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“It was just a trick,” Bert offered. Beside him, his brother nodded vigorously. 

“Just a trick!” Baron Charmaigne roared. He swung the fire poker and smashed the burning logs. A thousand sparks flew up and winked out, and a handful of orange embers rolled out of the hearth and onto the stone floor of the great hall. The baron crushed them under his boot. 

Bert stole a glance at Will, who stared at their father with widening eyes while his fingernails dug into his knees.

“Let’s talk about this trick of yours,” Baron Charmaigne said, stabbing the air with the poker. “Margaret! Do you know what they did?” 

“No, my lord,” Margaret said quietly. Besides the baron and his sons, the old servant was the only one in the room. She stood with her wrinkled hands clasped and her gaze fixed on the fireplace. 

“Of course you don’t. That’s part of the problem, isn’t it? Well, let me tell you. The victim this time was a gullible farm girl whose family just moved to the village. Apparently as she was shooing birds from the seeded fields, a boy carrying a large basket approached and offered to show her ‘a fine surprise.’ The girl described him as ‘a pale but handsome lad with wide, blue eyes and a wild, black mane.’” 

Bert reached up to smooth his unkempt hair, then checked his laughter as he noticed Will doing the same. It wouldn’t be wise to laugh at this moment. 

“This black-haired villain then sat and covered himself with the basket,” the baron said. He put his back to the others and spoke into the flames. “A moment later, the girl said, there was a tap on her shoulder. To her everlasting horror the boy now stood behind her. The same pale, blue-eyed boy in the same clothes, she said. Then he walked to the basket and turned it over to reveal its emptiness. And, of course, she ran off screaming, sending the entire village into an uproar.” The baron turned to face the boys again. His face had gone purple with rage. 

“It was us, Father,” said Will looking paler than usual, if that was possible. He appeared to be shrinking.

“I bloody well know it was the two of you!”

Bert sat up straight and cleared his throat. “I crept out from the basket and hid when she turned around to look at Will.”

“But we didn’t expect her to run off screaming about witches and the devil,” Will said to the floor.

The baron gritted his teeth and pressed his palms against his temples. “I’m doubly angry!” he cried. “Angry once because this is more of the foolishness, the horrid behavior that your mother and I have scolded you for from the moment you monsters reared up on two legs. And angry again because you’ve stirred up all the fears we’ve tried to put to rest. Half these peasants still believe those ridiculous stories about the Witch-Queen!” 

“But Margaret says they’re true—” Bert cut himself off, instantly regretting the words. Margaret seemed to wilt as the baron’s anger turned toward her like the door of a furnace swinging open. 

“Margaret. We’ve asked you to watch the twins. To help shape them. To do something about their behavior, for heaven’s sake. But instead you fill their heads with these foolish stories.” The baron paused to think. He sounded weary when he spoke again. “We’ve given you a dozen years with them, Margaret, but they are falling far short of my expectations. Your service here is over. I want you to leave Ambercrest. By tomorrow.” 

“Father, no!” the boys said as one. Bert tried to leap off the bench, but Will grabbed his sleeve and held him down.

Margaret could have said so many things at that moment to deflect the barons anger back toward the boys, to help him understand that they simply refused to be tamed. But she only whispered, “Yes, my lord. It has been my honor to serve you,” and quietly left the room. 

“It’s wrong,” said Bert, pacing back and forth across the floor of Margaret’s tiny room.

“It’s completely unfair,” said Will. He sat with his back against the wall and bounced his head gently against the stone.

“I won’t be alone. I have a niece who serves at a manor not far from here, and I can stay with her.” Margaret was packing her frocks and aprons with a few other modest possessions into a small chest. 

“Here, Margaret. We want you to have this.” Bert tugged a thick-banded ring of gold off his finger and held it out to her.

Margaret’s eyebrows rose and fell. “I cannot possibly accept that.”

“I wish you’d take it,” said Bert. “It’s my fault you’re being sent away. Because of what I said. It is true, though, isn’t it? About the Witch-Queen and Snow White?” 

“There is some truth in it, for sure. And my grandmother heard the story from the princess herself before she died. She told me that even as an old woman you could look at Emelina—the one they called Snow White—and know that she was fair beyond description.” Margaret smiled at the twins. “There’s plenty of Snow White in the two of you, that’s plain to see, even after so many generations. That skin, those eyes …” She sighed and closed the lid on the chest. “Young men, I’m afraid your parents will do something far more drastic if you disobey them again. Promise me you’ll try to be good.”

“I promise,” Will said quietly.

Bert grunted. “When I’m baron, the first order I give will be to bring you back.”

“I didn’t know your father had named his successor,” Margaret said, looking from Bert to Will.

“It’ll probably be me,” said Bert. “Will doesn’t even want the barony. That’s what he always says. Right, Will?”

“I guess,” Will said to the floor. His face reddened.

“Now, Bert, don’t underestimate your brother,” Margaret said. “He’s got a good heart and a lot of wisdom in that head. But no matter what happens, the most important thing is for the two of you to stay friends.” 

“Of course we will!” said Bert. Will nodded.

“Well, I don’t know which of you will grow up to be baron,” Margaret said, “but I’ll try to live long enough to see that day. Until then, good-bye.” The twins hugged her. A servant came in and carried the chest away, and then Margaret was gone. 

“I wish she’d taken the ring,” said Will.

“I stuck it in the chest when she wasn’t looking,” said Bert.


CHAPTER 2[image: Image]


Margaret rode in the wagon that the baron’s courier, Parley—dear, kind, funny Parley, who had somehow managed to make her smile even on this terrible day—had arranged for her. She took a final look at Ambercrest. As the road bent around the forest, a green curtain was drawn across the castle that had been her home for so many years. 

The lines in her face deepened as she thought back to the cold, winter night she saw the omen.

It was thirteen years ago on a night as dark and cold as a crypt. She remembered how she shivered in her bed, and then heard someone awake in the inky halls of Ambercrest, hours before sunrise. Not the stomping boots of a guard, but the silky shuffle of slippers. A pale, orange light appeared in the slender space at the bottom of her door. She was already there with a hand on the knob when the rapping began. 

It was the baroness. “Margaret, I am with child,” she said. “I’m certain of it now.”

“Wonderful news, my lady. The baron will be pleased” Margaret noticed that even at this late hour, with no one about, the baroness had taken a moment to compose her hair. 

“Yes,” the baroness said uncertainly. “They say a woman’s face glows with beauty when she is with child. Let us hope that is true.” 

There was a soundless interlude, and Margaret worked her jaw sideways and pressed her gums together to suppress a yawn. “May I be of service to you, my lady?” 

“Of course. I must have something to eat. And it must be … eggs. That’s what the child wants, I feel.”

“Right away, Baroness.”

With a lamp to light her way, Margaret went down the wide stone staircase, through the great hall and the dining room, and out the door of the keep into the bitter cold. The short walk across the courtyard and into the kitchen tower sent needles of pain into her joints. 

“No sense waking the cook for this, I can manage it,” she muttered. The eggs were kept in a wooden bowl on a shelf. Only one was left, but it was a goose egg and quite large. She picked it up, but her fingers were still numb from the frigid air. The egg slipped from her grasp and broke with a splat on the stone floor. 

Margaret sighed. She knelt to see if enough of the egg could be preserved. Holding the lamp close by, she stared at it for a long while, wondering. She shivered again, but not from the cold this time.

Spilled from the single shell were two yolks, like golden islands in a clear sea. This can only mean one thing, she thought. But then her smile settled into a thin frown. 

One yolk remained whole, but the other had not survived the fall. Its fine skin had split, and the inner yolk oozed out, slowly and shapelessly.


CHAPTER 3[image: Image]


Bert sat on the stone sill of the window and dangled one leg outside. He had a disk of polished tin in one hand and was staring at his reflection, searching for any sign of whiskers on his narrow chin. It struck him that looking in the little mirror was just like looking at his brother. “You know,” he said, “I might be Will and you might be Bert.” 

“What do you mean?” Will asked. He was lying on his bed, propped on his elbows.

“Don’t you remember? Mother and Father could never tell us apart. They still can’t. They kept a ribbon tied around my ankle—or your ankle—when we were babies. But, remember, Margaret said she once found us both playing with the ribbon that I had untied. Or that you untied. So we may not be who we think we are. Either one of us could be firstborn, so either one of us could be baron.” 

“I’m sure it’ll be you, Bert.”

Bert couldn’t suppress a smile. “That’ll be up to Father. But I wouldn’t mind—Hey, what’s going on out there?” He peered down into the courtyard. One of the baron’s men had thundered through the gates on horseback. He thrust the reins into a stable boy’s hands and strode toward the great hall, nearly breaking into a run. “It’s Edward, the smelly one. Something urgent, I don’t know what. Should we find out?” 

Will didn’t say a word. He just sprang from his bed and followed Bert out the door. Soon they were at the balcony overlooking the great hall, where their father had already received Edward. The boys lay flat on the floor with their heads raised just high enough for spying, and strained to hear the conversation. 

“I can hardly believe it,” the baron said. “After so many years. There is no doubt it was them? Not simply poachers or some band of ruffians?” 

“Please understand that I did not witness it with my own eyes, sire. But John did. Although it was from a distance, he is certain. They were gone by the time we rode up. No trace of them at all.” 

“They can do that. Disappear on you just like that.” Baron Charmaigne snapped his fingers. “Well, I want those hills searched, every rock turned over, every crevice explored. If they’ve come back, I’ll have their heads, I promise you that. Come, I want to talk to John myself” Edward followed the baron out of the room, but neither said anything the boys could hear. Bert and Will looked at each other and shrugged. 

[image: Image]

Will awoke that night, flailing under his blanket. Something was pinching his nostrils closed. His eyes focused on Bert, grinning down at him. 

“What’s the matter with you?” Will said after he swatted Bert’s hand away.

“Do you know how hard it is to wake you up?”

“I couldn’t sleep at all for a while,” Will muttered. “I kept thinking about Margaret. What did you get me up for, anyway?”

“I think I know what Father and Smelly Ed were talking about.”

Will ground his knuckles into his eyes. “Can’t you tell me tomorrow?”

“This is too good to wait! Come on,” Bert said. He led the way to the door, eased it open, and crept out into the dark hallway. Will took up his usual position a few steps behind. They moved with practiced stealth past the room where their mother and father slept, and padded down the wide, curving stairs to the great hall. A tall candle burned at the foot of the steps. Bert produced a smaller candle and holder from his pocket and held its wick to the flame. “We need to see the maps,” he whispered to Will. 

They crossed the main hall and passed through a slender archway into the small, musty chamber where the baron kept his maps. A broad table stood against the back wall. Above it were ten rows of pigeonholes, filled with rolled parchments that stuck out above the table. “Here, I think it’s this one,” said Bert, He pulled out the longest parchment. Dust floated gently down, tiny bits of matter illuminated by the light of the candle. 

Bert spread his arms wide to unroll the big map, shoving the candle to the rear of the table to make room. There were smooth river stones on the table to keep the parchments from curling. He placed one on each corner of the map. 

“We shouldn’t be here. We’re already in trouble,” Will said.

“Too late! Were here. So, you know what Father’s chief responsibility is, right?”

Will yawned. “I’m too tired to remember.”

Bert let out an exaggerated sigh. “Come on, Will. You know full well; you’re the one who pokes his nose into the archives all the time. Ambercrest is one of the most remote castles in the kingdom—only The Crags is farther north, and nobody cares about that place. Father is supposed to keep watch on the borders for our enemies. These borders.” Bert tapped his finger on the parchment. 

The map showed the northern reaches of the kings realm. Bert’s finger drummed on the mountains just north of Ambercrest and The Crags, mountains labeled with a phrase that Will read aloud: “The realm of the Dwergh.” 

“That’s right, the Dwergh. I think that’s what the patrol saw out there, somewhere between here and The Crags. Remember what Smelly Ed said to Father, that whoever it was just disappeared? That’s what those filthy little Dwergh do—they crawl into their holes where you can’t find them. Like moles.” 

“How do you know they’re filthy?” Will asked. “You’ve never seen one.”

“I’ve heard stories, Will. They’re grubby, greedy monsters. They’re strong, but they’re short—shorter than you and me, even. They’ll kill you for the gold on your fingers. I heard they steal babies and eat them. And do you know what they do to prisoners? It’s too horrible to describe.” 

“Really?” Will said, looking with dread at the peaks on the map. “But … they’re not all like that, right? What about the ones that helped our great-great-grandmother? Or whatever she was.” 

“Two more greats, I think. Listen, Will, those Dwergh might have saved her from the Witch-Queen. But they didn’t do it for her, they did it for themselves. They probably made her promise to give them all the jewels at The Crags in exchange for protecting her.” 

“I never thought of it that way,” Will said. He rubbed the back of his head. “Do you really think the Dwergh are back?”

“I hope so. It’s so boring around here, guarding a border when the enemy’s been hiding inside mountains for fifty years. Why wait? We should just go after them. What a fight that would be!”

“Bert, don’t you ever read the stuff I show you? You can’t just march into their mountains. It’s bad strategy. First off, they’ve already got the high ground. And how are you going to supply your army? You can’t even—” 

“Oh please,” Bert interrupted, waving his hand. “You and those translations. It’s stupid, all that stuff about strategies and deception. You have to charge right at them, that’s what Father would do” Bert frowned, wondering why the map was suddenly so much easier to read. A flickering orange glow had flooded the room. Will gasped, and Bert’s head jerked up, and his eyes nearly burst from their sockets. 

The candle that Bert pushed to the back of the table had ignited the map just above it, and the flames leaped eagerly to the other parchments. 

“Let’s get out of here!” cried Bert.

“No, we have to put it out!” Will said.

“What? Right!” said Bert. He pulled the candle away from the pigeonholes and swatted at the flames with his open palm. “Ouch!” Bits of burning paper floated about, and a few more maps began to smolder. A dense cloud of smoke gathered in the chamber’s rounded ceiling. “Will, get the water bucket by the hearth!” 

Will’s grimace nearly stretched from one ear to the other as he ran into the great hall, where the day’s fire had settled into a sputtering gray heap. He lifted the iron bucket with a grunt and waddled awkwardly back to the chamber with the pail swinging between his legs. By the time he got back, Bert had stripped off his nightshirt and was batting the flaming ends of the parchments. “Put the bucket on the table!” he said, trying not to shout. 

Bert grabbed the parchments and stuck the burning ends into the bucket, where they hissed like snakes. When the last of the maps had been extinguished, he and Will crammed them back into the holes. They stepped back and looked at the result. Soggy, blackened parchments stuck out at all angles with a third of their lengths burned away by the fire. Will shook his head and groaned. “Maybe they won’t notice.” 

“Right. Now let’s get out of here,” Bert said, picking up his charred nightshirt. “You’d better put the bucket back” 

Will lifted the pail. When he turned and saw Edward blocking the archway and staring at them, he dropped it again. The bucket tipped over, and the water sloshed out into a puddle that engulfed Edward’s feet. 

The boys froze. Edward sniffed the air and looked at the cloud of smoke still trapped overhead. His eyebrows rose as he glanced at the ruined maps, and then at Bert standing naked with a strand of smoke still drifting up from the nightshirt he held bunched against his waist. 

“We didn’t do it,” Bert ventured.

Edward snorted.

“You won’t tell, will you?” Will asked in a strangled voice.

“Let’s see,” Edward said. “I could say nothing, then have your father use me for an archery target when he finds out I lied. Or I could say something, and you two ruffians could get what you deserve. Dear me, what should I do?” 

Will closed his eyes and shivered, thinking about the look on his mother’s face when Edward led her to the map chamber. When she ordered them to their room, it was with a colder fury than he’d ever seen before. Starting that fire wasn’t the worst thing they’d ever done, but something about her expression told Will they’d made one mistake too many. “What do you think they’re going to do.” 

“Dunno. Maybe Father will have us beheaded,” Bert replied. He was at the window, staring into the black sky. “Hush for a minute,” he said. He stuck his head out and cocked his ear toward the left. Will got out of bed and leaned out with him. Their parents were talking in the room next door, and their voices were rising. 

“Can’t quite hear what they’re saying,” Will said. “Doesn’t sound promising, though.”

“It doesn’t,” Bert agreed. “I wish they didn’t lock us in. Otherwise we could just sneak out and listen at their door.” His expression brightened. He ran to his bed, reached underneath it, and pulled out a coiled rope from the clutter of objects that was crammed into the narrow space. 

“Bert, I don’t think that’s a good—”

“They’re talking about us!” Bert said. “Don’t you want to know what the punishment will be?” He knotted one end of the rope around his waist and threw the rest of the coil to his brother. “Tie this end to something, in case I slip. Although death might be better than what they’re planning.” 

“You’re crazy,” Will said wearily. He knelt to tie the rope to the foot of his bed.

“Not crazy,” Bert replied, grinning. “Just terribly brave” He stuck his legs out the window and lowered himself on his stomach until his elbows rested on the sill. He probed with his toes until he found a narrow ledge of stone, an inch or so wide, that ran just below the second story of the castle. He and Will had spent countless hours edging their way along the walls of the keep—but always on the first floor, where a slip would only send them a few feet to the ground. Here, the courtyard was at least twenty feet below. Bert didn’t see any of the night watchmen down there. And that was good. To them he would look like an assassin creeping toward the baron’s room. 

He edged away from the window, looked for tiny cracks between the stones that he could use as finger-holds, and slid his feet along the ledge, an inch at a time. Will watched his slow progress and fed the rope out, ready to hold on tight if his brother lost his balance. 

By the time Bert was halfway to his parent’s window, he could hear their conversation clearly.

“They’ll never change, you know,” his mother said.

“Hellions, both of them,” his father replied. “And punishment only makes them more rebellious.”

“But why do they do this, Walter? It’s almost as if they are trying to upset me. To get back at me for something.” 

“But what have you … what have we ever done to them to deserve all this?” 

“Nothing, I’m sure. But they’re wild and unruly, and something must be done. What if they’d burned themselves to death? What would the king’s court say about us then?” 

Thanks, Mother, Bert thought. There was a long silence that was somehow worse than their words. He managed to creep to the very edge of the window before his mother spoke again, much more softly. 

“Walter, do you remember the story of your grandfather’s assault on the Northmen? How he won the day?”

“Of course,” said the baron. He sounded relieved to change the topic. “The armies faced each other across a wide plain. Grandfather concentrated his forces on the center of the Northmen’s line and attacked there, splitting the army into two.” 

“Just so.”

There was another long silence. Somewhere in the dark courtyard below, a dog growled. It occurred to Bert that the topic had not changed at all Inside the room the same thing occurred to his father. 

“You think we should separate the boys.”

“Yes! Send one to live with your brother at The Crags. Not forever, only for the summer. And keep one with us. It may be the only way to tame them.” 

No, Bert thought. His brain faltered, and his knees went limp. He tightened his grip on the edge of the windowsill and turned to look back at Will, who leaned out the window with a puzzled look on his face. 

“Separate the boys,” the baron said again, as if he was trying to get used to the idea.

“They lead each other into trouble. Bertram leads William into trouble, to be more exact.”

“But they’ve always been together. From the day they were born. I can hardly remember seeing one without the other.”

“That’s the problem, don’t you see?” she said. Bert leaned closer. His parents were so close to the window that he could hear the rustle of fabric as his mother drew nearer to his father. Bert could picture what was happening inside. He’d seen it before. When his mother really wanted his father to agree to something, she’d slide up beside him and lock her hands around his waist. “It will be a shock, but a shock is what they need,” she said. “Honestly, Walter, there have been times when I wonder if I even love them, they are so troublesome. I know you feel the same way, you don’t even have to say it. We must do something. You need to name your successor before long, and how can you even choose between them now? Ones a monster, the other’s a … a mouse.” 

There was another pause, the longest yet. Bert realized that he was trembling, down to the tips of his fingers and toes. He squeezed his eyes shut. Don’t do it, Father, he thought. Don’t listen to her. Well be good, I promise. I’ll stop getting Will into trouble, I swear it.

His fathers voice again drifted out into the night. “Which would we send?”

“Will, I suppose,” his mother said. “He won’t misbehave and embarrass us the way Bert would. Will’s clever enough, but he’s as meek as a lamb without his brother to follow.” 

Bert swallowed hard and felt a lump in his throat the size of a paving stone. He looked back toward Will, who couldn’t hear any of this. His brother waved his hand in a mad circle, urging him to come back. But Bert couldn’t go yet. He had to hear what his father would say. Send Will to The Crags? They couldn’t—didn’t they know how scared Will got whenever he left the castle grounds? Bert leaned even closer to the window. Father, please…

“No,” his father said at last. Bert let out a long, grateful sigh. His mother began to protest, but his father cut her off. “But that was the last act of foolishness I will tolerate. Tomorrow I’ll tell them they have one final chance. And if they misstep one more time, I will do exactly what you propose.” 

A wide smile flowered on Bert’s face, and he straightened up, ready to return to his room. He was dizzy with relief. That was a near miss, he thought. Will’s going to faint when he finds out. For a moment their world had been like a crystal bowl teetering on the edge of a shelf, about to shatter into a million pieces. It seemed safe once more until a harsh voice called out from below. 

“You there! What are you up to?”

It was a watchman in the courtyard. Bert’s chest was against the wall, and he twisted his torso to look down at the fellow, hoping the man would shut up once he saw it was only the baron’s son. He tapped his forefinger against his lips. And then his father’s head popped out of the window, like a jack-in-the-box, just a foot from his face. 

The baron screamed. Bert yelped, and the fingers of his other hand slipped out of the crack that he was holding onto. His father tried to grab Bert’s arm as he toppled away from the wall, but only caught Bert’s sleeve, which tore and slipped through his fingers. Bert looked with wild eyes toward his brother who gritted his teeth and tightly gripped the rope in his fists. Bert fell, and when the rope went taut between them, Will was tugged neatly out the window as if he was diving into a pond. Bert tried to scream again, but said only “Ooof!” as the knot around his waist bit into his stomach. He swung like a pendulum toward a point somewhere under his own room, bouncing and bumping along the rugged face of the wall. Will held the rope long enough to flip himself upright again, but lost his grip and slid down the cords length until he straddled Bert’s shoulders. Above them Bert could hear Will’s bed scrape across the stone floor, and they sank a few more feet until they nearly reached the courtyard, where the watchman approached them with his sword in his hand and a bemused expression on his face. 

Bert had the urge to laugh until he heard the furious voice bellow down. “Spying? On your own father? That was the last straw! You hear me? The very last straw!” 

“It’s only for a few months,” the baron said, when the wailing quieted to the point where he might be heard.

“No!” the boys shouted. They were standing against a wall when their father broke the news, but in their shock they slid down and hunched on the cold stone floor. 

The baron glared at them. “Enough of your insolence. This decision will not be undone. I’ve sent word ahead to your uncle Hugh that Will is coming.” 

Bert looked at his brother, who’d gone paler than he thought possible. “But why Will? Why not me?”

“I’ll go,” Will said. He sounded as if he was about to be sick.

“No!” shouted Bert. He stared at his father with fierce, round eyes. “You can’t send Will to that awful place. Don’t you know how frightened he gets?” 

The baron palmed his forehead and groaned. “Bert. For the last time, there is nothing to fear at The Crags. The stories are nonsense. There are no witches, no beasts. Your uncle and aunt live there, for heaven’s sake. And if Will is so easily frightened, why is he never afraid to break my rules?” 

“Because I talk him into everything, He’s more afraid of me leaving him alone than he is of breaking your stupid rules,” Bert said, “Don’t you see, I’m the one who causes all the trouble! It was my idea to sneak down to the map chamber, my idea to spy on you and Mother. All the bad ideas are mine—but you never talk to us except to scold us, so you’d never know that!” 

The baron opened his mouth to speak, but the words spilled from Bert, like wine from a shattered cask. “And all Mother ever does is tell us we’re too disobedient, or too lazy, or too dirty, or we’re not fit to be heirs to the barony, because she’s just like you and she doesn’t really care—” 

“Enough!” the baron roared, Bert fell silent. He and Will hung their heads as their father loomed over them. The baron stabbed at the air with a fat finger to punctuate his words. “This decision is final. Blame no one but yourselves. The carriage leaves this afternoon, and Will shall be on it.” Bert raised his face and stared back defiantly. “And if you say another word,” the baron said, almost growling, “I’ll have you whipped like a common thief” 

The boys climbed the last few steps to the watchtower on the inner wall, a round room of stone with a spire at the top and three windows shaped like narrow, inverted shields. It was deserted, as always. Since the outer wall had been constructed decades before, there was no need for anyone to come here. So it was the perfect place to meet—usually to hide or play or hatch devious plans, but this time to mourn. Will sat on the floor, picking up clay marbles and letting them roll off his hand into the pile of sand. Bert stared out the window at the landscape that surrounded the castle. 

Ambercrest sat imperiously on a tall mound of earth. The land sloped away in every direction, so that even though the outer walls were built taller, the inner walls sat higher, and the old watchtower offered a splendid view of the countryside. 

Beyond the outer wall the humble cottages and barns made the castle seem that much grander. It was early summer, and the distant forest had bloomed into its full green glory. Roads stretched in four directions, as if the castle itself was the center of a compass. Bert gazed along the northern road: the one that would take away Will He turned to his brother. Will had his knees tucked against his chest and his arms around his legs. Bert thought he might be trembling. 

“It’ll be all right,” Bert said.

“It won’t,” Will said. “Bert, you know me. I don’t like leaving the castle. When we go past the walls, I can hardly breathe.”

“But you and I have snuck out there a couple of times.”

OEBPS/images/img01_1-1.png





OEBPS/images/img01_1-2.png





OEBPS/images/img01_1-3.png





OEBPS/images/img01_001.png







OEBPS/images/9781416912514.png
, The
MirrorsTale

A FURTHER TALES ADVENTURE

P. W. CATANESE

ALADDIN PAPERBACKS





OEBPS/images/img02_1-1.png






OEBPS/images/img02_1-2.png






OEBPS/images/img01_1-7.png





