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			Max sat on the ground where he’d fallen, and kept very still. Walking around in this world of stories was like being in an exceptionally frightening computer game. You never knew what was going to pop out at you. His heart hammered in his chest as he stared at the knight.

			“Watch where you’re going, will you?” The horse and its rider towered over Nettle but she stood right in front of them with her hands on her hips – very unwisely, in Max’s opinion.

			The knight raised his gloved hand and Max winced, convinced he was going to reach down and strike Nettle a fatal blow. 

			Instead, the knight lifted his visor.

			“A thousand pardons, fair damsel!” he said, revealing a pair of bright blue eyes and a very bushy moustache which spilled out of the helmet. “Do excuse my excessive blunder. I didn’t realise there was anybody here.” He turned to Max. “No bones broken, I trust, young squire?”

			Max shook his head. Now that he could see his face, the knight didn’t look too bad. His booming voice sounded friendly too.

			“Good, good,” the knight chortled. “Now if all’s well, time’s a-wasting and I have fish to fry! I’m in pursuit, don’t ye know! Onward, Nobility, my trusty steed!” 

			“No, wait!” Nettle cried. “Have you seen a witch go by, with a little—”

			But the knight was already pointing his horse and his lance in the direction he had been heading. 

			Then he stopped. 

			“Oh, flog it! It’s gone!”

			“What’s gone?” Max craned his head but he couldn’t see anything other than fields and hedges.

			“Wretched rainbow, squire,” said the knight. “Didn’t you see it? It was up that way, in the west. Darned elusive things, rainbows. Been tilting at ’em all my days and never caught one yet.” He twirled a length of sandy moustache. “Got pretty close once or twice, mind ye. ’Tis only a matter of time.”

			“I thought knights were supposed to chase dragons and things, not rainbows,” Nettle said.

			“You’re not alone in that style of thinking, young madam,” said the knight, clanking a leg up and over and sliding down from his horse. “Many’s the time I’ve been advised I’m on a hiding to naught, frittering my life away. ‘Give it a rest, Sir Gladalad,’ folk used to say. ‘You’re never going to cover yourself in glory that way. Do something useful instead.’”

			“Sir . . . Gladalad?” Nettle said.

			“That’s me,” said the knight. “Should have said before. Been so long since I’ve seen a body or a soul, I’ve forgotten how to behave. Etiquette, and all that – gone rusty, just like my armour!” He laughed and bowed as low as his creaking armour would allow, wheeling his hand round in circles as he did so. “Sir Gladalad Gadabout, at your service. How do ye do?”

			At your service. Max liked the sound of those words. This knight didn’t seem to be afraid, like the people he’d met at Happy End. He wasn’t hiding away in the palace. A fearless knight was just what they needed. 

			“Hello,” he said, standing and brushing grass from the turn-ups of his short trousers. “I’m Max.” 

			“Greetings, Max. Sorry we up-ended you. Spot of knickerbocker trouble there, I see.” The knight guffawed, then gazed off into the distance. He still seemed disappointed about the rainbow.

			“I wonder if you could help us,” Max said, as politely as possible. “You see, we’re on a quest.” 

			“Ah ha,” said Sir Gladalad, reluctantly tearing his eyes away from the sky. He smiled in a way that made his already curly moustache curl a little more. “A quest, is it? Splendid. Wondered what brought you. I haven’t seen anyone on these plains for many a month.”

			“How long have you been here?” Max asked.

			“Thirty-seven moons, maybe longer.”

			Max did a quick calculation in his head. That was over three years. He firmly hoped they weren’t going to be here for that long. Anyway, they couldn’t be. They only had two days.

			“Why have you been out here so long?” Nettle asked, patting the broad nose of Sir Gladalad’s huge horse. “Are you lost?”

			“Not lost, dear girl. Banished. Got banished, ye see, in the Long Summer of Yore.”

			“Who by?” Nettle asked.

			“What for?” Max added. That was more to the point. A knight in armour might be helpful on the quest – but not if he was a criminal. 

			“Banished by a lord, as a matter of fact,” Sir Gladalad said, a little sheepishly. “’Twas Lord Malberry.”

			“We’ve heard of him.” Nettle gave Max a meaningful look. 

			“Yes? Not surprised. Powerful fella. He got fed up with me, all right. ’Tis the rainbow-chasing, don’t ye know. Got to be a bit of a habit. I was to marry Lord Malberry’s daughter, the fair Lady Willamina, but I kept dashing after the rainbows and he claimed I wasn’t good enough for her. Said I had to live alone out here in the wilderness until I came to my senses. I wasn’t to show my face at Happy End until I’d proved I had true . . . true . . . now, what was it?” He scratched the top of his helmet. “Ah yes, I remember. True mettle.”

			“What’s true mettle?” Max asked. If Sir Gladalad had it, whatever it was, it could be useful to them on the quest.

			“Not entirely sure. That’s half the problem, old squire. But I imagine I haven’t shown it yet, since I’m still here!” Sir Gladalad gave a rueful chuckle.

			“What about Lady Willamina?” Nettle said.

			“Good question. Spirited girl, she is. Got terrifically angry and told Lord Malberry it was none of his business who she married.”

			“Good for her!” said Nettle.

			“Quite so,” said Sir Gladalad. “Trouble was, old Malberry didn’t like it – always hated being defied. Used a drop of magic on her, I shouldn’t wonder. Don’t know what he transformed her into. A swan, most likely. I see a flock of ’em flying over here from time to time. I always call her name but no swan ever answers. Nor even turns its lovely long neck in my direction. Willamina had a neck, I can tell you, white and soft as snow.” He sniffed. “Snappy dresser too, all her own style. Liked to wear men’s trews. Practical, you see, not like the other damsels.”

			“And now you’re apart all the time. That’s so sad,” Nettle said, staring up at the sky.

			Max guessed she was thinking about Wild and how she was apart from him, too. It was terrible to imagine him all alone with that dreadful witch. 

			“Holdy hard!” Sir Gladalad bellowed suddenly. “There’s one of ’em now!”

			“A swan?” Max scanned the sky.

			“No, lad. A rainbow!” With a clunk of metal Sir Gladalad straddled his horse. “Lovely chatting and consorting with you both, but I must away.”

			“Wait!” Nettle said. “You can’t just leave us. My little brother’s missing!”

			“That’s right,” said Max. “Babs Haggard has stolen him. We think she’s taken him to Beyond. We’re on our way to find him.”

			Sir Gladalad tucked the ends of his moustache away in his helmet. “Dashed sorry to hear that. But I don’t recommend a trip to Beyond. ’Tis a terrible place by all accounts. No one’s ever come back from there. And you don’t want to go climbing Harsh Mountain. Far too treacherous.” He gathered the horse’s reins as it staggered sideways, eager to be off on the chase. “No. Best you two green saplings turn around and go back to the safety of wherever ’tis you’ve come from.” 

			“No!” A wave of nausea had rolled over Max at the mention of Harsh Mountain, but he rushed forward, determined to stop Sir Gladalad from leaving. The presence of an adult was reassuring, even if that adult was an exceedingly flaky knight from some ancient made-up story. If he could just make him understand the seriousness of the situation, he might stay with them.

			“We can’t go back,” he said. “We’re on a quest to defeat Babs Haggard, you see. We think she’s killed Lord Malberry.”

			“What’s that?” Sir Gladalad looked startled. “Malberry’s dead, you say?”

			“Yes. And she’s going to kill all the happy endings too. She’s taking over the whole of your world with her evil.”

			“Taking over Ever After?”

			“Yes. You’re so keen on rainbows you probably haven’t noticed. But can’t you see how cold and grey everything’s turning? Haven’t you felt the fierce winds?”

			“Can’t say I have.” The knight looked around. “Though now you come to mention it, there have been some devilish nasty mists floating in of late, clouding up the rainbows, et cetera . . .”

			“You have to help us,” Max insisted. “If we don’t stop Babs Haggard, there won’t be any more happy endings ever again. Not for you or anyone else!” And, he thought to himself, he and Nettle and Wild would never get home.

			The knight seemed to hesitate, his eyes flickering between the two of them and the distant rainbow.

			“Please come,” Max said, racking his brains for something more persuasive. 

			“Yes, please do,” Nettle said, adding, “you never know, we might even find your Lady Willamina on the way.”

			Max had to admit that was brilliant. It was the something extra he had been searching for. Sir Gladalad clearly loved this Lady Willamina. Surely he’d come with them now.

			“Love to accompany you,” Sir Gladalad said. “Nothing I’d like more. Trouble is,” he turned away from them, “Trouble is, I’m a hopeless case . . .” He clicked his tongue. “Onward, Nobility. A rainbow calls!”

			“Please stop!” Nettle called as he cantered away. 

			“What about us?” Max shouted. He couldn’t believe Sir Gladalad was deserting them. “At least tell us how long it will take us to get there.”

			“By all means,” Sir Gladalad hollered back. “If you go at a fair lick you’ll be off the plains and over the two valleys in a few hours. You should be at Harsh Mountain by nightfall.” 

			“Have you heard of the Shining Pathway?” Nettle called. “Do you know anything about that?” 

			But the knight only saluted as he rode. “Fare ye well, young adventurers! Rainbow ho!” He dropped his visor and broke into a gallop. “Rainbow hooooooo!”

			They stood listening to the last echoes of Sir Gladalad’s voice, and the fading clip clop of his horse’s hooves. 

			Nettle stamped her foot. 

			“So much for blimmin’ knights in blimmin’ shining armour!” 

			“I know.” Max nodded. “Not that his armour was very shiny.” Sir Gladalad hadn’t behaved like a gallant knight at all; he hadn’t shown any interest in helping to rescue Wild. “What story is Sir Gladalad Gadabout from anyway?”

			Nettle shrugged. “Not one I know.” 

			So she didn’t know all the stories after all. Max considered saying so but it didn’t seem fair. Especially since she’d pushed him out of the way of Sir Gladalad’s horse, saving his life for the second time that day. And anyway, he’d had enough of arguing.

			“So,” he said. “What now?” Although he already knew the answer. 

			“We keep going, of course. To Harsh Mountain.” Nettle pulled her leafy jacket around her. She began walking, and Max followed.

			The closer they came to the mountain, the bigger and more unconquerable it seemed. Max generally avoided risky activities of all kinds, but climbing was his absolute worst. Mum had been a brilliant climber. It was sort of her job. She was like Spiderman. She never fell off anything or even lost her footing, except that one last time when the avalanche came. Even Mum couldn’t do anything about that. Max had never had a head for heights himself, but now heights were the things he hated most in all the world.

			Every bit of him wanted to turn round and flee for his life, but he kept walking. Walking and walking towards Harsh Mountain, the highest height he’d ever seen in his life. How could a boy like him, he thought for the hundredth time, a boy who was terrified of heights and pretty much everything else, possibly be the one to save the Land of Ever After?

		

	
		
			 

			[image: 04.tif] 

			[image: flourishleft.tif] Chapter Nine [image: flourishright.tif]

			“How much further?” Max wondered aloud. “We must have walked for miles.” 

			They had been trudging over the fields, their eyes fixed on Harsh Mountain, for hours, but they didn’t seem to be getting any closer. The sickly, pale sun was going steadily downwards and a cold wind blew into their faces. A thick grey mist had gathered low around their ankles so that Max couldn’t even see his aching feet. He hopped along behind Nettle, trying to brush grit off the soles of his slippers. He didn’t need to look at them to know they were completely worn through. His feet were killing him.

			“I’ve never walked this far before. Not even when we did orienteering at school.” At least he’d had boots then and a proper coat. “Can you see any sign of the Shining Path?”

			Nettle didn’t answer. She seemed to be saving all her energy for walking, ploughing grimly on ahead of him. He wouldn’t have minded if she’d talked to him a bit. Even her rudeness would have been better than listening to the anxious cries he could hear in the distance. He couldn’t see anyone, they were too far off, but he could tell they were people in a hurry. The words escape, safety and Happy End carried their way to him on the wind, being repeated over and over. He wondered just how safe Happy End really was. The palace hadn’t seemed too secure when he was there; it could be even less so by now. He shuddered as he remembered the moan that had come from the giant’s mouth, and the twitching of his enormous fingers. Whoever these people were, he hoped they made it to Happy End alive. And he hoped it would be Bill Fairfoul who greeted them there, not some terrifying giant.

			Talking would have distracted him from worrying about Dad too. What would Dad have done when they didn’t appear out of the cake? What was he doing now? Was he already sitting with some police officer, shoulders slumped, preparing to go on national television and make an appeal for Max to come home? Was he crying? Just thinking about it made Max want to cry himself.

			And he was hungry. It was odd to be thinking about food at a time like this but the wedding lunch, which they’d missed, must have been over ages ago and his stomach was grumbling like mad. So was Nettle’s. He could hear it gurgle as she marched ahead of him. They’d passed a solitary apple tree full of red and green fruit, but as soon as they’d picked an apple and bitten into it, its skin had turned grey, and its flesh pulpy and rotten. Babs Haggard’s grip on Ever After seemed to be tightening by the minute. 

			“What’s school like?” Nettle said suddenly, still walking in front of him.

			That was an odd question. “What? What do you mean?”

			“I mean, what’s it like?” Nettle tossed her head impatiently. At least she was talking to him.

			“Don’t you know?”

			“No. I’ve never been to school. Ilona home-schools me so we can go travelling. I’ve been to eleven different countries. And Wild’s been to five.”

			“Really? I never knew that.” 

			“Don’t know much about us, do you?”

			It was true. He hardly knew anything about Nettle and Wild. He hadn’t wanted to know. Whenever Dad had tried talking to him about Ilona and her family, Max had switched off and slipped away as quickly as possible to work on his marble run. 

			“Do you like travelling, then?” Going to faraway countries wasn’t Max’s idea of fun. He liked being at home where he knew the routine and exactly what dinner would taste like.

			“I love it. I love going to new places. We’re not doing it any more though, now that Ilona’s marrying your dad. We’re settling down. Worse luck.” Nettle pulled a leaf off her jacket, scrunched it between her fingers and let it fall. 

			“I see.” 

			Max wasn’t happy about the wedding but it had never occurred to him that Nettle might not be too pleased about it either. He’d never tried to look at it from her point of view. Perhaps he should have done.

			“Why do you call her Ilona? She is your mum, isn’t she?”

			“Of course.” Nettle shrugged. “Ilona doesn’t like labels. She’s a free spirit. Me and Wild are free spirits too.” Max couldn’t think of an answer to that. He noticed that the mist was rising, circling their waists and becoming more dense. He couldn’t see his hands now unless he lifted them out of the mist.

			“So what’s it like?” Nettle said again. “Do you have a uniform and school dinners and stuff?”

			“Oh yes, all of that,” he said, pleased to be asked to think about something ordinary for once. “School’s OK, I suppose. My teacher’s Mr Burton. He’s quite good, but he’s a bit strict. Tony and Rio once put their chewed chewing gum on his chair and he sat on it and it stuck to his trousers. He was so angry, he went purple! It was really funny.”

			“Tony and Rio are idiots,” Nettle announced.

			“You don’t know,” Max retorted. “You’ve never met them.”

			“It’s obvious. There’s nothing funny about ruining someone’s trousers.”

			Nettle was so quick to react and so certain about everything. If they’d been in Mansley and not in this serious situation, Max might have told her to stop being such a know-all. Although now he came to think about it, the chewing gum incident hadn’t been all that funny. And he’d never seen Mr Burton in those trousers since. All the same, if anyone was going to say Tony and Rio were idiots, it ought to be him, not Nettle.

			Nettle stopped suddenly and Max bumped into her.

			“I’ve lost it!”

			“Lost what? What’s wrong?”

			“The path we were on. I can’t see it any more.”

			Max watched the mist spread out in front of them like deep water. It was very disconcerting not being able to see where they were putting their feet, but surely all they had to do was keep walking towards the mountain? He was about to say so when he saw that just a little further on, the mist ramped up into the sky like a steep ski slope. Harsh Mountain was no longer visible. Not even the top. 

			The two of them turned slowly round on the spot. Long heavy curtains of mist hung all around them. When they stopped turning, Max realised he no longer knew which way he was facing. Towards Harsh Mountain and Beyond, or back the way they had come.

			“Which way is it? Which way?” Nettle kicked angrily at the mist. “The witch must be doing this. She must know we’re on our way. She’s trying to stop us!”

			“Or else it’s a trap.” Max swallowed nervously. 

			He lifted his marble net so he could see it and passed it anxiously from hand to hand. If Babs Haggard attacked them here, they would have no chance. He wished he could go back in time to when he’d woken up that morning. He’d refuse to get out of bed. He’d stay there for the whole day and then none of this could happen.

			Something moved very close by in the scrubby grass. Max yelped and instinctively grabbed Nettle’s arm.

			“What was that?”

			“What?” She pushed his hand away. “I didn’t see anything.”

			“There’s something out there.”

			He froze, listening intently. First there was nothing, but then he heard the swish of grass. His eyes followed the sound and he saw the silhouette of a boy, darting through the fog.

			“Can’t catch me!”

			The mist cleared a little and Max recognised the short boy he’d glimpsed before. He still had his arms in the air but he didn’t look quite so brown now. He had grey patches on him, and he wasn’t running quite so fast.

			“Wait!” Nettle shouted, seeing him too. 

			“Run, run as fast as you can,” the boy called over his shoulder in a tiny, rasping voice. “You can’t catch me.”

			“Hold on a minute!” Nettle said. “Isn’t that . . . ?”

			“I’m the gingerbread man!” The boy leaped high, curled into a ball and somersaulted up into the air and away from them. He landed, ran on and disappeared into the mist. 

			“The gingerbread man!” Nettle exclaimed. “That is so weird.”

			Of course it was the gingerbread man. Max should have realised. That was why he had his arms stuck in the air all the time – he’d been made with a biscuit cutter.

			“I saw him before,” he said. “I wish he’d just stand still for a moment. He might know something about the Shining Pathway. We could have asked him for directions.”

			“At least he’s made a path,” Nettle said. She was right. The gingerbread man’s somersaulting body had hollowed out a sort of tunnel in the mist. “Although it’s not exactly shiny.”

			“Should we follow it, do you think?” Max gazed around. He didn’t know if it was the right way or not, but it was the only way there was. 

			“We’ll have to,” Nettle said.

			They walked, stooping, into the tunnel of mist. Max couldn’t see an end to the tunnel and it felt claustrophobic, much worse than being inside the cake. He hoped it wasn’t going to bring on a panic attack.

			“Your mum gave you those marbles, didn’t she?”

			Until Nettle spoke, Max hadn’t even realised he was still holding his marble net. Hastily he put it away in his pocket. 

			“How did you know?”

			“She died three years ago. Ilona told me that. You’ve had the marbles for three years and never opened them. You get really stressy if anyone touches them. It’s obvious.”

			“What are you, some kind of detective?” Max couldn’t help being impressed at how quickly Nettle worked things out but he didn’t like anyone knowing how important the marbles were to him. If Tony and Rio found out, they might not understand. They’d say he was a baby. 

			“Don’t tell anyone about them, will you? If we get home, I mean?” None of it would matter at all if they never got back to Mansley.

			“Like who? Who would I tell? Wild?”

			“No, I don’t mind about him.” Wild was only little. Max couldn’t imagine Wild ever being mean or teasing him about anything.

			“I’m not telling those losers at your school, if that’s what you’re thinking,” Nettle said. “If I do start there in September I won’t be telling those two anything.”

			“You’re going to my school?” This was news to Max. He’d known for a while that he was going to have to share a house with Nettle. He hadn’t imagined he would have to see her all day at school too. Had Dad told him about this? Had he just not been listening? 

			“Do you want to go?” he asked. He wasn’t worried about Tony and Rio making his life a misery now. If she chose to, Nettle could do that all by herself.

			“Maybe. Maybe not. Wild wants to go. He can’t wait to start school. And I wouldn’t mind knowing what it’s like, being in a proper classroom all day, learning loads of different stuff.”

			The ground they were walking on was rough and Max winced at every step. He tried to take his mind off his feet by imagining Nettle at school. He’d have to introduce her, probably, on the first day of term. What would everyone else make of her? She wasn’t like the other girls he knew. He bet the girls would be quite impressed by her, though, even if Tony and Rio weren’t.

			“Hurry up, Max,” she said now. “What do you keep stopping for? Something wrong with your feet?”

			“Yes. I’ve got blisters, thanks to these stupid shoes Ilona made me wear.” He glanced at Nettle, remembering it was her mother he was talking about. “No offence,” he added.

			Nettle smirked. “It’s OK. I didn’t want to wear this stupid leaf suit either.”

			“Really?” Max had always thought of Ilona and Nettle and Wild as a sort of package. They were one type of person and he was another. He hadn’t considered that Nettle might not like all the same things her mother liked. 

			“Why did you go along with it then?”

			“Because she seemed so happy. I didn’t want to burst her bubble. She really likes your dad.”

			“He really likes her too,” Max said. “But I guess we knew that.”

			“Yes,” Nettle agreed. “Guess we did.” 

			It occurred to Max that in many ways he and Nettle were in the same boat. They were both being forced to give up a way of life that suited them because of their parents’ marriage. Maybe that was why she treated him so badly. Thinking about it, he probably hadn’t treated her too well either. Maybe he should have made a bit more effort.

			They walked silently for a while, the mist coiling around them, and then Nettle said, “I’m sorry about your mum dying and everything.”

			“Oh. Thanks.”

			It was odd, Nettle coming right out and mentioning Mum like that.

			“It must have been really horrible for you.”

			“Yeah,” Max said. “It was.”

			No one at school ever talked about Mum, or the fact that he didn’t have one any longer. They were too embarrassed. He felt a bit embarrassed himself right now but he tried not to show it because at least Nettle had started to be a bit nicer to him.

			He wondered what he could say to be nice back. Maybe something about Ilona. He thought she was quite pretty. He could say something about her clothes. The tassels and fringey bits on her dresses. All those scarves that kept getting caught on door handles. That probably wasn’t quite the right thing. Before he could think what was the right thing, they came out of the tunnel of mist and found themselves back out in the open. 

			They were at the far edge of the wide plain. They had crossed it successfully. The two valleys Sir Gladalad had mentioned lay ahead, the only things left between them and Harsh Mountain. The mountain was clearly visible again now and it looked much, much closer. Its sharp shadow loomed right over the valleys and seemed to point directly at them.

			Max took a deep breath. It wouldn’t be long now before they met their fate, whatever it was to be. Falling from a mountain, being killed by Babs Haggard, or perhaps turned to stone for all eternity. Whatever it was, it would all be over soon. He reckoned it would only take them another hour or so to walk to the mountain. The sun was low but it ought to be light long enough. He was about to say so when Nettle ran forward. 

			“Hello! What are you doing here?” she exclaimed.

			She sounded so excited that for a moment Max thought she’d seen Wild, but when he looked over there were three long-haired kittens, trotting to meet her. They gathered round her, rubbing their pretty heads against her knees.

			“Look, Max, they’re so cute!” She crouched down and tickled them under their chins, laughing as one of them licked her wrist. “Oh dear, are you hungry? I’m sorry we haven’t got any food for you. Where did you three come from? Are you from the nursery rhyme? Are you the three little kittens who lost their mittens?”

			The kittens did look adorable. They were so soft and sweet-looking, so unlike the harsh landscape they’d just crossed. Max felt like stroking them too, but something made him stay back. What were three such well-groomed kittens doing out here all alone on the plain? Had someone left them behind, maybe, in their haste to get to Happy End? It didn’t quite add up. 

			“Nettle. Don’t. We’ve got to keep going, remember? Hold on, we don’t know if they’re—”

			Before he could go on, the licking kitten’s tongue suddenly grew, stretching out of its mouth until it was as long as Max’s school tie.

			“Watch out!” Max cried. 

			“Oh!” Nettle recoiled, but it was already too late. The disgusting tongue had wrapped itself firmly round her wrist while, to Max’s horror, the rest of the kitten began to bulge and grow. 

			As he watched, the other kittens grew too. Their mews and purrs turned to fierce hisses and menacing growls. In a matter of seconds there was no longer any sign of the cute little kittens. Instead, Max found himself staring at three huge wild cats, all of them surrounding Nettle. 

			And it wasn’t food they were interested in. It was Nettle herself.
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			Max stared in shock as the cat with the long tongue seized Nettle’s elbow in its teeth. A second cat took hold of her other elbow and she gasped with pain. The third cat stood on its hind legs and grabbed her hair, then dropped to all fours, dragging Nettle down with it. They pinned her to the ground.

			“Max!”

			“Nettle!”

			Max took a step forward, but as soon as he did so, the cats whipped their heads in his direction, snarling, daring him to come nearer. 

			He stopped, his feet glued to the ground. He was about as mobile as his bedroom cupboard. He was so scared. All he could do was watch Nettle struggle. 

			Then the animals began to drag her away.

			“Max!” she yelled. “Do something! Please!”

			It flashed through Max’s mind that if Nettle was taken away now he would have to continue the quest on his own. It would be a hundred times worse then. 

			He forced himself on a few steps and stopped again. What could he do? He needed a weapon. He remembered the brooch that held his cape, and undid it. He moved forward tentatively, holding the brooch pin out in front of him. Maybe he could stab one of the cats with it. But even if he dared, he’d never get near enough to manage it. The pin was only about four centimetres long. He stood still again, stuck.

			“Get help!” Nettle shouted.

			“Where from?” Even

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/flourishleft_fmt9.jpeg





OEBPS/image/CakeWolfWitch_TITLEtyp_fmt.jpeg
ooooooooo





OEBPS/image/05_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/image/flourishright_fmt7.jpeg
SN





OEBPS/image/flourishright_fmt9.jpeg
SN





OEBPS/image/04_fmt.jpeg





cover.jpeg
b\

| :}m\ ‘Endlessly‘r inventive’ Piers Torday, b
f 5@ author of the Last Wild trilogy

2} : ° °
Za%  Maudie Smith

-
7 N
7

s

Illustrated by ‘c‘@k
Tony Ross &

<o)





OEBPS/image/OrionChildrensBooks_fmt.jpeg
Orion
Child e Books





OEBPS/image/flourishleft_fmt7.jpeg





OEBPS/image/03_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/image/flourishleft_fmt8.jpeg





OEBPS/image/flourishright_fmt8.jpeg
SN






