 7 of wands is about overcoming struggles and challenges. Developing inner strength. So is this person training up for some future challenges? Or having to overcome past trouble and move forward?” asked Darson.

      “Well done, Darson,” said Lady Dru. “I had no idea you were up on the tarot. Did your mother teach you?”

      “No, we had to hide magic as I was growing up. I kinda taught myself from books of my grandfather’s that I found buried in our basement. I didn’t even tell Mom I’d found them or was learning from them. But I found the tarot fascinating and grandfather had a dark magic deck there, which I trained on.”

      “Ah, well, be careful with that and just know who you call on. Dark magic tarot can call demons and no one wants that, trust me.”

      Darson’s eyes flitted down to the floor, a slight flush coming to his face. “Right.”

      Lady Dru stared at Darson for a few more seconds then turned back to the table. “Ok, card 3. Thoughts?”

      “Position 3 is about present influences,” said Thad. “So isn’t the 8 of pentacles about steady work and progress in training? That would mean something like they’re most likely younger and becoming skilled or trained for what they’re supposed to be or accomplish. Isn’t it?”

      “Yes, Thad. Exactly. They are very much getting ready for a exceptional quest, a life journey, really. Next.”

      “I don’t know the card ‘The Fferyllt’ in position 4. Does it replace another card in a regular tarot deck?” asked Rix.

      “Good, Rix. It does. Normally it would be the Temperance card, but the Druid-Celtic cards use The Fferyllt. As Akemi has already said, this is a female and this card represents a fluency between worlds, a harmony and peace also balance with alchemy and magic. So what does that suggest to you?”

      “I’m not sure if it’s the same as it is in Chinese divination, but I’d think about an up and coming leader. Someone who can balance these energies,” said Sniv.

      “Great Goddess,” said Lady Dru, grinning ear to ear. ‘You bunch are GOOD. That’s it indeed, Sniv.”

      “Alright. So we have a young female, future leader, who is just training up now. Is this R….?” Persy stopped immediately when Lady Dru darted her eyes at her, dark and warning. Raine’s name must not be mentioned.

      Rix and Thad looked back and forth between Persy and Lady Dru, comprehending right away.

      Lady Dru turned away toward the rest of the students. “Who can venture thoughts on the last three cards?”

      “My grandmother and I used to do this a lot. Set up fake spreads and try to discern what the reading would say about someone. So card 5 is about obstacles coming down the track.” Hayden reached over and tapped the card in the fifth position. “And this is a doozy. The 10 of swords is the big kahuna of problems. It speaks of betrayal, unmerited hatred and malicious acts. This girlie’s got a lot of bad mojo coming at her. The only good thing about this card is that it often speaks of things being as bad as they can be and it can only go uphill from here. So, I’d have to say there is an end to her troubles in sight.”

      “Good assessment, Hayden. And the worst is about to happen in the not too distant future, but as you said, it will turn around.”

      “I have a pretty good idea what card 6 is talking about. The Queen of Wands. That’s a female, strong, confident, dynamic. Deadly in a fight when she’s protecting those she cares for or the innocent. She’s a leader of teams of people. This is someone who will be like a warrior for our subject,” said Calder, a Norse Magical and one of the other six students. Thad gave Persy a surreptitious wink and half smile. She blushed. They were sure now.

      “I think you guys know who this is,” said Fiore, Hayden’s small, Italian roommate. She stepped up very close to Thad and looked up at him with her large green, long-lashed eyes, her full lips curling into a saccharin smile. Her shoulder brushed up against Thad’s chest and he flinched back in surprise. Rix’s eyes narrowed and her nostrils flared. She stepped over in front of Thad and Fiore had no choice but to step back.

      “We have thoughts. Nothing concrete,” Rix growled, low and stormy.

      Hayden knew it was time for a diversion. “So, the card in position 7, what does that represent?”

      “That’s the ultimate result,” said Persy, glad to have the class’s focus back on the spread. “And that, the 9 of cups is a GREAT card. It’s sometimes called the ‘Wish Card’ in some decks. It mostly says ‘things turn out or wishes come true.’

      “A very strong possibility, it should be said,” said Lady Dru. “Things can still go amiss, but it bodes well. All right then, you guys have done well. Let’s try a few other spreads.”

      Lady Dru did three more seven card spreads and the class worked together to analyze them. Rix, kept her focus on Fiore, analyzing her and her every glance at Thad.

      When the other six students had gone, Lady Dru asked Persy and her squad to stay back.

      “I know you have a spare after this class, so I’d like to talk to you about something that I can’t mention to the rest of the class—Raine.  Laurel, as I understand you were given the quick version, but it’s time for the whole story.”

      They sat in a semi-circle around Lady Dru as she began.

      “I’m not sure exactly what you already know, so let’s just start at the beginning. Raine is the daughter of Evander, Melanthios’ lost love and Shaylee, a very talented Irish witch. She was born on October 31, and she turns thirteen as of this Halloween or as we know it, Samhain. Distressingly, Shaylee was killed when Raine was four and a very heartbroken, Evander took the child and nursemaid, Leah, into hiding. He was never convinced that Shaylee’s death had not been orchestrated by Dark Magic, primarily through Melanthios or one of her cronies. Anyway, he feared for Raine and so vanished with her and Leah. They entered a multiverse of Killarney. More magical actually, and a great place for Raine to grow up. It’s called Dunloe. But as well as they’ve done there, Evander knew Raine would eventually have to come back here as this was where she was to lead. And a huge consideration was that she needs to know all of you six. At thirteen she’s coming into her adult powers, as you all did at that age, so this is where she needs to be.”

      “It’s pretty impressive that Evander was able to get the child and Leah out of there in time if Melanthios was attacking.” Darson’s eye widened and he nodded his head slowly.

      Lady Dru’s mouth twitched. “Well, Darson, here’s a part of the story that I think you’ll really enjoy. You see it was your mother, Valentina, who actually saved Raine from further trouble. Seems there was a white cat prowling around the room and in particular, around the crib where Raine was sleeping while Evander was panicking about Shaylee. Valentina couldn’t remember Evander having a cat, so her yellow alert was buzzing. She cast a light spell, just to see the cat’s magical tendencies and sure enough a dark shadow came up, hovering around the animal. She immediately cast a blocking spell and the cat vanished—in a cloud of blue smoke.

      Evander was elated, obviously after having lost his wife and so rewarded Valentina with three Magical Crystal Seeds. Two purple and one golden.”

      “Ha! That’s where Mom got those. She’d never tell me the story.” Darson grinned ear to ear, and the rest broke out laughing at his response.

      “Well, that makes, sense, Darson.” Thad nodded and shrugged his shoulders. “You weren’t supposed to be talking magic in Lato. If she told you that story, you’d never give her any peace.”

      “True.”

      Persy was loving this story. She leaned forward in her chair, putting her elbows on her knees. “So, will Raine be coming here? Or on our search for the Lapis Draconis?”

      “She will not be going with you to face Carnifex. But we do want her to spend time with you all. I’m just not sure how that’s going to play out. Evander’s considering a few options, I believe.” Lady Dru stood and clasped her hands in front of her. “Any other questions?” She scanned them all and nodded when no one said anything. “Right, off you go then. Make sure to talk to no one about this…obviously.”

      “You got it,” said Persy as they left the room.
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      Melanthios muttered to herself as she ran her right index finger across the page. She was totally immersed in what she was reading in the red leather bound book open on her table. Ashnah was curled up in the corner, snoring softly.

      On the table, beside the book, laid a knife with a black handle and a piece of parchment, list of ten demon’s names written on it.

      A sudden ‘crack’ and billow of grey smoke, caused her to jump, straighten her spine and turn around. “Sumaire! Can you not let me know when you’re blasting in here?” Ashnah, also startled, hissed from the corner.

      Sumaire, stepped from the smoke, cloak swirling, sporting a sly sneer. “You ladies. So jumpy. Ok, this is me announcing, ‘I am here.’ Happy?”

      “I suppose you think you’re clever.” Melanthios flicked a glance at him and went back to her book.

      Sumaire shrugged. “I’m a little clever.” He leaned over Melanthios’ right shoulder to see what she was reading. She glanced at him, eyebrows furrowed then continuing reading.

      Sumaire reached over and lifted the left side of the book. “What book… Ah, The Red Dragon. Excellent choice to start with. Find anything useful?”

      “Think so. There’s a demon that we can summon, who I believe will be quite helpful. He’s one of the Kings of Hell—Purson. Evidently, he can tell about past, present and future and he’s good at finding hidden things. Exactly what we need. Here’s the actual summons.” She pointed to a passage on the page.

      “Perfect.” Sumaire read the wording of the summons and added, “And I see, if we can win his favour, he will answer all questions and he can never lie.” He walked to the other side of the table. “I brought this.” Sumaire placed a black leather book on the table and opened to a back section. “This was written in Munich, and describes Illusionary Magic quite well. With this, we can make the opposition see, or think they see whatever we want. I was thinking a legion of demons, such as a King of Hell like Purson would command. Would definitely throw them off their game.”

      Melanthios looked up. “I like it. We could also use the Gobbuskins. Make our opponents think there is an army of them as well.”

      “Problem with that is, if memory serves me, your darling niece and company figured out how to stop your decidedly ugly green men, with salt.”

      “I wasn’t planning on they actually getting close enough that salt could be used. Just want the effect of numbers. Maybe a mix of Gobbuskins and demons. I shall ponder it.”

      Melanthios sauntered around to stand beside Sumaire to read the pages he had opened. “I’m sure we can learn the spells for the Illusionary magic fairly quickly. Doesn’t appear too difficult.” She shrugged her shoulders and feigning indifference, returned to her book.

      Melanthios’ lips pressed together as she pretended to be lost in her reading. He was always trying to come up with something better, something she didn’t know to add to the mix. She was completely fed up with him and his need for chronic competition, trying to out-shine her. Her blood was on a slow boil now. It had always been that way since she officially met him.

      They were at a meeting of the Secret Society of Dunkelheft, about a month after her wretched niece and friends had been successful at re-claiming the blasted amulet. Sumaire had the unmitigated nerve to stand up and list everything he would have done to attain and keep the Cimaruta. She had been mortified and demeaned. Her loathing of him has only ripened over the months, as he continually tried to best her. But the Society is clear. They must all work together to gather the Nine Magical Objects needed to ensure Dark Magic’s dominance in the world order. It galled her to no end.

      Sumaire glanced up at her. “Shall we practise some of these Illusionary spells? I’m pretty sure I have the gist of it and can help you learn them.” His face was full of condescendence, as if pitying her for her lack of talent.

      Her nostrils flared and she almost snorted with anger. “How about I do an Illusionary spell that you’ve been whipped into and locked in some other multiverse? Now that’s a spell worth working.” She stood and slammed her book shut, crossing her arms over her chest.

      “Tsk, tsk, my dear. Temper, temper. I’m only trying to help you be the best you can be.” He tried to mould his face into a look of pure innocence. Wasn’t working.

      Sumaire spread his arms out to either side, his cape falling back over his shoulders. “Allow me.” He smirked, waved his right hand and uttered a series of latin-ish words, then ‘Expositus’. At the end of the study, near Ashnah, a group of translucent demons appeared, snarling, hissing and generally looking enraged. Ashnah jumped up, back arched and hissed right back. “Mistressss. Shall I devour them?” she asked.

      Melanthios sighed. “No, Ashnah. It’s an illusion. They’re not really there.” Ashnah cocked her head to the side, obviously mystified. She moved a little closer to the demons, and sniffed the air. “Yeesssss. I ssssssee now.” She curled back into the corner and closed her eyes.

      Melanthios glared at Sumaire. “And that was supposed to impress, whom? Me? Fail.” She went back to reading and ignoring him.

      The corner of Sumaire’s mouth twitched. Irritating Melanthios. Best. Sport. Ever. “Fine, fine. So, are we taking this dragon on together? A team attack?”

      Melanthios looked up and rolled her eyes. She’d rather stick needles in her eyes than team up with this reptilian sleeze, but trying to retrieve the Lapis Draconis was definitely not a one sorceress job. At the very least, one must create a diversion while the other makes the grab.

      She sighed deeply. “Ok. Come sit at the desk with me and we’ll put a plan together and make sure we have everything for the spells we’ll be using.

      Sumaire grinned ear to ear, again. “Delighted to.”

      “Right,” said Melanthios, pulling her red grimoire closer to her. “Now, about summoning this demon…”
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      As promised, Master St. Germain had the amulets done in three days. Persy and her squad rushed over to his lab at the end of the school day, anxious to pick them up. Surprisingly, Mdm. Lucretia was there as well.

      Persy stopped short on seeing Mdm. and the other five banged into her back. “Oh. Mdm. Lucretia. Unexpected. Hello.” Persy stammered.

      Thad simply ignored Mdm., and stepped up to Master St. Germain. “Everything ready?”

      “Of course, of course, my boy. Here you are.” He had six amulets lying in a row across his work bench. “All finished and ready to go. You only need the spell to activate them. That’s why the good Mdm. is here.” Master St. Germain smiled sweetly at Mdm. Lucretia.

      “Thank you, Rupert.” She placed six small sheets of paper on Master St. Germain’s desk. “Here is a copy of the spell for each of you to learn and memorize. You simply place your hand over the amulet and say these three words, and it’s ready to go. The phrase was “Aperios Liberatum Statim”.

      Rix loosely translated, “Appear, that which was hidden and release your power. Stat. Right?”

      Mdm. Lucretia nodded and smiled. “Close enough, yes.” She walked over to stand behind Master St. Germain’s desk and laid her palms flat on its surface. “I’m told you bunch have a good knowledge of Krak Ling, one of Melanthios’ key associates, but what do you know of Sumaire?”

      “He gave us a good run,” said Darson. “Jailed Thad and I once, then tried to stop us from getting back from Lato. Certainly not what one would call uber friendly.”

      Mdm. Lucretia’s mouth twitched. “For sure. He’s all about himself and Dark Magic. He heads up a reptilian based group of Dark witches and wizards, descendants of the Naga.”

      “Naga?” asked Hayden.

      Mdm. Lucretia glanced at Hayden. “Yes, Naga means snake, primarily the cobra, but of course they include many serpentine types, pythons, etc. And even dragons. Supposedly, the father of these people had many wives and quite a variance of progeny, from snakes, to birds, and other beings. There’s even a relationship to wolves. All were citizens of the Netherworld city of Putkari. It’s entrances are marked by anthills. Every Naga has a serpent as it’s guardian deity, so when thinking in terms of doing battle with them, think in terms of Reptilian Magic.”

      “Dragon Magic work?” asked Thad.

      “To a degree, but it’s not specific Reptilian Magic, so not quite as effective against the Naga or any of Sumaire’s direct followers.”

      “Where would you advise us to learn this?” asked Sniv.

      Mdm Lucretia glanced up at Sniv. “I can help you get started. Reptilian Magic is mostly quite dark. Certainly not something one would want to practice regularly, but awareness and defence spells can only help. If you want to follow me back to my room, I can lend you a couple of books on it.”

      They said their thanks to Master St. Germain and followed Mdm. Lucretia down the corridor. She pointed for them to take seats while she walked up and down the sides of her classroom, surveying the bookshelves. “Ah. Here. There isn’t that much actually written on Reptilian Magic. Pretty secretive lot. But this is what I have.” She pulled two large books down and passed them to Persy and Thad. The others craned their necks to see.

      “I don’t believe Sumaire’s followers refer to themselves as Naga any longer. Those were their ancestry. A lot of history and stigma went along with that.”

      “Like?” asked Persy. She wanted to know who and what she was dealing with.

      Mdm. Lucretia glanced at Persy and sighed. “Well, not all of this is cast in stone, but according to some sources, the Naga originated from Lemuria, as a cross between humans and serpent gods.”

      Darson sat up straight. “You mean the advanced civilization that sank before Atlantis?”

      “Yes, the very same. After the sinking of their continent, the Naga traveled across to California into the United States, then traveled east and sailed north, many landing in Northern Ireland and blended into the Dann, the tribe which it is said that the Fae came from. The Unseelie fairies are actually a serpentine based culture.” She leaned back against her desk, crossing her arms over her chest. “Then it really gets interesting, and easy to understand why they don’t want to broadcast their heritage. Once they landed in the UK, many bred with Nordic races, creating a line of magical, blonde-blue eyed types.  These Nordic crosses then went on to become the vast majority of the Aryan Kings, the group Hitler in your world, Persy, was trying to turn the whole world into. And we all know how well that worked out. So, to say the least, they’re trying to bury that information. We’d do well though, to remember their dubious and dark roots.”

      “So what are they referred to as now?” asked Rix, fascinated with this story.

      “Nathairians. Nathair is the Irish word for snake. They’ve not forgotten their heritage, remember. They just chose to cloak it. Very few people know what Nathair means. Sumaire, as you know heads them up. Their magic has a lot to do with rings, either physically or as amulets and adornments. That can power your defence against them, keeping that in mind.”

      Persy was flipping through one of the books and commented, “Like the ouroboros. The snake eating its own tail, forming a circle, but it’s thought of as a representation of the cycles of Nature or of the Universe. Sort of a continuous renewal, which I guess, imparts some huge power. Right?”

      Mdm Lucretia smirked. “Indeed. Exactly. So in casting any anti-spells, keep in mind that if you can break or corrupt any circles you can see either on them or on the ground around them, it’s going to work in your favour.”

      Darson walked over with the second book they’d been given. “Look here. There are a few herbs listed which repel or protect against snakes. Boneset, plantain and artemisia. It says that snakes won’t go near where artemisia grows. Also that burning a deer antler repels them. Cool.”

      “So it’s coming together,” said Thad. “Break any circle, use those herbs and maybe the deer antler in the spell we cast. What else?”

      “Well, don’t forget, these aren’t actually snakes, but more practitioners of serpentine-type magic, so there may be more we can use,” said Hayden, sliding the book Persy had to herself. “I think we’re going to need some good ol’ fashioned Dark Magic defence too.”

      “Absolutely, true,” said Mdm Lucretia. “Let’s work on a spell or two using the ideas around the serpentine protection and add your amulets and anti-curses. Let me get another couple of books and you can make notes in your own grimoires.”

      They carried on muttering to each other, suggesting spells and magical items, making lists of possibilities. As much as they felt they were alone and unheard, a slight rustle caught Persy’s attention. She got up and went to the door, put her ear to it and then whipped it open. No one was there, but she definitely heard scuffling shoes at the bend in the hallway.
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      “I know I heard something at the door,” Persy repeated to Rix as they entered their room. “Someone was eavesdropping and we need to find out who. It could be dangerous.”

      “Agreed, but without seeing them, how do we find out?”

      “We’ll have to keep better watch. I’ll talk to Thad about keeping at least one of us near the doors. Whoever it is, is about to get the surprise of their snoopy lives.” Persy grinned and then hushed when she realized Alana was in the room.

      “Little Firsties have a big day?” Alana sat up on her bed, a fake caring look on her face.

      Persy rolled her eyes. “Good Goddess, Alana. You’re so predictable. I could have written the script for that line. You need a life, and stop trying to get your jollies out of ours.”

      “Yours? Ha!” Alana jumped off her bed and stood ramrod straight, locking eyes with Persy. “As if. You two just think you’re so hot, with your little quest and trying to find this stupid dragon. Like I’d care!”

      Rix and Persy simultaneously drop their jaws and stared at Alana.

      Alana’s eyes widened and she snapped her mouth shut. She’d gone too far, and she knew it.

      “What do you know of any quest? It was you listening at the door, wasn’t it? You sneaking snake,” snarled Rix.

      Alana turned around, her back to Persy and Rix, and crossed her arms over her chest. “I may have heard a thing or two. I…um…was going to chat with Mdm. Lucretia about our last assignment. Went up and found you lot there with her. As for the quest or whatever it is you’re up to, I overheard my Dad talking to Majores Kouzlo about it.’

      “You sure manage to overhear a lot don’t you? Invisible Dumbo ears, maybe?” Rix craned her neck to the side, pretending to check out Alana’s ears.

      “Ha. Ha. Very amusing. It just so happens that I’m particularly observant and notice things.” Alana strutted to her desk chair and sat.

      “Notice? More like abysmally nosy, I’d bet,” said Persy, sitting at her own desk and hanging her back pack on the chair.

      Alana glared at Persy. “So just what is this quest thing all about? I know now, so you might as well give me the details.”

      Persy cracked up laughing. “Are you nuts? We’re not telling you a thing. Whatever it is you think you know…you don’t. And not in a million years are you getting info from any of us.”

      “So those others you hang with—Hayden and the three guys, they’re in this too?”

      “No comment.” Persy turned to face her desk and opened her computer.

      Rix dumped her back pack on her bed. “You sure they can’t find you a private room? I’m certain with all your family’s influence, something could be arranged. Right?

      Alana gave Rix a quick sideways glance. “Believe me, I’m working on it. You think I enjoy being stuck with you two. And don’t think by changing the subject, that I’m going to let this quest thing go. I’ll find out what I want to know. One way or the other. You can count on that.” She flipped onto her side, facing the wall.

      Persy looked back at Rix and let a huge sigh out. A knock at the door had her getting up to answer it. “Gran!” yelled Persy. “Whatever are you doing here?”

      Rix bounced off her bed. “Laurel. How wonderful!”

      Alana’s eyes rounded and looked like saucers. “Don’t tell me Lady Laurel is your grandmother,” she sputtered at Persy. “No, say it isn’t so.”

      Persy turned her head to Alana. “Yeah. So? And just how do you know my grandmother?”

      “You’re kidding, right? The famous Lady Laurel, one of the heads of the Magical Folk Governing Council? You don’t know about that?”

      “Of course, I do, but…” Persy looked at Laurel, who was blushing. Totally surprised Persy.

      “Seems people perceive me a tad more famous than I remembered to tell you, Persy, my dear. At least to the outside magical world.” Laurel placed her arm around Persy, and looked at Alana. “Thank you for that acknowledgment, young lady. But I’m here to speak to these two, privately, if you don’t mind. Do you have something to do elsewhere?” She smiled, sweetly, officially dismissing Alana.

      Alana got up and walked to the door. “Well, I can tell when I’m not wanted.” She slammed it on the way out.

      “Well, that worked just fine,” giggled Rix. “Wish I had that effect.”

      Persy smiled. “Yeah, would definitely come in handy with that one. But why are you here, Gran?”

      Laurel stepped over to the window and looked each way. “Seems there’s to be an emergency meeting of the Magical Folk Governing Council and you six. These will come up occasionally throughout these quests. A couple of the members want an update. Seems they know that Lady Dru, Fawna and myself have regular contact with you, but the others really don’t and feel they should be more in the know of things. We are meeting directly after dinner in a room off the library. Just come to the library after you’ve eaten and someone will find you and steer you to the gathering.” She hugged them both and left the room.

      Rix and Persy joined the other four for dinner, as usual.

      “So I understand we have some big-ass meeting after dinner,” said Darson as the girls sat down.

      “Yup. You four missed the first one that Thad and I attended. Pretty impressive, meeting all those high end witches and wizards all in one place.” Thad reached for the pepper. “Yeah, and each of them gave us something to help us in our battles with Melanthios. Very cool.”

      “Will that happen again?” asked Rix.

      “Don’t know,” said Persy. “I didn’t even know there’d be more Council meetings. News to me.”

      They finished eating quickly and in relative silence, each wondering what was coming next. On entering the library, they found Whisper floating over a central desk.

      Persy and Rix ran up to her, Hayden, however was not so sure. Ghosts were not common in her multiverse, so she decided to watch and see where this went.

      “Cool surprise,” said Persy. “I didn’t know you were going to be here.”

      “I kind of tagged along with Merlin. He was OK with that and well, I wanted to see the Incantorium again. Love it here.”

      “Did you go here?” asked Rix.

      “No, I was about to. But I died before I could come.”

      “Ah. Right,” said Rix, more than a little embarrassed at her gaff.

      Persy stepped up to Whisper. “I’m delighted you’re here. Do you know where the meeting is then?”

      “Yup, right this way.” Whisper floated down to the back of the library, turned left and hovered in front of a door. “Here. They’re all there.”

      Thad grabbed the handle and opened the door for everyone to go in. He stopped quickly once inside. “Whoa! A lot more than last meeting.”

      Persy swivelled her head around. “Yeah, no kidding.”

      Laurel rushed up to the six of them. “Oh, good. You’re all here. Let’s get started then. If you lot would sit in the six seats at the front, the Council is all at the front table, as you can see. I’ll call the meeting to order.”

      Laurel took her chair at the middle of the long table, while the gang sat in their seats. “For those of you who haven’t been to a Council meeting, I shall introduce each member and they’ll check on their gifts given to Persephane and Thaddeus. First, on my right Lord Lyall, Co-Head with me of Celtic and Druid Magic.”

      Lord Lyall rose, looking at the group. “I’d given you the Moonstone of Transmorgrification. Have you made use of it?”

      Thad stood with Darson. “Yes sir. Darson and I used it in Lato, a number of times to get out of jail once, as spiders and then to turn into Sumaire, to get into the cave and figure out the way back to our dimension. YAS! Uh, sorry. Yeah, loved it. Is its use limited?”

      Persy didn’t get a chance to tell him of her and Hayden’s use to turn into kittens in York.

      “That’s why I ask. If you’d let me see it, I can check it’s vitality, then if necessary, re-charge it for you.”

      Thad took the stone out of its purple silk pouch and handed it to Lord Lyall.

      “Hmmmm, seems a bit weak. Leave it with me and I’ll get it up to max usage again for you.”

      “On my left is Lady Druanna, whom you all know. She is the Head of Divination and Tarot magic. Lady Dru?” said Laurel.

      Lady Dru smiled, got up and walked around to the front of the table. “I had given you a small silver scroll which when used, would give you three possibilities of outcomes for the next twenty-four hours. Have you used it?”

      Persy raised her hand. Is this the right thing? Anyway…”We haven’t yet. I remember you said it had nine uses, so we still have them all.”

      “Ah, good. Then maybe you could show to the others who haven’t seen it, so they know what it looks like. One uses the spell ‘Expositus’ to have it reveal what it knows.” Persy took the scroll out of her pocket and passed it around.

      Lady Dru sat and Laurel continued. “On the left of the Lady is Lord Mongo, Head of African Magic.”

      He rose and smiled broadly. “I gave Persephane and Thad a Gbo last time we met. A very strong protection amulet. I have brought four more with me today.” Mongo reached inside his cloak and pulled them out, then extended his arm for Thad to reach and take them.

      “We have also received amulets made by Master St. Germain based in Sigil Magic. Should we wear both?”

      “Absolutely. They will enhance each other. A fine idea.” Mongo smiled again and nodded. “I’m sure the Sigil Magic one has a very specific goal, so the Gbo will be a more general backup.”

      “To Lord Lyall’s right is Lady Elena Dragetti, Head of Italian Magic and several smaller European practices.”

      Lady Dragetti stood and nodded briefly. “Have you used any of the spells from the Secret of Stregherian Magic book?”

      Persy stood again. “Yes, I used a spell to drive some of the dark beings that Melanthios was throwing at us when we were battling for the brew of the Cauldron of Ceridwen, Lady Dragetti. That spell helped a great deal. That’s been the only time so far. Also, I read the book often, to learn what is there when we need it.”

      “Yes, yes. That’s very good, and you are entering more darker times, when what is used against you will be more evil. Keep the book close, it will have answers you will require.” Persy nodded and sat down.

      “On Lord Mongo’s left is Randy and Delecta, Co-Heads of the Fae and Little Being’s Magic.”

      “Oh, it’s so wonderful to see you both again, and with new sidekicks.” Delecta was bouncing on the balls of her feet, Randy holding her shoulder, trying to keep her still. Rix and Hayden giggled at her exuberance.

      “Delecta, this is Hayden, who is new, and Rix, Darson and Sniv, you met at the Cauldron Battle.” Persy pointed to each as she said their names.

      “Oh, hello, hello, hello and hello.” Delecta waved, then shoved her hand into a bag she carried on one shoulder. “We’ve brought you more Magical Crystal Seeds to share amongst the six of you now. Some of the ones you don’t have. Here.” She pulled out one each golden, pink, clear and red Seeds. “As you and Thad know, golden for mastery and alignment with all beasts, pink for affairs of the heart and family. Not sure where that will fit in with your current quest, but you never know. Clear for enhanced divination and red for strength, although Thad has one, we thought one of the other guys could use one, too.”

      “Thank you so much.” Hayden went to the table to gather the Seeds for them. She bent over and gave Randy and Delecta a kiss on their cheeks.

      “On Lady Dragetti’s right is Imhotep, Master of Egyptian Magic.” Laurel nodded to him and he stood.

      “Hello all of you young Magicals. I had imparted a magical stone to you last time, have you found it useful?”

      “Yes, indeed.” Thad was standing again. “At the Cauldron of Ceridwen Battle, I used it to protect us from the evil spells and elements Melanthios and her crew were throwing at us. Worked really well.”

      “Excellent, excellent. As far as I know, there is no limit on that stone, so keep it with you. In time, I believe you will be venturing more into the arena of Egyptian Magic, at which time, we will meet again, and I’ll be able to provide more help. As you are aware, we, the Council are limited as to how much we can help or be involved with your quest. But as things move more into my realm, I will be permitted to assist you more. I look forward to us meeting again.”

      Persy and Thad looked at each other. First they’d heard of this forecast, but a lot has yet to unfold with six more objects to seek out.

      “And to the left of Randy and Delecta is Magus Siphon, Master of Atlantean Magic. Magus?”

      Magus stood and bowed slightly. “Greetings to all you on ‘Team Persephane’ now…or should I say ‘Squad’? That is the term these days, yes?”

      Darson and Thad chuckled. This ancient dude was pretty cool.

      Magus looked directly at Thad. “I’ve been receiving reciprocal energetics that you’ve used the Sapphire of Truth a few times. Correct?”

      “Yes, Magus. We have. Persy did actually when we were at Bodesnoir. Do you think it’s still good?”

      “Oh, yes, of course, but that being said, I’ve brought you a new one. Larger for the fact there are now more of you to use it. I can’t re-charge it like Lord Lyall can his Moonstone, so it’s best I do this.” He leaned over the table, stretching his arm out, a black velvet bag dangling from his fingers. Persy got up to retrieve it. “Thank you. Very kind.” Lord Lyall was flicking his wand at the Moonstone, muttering an incantation. Thad assumed this was the re-charging process.

      Laurel cleared her throat. “We’ve now heard from the members of the Council. As you can see to my far right we have two other attendees, Mystic Mannix and a highest order of magical mastery, the Great Merlin. These two were added to this meeting because of the direct link they have to this particular object. So on that note, I’ll turn the rest of this meeting over to their expert care.” She bowed in Merlin’s direction and sat.

      Mystic Mannix spoke first. “We are here to provide what we know of Dragon Magic and in particular, Carnifex, the dragon in whose mouth the Lapis Draconis resides. I have already spoken to you six about approaching the dragon, to sedate and immobilize him while another of you get the stone. Mdm. Lucretia and I have fine-tuned the actual spells and will be instructing you on these tomorrow, Saturday, as you have no other classes. You will meet us in my classroom in the morning at 10:00 am. Merlin?”

      Merlin strolled around in front of the table and leaned on his staff. “I shall be present tomorrow to talk to you about where I believe Carnifex is and the magical clues you’ll be looking for and deciphering to find his lair. It’s important you get this right, for if you misinterpret his signs, it could end up very messy and even fatal. I’ll see you tomorrow.” Again, he simply faded out of sight.

      The six of them looked at each other, eyes widened in astonishment. This was getting extremely dark and serious.

      As they were leaving the meeting, Lord Lyall tapped Thad on the shoulder and handed him the purple silk pouch back. “Here, it’s re-charged and ready to go. Use it wisely.” Lyall nodded and patted Thad’s back, then left the room. Persy approached Thad. “That the Moonstone back?”

      “Yeah, it is. All ready to go. But it’s strange, it really feels a lot heavier than before, like there’s much more magic in it.”

      “Well, that’s good. Right?”

      “I guess. Yeah…but it’s sort of, um, strange, too. I dunno. Let’s go.”
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      When they walked into Mystic Mannix’s classroom the next morning, Merlin, Whisper and Mannix were already waiting.

      “Ah, good. You’re all here. Come gather around Mannix’s desk.” Merlin waved them up to the front of the room. “Merlin pointed to a drawing on the desk. This is a copy of an image which is always near Carnifex…his ‘logo’ if you will. It was on the cave wall when I found him as a hatchling, so must be a dragon family sigil of some sort. In later years, I also found it on a wooden chest in his den. He either had it made by some magical woodworker, or he enchanted it into being, but he guarded this very closely. I have a sense it holds a key to his purpose and if found, to finding him.”

      

      
        
          
            [image: Carnifex’s Sigil]
          
        

      

      Persy walked around to stand beside Merlin, Whisper floating over her right shoulder. “What does it mean? I think the centre is a Celtic five ring knot, isn’t it?”

      Merlin nodded his head slowly. “Yes, indeed. And the meaning of that knot? Do you know?”

      Darson and Sniv shook their heads. “I sure don’t,” said Darson.

      Sniv narrowed his eyes. “But the four animals on the outside, around the knot. Are they not the Four Chinese Symbols of magic or mythology?”

      Merlin glanced at Sniv. “Yes, also correct. Let me explain. The five ring knot here in the centre is a combination of the four rings on the outside and then one in the centre. The outer four rings are often depicted as the four seasons: spring, summer, fall and winter, or the four directions: east, south, west and north, or the four elements in nature and magic: air, fire, water and earth. So can be interpreted in many ways. The inner, central ring represents spirit, ascension, transition or even the Cup of Whole Knowledge. It’s often linked to the Danu, the royalty of Celtic or Irish belief, with magic and divinity running through their veins. But most importantly, to the dragon it represents balance and that is the more critical aspect in Dragon Magic. Now the animals on the four corners here are the Dragon, White Tiger, Black Tortoise and the Vermillion Bird, which is sometimes represented by a Phoenix. The Chinese Magical Symbols.”

      Rix frowned and tilted her head to the side. “By why would Chinese symbols be used, when Carnifex is a western dragon?”

      “This image is a blend of east and west. Again, of balance. And the Chinese symbols with the western Celtic knot is clever way to hide the whole image, confusing the energies of the two magical systems. Would make detection harder for either side. A typical dragon move, in my opinion.” Merlin grinned slightly and stoked his beard, obviously admiring Carnifex’s choice of art.

      Thad cleared his throat, then pointed to the drawing. “So are you saying that we’d need to be looking for this image to be sure we’d found the right cave? The one Carnifex is living in?”

      “That’s my best guess, yes,” answered Merlin. “This is definitely identified with that wily dragon, so start by finding it.”

      “So there’s about a bajillion caves in Wales. Where do we start?” asked Hayden.

      Merlin glanced up at her and nodded. “Tis true, but dragons by nature tend to stay in their territory for life. They do pop in and out of multiverses, simply because of how they’ve been terrorized over the centuries in the Munz and even Bellarya, but when they return, it’s to the same location here. As I found him in a cave just outside of Tintagel, but I took him to Taff’s Well area in Wales, that’s where the only hot spring is and I’m sure that’s where he still is, at least very close to where I left him. I’ve brought with me a map of the area with markings of the caves I’d check, and I’m sending Whisper with you to help. She’s pretty speedy at this type of hunt.” He smiled, glanced at Whisper who bobbed happily over the desk. He then reached for a rolled up scroll on the left of the desk, opened it and laid it flat.

      “Now, this is the cave where I originally found Carnifex and as I said, I doubt he’s strayed far from there.” Everyone leaned in to see where Merlin was pointing and nodded.

      Mannix stepped up beside Merlin. “So now, you have a good idea of where you’re going. It’s time to prepare your spells, protections and general grand plan. Mdm Lucretia will be here in a moment and we’ll begin.”

      As if on cue, the door opened and in walked Mdm. Lucretia, carrying several large books and two bags on her arm. “Hello all. Ready?”

      Mannix smiled and cleared the desk. “Absolutely. Just pile your books and things here.” He helped her spread her items out, as she pointed to each book, then extracted supplies from the bags. She muttered to herself, as if going over a mental list.

      “Fine, everything’s here. Let’s begin. Persephane, would you grab that cloak and put it on?”

      Persy swirled the cloak over her shoulders, her knees bending from the weight. “Whoa! This thing weighs a ton.” She shifted the cloak to spread the weight evenly over her shoulders.

      Mdm. Lucretia glanced up. “Right. Sorry. Should have warned you about that. There’s a rather weighty spell embedded in the fibres.”

      Rix scrunched up her nose. “Magic can be heavy?” News to me.”

      “Yes, of course,” said Mdm. Lucretia. “Some spells carry an immense amount of energy, because they are so powerful and the witch or wizard using them will feel that. Now back to the spell. The words to the spell are embedded into the cloak, and with the command ‘Aperios’ it will show on the back. So one of you will wear it, and another cast. You can decide that for yourselves. Then someone will climb on Carnifex’s back and press the point which will semi-paralyze him for a short time, so you can remove the stone from his tooth.”

      Darson raised a pointed finger. “So, how hard will it be to remove the stone? I mean is it secured with some magical adhesive, or maybe the tooth has grown over it? That would be next to impossible to loosen.”

      Mdm. Lucretia nodded. “Good question. But the answer is quite easy. The spell from the cloak will loosen the stone enough for you to just pull it off the tooth without damage to Carnifex or his snappers.” The sides of her mouth quirked. She continued. “The whole process shouldn’t take but five minutes or so. The tricky part will be to get close enough to cast.”

      Persy sighed and blew air through her lips. “Ok, so we go to the area that Merlin showed us, find a cave with Carnifex’s sigil somewhere on the wall, follow any other instructions, find Carnifex and hope to get close enough to cast this spell. Glad it’s nothing major.” She rolled her eyes.

      Mannix grinned, scratching his head. “Yeah. Well, no one said this whole quest thing was going to be easy. I know it seems a lot, but I’m pretty sure, you’ll find it slip into place without too much bother.”

      Hayden’s jaw dropped. “Seriously? This a full size, male, ancient dragon we’re talking about here. Just how friendly is he to humans? Do you know for a fact that we’re not going to just look like dinner to him? You know…crunchy and tasty with ketchup? With all due respect, Mystic Mannix, I think you’re making too light of this. And it’s pretty scary.”

      Whisper zoomed in and hovered over the table. “What you’re forgetting, Hayden, is that Mannix and Merlin have had time with Carnifex and he’s proven to be willing to listen. Not chow down first, and ask questions later. And he knows me and I’ll be there to break the ice so to speak. We just have to approach with reverence of the dragon. And, yeah. Be careful. But it’s not impossible.”

      Hayden glared at Whisper and Mannix. She was not convinced.

      Persy took the cloak off, laying it on the table. “Ok, no sense getting bent out of shape. We’re doing this. So when do we leave?” She looked at Merlin.

      Mannix answered. “You’ve been given time away from the Incantorium starting two days from now. It’ll be the six of you and Whisper. You’ll be Time-Linxing to an area just outside of Taff’s Well. With these maps, you’ll find your way to the caves where we believe Carnifex has set up his lair.” He handed the maps to Thaddeus and Persy.

      Benson, who had been sitting on the windowsill through this whole conversation, zipped over to Persy’s shoulder to talk to Mannix. “Well then, if we’re done blabbering about that fearsome dragon,” he rolled all his eyes, still suffering from dragon envy. “Can we have a private word?”

      Mannix looked a little startled. “Sure, Benson. How can I help?”

      “Over ‘ere a mo’ if you please.” He flew through the door of the classroom, Mannix following close behind. Once in the hallway, Benson settled on a lower shelf of books. “Ya see, it’s like this. In all the centuries I’ve been alive, helping magicals of all sorts do what they need to do, be ‘oo they need to be, I’ve always believed I was meant to be a dragon. Not a dragonfly. That when I was brought into this world, someone muffed up, ya see? So, wif you being all ‘Dragony’ Magic and such, well can you do the conversion?”

      Mannix’s eyes widened and his mouth slackened. He was stunned. “Are you serious? I’ve never done such a transmogrification on a being so small.”

      Benson’s mouth parts tightened. “Well, that’s just it, innit? I don’t WANT to be this small. Useless and ineffective for the most part, ain’t I? I’m telling you…I should have been a full sized, fire-breathing, fearsome dragon. I feels it in me bones.” Benson’s wings had started to beat during this tirade, elevating him off the bookshelf.

      “Well, it’s not like I couldn’t perform such a changing spell. It’s just never been done that I know of. I’d have to do a little magical research, probably at the Magical Tome Collection as well as here.” Mannix stroked his chin. “Give me a few days or so to look into things. Right? I’m going to assume you’d like this kept quiet?” Mannix narrowed his eyes, concentrating. He felt this would be a great career move, helping this group or any member of it. After all they were about to go on their next journey to defeat the totally evil Melanthios and her crowd and save the world to White Magic. But what if he was unsuccessful? Could this also ruin him? Careful consideration was needed. Very careful, indeed.

      “Oh, most definitely. And thanks ever so much.” Benson did a backflip in the air.

      “You see Benson?” Persy turned her head left to right, looking at Rix and Thad. They were walking back to the dorms, when she realized he was obvious by his absence.

      “Nope.” Thad turned as well. “He’s forever darting off somewhere. The whole Incantorium is a new playing field for him. Gonna take us forever to figure out all his new hidey-holes.”

      Persy, Hayden and Rix turned toward the girls’ dorms. She sighed. “For sure. He does keep me hopping.” They waved to the guys and went to their rooms. Hayden joined them in theirs.

      Alana was texting like mad when the girls walked in. She quickly hid her iPhone in her desk drawer as soon as she saw them.

      Rix tossed her pack onto her bed. “Texting your one friend?”

      Alana gave Rix a stormy look, her lips pressed tightly together. “Like you’d know anything about friends.” She glanced at Hayden and Persy. “Considering your choices.” She turned around and faced the wall.

      Persy just shook her head, grinning. It would never change between the three of them. Best thing ever would be for Alana to find her private room. “Right. Let’s dump some of this stuff and go grab dinner. Got a few things to talk to the guys about.” She shifted her eyes to Alana’s back, checking for any reaction.

      Benson buzzed into the room. “Oy. Ready for a bit of munchin’?” He landed on Persy’s head. Persy rolled her eyes up. “Benson. Seriously?” He tittered and moved to her shoulder.

      Alana turned around in her chair. “Really, Persy. Don’t you think it’s about time to leave your ‘blanky’ familiar back home? Most of us wouldn’t think of bringing ours to the Incantorium. Juvenile, to say the least.”

      “Oy, ‘oo you calling juvenile?” Benson scowled.

      Persy sighed. “Relax, Benson. It’s not you she’s being snarky to. She’s trying to diss on me. What she’s missing is that I couldn’t care less. Let’s go, guys.” They left Alana by herself texting furiously again.

      The girls took seats at their dinner table where the guys were. Rix planted a quick kiss on Thad’s cheek. “Crap, that Alana makes my blood boil.”

      Thad gave her a half smile. “What’d she do now?” Rix told him. “Never mind,” he said, patting her hand. “We’ll all have terminal indigestion-we keep talking about her. Persy, what’s the plan for tonight?” They looked up at Persy, who was forking dinner into her mouth. She stopped.

      “Well, I thought we’d go find a quiet corner in the library and go over these maps. I’d like to feel more familiar about where we’re going.”

      “Sounds like a plan,” said Darson.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Come Hither Yon Demon

          

        

      

    

    
      Melanthios carefully re-read the spell to call up the demon. “Well no better time than right now. Let’s do this.” She looked over at Sumaire, who of course was grinning like a Cheshire cat. So annoying. She walked to her shelves and gathered black candles, the black hilted dagger, her wand and then slid her book podium over to where she was going to stand, to rest her Book of Shadows on. She placed the dagger, candles and wand on the floor in the centre of the room, turning to open her Book. “Right. Timing is on, it’s almost midnight and it’s a full moon. Spell should go well. I’ll just draw the magical circles and triangle to hold the demon.” She picked up her wand to start then stopped. “Wait, I need the Black Mirror.”

      Sumaire looked around and found it on her table. “Here. What part does that play?”

      Melanthios took the mirror and placed it beside her book. “I’m going to bind him to it. Then I don’t have to go through this every time. I can just call him up through the mirror.”

      “Right. So where do you want me and what am I to do?”

      Oh, if she could only answer that truthfully without causing a minor war. She swallowed her comments and pointed to the floor on her right. “Just stand here and read the spell with me. I’m going to channel your magic with mine to enhance the power to draw the demon out.”

      Melanthios picked up her dagger and wand and proceeded to outline two circles, one at about eight feet in diameter and then one outside of that of about ten feet. She stepped inside. “This will be to protect us.” She kneeled down on the eastern side of the circle and bent to draw a large triangle, about three feet on each side and two feet away from the circle. She wrote the words “Tetragammaton”, “Primeumaton” and “Anapheaxeton” along the three sides. Then she drew a circle in the centre of the triangle. “Where the demon will be bound and then I’ll slide the Black Mirror in to catch him.” Sumaire simply nodded. Melanthios placed to the side of the triangle.

      She took the candles, black and red ones and placed them around the circle and triangle, lighting them as she went.

      “Ok. Ready. Put your hand on my right upper arm, and just follow my arm movements. I’ll first use the Black Dagger to invoke the blessing of the Dark Lord, before calling on Purson.”

      Melanthios stepped into the circle, followed by Sumaire and then she closed it. She took the Black Hilted Dagger in her left hand, raised her arms and cast a spell to invoke Lucifer’s blessing on this summoning. Sumaire closed his eyes and focused on sending his magical energy through his hand into Melanthios’ field. They held this posture for some time, when the candles’ flames all jumped about two feet higher together, then settled back to their former heights. A gentle breeze flowed around the circle, then out the window. Melanthios opened her eyes.

      “There, we have approval. Let’s continue.”

      She moved to the side of the circle closest to the triangle, Sumaire still holding on to her arm. A strong feeling of Dark Magic radiated through her and cleared her mind. Making sure the Dark Mirror was close to her foot, she pointed her wand and the Black Hilted Dagger at the triangle and began the Summoning.

      
        
        “Hear my summons as I evoke thee, O’ Spirit, Purson, by the Fire of Azazel—the Lord of The Earth, I conjure thee forth.

        By the most powerful, Guardians, and the Spirits of the Black Abyss.

        I summon thee, wise and ancient spirit, attend me and appear now in this triangle.

        By the name of the Dark Lord, who brought the Flame unto the Clay—He that gave us breath, Immortal and Holy fire.

        I summon thee, O great familiar of the Earth, from which my Dagger commands thee, materialize in this meeting place of Spirits.

        I conjure thee, Spirit Purson, who shall appear before me, in triangle and centre.

        Answer my calling and show thyself in a form you so desire, that we may commune.”

      

      

      

      She lifted her arms higher and snapped the Dagger and wand at the triangle. Sumaire felt his magic flow to her, to the point of exhaustion. He staggered slightly.

      Melanthios’ body vibrated, but she held her pose, eyes closed. The air over the triangle brightened, then shimmered. It changed colour from light red, to deep red, then grey to black. Sumaire could then see the shadow of what seemed to be a bear, with a man on its back. The man had the head of a lion and a viper wrapped around his left arm, hissing and baring its fangs.

      Sumaire’s eyes bulged. “Impressive,” he muttered, not wanting to admit it to Melanthios.
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      Melanthios opened her eyes, bent her knees, dropping her wand on the floor and grabbing the mirror. The demon, Purson tried to lunge forward to grab her arm and soon found he couldn’t pass the edges of the triangle.

      The viper hissed and Melanthios grinned, her own venom in her eyes. “Excellent. You’ll be staying in that space.”

      “Who dares to summon me?” The bear snorted and pawed the floor, trying to move out of the triangle.

      Melanthios straightened her back. “I do, my Lord Demon King. I have need of your assistance.”

      “What makes you think I’ll give it? This is a monstrous irreverence on your part. You should have contacted a lower Hell-being to ask my permission. Outrageous!”

      Melanthios blanched. Clearly, she had made a grave error. “My deepest apologies, my Lord Purson. In our haste to request your aid, it was done in the wrong manner. Please forgive me.” She did the best rendition of a deep curtsy as she could, head bowed to the floor.

      The bear walked in a circle, but Purson kept his leonine head facing Melanthios, eyes narrowed, nostrils flared. “As I’m here now, what is it that you require of me? Not that I’m promising to help in any way.”

      “We’ll be grateful for any help, if it pleases you. You probably are aware of the Quest to find the Nine Magical Objects. The first two have been located, but presently are not in our possession. I..”

      “Why not?” Purson demanded.

      “Ah,” Melanthios stammered. “The first was stolen from me by my niece, a sneaky First Order Magical and the second is in the possession of a transformed Hungarian witch. Whom we will locate, kill and take the brew back.”

      Purson arched one furry eyebrow. “You certainly sound like you need someone’s help. Two for two missed.”

      Melanthios sighed. Great. Another condescending male. “Believe me, these are temporary situations and will be remedied very shortly. The reason we’re summoning you now is for the third object, the Lapis Draconis. Are you aware of it?”

      Purson nodded his head, exhaling a large breath. “Yes, yes. Of course I am. We all in Hell know of this quest for the Nine Objects, and as you are most likely aware, we cannot directly help any more than the Magical Folk Governing Council can. So I still do not understand why I’m here.” The viper hissed, and crawled up his arm, over his shoulders and down his other arm. Melanthios watched intently, knowing that she hadn’t bound them yet and that nasty reptile could jump great distances. And she was losing patience. Sumaire was doing nothing to help get Purson to co-operate, so the obvious next step was to bind the demon and make him barter for his freedom by aiding her. She pointed the dagger with her right hand and held the Mirror in her left. “Capistro!” She extended her arm holding the mirror to just inside the triangle. Purson suddenly understood what was happening, growled, exposing his long, lion fangs.

      “No!” He tried to pull back, yanking on the bear’s neck fur. It only enraged the bear, who turned his head to try to snap at Purson’s hand. The viper reared up, about to jump, while Purson wound up his free hand to throw a counter-curse. But he was too late. Their bodies started to fade, quiver then disappear into a cloud of mist, and into the mirror.

      “Gotcha.” Melanthios grinned, obviously quite pleased with herself. Sumaire’s mouth hung a little. “Hm, nice job. Even I have to admit. Really didn’t think you’d pull this off.” He stepped out of the circle and leaned against her table. “Now what?”

      “Now? Now we barter with him for helping us and we release him. But not tonight, I’m done.” Melanthios left the circle and closed it. She walked around the room, extinguishing the candles, but for a few on her table. “I’ll hide the mirror with a cloaking spell. We can call him up and negotiate tomorrow.”

      Sumaire walked over to the window, tapping his lip with his index finger. “I think… Yes, I believe I know who to approach to find out what those ruddy kids are up to. And even get help with the location of this dragon.” He turned his head and stared into her eyes, his almost smoking with malice.

      “Yes, I believe I know whom you mean.”

      “Indeed. And word has it, they’ve managed to attach a tracking spell to one of the protection items the Council gave them. Quite ingenious.” Sumaire smirked.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Caves And Carnifex

          

        

      

    

    
      They stood around a large desk in the library, the maps from Merlin unfurled and weighed down with books, crystals and devices.

      Persy pointed to the one with the caves outside of Taff’s Well. “So it’s just north of Cardiff, well, more northwest. But we’re not really affected as we’re going to Time-Linx to the portal at Taff’s Well, in a treed area of Taff Trail, which runs along the edge of town. There’s a hotel close by on the edge of Cardiff where we can stay as we hike out to the caves each day and see what we can find.”

      Rix cleared her throat. “So, uh, we’re leaving soon?”

      Persy glanced up. “Yes, tomorrow. We have a couple of weeks leave from the Incantorium, and if we need more, I’m sure it won’t be a problem. Merlin or Gran will cover us.”

      Hayden stepped closer to the table to study the maps. “What do we need to take with us?

      “Wands, items the Governing Council gave us, any Magical Crystal Seeds any of us have, your protection amulets from Master St. Germain, I’ll bring the cloak,” said Persy. “Anyone think of anything else?” She looked around the table.

      “I’m bringing my Grandfather’s books,” said Darson. “Seeing as now I know how to shrink them so small.”

      Persy nodded. “Right. They’ll be handy. Especially when we do get the stone, we’ll want to see the next Object.”

      Persy straightened up and looked around at all of them. “Ok, we meet by the main door after breakfast. We’ll be using the portal we came here through.”

      Hayden put up her index finger. “Um, anyone going with us?”

      Persy flicked her eyes up at Hayden. “Yeah, Whisper will go. She actually knows the area well. Merlin will have gone back today and frankly, as this is our challenge, I don’t see him being too involved. We’re really kind of ‘it’, you know? So I think the sooner we get on board with that, the better.”

      “Oy! I’m going to be there. Spent most of me days in Ol’ Blimey and such. Won’t much get past me.” Benson flew down from the shelf where he’d been sitting and lit on Persy’s shoulder, looking quite indignant.

      Thaddeus’ mouth twitched. “Oh, we know Benson. We know. Wouldn’t dream of discounting your contribution.”
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      They stood in front of the two oaks by the portal next morning, bags in hand.

      Persy took Hayden and Darson’s hand. “Ok, let’s join hands and get our vibrations synced. We want to make sure we all arrive at the same place. Concentrate on the trail outside of Taff’s Well.” They linked hands and closed their eyes for about twenty seconds.

      “Go.”

      They exited the Time-Linx portal as the bright light subsided.

      “Never improves,” grumbled Benson.

      Persy rolled her eyes. “Nope. Nor will it. Ever. So get over it.”

      Benson flew right in front of her nose. “Well, aren’t we the grumpy one? ‘Oo peed in your oatmeal?”

      “Just had enough, Benson. Just. Had. Enough.” And she stomped off to catch up with the others.

      “Hmmpf. Well someone’s got her knickers in a twist.” Benson zipped up and landed on Thaddeus’ shoulder.

      Thad glanced down at him, smirking. “You traveling with me?”

      Benson grunted. “Fella’s got ta change fings up at times, don’ ‘e?”

      “I guess, Benson. I guess.”

      Sniv and Darson spread one of the maps between them. “It looks like the town is that way,” said Darson pointing to the left.

      Hayden and Rix squinted down the Trail and agreed.

      They walked the short way to town and as it was close to the end of the day there, they jumped a taxi to their hotel, with intentions of starting fresh in the morning.

      After breakfast, they checked the maps for the closest caves and started out. The caves started closer to Taff’s Well in the hilly area of Brecon Beacons. The one and only hot spring was near Taff’s Well also, a magnet for any dragon.

      They stood in a semi-circle around the small stone structure which was around the thermal spring.

      “Hardly big enough for a dragon,” stated Hayden, cocking her head to the side. “I don’t even know if he could get into that in the first place.”

      Persy walked around to the side of the small building. “Nope. Doubt it.” Thad followed her. “Ok, so this is where people would go to bathe, but it must be somewhere along it’s source that Carnifex has holed up. After all, he’d definitely want to be close to this water, just not here at this point.”

      Darson pointed off to the northwest. “Look, see how the land rises in that direction? Don’t you think that would be where we might find caves? And it could be where the hot spring comes from. That’s where I’d start looking.” Thad followed Darson’s pointed finger. “Yep. Coincides with the map, too. Let’s go.”

      They found a reasonable pathway up the hill going in the direction they needed to head. Benson was in his element, buzzing in and out of the bushes, consuming one flying insect after another. After walking for close to an hour, Persy stopped them to regroup.

      “Ok,” she said, closely analyzing each of the hills. “I think this one in the centre appears to have the most dark areas along it, which hopefully are caves. And it kind of lines up with the hot spring.”

      “Many of these could be just shallow niches in the sides of the hills. Let me take a quick boo around and see if I can find some serious cave,” said Whisper. “Won’t be but a min.”

      They watched her wisp away. “Well, that’s going to save us a lot of footwork,” said Darson.

      Hayden glanced at him. “Fine by me.”

      A cold breeze heralded Whisper’s return. “Ok, there are a few which seem to go a ways into the hillside, but one is quite obviously larger than most. I think you should start there.”

      “Lead the way,” said Darson, picking up his backpack.

      They gathered just inside the mouth of the cave. “Phew. Stinks.” Rix wrinkled up her nose and put her hand over it.

      “Yes. Very indicative of dragon presence,” said Sniv. “They leave pungent sulphur odour. You get used to it.” He smiled and nodded.

      “Maybe you,” said Darson. “Smells like one big fart.”

      Benson landed on Persy’s head. “Bleedin’ hot in here Perse. Sure this is a good idea? A fella my size could roast down here.”

      She glanced up and waved her hand over her head to shoo him off. She hated when he did that, and he knew it. “Buzz, Benson. And I thought you were all about hopefully becoming a dragon. I should think the stench here would be music to your olfactory senses.” Persy grinned and rolled her eyes.

      “Old factory? What the bleedin’ hell is that?” Benson landed on Darson’s shoulder.

      “Olfactory. Your sense of smell.”

      “Well, why didn’t you just say so?”

      Persy shook her head, still grinning. “Ok, flashlights on. Let’s see what we see.”

      As they walked deeper into the cave, Persy could hear gravel from the floor skidding to the sides of the passageway, as a result of their footsteps. A fluttering above them from time to time, indicated there were bats nestled in the ceiling, waiting nightfall and most likely not amused at being disturbed this early in the day.

      Whisper floated along, between them and the ceiling and didn’t seem to perceive any danger at all. She suddenly stopped and hovered. “Wait, the air has changed. There’s a distinct breeze coming from around that corner.”

      “Wait here,” said Thad. “I’ll check it.” He put his hand out for them to stop, which they did. He then stepped slowly to where the cave wall bent, peeked around it and stared for a few seconds. “The path gets pretty steep beyond that corner and there is definitely a breeze coming up. A little cooler, but more rank.”

      “Hmmm,” said Rix. “I’d say we’re getting close. If not Carnifex himself, then at the very least, somewhere he hangs out.”

      “Agreed,” said Persy. “Well, we’ll never know if we don’t get down there.” Hayden gulped. “Right. Fine plan.”

      “Me finks it’s time to check out if your pocket’s getting lonely, Perse.” He zipped into her shirt pocket, his ultimate refuge.

      Walking down the path was precarious due to the steep slope and loose gravel. At one point, Hayden sat and bummed her way down as her shoes just wouldn’t hold. At the bottom, they came to a large, flat platform, about fifty feet across. In the corner, Sniv pointed out a pile of leaves and twigs, with obvious bones scattered around it.

      “I believe we’ve found his nest, or one of his resting places.”

      “Yeah, seems so,” said Thad. He started to walk closer to the edge of the platform. “Careful,” said Rix. “We have no idea what’s down there.” She saddled up beside him. “Not much. It’s only a small drop of maybe six feet or so to the hot spring. This could be where it starts,” Thad added.

      Persy and Darson started walking toward the nest when a nerve-jangling screech echoed throughout the cave. Leaves from the nest and those scattered around the platform danced in whorls with the strong wind that had started. Following the sounds, they looked up to see a faint image of a huge red and purple dragon wending its way down from the ceiling of the cave, obviously bent on protecting its nest. As it got closer, it became more and more solid and distinct.

      “That’s coming in from another realm,” said Darson. “Get back.”

      They scurried back to the opening they’d come from and realized that going back up that slope would require time and patience, neither of which they had. They huddled together, hands on their amulets and Gbos and said the spell to activate the Sigil Magic. Then they waited.

      The dragon stood in the middle of his nest, folding his wings into the sides of his body. From nose to tail tip, it was close to sixty feet long and stood about ten feet tall at it’s back. Steam snorted through it’s nostrils. A great spiral of fire licked over the platform as the dragon sighed and sat back on it’s haunches.

      He scowled at them as he settled into his nest. “You’ve disturbed my domain. Why is that?” He placed his head on his fore legs glaring at them, as if to say ‘This better be good.’

      The Silent Speak sparkles were soaring through the air, energized by the dragon’s distain.

      Persy started to step forward. “What are you thinking?” asked Rix. “Don’t.” Rix tried to grab her elbow, but Persy shook her off. Persy’s amulets and Cimaruta were in full action. She took a couple of intrepid steps forward and paused, waiting for a reaction. They didn’t even know at this point if this was in fact, Carnifex.

      “Hello. I’m Persephane Pendrake and my friends and I were given your general whereabouts by Merlin, whom I believe you know fairly well. Are you Carnifex, the dragon whom we seek?” She hated that her voice was quivering.

      “And if I am?”

      Persy glanced back at the others. You can jump in here, anytime now.

      “Well…,” Persy started when a ’swoosh’ passed by her right ear.

      “C’mon, Carnifex. Stop being a dolt. These guys really need your help.” Whisper stopped just in front of the dragon’s snout and hovered.

      “Ah, the flimsy one. Might have known you were part of this.” Carnifex yawned, puffing a small flame out and laid his head down on his forefeet. Whisper signalled to Persy to continue.

      Persy took a couple more steps forward, her left hand clutching her Cimaruta. “You see, we have this quest, you might call it. To gather Nine of the most powerful, Magical Objects before that miserable witch, Melanthios does. And in doing so, we can protect this planet from her ultimate evil dominance over it. And, well…it seems you are in possession of one of those objects. The Lapis Draconis. And,” she cleared her throat and straightened her spine. No more whining. “And we’re here to ask if you might part with it for the greater good.”

      Carnifex sat up straight, eyes flaring and lips retracted in a deep snarl.

      “WHAT? You expect me to simply hand over the stone, which Merlin so carefully placed in my mouth for its protection? Just give it to you? Like that? Have you taken leave of your senses?” He hissed a ribbon of fire across the floor of the platform, barely missing Persy. She jumped back.

      “Well, no, I suppose not. And stop shooting fire at me.” Persy kept her voice firm and quaver-free. “Perhaps there is some sort of exchange we could come to, or something we can do for you?”

      “Hmmph.” Carnifex sat back. “Perhaps,” he said, lifting one eyebrow.

      Darson turned around and rolled his eyes. “Here we go,” he whispered to Hayden and Rix.

      “Perhaps, there is. There’s a box I need, and I’m unable to retrieve it do to my size and also the obstacles in the way are set up for humans.”

      “O…K… So where is said box?” asked Persy, her intuition on yellow alert. “And define obstacles.”

      “I know where the cave is and I know the first obstacle or sign you have to look for. After that, I was never told. After all, it was supposed to be hidden from me, in particular.”

      Thad walked up to Persy and stood beside her. “So what is it and who took it from you?”

      Carnifex eyed Thad up and down. “An evil Asian sorcerer took it as it was being brought to me by a friend. Then hid it in the cave, guarding it with spells and trickery. I only know where the entrance to the cave is.”

      “And this box contains…?” Thad persisted.

      “It’s best you don’t know. That way if any of you are caught, you can’t be forced to disclose it’s contents. Only know that it means everything to me and I’d be very happy to exchange it for the Lapis Draconis.”

      “Good enough for me,” said Darson. “Let’s do it guys.”

      “Is said evil sorcerer, the infamous Krak Ling?” asked Sniv, almost afraid of the answer.

      “Indeed,” answered Carnifex. “Somehow he found out about it being delivered to me, to end my deep suffering, and managed to kill my friend and take the box for himself.”

      “I remember this story,” said Whisper. “It was a very long time ago. Centuries.”

      Carnifex nodded. “Yes, and I grieve every day.”

      “Ok,” said Persy, crossing her arms over her chest. “Where is the cave? Tell us where to begin.”

      Carnifex’s mouth almost seemed to smile. “It’s close to here, actually. Only about a quarter mile to the west. The opening is marked by mosses, light and dark, which give the entrance a checkerboard appearance. Inside you will find this sigil. It’s my own, stamped in the floor. It’s a five-ringed knot. When you find it, press on the centre and the next step will be revealed.”

      Carnifex lumbered over to the wall behind him and carefully withdrew a scroll from a crevice. He slowly unrolled it and placed it on the floor in front of Persy and Thad.  The others came over, formed a semi-circle around the scroll. It was the same Sigil Merlin had shown them.

      “But why would Krak Ling use your sigil? He was trying to hide this item from you, he wouldn’t want to leave clues, would he?” asked Persy.

      “It was a carefully planned taunt,” said Carnifex. “He knew I’d never get into such a small cave and who would I ask for help? Everyone was terrified of me.”

      Sniv was the first to comment. “We’ve seen this. The animals on the corners are Asian. This shows balance in magic, right?”

      “Yes. And makes the scroll easier to hide,” said Carnifex. “We were so pursued and slaughtered by Western Magicals, that using Asian Dragon magic was the better choice.”

      “Merlin figured it was something like that,” said Darson.

      “Right. So we find the cave, enter and find this sigil, press the centre of the five rings and go from there. Got it. Ok, now to get out of here,” said Persy looking back at the steep slope they’d come in on.”

      “Oh, there’s an easier way than that,” said Carnifex. “Here.”

      Carnifex turned to his right, spread his wings out and bellowed Effracto! A doorway appeared in the wall with a view to the path they had come up.

      They said their goodbyes and gathered outside before heading back to their hotel. Whisper bounced up and down beside them.

      “So we start at first light,” said Persy. “With any luck we can be back here later tomorrow with his precious box.” They agreed, and headed down the path.

      A stealthy badger sat under a hedge just beside them, listening very carefully. Once they headed off, he turned and entered his burrow, waving his red and black tail behind him.
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      The next morning, they hiked up past Carnifex’s cave and to the west of it. Not long after, they found the cave mouth they were seeking. Mosses had indeed grown around the opening in light and darker colours, resembling a large checkered effect.

      “Looks like our stop,” said Thad. “Entrons!” Rix glanced up at him. “Way too much time in Canada.” She giggled anyway.

      Persy stopped them just inside the cave, exploring the walls and floor with her flashlight. The others followed suit.

      “Nothing here that I can see,” said Hayden. “Maybe down that path in front of us.” She pointed ahead of them where a meandering path lead deeper into the cave. She and Persy started down it.

      “Yeah, about that,” said Rix, as her stomach churned. There had to be an easier way to do things than all this adventure stuff.

      Thad put his arm around her. “It’s fine, we’re just going to find the sigil, follow the instructions and get that box back to Carnifex. Piece of cake.” Rix looked into his eyes. “You really believe that? That it’s going to be some easy puzzle or two and we’re outta here? C’mon Thad, nothing we do is ever that straight up. Seriously.”

      She sighed, but followed him as he pulled her forward.

      Sniv turned to Darson. “You believe we will do this easily? My dishonourable father set this up. I do not believe it will be simple, for a second.”

      “Yeah,” said Darson. “That’s what I was afraid of. C’mon we have to keep up to Persy. Sure don’t want to be stranded in here on our own.”

      They caught up with Persy and Hayden at a fork in the path. “Ok, which way?” asked Hayden.

      Persy chewed the edge of her index finger, scowling. “Well, let’s think of the sigil. If it was in front of us on this wall, the dragon is on the lower right.” She showed them the picture she’d taken with her iPhone. “So let’s go right. What’d ya’ll say?”

      “Good a guess as any,” said Darson. “You can only be fifty percent wrong.”

      Persy laughed and whacked him on his back. “Let’s go, funny dude.” Darson chuckled and walked with her and the others followed.

      They walked for about five minutes, when Thad stopped and called to Persy. “Here, look. Carnifex’s sigil.” He had his hand on the wall on the left.

      They gathered around Thad, shining their lights on the wall.

      “Ok,” said Persy. “I guess we press the middle circle and see what happens.” Rix gulped. “Sure there’s no loose tiles on the floor, or apparent cracks? Would hate to fall to an untimely death. Heh.” She tried to sound light and joking, but sure as heck did not feel it.

      Thad and Darson checked the floor in front of the sigil out. “Nope, don’t think so.”

      Hayden sighed. “Oh, for cripes sake. Just do it already.” Persy glanced at her, turned and faced the sigil, put her hand on the middle ring and shoved.

      A grinding, crunching noise started behind them. They all jumped and turned. Dust and grit was falling from the wall, and slowly a door became apparent, one side coming out toward the path and one falling into the wall. The door was on a centre support and laboriously turned a full one-eighty so they could see another corridor.

      “Well, then,” said Persy. “Our next move, I’d say. Right?”

      “Lead on, McDuff,” said Thad. “We’ve come this far.”

      They entered the new pathway and checked out the walls.

      “Well, this is interesting,” said Hayden, her head switching from side to side. Persy followed her lead. “Indeed. Six doors on each side, each with a moon over it.”

      “Yeah,” said Darson. “And each with a different animal sign on it’s door, why’s that?”

      “Dunno,” said Thad.

      Sniv stepped up and looked more closely at the doors. “These are the animals of the Chinese Zodiac or Sheng Xiao, and are based on a twelve year cycle. You’ve heard ‘this is the year of the tiger or rabbit’ and so on? That’s what people are referring to. It’s going to be important here.”

      “Ok. Right.” Persy glanced at the walls beside the doors and ran her hand along them. “Look at these indents. Must be a hundred of them. There’s something quite pointy in each.” Thad, Sniv and Darson looked into one close to each of them.

      Sniv sighed. “Spears. This hallway is booby-trapped. If we get this wrong, those will probably will be released. It’s common in Asia, in the protection of some sort of treasure.”

      “Common in the West, too,” added Hayden. “I remember one of my Nan’s books going into all kinds of traps and dangers set up to protect important artifacts. Some are just plain lethal, like this one seems to be.” Rix’s eyes widened and her face flushed. This was not good.

      “So we have to choose the correct door, or we’re shish kabobs?” asked Hayden. Sniv nodded solemnly.

      “Well, it’s meant to be solved,” said Persy, tapping her index finger on her lip and scowling. “What do we know?”

      Sniv cleared his throat. “The twelve signs in order are: Rat, Ox, Tiger, Rabbit, Dragon, Snake, Horse, Goat, Monkey, Rooster, Dog and Pig.” Thad and Rix checked out each door. “Yup, that’s what’s here.”

      “Then doesn’t it make sense, seeing as we’re here for a treasure for Carnifex, that the correct door would be the fifth? With the dragon on it?” said Persy, with her arms spread out.

      Hayden shrugged her shoulders. “Best guess I can think of. I’d second the dragon door.”

      Darson grinned. “Sounds good to me. What’ve we got to lose?” Rix swivelled her head toward him. “Only our hides, but hey, no big.”

      Thad laughed and gave her a hug around the shoulders. “C’mon, we’ll be fine. It’s the only thing that fits.” He coaxed her down the hallway after Persy. They crowded in front of the fifth door. They activated their amulets.

      “What am I thinking?” said Persy, suddenly. “My Cimaruta, the key, it’s all about knowledge.” She grabbed the Cimaruta in her hand and placed her index finger of her other hand and asked, “Is the fifth door the correct one to follow to find the box for Carnifex?” It glowed steadily bright and brighter, giving them the confirmation they wanted. Great.

      Persy reached out for the iron ring on the door, preparing to turn it. “Ok, team, here goes nothing.”

      She rotated the ring to the right. Nothing. Then to the left and they heard a deep echoing click from the other side of the door. Persy glanced back. “Go on,” said Thad. “We’ve got your back.” She did.

      Persy turned the ring another quarter turn and pushed on the heavy wooden door with her shoulder. It opened slowly, a creaking twelve inches. Bone-chilling air exuded from behind the door and multiple black mists spewed out.

      They ducked and jumped back a few steps. “Good grief,” said Hayden. “What was that?”

      Whisper flew up from behind and hovered near Hayden’s right shoulder. “Dark spirits. They often act as guards in these caverns, when treasures are sought or placed here by malevolent practitioners. I’m kinda surprised we haven’t come across them sooner. These are not very strong, mostly just for the fear factor.”

      “I am feeling creeped,” said Sniv. “You most sure that we should go in?”

      Persy leaned in and pushed harder on the door. Thad and Darson got on either side of her and helped. “This is the right door, Sniv. My Cimaruta confirmed it, so yup, in we go.”

      On entering, they took several minutes to adjust to the darkness. Persy, Thad, Darson and Rix took out their wands and lit them. They were in a circular, stone walled room, about fifteen feet across. In the centre was a round wooden-topped table on a stone pedestal. This all sat on a stone stage with two wide stone steps leading up to it. On the edge of the stage were four small wooden trunks, with brass strapping and locks. Darson and Thad walked up to the trunks.

      “Ah, great. More locked boxes and no clues,” sighed Darson.

      “Wait,” said Thad. “Not quite true. Persy, check out these etchings on the top.” Persy came up and leaned over the trunks, each in turn. “Well, they look like animals or creatures of nature magic.” Rix and Hayden came up behind her. “Yeah,” said Hayden. “That’s a gnome, I’m pretty sure.” She pointed to the first trunk.

      “And that’s a salamander,” said Rix, touching another. “And a sylph and a nymph on the last,” finished Persy.

      “The Four Elements,” said Thad, walking up and down in front of the stage. “So, again, we have to choose, I’d say.”

      Persy placed her Cimaruta in her left hand and placed her right index finger on the key of her Cimaruta. “The right trunk for Carnifex is the gnome?” Nothing. “Sylph?” Nope. “Salamander?” The key glowed fiercely. “Right, got it. Of course, salamanders belong to the fire element.” She hit her forehead with her palm “I knew that.”

      Thad grinned. “Well, ya can’t get them all. But great, so that’s the right trunk. Next step, getting into it.”

      Darson bent over and picked up the lock on the trunk. “Big lock, should need a big key.” He looked around the room and noticed a dark door at the back of the room. “Think we might find a key through that door?”

      Persy looked over and sighed. “Who the heck knows? This is starting to feel like a treasure hunt on some lame video game. Ok. Let’s check it out. I can’t see anything else in here.”

      Thad was closest to the door, and on trying the handle, found it opened right away. “Well, that’s new,” said Hayden. “Easy access.” It led them to an old fashioned greenhouse. Sunlight spilled through the glass ceiling and walls. There was one centre aisle and three pathways ran off each side of that. Each divided area was a separate garden of about ten feet by ten feet, eight in total.

      “Must be built into the side of this cave, for all that sunlight to get in,” said Rix.

      “Yeah,” said Hayden. “Quite brilliant.”

      Persy studied each garden, and found that she could identify most of the plants. She remembered Mr Hornby’s garden next door to her, and how he’d planted each area with plants and herbs of similar functions or effect.

      “Do you suppose these plants lead us to clues of where we can find the key?” asked Rix.

      Persy nodded her head quickly. “Not just clues, but look. There’s a reason certain plants are in the same bed with others. Look in that bed to the right. Fern, honeysuckle, horsetail, tulip, vervain, all earth plants. And there, to the left. Agrimony, anise, beans, lily of the valley, sage, all air plants.” She walked up the centre aisle. “Ok, there. Belladonna, catnip chamomile, daisy, burdock which are water plants and last but not least are basil, bay laurel, dragon’s blood, rosemary and snapdragon, which are fire plants. So, I’m going to say, we look in that bed.”

      Hayden stepped up to the last bed. “Right, and look they’re planted in a spiral, a life geometry symbol. See if we can get to the centre without destroying other plants.” They gathered around the fire plants bed, attempting to figure out a path to the centre, in a non-destructive manner.

      “Wait.” Said Whisper, floating over the garden. “I think I see little steps, like circles of wood cut and placed inside the plot. This first is there, beside Rix’s foot.” Sure enough, they looked down and could see the edge of a wooden circle.

      “Ok, I’m going to suggest who ever has the smallest feet,” said Thad. “Won’t be one of us guys.”

      The girls lined up and compared. Hayden definitely was the winner. “Right, here I go.” She stepped on the circle and bent over to look for the next. When she crouched down and used her hands to separate the plants, she could find the next and the next, quite easily. When she reached the centre she turned to Persy. “And?”

      Persy shrugged. “I guess you get down and dirty. Dig around with your fingers. I doubt we’ve been led this far and the key’s not there.”

      Hayden got down on her knees and dug around the roots of the plants. After a few minutes she sat back on her heels. “Can’t feel anything. Who knows much about these plants right here, near me. Shouldn’t the right plant give us a clue?”

      Thad and Persy stared at the plants together. They’d played all kinds of identification and function games with Laurel in their first months together. “Look, Persy,” Thad pointed. “That small plant off to the left of Hayden. That’s Frankincense. It’s burned to keep away magical negativity and dark forces. Protects and sort of guards. Would it be doing that for the key?”

      Persy nodded. “Sure, I’d buy it. Hayden, dig under that one there.” She pointed to the plant and Hayden crouched down and buried her fingers. “Got it!” She got up with a wide grin. Obviously proud of her find.

      Hayden carefully came out of the garden and handed Persy the key. “Right,” said Persy. “Let’s go try this bad boy.”

      They scrambled back to the room with the trunks. Persy gave the key to Darson. “Seriously? I get to open it?”

      Persy nodded, grinning a half smile. “Why not? We should share the fun.”

      “Cool.” Darson bent down and slid the key into the lock. He turned to the right and an audible click could be heard. “Here goes.” He slid the lock out, placed it on the stage and lifted the lid. The rest gathered around so they could see.

      Darson let the lid open all the way so it could rest on the floor of the stage behind it. Inside, there were layers of moss, which Persy pushed back. Under that was a layer of straw and she pushed that back as well. “Something’s been really padded here.”

      Hayden and Rix helped her push back the last of the straw. Slowly, another wooden box was revealed, about an eight inch square. Persy lifted it out and set it on the stage.

      “Well, I assume that is the box desired by Carnifex,” said Sniv. “Should we open it?”

      “We’re probably not meant to. These things are never easy and this is supposed to be for Carnifex, so my guess would be even if we could, we shouldn’t. Perse?” asked Darson.

      Persy turned the box over in her hands. “Seems to me there’s no way to open it. No latches or locks. No division in the wood of the box to indicate a lid and bottom. It’s completely sealed. So, nope. Not our circus, not our monkeys.”

      Sniv looked up at her and scrunched his nose. “Again?”

      Rix giggled. “She means it’s not our job nor meant for us. I think we just take it back to Carnifex and get the stone.”

      They were standing in front of the stage when the floor started to shake, then grind. “What the…?” Persy jumped back, as did the others. Slowly the floor sank down, cutting off access to the stage at all.

      Thad grabbed Rix, throwing his arms around her. “Crap. Wasn’t expecting that!”

      Persy looked around the cavern. “C’mon. Let’s get out of here, before this whole place comes down.”

      They sprinted back to the opening of the cave, and gathered together watching to see if it collapsed. Nothing.

      “Ok, well, I guess the floor thing was to scare us, maybe to not take any other of the boxes. They’re probably meant for other magical folk or beings.” Rix glanced at her. “Likely. But I wanted to ask you something. We were given that cape with the spell embedded in it, yet we had absolutely no need for it. Carnifex basically offered to do an exchange, and one we could honour. So what was the point of the cape?”

      Persy nodded slightly, her eyes narrowing. “Yeah, great question. I suppose the people behind us..teachers, the Council, parents and such, really don’t know what we may face, so prepare us with everything they’ve got. I’m just glad this has turned out so well, or hopefully will once we take this to Carnifex.”

      “Right. Let’s do this,” said Darson, starting up the path to Carnifex’s cave, as the others followed.

      A chipmunk, sitting by the side of the cave turned, flashed it’s red and black tail and vanished.
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      “As far as I know, they’ve gone off to retrieve the stone with help from Merlin and St. Germain. Oh, and Mdm Lucretia. There was no way for me to inject myself into the planning without raising suspicion.”

      The speaker was wrapped in a long dark blue cloak, hood pulled up over his face. Sumaire met him in the woods outside Bodesnoir. He was fully expecting a detailed report of Persy and friends’ actions and plans, but was receiving nothing at all. Sumaire’s eyes were dark with fury.

      “This won’t do. I am depending on you for inside intel on their activities and their intentions for grabbing the Lapis before Melanthios does.”

      “I’m fully aware of that, but I’m not a hired professor or anyone who is expected to be at the Incantorium on a regular basis. Just randomly showing up is the closest I can get, and then, the conversations between those kids and the people who are directly helping them is always behind closed doors. Not easy.”

      “I didn’t expect it to be easy. One of your best talents is transmorgrification. Change into something unnoticeable. I shouldn’t have to be telling you this. It’s one of the main reasons you were selected by me originally.”

      “Not so fast. Merlin and even that young ghost can see right through that technique and they’ve been around those kids, almost constantly. But possibly I could spy on someone else who is privy to these conversations. Someone who can’t see through it.”

      “Just get it done. We need to know what we’re up against.” Sumaire vanished in a large dark mist.
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      Melanthios paced around Bodesnoir, waiting for Sumaire’s return. She wound up in her library and began researching Dragon Magic again. Sumaire stormed in a few minutes later.

      “My spy is virtually useless. Had nothing new for me. I’ve suggested they transmogrify into something inconspicuous and get the job done. Says Merlin and even that Whisper can see through that so it wouldn’t be effective. What a useless cur.”

      “Bother.” Although Melanthios was inclined to gloat that the spy wasn’t producing results as they were Sumaire’s contact, and she didn’t really want them revealing anything to Sumaire, but she still wanted the info. “I have uncovered an interesting spell to disarm the dragon. Evidently, one can take a woollen cape, embed the words of a spell on the inside and hide an opiate to put the dragon to sleep in those words. This throws the dragon off, because normally, of course they’d recognize the opiate’s presence right away. Then we get the Lapis Draconis from him.”

      Sumaire liked the sounds of this spell, as he had been told by his spy, a few weeks back, just where the stone was. “Do you know where the stone is?”

      Melanthios looked up at him. “Not precisely, but I’m sure it’s on him somewhere or very nearby. He’d be guarding it. Thing is, if we can knock him out, we can search ourselves.”

      Sumaire’s upper lip tugged up. “My dear, that’s rather…uh…random, wouldn’t you say? He could have it anywhere. Could even be buried some place we’d never find.” He walked to the window, swirling his cape and turned to face her. “Fortunately, this is where my spy DID an excellent job. The stone is embedded in the dragon’s upper right incisor, placed there by Merlin, himself. So once he’s down, we just use one of your splendid knives to pry it out of his mouth. Simple.”

      Melanthios looked at him with obvious mistrust. “Really. And you just decided to tell me this? Let’s hope this spell works, then.”

      Ashnah lumbered into the room. “Ah, Ashnah,” said Melanthios. “Haven’t seen you in a few days.”

      The creature glanced quickly at Melanthios. “Hunting. Isssss my nature, Missstresss.” She curled herself up in her usual corner.

      “Of course, of course,” said Melanthios. “Successful, I assume?”

      “Alwayssss.”

      Melanthios turned back to Sumaire. “I’m thinking a plain woollen cloak will work for the spell, then I can mix the opiate with the ink and write the spell on the inside.”

      Ashnah raised her head. “Cloak?” She straightened her front legs. “I have heard something about a magical cloak. Your treacherous niece and friends have one.”

      Melanthios’ head whipped around and she glared at Ashnah. “Where did you find this out? Who told you?”

      “Oh, you know, things get around in my creature world. We see all sorts of things that magicals or humans have no idea of. Is it important?”

      “It most certainly is.” Sumaire had come to stand by Melanthios. “Tell us everything!”

      Ashnah gave him a sideways look and snorted. She settled back down, as if to completely ignore him.

      “Now, Ashnah,” demanded Melanthios.

      Ashnah sighed a large creature sigh. “They were sssseen going into a cave, the one I believe Carnifex often resides in. There’s quite a ssslope going into his actual nesssting area, and they left a few things at that doorway. A cloak with a very sssstrong magical energy wasss among thossse thingsss.”

      “Where are they now? What are they doing?”

      “Word isss, they went to another cavern, wessst of the first one. Came out with a wooden box. That’sss all I know.” She rested her head on the fore paws. Done with answering questions.

      Melanthios slammed her hand on the table. “Drat. They’re a step ahead of us again. Blast, blast, blast!”

      “Calm your fur, my dear. This actually saves us a lot of time. Obviously, they’re on some mission to get something for that dragon. All we have to do is take it from them and go visit said dragon. Simplicity at its best.”

      She was pacing back and forth in front of her table, flipping through books and scrolls. “I seriously doubt it will be that straight forward. They’ve obviously formed some sort of agreement with him, probably for the stone. He’s not going to just hand it over to us, even if we do bring whatever it is he was asking for. I think I’ll have a chat with my demon.” She walked over to a painting of Hekate on the wall opposite the window. She slid it to the side by two feet, waved her hand, calling “Aperios” which revealed a wooden door. “Effracto.” The door popped open. She reached in and removed the Black Mirror.

      Melanthios laid it on the table, mumbled a quick spell, causing swirls of black mist to roil around inside the mirror. “Purson. Assist me.” The demon, Purson’s face appeared. “Mistress?”

      “It seems our efforts to obtain the Lapis Draconis has already been compromised by my interfering niece and her cohorts.”

      “Expected.” Dark mists rolled around his face in the mirror.

      Melanthios’ eyes narrowed. “Indeed. My question for you is this. Just what did they get for him and where are they now?”

      “That’s two questions.”

      Melanthios’ lips pressed together hard, making her mouth a very thin line. She almost snorted. “Answer.”

      Purson’s face became very clear. “I cannot at this moment. I’ll search the Netherworlds and find out though. Someone here will know. Anything else?”

      “Yes, the cloak spell. Will that work on Carnifex?”

      “Undoubtedly. It was actually designed as Dragon Magic, or Anti-Dragon, I suppose. Will definitely put him in a deep sleep.”

      “Well, at least that’ll work. Good.”

      “Ah, Mistress, not that I usually offer up free advice, but there’s something else you should know.”

      Melanthios and Sumaire both stared into the mirror. Demons never give up free information.

      “And what would that be?” asked Melanthios, holding her breath.

      “It’s like this. Are you aware of the Dracontias?”

      “Of course. Somewhat.” said Melanthios.

      “Yes, I would have expected you to have heard something. It’s a stone, embedded in the brain of a dragon, highly magical. Trick is to get it before they die, or as they expire or it’s useless.”

      “And its powers?”

      “Boiling it in waters, then drinking the water will cure diseases or poisonings. It imparts invisibility on it’s owner. Quite useful, but rare and most difficult to obtain.”

      “Well, then. This puts a whole new slant on things,” said Melanthios, tapping her finger against her chin. “Sumaire, we need to re-think our approach here. It’s no longer just about the Lapis Draconis, but we should also plan for the Dracontias. I must have both.”

      “Yes, yes,”

      She waved her hand at Purson and said to him, “Go. And be sure to report back as soon as you can.”

      The mirror cleared of smoky whorls and Melanthios put it back in its hidden cupboard.

      She turned to Sumaire. “So now we aim at dragonslaying and collect both stones, correct?”

      “Hmmm, yes, of course.” Sumaire gazed out the window. This was a much larger boon now. No one’s said he had to assist Melanthios with the Dracontias, just the Lapis. “I’m just going to grab a rather old, but helpful book on dragon capture. I’ll return shortly.” He was gone in a cloud of black and red.

      “Hmph, well that just figures. Things are getting sticky and he vanishes. Ok, Ashnah, what do you know about capturing and slaying dragons?” The creature rolled over and raised her lovely face to Melanthios. “Over the years, there have been many who tried and failed. And then those who succeeded would often use sssomething to make the dragon sssleep and then lop off their heads. Easiest and leastss dangeroussss. But in this cassse, you need to get the ssstone, from the middle of his head before hisss death. Tricky…VERY tricky.”

      “Yeah, my thoughts exactly. But there’s a way. There always is and I shall find it, with or without that bothersome Sumaire.”
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      Tash carefully lifted the floorboard with her fore claw. She took the treasured vial out of its hiding place, staring at its small contents.

      She hadn’t meant to steal from those kids, but she had no hint of how to find Batna and her cursed book to get herself changed back to her original beautiful form. This would enable her to figure it out. These seemingly innocent drops from The Cauldron would be her saviour. The gateway to her reclaiming the life she lost.

      But, did she really need all three drops? She wasn’t looking to becoming some Oracle of Delphi. All knowing, seeing and prophetic. She only needed this one, uncrackable mystery solved. Perhaps, she could return two of the drops for Persy’s use. Do her part in defeating the evil Melanthios and her band of miscreants.

      She clomped, shuffled to a chair near the table, got up and reached for the small crystal bowl she’d left there earlier. Very slowly and carefully, she unstoppered the vial, stabilizing it with spider silk. She tilted the vial up, steadily allowing the contents to move to the mouth and as if in slow motion, released one drop into the bowl. She quickly plugged the vial back up.

      Tash got up and returned the vial to its hidey-hole. She had no idea what would happen to her once she took the drop of brew, so wanted to be sure the rest was safely stored away. She climbed back onto the chair and stared down at the single drop in the crystal bowl. Grabbing the bowl with her fore legs, she lifted it and tipped it into her mouth. She couldn’t lick it clean (spiders don’t have tongues) so she spun a little silk into the bowl to soak up all the residue and ate the silk.

      Tash got down, curled her legs under her on the floor and waited. She knew enough to release her mind and concentrate on raising her own personal vibration, to allow the drop to work on her consciousness and mind. It would flow into her if she simply allowed it to. It began.

      She closed her eyes and let things proceed. Her mind started whirling with thoughts of her past life as a spoiled young lady of the court, an indulged childhood as the daughter of Hungarian upper class family. It was immediately disturbing how empty headed she’d been. No wonder she was an easy target for dark magic.

      Her mind opened. She saw an expansion of energetics, taking her to what could only be described as the heavens, or at the very least, a much higher realm than this earth as she knew it. Gossamer beings gathered around her, chanting in a low drone. Never had she felt such peace and a sense that all was fine. She saw herself in her human form, deep in the forest, sitting beneath an ancient oak. Her eyes were closed and she repeated, “Tash, tash. I’m here. Find me.” The beings around her chanted more loudly, but not in an obtrusive manner. The energy fields around Tash expanded and her human self became clearer and closer. She stretched out one of her fore legs, thinking she could touch her human self, it was that real. The girl in the forest retracted, seemingly spinning away.

      “No,” hissed Tash. “I must reach her. Come back!”

      The beings tightened the circle around her. “Not yet,” they whispered. They began whirling in circles and her thoughts moved to Lysanor at her table. She had many books opened at pages on Batna and her magic. Tash’s mind scanned the desk and she was able mentally to flip through the pages. Batna was one of the many guises of Lilith, the dark persona of the Mother Goddess. She was associated with the night, storms and wind. In her true form, Lilith preyed on newborns, particularly males and men who slept alone, whom she could use to create more of her demonic spawn. As Batna, she was a very dark sorceress, living as a wealthy royal in Thebes in the seventh century BCE. She often did favours for friends, such as changing Tash’s form, simply to hone her own magic. And she locked the spells with names given to her victims then recorded them in her infamous Book of Names. To break the magic of her spell, they’d have to find that book.

      The beings slowed slightly, fading back. Tash saw another image of her as her witch self, apparently living in a country stone manor, surrounded by four children. Her heart sank with longing and grief. Was this what her life would have been like had she not been transformed? She missed this? The landscape changed and she was now seeing herself at court, more middle aged and no children to be seen. Each change appeared as if it was happening under water, blurring then sharpening to reveal the scene.

      The watery filter once again changed things and she was back in Lysanor’s room, watching her skim through the books. Tash concentrated harder and was strongly drawn to one particular tome. It was on Dark Magic, but in it was a long chapter on counter curses and protection. She knew what she needed to do.

      Slowly she came out of the meditation, waiting for her mind and eyes to clear. She scurried to Lysanor’s room, excited to tell her that she had the solution they needed.

      Tash burst into the room. “I know how vee do dees. Write dees tings down and vee can go.”

      Lysanor, startled, looked up at Tash. “Really? How did you find out?” She took a pen and scroll of paper out of her pile of books and started writing as Tash rhymed off her list.

      “I took vun drop of a potion I have. Geeves me great knowledge to zee vat I need, vere to look. Amazink.”

      “Ok, then.” Lysanor started opening cupboards and drawers, collecting the items, amassing them on the table. She dragged out a large carpetbag and put everything into it.

      “Zere iz zome zings I don’t understands, though.” Tash recollected her visions of the spiritual beings and her human self in different environments. “Confusink, to zay ze least.”

      Lysanor stared at Tash, her mouth slightly agape. “Wow, I’m pretty sure I know what happened there. But it’s really, really unusual for it to occur to anyone except very highly placed Magical Folk, such as leaders or Governing Council members. I’d be willing to bet that you just saw a group of Radiants, the Magical Beings of the fifth energy level. They are just next to the top of our field levels. They rarely get involved in affairs of the physical plane. It’s more likely that they’ll tend to let us earthly types ‘make or break’ what goes on down here. That must be some brew you have there. Where did it come from?”

      Tash looked down at the floor and said nothing.

      “And as far as those visions of you in different situations, I believe you were just shown various multiverses of your existence. Worlds where you weren’t changed and your life has taken different paths. Fascinating.”

      “Maybe I should try to go to zere, or vun of zoze places…forget Batna.”

      “You can’t go, or shouldn’t go where you have a doppelganger. If you ever met up, the energy collision could be deadly for both of you. No, you need to fix things here. Now where do we need to Time-Linx to? Do you remember?”

      “Thebes, Egypt. Not the one in Greece. About seven hundred, BCE. Zee vas zere a long time. Ve’ll find her. People know ze reech vuns.”

      “True.” Lysanor grabbed the bag and they headed out to the portal near her. “You’ll have to give me a run down on what we’re doing once we get there. We’ll take a day or so to prepare, before we seek her out.”

      “Excellent plan.”

      A day and a half later, they exited the Time-Linx portal, having arrived at Thebes, close to the famous Karnak Temple. Lysanor had Tash hop into the bag, as a spider her size would definitely cause a panic in the streets. She applied a Langue Locale spell on herself, enabling her to converse with anyone she met.

      The city was hot, dusty and rank. She knew the best place to start looking for Batna or information on her, was in the Temple, as the wealthy tended to convene at the elaborate places of worship. She heaved the bag over her shoulder and walked into the main area, the Precinct of Amun-Re.

      She made her way to the Great Hypostyle Hall, a phenomena in architecture. There were one hundred and thirty-four columns which comprised the hall, with twelve of them were seventy feet high, providing the majority of the support for the structure. Lysanor slunk behind one of the columns near the edge, letting Tash poke an eye out of the corner of the bag.

      “Seems this is the place the rich and powerful meet. I hope Batna is a regular, this could be a long wait.” Lysanor draped a small blanket over the top of Tash’s head to hide her. “All we need is you being discovered. You’d cause chaos and we’d probably be arrested.”

      “Deez peoples do not appreciate how exqueezeete I ams. How many of my types are of zis zize and elegance?”

      Lysanor glanced down at Tash, one eyebrow raised. “Oh, not many. Nope. Not many at all.”

      Lysanor replaced the blanket and started to meander around the columns, alert for snatches of conversation.

      “That no good husband of mine, out all night again….”

      “And then she had the nerve to say that my clothes were nothing more than tattered rags!…”

      “If she serves me up that old gnarly goat one more time…I tell you, Samuel, it’s a new wife for me.”

      But then…”Her magic surpasses everyone’s—bar none. Would scare the King of Hades himself. Some say she’s directly descended from Ra.”

      Lysanor did a double take, looking much more closely at the speaker. It was a middle-aged woman, very richly dressed, with gold bangles and necklaces draped all over her. “Some say if you get on her wrong side, she can induce the Devil himself to come after you and your family. Most disturbing.”

      Lysanor watched the woman start to walk away with her companion and so followed at a discreet distance. The two women strolled to the back of the hallway and took a seat on a bench. She walked past them and sat at the opposite end of the same bench.

      The same woman was speaking. “I’m sure she’s responsible for the pox on Benerib and her family. It’s said, you know, that Benerib was intimate with that sorceress’ mate, I don’t think he’s her husband. So it’s really no surprise that he toyed around. But Benerib was absolutely deformed by the disease and her two children died. Disaster.”  The other woman simply nodded. She had little opportunity to speak anyway.

      “This isn’t the first time I’ve heard of her doing dark magic like this. Another friend said she saw her actually turn some poor girl into a beast. Frightful.”

      It was everything Lysanor could do to keep Tash in the bag. She jumped and squirmed at that tidbit of news. “Dey speak of Batna! I knows zis.”

      “Yeah, yeah. But if you come out of there, we’ll both be killed or arrested. Now quiet. I need to keep listening.”

      The same magpie continued. “One certainly does not want to get into her bad books. I’m told she often comes here in the afternoon, supposedly to worship, but I think it’s more to find business. I’m sure she charges a fistful of gold for her magical services.” The woman settled back in her seat and looked around, likely in fear that the sorceress would in fact, show up.

      A chorus of voices could suddenly be heard near the front entranceway. Most heads turned in that direction as a group of people entered, attention obviously focusing on a woman in the middle of the crowd. She was resplendent in richly embroidered robes and head piece. People crowded around her, competing for her attention by raising their voices. The woman strutted around the columns, answering in one word sentences and looking very bored. As the chaotic cloud of people slunk closer to Lysanor, she could hear people calling, “Batna.” “Batna, I have to ask you something.” “Batna, pppllllleeeaaassssee, I need your help.”

      Bingo. Batna.

      Batna spoke with a few select women, then entered a small area of prayer. Lysanor waited for her outside, then followed at a discreet distance when she left the Precinct. Twenty minutes later, they arrived at an elaborate house. The main door plated in gold leaf and semi-precious stones. A servant opened the door and took Batna’s outer cape. The door slammed.

      “Well, so now we know where, the next thing is to figure out how to get into that house.” Lysanor was peeking from behind the trunk of a large date palm. “Ok, let’s take a stroll around the outside of this place. Maybe where deliveries or slaves enter could be an opportunity.” Tash wriggled around in the bag. “Like I haves ze choice.”

      Batna’s house was surrounded with a high wall lined with trees. It was a possibility to climb one of the trees and jump over the wall, but it was just as likely that she’d be seen. She continued to the back of the property, where there was, in fact, a doorway in the wall. A lone guard, looking bored and hot, leaned dozily on the shaft of a full-length spear. He wore only a thin, white, linen loin cloth.

      Lysanor grinned out of one side of her mouth. “Ah, the whole candy-from-a-baby scenario. Excellent.” She waved her out stretched hand across the front of the guard saying, “Dormeo.” He instantly fell to the sandy ground in a heap, snoring softly.

      She tried the door. Locked. The guard’s belt held a ring of keys, which she scooped and started trying each one. On the fourth try, the lock clunked, the door swinging open. She grabbed her bag and peeked through the door. On the other side was a manicured courtyard, with eight beds of flowers and herbs. Two house slaves were tending the plants, watering and pulling weeds. Lysanor figured if she just acted like she belonged here, march through the garden and into the house like she was expected, the slaves would do nothing. She was right.

      She slunk through a door at the back of the house which took her into a darkened pantry. Four rows of free standing shelves, similar to bookshelves occupied the room, all laden with jars, baskets, dried herbs and stone crocks. Lysanor hid behind the shelf closest to the door which led to the kitchen.

      “Now she wants the whole dinner menu changed. She has some new man visiting. What do we do with the food we prepared?” A young, rotund woman stood, scowling, hands on hips looking at an older woman who was running her hand through her greying hair.

      “I’m sure I don’t know. Take it to the slave quarters, then we start again.”

      The younger woman gathered two baskets and a large pot and left the kitchen. The older bent over the fire to stoke it and Lysanor scampered through the kitchen to an empty hallway. She heard voices coming from the front of the house and she crept very quietly to the end of the hallway to check. The voices were coming from a room off to the side of the main hallway.

      “And I want all these gold plates and goblets polished and ready for tonight. There. Do you see those spider webs? Who dusts in here? They should be beheaded!” With a swish, Batna appeared in the main hallway and Lysanor quickly retreated back a few steps, crouching in the shadows. Luckily, Batna ascended a centre stairway and Lysanor could hear her footsteps down an upper hall. She also heard, slaves scuttling around in the room Batna had just left, so they were busy.

      “Ok, Tash. The hard part. Getting upstairs and finding the book.” She craned her neck into the main hall. No one around. Tash poked her head up from the bag.

      “You sinks zee vood do her magics up vere everyvuns can zee? Vee shood looks for zumzink in cellars.”

      Lysanor looked at Tash, slightly stunned, then grinned. “Good thinking, Tash. Let’s see what we can find.” Lysanor noted there were no more doors in the hall she was in, so quickly skittered across the main hallway to another passageway. This one had three doors. One to a large dining room, one to a library and one at the back which was locked. She grabbed the keys she’d taken from the guard and found a match on the third try. She slid in and closed the door quickly. She was on a landing, looking down at a spiral staircase. Sconces eerily lit the way down. Lysanor went down the steps which had four full spirals to them. At the bottom she rested the bag and Tash’s head popped out again.

      “Ver are ve?”

      “Not totally sure. In the cellars, at the bottom of the stairs. Now to find where she actually works.” She hefted the bag up again and followed a passageway directly in front of her. Three narrow doorways on each side had wooden rails in the windows of the doors. Dungeons. As she passed a fourth, similar door on her left, she heard soft moaning. She stood on tiptoe and could see a huddle of dirty cloths with a filthy and bleeding foot sticking out.

      “Hey,” she whispered. “Over here.” She tapped on the bars of the window. The mound moved and the foot disappeared. A matted, crusted head lifted out from the other side of the cloths. “What?” Lysanor could see two blue eyes peer from between the masses of hair. “Who are you?” A girl. She sat up and squinted at Lysanor. “You don’t look like a prisoner. Are you?”

      “No. Hang on.” Lysanor was trying the keys on the cell door. None worked. “Wait there, I’m coming back for you.”

      “Don’t have anywhere to go, do I?” replied a weak voice.

      With the hushed conversation, Tash poked her head out again. “Vat are you doink? Who you talks to?”

      Lysanor was looking further down the hallway for Batna’s work area. “Shhh. I found someone who needs our help. We’ll come back.” She crept down the hall, head swinging back and forth, watching for guards or even worse, Batna.

      At the end of the corridor she came to a wide, wooden door, which appeared to be constructed of solid beams. Lysanor tried the keys she had, but none worked. Of course, why would a lowly slave-guard have the key to Batna’s private rooms?

      “Right, time for the big guns.” Lysanor took her wand out of the bag, nudging Tash aside, and a small pouch of herbs. “Moonwort. To loosen locks,” she explained when Tash rolled her eyes up.

      Lysanor stuffed the herbs in the lock of the door, then pointed her wand at it. “Effracto!” The lock clunked, the door swinging inward. A low fire in the fireplace cast a ghostly shadow around the room. Lysanor entered, closed the door and headed for shelves to the left, where she’d spotted a group of candles. She grabbed a few and lit them with small, directed ‘Infernos’ spell. She let Tash out of the bag.

      “Vas getting very cramped in zer.” She stretched all eight legs and examined the shelves. “Vood zee keep zat book out in ze open?”

      “Hard to say. This is her very private workshop, so she wouldn’t have to hide it, although it’s a critical book, so maybe so.” Lysanor quickly ran her index finger over the books on the shelves in front of her while Tash ‘clomped-shuffled’ on the other side of the room, checking those.

      Lysanor pulled book after book off the shelf and flipped through them. No luck. Just Grimoires on various kinds of magic. Then behind a large Book of Shadows, she found a thinner, leather book. On the spine was:
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      “A rune,” she mumbled. “The Ansuz. Of course. Tash..”

      Tash clomped to Lysanor and looked at the book over her shoulder. “Vy dat rune?”

      “Runes can have many meanings. The Ansuz is about communication or connection, but most importantly, the power of words. This has to be it.”

      Lysanor opened the book on her lap, quickly going through the pages. There were hand written spells, that she’d obviously used for transmorgrification, but about half way through, a page entitled ‘Names’ started a large section with two columns per page. One labelled ‘Name One’ and the other ‘Locked Names’. Then beside those were dates, in chronological order.

      “Well, this makes life easy,” commented Lysanor. She ran her finger down the dates and came to the late 1400’s to early 1500’s, when Tash would have been changed. “Ha. Natasha Vadas 1509. That’d be you?”

      Tash half climbed up Lysanor’s back. “Down, down. Creep factor,” Lysanor hissed.

      “Fine. Vat is ze name zee gives me?”

      Lysanor ran her finger along the page to the next column. “Mehi. Strange, I think that’s a Egyptian lion-headed goddess.”

      “I don’t care,” said Tash. “Vee has the name. Let’s clear out. Now.”

      Lysanor looked down at the book. “I wonder if we should take this with us.”

      “Are you crazy? Zee vood chase us through ze Time-Linx forevers. Not vorth it. Come.” Tash prepared to jump back into the bag.

      A loud crash startled them both. They turned toward the open door, eyes bulging when they realized Batna was standing in the doorway, face red, lips retracted in a canine-like snarl.

      “Who. Are. You?” she screamed at them. “How did you get in here?”

      Lysanor slid over behind the bag. She surreptitiously slipped her hand inside and pulled out a terra cotta bowl then placed it in front of the bag on the floor. “Expositus.” She waved her hand over the front of the bowl. A slight glimmer washed over the bowl, exposing a round crest with three words on it. Each word glowed with a red hue.

      Batna stared at the crest, her eyes widening and the snarl growing larger. “Where did that come from?” she demanded, pointing at the bowl and taking a step back.

      Tash peeked up from behind the bag. Batna’s eyes narrowed. “I know you.”

      “You shood. You turns me into dis vile form centuries ago.”

      Batna’s eyebrows shot up. “Yes…yes, I remember now. You’re that Hungarian hussy I changed. Why are you here? You know, my next step would be to simply kill you and have done with it. I only changed you as a favour, but now you’re a full-fledged annoyance. Death suits you.” She raised her hands, fingers clawed.

      “Not so fast, Your Horribleness,” said Lysanor. She picked up the bowl and started chanting an enhancement spell. Batna’s eyes widened again. She stepped back again. “Fine. What do you want?” She’d brought her arms down and crossed them over her chest.

      “We have what we want. We’re just going to leave now.”

      Batna frowned, furious, but took a step back.

      Tash leaned closer to Lysanor. “How do you gets er to leesen?”

      “The bowl. The crest on it has three angel names on it. Sanvi, Sansanvi and Semangelaf. She has to stop and step back when she sees those names. I’ll explain later. Get in the bag.”

      Tash hopped in, and Lysanor picked up the bag and the bowl, holding it in front of her, she walked toward the door. Batna scowled more deeply, fuming.

      “I will find you. I will determine what you’ve taken,” she hissed.

      Lysanor slid out the door and into the hallway. “Possibly. But we’ll be watching, you can be sure of that.” They left Batna seething.

      They ran to the door of the cell with the girl in it. “Effracto!” Lysanor quickly peeked in. “Run. Follow us out the back, then run for your life.”

      The three of them ran down the hall, through the back entrance and to the Precinct. Lysanor caught her breath before making her way to the Time-Linx portal. The girl had vanished along the way.

      Lysanor didn’t however, notice the small moth clinging to a side fold of her bag.
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      They trekked through Carnifex’s cave once more, sliding down the slope to his nesting area. Persy slid first then Thad passed her the box, the others followed them down the incline.

      “Well, that doesn’t get any easier,” said Rix. “Hope we don’t need to come back. Should have arranged to use that back door. Dumb.”

      Loud rustling and scraping sounds came from the corner, Carnifex raising his head and sitting up on his forelegs. “Oh, it’s you lot.” He released a small puff of smoke from his nostrils.

      Persy and Thad stepped forward. “We have your box, I believe.” Persy held it out in front of her.

      Carnifex raised himself fully and took a few steps toward her. He squinted. “You do. You truly do. Place it on the floor, if you would.” His large green-yellow eyes glistened in relief and surprise.

      Persy did as he asked, and took a few steps back. Carnifex lumbered over to the box and used a talon to flip the lid back. “It’s been opened already,” he stated.

      “Yes,” said Thad. “We were trying to figure out if this was what you wanted, but the salamander glyph and Persy’s Cimaruta confirmed it for us, and we left the smaller box inside untouched. Reckoned you should open that one.”

      “Indeed,” said Carnifex. He continued gently clawing in the box, pushing away the moss and straw. “Ah, it seems untouched.” He eased the smaller box out and let it slide to the ground.

      “Can we help?” asked Hayden.

      Carnifex glanced up at her. “Actually, you can. The box is quite small for me to manage. I’ll tell you what to do.”

      They gathered around him in a semi-circle, as Hayden bent down and picked up the box.

      “There doesn’t seem to be any way in,” she said.

      “Ah, because you need to know the secret,” said Carnifex. “Now, hold it in the palm of your hand, with your palm flat and stay very still.” Hayden’s eyebrows lifted and her eyes widened. Clearly, more than a little worried. Carnifex bent his head down, close to her hand and blew very gently through his mouth over the box. Hayden’s hand felt very hot, but not burning. “Bex,” he commanded.

      Persy looked at Hayden. “You OK?”

      “Yeah, I think so. It’s hot, but fine. Sort of like a very warm summer breeze.” She glanced up at Carnifex who was studying her closely. “Just wait a minute if you would,” he said.

      They stared at the box. Slowly drips formed in a line along the sides of the box. A dark line appeared around it, in the direct centre of all sides. More drips oozed out.

      “What’s happening?” asked Hayden.

      “Patience,” said Carnifex. “It is opening.”

      “Is that wax dripping out? Will it burn Hayden’s hand?” asked Persy.

      “No, it’s a plant resin,” said Carnifex. “Giving way from the heat and dragon magic. You should be able to open it now and pass it to me, if you would.” He looked Hayden directly in the eyes.

      Hayden put the box back on the floor and slid the lid off. She placed it too, on the floor, revealing a glass vial with a deep green liquid in it. She picked the vial up.

      “Is this what you need?”

      “Yes.” Carnifex took the vial back to his nest area. He carefully placed on a collection of leaves and straw, covering it with more.

      “Can we ask what that is for?” asked Persy.

      Carnifex moved back toward them and curled up on the floor. “Certainly. You’ve earned the right to know. I’ll remove the Lapis from my tooth shortly, but let me tell you my sad tale.”

      “Over a thousand years ago, dragons were so much more plentiful here in the West. There were familial lines of us, both in the East and the West. My family were very powerful Fire Dragons going back to the dawn of time. My mate, Tiamat, was a beautiful Water Dragon, whom everyone said would never become mine, as our magic and skills were polar opposites. But that just wasn’t true. We were mated and deeply in love, despite her love of cool, watery places and mine of volcanoes and hot springs. We managed to find places to be where both elements existed and were together for two hundred, glorious years.

      Then the unthinkable happened. Just before the Siege of Acre, in the year 1288, a small band of Templar Knights, only three of them, spied Tiamat indulging herself and renewing her magic by diving through the waves in the sea. They were knowledgeable louts, for they knew exactly where to aim their cursed arrows to kill her and hopefully claim her Dracontias. I arrived just as they were working their way into the water to claim her. They became ashes in seconds.”

      “And a Dracontias is…?” asked Darson.

      Carnifex glared at Darson, saying nothing, as if he planned on not answering. He shifted his glaze back to Persy and Thaddeus. “It’s a stone. One of great magic, embedded in the centre of a dragon’s brain. They are one of the reasons we were persecuted relentlessly over the centuries. A Dracontias can render the bearer both immortal and invisible when they wish. Priceless. But I was not allowing Tiamat’s to be stolen from her. It would have prevented my next step in finding and using this Balis.” He pointed a talon to the vial on the bed of leaves and straw.

      “Which will do what?” asked Persy.

      Carnifex sighed. “Which will, if used properly with the correct Dragon Magic, resurrect my love to me. Bring her back from the dead.”

      Persy’s jaw dropped. “Really? Isn’t it too long now? She was killed in the thirteenth century. Has her flesh not left her bones by now? No offence, of course.”

      “One might think that, but you see, with dragons, as long as their Dracontias still resides in their skulls, they can be brought back. We’re quite resilient.” The corner of Carnifex’s mouth rose.

      “I’ll say,” said Thad. “Some trick.”

      “Can we help at all?” asked Hayden.

      Carnifex shook his great head. “No. No, this is very private Dragon Magic. But I do appreciate your offer. Now, for you, the Lapis Draconis, as promised.”

      Carnifex curled his lips back and with a talon on his right forepaw, went to hook it around the stone and started saying…

      An ear-shattering blast halted the dragon, everyone turning to watch the left wall of the cave crumble, forming a fifteen foot hole.

      As the dust and smoke cleared, they could see Melanthios, Krak Ling, Sumaire and a host of gobbuskins and demons enter the cave.
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      Carnifex quickly hoisted himself up on his rear legs and spread his wings across the cave, hissing and exhaling small flames.

      Persy and the gang jumped back behind and to the left side of Carnifex, as Melanthios, Krak Ling and Sumaire lunged forward. A Chimera of sorts, man with a lion head and a snake wrapped around his arm handed a cloak to Melanthios. Persy knew immediately what this was.

      “The Cape Spell,” she muttered. Thaddeus heard her. “No! Carnifex! Get out of the cave!” The dragon didn’t need to be told twice. He knew the demon, or at least recognized the energetic of one. He flapped his huge wings and lifted toward the opening at the top of the cave.

      “Stop him,” screeched Melanthios. Both Krak Ling and Sumaire pointed their wands at the ascending dragon shouting, “Fixatious!” A crack of energy zapped up toward Carnifex. He froze in mid-flight, then began tumbling back to the cave floor. Persy, Rix and Hayden screamed as Carnifex crashed to the ground with a loud crack. Persy ran to him, afraid he’d broken a wing.

      “Carnifex!”

      Meanwhile, Thad, Sniv and Darson kept their eyes on Melanthios and her band of evils. The lion man had quickly drawn a circle on the floor of the cave which they all stepped into. Melanthios waved her wand and a league of Gobbuskins and demons lined up behind them.

      “It’s Illusionary,” said Darson. “They’re not there. The backup, I mean.”

      “I hope you’re right,” said Thad. “We’re a tad outnumbered if you’re wrong.”

      Both sides were throwing spells and curses and the energy meeting in the space between them began to hum. Persy’s eyebrows knotted watching this happen, as she continued to hold protection spells over Carnifex. The hum developed into a visible shimmer, then a more dense blur, like a heavy London fog. It became harder and harder to even see Carnifex or Thad, who were directly beside her. The fog ramped up to a loud static, making visibility even worse. She could hear snippets of Melanthios attempted to cast the Cape spell, to paralyze the now-downed Carnifex. It seemed though, that the phrases were being masked by the static and Carnifex continued to move slightly, guarding his injured wing.

      A bright flash of white and blue light temporarily blinded them, then slowly the static and fog began to clear. The six of them were either on their knees, or sitting on their butts on the cave floor. They looked at each other then around the cave, speechless. Melanthios and her crew were gone. No Gobbuskins, demons or the three evil magicals. Even Carnifex was gone.

      “What the…,” said Thaddeus. He helped Rix up, then swivelled from side to side. “Where’s the enemy? And Carnifex?”

      Persy stood and gazed at the cave. “We’re not in Kansas anymore.”

      “What?” said Darson.

      “Where are we?” asked Sniv.

      They were in a cave, but not the same cave. At least, not the exact same cave. The lighting was different somehow, and the rock formations along the walls were different.

      They heard a scuffling along their right side, like someone trying to quietly walk along gravel. A hand curled along a rock edge, then a head popped out. Sniv. Or it certainly looked like Sniv, but dressed differently. He stopped and stared. The Sniv with them did the same.

      “No!” screamed Persy. “Don’t let Sniv see him.” She dove toward Sniv and tried to cover his face with her hand. Too late. The air between the two versions of Sniv crackled and sparked, like a huge short from an electrical socket. Both of them fell on their back and laid completely still. As the air and energetics simmered down, the new Sniv disappeared. Vanished.

      They ran to their Sniv’s side. “What happened?” asked Rix.

      Persy was checking for pulses and breathing. “The doppelganger effect. Remember Yvette, told us about it? Somehow we’ve managed to cross ourselves into another multiverse. I think it was a Quiver caused by the energies of all the spells and casting between Melanthios’ group and us.”

      “Quiver?” asked Darson.

      “Yeah, it’s some quantum physics phenomena which can occur in super high energy situations. I didn’t know, though, that it could act like a portal to another dimension. And Sniv collided with his double. Theory is that their different frequencies, opposite of each other can cause annihilation. Must be what happened to the other guy.”

      “Persy!” Thaddeus called, his eyes swimming in tears. “There’s no pulse. I can’t find a pulse.”

      Rix and Hayden rushed to Sniv’s side. “No. Sniv,” Rix screeched. Hayden was like stone, in shock.

      Persy stared at Thad for a moment, stunned in disbelief. She slid in beside him and checked Sniv’s neck. Darson hung his head and closed his eyes. This couldn’t be happening.

      Persy whipped out her wand and tried the energy spell. “Laxos!” Nothing. Not even a stir from Sniv.

      “Persy,” said Darson. “I don’t believe there is any spell to bring someone back from the dead. I’m so sorry.” He kneeled beside her, patting her shoulder.

      No one said a word for several minutes, a myriad of thoughts spiralling through their heads. Utter disbelief. One of theirs was slain. Dead.

      Persy spoke first. “What now?”

      Thad glanced up at her, loosing a deep breath. “We need to get back to our world, and we have to take Sniv back. We got here through a fluke of super high energy fields, creating that Quiver you mentioned, Perse. Suppose we could reverse it to get back?”

      “Makes sense to me,” said Darson. “Most magic can work in two or even more directions. Should we give it a go?”

      Persy nodded. “It does make sense. I think we should stand in a circle, hold hands…someone can hold onto Sniv’s, then focus magical energy as if we were going to Tunnel somewhere. It could work.”

      “Don’t we need a destination?” asked Hayden. “To focus on?”

      “Should we go back to Carnifex’s cave? Where this all started?” asked Rix.

      “Do you think Melanthios and crew would still be there? I’d really rather avoid her,” said Darson.

      Thad cleared his throat. “Um, probably not. If we were thrown by the Quivering, they’d be affected too. So they’re either in some other dimension or at the very least, left the cave. And it would be easier to re-trace our steps as the field was already generated. Right, Perse?”

      “I believe so. Not really being an expert in this stuff, but yeah. Let’s try.”

      They gathered around in a circle, Persy bending to take Sniv’s hand and Thad taking her other. They closed their eyes, focusing on their cave and repeating the Tunnelling spell…Eogorum…over and over. The air around them buzzed with the high frequencies, appearing staticky, then the cave they were in disappeared. The air snapped when they arrived back at Carnifex’s cave.

      “Thank the Goddess,” sighed Rix.

      “Indeed,” said Persy, looking around. No one was there, not even Carnifex. She looked down at Sniv’s body, her eyes filling with tears.

      Darson put his arm around her shoulders. “I know. What a mess.” He hugged her. “No stone and we’ve lost Sniv. It just couldn’t be worse,” she said.

      “Carnifex was ready to give us the stone, Persy,” said Thad. “We’ll get it. Just a matter of connecting with him again.”

      “If he still has it. What if Melanthios used the Cape Spell and snatched it?” she added, pausing to think. “Right. So now what? We have to take Sniv back to the Incantorium and let Master St. Germain and Majores Kouzlo know what happened,” she said.

      “Agreed. So how about this? We’ll go back to the hotel and in the morning, I’ll Linx back to the school with Sniv and get that sorted out. You four come back and find Carnifex, get the Lapis and follow me back. That covers it all.”

      “But, can you handle getting Sniv back on your own?” asked Rix. “I could definitely come and help you.” No one had to think very hard to see her agenda. Thad smiled at her. “Thanks, but I really think Persy may need your help. What if Melanthios and that lot re-appear? You guys need to have her back, I think. And I can spell his body, so I don’t actually have to carry it. No probs.”

      Rix nodded, none too happy, but agreed.

      They arrived back in the cave around mid-morning the next day. Carnifex was dozing in the corner, lifted his head as they entered and nodded.

      “I’d hoped you’d be able to return. I saw what happened to you…knew you were in some multiverse. Where are the other two?”

      Persy hung her head. “Sniv was killed. Met his doppelganger. Thad is taking his body back to the Incantorium.”

      Carnifex closed his eyes. “My stars. So young. I’m truly regretful.”

      “What happened to you?” asked Hayden.

      Carnifex glanced at her. “When I saw the energy rising so high, I knew it was possible another multiverse was being opened. I grabbed the Balis and ejected myself into a multiverse that Tiamat and I used to love—one much like the Munz’ Hawaii. Lots of volcanoes and waterfalls. I just returned before you came in, hoping you’d come back.”

      “I see,” said Hayden.

      Nobody spoke. Carnifex opened his jaws and with a talon, extracted the Lapis Draconis from his tooth. “Here. As promised. Guard it well. After you left, I over heard Melanthios speak to her abysmal cronies…something about using that man-lion entity, that demon, Purson, to track you and your friends’ comings and goings. You’re never alone now, so be careful. Trust no one, you never know the ties they have.” He stretched out his forepaw to them and Persy stepped forward, taking the stone.

      “Thank you for this.” Persy looked at the other three as she wrapped the Lapis in a silk square she’d taken from her pocket. “Hopefully, we can start looking to the fourth Object on our return to the college.”

      Carnifex curled back up into his nest area. “You’re going to have your work cut out for you, guarding that Object. Just my thoughts.”

      Hayden stepped forward, “What happened with the Balis? Did you resurrect Tiamat?”

      Carnifex signed deeply. “I’ve made the brew for her, now it must have time to activate. Then I will do the ceremony and spells to wake her. I am hopeful.”

      “You have our prayers and blessings,” said Persy. “We must get back to the college and help Thad organize Sniv’s funeral. May we meet soon.”

      Carnifex nodded. “Thank you and yes, soon.”
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      “That blasted dragon! He just handed the stone over to those brats. Unbelievable.” Melanthios stormed around her workroom, while Sumaire and Krak Ling glanced at each other. No time to be commenting.

      She stared into her Black Mirror, where she’d seen it all transpire. Purson smirked up at her from within the mirror. He was enjoying this too much.

      Melanthios eventually sat at her desk, put her head in her hands and sighed. “Well, I guess there could be a brighter side to this. I know where it is. I don’t have to fight a huge dragon to get it. I just need to outwit, out-battle those kids…and all their back-up. Ugh. Why is nothing ever simple?”

      “And we still have to get the potion from that elusive arachnid,” added Sumaire. Not a good move.

      “ I KNOW! You do NOT have to remind me.” She got up and started pacing again. Sumaire turned to the wall and muttered, “Not to mention the Cimaruta.”

      “My most esteemed Mdm. Sorceress. You now have us at your side, and the ever helpful Purson. We’ll take all very shortly. You must believe that,” said Krak Ling.

      She glanced at him sideways. “Yes, yes. You’re right. All right, then. Talk to me about the protections on the Incantorium. How do we get into it?”
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      Sniv’s body was laid out on the altar in the Incantorium’s Sanctuary. The whole school attended the ceremony led by Majores Kouzlo, to send his spirit to the Otherworld with peace and blessings. Sniv’s five friends were in the front row along with Master St. Germain, Merlin, Mannix and Mdm Lucretia.

      Persy sat, slumped shouldered beside Thad and Rix. Her quiet tears slid down her already tear-streaked face like a faucet with a drizzling leak. No way to stop them. Rix had long given up on mascara, water-proofed or not. Hayden seemed to crawl into herself, saying little, dry-eyed, but distant and reclusive.

      Darson and Thad just seemed to be angry. Red-faced, stony looks, rigid spines. The night before, Thad had screamed his declarations of revenge on Melanthios. Persy knew rocky days were coming.

      Rix leaned over and whispered to Persy. “Do you think his father will show?”

      Persy shook her head. “The protections around the Incantorium would never let him in. I’m not sure he’d come anyway. He totally ignored Sniv his whole life.” Rix nodded.

      Majores Kouzlo finished the blessings and lit more candles and incense. In unison, everyone chanted, “Blessed Be.” And the students started to leave the Sanctuary.

      Those in the front row remained seated, when Whisper appeared from the left wall. She hovered close to Thad and Persy. “I haven’t located him yet. It often takes time for new spirits to adjust and make themselves known in the Otherworld, particularly when the death was sudden. I’ll keep watching for him.”

      “Thank you,” said Persy. “We’d sure like to know he’s Ok. Even better if he could connect with us.”

      Whisper nodded. “All spirits are different. We’ll have to see if that’s what he wants. One of the Radiants will meet him and help him transfer over.”

      Rix sighed loudly. “Ok, maybe it’s just me, but I need a walk-through on the Radiants, the Luminescents and their like. Just who are these dudes?”

      Mannix’s mouth twitched up. “I think I can help clear that up for you. You can visualize the whole hierarchy as levels. As you know, there are three levels of Magicals, first, second and third and so below them is the human plane, that makes four levels. Above all this is the fifth, the Radiants, the second highest. Above them and everything else are the Luminescents, the Lords of All.

      The Radiants exist in mostly energetic form, like spirits. They can and do sometimes appear in corporeal form, but that’s usually to connect with Magicals. They are the enforcers of the commands issued by the Luminescents.”

      “So what kind of commands do the Luminescents send out? Are they then overseeing our lives?” asked Rix.

      Mannix nodded at her. “Good question. No, in fact they tend to stay out of the affairs of the planet. Giving us enough rope to hang ourselves so to speak. Whether the dark or light wins the Nine Magical Objects really doesn’t concern them. That’s our fate. They are there to see that Magic reigns overall. Right now, in the twenty-first century, person-kind has been immersed in science and fact. If something can`t be proved in a lab, then it doesn’t exist. The Luminescents hate that. The pendulum has swung way too far to the side of hard fact and the balance must be retrieved. To them, Earth is becoming a flat, boring place and if it keeps up, could be seen as not worth inclusion in the Energetic Realms and so destroyed. Turned back into cosmic dust. Sort of the `Big Bang Theory’ in reverse. Not pretty.”

      “What?” screeched Persy. “They’d do that?” Benson bounced from her shoulder. “Oy, Perse. Easy girl.”

      Mannix shrugged. “’Fraid so. Of course all of us Magicals know differently, but the world in general has become fairly devoid of magical use. There’s only a small fraction of people practicing or reaching into their cores and finding their magic.”

      “But the Munz don’t think they have magic,” said Darson. “So how would they know to try to find it?”

      Mannix glanced at him. “Magic is just another energy form and we need to help them learn that. It’s happening at some levels. It started re-emerging in the ‘60’s with the hippies and ‘Flower Power’. There are those who are convinced about the effects ‘Law of Attraction’. That’s an energetic, another magic. For them, it’s about focus and attention with their thoughts on their goals in life. We, as true Magicals need to encourage that.”

      “So part of our job…as Magicals…is to help the Munz find their magic?” asked Thad.

      “Yes. Whenever we have human interaction, we need to foster those habits in them. See that they learn to deal with their problems with the help of their own magical energies. We need to help them find ways to tap into that. But that’s not prime for you guys. You’ve got your work cut out for you just chasing down the Magical Objects. The training of the Munz is work left to the other Magicals here at the Incantorium. I was just giving you more of the whole story, as Rix asked.”

      “Indeed,” grumbled Benson. “We don’t need more jobs, that’s a sure thing.”

      “Ok, so back to the Radiants,” said Rix. “What exactly is their role in all of this?”

      Mannix cleared his throat. “As I mentioned, they are agents of the Luminescents, overseeing Magic on Earth. They imparted the magic into the two red carnelian stones, The Ring of Bidding and Lapis Draconis, for example. So when a sorcerer or wizard or witch calls on Magic for some purpose, they will see it is delivered from their side. They were also the ones who chose Willow to write the Book of Black Dominance.”

      “Why her?” asked Hayden.

      Mannix’s eyebrows raised. “That, my dear is a long and complicated story. And I don’t know it all. Not sure anyone does. What I do know is this. She spent about fifty years running around after particularly powerful magical objects, or at least finding out about them. And word has it that she had a dream or vision of a level of Magical knowledge, which up until then, no one was aware of, even the Radiants. It seems she’d formed some strange bond with a powerful demon. So all of this led to her being selected to write the BBD. Of course, she’s going to do it with a bent for the Dark magic, but that can and will be changed if those of us committed to White magic win the Objects.”

      “And then she trained up my ever-so-charming aunt to be her acolyte. Lovely,” said Persy.

      Thaddeus grinned. “Pretty much.”

      Benson flipped on Persy’s shoulder. “Just figures, don’t it? Probably the darkest young witch alive.”

      “Now it’s up to us to knock her off her high horse. Her and all her minions. Nice,” said Darson.

      Mannix shrugged again. “You’ve all been chosen for….” He turned his head at the sound of the door opening.

      “Sorry, Mystic Mannix,” said one of six senior students entering the Sanctuary. “Majores asked us to come down and take the casket to the Crypt. She’s waiting to hear from his next-of-kin.” He nodded his head toward Sniv.

      Mannix nodded. “Yes, of course. Carry on.”

      Persy’s head fell forward while new tears slid down her cheeks.
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      Tash and Lysanor entered her study, both shivering with excitement.

      “Vat do ve need for the Reversal Spell? Do ve have eeveryting?”

      “I believe so.” Lysanor dropped her cloak on her chair and grabbed her grimoire on Egyptian Dark Magic. She thumbed through the back half of the book.

      “Let’s see…”

      She scurried around the room, gathering herbs, crystals, a large bowl and a few vials of substances of dubious origin. Tash watched as Lysanor lined it all up on her table, counting each item off while reading through the spell’s directions.

      “Now, I’m going to make a sacred circle over there on the floor, put us in and do the Reversal spell. Come.”

      Tash clomped-shuffled over to where Lysanor indicated, settled down and watched as Lysanor put everything into the bowl, carried it over and set it on the floor. She then drew a large circle around them with salt and blessed it for their protection.

      “Now vat?”

      “Patience. The spell’s not long, but it has a precise order.”

      Lysanor removed the items from the bowl and lined them up around it. She knelt down beside Tash, with the bowl in front of her, adding a little water to it. She began, putting one hand on Tash’s back.

      “Oh, Great Lord Set, Master of Egyptian Darkness….” Lysanor continued, chanting the spell and adding items to the brew one by one.

      Tash’s eyes slowly lowered, while a calm but tingly sensation came over her. Lysanor’s study misted away as the vision of the spirits returned, with the girl in the forest. The spirits were less dense, swirling around the girl, who slowly became clearer and clearer. She stood up and walked toward Tash, Tash now recognizing her human form.

      The girl reached out to Tash and Tash extended a foreleg. They touched and Tash’s eyes flew open with the shock of the energy running through her. The air around them buzzed and shimmered with exploding light. Lysanor was thrown back on her butt.

      In a matter of seconds, the light dissipated, as did the burst of energy. But across from Lysanor was not a hairy, over-sized arachnid, but a stunning blonde beauty.

      “Well, hello there,” said Lysanor.

      The blonde blinked a few times, then looked down at herself, also sitting on the floor with her arms back, supporting herself. Her mouth dropped open.

      She jumped up, dancing around the room. “I’m me. I’m me. Oh, after all these centuries, I’m actually ME! I. Can. Not. Believe it. Thank you, thank you, dear, dearest Lysanor.”

      “Wait a minute.” Tash stopped dead. “Where’s my lovely Hungarian accent?”

      “Yes, well about that,” Lysanor said, standing. “I may have dropped a Langue Locale on you. Um, the Hungarian thing was getting a bit tiresome. Sort of interesting on the spider, but you, not so much, I didn’t think.” Lysanor shrugged, smirking, picked up the bowl and items, returning them to her table.

      Tash sighed. “Yeah, most people couldn’t understand me anyway. Probably not a bad plan.” She smiled broadly, still looking over her re-gained human form. She felt her chest would burst with joy.

      Tash walked to the window. “It’s been so long since I could see outside, without having to crawl up some wall or drapes. The whole world has a different perspective.” She swirled her head left and right. “I hardly know where to begin to take it all in.” She sighed and leaned on the window frame.

      Lysanor was enjoying watching Tash’s exuberant return, but knew what their next move should be. “Well, I have a thought. Those other two drops of that brew you swiped. I think they should be returned. You?”

      Tash turned to face Lysanor. “Of course. That’s exactly what I need to do. I’ll go get it.”

      She returned in minutes and Lysanor was ready. They threw their cloaks on and walked to the Time-Linx portal.

      “Where, exactly, are we headed?” asked Tash. Lysanor glanced at her before stepping into the portal. “Take my hand and think Illuminary Incantorium. It’s THE Magical college and where that group of teens are at the moment.”

      “How do you kno…….” They were gone.
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      Tash and Lysanor stood at either side of the main doors to the Incantorium, Tash jumping from one foot to the other.

      She stepped back and surveyed the doors and their ornate handles. She put her hand out to grab one, “Do you think we can just walk in?”

      “Won’t know until we try. C’mon. Don’t be so nervous. They won’t eat us.”

      Tash gave her a sideways glance. “How do you know that? I stole from them. Not exactly a great way to start things. Although, I have to say, the one I met at Bodesnoir wasn’t too bad. Kinda cute actually.”

      Lysanor’s eyes widened. “You know one of them? Why didn’t you say?”

      Tash pouted a bit. “You didn’t ask. Besides it was the dragonfly.” Lysanor shook her head.

      The entrance hall was empty, but quick footsteps to the left drew their attention. Tash was annoyed at the lump in her throat, when Lysanor looked completely calm.

      A thin woman, all dressed in black, with electrified dark hair and a snarly look on her face stomped toward them, pointing a finger at them. “You. You there. What do you need?” The question sounded far from helpful.

      “Ah, ah..I’m looking for Thaddeus,” stammered Tash, hoping it wasn’t a common name in the college and it was the one that popped into her head from when she and Melanthios used the Hand of Glory.

      Lysanor swung her head around to Tash, eyes narrowed, then glanced at the seemingly angry woman.

      “Thaddeus? Why do you wish to see Mr. Twynam?” said Mdm. Lucretia.

      Tash’s mouth twitched. Twynam, good, his surname. “I have something very important to him and wish to return it. Where can I find him?” This was going well enough for her to be bold.

      Mdm Lucretia’s eyes flicked back and forth between Tash and Lysanor as she decided her best option. “Sit there. In the main entranceway.” She pointed to a bench. “Blonde girl, with something for him. I’ll tell him, then it’s up to him if he comes down.”

      Tash grabbed her elbow. Mdm Lucretia frowned and looked like she was going to spill Tash’s blood on the floor. She snatched her arm back. “Do NOT touch me!” Tash blushed.

      “Sorry, sorry,” hands up in front of her, she backed away. “I just had to tell you. Thad, he probably won’t know that description of me. I was, um, heavily cloaked when we last met. Just tell him it’s about the brew he and his friends desperately want. That’s going to mean something, I guarantee it.”

      It was apparent that Mdm Lucretia didn’t believe Tash, as she turned and huffed down the hallway. But even so, it wasn’t fifteen minutes when Thad, Persy, Benson, Rix and Darson came galloping down the stairs to the entranceway.

      Thad slid to a stop and the others banged into him. His brow slightly furrowed and he cocked his head to the side. “Do I know you?” He looked back and forth at Tash and Lysanor.

      Tash stepped forward. “Well, um, yes, actually. You do. Sort of. It was some time ago. Actually it was him that I helped.” She pointed to Benson, flying between the teens.

      Benson’s eyebrows about flew off his forehead. “You? You helped me?”

      “Yes, I saw to it that you got back to Laurel’s manor after you’d been poisoned by the oleander, courtesy of Melanthios. I laid you on the porch for your friends to find.”

      Benson scratched his chin and thought. “In fact, I remember that being some dirty great spider. Not a pretty blonde damsel.”

      “Yes, well, I’ve…ah…changed. Reverted, so to speak. Thanks to Lysanor here’s help.” Tash pointed with her hand to Lysanor.

      “What did you look like before? Were you really a spider?” asked Darson.

      “Wait a sec,” said Persy, her eyes narrowing and her face flushing. “That creature that crawled up the Cauldron and punked the three drops from Zeemeld’s brew. That was you. Is that what you’ve come back to give us? The drops?”

      Tash bowed her head, embarrassed. She slipped her hand into her pocket and withdrew the purple vial. “Well, two of them. I used one to help Lysanor and I figure out how to break that horrible spell on me. So I could return to my real form. Sorry.”

      Persy scowled and put her hand out for the vial, which Tash gave her. “You could have asked. We would have helped you.” She shoved the vial into her jeans pocket.

      Tash sighed. “Its been my experience that very few witches or wizards see huge spiders as worthy of being aided in any way. They’re more likely to attack. Wanting to use our body parts or venom for spells.”

      “True that,” said Darson. “Would be my first thought.’

      “Exactly,” said Tash.

      Thad blew out a breath in a huff. “Well points for returning these two drops. And you did help Benson. I’m confused though. You live at Bodesnoir and so obviously have some sort of allegiance to Melanthios. Why help us?”

      Tash nodded. “I know it must be very strange for you, but she got me out of Egypt and then let me live at Bodesnoir, a home, sort of.” She fidgeted with her fingers. “But, having said that, it doesn’t mean I’m a supporter of her or her black ways. When I was a witch in Hungary, I always practiced White magic, even though I could push the boundaries and get myself in hot water,” she added, smirking. “The thing is, as I had nowhere else to go, I could see the advantages of staying at the castle and watching her and Willow. I was not instrumental in any of her doings, just sort of a sidekick.” Tash looked around at all of them, waiting for a reaction.

      Benson flitted to Thad’s shoulder. “ ‘Ere then, you have anything to do with that Hand of Glory stuff?”

      Tash blushed. “Not a lot. I was there, but it was Melanthios who devised the Hand and brought it to you. She had me come along for the ride, that’s about it.”

      “Hmph,” grunted Benson.

      Darson stepped forward. “I think the bottom line here is that you’ve come back, returned the drops. Now what? What will you do? You surely can’t go back to Bodesnoir.”

      Tash glanced at Lysanor, then shook her head. “No, I can’t. I’ll probably go back to Lysanor’s in Wales. But, truly, I’d love to join you guys. Help put an end to Melanthios.” She looked up at Persy, questions in her eyes.

      “Nope. Not hiring,” spat Benson.

      “Benson, put a sock in it,” said Persy.

      Benson flattened himself on Thad’s shoulder. “ ‘Ave to be a bleedin’ small one,” he muttered in a tiny voice.

      Persy gave him a sidewards, withering glance.

      “Tell you what, Tash,” said Persy. “We run things like that by my Gran or the Council. Tell me how to find you and if we believe you can help, I’ll send a message to you.”

      Tash’s grin spread across her face. “Wonderful. It’s quite easy.” She gave them the details of Lysanor’s manor. She and Lysanor bid them all farewell and left the Incantorium.

      Back at their favourite table in the dining room, Darson asked. “Where was Hayden?”

      Persy shrugged. “Not sure. Said she had something to get done. Went to her room, I guess.” Darson looked puzzled.

      Rix cleared her throat. “Ok, I have a question and maybe it’s because I’m the newbie here, but we have the Cimaruta, the Drops and the Lapis. Why isn’t that book of Darson’s vibrating like blazes to tell us of the next Object?” She raised her eyebrows, “Hmmm?”

      No one said a word. “Well, let’s just see,” said Darson. He pulled his Grandfather’s book out and enlarged it. “Vergrando.” He opened it at the page where the Lapis Draconis came up, lifting that page and looking at the ones after it.

      “Nope, nothing here.”

      Persy and Thad stared at the book. “Really good question,” said Thad. “Why aren’t we been shown the next one?’

      Persy shook her head slightly. She tapped her bottom lip with her index finger. “Only one thing it can be.”

      Everyone looked at her. “Magic. Someone’s bound the revealing magic.”
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      Hayden felt she needed to be away from the gang for a while. She was delighted when she got back to her room that Fiore and Akemi were out. She slammed her books down on her desk, angry at her own edginess. This just wasn’t like her. People had always called her ‘laid back’, ‘chill’. But now, even her stomach was knotted and nauseous.

      Hayden paced around her room, thinking, trying to piece together how she'd handle what she'd seen. It was a Dark Amulet, for sure. Yvette's books on Dark Magic had clearly outlined what they would have in common and how those who owned them would try to mask them. This totally fitted the bill. But it was Rix. Rix who had it covered in dark blue velvet in her backpack. Hayden would have been none the wiser if she hadn't been looking for a book Rix had borrowed. Hayden innocently was going to quickly check out Rix's pack after Sniv's funeral, thinking it was there and she wouldn't need to bother Rix to get it. She'd just meant to grab it and go back to her room to finish an assignment for Mdm Lucretia. And there it was. Just behind her book, the velvet cloth had slipped revealing the Amulet. It was on a heavy silver chain, the Amulet itself, a black stone. In it's centre, and the giveaway was a vial filled with a roiling cloud of energy. Dark magic, for sure. Most likely some demonic spirit captured, seething to escape and do its harm. The Amulet's owner would control that spirit, but for how long? And at what cost? Did Rix possess the magic to control something like that or was someone assisting her? To Hayden, that was the big question.

      The other question weighing down on her is what to tell Persy, and Thaddeus. He was going to FREAK! Hayden had no absolute proof and Rix could hide that Amulet, masking it's energy and claim complete innocence if Hayden accused her of practising Dark Magic. This was first group of real friends she'd ever had. Hayden was the newest member to this group. The last thing she wanted to do was to incite chaos and have these relationships fall apart.

      A complete dilemma. Cursed if she did, cursed if she didn't. If Rix hurt the quest in anyway with Dark magic and Persy and the rest found out Hayden had known or even strongly suspected Rix of being a turncoat, then she'd pay the same price Rix would and be turfed, if not bodily punished.

      Only one thing to do. Hayden sat cross-legged on her bed, closed her eyes  and went into a still, quiet state. Thank goodness the Incantorium was an excellent venue to Silent Speak from. She had no problem at all, connecting to Yvette.

      "Hayden? Are you all right?" asked an anxious Yvette.

      Sparkles flew around her. "Yes...well...no, not really. I have one heck of a problem." She filled Yvette in on what she'd found.

      "Uh-oh," said Yvette. "That does not sound good. Not good at all. Where are they all now?"

      “Thad was called down to the main hall and the rest went with him. Evidently, someone turned up with something that Thad really wants, or whatever. Anyway, for now, they're all busy."

      "Ok, good. I just don't want anyone tapping in to us. Let me grab one of my grimoires. Just a moment."

      Hayden waited for a few minutes. "Ok, here it is. A spell to reveal Dark Objects. If Rix has a truly Dark amulet, it will make itself known. The trick will be to get her to do the spell with the rest of you, as she'll know she’s running the risk of exposure."

      Hayden thought for a moment. "I believe I have just the way to get her to co-operate. She won't know what I'm doing. Tell me about the spell, Nan and what I need to cast it."

      Yvette and Hayden spent twenty minutes or so going over the spell, while Hayden recorded the instructions and incantations in her Book of Shadows.

      "Ok, Nan. Got it. I'll go see if I line the others up to do this tonight. I know where to get all the items needed."

      Hayden closed the link to Yvette, took her Book of Shadows and ran downstairs to find the others. She joined them at their table and caught up on the threads of the conversation. In nanoseconds she pieced together a plan which would probably work even better than the one she'd already worked out.

      "Hey, weird that you're all talking about some Dark magic preventing the next Object being revealed. I think I may have just the thing for us to use to find out and bonus, we can do it tonight."

      Rix's eyes bugged. "What?"

      "What is it?" asked Persy. She turned and faced Hayden. "You have something to find out what's blocking the next Object? Spill."

      Hayden nodded, grinning. "I believe so. It's a spell from one of Nan's grimoires, set up to reveal Dark magic. Exactly what we need, I should think." She avoided glancing at Rix, but she really, really wanted to. Rix must be sweating it, huge.

      "Perfect," said Darson. "I'm in."

      "Oy," said Benson. "Does this open us up to Dark magic attack? Not a great idea if it does." He lit on the table and scowled up at Hayden.

      "No, not at all. It's simply to get any Dark magic around to reveal itself through light. We should be able to see what's enchanted or identify someone who's involved."

      "I-I-I don't know," Rix stammered. "I don't think it's a good idea. I'm with Benson."

      "Of course you are," thought Hayden.

      "Don't stress, my little kumquat," said Thad, putting his arm around Rix's shoulders.

      "Kumquat? Benson did a pretend vomit. "Really?"

      Thad laughed. "Well, we don't want the girl all frightened, now do we, Benson?" He looked into Rix's eyes. "It's just a reveal. And we'll all be together. No worries, you'll see."

      Rix lowered her eyes and swallowed hard. Clearly, not comforted.

      "So? What's the deal?" asked Persy.

      "Look," Hayden opened her Book and let them read the spell and the list of items needed. "We can find most of this stuff in the Cauldrons and Tools lab. The herbs and so on, most of us have already. Then we need to find a crossroads and be there just before midnight to get set up."

      Persy ran her left index finger down the list. "Yup, should be no problem collecting this." She looked at her iPhone. "Ok, it's 10:30. We'll grab these and where's the nearest crossroads?"

      Darson glanced up at her. "Straight out the main gates and down past the Time-Linx portal. About five hundred feet beyond."

      They arrived at the crossroads, gathering in the centre. Benson buzzed around, seeing if he could detect any evil energies in the shadows created by the surrounding forest.

      "Seems clear enough," he said, landing on Persy's shoulder. "Still, I thinks I'll be tucking me little self in your pocket, Perse." And so he did. She grinned and shook her head.

      "Darson, just rest the anvil in the centre there and I can prepare it," Hayden instructed. He placed the small iron item, dead centre. She walked around it, slowly pouring salt and making a circle. Persy followed placing five white candles just inside the salt ring. They stepped back.

      Each of them pulled out an iron object from their cloaks. Hayden a horseshoe, Persy a ring, Rix a nail, Darson a small knocker and Thad a spearhead. They lit the candle in front of them and placed their iron beside it.

      Rix was visibly sweating and trembling. "It's ok," whispered Thad, as he grabbed her hand.

      Hayden incanted the spell.

      

      
        
        "Mother Goddess, Hear our plea.

        Through the energy of iron, the power of fire and protection of salt

        Allow the evil of the Dark to be revealed.

        Let it be shown any Dark which encumbers us or the Magical Objects we seek.

        In thy name, let the Pure Light reign Supreme."

      

      

      

      She stepped into the circle, picked up her horseshoe and banged it on the anvil. The others followed suit.

      The first four's crash on the anvil produced nothing but a loud noise. However, Rix, who was last, stepped up, banged with her nail and it was like the earth and skies opened. A blinding flash of blue-white light ignited over them. Eardrum-compressing sounds boomed repeatedly. They bowed their heads, covered their ears and closed their eyes, each praying it would pass quickly. Slowly, it did. They opened their eyes and looked around. But Rix. Rix lay flat out on her back, apparently knocked right out.

      "Rix!" called Thad, as he rushed over to her.

      "Wait," said Hayden. "Look at her cloak."

      Deep smoky light poured through the gaps between the closures on the front of Rix's cloak. On a long silver chain, a black round stone with a swirling cloudy centre fell out of one of the openings.

      Persy's eyes widened, and Thad gasped. "What is that?" asked Darson, pointing to the necklace.

      "An amulet, a Dark Amulet," said Hayden.

      Rix slowly awoke, pushing herself up on her elbows. She looked down to her chest, where everyone was staring. "Nooooooo..." She leapt to her feet and took off running back down the road to the Time-Linx. They watched her, gob-stopped, moving only when the last of her cloak vanished into the portal.

      "Rix?..." Thaddeus' mouth quivered, his eyes filled with silvery tears.
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      Carnifex had flown all night to get to her side. The Balis had to work, it just had to. Tiamat’s formerly glorious turquoise and shades of teal body was now dull, dehydrated and dusty. But alive, barely. He nudged her with his snout, not expecting a response, but to let her know he’d come. She was not forgotten.

      They were in an underground cave, with a waterfall, in Wales. He’d contacted Persy through Silent Speak to ask her to join him and bring Akemi, the young Japanese witch. He knew Akemi was adept at Dragon Magic, and her Master, Tagawa Kenzan had worked with Tiamat on occasion in ancient times. Japanese witches tended to work with Eastern dragons who mostly were connected to the seas and water and Tiamat was a water dragon. It was well known that Akemi’s command of Kotodama, Asian word magic was surpassed by very few. If she and Persy were willing to add their magic to the Balis spell, then Tiamat’s resurrection stood a much better chance of success.

      Carnifex placed the vial of Balis carefully to the side, while he waited for a response from Persephane. His answer came not through Silent Speak though, but by light footfalls at the entrance of the cave. He postured and stoked his inner fire, readying for a fight. No one should know where Tiamat was. He then detected soft voices, one he’d recently came to know well. Persephane.

      The girls rounded the corner rock wall and stopped.

      “Carnifex? You alright?” asked Persy, a little shocked by his smouldering nostrils and dark look.

      He gave his head a shake. “Yes, yes. Of course. Thank you both so much for coming. Just had to be sure it was you two.”

      Akemi smiled. “Yup, I get that.” Her eyes flicked towards Tiamat. “No!” She ran over and dropped to her knees. “She looks so ill.” Akemi glanced up to Persy. “Believe it or not, this is one of the most beautiful dragons, ever. Master Kenzan thought so highly of her.” Akemi stroked Tiamat’s head and neck. “How long has she been waiting?” she asked, looking up at Carnifex.

      “She was slain over eight centuries ago, by a Templar knight.” He closed his eyes and sighed. “I made sure they paid. But at least they did not capture her Dracontias. I was able to hide her away, before he captured it.” He stepped up beside Akemi and laid his head on Tiamat’s shoulder, nuzzling her gently. Persy walked over and put her hand on Carnifex’s forepaw. “We’ll do everything we can to help, although I’m a tad surprised you asked us here. I thought this was a very private ritual for you and Tiamat.”

      Carnifex glanced over at Persy. “Yes, normally it would be, but on thinking it through after learning more about you and Akemi, I came to the realization that I needed to do everything I could to maximize my chances of bringing my love back and your assistance could only help. If you would.”

      Akemi turned to Carnifex. “Without question. What do you need of us?”

      Carnifex picked up the vial of Balis. “This needs to be spread over her head and heart area and a Dragon Magic spell said. The words are thus:

      
        
        With the Power of Balis

        The love of my heart,

        The magic of Water and Fire,

        Will let my love - Rise!

      

      

      

      Carnifex dropped a small leather pouch on the ground. Persy bent to pick it up. Inside was a small vial of oil and a tiny scroll. “What do you need done with these?” she asked.

      “The oil is Carnation. In Dragon Magic, we use it to increase energy, particularly after illness, which this definitely qualifies for.” Carnifex’s mouth quivered. “The scroll has the Dragon command on it, which once we’ve repeated it three times together, will be burned in a fire.”

      “So you need us to get a fire started?” asked Akemi.

      “Oh, I can get the fire going. No problem with that, but kindling would be of great help.”

      “On it,” said Persy, and the girls left the cave to search the nearby forest.  Benson, who had been uncharacteristically quiet lit on Persy’s shoulder. “Oy, Perse. What about lending Carnifex your purple Magical Crystal Seed? It’d make the magic stronger.”

      “Of course, Benson. Why didn’t I think of that?”

      “It’s the ‘dragon’ in me. Just more attuned to this kind of magic.” Persy grinned. “Oh yeah. That’d be it.”

      When they’d returned and heaped the kindling in front of Carnifex, he unrolled the scroll to show them what they needed to chant.

      
        
          
            [image: R.I.S.E.]
          
        

      

      “What does it say?” asked Akemi.

      “Rise. It’s ancient Dragon script. R.I.S.E. We need to chant that three times after I do the spell and I’ll be pouring drops of Balis into Tiamat’s mouth and over her heart at the same time. It’s especially important for you, Akemi, to say it using your Kotodama ability. Putting that magical power into the word will greatly assist me.”

      Persy pulled her hand out of her pocket. “Carnifex, Benson reminded me that I have a purple Magical Crystal Seed. It will also enhance the magic. Do you want to hold it during the spell and incantation or should I?”

      Carnifex’s eyes softened. “Thank you, Persephane. But as it was a gift to you, I believe you should hold it while we chant.”

      Both girls nodded and stepped back a bit, while Carnifex applied the carnation oil to Tiamat’s body.

      “I’m going to say the four line spell twice, then together we chant ‘Rise’ three times as I give the Balis to her. Ready?”

      They nodded again, while Carnifex started the fire with a puff of flame. He said the spell twice and together they chanted RISE. Akemi concentrated and infused her words with Kotodama, drawing magical power from the trees close to the cave. Persy pulled her magic from within herself and through the Seed, multiplying it’s strength many times. On the third ‘RISE’, Carnifex’s voice became a roar and flames spun out around the upper reaches of the cave. He’d poured half the Balis down her throat and was now using the rest over her heart to stimulate her awakening.

      At first, Tiamat didn’t seem to respond at all. Then they saw a slight motion through her ribcage. It was quickly followed by a deeper motion and her eyes flickered.

      “Tiamat!” Carnifex laid his head by her shoulder and puffed warm air under her nose. He placed his forepaws along her side, rocking her gently and warming her with his body. His eyes flooded with tears, as did both the girls’.

      “Carn-i-ffex?” Tiamat’s dull, dusky eyes peered around the cave. “Where…where am I?”

      He nuzzled her cheek. “With me. Resurrected. Thank the Gods.” Tiamat rolled her eyes around. “And who are these humans?” Her eyes narrowed, filled with mistrust.

      “They are not like the humans you have known, my love. I would never risk having anyone like those knights near you. These young witches have helped enormously to bring you back.”

      Tiamat glanced up at the girls again. “My apologies, young ones, but my last encounter with humans was less than beneficial.” She sighed and closed her eyes.

      “Yeah, I get that,” said Persy. “You just rest and get better. Carnifex, Akemi and I will leave you now. Tiamat needs all your attention.”

      Carnifex bowed his great head. “My deepest thanks. I will communicate when she’s more herself.”

      “Oy,” said Benson. “All the best, mate. She’s a beaut!”

      “Thank you, my diminutive dragon. She’ll be glorious once fully restored.”

      Persy grinned and tapped her shoulder for Benson to perch. “Diminutive, indeed,” he grumbled as they left the cave.

      

      
        
        XXXXXX

      

      

      

      “Bah!” screeched Melanthios. “I can NOT believe she made a friend out of that dragon. AND has the stone.” She stopped pacing momentarily, glaring into the black mirror where she’d watched the resurrection of Tiamat. Purson floating into view.

      “But…my dear mistress…the enchantment I put on the Lapis has indeed hidden it’s retrieval from the Book of Black Dominance. It still thinks it’s out there somewhere, unowned. So having it, is doing them nary a drop of good.”

      Melanthios shifted her glare to Purson. “Does me diddly as well, as long as I don’t actually have it. I need that and the Cimaruta, and the Brew, if I have to invade that Incantorium and kill the lot of them.”

      Sumaire stepped up from the shadows. “Patience, patience. Every death will cripple your magic. You’d be defenceless and never get out alive yourself. There are a lot of old masters there, very strong and powerful.

      Melanthios huffed and sat down. “So what do you suggest, oh brilliant one?”

      Sumaire crossed his arms, leaning against a bookcase. “Well unfortunately, your one spy in there has been uncloaked.” He looked around the room. “Where is she anyway?”

      Melanthios glanced up. “Spending some quality time with one of my darker grimoires. She has a lot to learn.”

      Sumaire thought of the state Rix was in when she arrived late the previous night. She’d collapsed into Melanthios’ arms, sobbing that she’d been exposed. Sad, really. They’d been enjoying the intel they’d received from Rix. Now another way would have to be found. Possibly back to Ashna. Or not.

      He sat on a stool opposite Melanthios. “Listen, I think I may have an idea.” His eyes sparkled and his mouth morphed into a sly grin.
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      Persy always enjoyed time in the Incantorium's garden, especially alone, and particularly now. The winding stone pathways let her believe she was lost amongst the trees, hedges, flowers and herbs. That no one would be able to find her. Exactly what she needed. She let her mind roam over the past two day's events, especially Rix's vanishing act. What. The. Heck?

      Could it be true? Was Rix involved with the Dark Arts? And how did she manage to do that? When? It was beyond her to fathom the answers.

      Then the revival of Tiamat. She’d had no knowledge that that could even be done, let alone actually witnessing it.

      A strong breeze kicked up, bouncing Persy's sable curls into her eyes. She turned on the bench and faced the wind. She loved the wind more than any other weather element, so cleansing and at the Incantorium, fragrant.

      She took a small notebook and pen from her hoodie pocket, and began jotting down thoughts as they came to her:

      ◆	Rix had to have connected with someone using Dark Arts. Who?

      ◆	She would have needed to meet/talk to them. When?

      ◆	Why would she had even thought to do this? Her motive?

      ◆	Obviously Thad hadn't known. He'd been as shocked as the rest of them.

      ◆	Did she have support here at the Incantorium? Mdm. Lucretia? She certainly knew a lot about it, but was she secretly one of the Dark ones?

      Her brain ached. How did this even happen? Persy tapped her pen on her bottom lip, waiting for the next question to pop into her head. A sharp sound like dry leaves crackling on the ground made her sit up straight. She whipped her head around, just in time to see a shadow slink behind a great oak, about ten feet behind her. She narrowed her eyes, focusing her magical energy on the tree and it's shadows. There was definitely a person behind the tree, trying to go undetected.

      "Come out. I know you're there," said Persy, somewhat unnerved.

      Nothing for a few seconds, then a guy, much taller and darker than her, sauntered out. "I didn't really expect to just creep up on you unnoticed, but I was trying not to scare the blazes out of you either, you seemed so intent on what you were doing."

      Persy's jaw dropped. "Wolf? What are you doing here?"

      "Mix of things, I guess. Been here a week or so. But you and your friends have been off on some adventure, I understand." He spoke down at his feet, then stole a glance up at Persy's face. "Willow thought it was time to get me out of Bodesnoir and on to official Magical training. So here I am."

      Persy's eyes narrowed even more as she crossed her arms over her chest. "I wouldn't have thought they allowed young Dark wizards in. Hmph, who knew?"

      "Who says I'm a Dark wizard?"

      "Duh. You live at Bodesnoir, with Melanthios of all people. We know you torment animals, snitch on people and Goddess knows what else you've been up to."

      Wolf's nostrils flared and he pressed his lips together. He glared at Persy, then his face relaxed. "A person can change."

      "Right. And Microsoft gives you money for sending emails. Kinda hard to believe, Wolf. And why would you?”

      He sighed loudly. "I hate Bodesnoir, and those two witch-hags. I'm truly bored out of my gourd."

      "Oh, so we're to become your source of amusement? I don't think so."

      Persy turned to walk out of the gardens. Wolf grabbed her arm.

      "Wait. Sorry, that's not how I meant it. I..."

      Persy snatched her arm back. "Well, that's how I see it. Maybe in time, you'll show us differently, but not just yet." She stomped off down the pathway. As she neared the Incantorium, she became saddened. Why was she so furious? Why did seeing Wolf make her absolutely enraged? She shook her head and hurried up to Hayden's room.

      Hayden's roomies were both sound asleep, so she and Persy walked down to the study hall on Hayden's end of the floor. They curled up at either end of a couch. Persy told Hayden about running into Wolf.

      "So why are you so mad at this dude?"

      "Back when we first started looking for the Nine Magical Objects, the first being my Cimaruta, after my evil aunt swiped it, we found out about Wolfgang tormenting animals, in particular, a gorgeous unicorn named Chamelor. Then he ratted us out to the witch hunters, so basically we can't trust him at all. Goddess knows what he'll get up to here. For all I know, Willow or Melanthios sent him here to spy on us. That's my main concern." Persy rubbed her eyes. She was exhausted, but too aggravated to sleep. And more than a little surprised about how enraged she was.

      "Hmmmm," said Hayden. "Gotcha. So what do we do?"

      Persy sighed. "Not a whole lot we can do. Just keep an eye on him. Alert the others. Thad will not be happy, that's for sure."

      They chatted about the day and more about the question of the Lapis Draconis and why the next object wasn’t showing. What magic was blocking that? After an hour, they were both yawning.

      "Ok, time to hit the sheets," said Hayden.
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      Willow had been truly shocked the first time Wolf had executed a manifestation. It was during a fit of temper, over somewhere he wanted to Time-Linx to and she wouldn’t allow it. She’d warded the portal at their end to stop him and confiscated his wand, so he couldn’t undo the enchantment. Wolf had raised his arms skyward and screamed ‘Wand!’ To her surprise and horror, it appeared in his right hand, ready for action. It stopped both of them cold.

      “Kotodama.” Willow had uttered.

      “What?” asked Wolf.

      “Kotodama. A very uncommon power with words and manifestation. Truly, very rare.” She eyed him suspiciously. She knew his parentage and never had reason to suspect this talent ran in his line. But the evidence spoke for itself. There it was. Hence, she’d whisked him off to Master Tagawa Kenzan for further training. That’s where he’d met Akemi.

      Kotodama required very intense concentration and focus. Then the magician would draw further magical energy from nature. Akemi was very adept at using the energy of the sap in trees, whereas Wolf was far better at extracting his extra power from the earth itself. Both students were exceedingly accomplished after their year of intense training.

      He entered the dining hall the next morning after running into Persy in the garden, and slinked along the outer wall to a vacant seat near the back. Leaving his backpack on the chair, he walked over and served himself from the food tables, quickly returning to sit. He could see Persy and her squad at their table, close to the front of the hall. They certainly looked a sullen group. No one was really talking. His heart lifted some when Akemi looked up and fluttered her fingers in a small wave. Persy saw it and turned around to face him. She rolled her eyes, pressed her lips together, turning back.

      Ok. Not the day to try to make nice. Fine.

      A very tall, blonde guy took the seat in front of Wolf. “Haven’t noticed you around before. I’m Calder.” He extended his hand to shake.

      “Uh, hi,” said Wolf taking the hand and shaking. “Yeah, I just arrived a few days ago. Still trying to figure everything out.”

      “Made it to all your classes yet? This place can be pretty complicated.”

      “Yeah, think so. And you’re totally right. A couple were pretty tricky to find.”

      “So where you from?” Calder asked.

      “Essex, countryside, not far from London. You?”

      “USA, Georgia, but my family is actually Nordic.”

      “Ah, that explains the Viking look.”

      Calder grinned. “Pretty much. Our family’s magic is Nordic, for the most part, but I’m taking to some new twists.” Calder sat opposite Wolf, glanced at him, then followed his gaze. He grinned. “Yeah, that’s Persephane Pendrake. Kinda hot, right?”

      Wolf blushed, looking down at his plate. He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess. Not bad.”

      Calder chuckled. “Yeah, right. I saw you gaping at her. Do you know her?”

      “Sort of. We’ve met a couple of times, but I have to admit, it wasn’t stellar.” He glanced up at Calder. “Let’s just say, I wasn’t on my best behaviour.” Wolf sighed.

      “Ah. Off on the wrong foot were you? Unfortunate. I’d love a chance to get to know her better, but she’s always surrounded by ‘Team Persy’. Impossible to talk to her alone.”

      Wolf stared at Calder. This guy was definitely competition. He slumped back in his seat, crossing his arms over his chest. “Have you tried talking to her? Ask her out?”

      “I’ve talked to her in a couple of classes. Never got to the asking out stage. She doesn’t exactly exude warmth to guys who aren’t close to her. Tough to break the ice, ya know?”

      Wolf nodded slowly, then quickly glanced over at Persy’s table again. “Who’s the blonde?”

      “That’s Hayden. Story is she’s from another dimension. Her grandmother was some big wig here in her time. She’s pretty easy to talk to, but just not my jam. Nice, though.”

      “That’s not the girl I’ve seen with Persy before. Where’s she?”

      “That would be Rix. Not sure, haven’t seen her in a couple of days. They’re usually all at that table. I’ve often wondered what keeps them so close. It’s like they’re joined at the hip or something. I don’t get it.”

      Calder rested his chin on his hand and was now openly staring at Persy.

      Wolf thought about the time last summer, when he helped them get Thad and Darson out of Lato, by showing the cave entrance behind Bodesnoir. Should he say anything about what he knew? Probably not. For sure Persy would be furious, so he kept his mouth shut.

      Wolf checked his phone. “Ok, time for class, I guess.” He stood and turned to take his tray back to the food table.

      “Which class do you have now?”

      “Mdm Lucretia, Dark Magic.”

      “Me, too. I’ll walk with you, if that’s OK.”

      Wolf shrugged. “Sure.”

      As they approached the door of the dining hall, Alanna suddenly appeared at Calder’s elbow. “Hey Calder. Who’s your friend?” She grinned ear to ear.

      “Ah, this is Wolf.” He nodded toward Alanna. “Alanna. She’s second year.”

      “Well, hello there,” she purred. “Aren’t you just the cutest.”

      “Hey,” Wolf blushed and looked down at the floor.

      “So where are you two lovelies headed?” Alanna asked, grabbing each of them by their arm.

      “Dark Magic,” said Wolf.

      “Ah, great. A fave class of mine. Well enjoy.” She let go of them, walking down the hall in the opposite direction.

      Calder shook his head, chuckling. “Then there’s the ones who are all over you and you couldn’t care less. It’s messed.”

      Wolf smiled. “True, that.”

      They went up the stairs to class.

      Persy had skillfully managed to look disinterested, but in truth had taken this whole exchange in. Wolf was here to stay, obviously, and was making friends. Something was just not right, but she couldn’t put her finger on it.

      “Isn’t that that the Wolf guy you were talking about last night?”

      “Yeah,” said Persy, her nostrils flaring.

      “Not too hard on the eyes,” Hayden giggled.

      “Seriously?” Persy huffed out of the dining hall.
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      Dragon Magic was their last class and at the end of it, Mystic Mannix asked the four of them to stay behind.

      Persy, Hayden, Darson and Thad took seats in the front row, then looked up sharply as a cold waft of air blew over them. A form slowly coalesced.

      “Whisper!” called Persy.

      “You win the kewpie doll,” laughed Whisper.

      Further to the left side of the room, a larger shimmer started through which three forms could be discerned.

      “Uh-oh,” said Benson. “More coming, party’s getting crowded.”

      In a matter of seconds, Merlin could be seen, solidifying and entering the room. The blonde man and girl, however were unknown to them.

      Merlin nodded his head. “Hello, you lot. May I introduce Evander and his lovely daughter, Raine.”

      “Whoa,” said Thad. “She’s here.”

      “Exciting moment for my girl,” said Evander. “She’s been jumping around all day, well all month actually, since I told her she’d be meeting you all soon.”

      Raine broke into a dazzling smile. “So cool to finally be here, and at the Incantorium. They’re going to let me start early as I’ve done so much magical training in Dunloe. Majores Kouzlo believes I’m ready to do at least some of the first year courses. Can not believe it.”

      Hayden and Persy giggled at Raine’s enthusiasm. She was definitely going to be a welcome addition to the team. Particularly with the loss of Rix, thought Persy, saddened.

      Evander walked to the front of Mystic Mannix’s desk and leaned back on it. “Raine will be joining you on some of your pursuits, not all. As you know, she’s to be protected from extremely dangerous situations, but even at her young age, she’s going to be able to help you at a surprising level. To that end there is a bit of background I’d like to share with you.”

      “There has been in existence, since the dawn of this planet, five master books which explain how all things in nature interrelate. Manuals, if you like. The Vivarium, a study of Nature’s mysteries. The Affinitum, which explains the relationship between all living things in Nature and substances in Nature, and how essentially they are of the same essence. The Celestium, addresses the mysteries of celestial spheres such as the sun, moon and planets. The Siderealum containing the secrets of the stars and how they affect us. And last, but far from least is the Arcadium, the book on magic, learning to master the invisible world. Included in this are pathways to controlling demons and the Dark worlds. It’s this part which would be of immense help to you. The Arcadium is also full of healing magic through the use of talismans, amulets, invocations, charms and plant magic. These are the books which have been sought, found and then hidden again, when the temporary owners failed to use their power wisely or with greed and self-interest.”

      “Who decides when they have to be hidden again?” asked Hayden.

      Evander glanced at her and smiled. “That was Raine’s first question, too. The Luminescents. And they don’t ask. One day the book is there, then it simply isn’t. There’s no discussion. They’re very single minded.”

      “So are you saying you know how to find these books?” asked Persy.

      “Dad thinks we can help you find one, the Arcadium. He’s been tracking magical events and what we know of the Arcadium’s history.” Raine looked up at her father for confirmation that she should continue. He nodded.

      “Thing is…we believe a primary clue to lead us to the Arcadium is hidden, here, in the Incantorium, and was probably placed here when it was built, in 425 CE,” said Raine.

      “And,” Evander continued. “Probably the only way to find out that story would be to talk to some person or creature who might have been around then.”

      “‘Oo’s going to’ve lived that long?” asked Benson.

      Darson’s eyes bulged. “Dragons!”

      Evander grinned. “Exactly.” He turned to Persy and Thad. “We were hoping your relationship with Carnifex might prove useful. Can you ask him?”

      “Sure,” said Persy. “I’m sure if he knows anything, he’d tell us.” She looked around at the other three. “Let’s go first thing, and Raine you’re welcome to come.”

      Raine gave a small squeak. “Yes. Oh, absolutely, yes!”

      Persy returned to her room, and Alanna was out, so she was able to contact Carnifex through Silent Speak to confirm that they could visit in the morning. The sparkles were just clearing when Alanna stormed in.

      She swivelled her head back and forth. “Who were you contacting? I can see the sparkles fading. Mommy, was it?” she smirked. “Having a rough day and had to have a boo-hoo session?”

      Persy rolled her eyes and turned her back on Alanna. Benson soared in between them. “Wha’d you do, double dose on your nasty pills today? You’re the reason the gene pool needs a lifeguard. Miserable toad.” He flew to Persy’s shoulder, seething.

      Alanna grimaced. “Very funny, bug. You’re a riot.” She fell on her back onto her bed and covered her eyes with her hands. “I’ve had a horrid day. That nobody, Calder, had the unmitigated gall to refuse me when I asked him to join me for dinner at our table. Said he was saving himself for someone else. Can you possibly imagine? Mortifying.” She turned toward the wall. Persy dove into her homework hoping upon hope that ‘if you ignore it, it’ll go away’, would kick in.
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      Persy met up with Raine first thing and they collected the other three to Time-Linx to Carnifex’s cave. He’d contacted her during a dream to instruct how to enter through a tunnel at the back of the cave to avoid the steep slope route. They walked into the open area by his nest to see Tiamat sitting up, resplendent in her turquoise and teal colours, gleaming. Her eyes sharp and glittering. She turned to them. “Hello. We’ve been looking forward to seeing you all again. And this young one, you are new, no?”

      Raine blushed and let loose a broad grin. “Yes, I’ve never had the pleasure of meeting dragons before. Couldn’t sleep last night, I was so excited.” She gave a small bow.

      Carnifex strolled over to Raine. “It’s really you, then. The one I’ve heard about through the ages, who will lead White Magic. This is indeed our thrill. Both he and Tiamat lowered their heads to Raine.

      “Bloody ‘ell,” said Benson. “Fink we could move past the ‘ero-whorshipping? ‘Nuff to give a feller indigestion.”

      Persy scowled at Benson, “Beeennnnssssooonnnn.” Thad reached out and grabbed Benson out of the air. He spoke into his hand. “Shut it. You’re talking to two, not one, but two, full-sized dragons here.”

      Benson squirmed out of Thad’s grasp. “Yeah, yeah.” He flew up to a ledge and settled out of reach.

      “My apologies, Carnifex,” said Thad. “He’s not usually so…”

      “Yeah, he is,” grinned Darson. “Any chance he gets. Totally irreverent.”

      Neither Tiamat or Carnifex seemed bothered. Carnifex turned to Persy. “What is it you came to ask us?”

      Persy and Raine took turns explaining about the five books and how Evander felt that a clue or clues to the Arcadium may be in the Incantorium. Had the dragons ever heard tales like that?

      Tiamat looked up at Carnifex. He nodded. “Tell them. They were instrumental to me getting you back.”

      “The Illuminary Incantorium was erected through the years 423 to 425.  During that time, dragons were plentiful, so very little slipped our attention. We held a much superior position in the scheme of life then we came to have in future centuries. Although we each were of one of the four directions and their associated elements, we often liked to keep company with other elemental spirits, as a contrast, you might say. Or perhaps just the curiosity of something different from oneself. Myself, being a Water dragon and therefore close to water nymphs, was always attracted to my polar opposite, those of fire.” She batted her eyes at Carnifex. “To that end, I had a particular friend, Ferdie, a fire salamander, who in turn hung out in the fires of the fifth floor of the Incantorium, the secret floor.”

      “The most proficient and powerful witches and wizards of the time would meet there to discuss the world and it’s future and how the training at the Incantorium would prepare future magicals to weather the battles which were bound to come. I can distinctly remember Ferdie talking about the five books, but not all their locations, just one, The Arcadium. According to him, there is a secret hidden room off the main meeting area. This room was lined with books, one of which hides a small scroll. A scroll which holds the clues to the location of the Arcadium and how to attain it. Access to this room was the tricky part, and I’m not sure I’ve got this right, but it’s about sitting in the correct chair and twisting some part of it. Sorry I don’t know more details. I do know he spent a fair time with a water undine, too. It’d be my guess they shared secrets.”

      “Do we have a chance, do you think to track down Ferdie or this undine?” asked Hayden.

      Tiamat got up and stretched her neck and back. “Possibly. Elementals tend to stay where they feel at home, even for centuries, so it’s likely Ferdie at least is still in one of the fifth floor fires. Your challenge will be to get up to that floor.”

      Thad grinned. “Oh, I think we can arrange some help on that.”

      Persy tilted her head at him. “Really?”

      “Sure, I bet Whisper knows a way, she knows that place inside out.”

      “Ah. Right.”

      They expressed their gratitude for Tiamat’s help and said their good-byes. On returning to the Incantorium, they gathered in Mystic Mannix’s classroom as it was the weekend and no one was around.

      Persy had them sit in a circle. “Let’s focus together to see if we can contact Whisper.” In less than a few minutes, Whisper shimmered into the centre of their circle. “Hey all…” She looked down at Raine. “Ah, a new arrival.”

      “I’m Raine. You’re Whisper?” Raine stood to talk to Whisper more at eye level.

      “Yes, ah, ah, you’re..the..you’re the one who will lead…ah..” Raine giggled. “Yup, that’s what they tell me.”

      Persy chuckled. “Whisper, Raine came to the Incantorium yesterday, with her dad, Evander. We’re pretty pumped to have her with us now. But that’s not why we summoned you. We have a problem that Thad thinks you can help us with. We need to get to the fifth floor and haven’t a clue how to do that.”

      Whisper twirled in the air. “Oh, definitely can help with that. There are actually a few ways up, but the easiest is going to be the cupboard in Majores Kouzlo’s office. From the front, it looks like any supply cupboard, but when you go in and push the back wall, it slides and there’s a staircase up to the fifth level. Easy.”

      “Won’t that office be locked on the weekends?” asked Hayden.

      “Locks are easy,” said Darson, grinning.

      “Ok, then,” said Hayden. “Can we go try now?”

      Persy and Thad looked at each other, both shrugging. “Why not?” said Persy.

      Majores Kouzlo’s office was just down the hallway from Mystic Mannix’s. They crowded around the door, which as suspected was locked. Thad looked up and down the hall, pointed his wand at the lock and said, “Expositus.” The door clicked and swung open a few inches.

      “Excellent,” said Darson, his face lighting up. “In we go, then.”

      “Here,” said Whisper, floating to a cupboard which was behind and to the left of the Majores’ desk. One of you go in and push the back panel to the side. I can’t do that.”

      Hayden arrived first and so did as Whisper asked. She turned back to the others. “Yup, a staircase here.”

      Single file, they ascended to the fifth floor. “Let me find a lamp,” said Persy. She stumbled around until she found a wall, then followed it with her hand until she bumped into a table, then a lamp.

      Once she’d done that, Hayden crossed the room to another table with a lamp and turned that one on.

      The room was very high, arched with ornate carvings in the wooden ceiling beams and panels which lined the walls. It looked to be about twenty feet by twenty feet. In the centre was a large round wooden table surrounded by twelve heavy oak chairs. The richly carved backs of each chair was topped with wooden sculpture of a magical creature or symbol. Glass-fronted cabinets ran along all four walls in which were books, scrolls and glass jars of herbs, crystals and various anatomical parts. There were two fireplaces, one at opposite sides of the room. Fire was crackling in the one furthest away from them.

      “Cheery, right?” said Darson. Hayden elbowed him. “Not much.” She giggled nervously. “Can you just imagine what has taken place in here? Creepy’s more like it.”

      Persy was looking up at the ceiling. “Just think of what these walls have heard. Centuries of magical planning and creation, both Black and White, I’d think.”

      “So,” said Thad, checking out the chairs. “One of these is the chair we need to be in to find this hidden room. Then we twist or turn something. Seems like that could be the sculptures on their backs.”

      “Or look at the arm rests,” said Darson. “They have knobby things on the end too. Could be that.”

      “Why don’t we check out the fire? See if we can summon Ferdie,” said Raine. They gathered around the hearth of the fire, joined hands, focusing on communicating with Ferdie, the salamander.

      The fire doubled in size and they had to step back. In a few seconds a shape could be seen forming in the middle, then a red-orange salamander, about eight inches long jumped out.

      “Who are you to disturb me. And how did you know my name?”

      Raine stepped forward. “Tiamat, the water dragon suggested we try to find you.”

      Ferdie stood straight up, facing Raine. “Tiamat? She lives?”

      “Yes, and these four here, they helped her mate, Carnifex, bring her back to us. And now they need your assistance.”

      “With what?”

      Persy came forward and bowed her head slightly. “Greetings, Ferdie. I’m Persephane. We’ve been told there is a secret room off this one but it has complex entrance. Tiamat suggested that you may be able to help us get in. That you may have seen how the ancient wizards and witches did. Is that possible?”

      Ferdie jumped from flame to flame as it rose and fell. He squinted at Persy. “Hmmmm, well, I normally would never think to help young magicals like you, but if Tiamat said…”

      “And she mentioned that you spent a lot of time with a water undine. Maybe we need to meet them too?” asked Raine.

      “Hang on, hang on,” said Ferdie. “Why all the bother to get into that room? It’s secret for a reason, you know. There are grimoires on Dark Magic, which I don’t think you lot are ready for. Could get yourselves in so much trouble and not be equipped to deal with it. I don’t want to be responsible for your demise. No, not a good plan.”

      Thad stepped forward. “No, it’s not like that. We’re not looking for any books on Dark magic. In fact, we think we’re being blocked by Dark magic and need to find out how to undo that. You see, we’re on this quest…” And Thad give Ferdie the story of the Nine Magical Objects and their mission to stop Melanthios from becoming the All Powerful One.  “…So you see, Evander told us about the five master magical books, in particular the Arcadium. We feel it could contain the solution to remove the block on the Lapis Draconis, so we can move on to the fourth object.”

      Ferdie jumped out of the fire to the hearth and paced back and forth. “Yes, yes,” he said. “Quite intriguing, this tale of yours. Should have known Tiamat would not have sent just any magicals to ask for my help. Yes, yes. I am most accepting of being involved with your quest. The master book I have seen, repeatedly in the past, is the Arcadium. Much has been discussed on this book and a part of it is on the grounds of the Incantorium. And you’re quite right. A small scroll holds the key to its whereabouts. So this is what you must do. Select the chair which faces the possibility. Then turn a head widdershins and make it bow to you. You’ll open the sliding panel.” With that, the fire cracked and Ferdie was gone.

      “What?” said Hayden. “That was supposed to be our big clue?”

      Persy looked back and forth from the fire to the chairs. “It’ll probably make more sense if we sit in the chairs. Right?”

      “Won’t know until we try,” said Thad. The five of them each took a seat, trying to turn parts of them while looking around at the walls to see if anything moved. Raine stood up and stepped back from the table and chairs. She then moved behind each chair, thinking about what each one actually faced.

      Thad glanced up at her. “You seeing something?”

      She tilted her head to the side. “Well, I’m not sure, but look. Most of the chairs face a cabinet. And they’re large, filled with stuff, so one wouldn’t expect them to move. But this chair,” she said, patting the one in front of her. “This one is the only one to face a blank wall. So I was just thinking, it seems more likely this is the hot seat. Right? I mean, Ferdie specifically said to choose the chair with the ‘possibility’. So wouldn’t a blank wall be the best?”

      Persy smiled. “I like the way you think. Let’s give it a try.” She came over to Raine and sat in the chair.

      “So what’s widdershins?” asked Darson.

      “Counter-clockwise,” said Persy.

      Raine tried turning the gargoyle, which was the sculpture on the chair, while Persy tried the ends of the arm rests. The others came and were poking at the chair too. Raine had given up on the gargoyle, when Darson tried something different. He twisted and pulled down on the creature. The wall across from the chair gave a loud clunk.

      He grinned. “Had to make him bow, right? There ya go.”

      Darson scurried over and patted his hands along the wall. “Something definitely moved, but I can’t see what’s opened.” Thad joined him, following the edges of the wood panels with his fingers. Benson called out. “Oy, ‘ere then. There’s a mark at the top of this panel, like a fingerprint.”

      Thad stretched up and slid his fingertips along the top edge and found the depression in the wood. He pressed down. The panel bounced briefly, then swung inward. “Ah ha.”

      Thad pushed the door further inward as the others gathered behind him, trying to see into the room. “Dark again,” he said. “Let me see if I can find a light.”

      “Here, use my phone,” said Darson. Thad took it with the flashlight turned on and went into the room. Within seconds he found a lamp. “Ok, we’re good to go.”

      They entered a small, eight by eight room, lined with bookshelves.

      “Great,” said Hayden. “A small scroll is somewhere in here. We’ll be here till we qualify for pension.”

      “No, no, my dear. Remember, Persy has a trick or two about finding things. That Cimaruta of hers is awesome. Watch,” said Darson, turning to Persy. “Perse?”

      Persy held her Cimaruta up from her neck, her right index finger on the key symbol, then walked slowly by the rows of books. “Find the book with the scroll we need.” The others followed her as she paced back and forth. When she’d felt she’d checked out all the shelves, she stopped. “Nothing.”

      “Maybe you need more of a connection to the books, Persephane,” said Raine. “Try holding the Cimaruta in one hand and running your fingers of the other hand over the spines of the books as you walk by.”

      Persy sighed. “Ok, worth a shot.”

      She walked back and started again at the shelves closest to the door, this time doing as Raine suggested. Half way along the back wall, her Cimaruta blazed in her hand.

      “Whoa,” said Darson. “Ca-ching!”

      “Yep, seems like it,” said Persy, pulling down the large book which the Cimaruta had indicated. She put it on a small table behind her.

      She moved the Cimaruta over the book and it was brightest when it was over the spine.

      “Must be slipped down into the spine,” said Hayden, leaning over to look.

      “Yeah,” said Persy. “Let’s see if I can tip it out.”

      “Maybe use your wand to give it a little shove,” said Thad.

      “Right,” said Persy, poking her wand down the spine. A small scrolled dropped onto the table and rolled toward Darson. He grabbed it, broke the wax seal and very carefully unfurled it.

      “What the…,” he said. “I can’t read it. It’s gibberish.”
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      Reading the grimoire Melanthios had given her to study just wasn’t working. She had zero concentration or focus. She’d exited the Time-Linx through a portal closer to Bodesnoir which Melanthios had shown her. Thank the goddess. She’d avoided the Forest of Depravation and those idiot quiz masters.

      Rix sighed deeply and flipped to another page, staring sightlessly at it. How, oh how, was she going to erase the look on Thad’s face from her brain, when her duplicity had been revealed? She’d thought she’d been so clever, jumping teams, when Melanthios had promised that she’d become a supreme and important leader of Dark Magic. Something she’d never be given a chance to be when there was Persy to compete with.

      It still angered her that even though they’d known each other since they were four, and their play had always centred around magic, Persy never fessed up about being a witch. Like she couldn’t trust Rix. Now, Persy and Thad were so far ahead of her, how could she possibly catch up? So, when Melanthios had approached her through Silent Speak after the Cauldron escapade, somehow a leg up sounded great. She’d be learning Dark magic, something for once, Persy knew a lot less about. And what did that really matter? She could jump back to the White side whenever she wanted, but until then, she’d have serious one-on-one time with a very talented, powerful witch. Win!

      Rix sighed again, scrubbing her face with her hands. Still. What had once seemed like a brilliant idea, now felt wrong. So wrong. The knot in her belly and the fact she couldn’t get a full breath spoke plainly that she’d screwed up. Big Time. She slammed the book closed, rose and went to stare out the window. Where was everyone now? Whatever did they think of her? She bit her lower lip to stop it from quivering.

      A scrape on the floor made her jump and turn to the door. Ashnah slid into the room.

      “Misstresss wants to know how you’re doing with the grimoire. How much have you read?”

      Rix turned her head back to the window. “Not much. I…I just don’t seem to be able to focus.” Her voice faded by the end of the sentence. There was just no energy for even talking.

      Ashnah stepped over to the wall near the window and bent her head to see Rix’s face. “Our new witch apprentice appearsss sssad. What troublesss her? You are now with the winning ssside. You sssshould be joyful.”

      Rix turned to face Ashnah, putting one half of her butt on the window sill. She took in a large breath and let it go slowly. “I know. I know. This was my choice and I believed a really good one. It’s just…well…now, it somehow feels wrong.”

      Ashnah narrowed her eyes and flipped her hair back over her shoulder. “You will not do well here if you are filled with remorsssse and all mopey. To attain power, you mussst concentrate, practissse and draw magic from beyond the Veil. You cannot be dissstracted by thesssse sssilly sssentimentsss.”

      “What you don’t know,” Ashnah continued, “is that there isss an extremely powerful Magical who wantsss the Dark ssside to dominate.”

      “Who?”

      “I am not at liberty to sssay. I’ve probably already sssaid too much. But this one is not unknown to you.” She turned and slid to the door. Rix scowled but went back to the desk and opened the grimoire.

      “All right. Back at it.” She dropped back into her chair and thumped her forearms on the desk. “I will be great at this. I will be a formidable Dark force.”

      Ashnah, half way out the door, turned her head back and smirked. “We’ll sssee.”

      The next time Rix looked up, over an hour had flown by. “I really am getting into this stuff,” she muttered. These spells were much more complex, and in some cases, used disgusting elements, but the results-she’d never seen anything like them. She’d never hoped to achieve this level of magic. No one had told her it was possible. A grin tugged at the corners of her mouth. Yeah, this was going to be good.

      Rix continued studying all afternoon, until her eyes were burning. She walked to the window again, stretched and saw the sun was about to set. Her mind would not take a break, though. The stomach clenching and shallow breathing returned. She realized why. What if she was pitted one-on-one against Persy or Thad?
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      They gathered around Darson, looking over his shoulder.

      “What the heck is that?” asked Thad. “No idea,” answered Darson.
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      Hayden shook her head. “Completely messed. What’s the point of hiding a message like this. Useless.”

      “Unless…” said Raine. “Dad is totally into ciphers and cryptograms. I remember him talking about a famous one, invented by Sir Frances Bacon, I think. Groups of letters stand for one letter in the alphabet. I’m pretty sure the message is written by stringing all the letters of the code into one long string, one string for each word, making people believe it’s all garbage.”

      Persy was staring intently at the message. “How many letters in a group, that would stand for one letter of the alphabet?”

      “Differed,” said Raine. “But I think the most common was five.”

      “Well, that works. Look each line is either twenty-five or thirty-five letters. So all divisible by five. I think what we’re looking at here is five and seven letter words.”

      “So,” said Thad. “What we need to do is chop the lines up into groups of five letters, then figure out the corresponding letter to that group. Piece of cake.” He rolled his eyes and Darson chuckled.

      Darson pulled paper and pens out of his backpack and they broke the lines down.
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      Persy sat back in her chair. “Well, now we just have to figure out which letter each group stands for. There’s an ‘aaaaa’ which would make sense for that to be ‘a’. And a few ‘bbbbb’ which could be another vowel like ‘e’ or ‘i’. It’s a start.”

      Raine nodded. “Yeah, I like it.”

      They spent the next couple of hours trying to decipher the meanings of the groups, but when they wrote the letters down they thought they had found, those words made no sense. Benson came flying down to the table. “Oy, Perse, why don’t cha ask your Cimaruta if each group is A, B, C, etc.?”

      Persy sighed. “Yeah, could do, but that means going through the whole alphabet for each group. Would take forever. But, it’s a thought.”

      Darson jumped up. “Wait. What was I thinking? Or rather not thinking? My Grandad’s books. I’m sure there’s a part in one on ciphers. If this was a known cipher, I bet’s it’s in there.”

      “Cool,” said Thad. “Have at it.”

      Darson pulled the mini versions of the books from his pocket, along with his wand. “Vergrando!” They became full sized and toppled onto the table. “Now, let’s see.”

      “Give me one,” said Hayden. “I’ll help you.”

      Persy, Thad and Raine looked over their shoulders as they flipped through the books. “Look,” said Darson. “Penta-code. That sounds hopeful.” He opened the grimoire flat on the table so they could all see. “It’s even on an ancient scroll, so must be an old one.”
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      “Yup, and some of the letters we figured out were right. Ok, so let’s decode the message from the scroll,” said Persy.

      They applied the key to the letters and got five words: EVGEH, TLSIRMB, JSYRX, VIZIVWI, AEXIV.

      Thad thumped his fist down on the table. “Great. Just love it when after spending so much time, chasing and figuring something out, it becomes crystal clear.” He sat down and huffed.

      “Chill, Thad,” said Hayden. “Obviously, there’s more to this. I think we’ve only conquered a part of the mystery.”

      “Yeah,” said Raine. “I’ve seen a lot of the ciphers Dad has worked on. It’s really common when you get messed up words like that, that it’s an alphabet shift.”

      “What do you mean?” asked Thad.

      “Well, each letter actually represents a letter in the alphabet two or three letters from it. Everything’s been shoved down a few notches. You know?”

      “I see,” said Persy. “So A would actually be C or D or something.”

      “Right,” said Raine.

      Darson brought out more paper and they tried shifting the alphabet three spaces to start. So A became C, B became E, etc. When they changed the letters in the five words, it was still gibberish. Then they tried two shift, still nothing.

      “Wait,” said Persy. “This whole code is based on five. I mean, the first part from the scroll. Let’s try a five shift of the alphabet.”

      “Excellent idea,” said Raine.

      And like magic, it worked, the top row being the letters in the code and the second row, the letter it really was.
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      EVGEH, TLSIRMB, JSYRX, VIZIVWI, AEXIV - became: ARCAD, PHOENIX FOUNT, REVERSE WATER.

      Benson landed on the paper. “Well, that’s much better.” He laughed. “At least it’s English. Still means nothing to me.”

      “Yeah, I know Benson,” sighed Persy. “But English is a good start. So Arcad has to mean the Arcadium. Phoenix Fount?”

      “Fount is an old word for fountain,” said Raine. “Are there fountains on the property of the Incantorium?”

      Whisper, who had been floating on the sidelines started bouncing. “Yes, yes, indeed. All over throughout the gardens. Oh, and one has a phoenix right in the middle.”

      “Ah ha,” said Darson. “A location. Sort of. Now for the rest…Reverse Water?”

      “Sec,” said Persy, getting up and walking to the fireplace. She closed her eyes, stood very still and the fire started to crackle and spit sparks out. The others came over to watch. Ferdie jumped from the fire to the hearth. “Yes, you called?”

      “Ferdie, here is the message that came from the scroll we found in a book in the secret room. It’s the last bit, ‘Reverse Water’ that has us stumped. We can pretty much assume the place is the phoenix fountain, but water reversal? Tiamat mentioned that you were great friends with an undine. Would she know what this means?” Persy asked.

      Ferdie scowled, looking at the message. “She might, she might indeed. I’ll go with you to the Phoenix fountain and see if I can find her. The easiest way to take me is get one of those lanterns, light it and I can hop in.”

      Darson picked up a lantern and lit it, and brought it over to Persy. She took it, bent down to the hearth and opened the lid. Ferdie popped in. “Right, now do you know where the Phoenix fountain is?”

      “I do,” said Whisper. “Follow me.”

      They wound up at the back of the Incantorium, walking for about ten minutes into the gardens, then into the forest. They exited the trees, into a clearing, where a stone and marble fountain stood, a brass phoenix perched on the top, its wings spread out, as if ready to take flight. Water splashed up behind the phoenix and fell in forceful falls into the basin of the fountain. The setting sun cast it in shimmering shades of rose, oranges and yellows.

      “Oh,” said Hayden. “It’s magnificent.”

      “There’s strong magic here,” said Persy. “The whole clearing hums with it. We have to be close.”

      “Place the lantern on the edge of the fountain,” said Ferdie. “I’ll call Bleuleaux.” He had Persy open the lantern and hopped onto ledge.

      The flames which simmered on his body, doubled in size, as he closed his eyes and mumbled a spell. The water in the fountain basin rippled, then small waves formed around the base of the fountain. A small blue female form, about eighteen inches high, poked out of the water. She smiled and waved at Ferdie. “Hey. Been ages.” She swam over to the edge of the water, where Ferdie was hopping up and down.

      “Bleuleaux. Too long, indeed.” They each extended a hand, causing quite the sizzle when they met. Benson buzzed over their heads, chuckling and enjoying their reunion.

      “You’ve brought friends,” said Bleuleaux.

      “Yes, these fine young Magicals are compatriots of Tiamat’s. She’s asked if we can assist them. I’ve done some, but I think they need you now.”

      “Oh?”

      Persy stepped forward and explained their search for the Arcadium and how it brought them to this phoenix fountain. “So we’re pretty sure this is the right fountain, but the ‘Reverse Water’ part has us stumped. Any ideas?”

      Bleuleaux glanced at each of them, then Ferdie gave her a quick nod.

      “Ok. Yes, I do. I’ve seen the water reversal done. Once, I was caught up in it. Not fun at all, I can tell you.”

      Darson’s mouth twitched. “I’m sure.”

      Bleuleaux continued, “It’s performed with a magical stone, which reverses the flow of the water of the fountain, exposing a doorway. To what, I’m not sure, but some extremely powerful witches and wizards have gone down there over the centuries.”

      “What stone?” asked Hayden.

      “An amber, which is really a fossil, not a stone. But because it contains remnants of life, like trapped insects and resin from trees, it represents Akasha or the Fifth Element. This binds the other four elements together; water, earth, fire and air. It also represents change, which is why it’s used for this spell.”

      “Where do we find this amber?” asked Persy.

      “Look closely at the phoenix,” said Bleuleaux.

      They did. The sun was almost set, so it made seeing the details of the bronze statue difficult. Thad pointed. “The eyes. Look at its eyes.”

      “Yes,” Bleuleaux grinned. “That’s right. The left one is just sitting there. One of you grab it.”

      Darson sloshed through the fountain, climbed the statue and retrieved the amber.

      He placed it on the edge of the fountain. Bleuleaux swam over and ran her hand over it. “One of you will have to hold it and recite the spell. I’ll lead you, but I can’t cast it.”

      Persy looked around. “Raine? Want to give it a go?”

      Raine’s eyes bugged out. “Yes! Of course I do.”

      Persy stood beside her at the edge of the fountain, cupping her hand over the amber in Raine’s hand. “I’ll just give you a boost. You cast.”

      Raine looked up at her and a huge grin spread all across her face. “Right.”

      Bleuleaux chanted and the girls repeated:

      
        
        “Hear us Lord Poseidon and Lady Amphitrite,

        Currents of water,

        Spin around the clock,

        Stop and turn, by the powers

        Of this ancient rock,

        (The girls raised the amber to the moon)

        Reverse thy flow and reveal,

        What before now, you did conceal.”

      

      

      

      The fountain above the phoenix stopped spraying and the water in the basin became rigid, not a wave or ripple. A great hum began, the basin water spun up in the opposite direction, becoming a twisting tornado of water, completely hiding the phoenix. Bleuleaux and Ferdie yelped and jumped off the ledge onto the grass, almost fading from sight.

      “Thad,” cried Persy. “Cover them.” They both withdrew their wands and cast, “Tegos.” The elementals were covered by an energy veil, so the spell on the fountain could not affect them. Persy could see them both smile with relief through the faint shimmer.

      The water continued in a vortex up and above the fountain until the basin of the fountain was dry.

      “Oy, where’d it all go?” asked Benson.

      “Probably formed some cloud up above, waiting for the spell to break,” said Darson. “I shouldn’t think we have a lot of time.”

      “True that,” said Thad, walking around the fountain. “Look. Here.” He pointed at the north side of the fountain. The rest gathered around him. A small stairwell with a few steps was sunk into the floor of the fountain.

      Persy looked around at them. “Well, I guess we go down. I’ll go with Thad if that’s OK with everyone.”

      Hayden, Darson and Raine nodded, as Persy and Thad climbed into the fountain. At the bottom of the steps was a small walkway leading into an equally tiny room. There was one stone shelf along the side on which an old, dark, flat chest rested. Persy and Thad glanced at each other.

      “I hope it’s not warded,” said Persy.

      “Maybe after one gets this far, the powers that be will let us have it without further testing, having figured out the message and fountain and all.”

      Persy grinned. “You wish. Ok, let’s do this.” They each grabbed a side and slid the chest off the shelf. There was a forceful change in the energy around them. Some magic had been released. Persy and Thad inspected the small room for other changes. To the side opposite the shelf, forms faintly appeared, wavered then just as quickly, disappeared.

      “What the…” said Thad.

      Benson, who had been uncommonly quiet, shouted, “Bleedin’ hell, Perse. Are they Radiants or even Luminescents?”

      Both Thad and Persy shrugged. “Not sure, I’ve never seen one.”

      Actually, you did, thought Benson. At your birth.

      Thad looked around again, “Well, they seem to be gone. Let’s get this chest out of here.”

      As soon as they re-joined the others, the water thundered back into the fountain.

      “Yep,” said Darson. “Not a lot of time.”

      “Truly,” said Hayden.

      Ferdie and Bleuleaux were released from their protection and sat on the edge of the fountain, as the others gathered around the chest, which had been put on the grass.

      Persy slowly lifted the lid, expecting just about anything to happen. They had their wands out.

      Nothing happened. Inside was an ancient leather-bound book, dusty but seemingly harmless. Persy lifted it out and put it on the grass. Across the front, painted in grey, highly ornate letters was one word - Arcadium.

      Hayden whispered. “We found it. Can’t believe it.”

      “Yeah,” said Darson and Thad together. Persy continued to stare at it.

      “Oy, so open it up already,” said Benson, flitting around them. “Not going to learn anything if it just lies there.”

      “Right,” said Persy as she lifted the cover and exposed the first page. “It’s like a table of contents or something. A list. Not very easy to read, though.”

      The others gathered around her to look over her shoulders.

      “Yeah, I see…” started Raine. A low blue glow came from that first page. It quickly became larger and a deeper blue. They leaned back as it took over the whole book, extending some three feet above it.

      “Whoa,” said Darson. “What the…”

      A wind came from nowhere, flipping the pages over to three quarters of the way through the book, then stopped. Persy leaned forward and read the page.

      “Man, this writing scrolls and flips around all over the page. So hard to read, but I think the first line says “To remove a…something spell.”

      Thad squinted behind her, “Cloaking. Yeah, I’m sure it’s cloaking.”

      “Yep,” added Hayden. “That’s what I see too.”

      “Cripes. It’s like the book read our minds. Exactly what we needed. Weird.”

      “Indeed,” said Raine.

      Persy looked more closely at the page. “You know, there is a message here or probably a spell, but someone’s used all this ornate writing to obfuscate the actual wording.

      “Obfuscate?” screeched Darson, his eyebrows rising.

      Persy blushed. “Yeah, you know. Hide or make unclear.”

      Thad grinned. “Yeah, right. Just what I was going to say. Not.”

      Hayden smiled. “Well, whatever. I think Persy’s right. Let’s try this.” She pointed her wand to the book and cast, “Aperios.”

      The blue light over the book faded, as did the elaborate printing. The message appeared in plain, easy to read font.

      “To Reverse A Dark Magical Blocking Spell”

      “Sounds exactly like what we need. The book does read minds,” said Hayden.

      They continued reading.

      “So in plain English,” said Raine. “We etch the name of the Dark caster on a white candle, oil it and roll in hyssop, mugwort and vetiver. Then burn it, casting this spell.” She pointed to the verse.

      “Yep. Seems so,” said Hayden. “Why those herbs?”

      “Hyssop is purifying and protective, I think for the spell itself and us. Mugwort is for clairvoyance and connecting to the spirits, probably for their assistance as well as to connect to the spirit of the spell we’re trying to break. And, vetiver is the best for un-hexing something, so would be the dominant one,” said Persy.

      “So do we go do this now? Those herbs won’t be hard to find,” asked Darson.

      They looked to Persy to answer. “I, um, yeah, I guess. Whose name do we put on the candle?”

      “This seems like a new kind of opponent,” said Thad. “I’d guess Purson’s.”

      “Agreed,” said Persy, followed by Darson. “It’s a start anyway. If it doesn’t succeed, we try Melanthios or Sumaire’s.”

      They gathered up the book, chest and Ferdie in his lantern, bid Bleuleaux thanks and good-bye and walked back to the Incantorium.

      A faint blue wisp shimmered behind a large oak, then bent around it to watch them walk away.

      “Drat! They found the book.” It turned back to mist and faded away.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Final Attack

          

        

      

    

    
      Persy, Raine and Hayden were up foraging in Sage Zeemeld’s herbal lab in search for the needed plants. The guys were waiting back in Mystic Mannix’s room, having placed the Arcadium on the front desk. It was early evening and they’d decided to try the spell at midnight.

      “Wait,” said Darson tapping on Thad’s arm. “I’ve found something.”

      Thad leaned over to read where Darson was in the Arcadium.

      “Look. It’s a passage describing the Talismans of the Sage of the Pyramids. Basically talismans used by occultists to enhance their magic. They used them for everything from power, protection, fortune, even for invisibility and telepathy. So I’m reading through them and this one, number XIII is to provide the possessor with all talent and virtue and a driving need to do good. So if we transfer that into the spell, directing it at Purson, we could reasonably expect to shatter his Dark magic. You know, the positive/negative thing collide and he’d lose his grip. Right?”

      Thad pursed his lips, “Could work. Let’s see what the girls think.”

      “There’s the herbs,” said Raine, plunking a linen bag down on the desk. Persy and Hayden took a seat on the opposite side.

      “We have something to add to the mix here,” said Darson. He showed them the talismans, explaining his idea.

      “But we have to get this XIII one, and by the looks of things, in a ring form to wear on one’s third finger. Where would we get that?” asked Persy. “I thought we were going to try the spell tonight. I mean we need to see what the next Object is.”

      Thad leaned, tilting his chair back. “Well, if we could take a little time, this place holds a small mountain of magical secrets and items. Wouldn’t surprise me if someone here has a set of the talismans. We could ask Mystic Mannix or Mdm Lucretia. Even Ferdie may have seen them in use. No?”

      Hayden shrugged her shoulders. “Makes sense. No harm in asking. It would sure add a punch to the spell.”

      The door opened and in walked Mystic Mannix. He stopped and looked at each of them. “What are you lot doing here?”

      They quickly gave him and account of their day and what they were looking for now.

      “Ah, the 20 Talismans. Yes, I know of them, of course. As do most of the more experienced Magicals. But, as they’re associated with Dark Magic, you’re right to assume it’s Mdm Lucretia who be in charge of any we have here. Shall we see if we can find her?”

      Benson buzzed over the desk and around the room, “What we waiting for? Lead the way.” Mannix grinned. “I observed her just now, going into the library.”

      They entered the library and saw Mdm Lucretia reading in a chair in a back corner. Mannix approached her first, quickly explaining what they were trying to find out. She peeked around him at the gang and waved them over.

      “The Incantorium does have a full set of those Talismans, but as you can imagine, they’re very rare and precious. If you wish to use one in your spell, I’ll have to be there, although not participate as this is your quest, Persy and Thad, and must be accomplished by you and your companions. Agreed?”

      Persy nodded. “Yes, sure, that’s fine.”

      Mdm Lucretia led them back to her office, and through the secret door they’d gone through to the hidden room. They all marched right up to the cupboard without hesitation. She looked back at them. “I’d almost think you knew about this door, like you’d used it before.”

      En masse, they cleared their faces of expression, although Darson’s mouth quivered upward.

      “Hmmmmm,” she muttered, leading to the room. Ferdie was bouncing around in the low fire. He poked his head out of the flames. “Well, hello again. Back so soon?”

      Mdm Lucretia’s head swivelled back to the students. “Back?”

      Mannix patted her arm. “I’ll catch you up later. Nothing nefarious, just necessary.” She scowled.

      Mdm Lucretia stepped in front of one of the large cabinets, opened the door, reaching her hand into the left side. “Step back,” she said. Then clicked something inside the cabinet. She walked to the side as a panel in the floor began to slide toward the wall.

      It left an opening of five feet by five feet with a set of stairs going down into the dark.

      Mdm Lucretia looked up at them. “One of the caches of precious magical items here in the Incantorium. Just one of many.” She started down the stairs, having cast a spinning light ball in front of her. They followed.

      They wound up in a stone-walled hallway, dimly lit by the Mdm’s light ball. On one side were shelves with doors on them, the other had a vast number of drawers with old brass handles on them. Nothing was labelled.

      “How do you find anything down here?” asked Persy.

      “Magic, of course,” grinned Mdm. “Aperios, Talisman XIII.” A drawer ten feet down the hallway creaked out a couple of inches. Mdm walked down to the drawer and pulled it all the way out. “There we go. A ring with the Talisman on it.” She handed the ring to Persy.
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      “Now, this spell of yours, are you ready?”

      Persy cleared her throat and stammered, “Yes, we have all the components. I believe so.”

      “You need more than to just believe so,” said Mdm Lucretia. “You’re pitting yourselves against a powerful demon. Do not underestimate him and he’s with the insanely evil Melanthios. You must BE ready.”

      “Well, we have the herbs, candle and actual spell from the Arcadium and now this Talisman. Is there anything else we can do?” asked Thad.

      Mannix and Mdm. glanced at each other. “No, I guess that’s it. Just remember focus, determination and unfaltering courage, as they will do everything they can to prevent you from succeeding. They desperately want that stone.”

      They followed Mdm. back to her office. “All right. So I need to be present and in the meantime, you lot practice the incantation to the spell. Let’s meet back here about 11:00 pm tonight and then I’ll take you to one of the workrooms the more senior Magicals use for casting in the north part of the Incantorium. We can get ready then, to cast at midnight.”

      This was going to be very strong, powerful magic, so they all did Cleansing Rituals and gathered in Mdm. Lucretia’s office precisely at 10:59 pm that night. Mannix and Lucretia swept in at 11:00, both wearing long, black hooded robes.

      “We’ve brought a few extra items to strengthen the banishing of Purson.” Mdm. Lucretia held out a fabric bag to Persy, who took it and added it to the basket she was carrying. “There’s devil’s blood powder, gunpowder and pellets and part of a crushed wasp’s nest. Very strong.”

      Hayden and Darson’s eyes bulged. Ok, then.

      “With us,” said Mystic Mannix. They followed Mannix and Lucretia out to the corridor, toward the north end of the Incantorium. Then up three flights of stairs to face a large, black wooden door. Mdm waved her wand and cast, “Effracto.” The door swung inward.

      Inside was a large, dark room with candles in sconces on the walls. A circle with a pentagram in its centre was painted on the floor.

      “We’ll have you cast in the circle after blessing and protecting it. Here is an altar you can use to put your items on.” Mdm. Lucretia passed Darson a low round table. He placed it in the centre of the pentagram while Hayden, Raine and Persy magically blessed and closed the circle. Thad and Darson began unpacking the basket and Mdm Lucretia’s sack. Persy put the Talisman XIII ring on her third finger of her right hand. When they were set up, they joined hands in a semi-circle around the altar and began casting the spell, invoking Purson. Persy focused on the Talisman, and it controlling Purson to do good, not evil.

      
        
        Oh, Great Demon King, Purson. Hear Us.

        We call you, compel you and weaken you.

        Release the blocking of the magic from the Lapis Draconis,

        We command and compel,

        Hasten back to the Realms of Hell, as your Dark Magic no longer reigns in our Realm.

        Be ye confused as your Magic fades…Be Gone!

      

      

      

      Just as they were about to finish a last line of cursing on Purson, billows of grey smoke lined the wall opposite them. Melanthios, Sumaire and Purson quickly solidified, standing at the edges of the circle. Meanwhile, Mannix and Lucretia stepped deeper into the shadows, watching, but knowing they couldn’t intervene, yet.

      Melanthios’ eyes blazed as she lifted her arms, wand pointing directly at Persy. “WHAT. Do. You. Think. You. Are. DOING!!”

      “Keep saying the spell,” hissed Persy. “Focus.” They gripped each others’ hand more tightly and continued, over and over. Persy pointed her ring-bearing finger directly at Purson.

      Melanthios swooshed her arms higher over her head, down to her sides and up again. “Terminata!” The Death Spell. It caused wavering around the circle, but their protection held. Although, all was not well. From the back corner came a muffled groan. The edge of the curse had nicked Mannix on his left side and he crumpled to his knees.

      “That’s enough,” seethed Mdm Lucretia. She stepped forward from the wall, flung her arm out and called, “Athermos!” Melanthios and Sumaire’s feet, then the bottom of their cloaks began to freeze and crackling ice formed up their bodies. Purson, however had already started to become darkly translucent, and even more so as Mdm Lucretia’s spell hit. In a nanosecond, he emitted small lightening-like cracks, turned to a black mist and seeped into the floor and from there, into the ground.

      Unfortunately, the freeze spell didn’t crawl up Melanthios or Sumaire quickly enough and their arms were free to cast. Sumaire responded first, crooking his fingers into claws, pointing directly at Persy and Thad. “Storpiare!” If he could maim them, he could break their concentration. Melanthios, synchronistically, cast the same, aiming at the others. The protections held, but Persy could feel them breaking down. One more blast of spells like those, and they’d be down.

      Mdm. Lucretia had other plans. As Sumaire and Melanthios cast, she whipped around the circle and was able to aim at both of them. “Fixatious!” The evil pair stiffened into living statues. As their energy was no longer dynamic, it lost it’s power and the two began to fade. Protection around the circle was also crumbling.

      At the very last moment, Sumaire lurched forward, swiping his hand across Persy’s neck and grabbing the chain and Cimaruta. It vanished with him.

      The five teens crashed to the floor in a heap. As the room calmed after the high Magical energy expenditure, Persy cried out, “Nooooooooo. My Cimaruta.”

      Thad, who was on all fours, slid over to her, sat back on his heels and hugged her. “We’ll get it back. We found it once. We can do it again.”

      “Totally,” said Raine.

      Persy had her hand on her chest, where the Cimaruta normally rested. “Can’t believe he got it. Crap.” More tears rolled down her cheeks.

      

      
        
        XXXXXX

      

      

      

      They had gathered in Thad’s and Darson’s room, talking over the attack by Melanthios and Sumaire.

      “We’re really going to have to step up our game if we’re going to ultimately wind up with all nine Objects,” said Hayden. “That Melanthios is no joke.”

      Thad sat on the window seat. “Would be great if we had Rix helping. One more on our side.” Persy glanced up at his sad face. Her heart ached for him. He missed Rix so much and was decimated at her betrayal.

      “You never know, Thad. She may in time realize how badly she messed up and come back,” she offered.

      “Yeah, but how can we trust her?” asked Hayden. Darson nodded.

      Darson wanted to stop this conversation. Just was the worst thing for Thad. So he took out his grandfather’s book and flipped through the pages with writing on them to where the blank ones started. His eyes widened to almost globe-size.

      “Look! It’s coming. The next Object…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            He’s Watching…

          

        

      

    

    
      He walked to the bench without touching the ground. No one in this small town had a vibration high enough to see him, anyway. With the revelation of the Fourth Object, Magic was strong enough again for him to observe without being detected.

      He took partial human form, although far from necessary. Willow. That scheming witch, trying to hide some of the Objects from he and his cohorts. Us! Who developed them and really were the only ones with the power to wield them. Use them properly for this sad, bitter planet. So, even though he knew he was not to get involved in this quest, he couldn’t let that stand. Willow had served adequately, but it was time to seduce the next Dark Magical.

      That boy. The one they shun. A very impressive Magical lineage. He would be wonderful to mentor.

      And the young witch. Well, they’re not born like that very often.

      So he’d hidden clue in this town. A town which only appears for a day every century. Let them take up that challenge.

      
        
        *****

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Join Persy’s VIP Readers Club..

          

        

      

    

    
      Read Book 1 ‘The Cimaruta’? And Book 2 ‘The Cauldron of Ceridwen’ And Now, ‘Lapis Draconis’?  Want the Prequel - “The Burning Times’ for FREE?

      

      Get It Here

      

      Find out exactly why Angelica was forced to Time-Linx to current times to protect Persephane and herself.  What really happened to Andreas? And WHY are Angelica and Melanthios SO different?  It’s all in the Prequel - The Burning Times

      

      Join our “VIP Readers Club’ and receive your FREE copy of the Prequel - The Burning Times in whatever format you use - Kindle, Smartphones, tablet or pdf for computer reading.

      

      It’s completely free to sign up and you will never be spammed by me or anyone connected to us. You can opt out easily at any time.

      

      Click/Tap Here

      In Dreams and Magic,

      Lady Ellen and Persephane

      
        
        Follow Persy Here:

        persephanependrake.com

        info@persephanependrake.com
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      The Persephane Pendrake Chronicles now has Journals and Activity Books for our readers to enjoy. These will both be a series designed and developed by the amazing artist - Lauren Nightingale.

      

      You can find her at her website here:

      

      http://laurennightingalebooks.com

      

      They are both available at Amazon at the links below:

      

      Journal/Notebook:

      https://persephanependrake.com/go/ppcj

      Miranda Veranda Book:

      https://laurennightingalebooks.com/mvbk1

      

      The Activity, Word Search, Maze, Colouring & Sudoku Book:

      Top book:

      https://persephanependrake.com/go/axbk1

      Halloween Book:

      https://laurennightingalebooks.com/PPCHall
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      Miranda Veranda Easter Book:

      https://laurennightingalebooks.com/mveaster

      Black Girls Confidence Book:

      https://laurennightingalebooks.com/bgcb
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      Yorkie and Pit Bull Colouring Books:
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      Pit Bulls Book:

      https://laurennightingalebooks.com/pitcol

      Yorkies Book:

      https://laurennightingalebooks.com/ykcol

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Please Leave A Review..

          

        

      

    

    
      If you have enjoyed this book, it would be tremendous if you were able to leave a review.

      

      The Persephane Pendrake Chronicles-Three-Lapis Draconis

      

      Reviews help me gain visibility and they can bring my books to the attention of other readers who may enjoy them.

      

      Thank you SO much!

      In Dreams & Magic

      Lady Ellen
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      Lady Ellen, weaving and scribing the nine tomes of The Persephane Pendrake Chronicles, mysteriously hides in her witch’s hut in a remote corner of Ontario, Canada.

      After almost 4 decades as an alternative health care doctor, she’s now finally doing what she loves best - writing fantasy books and doing digital fantasy art for them.

      
        
        Catch Up With Her Here:
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      If You Haven’t Read The Other Books:

      

      One - The Cimaruta

      

      At Amazon US: http://persephanependrake.com/onez
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      Book Two - The Cauldron of Ceridwen

      

      At Amazon US: http://persephanependrake.com/2918
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      The Box Set:

      

      http://persephanependrake.com/bxst-07
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      Book Four - The Fallen Star:

      https://laurennightingalebooks.com/PPC4
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      Characters in Book One - The Cimaruta:

      

      Persephane (Persy) Pendrake - Heroine - 13 year old witch at the start of the series in Book One - The Cimaruta

      

      Benson - Persy’s cheeky dragonfly familiar

      

      Kyle Dunsmore - Pest at school- two years Persy’s junior

      

      Mr Hornby - Next door neighbour - owner of Gruesome the bulldog.

      

      Biddy Mayfair - Nosy, gossiping neighbour.

      

      Fawna - Fairy from Bellarya

      

      Queen Breena - Queen of the Fae

      

      Thaddeus Twynam - Persy’s main co-hero. A wizard from Bellarya and a year older than her.

      

      Rix (Erika) Sharrow - Persy’s best friend from the age of four in the Munz Realm.

      

      Angelica Pendrake (maiden name was Starson) - Persy’s mother

      

      Robert Pendrake - Persy’s step-dad. He took Angelica’s last name when they married.

      

      Laurel Starson - Persy’s grandmother and a lead member in the Magical Folk Governing Council.

      

      Andreas Pendrake - Persy’s biological Dad. Vanished during The Burning Times (see Prequel)

      

      P-C - aka Prissycups. Thad’s cute, but not very brave, pink and green dragon familiar.

      

      Melanthios Lambert - A malevolent, evil witch. Main villain of the series. Also Angelica’s sister and Persy’s aunt.

      

      Willow - Dark witch who trained Melanthios in the Dark Arts. Her mentor. Also the author of The Book of Black Dominance.

      

      Marc, Julius, Cleo and Nefertiti - Ghost Truth Testers

      

      Wolfgang Kerdling - Nasty young wizard. Lives at Bodesnoir.

      

      Chamelor - Beautiful white unicorn.

      

      Durin - Male fairy, close friend of Fawna

      

      Delecta & Randy - Head Nymph and Satyr - Leaders of Rose Arbour

      

      Zeemeld - Head Homeopath and Herbal witch at Rose Arbour.

      

      Sam - Guard at the Magical Crystal Seeds Cave

      

      Tash -(Natasha the Nasty) A large football-sized spider, with a strangely Hungarian accent. Very like Zsa Zsa Gabor. Sidekick of Melanthios.

      

      Evander Skymark - White Wizard. Once engaged to Melanthios until he caught her casting Dark Magic.

      

      Raine Skymark - Evander’s daughter with Shaylee. Destined to be Supreme White Witch who Persy and her gang will protect. Birthday October 31.

      

      Leah - Raine’s nursemaid and friend of Shaylee. Went into hiding with Evander and Raine to help raise her.

      

      Ashna - Melanthios’ Repfemicap. Body like a lion, but body scaled in red and black and her front feet are hooves. Head and upper body of a beautiful, Mediterranean goddess. Six foot long, lizard-like tail. Shape-shifter.

      

      Vadoma - Angelica’s Rom friend. Amazing scryer using her Crystal Ball and Hagstone.

      

      Morton Eagleton, Fred and Larry - Local bullies

      

      Zach and Simon Downing - Brothers and friends of Persy and Rix’s.

      

      Krak Ling - Chinese Master of Dark Magic. Stole Vadoma’s Hagstone, Persy and Thad got it back for her.

      

      Sniv Ling - Krak Ling’s cowardly, weak wizard son.

      

      Nestor - Curator of The Magical Tomes Collection.

      

      Britney Windsor - Queen of the ‘Mean’ Girls.

      

      Claudia Morgan, Stephanie Binghamton - Her two sidekicks.

      

      Principal Hemmings - Principal at Mannington Public

      

      Ms. Romford - Science teacher at Mannington Public

      

      Xian - Krak Ling’s nightingale in the gilded cage. Was blessed with immortality by an alchemist in Han Wudi’s time. One of her feathers goes into the Potion of Eternal Life.

      

      Huanshu - Krak Ling’s guard and thug.

      

      Necromina - Krak Ling’s ostrich-sized, nine-headed, vulture-like bird. Eats kids, preferring girls, slowly and peeling their flesh away.

      

      Liang - a Guei, short and heavily built

      

      Heng - a Guei, slim and tall.

      

      Longwei - a Guei, with a special connection to dragons.

      

      Pid Ling - Sniv’s Qilin pet. Smart, gentle. Can walk on grass and not bend a blade. Punishes the wicked, severely.

      

      Bran - Lord Leshii and Protector of the forest. Dresses all in black. Usually keeps to his raven form. His realm is Cradora. Is a trickster and shape-shifter.

      

      Count Pseudomorphius the Sanguine - Murph for short. Vadoma and Bran’s gay vampire friend.

      

      Gobbuskins - Melanthios’ flunkies. Cross between a goblin and zombie. Mean, but very obedient to their master. Controlled by a complex poison developed by Voodoo sorcerers.

      

      Gormund - Melanthios’ red-haired head gobbuskin.

      

      Francis - Thad’s pet owl.

      

      Magical Folk Governing Council And Their Gifts:

      

      Laurel Starson - One of the Heads, Celtic Magic- Gift of her support throughout the whole Quest.

      

      Lord Lyall - Other Head of Council - Merlinian Magic. Gift is an enchanted Moonstone for transmorgrification. Hold and think of what you wish to change to and use the spell “Transmutus”.

      

      Lady Elena Dragetti - Italian Magic and many other smaller European practices. Gift - ‘Secrets of Stregherian Spells’

      

      Randy and Delecta - Small Magicals such as Elves, Dwarves, Brownies, Sprites, Leprechauns, Nymphs, Satyrs and Fairies. Gifts - Magical Crystal Seeds.

      

      Imhotep - Egyptian Magic - Gift is a ‘wall’ stone. Use the spell Muniosum while tapping with your wand. You and anyone you’re hanging onto will be surrounded by a impassable wall.

      

      Magus Siphon - Atlantean Magic - Sapphire of Truth. Will reveal the ‘big picture’ of what is happening in front of them. Power diminishes with each use. Unknown number of uses.

      

      Lord Mongo - African Magic - Gbo amulets to wear for protection.

      

      Lady Druanna - Tarot, Astrology and Divination. Gift - small silver scroll tied with a blue ribbon. When they need to know the potential outcome of the immediate future, untie the ribbon, tap the scroll  and use the spell “Expositus”. The scroll will reveal three options for them to use in the next 24 hours. Can only use 9 times.

      

      Book Two - The Cauldron Of Ceridwen:

      

      Luli and Shan - Mother and daughter who found Krak Ling’s ring.

      

      Jacob Schneersohn - Jewish scholar and close friend of Lady Dru’s.

      

      Sanguinaris - Eight foot, Dark Vampire.

      

      Maurelle and Fryah - Emissary Fairies who came to help heal Lady Dru after Melanthios attacked her.

      

      Darson Sagebrook - a young wizard living in the multiverse of Lato. Joins Thad and Persy.

      

      Valentina Sagebrook - Darson’s mom.

      

      Luca Sagebrook- Darson’s brother - a snitch for the Society.

      

      Whisper - ghost - met at Lady Dru’s maze. Sent by the Elders of the Spirit World.

      

      Sumaire - Dark wizard. Cohort of Melanthios’

      

      Zander Stoneman - Editor of the school paper. Britney’s secret crush.

      

      Book Three - Lapis Draconis

      

      Hayden - Goth-like young witch they meet in York. Joins them at the Incantorium.

      

      Yvette - Hayden’s grandmother. Helps them get out of York.

      

      Lysanor - Tash’s female Druid friend. Lives in Wales.

      

      Batna - Evil sorceress who changed Tash into the spider.

      

      Carnifex - Fire dragon - guardian of the Lapis Draconis.

      

      Tiamat - Carnifex’s mate who needs resurrection. A Water dragon.

      

      Purson - A King of Hell demon that Melanthios calls up. Man with a lion’s head riding a bear.

      

      At The Illuminary Incantorium:

      

      Egberdt Kurtz - First student they met at the Incantorium. Nerdy, science type. Large square glasses. Mother Irish, Father Austrian.

      

      Ms. Valkryies - Receptionist at the Incantorium.

      

      Alana Burgess - Rix and Persy’s roommate. Wealthy and snobby. Second year student.

      

      Akemi Tsukino - (Means Moon field) Japanese student. One of Hayden’s roommates. Expert in Kotodama and Akido.

      

      Fiore Macchio - African-Italian girl. The other of Hayden’s roommates. First name means ‘flower’. Has a thing for Thad.

      

      Calder Thorson - Student From Georgia, USA, but family is Nordic and practises Nordic Magic.

      

      Mystic Mannix - Teaches Dragon Magic and had trained with Merlin. Dark haired, muscular build.

      

      Madam Kouzlo - A Dragon Majores and Headmaster of the Illuminary Incantorium. Tall, cool, gravelly voice.

      

      Madam Lucretia - Professor of Dark Magic and Anti-Spells. Wild, black hair and dresses all in black.

      

      Lady Tana - Master of Fairy Magic and member of Seelie court. Friend of Fawna’s. Delicate, fair-haired.

      

      Merlin - Shows up to give them the lowdown on Carnifex.

      

      Master St. Germain - Professor of Alchemy.

      

      Tagawa Kenzan - Akemi’s Master and Mentor in Japanese Kotodama Magic

      

      Ferdie - Fire Salamander who was friends with Tiamat. Lived in one of the fires on the secret fifth floor of the Incantorium.

      

      Bleuleaux - Water undine friends of Ferdie’s. Lives in the Phoenix Fount.
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      Book One - The Cimaruta

      

      Rockmanor - Munz town that Persy grew up in.

      

      Bellarya - Magical Realm where most of the quests occur.

      

      Time-Linx - Links all things throughout all of time. At its portals is access to many other multiverses.

      

      Vrims Abyss — Cold, bleak ocean off the east coast of Bellarya

      

      Munz - Humans, non-magical

      

      Bodesnoir - Melanthios’ castle. In the middle of the Dark Forest of Depravation.

      

      Marsh Howlers - Toads the size of dogs. Catch kids and try to drown them. Howl loud and madly when they do.

      

      Rose Arbour - Hidden Crystal City. Home of the Magical Crystal Seeds.

      

      The Book of Black Dominance - Authored by Willow over the span of 50 years. Outlines the Nine Magical Objects which must be found to become the ‘All Powerful One’. Could wind up in the hands of White or Dark Magicals, but will determine who rules the planet. Resides in Melanthios’ room at Bodesnoir.

      

      Magical Crystal Seeds - From a Cave in Rose Arbour:

      

      
        
        Green – Herbal and Homeopathic/Energetic Healing

        Pink – Affairs of the Heart and Family

        Golden – Control/Power and Alignment with all Beasts

        Clear – Powers of Divination – To Foretell the Future

        Red – Physical Strength

        Purple – Magical Enhancement

      

      

      

      Magical Roc Feather - Given to them by Queen Breena. Used to see solution when things are unclear. Hold it and it writes.

      

      Hagstone - Stone with a nature-created hole in it’s centre. Used to enhance Vadoma’s visions in her Crystal Ball.

      

      The Magical Tomes Collection - Vast library of magical books and scrolls. Entrance is on a hillside outside of Rome.

      

      Mannington Public School - Persy’s middle school.

      

      Guei - Angry, vengeful spirits in Chinese beliefs. Suffered violent or lonely deaths and have no ancestors to provide them offerings of food, water and clothing so their existence in the afterlife is comfortable.

      

      Ghost Festival - August 15 each year when the Guei cross over the veil between their realm and Bellarya.

      

      Potion of Eternal Life - Grants the owner immortality. Krak Ling is actively seeking the components.

      

      Cradora - Bran’s Realm

      

      Book Two - The Cauldron of Ceridwen

      

      Tir Na Nog: Land of Eternal Youth. At the bottom of Lough Leane (Lake of Learning). Outside of Killarney.

      

      Sidhdun (shee-doon) Lady Druanna’s realm.

      

      Ffeyrllt - Alchemy of ancient Druids.

      

      Lato - Multiverse Melanthios sent Thad into. Magic is not allowed.

      

      Secret Society of Dunkelheft - Governing committee in Lato - making sure no one practices magic. Three main heads: Melanthios, Sumaire and a secret sorcerer.

      

      Scroll of Direction - Found in the wall after a Society meeting. Uses platonic solids and the Golden Ratio to help Darson and Thad get out of Lato.

      

      Chilongs - Chinese, demon dragons. Breathe intense white fire and guard for evil sorcerers.

      

      Book Three - Lapis Draconis

      

      Casa Loma Portal (Toronto) to the Illuminary Incantorium. In the stables on the castle grounds.

      

      Illuminary Incantorium - College of Magical Training. In an old castle in the forests of Austria.

      

      Six Portals to the Incantorium only. One is the Casa Loma one which students and professors use. Other five are secret and all other Magicals don’t know who knows.

      

      York - A multiverse of Toronto. Sent there by Melanthios.

      

      The Crypt - A central store of Magical books and scrolls in York. Entrance is through the ‘Sense of Peace’ statue.

      

      Twin Carnelians - Two stones created 1400 BCE, by the Radiants One is now the Lapis Draconis and one is Krak Ling’s Ring of Power. Apep, Egyptian Master of Chaos and Evil either stole them or tricked the Radiants into giving them to him. Krak Ling’s is the Stone of Bidding and the other is the Inimicus Stone or Lapis Draconis.

      

      Sigil Magic - Particularly good against Dark Magic. A sigil or line drawn in one stroke with the single letters (removing any repeated ones) of your opponent. Wear the sigil as an amulet.

      

      Dunloe - Multiverse of Killarney, Ireland, where Raine grew up.

      

      The Red Dragon - Dark grimoire of Melanthios’.

      

      Naga - Reptilian group of Dark Magicals. Deep relationship with snakes, especially cobras. Also connection with birds and wolves. Citizens of the Netherworld city of Putkari. Entrances marked by anthills. Sumaire is their head. They practise Reptilian Magic. May have stemmed from Lemuria.

      Some migrated to Ireland, blended with the Fae and became the Unseelie Court. Referred to today sometimes as Nathairians. Nathair = Snake.

      

      Kotodama - Japanese Magic - Rare - Words and Manifestations

      

      Dunloe - Secret realm accessed through Cork in Ireland, where Raine was raised by Evander, her father and Leah, her nanny.

      

      The Five Master Books:

      The Vivarium, a study of Nature’s mysteries.

      The Affinitum, which explains the relationship between all living things in Nature and substances in Nature, and how essentially they are of the same essence.

      The Celestium, addresses the mysteries of celestial spheres such as the sun, moon and planets.

      The Siderealum containing the secrets of the stars and how they affect us.

      The Arcadium, the book on magic, learning to master the invisible world. Included in this are pathways to controlling demons and the Dark worlds. The Arcadium is also full of healing magic through the use of talismans, amulets, invocations, charms and plant magic.
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