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 Chapter
One

Heading Home

From a young age, Cary Simms knew that she wasn't
like the other boys her age. It wasn't until recently that she
realized that was because she wasn't a boy at all. At least, not
where it mattered. However, she still hadn't figured out just what
that meant. Not for her present, let alone for her future. All she
knew was that she was a girl, and that David, her best friend, was
freaked out enough about it that she didn't dare tell anyone
else.

"I know that girls are always supposed to be late or
whatever, but I hope you're not picking that up along with all that
other stuff," David said. "You'd better hurry up if we're going to
catch the bus to the castle."

Cary sat there in her bed, glaring over at David
through the makeshift curtain that she had hung around it, forming
a small cubby that allowed her to have some privacy. She was
already packed up, her suitcase by the door, with just the one
outfit left in her drawers. But as she sat there, staring out at
her best friend while still not actually seeing him out there, she
started to realize that he wasn't the issue there. That he wasn't
the reason why she was just sitting there in her little cubby.

For the first time that she could remember, Cary was
dreading heading home.

David's footsteps headed out of the room, giving
Cary some more privacy. She peeked out through the gap at the edge
of the curtain, making sure that David was really gone. When she
looked over at the door, she noticed that he had grabbed her
suitcase as well. The room was looking much like it usually did
when they first arrived for the year, other than her makeshift
curtain still being hung up.

Cary knew that David was right, about needing to
head out to the bus anyway. That if she stayed much longer, she'd
need to find her own way back to Crossworld Castle, where all the
portals to the human realm were stored and guarded. Travel between
the realms wasn't all that restricted for sorcerers like Cary and
David and the other students at her boarding school, Thorbjorg
Prep. But it was restricted for those that weren't initiated yet,
for many reasons.

With David already gone, and the bus set to head off
soon, Cary quickly grabbed her last change of clothes from her
dresser, pulling on her usual t-shirt and shorts. She was really
starting to hate the boy clothes that she had been stuck in for
most of her life, though the outfit was much better than the
uniforms that they had been forcing the students to wear lately.
The boy's uniforms were always stiff and scratchy, much like the
old church clothes that Cary would always wear before her
grandparents switched to a more casual church. But she knew that
she would be stuck in that same uniform in just a few months.

At least, that is, unless she could figure out just
what she needed to do to change that.

It wasn't something that she had put much thought
into those past few weeks, since she had figured out the truth
about herself. She thought that there had to be some kind of
magical way to just change herself like that. To just become a
girl, physically and not just mentally. But that wasn't something
that she could explain to her grandparents. Neither of them knew
about magic, and with how religious they were, they would likely
think her a witch if she told them. They would think that she had
sold her soul to the devil for that magic, despite knowing her all
her life. Despite knowing that she would never do something like
that.

Once dressed, Cary looked around the room once more,
making sure that she hadn't forgotten anything. The planters where
she had been growing plants for her herblore class had been cleaned
out. The plants that had survived the winter, and her neglect, had
been transplanted into the greenhouse in the school building. The
old tissue box, Cinnamon's bed, lay empty and cold. There had been
no sign of the pixie, Cary's familiar, since everything that had
gone down with the mask. All of that would be left behind. Cary
didn't want the reminder of how much she had screwed up. How much
she had hurt Cinnamon, who had been a closer friend to her than
even David at times.

With nothing else left behind in the room, Cary
rushed off after David, wanting to catch up with him before the
buses headed off. The hallways of the underclassmen boys' dorm were
largely empty, with just a few other stragglers heading through
there along with Cary. The few that Cary recognized, by face if not
by name, she was pretty sure lived in the magical realm. If they
missed their bus, they would be better equipped to make it home
than Cary would be.

The buses were still parked in front of the admin
building in the main square, forming a line between the buildings
and the fountain at the center of the space. There were no lines of
students heading onto the buses; all of the students were already
on board and just waiting for the buses to head off. Cary focused
on her bus, knowing that David would already be on board with the
others. As intent as she was on not missing her bus, Cary didn't
notice it when someone stepped out from the admin building.

"Ah, Cary, I was hoping to catch you," Father
Coranus called out, waving Cary down.

"Oh, uh, hi, Father," Cary said, waving back at him.
"I really should--"

"This will just take a minute," Father Coranus said.
"I was just in with the headmaster... and the assistant
headmistress. I had heard that you had run into a few problems a
couple of months ago. I just wanted to see why you hadn't come to
me about them. Or to church at all these past few weeks. I hope
that it wasn't something that I had said."

"Oh, uh," Cary said.

She stood there, staring over at the priest, trying
to come up with a good excuse. A reason why she had skipped
services those past few weeks, when she had never done so before.
When she had spent most of every Sunday that year in the church,
sitting through the services for each of the religions that had
students there at the school. Back in the fall, it had been her
safe place. The only place on campus that she could escape the
whispers and rumors. It had been her penance when using the mask.
But when she had missed two Sundays in a row, after everything with
the mask had gone down, she no longer felt the need to go at all.
That wasn't something that she could explain to herself, let alone
to Father Coranus.

"No, no, it's fine," Cary said. "I'll see you next
year, Father."

"Sure, Cary," Father Coranus said, nodding to her.
But the expression on the man's face seemed to suggest something
else to Cary. Suggest that he knew all too well that Cary wasn't
quite ready to head back to church. That she might not be in the
fall either.

Cary waved over at Father Coranus before climbing
onto the bus that was heading for Crossworld Castle. The buses used
there in the magical realm were bigger on the inside than the
outside, with four floors and several more rows than were normal
for a bus. And yet, the bus looked like a normal school bus, if
there was one stacked on top of the other. They used to be pulled
by huge horses, though the schools had splurged on nightmares,
which were more expensive but cheaper to maintain. However, they
were also invisible to Cary, and most of the students there.

David was near the front of the first floor. It was
their usual spot, just a few seats back from the stairs. Still, he
was waving over at Cary to get her attention, as if she didn't
already know where to find him. As Cary headed over to join him,
she started looking around the rest of the bus, searching for
someone else. It wasn't until she remembered that Siobhan lived in
the magical realm that she realized she was searching for her.

"Everything alright with the priest?" David asked,
nodding towards the window.

Cary slipped past David and into the seat by the
window, tucking her pajamas into the front pouch of her suitcase as
she did so. "Yeah, why?" Cary asked, not bothering to look over
there. She knew that Father Coranus would have already headed back
around to the church, or wherever he usually was when he wasn't
running services.

"I don't know," David said, shrugging. "I just
figured you'd be having a bit of a crisis of faith right now. You
know, with everything."

Cary's face turned white when she realized what he
was talking about. She looked all around them, searching for people
that might be listening in on their conversation. People that would
tease Cary about it or use it against her. However, Greg, her usual
bully, already knew at least part of what was going on with her and
had yet to tease her about it. But then, he had tried to use it
against her already.

"No," Cary said, keeping her voice to a whisper as
she settled into the seat, slipping down so that she wouldn't be
seen over the back or around David. Cary was one of the smallest in
their class, though, and easily disappeared back there, so she
needn't have bothered.

Before she could say anything else on the subject,
or say just how much she didn't want to talk about it, the buses
started heading off. Cary turned to the window next to her,
watching the fountain passing by. She could already see a portal
opening up in the main gateway for the school, showing the space in
front of one of the portal castles. As they weren't the first in
line, she figured that would have been for the elven or goblin
realms. There weren't many dwarves that still went to TPS, and she
didn't think they had a bus anymore.

Once the first bus headed off, the buses pulled to a
stop right in front of the gateway as the portal shifted
destinations. Once it was set for Crossworld Castle, they were
heading forward once more, coming out into the familiar field that
was in front of the place. When she first saw the space in front of
the castle, Cary almost thought that they had already gone to the
human realm. The magical realm looked so much like it if you didn't
know that you were in a completely different world. If you didn't
know that magic existed.

"Come on," David said. "Last one to the Rhode Island
room is a rotten egg."

"Really?" Cary asked, rolling her eyes up at David.
She felt like they were getting too old for that bit. But then,
David was obviously eager to get back home. To be off for the
summer. She didn't have the heart to throw water on his excitement.
To remind him that his grades would have already arrived home.

Cary quickly lost David in the crowd heading off the
bus, though they both knew where they were going. The castle was
divided into wings, where each continent got their own. With how
big the United States was, and just how many portals there were in
the place, they had their own floor in the North America wing. The
Rhode Island room was near the end of that hallway, having been
repurposed for their use when their portal was discovered. Theirs
was the only portal of its kind, made by a sorcerer through some
spell that no one else had figured out, rather than by using the
heart of the forest. Of course, with the heart having been
destroyed, that spell was the only way that new portals were going
to be made again.

"Aw, I guess I'm the egg," David said, as he came up
behind Cary. She had only just managed to get to the room, with the
rest of the crowd slowly dropping off around her. As she turned
around to look back at David, she was surprised that she managed to
make it there ahead of him. David was the one into sports, after
all, and had been on the Cadavraball team both years that they had
been at TPS.

"Guess it pays to be small sometimes," Cary said,
shrugging. David had been growing much faster than Cary as of late,
though Cary had always been short for her age.

"Well, anyway, let's go," David said, waving Cary
towards the door next to her. Cary wondered if he was trying to be
chivalrous, letting her go first. It reminded her of her
grandfather's practice of standing until her grandmother was
sitting at dinner, and his insistence that she do the same.
However, when she noticed that she was standing in the doorway,
blocking the path through there, she figured that was the more
likely reason.

Most of the portals in and out of the magical realm
were fairy rings, a ring of mushrooms growing out of the stone
floor itself like the magic that it was. Their portal looked
nothing like that, and in the magical realm it looked like nothing
at all. There was a large, metal hoop set up in the space against
the far wall of the room, marking where the portal had been
relocated after its discovery by the sorcerers of the realm. It was
sometimes tricky making it back through the portal to the human
realm, though it was quite easy from the other side.

Cary reached out her left hand, her sorceress's ring
moving closer to the hoop, as she pulled her suitcase along with
her right hand. She could sense it when the portal opened up in
front of her, something of a vibration to the air itself. It was
the same sense that she got around some enchanted objects. With the
portal open, Cary turned around to look back at her suitcase,
meaning to push the handle back down so that she could push it
through the portal ahead of her. There wasn't much space in there,
barely enough to crawl through.

But before she could manage that, a big ball of hair
came hurtling through the portal, landing on Cary heavily.


 Chapter
Two

An Unexpected Arrival

Alarms started to ring out in the hallway, echoing
around the room. Cary looked up at the ball of hair, suddenly
realizing that there was a girl inside of it. Moreover, that she
recognized that girl. But before either of them could move, guards
were heading into the room from the hallway. Some were holding
long, metal weapons, while others were holding balls of fire and
lightning. All seemed adamant that the girl on top of Cary didn't
leave that room.

"Lucy, what are you doing here?" Cary asked.

"Lucy?" David asked, surprise obvious in his voice.
"Darn it, Lucy. What are you doing here?"

"Hello, to you two, too," Lucy said, laughing a
little at the response.

"How old--" one of the guards started to ask.

"I'm ten years and thirty-nine days," Lucy said.
"There was no way that I was missing out on all of this."

"So, what? You jumped on Cary?" David asked. "How
does that make any sense?"

"I came through the portal as soon as it opened.
Isn't that obvious? It's not my fault that Cary was in the
way."

"It is your fault that you're still on him," David
said, pointing between the two of us.

"Oh, right, sorry," Lucy said, as she got up off of
Cary. While Lucy was getting back up onto her feet, the guards
helped Cary up.

"You'll be coming with us," one of the guards said.
"You won't be allowed to head back to the human realm for a
while."

"Yes, I know," Lucy said. "My suitcase... Oh, right,
I left it back behind the post office. David, could you go get
it?"

"No," David said. "I'm not going to get your
suitcase. I'm not letting my little sister become a sorcerer."

"Sorceress," Lucy said, stressing the word. "And why
do you think I did it this way? I knew that you were going to block
me heading back here. I wasn't sure how much flexibility there was
on the age thing, and since neither of you had come home for my
birthday... I've been sitting outside that portal every day since
then, worried that I'd miss it. I didn't miss it, did I?"

"No, miss," the guard said. "You're right on
time."

Cary looked up at the guard, surprised to see a
smile on his face. The other guards were starting to relax, heading
back out into the hallway. Clearly, they had been expecting more
resistance from the new arrival. But Lucy already knew what to
expect from the place, what with her coming through there just a
year earlier.

"Wait, what's going to happen to her?" David asked.
"The schools are closed for the summer."

"We have places for new sorcerers arriving during
the summer," the guard said. "And sorceresses, as well, of course."
He nodded down at Lucy, his smile wide. Lucy had a way of turning
authority figures to putty like that. "I'll see that she gets
there."

"Why don't I come along with her," Cary said. "I can
make sure that she settles in alright and let you know where to
find her. Just tell my grandparents that I'll be back a little
later than planned. I don't think they had anything lined up for
the day. It is Tuesday, and they're probably both still at work.
They might not even notice."

"She's my sister," David said. "I should be the one
doing that."

"Uh, yeah, right," Lucy scoffed at him. "Mom and Dad
got your grades, and they know when you're meant to come home. They
both took the day off to have a long talk with you. No getting out
of it this time."

"But... But I've been doing better," David said.

And he had been doing better, with his magic anyway.
David had been struggling with the magical lessons at the school,
barely getting any spells to work at all that first year. Since his
time in remedial spells, though, he had been improving, though he
had a lot of catching up to do.

"Not your magic grades, silly," Lucy said, rolling
her eyes at him. "That weird ‘Advanced Artistic Expression' class
that I know had to be some magic class you're taking that you
managed to get a B in. I'm talking about your other classes. A D in
history? Really?"

"Uh..." David said. He looked between Lucy, Cary,
and the portal, which had closed while they were talking. Suddenly,
he seemed to be as uninterested in heading home for summer break as
Cary was.

"Better go face the music," Cary said. She pushed
her suitcase over to David. "Just stick that outside my house if
it's locked. I'll probably be back before my grandparents get home.
Not like anyone is going to run off with it."

Cary thought that it wouldn't have been that much of
a loss if they had, though she didn't add that point. It was, after
all, just full of boy's clothes. But it was boy's clothes that her
grandparents were hard pressed to keep her in. Boy's clothes that
she would be stuck in until she figured all of that out. But then,
the only thing that had ever been stolen out of her front yard had
been her baby book, and that had been done by her old teacher, Mr.
Biv, the previous summer.

David just stood there, seeming to think that over
as he stared at the hoop next to him. It was obvious that he wasn't
eager to head home. That he almost wanted to head back to TPS for
summer school. Had that been an option, Cary figured that he would
have done that. Not just to avoid dealing with his parents, but to
try to catch up on his spell classes.

"Alright," David said, bracing himself. "Wish me
luck."

"Oh, will you just go," Lucy said, rolling her eyes
at her older brother. "It's not like they're going to kill you...
yet. But wouldn't it be great if they did? I'd be an only
child."

"Not funny," David said, without looking back at his
sister. "Alright, here I go."

For a moment, Cary thought that he would just stay
standing there for another minute or so. But finally, David started
moving towards the hoop. He reached out his right hand, touching
the hoop itself as he said, "Gniom Hacht", the spell needed to open
any portal in that castle. Cary had used the spell before, on other
portals, though she never seemed to need the spell when working
with that portal, in either direction.

"Alright, now what?" Lucy asked, turning away from
her brother even before he started pushing the suitcases through to
the human realm. But as she looked back towards the hallway behind
them, her face suddenly went pale.

"Oh, great, another dweeb joining the freak show,"
came a familiar voice from behind Cary.

Cary didn't need to turn around to know that it was
Greg, finally showing up for his own trip back home. Greg had been
their resident bully for as long as Cary could remember, long
before any of them came to the magical realm. He was also one of
only three people that knew the truth about Cary.

"Out of the way, dweeb," Greg said, as Cary spun
around to look back at him. When Cary quickly ducked out of his
way, jumping into the corner by the door, she thought that she saw
a softening of Greg's usual expression.

Greg just stood there for a moment, holding the old,
used suitcase that he always brought with him to school. It looked
to be more duct tape than suitcase, though there was a section that
seemed newly repaired with something that Cary could tell was
enchanted. She wasn't sure what the enchantment would be, if that
tape had come already enchanted, or if Greg had managed to do that
himself. Had they been on better terms, Cary might have asked.

"See ya next year, I guess," Greg said, shrugging at
Cary, before heading past.

David had already managed to get through the portal,
with both suitcases in tow. This was probably prodded along by the
arrival of Greg, with David not wanting to be anywhere near the
bully. As Greg came up next to the portal, Lucy's suitcase came
sailing through, narrowly missing him. Greg glared into the portal,
like he could see David running away from him even through it. But
he didn't immediately chase after him.

Greg took his time pushing his suitcase through,
gently placing it down on the floor of the portal itself. Cary had
never seen the boy be so gentle with anything, least of all the
much-abused luggage. Once Greg had slipped into the portal after
it, Cary let out a sigh of relief, knowing that the portal would
mute the sounds from the room.

"What's up with Greg?" Lucy asked, coming over to
stand next to Cary again. "I've never seen him be so..." She
trailed off, obviously having trouble coming up with a word for the
bully.

"Yeah," Cary said, similarly confused. "He never
once called me witch bait or any of the other dozens of names he's
come up with over the years."

"Other than dweeb," Lucy added.

"Which was more directed at you than me," Cary said,
nodding. "It was almost... sweet."

Cary thought back to just a few weeks earlier, when
Greg had found out that Cary was using the mask, and what she was
using it for. He had blackmailed Cary into a date, which thankfully
lasted just a few minutes. With everything coming out just that
evening, Greg never followed through with the threats that he had
made. After seeing him like that, Cary almost wondered if he would
have had he gotten the chance.

"Well, now that that excitement is over, shall we
head out?" the guard asked, looking between Lucy and Cary. The
other guards had all headed off already, leaving just the one
behind with them.

"Where are we heading?" Cary asked. She looked back
towards the hallway, surprised to see the place cleared out since
Greg headed through there. For a moment, she wondered if Greg had
scared everyone else off, but she figured that he had just lagged
behind everyone else. That Greg must have been as eager to avoid
heading home as David had become, and everyone else had already
gotten through to the human realm.

"I'll be bringing this one--" the guard said,
pointing towards Lucy.

"Lucy," Lucy said, as if he was waiting for her to
introduce herself to him.

"I'll be bringing Lucy around to the social
workers," the guard said. "If you're tagging along, then we'd best
be quick about it. Not sure how they're going to feel about all of
that, but that's not my job. I just keep people from escaping and
bring them to the people that are set to mind them."

"Who would ever want to escape from this place?"
Lucy asked. "They should hang a banner over each of the doors
saying ‘Welcome to the Magical Realm. Your life is about to get so
much better.'"

"Oh, I know of a few people that would want to
escape here," Cary said. "I was one of them. When I first came to
the magical realm, I thought that everyone around me was a witch.
After meeting real witches, I had a right to be scared of
that."

"Yeah, I guess," Lucy said, shrugging. "But you'll
let me know who's a witch and who's a sorcerer, right?"

"Sure," Cary said. "The witches are the ones people
are running away from."

"Or attacking," the guard added. "That's part of our
job, too. Detecting witches and keeping them from harming other
people. Trust me. No one you'll be seeing today is going to be a
witch."

 



 Chapter
Three

Lucy's Ring

Crossworld Castle always had a completely different
feel to the place whenever Cary was heading through there without
all the other students around, pushing their way to and from the
human realm. It was always quieter, danker, and emptier, with her
footsteps echoing off the stone walls. The place seemed much more
ancient, like the castles from the Middle Ages, though Cary had a
feeling that the place was even older than that. Perhaps as old as
the humans' first return to the magical realm after the great
banishment spoken of in the Bible.

The guard led the two of them through the familiar
hallways. Cary almost expected the man to talk about the castle as
they went, playing tour guide for them. But if he knew anything
about the castle, he kept it to himself, staying silent as he led
them down the United States hallway and over to the same stairs
that Cary had come up not ten minutes earlier.

Near the entrance to the building, there was a
single guard stationed behind a desk. Cary figured that he would be
the one everyone asked for directions when coming and going from
the place, though she never had to since that first time that they
headed through there the year before. This seemed to be where their
guard was leading them, though the guard behind the desk didn't
seem any better equipped to handle Lucy's induction into the
sorcerer world than the other one was.

"Hey, Merv," the first guard said. "Got another one
for ya. Where you want her?"

"Her?" the guard behind the desk asked, looking
around at both Cary and Lucy.

"I'm just here watching out for my friend," Cary
said. She raised her ring hand, showing off her own ring, which
decided to take that opportunity to disappear on her again. The
sorcerer rings that they used to control the magic flowing through
them sometimes seemed to have a mind of their own, disappearing and
reappearing at random. But the guard behind the desk nodded towards
Cary, as if he had seen the ring before it disappeared.

"Alright, alright," the guard behind the desk said.
"Ms. Pafiel should be back in a few minutes. You two can head over
and join that group over there." The guard pointed towards a small
group of kids that were clustered between the guard's desk and the
entrance to the Africa wing.

"Sure," Cary said, shrugging, as she turned around
to look over at Lucy.

Lucy was looking over at those kids with an
expression that Cary recognized. It was the same expression that
she had seen in the mirror every day of the first month that she
had been at TPS. As excited as Lucy had been to get to the magical
realm and join the sorcerer world, she suddenly seemed scared.

"Come on," Cary said, nodding her head towards those
other kids. She reached out to take Lucy's hand, pulling her along.
Lucy came with her, but she tucked herself behind Cary's back like
a little kid against her mother's leg.

As they came over to join the kids, Cary noticed
that several of them were similarly scared as Lucy was. However,
they didn't seem to be scared of the other kids, but rather where
they were. One kid was sitting on the floor against the wall,
holding a stuffed animal tight against her chest. The girl was in
her pajamas, and didn't look the least bit excited to be there.

"Hey, guys," Cary said, waving her hand at the
group. "How is everyone doing?"

"I want to go home," someone said. Several other
kids started saying their agreements, with two of them breaking out
in tears.

"Yeah, I get that," Cary said. "This place can be
scary at first. Especially knowing that everyone here knows magic,
right? I mean, how do we know who to trust? But I've been coming
here for almost two years now. You can trust the teachers at the
schools. This Ms. Pafiel that should be taking care of you all.
They're all just normal people underneath the magic, just like your
parents and your teachers back home."

Cary wanted to tell them about witches, about real
witches, and the dangers that they would bring. But she figured
that they would learn about them soon enough. That she didn't need
to scare them any more than they were already. Besides, with Lucy
coming to join them, she wanted to make sure that she was safe
enough already. That meant that the others would be, too.

"Well, that's nice of you," said a woman, as she
came over to join them. "You might have a future in social work if
you'd want. But I guess you're a bit young to be looking for career
paths."

Despite her long, green hair hiding her pointed
ears, the woman was obviously an elf. She wore high heels that
clicked loudly in the otherwise quiet space that brought her up to
just a couple of inches taller than Cary herself. The smile on her
face seemed genuine, though Cary figured she had to deal with
scared kids on a daily basis and would need to look friendly to
them all.

"Is this one another one, then?" Ms. Pafiel asked,
pointing towards Lucy, still hiding out behind Cary. "End of the
school year is always a busy time, with so many kids being swept up
by the opening portals. All the students heading home."

"Wait, I'm not the only one here that came through
an open portal?" Lucy asked.

"They all did," Cary said. "You're just the only one
that did it intentionally. Portals are the only way in and out of
the magical realm."

"And don't let anyone tell you differently," Ms.
Pafiel said. "I've had plenty of kids sneaking off, trying to get
home through some supposed tear in the vail. If the vail started to
tear, we'd all be in a lot of trouble, and it wouldn't be a way
back home."

Cary remembered hearing something similar during her
first year in the magical realm. The barrier between the realms
wasn't as strong as people would have liked. The reason why the new
arrivals were stuck in the magical realm for so long was because
any newly made sorcerer that returned to the other realms would be
drawing magic through that barrier, even without meaning to. It
would make that barrier weaker, frail, and even causing it to tear,
much like she was talking about. It was something so worrisome that
it was strictly forbidden. This was a big part of why there were so
many guards at the castle.

Ms. Pafiel looked over at the guard behind the desk,
then over to each of the wings of the castle, seeming to be looking
for something. When she didn't find whatever it was, though, she
turned towards the kids. "Well, I guess this is everyone then. For
starters, by show of hands, who here knew about the magical realm
before today."

Lucy raised her hand quickly, along with a couple of
the other kids. Cary raised her hand as well, smiling over at Ms.
Pafiel, who smiled back at her. After a moment, though, when no
other kid raised their hands, Ms. Pafiel continued.

"And who here already has a ring?" Ms. Pafiel
asked.

All but one of those kids dropped their hands,
though Cary kept hers raised as well. When she looked over at that
one kid, though, Cary had a feeling that she was referring to the
plastic ring that she was wearing. It was clearly not a sorceress
ring. Ms. Pafiel seemed to sense that as well. Silently, she
counted off each of the kids there, pointing to each of them in
turn, including the girl with the plastic ring.

"Alright, looks like we have just enough rings
then," she said.

Ms. Pafiel reached behind her back, pulling out a
small box. While she hadn't said any words, Cary could sense the
spell itself. It felt like an electric charge flowing through the
air, almost like static electricity. The science classes that Cary
had taken since coming to TPS had all been about the science of
magic, and how one can affect the other, but she still wasn't sure
why spells felt the way that they did to her.

A few of the kids didn't take well to the magic
trick, and they started shying away from Ms. Pafiel. Lucy's hand on
Cary's tightened a little as well, which took Cary a bit by
surprise. She knew that Lucy had seen enough magic on her previous
trip through the magical realm. However, she figured that this was
the first time that she saw a spell being cast, rather than just
the enchanted objects like the buses and giant horses. Even the
kids flying around the Pliant field had been far enough away from
her not to have felt the
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