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Prologue
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Four soily men wrapped in cotton rags pulled at the dirt with a wooden pala and piled the sod onto a small wooden wagon. An old man waited his turn, marvelling at the mens fortitude to dig through the day and turn over little more than stones. The old man's face was marred by deep folds of age, his hands strangely formed perhaps, but he could still pull the cart and earn his modest room in Pamplonka. Today the men had come to dig the sod on the castle named for Queen Pamplonka the Greedy. Let sleeping daemons die, Kirrikirri thought. The men pulled up some coins, some clasps, nothing of great value. He lit a cigarette and thought about life while he waited. It was near sungodfall that he heard the men, filled with surprise at first and then growing with excitement, "Irulegi! Irulega! Irulegot!" and holding up a bronze piece to the dying embers of the sungod the eldest of the four brothers shouted, "Praise to the father shining in t' haefon, for we is rich as kings!" It wasn't long thereafter he was found buried in a ditch and with him his three brothers buried up to their necks, and the copper hand named Irulegi thought lost to war had disappeared.

Terra Cotta turned, the sungod shone another turn, and once again Kirrikirri pulled the wagon the same as before, selling sod and sometimes taking the piss, though, if one looked closely, the wagon had new wheels and a spring fork.

It so happened that on the day of Pascua the Nineteenth Maple Leaf St Claire visited the cobbled streets of Pamplonka Castle on a touring holiday. The castle was steeped in herstory, for many Queens had taken its head and held their own, sometimes twice a night. Deep in the back of a small Havadaquirie shoppe in Bric-A-Brac Lane, Maple Leaf St Claire picked up a glass bottle filled with blue liquid and a scattering of white sand. A small and cunningly crafted ship sloshed about on tiny artisinal waves. Slosh. Slosh. Maple peered closely through full-moon spectacles tinted black to avoid the sungod's glare. She had studied the art of Looking at Witchaven yarns ago, oyl's boils, she had taught some classes and all, but this was a new thing. A mesmer. An apparition bleeding through the curtain of unreality into real life. The Castle Pamplonka overlooked the Spankian coast where the Harmada de Spanko escorted trade ships on their way from Formica to Bongland on what the sailors called the Silk Thread, the trade route threading Oestre to Waste.

Looking. The art of seeing what was directly in front of you. Ley people often chose to ignore the world in front of them because many things were incongruent with the ordinary passing of Ley life. Ships in bottles didn't have billowing sails, that was impossible due to mekaniks, therefore it could not exist. It must be a trick of the light, they would convince themselves. Witches knew life was anything but rational. It was séantifically impossible for the fabric of spice-time to exist, but it did, and sometimes the fabric got a ladder in it.

Maple tipped the bottle one way and the ship's sails billowed full and firm, tilted it the other way and the sails fell flat into dead calm. It was like the ship felt the weight of the water change. The mesmer was mesmerising.

There was no name on the mesmer yet someone had commissioned this beautiful work of art now left to gather dust in the back of the Havadaquirie. It had an air of familiarity about it. Maple knew the kraft of a witch's hand just like a sparrow knows its own eggs.

Time was everywhere, sloshing about like brandy, and any glass container could be a crystal ball in the right light to a fortune teller, yes, balls didn't have to be round, they came in all shapes and sizes.

The swirls around the ship had faces in them, strange bodies, a tail? She had only come out shopping for some Bric, maybe a little Brac, some tobacco for her pipe and a pint of whiskers. Little curios for an empty shelf in her caravan now, but things that make a little cottage a home in the fullness of time. She had almost enough money to buy her cottage, just one or two more jobs and she could live in peace and not be bothered by other people's problems.

An old woman with long grey hair peered at her from behind a stack of Frankian pastecards featuring drawings of women of questionable virtue, and muttered through a wizened hand to an even older woman. Witch, they muttered together. It wasn't a cruel indictment, it wasn't kind either. They looked, but Maple saw. Maple's farsight didn't operate in a straight line like regular Ley sight, it meandered around corners and hung about looking people up and down. She saw their lips behind the flowery pastecards move more than heard their words. People kept calling her witch in this town, and maybe she was and maybe she wasn't. Not a qualified one, anyway. She had failed all the classes at Witchaven but one and despite saving the school from hideous attack had still failed to earn the title of real witch. They simply awarded her the title of honorary witch. Honorary meant failed.

There were little creatures climbing up the ship in the bottle and there were even tiny words painted in white on the hull, Carpe Mano, Carpe Dios. She blinked and the little figures were gone. They reappeared when she turned both her eyes away but when she looked straight at the ship it was just a cunningly carved bit of wood. She tucked a wave of dark curly hair under her hat and tried to trick the vision by turning only one eye to the ship, but whatever it was knew all about double-vision and skittered out of reach. Maple had peri-feral vision in one eye and a blind spot in the other. Her mother had something similar the doctors in Bongland called cat-racks that made her eyes all milky. Maple's eyes on the other hand were roughly the same colour but no one knew which colour. Her left eye operated on a different timeline, her right eye was lazy. Was she looking at the past, the present, the future... or just her imagination? It wouldn't be the first time her mind played tricks on her...

Is anyone there? she asked. Her mind was empty.

"Can I 'elp you, luv?"

Maple jumped in fright.

The battered old Spankian shoppekeeper broke the spell of the mesmer. He scratched his beard and offered a smile with the front tooth missing.

Maple put down the ship, she had just seen the pricetag of one gold coin. In her life she had never held an entire gold coin and likely never would. "Just Looking, thanks," she said before she could invoke the piece of paper with 'You braked it you bort it' scribbled on it.
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Here Be Tigers
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Once upon a time in a land far, far away, there lived a ferocious tiger named Scarbeard. Scarbeard ruled the sea with an iron paw, stealing from the rich and giving to the needy, ie himself. His name was whispered by nervous sailors in rundown dock bars and shouted angrily by very important men in gold tights who had a lot invested in this world the mapmakers called Terra Cotta.

"Tow the lines, pull the sheets!" Scarbeard yawled. He helped Clawdia unwhip a thick grassy rope from an iron bollard. "Pull it like you think it loves you, Clawds!" Scarbeard had a mouth like a pyrite, also the eyes, nose, but not the teeth or the... paws.

El Tigre was a pyrite port, but you wouldn't find it on any map on account of mapmakers never making it back alive with their drawings. Sometimes their ships mysteriously turned into a pile of goodweight lumber while docked at Saville Roe. Sometimes they disappeared from family life only to turn up again yarns later with a gold earring and battle-scars.

"Will we get more Formican supplies this trip, captain?" Clawdia was a new crewmember who had run away from Bongland. "Only I'm keen on a new hairbrush, my hair ain't half natty." She wasn't too open about what she was running from, but she was awfully good at playing pokey. And deuce​[1].

Scarbeard was a pyrite through and through, at least according to herstory books. They say herstory is written by Victoria, and Victoria wrote a whole chapter on Scarbeard the Pyrite who terrified trading ships from Bongland to Formica and back again. One might say she had a little crush. Others might say she was paid in gold doubloins. Two things can be true at the same time.

Scarbeard and his crew of misfits sailed the Terra Cottan ocean Oestrewards to Wastewards, down past the Souphland Mare and up to the Norphumbland Isles, searching for that one thing drives all tigers mad with delight... treasure.

Only two turns at sea before they found their prey. This particular crew of Pyrites had a remarkably good sense of smell.

"Take the end of my swash!" Scarbeard thrust a rusty rapier at a bewildered sailor.

"But... but you're a..." The sailor dodged, tried to parry an arm thicker than his leg and twice as hairy before deciding early retirement was preferable to fighting tigers. He stepped aside, dropping his bluntsword and raised his hands before walking jittery along the gangplank. The pyrites emptied the holds and carried the supplies back to their ship.

The hull of Scarbeard's ship was built from the last remaining logs of deep, dark Lignum Vitae, a rich and herstoric wood taken from the now barren Faraway Islands. They said Lignum Vitae was used to make stout wizard staffs, but that was all old witch and farly tales. There were no wizards, not any more.

Three stout masts carried rows of cloth sails, junk rig sails they were called according to their numerous cuts, with rows of light bamboozled battens between them to pick up the slack of even the slightest breeze.

"Go aahhhn, show us yer divin' skill," Bandit laughed as the sailor clambered to the end of the plank and performed quite a decent swan dive into the ocean, not too far from shore, but far enough from the city for Scarbeard and his crew to make a great escape.

The Delulah was intricate in design. Compared to the fighting ships of the Spankian Harmada she was fast and easy to repair by a crew with hairy knuckles. The ship was named after Queen Delulah who was beheaded for stealing from King Hungry the Fifth's coffers to buy slippers. King Hungry was beheaded by King Hairy for stealing the land tax, and so on up to King Janus The Stupifying. There were a lot of heads lying about in Schooch herstory, but nevermind, it made for fantastic plays.

The crew of the Delulah took the treasure they were after, namely a shipment of silk sheets they could sell on the Frankian market without too many questions, the rest to turn into sails. Creatures with sharp claws tended to go through a lot of sails. They left the remainder of the sailors to their fate of rowing back to shore.

"What's that then, 10 silk sheets, twenty kegs of rum, any gold?"

"Nay." Bandit shook his head with melancholy and went for'ard to repair the bowsprit.

"Get her shipshape, then," Scarbeard's voice was soft but firm, like a boiled egg.

According to Scarbeard, pyrite ships were always she. You threw bottles of Champers at her, spent a fortune steaming and applying bitchumen, and then you pushed her into the bath with a prayer to your local deity. She either shrugged off the first wave and took you on fantastic adventures or tumbled over in a wreck to leave you in ruin. That was the risk of pyricy... the startup overheads... and more often than not the underheads.

"Six to one the next one's a Spankian frigate!" shouted Clawdia. A few cats replied, "I'll have a piece of that," and shelled out a few pins​[2] while Clawdia wrote down the markets in a little red book.

A ship the size of the Delulah did not operate without generous funding from vulture capitalists. Fighting the endless hordes of woodworm alone consumed almost a tonne of wormbane oil and never mind the numerous junked sails that a million silkworms created in ten big turns. The first three big turns were spent training the silkworms to weave.

Despite myriad​[3] bureaucratic battles and a mountain of red tape, the Delulah sailed. Her waxed bow sliced through waves like an eel in heat. Her wooden figurehead hanging under the bowsprit was the traditionally full-breasted lady whose blouse had somehow slid down too much.

A fast cutter, The Delulah was the bane of the Frankian Fleet and the terror of the Norphumbleland Navy. "Here be Tigers" they wrote on deep-sea maps in frightening hightalics, and next to it they drew a solitary tooth. You don’t expect to find tigers on the open sea and that was their greatest weapon – surprise.

High atop the middenmast flew a flag that sent shivers down the collective spines of merchant vessels across the turning sea, the Onion Jack. You saw The Onion but once in your life, and if you were wise enough to turn and run you lived to tell about it. The Onion Jack made grown men cry, and not just from the smell!

It was a dark and stormy morning. A terrible mist drew in over the ocean just three ropes from the Norphumbleland coast when the Delulah appeared like a ghost and descended on a large and opious trading vessel named The Bizmath. A Ditch trader, she carried prunes, nuts, beer, twenty premium slavs​[4], and the cash register nicked from the Takeaway at Geezer in Gypsum. The Bizmath was designed to outrun the fastest pyrite ships, but most pyrite ships weren't rowed upwind by tigers. There was a loud flash, lots of scratching, howls, rawrs, several hairy whipping noises, and finally the eerie sound of a wooden chest filled with copper coins rattle-scraping across the deck to be pulley-lifted onto the deck of Delulah. It was over before it started. As the Bizmath slunk back home with its afts'l between its proverbial legs, the pyrites licked their wounds and other bits, and counted their treasure.

"¡Con las velas desplegadas!​[5]" Bandit shouted and the cats unfurled the sails ha'pins. The Delulah surged forward using the miracle of sailing that lets a heavy ship travel almost against the wind by tricking the wind to go sideward when all it wants to do is go forward. A proper Spankian ship-builder might classify the Delulah a fragata, a fighting ship, but her junk sails numbered 11 instead of 12, she had only two masts but was rigged for three. In truth she was made from the parts of ships other people no longer had use for, mainly because their ship had recently sunk or been lost in a game of Pokey. Even the poop deck had a bidet taken from a Frankian passenger liner.

"Avaste ye," shouted Scarbeard with a deep sonorous voice, "Junta! Junta! Gather up!" He stood grandly on top of a whiskers barrel. He did not know many Spankian words, but neither did the crew (except for Bandit) who came from diverse backgrounds and in some cases diverse foregrounds.

The ship's scraggy band of moggies clambered over to Scarbeard. Taller than the average cat, his fur was grey as the mist itself and shone with a conditioner of palm nut oil and diesolene; his muscles rippled beneath aforementioned fur, itself slot-marked by the scars of battle. "I've tallied the winnings. It comes to three chests, minus port tax, trade duties, hexchange rates, four anti-witch potions, investor dividends, and of course salaries pro rata. This leaves us with a nett profit in the net of... " Scarbeard, licked a lead pencil and scribbled on a chalk slate with long screeeeee screeee sounds that sent four moggies into yawlps... "ten gold pieces."

There were mutterings.

"Ten gold pieces apiece?"

"In toto."

"In who?"

"It means altogether. It works out to," Scarbeard scratched the slate, "one whole entire gold piece apiece."

"One measly gold piece? For all that fussing and fighting? You must be joking!" lamented Fish Biscuit, the ship's quartermaestro. A well-seasoned dock cat, Fish had fought his way to the cushy position in charge of rations and rapiers. He had one eye missing, or rather, he had one eye, as he reasoned you can't have something that isn't there.

Jelly Bean Toes rose up to her full five foot height (25 paws). She was five feet tall and twice as much trouble, roughly ten feet of trouble by her own mathemagiks. "Yaya, we've been working ages, almost dirteen days! Whatsis ten pieces lark ha?" Jelly Bean was a runaway cat from the West Bonk, unable to change her name because the tag on her collar had a metal stamp that read "Do Not Remove". She wore it with pride as a symbol of her former captivity. Out on the open sea she was a free cat, nose to the wind, whiskers bristling against the salt, which surprised her because she thought she would always have a place on the sat-in pillow by the fireside, but the call of the wild was more powerful than bowls of tinned dolphin​[6]. Also, she needed the money to pay off some gambling debts.

"That's the way the cream rises, I'm afraid." Scarbeard, tapped the slate. "I've done the mathemagiks, it's all here. Three hundred divided by ten carry the two." He knew very well that any mention of mathemagiks sent his crew into a muddle. They'd be chasing their tails trying to do long division and were intrinsikally afraid of a man named Al Gebra, the infamous mathemagikian who haunted schools from the Muddle Feast to Bongland Town. Scarbeard had chosen his crew carefully.

"Thirteen big moons I been on this sail," said a tall cat named Clawdia all dressed in black bleather​[7], "and ain't come closer to fortune more'n to sniff at it but thrice." Clawdia sharpened her claws long as daggers and just as deadly against the port railing. Most people only saw those claws once, and briefly. Her face was painted with myriad​[8] scars.

"Well, that's the lifestyle, isn't it? The open sea! The thrill of not knowing where your next bowl of snotted cream is coming from! What a life, ey!" Scarbeard poised himself majestically and unbuttoned his white curtain shirt with the frilly cuffs. He let the wind take his fur. He had seen the image of a dashing swashbuckler on a book cover in Frankia and they said never judge a book by its cover, but you can certainly tell the price.

Bandit skulked under the cathead​[9] in the shadows and clawed at his eye patch. The scar across his eye was healing slowly, but he had to wash it constantly to stop fleas feasting on the scab. It itched every time his attention wasn't on something violent.

The mogs milled around for a bit but eventually returned to their positions with moans and grumbles. Six pulled the oars when needed, two rigged the sails, Fish Biscuit leaned agin' the rudder.

Sailing was a team sport and every cat had their place and knew their place. It didn't matter what you argued or the direction of your politiks, when it came time to sail everyone clawed the line. The Delulah ran lean, and most definitely mean.

Scarbeard returned to his lavish quarters and found the purple silk bed neatly made. He ran a claw along the vanity table, all polished and reflective. "Are you angry with me, my sweet tea fancy?" He grabbed a bottle of red rum from a moragony wine rack and drank deeply.

Marmalade emerged from the en-soot washroom wearing a purple nightie and waited a moment for Scarbeard to take in the view before brushing her ginger fur with a sparrow-tooth comb. She held out a well manicured paw and with a few rollings of her claws ushered Scarbeard to come closer. Scarbeard took twenty gold coins from his pocket and placed them into Marmalade's waiting paw. Like him, Marmalade was caught between feline and human form thanks to a meddling witch, though her trans-mog-rification was by an amateur witch in Schoochland who had tried to get her down from a tree without a ladder, and him from a coven of witches trying to capture him for their own politikal makinations, or stew, he never really found out. He had been man who became cat, and she cat who became woman, somehow meeting more or less in the middle.

Marmalade had him wrapped around her claw, but what could he do? He had a thing for redheads. She was high maintenance and prissy, but she was willing and most certainly able, and that was all he needed.

Marmalade had no desire to be a harbour of permanence either, she didn't care about those long term plans that trap adventurous Toms into long term relational contracts. Also, it wasn't like he was giving away his own money. The spoils of war are free.

Marmalade secreted the coins in her bathrobe with a well-practised sliding motion. "Honey-bunny, an express crow came. I need to visit daddy soon, he's been ill." She sat at the vanity and dabbed rose powder on her cheeks before combing out her whiskers with a small wishbone comb until they shone pearlescent in the gaslight.

"Alright, my sweet and sour preserve. We can stop off at Twyne on our way to El Tigre Bay, I know a port official can be bought for two bottles of whiskers and a bath sponge."

Marmalade finished preening and wrapped her arms around Scarbeard's chest. "How much money do you really have secreted in your catacombs, my big brave pyrite?"

Scarbeard lowered his gaze for a moment. "Two chests full." He winked.

"Scoundrel! If the rowing mogs find out about your savings they'll mutiny for sure."

"You see, my pretty jam variant, that will never happen. I am a man who has become cat, and they are cats who have become somewhat human. We are not the same. Intellectually we are diverse species."

Marmalade pondered this for a moment before regaining her composure. "No, we are not the same as them." Marmalade hugged him close and stroked his neck. "Oh! I have a little bit for you."

Scarbeard's eyes lit up. "Just a little?"

Marmalade pulled out a petite silk pouch from her robe and Scarbeard momentarily thought of his old companion for some reason. He grabbed at the pouch.

"Nuh uh uh!" Marmalade held out her paw once again. Scarbeard, pulled two gold coins from his moneybag and snatched the pouch. He ripped it open and held the leafy contents against his face. Immediately his body spasmed and writhed and he fell backwards onto the bed with legs jerking and shaking. Marmalade watched him with a faint smile on her rose-painted lips.

Eventually the wild chaos inside Scarbeard subsided and he sighed long and deep human breaths. Euphoria gave him freedom from the worries of the world, from the buzz of cat thoughts trying to get him to chase every dust mote. He took great gulps of air as the 'falling over backwards into the soft heavenly clouds' sensation took him. It was over too soon. Each escape felt shorter than before, but oh! it was divinity in a bag. The forbidden flower. The Nip.
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Maple Leaf St Claire woke with a stop. Something was off, or rather something was most definitely on top of her. A firm and warm pressure sat on her chest, but after a moment of confusion thinking He had returned she discovered herself completely immobile except for her eyes. Witchcraft! A haze of misty darkness enshrouding the room, not the regular starlight darkness that was bright enough to read the directions on a bottle of Lemon Fizz Willow, but the darkness created by a nugget of lead burned in an opaque flask that emitted dark vaporous light. It was not complete darkness of, say, a padded coffin​[10], but something indescribably dark, indescribable unless you had a degree in alkemika, or a diploma in slash poetry​[11].

A hobbled creature the size of a standard wild bisset was sitting on her chest. It wore a pair of large, gnomish eyes, a wretched face torn by many (not myriad) pockmarks. It was also nibbling its big toe and occasionally spitting out a toenail.

"Have you come to usher me to the other side?" Maple asked half-hopefully.

The creature looked up and scratched its head thoughtfully with a yellowed fingernail. "T'other side o'which, mum?" Ptoing! A toenail hit the headboard.

"You know, the corporeal plane." Maple rolled her eyes which was all she could do. Wasn't it just like the caretakers of life to send the most incompetent of daemon to do its duty on her. "That which comes after. The other side!"

"Oh, like'n t'chicken!"

"Er, no." Maple suppressed a strong urge to scratch her own head. "Funny though, because recently I considered rearing chickens to make some extra money."

"Ha?"

"But I had to give it up. Just couldn't make hens meet."

The creature's big eyes shimmered for a moment. It was clearly getting irate. It shook out its ears and made a blublubblub sound before saying carefully, "Nay, mum, ye bethinking 'tis thay Daevil, Him what ushers t'witches t' underside, mum."

"Is it? Look, let's start again, shall we?" She chose words equally carefully and now they were both talking at half speed. "Can​[12] you get off my chest. Please?"

"Er. Nay," replied the thing. "For't would disapparate into thay unterior plane." Ping! A wine glass broke somewhere when a toenail ricochet'd off the copper kettle into the broom cupboard.

"Right. Incredible. So what exactly are you doing on my chest? Thing is, I prefer to sleep without creatures sitting on me. It's better for my asthma. I mean, if I had asthma."

The creature bowed slightly, revealing a bald spot on its spotted head. "I be meself Agapangelos, mum. Messenger for T' Queen whobe sendings me. I bring a portent."

"How important?"

"Nay, nay, 'tis a gloomy message from't aether folk! A PORTENT!"

"Ah, I see, you're a Diabillo! I've read about you in the Spankian Witch's Holiday Almanak. Good bit of reading, actually. Look, Agapangelos, thank you very much and all, but I don't need a tent right now as I have a caravan. Thank you all the same."

The creature's breathing started to go up and down like a billows. "Nay, mum. I bring t'message o' t'future."

"Do you? You do know I am a fortune teller? If there's a message from the future I can read it in my own tea, please and thank you."

Agapangelos stared through Maple's head and it was clear he was running his patience thin. "There be t' great tide a cumin in. Thay winds o' change blow for thee."

"Blow for the what?"

"For thee, Maple Loaf."

"Leaf."

"I kinna!"

"Maple Leaf, not Loaf, you oaf."

The creature bowed low. He wasn't used to his subjects arguing or making bad jokes, they tended to either stay quiet or dead. It was easier delivering portents to dead kings who were much less messy than witches who tended to leave raisin biscuit crumbs on their bedsheets. "One mullion apologies, mum Leaf. But allow me t' regander. Thay winds o' change... where was me?"

"Blow for thee, etc."

"Blow for thee, Maple LEAF." Agapangelos beamed proudly. "And thay must prepared thee for t' calling of thay Queen Harself, for she shall't desiring t' audience anon."

It took Maple a full tinkle to unravel the thread from the jerkin of the creature's words, but eventually she pieced together the bits and bobs into a coherent thought. "Queen who? Er, whomst?"

"Thee Queen."

"Oh THEE Queen." Maple had no idea who Agapangelos was referring to but a witch never ever admits she doesn't know a member of royalty. "I suppose I'll have to polish my nails." Maple tried to lift her hand but it was firmly at her side, which might have been a good thing because these days her nails were blackened from witchbane or silver nightshade powder and tended to spark off at odd moments.

The creature waited.

"Er, anything else?"

Agapangelos shook his head.

"So, er, you can leave then."

Agapangelos shook his head. "Only while thay's asleep, mum Leaf."

"Oh. Yes. Silly me. I'm sure that will be a breeze." But she was back into a deep slumber before the thought had echoed down the corridors of her mind.

*
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The caravan filled with sweaty smoke so Maple latched open a window and used a kitchen towel to waft out the old air. "Morning Redrum, did you sleep alright?"

Redrum snorted about an annoying flea but when he caught sight of a dish of patatas bravas quickly perked up.

Maple wiped sweat from her brow and went back to stir wild mousetrap mushrooms and wasp honey into a glass alembic. The previous night's encounter with the sleep daemon had left her a little shaken. Windows were made to keep things out. It was an invasion of privy. His message about thee unknown Queen was half intriguing and half concerning. Had she done something to wake the ire of a Queen?

She took extra care to hold the delicate glassware. One slip and it could set off the neighbourhood. You can only die once, was the first sentence in the Almanak of Alkemikal Séance. No one knew what the second sentence was because the pages had been burnt black.

A crack in the vial. Remaking the distillate. Another tinkle heating the glass. She rolled the alembic carefully in the flame of a well scrubbed auger until the glass glowed dull orange. It burped once and turned dark and sticky like ceiling wax. Seven drops of hotassium chlorate carefully measured out with an authentic flat spoon of fennelduk.

Authentic flat spoons were extraordinarily hard to come by. One had to wait for an industrial accident at the spoon factory, pay tribute to a suddenly armless worker, stitch the arm back on, steal the spoon, it was all very complicated. The trick was not raising too much suspicion while hanging around the factory with a shifting spanner of a Moonday morning waiting for the clunk-argh-clunk. The worker received a healthy pension and the spoon was secured. There were probably easier ways of finding authentik alkemikal devices, such as medikinal stores, but Maple had no latch with male order catalogues, never mind licking three pasteboard stamps and waiting around at the ghost office all day.

The solution burbled happily before changing state from a goop to a liquid, threatening to de-gas into a ball of vapour should Maple fail to control the heat just right. Alkemikal vapours had the nasty habit of exploding without warning and
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