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TO RENE,

A TRUE SORCERESS AND MY MOST TRUSTED COMRADE,

I HAVE LOVED TRAVELING THIS ROAD WITH YOU.

AND TO DEAN, FOR YOUR CLEAR THINKING.

—GABRIEL GALE

TO SHANNON,

WHERE ALL MY MAGIC BEGINS.

AND TO OUR NEWEST COUSIN, TARYN . . .

MARRIAGE, LIKE A GOOD BOOK, SHOULD BE A PAGE-TURNER!

—LISA FIEDLER
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WICKED LANDING


The tumult overhead was nothing short of Wicked.

Clatter and motion, fury and speed. Dark Magic seemed bent on tearing the sky to pieces in its desperate race to the south. Underfoot, the solidness of Oz felt close to crumbling.

The Witches are coming.

Miss Gage’s warning rang in Glinda’s ears, colliding with the sound of the enemy’s approach: croaking and hissing from the West; a droning buzz from the East, and a deep lowing groan from the North.

Where moments ago the air had sparkled with the pure emerald light of King Oz’s final thought, there was now a vicious melee of stingers and wings. The ground shuddered under a violent stampede of trampling hooves and swiftly slithering things. Billows of scarlet dust rolled forth as the menacing armies of the Witches advanced.

“Why are they coming?” Locasta asked, her violet eyes focused on the fracas above their heads, her fingers fidgeting nervously with the new gold bracelets on her wrists.

“To see for themselves that their rival in the South has been vanquished,” said Miss Gage.

“Will they attempt to avenge her?” Ben rasped, his face pale.

Gage shook her head. “More likely they’ve come to celebrate her defeat.”

As the commotion drew nearer, Clumsy Bear whimpered and covered his face with his paws. Glinda and the others watched as Ava Munch, the Royal Tyrant of the East, touched down. She was riding an insect of uncommon proportions—a weevil as large as a lion, with jagged legs and waving antennae. Swarming around Ava was a platoon of bulging-eyed creepy-crawlies: oversize wisp-wasps, mosquitoes and fruit flies, beetles and tumble-bumbles with iridescent wings. Out of the din they swooped, stirring up a small cyclone of dead leaves as they landed. Dressed in a sheath of blue satin, Ava hid her face behind her Silver Mask, as though she were ashamed to be seen in the hideous company of her own army.

Daspina the Wild Dancer of the West arrived next, gracefully astride a spiny-tailed skink lizard. Flanking her was a legion of warty toads and scaly snakes, all of inordinate size. Draped in yellow scarves, the Wild Dancer shimmied in her saddle, her Silver Shoes catching the sunlight.

Finally, from the North roared Marada, the Wicked Warrior; her army was a careening herd of draft animals, each ridden by a Gillikin soldier armed to the hilt. The beasts—yakityaks, buffalopes, oxen, and bulls—came snorting and bellowing. The Witch used her Silver Gauntlets to yank back on the reins of her mount, and the gigantic yakityak skidded to a halt. Its pointy horns missed impaling Ava’s weevil by less than an inch.

“Watch it!” Ava warned, removing her Silver Mask.

Marada growled and raised a gloved fist in a warning of her own.

Glinda spied a small, white-faced monkey scampering about. His presence among these creatures was inexplicable to her, and his wide eyes surveyed the scene, as if he, too, wondered what ugly twist of fate had brought him here. What Glinda found most stunning was that he had wings.

Sliding down from the skink, Daspina sashayed on dainty silver heels—first a few steps to her left, then a skip back to her right. “The Harvester is quite vanquished,” she declared, as if there had been any doubt. “Gone to seed, one might say!” At this, she laughed and turned a pirouette.

“She was worthless,” Marada spat. When she leaped from her yak, the spurs of her heavy sandals left deep gashes in the dirt. “Ruling by delusion and trickery is not ruling. It is merely deceiving. She was as weak as the flowers she grew! I could have crushed her with one blow.”

“And she was a terrible hostess,” Daspina observed with distaste. “She never once threw a ball or cotillion, not even a pitiful little tea party.”

“Still, her Magic was potent,” Ava admitted in a grudging tone. “And there was an elegance about her. Handsome features. Good bones—”

“Good bones are the best kind to crush,” Marada noted.

“—but she was more vain than she had any right to be.”

At this, Marada whirled on Ava with raised brows. “You dare to call another vain?”

“My vanity is warranted,” Ava insisted. “Aphidina was merely pretty. I stun.”

“In more ways than one,” Daspina conceded with a nervous giggle, eyeing Ava’s mask.

Marada grunted; it might have been laughter. The sound made Glinda queasy.

Now the three Wickeds fell silent, looking out over the ravaged castle grounds, each with a glint of longing in her eyes. The monkey, who as far as Glinda could tell had no particular connection to any one of them, sped anxiously from steer to insect to amphibian, none of which paid him any mind.

“Surely I could collect immense amounts of taxes were I to lease this land to the Quadling farmers.” Ava’s fingers twitched as if she could feel the gilt coins being pressed into her hands.

“And I could erect dance halls and bowling greens and gaming fields,” Daspina twittered. “There would be garden parties and carnivals every day and every night if this were mine.”

“The lists for training would go there,” Marada planned aloud, pointing to where the Grande Allée of Symmetrees had stood just that morning, before Aphidina’s defeat. “And there, rows of sturdy barracks for my soldiers.”

“Don’t you mean ‘barns’?” scoffed Ava, gesturing to Marada’s cattle grazing on what was left of the Haunting Harvester’s grass.

“I would put my herd up against your pests in any battle!”

“Oh, would you?” Ava’s eyes burned. “One well-placed sting on the rump would have your mount galloping back to Gillikin with his tail between his shaggy legs.”

“My soldiers have fangs,” Daspina boasted, her hips swaying with pride, “and venom.”

For a moment, the three harridans stood motionless, hurling lethal glances at one another. Glinda shivered at the nearness of the Wickeds, thankful for the protection of the Road of Red Cobble beneath her feet; she was close enough to reach out and pull the mask from Ava’s hand.

“This is a little too close for comfort,” Locasta whispered. “I know they can’t see or hear us, but I wish they’d just go back to where they came from.”

“So do I,” said Glinda, ducking back from the whipping hem of one of Daspina’s scarves.

It was then that she felt the tickle—a soft, fuzzy graze against her trembling hand.

Startled, she looked down and saw that the monkey had crept to the edge of the Road of Red Cobble. The fluffy top of his head, swiveling from side to side as he took in the patch of road with great curiosity, was brushing against the tips of Glinda’s fingers. Tilting his face upward, he met her green eyes with his enormous round ones. He blinked, as if trying to determine what her purpose was, there upon that patch of road.

Then he turned to Marada, and Glinda held her breath.

The monkey’s wings fluttered slightly as he snapped his gaze to Ava, then Daspina. Glinda knew it would take no more than a single screech for him to alert this rancorous triad to her invisible presence, and she sensed he knew it too. But after a moment of eyeing the Witches, he seemed to decide against raising the alarm and returned his attention to the cobblestones.

Expelling her breath in a grateful sigh, Glinda watched the monkey tap his slender toes onto the red bricks, holding there a moment as if waiting to experience some sensation. But when nothing occurred, he simply shook his head in disappointment and trotted off. Glinda’s eyebrows furrowed. The road had accepted him. But weren’t these cobbles only welcoming—not to mention visible—to those who were worthy to travel them?

Her thoughts were interrupted by the words of the Royal Tyrant: “Perhaps I shall claim the South as my own so it will belong to me now and evermore.”

“That simple, eh?” Marada let out an inelegant snort. “You think just because your lineage is noble you can claim lands at will?”

“You are quite the saucy former princess, aren’t you?” Daspina snipped, gliding toward Ava. “Why should such a bountiful country as Quadling be yours for the taking?”

“Because,” Ava drawled, returning the Silver Mask to her face, “I can do this!” A bolt of blue fury burned through the slit eyes of the mask, heading straight for the Witch of the West. But the Dancer was keen and graceful, and Glinda watched in horrified awe as Daspina quickly knocked her heels together. Three quick clicks of those Silver Shoes and she’d moved faster than sight or sound to the far side of the Tyrant.

“What was that?” Locasta asked.

“Those stolen shoes,” Gage replied with a foreboding look. “It seems they allow the Dancer to skip from place to place without the bothersome inconvenience of utilizing the moments it would ordinarily take to do so.”

“Well, they did belong to King Oz once,” said Ben, who was still holding Aphidina’s Chainmail. “No wonder they carry such power.”
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“Power corrupted by the Witches,” Shade added softly. “King Oz would never cheat time.”

Glinda knew Shade was right; whatever Good Magic these pieces of silver contained before the Witches ripped them from the fallen king had been converted to Wicked long ago.

Now Ava turned the mask on Marada, but for all her immense bulk, the Wicked Warrior was agile; she dodged the blue bolt, then crouched low to hammer her heavy Silver Gauntlets against the ground. The terrain bucked up like an angry stallion, throwing both Ava and Daspina off their feet to land hard in the red Quadling soil—Ava sprawled on her back, and Daspina on her hands and knees. Fortunately, the red road beneath Glinda and the others remained steady. They all turned to Ben, clutching the chainmail.

“Careful with that,” Locasta muttered wryly, and Ben slipped the silver mesh cautiously into his knapsack.

“Enough of this!” sang Daspina, executing another trio of heel clicks; this returned her instantaneously to the skink’s side. “We were not sent here to battle among ourselves.”

“More’s the pity,” Marada muttered, but she stood and swept the red soil from her gloves.

“Much as I hate to agree with the dancing fool,” said Ava, tucking the mask under her arm and frowning hatefully at the place where Aphidina’s castle once stood, “she is indeed correct. We all know who will decide what is to become of Quadling. She ordered us here only to show us what Glinda Gavaria has done.”

Hearing her name on the lips of the Wicked Witch of the East made the hair on the back of Glinda’s neck prickle. But the true import of Ava’s statement was not lost on Miss Gage. “She ordered them? Who’s ‘she’?”

The elusive and terrifying fifth Witch, thought Glinda, that’s who.

Marada punched the knuckles of one gauntlet into the palm of the other. “Hah!” she barked. “I for one do not fear children. They are small and weak, scrawny and stupid. They cower and cry and have very little intelligence.”

“This may be true of your little slavelings in Gillikin,” Ava averred (and Glinda instinctively grabbed hold of Locasta to prevent her from bounding off the road to attack the Witch for her insult). “But children do grow up. They learn things. I realize that Glinda is presently no more than a pupa—”

Glinda’s jaw dropped. “What did she just call me?”

“An insect,” Ben clarified, “in its immature stage.”

“—but once she is trained, she will surely be a force to be reckoned with.” Stroking her weevil’s glossy shell, Ava clung a little tighter to her Silver Mask and looked concerned.

“That is a most unsettling thought,” Daspina remarked with a pout. “I believe I shall double the guards along my Winkie borders.”

“I will do the same,” said Ava. “It is in our best interests to keep the Sorceress larva out, for with the proper tutelage, there is no telling how powerful her Magic might become!”

Marada glowered and again surveyed the emptiness of the Harvester’s grounds. “Perhaps we should teach this youngster-beast, this Glinda, a lesson ourselves. Let us not wait to hear the Krumbic one’s plans for Quadling. Let’s annihilate it!”

On the red road, the four friends, the bear, and the teacher froze. Even Feathertop, hovering over Ben’s shoulder, stiffened in horror.

“Can they do that?” asked Ben. “I thought Ember would protect Quadling Country now that he’s free.”

“He can only protect the final thought and its power to birth Goodness,” Miss Gage explained. “Quadling and those who dwell in it will never be completely invulnerable until Wickedness is abolished entirely.”

“Great.” Locasta rolled her eyes. “No pressure.”

“Destruction is always an excellent idea, Marada,” said Ava, returning the mask to her face. “Even if it was yours. I say we begin by torching the village.”

Daspina twirled and clapped her hands. “Oh yes! A bonfire! How lovely. And how Wickedly injurious.”

Marada clasped her big hands above her head in a gesture of certain victory. “And while the village burns, I shall capture as many Quadling prisoners as my soldiers can carry and bring them back to Gillikin as slaves.”

Locasta went ashen. “We have to do something! The Quadling citizens will be caught totally unawares. They can’t possibly defend themselves against three Witches.”

“Neither can we,” Glinda murmured, feeling helpless and afraid.

Until her eyes again fell on the little monkey, whose curious face was now turned skyward.

She followed his gaze, and her heart filled with hope.

Just overhead was a twinkle of green—a piece of King Oz’s final thought, glowing emerald against the blue and red of the sky. Suddenly Glinda’s whole mind echoed with the king’s wise words: That moment in which all is lost is the same moment in which begins the battle to regain it.

And that moment, it seemed, was this moment!

Heart racing, Glinda reached into her sash and drew Illumina.

“What are you doing?” asked Ben.

“Beginning the battle,” Glinda replied. “I think I can infuse the ground with Oz’s last thought.”

“Excellent plan,” said Gage. “It won’t keep them out of Quadling permanently, but with any luck, it might shock them enough to send them scurrying now.”

“Hurry,” Locasta advised. “They’re preparing to ride.”

Indeed, Daspina was prancing past in a flurry of yellow silk, the toes of her silver slippers a mere inch from the Road of Red Cobble. “I shall collect every crystal punch bowl and silver candlestick in the South,” she announced, as she slipped into her saddle. “These will be the spoils that adorn the tables at my next banquet. And I shall kick the teeth out of the mouth of any Quadling who attempts to stop me.”

Glinda aimed Illumina toward the bobbing green orb overhead.

“More to the left,” Locasta coached.

“Now higher,” said Ben.

“Gently,” Shade advised in a hushed voice.

Glinda guided the tip of the sword toward the orb until the ball of light balanced upon it, quivering like a green flame on a candlewick.

“You got it!” Locasta cried as Glinda lowered Illumina cautiously out of the sky.

Just then Marada came marching past them with such gusto that the road shook; Glinda stumbled and nearly lost her grip on Illumina. Ben gasped; Shade ducked into the collar of her cape. But Glinda held fast and the orb remained perched on the point of the sword. Gage, Locasta, and even Clumsy Bear shared a sigh of relief.

“Are you sure this is going to work?” asked Locasta.

Glinda wasn’t sure at all. But if all were to be lost, it would not be because she failed to take the chance.

Plunging the tip of Illumina into the dirt at the edge of the red cobblestones, she sank the green orb into the soil. Blazing streamers of green light erupted beneath the hooves and underbellies of the Wicked armies, and the surge of Goodness threw the Witches from their saddles. Daspina twirled in the air; Ava shrieked and Marada flailed. All three hit the ground with a sickening thud.

“Good Magic!” Ava howled, slapping at her satin sleeves as if they were engulfed in flame.

Lumbering back toward her yak and leaping into the saddle, Marada bellowed, “Retreat!”

“Retreat?” cried Daspina as she scrambled onto the skink, blowing on her singed fingertips. “So . . . no punch bowls, then?”

“Not unless you are willing to pay for them with your blistered skin!” Ava shot back, leaping onto her giant weevil. “Fly!”

“Slither!” Daspina commanded, snapping the lizard’s reins.

Marada spurred her yak so violently that the animal grunted in pain. The rest of the draft beasts followed, thundering northward as Daspina sped west and Ava and her flying creatures veered east. With the monkey flapping frantically to keep up, the three armies formed a thrashing mass that briefly covered the setting sun.

From below, on the safety of the red road, Glinda, the Protector of Oz, watched their escape. She knew they could not feel her furious gaze upon them.

But they will, she vowed silently.

And soon.

*  *  *

When the Witches were out of sight, the Road of Red Cobble sank back beneath the grass. Glinda wasted no time; she spun on her heel and headed for town.

“Wait!” called Ben, galloping along beside her. “Where are we going?”

“To find Mythra.”

“Mythra?” Locasta echoed. “But you already found her in the Reliquary.”

“That was a statue,” Glinda corrected, doubling her pace. “This time I need to find her for real. You heard what my mother said before she ran off on that yellow brick road. ‘Find Mythra.’ And that is exactly what I’m going to do!”

“Glinda,” began Miss Gage, who, along with Clumsy Bear, struggled to keep up with Glinda’s speed.

But Glinda had already climbed over a stone wall and leaped across a narrow creek, marching faster and more furiously as she went. Ben, Shade, and Locasta stayed close at her heels, while Feathertop soared just overhead, causing Glinda’s coppery hair to flutter in the breeze of his broad wings.

“I’m still not entirely clear about who Mythra is,” Locasta panted. “Besides being a hero of Oz, that is.” She glanced at Shade. “Have you heard anything?”

“Only a whispered mention here and there,” Shade replied. “It’s said she was the king’s Mystic, the one who ushered him to his place as rightful ruler. And because no one was more knowledgeable in the ways of Magic, it was she who trained the Regents Valiant to lead the four countries of Oz while Oz himself ruled from the Centerlands.”

Glinda listened to Shade’s insights and kept her eyes trained on the armory in the distance. The village was not far off, and in the center of it was Madam Mentir’s Academy for Girls. As she hurried on, a plan began to form in her mind. She would commandeer the school as a base for the Foursworn Rebellion, and from there she would begin her search for Mythra, the Priestess Mysterious.

“Shade, please go to the academy,” she instructed. “Find Madam Mentir, Misty Clarence, and any other faculty member who remains loyal to the Wicked regime. Until we can decide what to do with them, we’ll hold them in the school’s cellar.”

“Like a dungeon?” Locasta let out a chuckle. “Impressive.”

“Feathertop and I will help with that,” Ben offered, and the three of them rushed ahead, disappearing into the falling twilight.

“Clumsy,” she called, “go into the forest, and apprehend any Wicked sympathizer who might be attempting to flee.”

The bear gave an affirmative wuffle-snuff, tripped over his front paws, then righted himself and loped off toward the trees.

“Glinda!” Miss Gage shouted. “Please, wait . . . there’s something you should know.” Catching up at last, she clamped her hand around Glinda’s arm and dragged her to a stop. “I’m sorry to have to say this, but no matter how hard you try, you will never find Mythra.”

“Of course I will,” said Glinda.

“No, you won’t. You can’t find her, Glinda. No one can.”

Glinda’s stomach clenched as the words sank in. “Why is that?”

“Because,” the teacher whispered, lowering her eyes. “Mythra . . . is dead!”
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TRUTH . . . ABOVE ALL


Dead.

The word was like a spell designed to strike Glinda senseless. Mythra was dead.

“I’m sorry,” said Gage. “But the powerful Priestess Mysterious died the same night King Oz was defeated.”

“I don’t understand,” said Glinda, recalling how Shade had listened to the stained-glass windows in King Oz’s Reliquary to recount the events of that awful night. At the hands of the Wicked Witches, the Regents Valiant had been lost, and the king himself destroyed. But there had been no mention of a Mystic named Mythra falling victim to their attack. “The last thing my mother said before she left to follow the Road of Yellow Brick was ‘Find Mythra.’ ”

“Maybe she was confused,” ventured Locasta.

“My mother is a Grand Adept of the Foursworn,” Glinda hissed. “She doesn’t get confused!”

Locasta gave a little snort and planted her hands on her hips. “Parents aren’t infallible, Glinda! Sometimes they let you down. Sometimes, like Tilda, they just disappear and never come ba—”

With a roar, Glinda yanked the sword from her sash and held the lethal tip to Locasta’s throat.

Miss Gage gasped.

But Locasta simply grinned and whispered, “Go ahead, Protector. I dare you.”

Glinda gripped the handle until her arm shook—she was holding a blade an inch from her best friend’s throat, and the realization was so shameful she could barely breathe. But that didn’t change the fact that Locasta was wrong. She had to be wrong!

Without removing her eyes from Locasta’s, Glinda rasped, “Miss Gage . . . are you certain? The Mystic is dead?”

“I’m as certain as I can be,” Gage answered glumly. “There hasn’t been a sign of her in ages. If she had survived the Witches’ attack, I’m sure she would have shown herself by now.”

“But . . .” Glinda’s mouth went dry; her sword arm trembled so terribly that ripples of cold light flashed under Locasta’s chin. “Why would my mother tell me to find someone who couldn’t be found?”

“She probably just made a mistake,” said Locasta. “After all, it’s been a rather hectic few days.” Her tone was uncharacteristically reasonable, likely owing to the fact that there was a Magical sword poised against her neck. “Did you ever wonder why I’m always humming that little counting song?”

Glinda shook her head.

“Sometimes my father, Thruff, and I would get separated from one another in the mines. And believe me, you don’t know ‘scary’ until you find yourself alone in some deep, dark gash in the world. But Papa said that as long we could hear one another humming, we’d each know that the others were all right. And you know what? I believed him. I actually believed that some silly jumble of notes he’d put together in no particular key could keep us safe. But one day Papa’s song went silent. Just like that. He was gone. He’d said the humming would keep us safe . . . but he was mistaken.” Locasta placed her fingertip gingerly on Illumina’s point, and slowly, carefully pushed the weapon away until Glinda’s arm hung limp at her side. “Parents fail sometimes, Glin. They let you down. They don’t mean to, but they do. Tilda was just wrong to tell you to find Mythra, and the sooner you accept that, the better.”

Glinda returned the blade to her sash with a trembling hand. “Locasta, I’m so sorry. About your father, about . . .” She trailed off, too ashamed to even say the words.

“The sword?” Locasta shrugged as if having a weapon aimed at her throat was an everyday occurrence. “You were upset. And besides, even if you wanted to hurt me—which you didn’t—I think we both know Illumina would never have allowed it.”

Glinda nodded. “But my mother told me to—what was it she said?—to ensure that the momentum of the rebellion was not lost. Surely she thought that finding Mythra had something to do with that. If she’s dead, I don’t know what else I can do.”

“You’ll think of something,” Locasta assured her, draping an arm over Glinda’s shoulder. “I mean, you figured out how to release Ember by sticking that stone in your sword. I’m sure you’ll—”

Glinda’s eyes widened and her heart fluttered in her chest. “Locasta, that’s it!”

“What’s it?”

“I vanquished one Witch, I can vanquish the others. All I have to do is find the Elemental Fairies and unleash them on the Witches of the North, East, and West! How’s that for momentum?” Beaming, she started walking again, charging toward town with a spring in her step.

“Uh . . .” Locasta’s eyebrows shot upward. “Were you and I not on the same quest? Because the way I remember it, just finding Ember was an extremely difficult thing to do . . . and you’d been living in the same house with him for the last thirteen years!”

“Locasta’s right,” said Gage. “The secret of the Elemental Fairies is the most heavily guarded secret in Oz.”

“I realize that,” said Glinda. “But this time, all we have to do is ask a Grand Adept, three of whom we just met on the Road of Red Cobble. That little Munchkin lady, for instance, or the rugged gentleman from Gillikin with the purple beard. Or that dapper fellow from Winkie—you know, with the funny suit and the fancy pocket hankie—he seemed eager to help.”

“Good plan,” said Locasta. “Too bad you didn’t come up with it before they all followed the red road out of Quadling.”

“It might not have even mattered if she had,” Gage noted with a heavy sigh. “When I said that only the Grand Adepts knew where the Fairies were hiding, I did not mean to imply that every Grand Adept was privy to such knowledge. In fact, only a select few were entrusted with it, and since Dally and the others might very well not be among that number, I fear that traveling to meet with them now would be too great a risk. You heard the Witches say they were doubling their border guards.”

“But the Road of Red Cobble—” Glinda began.

“Is quirky,” was Locasta’s stern reminder. “You can’t risk having it bottom out on you at the Munchkin border, or disappearing halfway through Winkie.”

Much as Glinda wished she could argue with that, Locasta had a point.

“What about Magic? Miss Gage, can we use your scrying mirror? Or cast a summoning spell?”

“Under other circumstances, maybe,” said Gage. “Though with so little to go on, it would be difficult to know where to start.”

“But we have to try!”

“Let me see if I’ve got this straight,” said Locasta, planting her hands on her hips. “You’re proposing that we try to find the hidden Elemental Fairies, who—let’s face it—could be anywhere in the entire Land of Oz . . . but before we can even begin to look for them, we have to track down one of a very small handful of Grand Adepts who actually know where the Fairies are, and who, by the way, could also be anywhere, and who—just sayin’—have successfully managed to keep their Foursworn status a complete and total secret not only from the Wickeds but from just about everybody else in Oz as well, since the night the king was defeated.” She rolled her eyes. “I don’t know about you, but to me that sounds like the worst game of hide-and-seek ever.”

“Well, when you put it that way . . . ,” Glinda muttered, and trudged on.

They walked in silence until they reached the town square, where they saw several Quadling citizens huddled in groups, discussing the fall of Aphidina. Some looked hopeful, others wary, as they tried to process their great change in circumstance.

At the apothecary shop, a crowd had gathered—storekeepers who’d been about on the day Master Squillicoat was removed from his shop. Under the illusion of Aphidina’s rule, no one had found it the least bit alarming to see soldiers guiding an innocent tradesman away from his place of business. This is Quadling and all is well, they’d told themselves. Little had anyone known that the good chemist was being hauled off to be sewn into a Wicked tapestry as an enemy of the Witch.

One of the merchants, the chandler, waved Glinda over and invited her to say a few words about their absent comrade. Still reeling from the grim news about Mythra and the Elemental Fairies, she climbed the steps to the shop’s front door to deliver an impromputu tribute to her fallen friend, who had given his life back in Maud’s cottage.

“Abrahavel Squillicoat understood that Magic is in the air we breathe,” she began. “The tears we cry, the thoughts we think. It’s in the footsteps that carry us across the solid ground of Quadling Country. Aphidina told us a lie that made us forget that; she stole our right to Magic. But nonuse of rights does not destroy them! It’s time for all of us to learn the long-forgotten secrets of Magic—” She stopped short, her eyes going wide, her heart racing at the unexpected wisdom of her own words. “To the secrets of Magic!” she cried.

Pushing past the cheering spectators, Locasta sidled up to Glinda and gave her a stern look. “Okay, what’re you thinking? I can practically see the wheels turning in your head.”

Glinda’s reply was to shout to the crowd, “Let’s begin by opening Squillicoat’s shop!”

A carpenter clapped his hands and touched his nose; the boards that had been nailed over Squillicoat’s windows turned to glittering kites and lifted away on a Quadling breeze. He was both surprised and delighted by his accomplishment. “It’s most enjoyable, isn’t it? To be who one is!”

“Indeed it is,” said Glinda.

Next a seamstress stepped forward to place her hand upon the door handle. “Magic brings Magic to find and explore . . . unlock, unlatch, unbolt this door!”

There was a click and a clatter, and sure enough, the door swung open.

Now Glinda nodded to the chandler. “I will be in need of some candlelight within, sir, if you please.”

Beaming, the chandler strode through the open door and snapped his fingers; suddenly fresh tapers appeared in every empty, wax-dribbled candlestick Squillicoat had left scattered around the shop. A wave of the chandler’s hand brought flames to each wick. “Hah!” he laughed. “Never did that before!”

“Thank you,” said Glinda, dipping a curtsy to the candle maker as he and the rest of the onlookers took their leave. “Thank you in most generous amounts!” Then she rushed into the tiny shop.

Navigating the maze of tables and towering shelves that sagged under the weight of the apothecary’s wares, she went first to Squillicoat’s battered desk in the corner. How many times had she seen the friendly chemist seated there, working out his recipes and formulas, never dreaming he would turn out to be a prominent member of a Magical rebel faction. Pulling open the top drawer, she began to rummage through it.

“What are we doing in here?” Locasta asked, picking up a small jar of glistening salve and sniffing its contents. “Have you suddenly developed a rash?”

“I’ve suddenly developed an idea,” Glinda retorted. “Squillicoat was the one who told us about the Gifts of Oz, remember? Through the steam of the teakettle in Maud’s cottage.”

“Of course I remember.” Locasta gave a droll little snort. “It was right before you nearly got yourself smoked into oblivion.”

Glinda ignored the gibe and moved from the desk to an open cupboard filled with dusty bottles, flagons, and crockery pots. “Miss Gage, when the Wickeds took over, what became of . . . well, everything? Everything that had to do with Oz’s reign—official documents, public records, works of art and literature—anything that pertained to King Oz’s rule?”

“I’d always just assumed Aphidina destroyed those things,” Gage replied with a dainty shrug. “Her goal was complete and total illusion, so anything that might have reminded her subjects of Oz’s reign would have threatened her power.”

Glinda considered this, her mind turning over the many possibilities. “All right . . . so what if Abrahavel managed to gather up the secrets of Oz’s past before Aphidina did and create a kind of archive of Ozian history?” Glinda’s eyes shone. “He wasn’t a Grand Adept, but he did know of the king’s Gifts. Maybe he knew because he had access to that secret and others like it in the form of records, writings, artifacts. . . .”

“But he only knew the Gifts existed,” Locasta pointed out. “He didn’t know where the Gifts were, and he wasn’t aware that the Fairies had saved them.”

“That doesn’t mean the information wasn’t recorded somewhere,” Glinda countered. “It just means he hadn’t come upon it yet.”

“Seems far-fetched to me,” Locasta huffed. “And even if a guy who brews wart remover and pinkeye potion for a living did have the foresight to gather up all evidence of Oz’s true history, do you really think he’d just leave it lying around in his workshop?”

“Of course not,” said Glinda. “He would have created an illusion of his own.” Glancing around the messy shop, she knit her brow. “Which means what we’re looking for could be anywhere, in any form.”

She plucked a squat jar with a glass stopper from the shelf. Inside, slender tremors of light flickered and flashed, emitting a crackling glow. There was a label tied to the neck that read QUISH.

“As in Baloonda?” she murmured. A mere three days ago Glinda had watched poor Baloonda Quish declare improperly, only to be violently Youngified at the hands of Misty Clarence, the Dean of Disastrous Decisions. And, she suddenly recalled, although Squillicoat himself had been apprehended before the Declaration ceremony, his apprentice Wally Huntz had attended the festivities—despite the fact that Huntz did not have a daughter, or even a niece, graduating from Mentir’s Academy. But as intriguing as this realization was, it brought Glinda no closer to finding the Elementals.

Nerves prickling, she continued to search the cluttered shop. Every inch of the place was brimming with chemist’s tools and medical journals. She peered at scales and spoons, searching for encoded engravings that might hint at what she wished to learn; she dug through leather trunks and a sprawling chest with a hundred tiny drawers. But she found nothing that spoke of Oz in days gone by—no ancient records, no dusty tomes, no painted portraits celebrating the rightful king, or the rightful queen before him. Just a jumble of flasks and scales, shriveling plants and manuals for mixing medicines. When Glinda discovered a half-empty vial labeled FOR RELIEF FROM THE INSIDIOUS SPLOTCHES, TO BE TAKEN TWICE A DAY WITH MEALS, she was overcome with lonesomeness for her friend Ursie.

“Where would someone hide eons and eons’ worth of Ozian truth?” Locasta grumbled. “I mean, that’s what we’re looking for, isn’t it? The truth.”

“Yes,” Gage agreed. “Truth.”

“Truth,” Glinda repeated, then, out of habit, added, “Above All.”

The familiar phrase struck all three of them at once, and three pairs of eyes were suddenly cast upward to the ceiling, where a scuttle hole had been cut out, presumably to allow the apothecary access to his attic.

“Above All!” they chorused.

“Maybe?” said Glinda.

“Possibly,” Gage allowed.

“I still don’t think you’re going to find anything,” Locasta huffed, but she was already piling wooden crates on a rickety chair to construct a makeshift ladder. Seconds later the two girls had clambered up to the attic to crouch beneath the rafters, blinking as their eyes adjusted to the dimness.

“Any luck?” Gage called from below. “What do you see?”

“Nothing,” Locasta announced smugly.

The sloping space stretched out around them, containing nothing but a few cobwebs and a thick coating of dust. But as Glinda gazed into the emptiness, it occurred to her how strange it was that the apothecary would have hindered himself with such an untidy work space when he had so much attic space available to clutter up instead.

“What aren’t I seeing?” she wondered aloud. “What is it that eludes my vision?”

As she posed the question, the blade at her hip gave off a soft pulse of light; for the scantest of seconds, Illumina cast a shining pool on the splintery floorboards under Glinda’s knees. At the same moment, she felt a phrase tickling the tip of her tongue and she heard herself whisper into the gloom, “Blade of brilliance forged of vision . . .”

Vision!

Heart racing, she drew her sword and let the unbidden words form Magically upon her lips:

“ True light of this sword I invite you to glow,

So I may see the unseen, and the unknown I may know.”

Illumina’s blade burst into a brilliant column of light, a Magical gleam that touched every corner of the attic. In its glow, the pitched roof dissolved into nothingness and was replaced by an unimaginable expanse of space. Contained in the vastness were countless leather-bound volumes, and forgotten scrolls, shelves filled with jars and vials bubbling with colorful potions and tinctures. Glinda saw sculptures and artifacts, objects and implements, all of which were examples and evidence of an Oz that once was.

And any of which might lead her to the Elemental Fairies.

“Incredible,” said Locasta, running a finger gently along the spine of a book entitled The Nomes of the Underlands: A Complete Genealogy.

“Miss Gage,” Glinda called down through the scuttle hole. “Please summon the chandler, and the carpenter and the baker as well! Tell them to come quickly and bring their carts and barrows.”

“May I tell them what for?”

“Tell them we’re bringing the truth back to Mentir’s Academy,” said Glinda, smiling. “And we’re going to need all the help we can get.”

As Miss Gage hurried off to enlist the aid of the townsfolk, Glinda quickly collected items that looked the most promising. Then she made her way carefully down the makeshift ladder and through the clutter of the shop’s first floor. Halfway to the door, she remembered something and retraced her steps to the shelf where the jar marked QUISH sat. Not that she imagined the sparkles of lightning it contained would help her find the Elemental Fairies. But it was possible that the apothecary had come up with an antidote to Youngification. If he did, and if she ever saw Baloonda again, she might be able to return her childhood to her.

But for now, that would have to wait.

Because she was sure that somewhere in the Magical boundlessness of Squillicoat’s attic collection was the answer to the mystery of the hidden Fairies.

All Glinda had to do was find it.

*  *  *

Eager to assist, the merchants filled their wheelbarrows and wagons near to overflowing. Other villagers arrived to offer a hand, taking as much as they could carry, balancing armloads of books atop ivory chests bound in chains. They toted gilt-framed paintings, and etchings on frayed canvases; they filled their pockets with medals, talismans, and amulets of all shapes and sizes. What a peculiar caravan they made, marching to Madam Mentir’s Academy for Girls, where they deposited Squillicoat’s treasures in the library. When the long, polished study tables began to creak under the weight of the apothecary’s carefully curated collection, Glinda directed her helpers to bring the rest to the academy’s opulent dining hall.

When Ben, Shade, and Feathertop appeared, blinking in amazement at such a vast array of historical writings, records, and artifacts scattered around the library, Glinda quickly told them her plan to find the Elementals.

“Wait a minute,” said Ben, cocking his head. “I thought you were supposed to be looking for Mythra. What happened to her?”

“She stopped being alive, that’s what happened,” Locasta informed him. “We’re looking for the Fairies now.” She rolled her eyes. “C’mon on, Earth boy. Try to keep up.”

“We’re hoping we’ll find some clue to their whereabouts in the artifacts the apothecary was hiding,” Glinda clarified.

Ben let out a long whistle. “It must have been a colossal, not to mention dangerous, undertaking to preserve so much of Oz’s history. Let’s hope it wasn’t all for naught.”

Glinda was about to agree when a cheerful and familiar voice rang out from the library doorway. “Well, if it isn’t Glinda Gavaria, Protector of Oz!”

Glinda turned in the direction of the greeting, and her eyes lit as she ran to throw her arms around Ursie Blauf.

“I owe you my deepest thanks, Ursie,” said Glinda. “Luring that soldier away from my house was so brave. I had no idea you were a Revo.”

“Well, I wasn’t officially until you and the Grand Adept disappeared,” Ursie explained. “Before that, Master Squillicoat and Miss Gage had been cautiously ‘recruiting’ me. The apothecary said he saw my potential when we first met—back when I came down with those Insidious Splotches. I’m heartsick over his demise, but thanks to his example, many are now willing to take up the cause.” A tiny smile tugged at the corners of Ursie’s mouth. “In fact, some of them might surprise you.”
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