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			For the kids at Wetzel Road Elementary, who so joyfully welcomed Igor’s annual visit during all the years I taught there

		

	
		
			FROM THE SCRIBBLES OF STANKLO

			(AN INFORMAL HISTORY OF NILBOG)

			The first months after William and Fauna, the children from the upper world, healed King Nidrash of his insanity were a time of peace and happiness for the goblin people. Finally free from our imprisonment in Toad-in-a-Cage Castle, we set about restoring our underground city, which had suffered grievous decline during the years of our absence.

			Alas, before the year was out, discontent began to stir in Nilbog, a discontent caused by whispers coming from . . . well, no one knew, then, from where. Young goblins—not children, but those just approaching adulthood—began to act rebellious, then disappear. Some in the city whispered they had been taken to the Pit of  Thogmoth. That was ridiculous, of course; the Pit had been sealed more than two hundred years before. But where they had gone, or why, no one could truly say.

			Goblins are not easily frightened. Even so, fear crept over Nilbog.

			That fear grew worse when Flegmire, the mad goblin­ess who lived outside the city, came to court with her “goblin harmonium.” After her concert, which was strangely lovely (I know, for I was there), she stood before the king. When he asked what she wanted, she crossed her arms, then closed her eyes and bowed her head. Her body began to shake. When she looked up again, her huge eyes had the same wild look I had seen the night she’d warned us of our coming captivity. We had ignored her then, and paid a terrible price for that mistake. But what were we to make of this new warning? I can write down her exact words, for they burned themselves into my brain.

			“Something dark has come to Nilbog. Something dark and fierce and needy. Promises have been made, and young goblins have believed them. They are out seeking. If they should find what they are after, then something terrible, something terrible—”

			She did not finish. Her eyes rolled back into her head, then she screamed and collapsed to the floor. When she finally woke hours later, she had no memory of what she had been saying.

			It was many months before we understood her warning. By then it was almost too late.

			—Stanklo the Scribbler

		

	
		
			When goblins are good, they are very, very good. But when they are bad, they’re stinkers.

			—Stanklo the Scribbler

			CHAPTER ONE

			INVITATION

			It started the day five goblins searched my cottage.

			I was setting a snare to catch a rabbit when I heard them coming, though I didn’t know yet they were goblins. I stuffed my twine into my pocket and scrambled up a nearby tree. I wasn’t afraid, but a girl living alone in the forest has to be careful. I try not to let people see me until I know who they are and what they are up to.

			Soon the goblins came into sight. They were being unusually quiet, for goblins, sneaking along with only an occasional fart to announce their presence.

			Since I am officially a “Goblin Friend,” I should not have been frightened by seeing them. But I could tell something was not right.

			The reason I am a Goblin Friend is that I helped my human friend, William, do the goblins a big favor after he freed them from the spell that had imprisoned them in Toad-in-a-Cage Castle for a hundred and twenty-one years.

			The reason I was frightened  was that when William and I had left Nilbog, the goblins had been planning to stay in their underground home for a long time, to recover from their terrible experience in the human world.

			So what were these goblins doing “up top”? And why were they looking over their shoulders and hiding behind trees, rather than bounding through the forest as goblins normally would?

			I waited until they were a little way ahead of me, then dropped to the ground to follow them.

			They numbered five in all, two with tails, three without. The shortest stood only a little higher than my waist but seemed to be the leader. They wore red headbands, which I had not seen goblins do before.

			It didn’t take long to realize they were heading for my cottage. Were they coming with a message . . . or were they planning mischief?

			Goblin mischief, when goblins are not crazy, is not too bad. And they tend to make up for it by also doing housework. I wouldn’t have minded having them clean up my cottage some. I’d been fixing it up since I’d found it, but it was still a mess. Not that I was going to stay there much longer. The time was coming when I would have to go somewhere else so people wouldn’t find out my secret.

			Moving had not bothered me in the past, at least not after the first few times. Now that I had met William, the idea was making me sad. But I couldn’t let him know the truth about me.

			That would be too dangerous.

			When the goblins reached the cottage, I slipped behind a tree to watch.

			The leader bounced up to the door and called, “Fauna! Fauna, are you there?”

			When he got no answer, he threw open the door and bounded in. The others raced to join him. Once they were all inside, I hurried to the west wall, where I crouched to peer through my own window.

			To my surprise, the goblins were not doing either mischief or housekeeping. Instead, they were searching for something. They looked under the bed and in the rafters, opened every cupboard, even tried the stones in the fireplace to see if they could find a loose one. And all the while they kept yelling, “Blackstone! Blackstone! Blackstone!”

			I was furious and wanted to shout at them to stop. But though I don’t mind fighting, I’m not stupid. Five goblins against one girl makes for bad odds.

			Finally the leader shouted, “Urxnagle!” which seemed to be some sort of goblin cuss word. “It’s not here!”

			“Helagon is not going to be happy,” whined a green goblin with eyes the size of my fists. “He really wants that thing.”

			What thing? I wondered. And who is Helagon?

			“I wish we hadn’t agreed to help him,” muttered a third goblin, flapping his pointy ears. “He makes me nervous.”

			“Too late for that!” snapped the tallest goblin. He looked around uneasily, then added, “We should go before we get caught.”

			“Not until we put everything back!” cried the leader. “Also, we need to make some mischief!”

			Leaping about like squirrels, bouncing off the walls, laughing as they worked, the goblins soon had the cottage twice as neat and tidy as when they had entered.

			Then they hid my cups and plates under the bed.

			That done, they hurried out the door—three running, two rolling—and disappeared into the forest.

			I walked to the edge of the clearing, where I sat on a tree stump and stared at my home. What in the world had the goblins been looking for? And who was this Helagon that made them so nervous?

			While I was trying to puzzle this out, I heard someone else approaching. This made me cranky. I don’t particularly like company, and twice in one day was at least one time too many.

			As the footsteps grew closer, I recognized the sound—the clump of a heavy boot, then the slow drag of the other foot. Just to be sure, I slipped behind a nearby tree, then peered around the trunk.

			I was right. It was Igor.

			Like William, Igor lives in Toad-in-a-Cage Castle. However, until last year no one knew he was there. That’s because he lived in the dungeon and made his way around through the secret passages, something the castle has a lot of.

			Igor is about a foot taller than me. He would be even taller, but he stoops because of the hump on his shoulder. He’s mostly bald but has a bushy black beard that hangs halfway to his knees. His eyes are dark and deep set. His nose looks like a small potato. He always wears a big fur coat, no matter what the weather.

			As usual, he was clutching his bear, which is like a doll, only shaped like . . . well, like a bear. It’s made out of fur. I don’t know what kind of fur it is, or where he got it, and I don’t want to.

			Igor uses his bear to bop things that annoy him. A light bop lets you know he is not happy with you. I’ve seen a mighty bop send a goblin flying several feet into the air.

			Igor has never bopped me. I think he knows better.

			“Fauna!” he growled when he got closer. “Where you at? Igor got message!”

			The growl didn’t mean he was angry. Igor almost always growls.

			I waited until he had clumped past me, then stepped from behind the tree. I was tempted to tap him on the back, to see if I could startle him, but I knew you should never, ever touch Igor’s hump. Instead I shouted, “What’s the message?”

			He spun around, bear raised to battle position. Then his face softened. “Oh, it you. Good job scaring Igor!”

			“Thank you.”

			“Next time Igor scare you instead!”

			“You can try.”

			He scowled but didn’t say anything.

			“What’s the message?” I asked.

			Igor scrunched up his face, a sign that he was thinking. Then his eyes went wide and he shouted, “Igor got invitation!”

			“Invitation for what?”

			“For party!”

			“Party?”

			I had heard of parties but had never been to one.

			“Baron making party for day William free goblins. He call it . . .” Igor stopped and knocked his fist against his head a couple of times. Then he smiled. “He call it Goblin Freedom Day Party!”

			“When is the party?”

			“On Goblin Freedom Day!”

			You have to be patient when you talk to Igor. I took a breath. “Well, when is that?”

			Igor scowled, counted on his fingers, and tried twice more. Then his face lit up. “Tomorrow night! It one year from night William free goblins.”

			“Well, I’m not doing anything then. I guess I can come.”

			“Good! William will be happy!”

			With that, he turned and started back along the path, bear tucked under his arm.

			As I watched him go, I realized I wasn’t sure what you were supposed to do at a party. I decided to visit Granny Pinchbottom, hoping maybe she could give me some advice. Also, I wanted to tell her about the goblins who had searched my cottage.

			Granny Pinchbottom isn’t really my grandmother, of course. I don’t think she’s anyone’s grandmother. It’s just what people call her.

			I didn’t used to visit Granny, because I never felt entirely safe when I was with her. That changed after I helped William connect the Goblin King’s head to his body. Granny has treated me differently since then. I’ve even been inside her cottage a few times.
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			When I got to Granny’s clearing, the cottage was gone. This didn’t mean anything bad had happened. When Granny isn’t at home, her home isn’t there either.

			Sometimes Granny will show up if she knows I want to visit. So I found a stump to sit on and turned my back to the clearing. I had never actually seen the cottage return, and I was pretty sure it wouldn’t if I watched too closely.

			I took out my knife and began to whittle at a stick. I didn’t whittle it down to nothing. That would have been a waste. Instead, I made a sharp point at the end. When I was done, I set it aside and started on another.

			You never know when a sharp stick will come in handy.

			About the time I began to shiver from the cold, I heard a rustling behind me. I glanced over my shoulder.

			The cottage was back.

			Unless you knew better, you would think it had been sitting there for a hundred years.

			Granny’s cottage has rough walls and a thatched roof. Though a heavy frost had fallen the night before, the rosebush that grows to the right of her door was in full bloom.

			It always is.

			I knocked, and Granny called for me to enter.

			As usual, a three-log fire blazed in the stone fireplace. Also as usual, the black cauldron that hung over the flames bubbled and steamed. You never know about that cauldron. Some days it holds the best stew in the world. Other days the smell coming from it is so disgusting I can hardly stand to stay in the cottage. Once, I saw something climb out of the cauldron, leap to the wall of the chimney, then scramble up into the darkness.

			Granny was in her rocking chair, petting Midnight, her huge black cat. She likes to call this “the stroke of Midnight.”

			The cat yawned, then leaped from Granny’s lap to coil around my legs.

			“He likes you,” Granny said.

			Her voice was cracked and dry because she was being her old-lady self. When she looks this way, her hair is limp and gray, her nose long and hooked, her chin sharp and warty. If she wants, Granny can appear as a beautiful young woman. She rarely does, though. I get the feeling she doesn’t think it’s worth the effort.

			I bent to pet Midnight. “I like him back,” I said.

			Her lap free of cat, Granny got up to stir the cauldron. It was smelling particularly rank. Over her shoulder she said, “So, what brings you to my door this fine day before Halloween? And take off your coat. It’s plenty warm in here.”

			Unbuttoning my coat, I said, “I came about two things.”

			“Well, that’s twice as complicated as usual. Let’s start with one.”

			“A group of goblins searched my cottage today.”

			Granny’s eyes widened. “What were they after?”

			“I have no idea! I don’t own much, and I can’t think of anything I do have that anyone else would want.”

			“Did they say anything that might give you a hint?”

			“They kept shouting ‘Blackstone.’ But that’s not much of a clue.”

			“There’s a Lord Blackstone a day’s ride from here. Hard to imagine he has goblins working for him, though. Anything else?”

			“Yes. One of them said, ‘Helagon is not going to be happy.’”

			Midnight arched his back and yowled.

			Granny spun toward me, her eyes blazing.

			With a bang the cauldron split open.

		

	
		
			Who is Granny Pinchbottom? This is a question that has long puzzled goblins and humans alike. At this time all that can be said is that it is not safe to make her angry.

			—Stanklo the Scribbler

			CHAPTER TWO

			SOLOMON’S COLLAR

			“Drat it, girl! Don’t startle me like that!”

			“Like what?” I asked, backing away from the bright blue goo that was oozing from the cauldron’s side.

			“Like mentioning Helagon!”

			“How was I supposed to know that would startle you?”

			It’s not wise to sass Granny, but I thought it was unfair for her to blame this on me.

			“Never mind,” she muttered, which was as close as she would get to admitting I was right. “Be quiet while I take care of this.”

			She bent, scooped up a handful of the goo, and began to roll it between her palms, drawing up what remained on the floor like someone making a ball of yarn.

			Unlike yarn, the goo mushed together.

			I wondered why the stuff didn’t burn her hands. It had been bubbling hot when the cauldron broke.

			As the ball got larger, Granny calmed down. When I thought it was safe to talk, I said, “What was it going to be?”

			“I call it ‘Restore Life.’ It’s a new specipe I’m working on.”

			“Specipe?”

			“Combination of ‘spell’ and ‘recipe.’”

			“Could it bring back the dead?”

			Granny snorted. “Not likely. Which is just as well. Bringing back the dead is generally a bad idea. No, what I hoped this stuff would do is keep someone who is at the edge of death from crossing over, at least for a while. Of course, that was if I finished working on it. Stars alone know if it will work now. Here, take a piece.”

			I hesitated. The goo looked nasty.

			“Take some!” she ordered. She had rolled up most of it now, and the ball was almost too big for her to hold.

			It’s a bad idea to turn down a gift from Granny, no matter what it is, so I reached forward and touched the goo-ball. It was surprisingly hot.

			“Just grab a chunk,” she said impatiently.

			I plunged in my hand and pulled out a glob. A strand remained attached to the bigger ball of goo.

			“Give it a quick, hard tug.”

			I did as Granny said, and the glob snapped free.

			“Now roll it into a ball.”

			Soon I had a goo-ball of my own, this one the size of an apple. It was surprisingly smooth, as easy to squeeze and shape as bread dough. It wasn’t sticky, but it was smelly . . . though not as bad as when it had been cooking.

			“What do I do with it?”

			“No telling right now.” She set the large ball of goo in her rocking chair. “I’ll tell you, Fauna, I ­haven’t been that startled in more years than most people have been alive!”

			“But how did I startle you?” I asked, amazed that anything could surprise Granny.

			“It was that name, Helagon. He’s a bad one, really bad. What he has to do with goblins is anyone’s guess, but it can’t be anything good.” She made a V with her middle finger and pointer finger and spit through it. “You said you had two things you wanted to ask about. What was the other? I hope it’s less disturbing!”

			“Igor invited me to a party the Baron is having.” I hesitated, then said, “What do you do at a party?”

			“Well, what’s the party for?”

			“To celebrate the day William freed the goblins.”

			Granny gave me a nearly toothless smile. “Good reason. The Baron was lucky he took that boy in. Now, I’ll tell you what. You can have a rose from the bush out front. We’ll clear off the thorns, and you can wear it over your ear. That will take care of dressing up.”

			“Thank you.”

			“Also, I want to send a gift for William. You can take it for me.”

			“All right.”

			I didn’t mention that no one had ever given me a gift, but as if she had read my mind, Granny said, “You deserve a gift too. I’m grateful to both of you for what you did. Come on, follow me.”

			“Where are we going?”

			“Downstairs.”

			“I didn’t know you had a downstairs!”

			“Did you really think you knew everything about my home?”

			I shook my head, because that was the right answer when Granny asked a question like that.

			She slid her rocking chair to the side, then pulled open a door in the floor. The space below was dark. She muttered a few words and snapped her fingers. At once a warm yellow glow rose from the opening.

			Midnight coiling around her feet, Granny started down the stairs.

			The cellar under the cottage was lit by torches. Torches are usually smoky but these weren’t. Also, they had not been burning when Granny had opened that trapdoor. . . . She must have lit them when she snapped her fingers.

			That is a trick I would like to learn!

			In the flickering light I saw that the walls were lined with shelves. On the shelves was an odd mix of bottles, books, bones, clay jugs, glass balls, empty cages, dried lizard skins, and many things I had no name for.

			A pair of worktables stretched almost the length of the room. They were covered with tools. I recognized a few . . . hammers and knives, mostly. Others I had never seen before. Some were curved and sharp, some twisty and pointed. They all looked pretty nasty.

			Strings of garlic, bags of onions, and bunches of dried herbs dangled from the ceiling, making the room smell pleasantly spicy.

			Also dangling from the ceiling were dozens of bats.

			“Don’t they poop on the floor?” I asked.

			“Not if they know what’s good for them! Now, let’s see what we can come up with.” Granny limped to one of the shelves and began to paw through the items. “Ah!” she said, picking up a ball made of yellow glass. She stared at it for a moment, then muttered, “Too dangerous.” She tossed it to the floor.

			I expected the glass to shatter. Instead, the ball bounced back to the shelf she had taken it from.

			She also rejected a silver star, an odd-looking twig, and an ugly-faced doll. At last she picked up a strip of brown leather. Halfway between the two ends, pressed into the leather, was a metal disc with a strange design stamped into its surface.

			“This might do,” she muttered. Then she nodded and smiled. “Yes, it will do quite nicely!” She handed it to me. “This is Solomon’s Collar. When you wear it around your neck, you can speak to animals.”

			“That’s wonderful!”

			“Not necessarily. Most animals are more interested in food and shelter than conversation. Still, there are times when it can be useful to ask directions from a hedgehog, or advice from a bear. Doesn’t work with bugs, of course, but every once in a while there’s a spider you can talk to. All right, that’s for William. Let’s see what I can find for you.”

			She returned to the shelf, where she picked up and discarded a yellowed bone, a chunk of glittering rock, and a foot-long purple feather that began to move as if being blown in the wind. She finally settled on a small green glass bottle about three inches high. A cork stoppered the neck. I could see that the bottle held some kind of liquid.

			“What is it?” I asked as she handed it to me.

			“Sleep Walk. Enough for four trips—five, if you use it carefully.”

			“But what is it?” I repeated.

			Granny grinned, showing her remaining teeth. “When you take a sip, you fall into a deep sleep. Well, your body does. Your spirit remains wide awake . . . meaning you can slip free of your flesh and wander off to observe things without being seen. Well, mostly without being seen. A few people might catch a flicker of movement from the corner of their eyes. A very few might think they’ve seen a ghost.” She smiled. “But that’s no worry. Everyone needs a proper scare now and then.”

			“Sounds scary for the person using it!”

			“It’s perfectly safe!” Granny snapped. “Unless . . .”

			“Unless what?”

			She shrugged. “If something happens to your body while you’re out roaming—that is, if it should happen to be killed—then you’ve got no way back in. Which means you end up as one of the wandering dead. So that’s unpleasant. Also, you must return to your body within two hours or you’ll be shut out forever. But mostly it’s perfectly safe.”

			“Thank you,” I said, wondering if I would ever have the nerve to use the stuff.

			“Don’t mention it. Now it’s time for you to pay for my advice and counsel. A bit of wood splitting should be just the thing. My stores are down, and it’s going to be a long winter.”

			We climbed the stairs; then she handed me an ax.

			I put on my coat and went outside.
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			I mostly like Granny, but I have to say her idea of “a bit” is different from most people’s. In this case “a bit of wood splitting” meant “from now until it’s almost too dark to find your way home.” Splitting wood is good for warming you up, though. Before long I had taken my coat off again.

			Splitting wood is also good for thinking. And what I was thinking about right then was goblins. Why had those goblins left Nilbog? What had they hoped to find in my cottage? Why had they been wearing red headbands?

			While I was thinking about this, I noticed a ­squirrel perched on a nearby branch. I wondered what it would be like to talk to it, the way William would be able to do once he had Solomon’s Collar.

			I took the collar out of my coat pocket and studied it.

			It’s not like trying it on would wear it out, I thought.

			Looking around to make sure Granny wasn’t watching, I placed the metal circle over my throat. Then I pulled the ends of the leather strap behind my neck. As I tried to figure out how to fasten the collar, I heard a soft click and felt a burst of heat against my throat.

			I cried out as I realized the collar had fastened itself!

			“Is something wrong?” asked the squirrel.

			I jumped in surprise. I had understood the thing!

			“Well, are you going to talk to me, or nut?” the squirrel asked. Then he chattered with laughter. “Get it?” he cried, clutching his belly. “Talk or nut? Oak and beech, sometimes I kill myself!”

			I was beginning to understand what Granny had meant when she’d said being able to talk to animals was a mixed blessing.

			The squirrel stopped laughing and looked at me, obviously waiting. I realized it was my turn to talk. The thing was, I didn’t like talking all that much, even to humans.

			“If you’re not going to use that collar, you probably shouldn’t have put it on,” the squirrel said, sounding cross.

			“I just wanted to try it.”

			He smacked his paw against his forehead. I got the feeling he knew something I didn’t.

			“Fauna!” called Granny. “It’s getting dark. Carry in the last load and we’ll call it done.”

			I knew I shouldn’t be wearing William’s gift, so I reached behind my neck to remove the collar. To my horror, it wouldn’t open!

			“Uh-oh,” said the squirrel. He covered his eyes with his paws, then moved one paw aside so he could watch anyway.

			“Go away!” I whispered. “Scat!”

			He turned and scampered across the branches.

			“Coward,” I muttered.

			“I may be a coward,” he called over his shoulder, “but at least I’m not stupid!”

			That stung, because I was feeling plenty stupid right then. Plenty scared, too. Granny had clearly told me the collar was for William. I never should have put it on. I thought the squirrel had the right idea in running away, and I longed to do the same. The problem was, the only thing stupider than putting on the ­collar to begin with would be trying to run from Granny Pinchbottom.

			“Fauna! Did you hear me?”

			I turned to face the cottage.

			Granny was at the door, outlined by the light from her fireplace.

			Granny could be kind.

			Granny could be helpful.

			Granny could turn you into a toad if you made a mistake.

			I had made a mistake. I was pretty sure it was a big one.

		

	
		
			Though what happened to us in Toad-in-a-Cage Castle was horrific, the humans who live there now are fairly nice. We are still trying to figure this out.

			—Stanklo the Scribbler

			CHAPTER THREE

			THE MYSTERIOUS BOOK

			I have learned over the years that fear can be inspirational. In this case it inspired me to put on my coat, then raise its collar and button it around my neck. This hid that other, magical collar, so Granny would not see I was wearing it.

			I gathered the last of the wood and headed for the cottage.

			“You’ve got your coat on,” Granny said when I reached the door.

			“It’s cold.”

			She looked at me sharply but said only, “It’s getting dark. Stack the wood over there, and you can be on your way.”

			Did she know what I had done? I thought so, but maybe it was just my conscience bothering me. Since I didn’t really believe I had a conscience, that seemed unlikely. But if she knew, why didn’t she say something?

			When I had finished stacking the wood, Granny cut a rose from the bush beside her door. She cupped her fingers beneath the blossom, then gave it a shake. The thorns slid off. This made me feel a bit odd. I have always envied the way roses have thorns. They keep people from getting too close.

			Tucking the smooth stem over my ear, Granny said, “This will stay fresh for three days.”

			The small act of kindness made me feel guiltier than ever.

			“Give William my greetings,” she said.

			I promised to do so, thanked her, and started to leave. When I was a few feet from the cottage, she called me back. She looked troubled. I was afraid she was going to scold me about the collar. Instead, she said, “Be careful walking home, and when you go to the ­castle tomorrow.”

			This puzzled me. I’m always careful, and Granny knows it. As if she could see the question on my face, she said, “Because of the goblins! There may be more than one mischief out and about.”

			“I know. I told you, there were five of them.”

			Granny smiled. “You saw five goblins, but only one mischief.”

			“I don’t understand.”

			“‘A mischief’ is the name for a group of goblins. Like ‘a flock of birds’ or ‘a herd of cows’ . . . ‘a mischief of goblins.’ Anyway, be careful. You have been declared a Goblin Friend, but something strange is going on, and you may not be able to count on all ­goblins being friendly to you right now.”

			I nodded, not happy with this news.

			“All right, now scat. Enjoy the party . . . and your gift!”

			A prickle ran over my shoulders. Was Granny telling me she knew what I had done with Solomon’s ­Collar?

			As I walked away, I felt a mix of fear, confusion, and unhappiness. This annoyed me, since I do not like to feel more than one thing at a time. Then I realized that being annoyed was another feeling. That brought the total up to four, which was even more annoying.

			I needed to think. Normally, walking is good for this, because there is no one to bother me. But now that I was wearing the collar, I could hear the animals talking. And what they were mostly talking about was me.

			“That’s her!” I heard one rabbit tell another. “The girl the squirrel told us about!”

			“Doesn’t look as silly as I expected,” the other ­rabbit said. “Certainly not silly enough to have put on that collar when it wasn’t meant for her!”

			“Never can tell with humans,” replied the first. “Even the sensible ones do foolish things sometimes.”

			“And even the foolish ones can make rabbit stew!” I shouted.

			The rabbits scampered into the brush.

			I didn’t sleep well that night, partly because I was fretting about the collar, partly because several mice were having a party in my wall and they kept singing naughty songs.
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			Late the next afternoon I slipped the bottle of Sleep Walk into my coat pocket and tucked the rose behind my ear. I hesitated for a moment, then put the ball of blue goo in my other pocket. Then I headed for Toad-in-a-Cage Castle.

			I am always cautious in the forest, but this day I was even more so, watching and listening for any sign of goblins.
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