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Chapter 1: Fear Not

“And we all lived happily ever after.”

Andrea Brightman delivered the play’s last line to the
packed junior high auditorium Warmrai nbow |lights caressed
her, coating her skin in colors, while the dust on the vel vet
curtains and the fake coconut scent of the fog machi ne m ngl ed
in her nose. Applause showered her. Andrea |let herself forget
all the calamties that had threatened to cancel opening night.
The audi ence was appl audi ng her, together with all the other
grinning cast nmenbers. Andrea felt like a fairy princess.

The curtain closed, and the other students hurried
backst age to change, whispering despite the nearby audi ence.
Andrea sank onto the pitted wood floor, sticky with pale green
gl owt ape. After the biggest role of her life, she ought to be
ecstatic.

“Yeah, right,” Andrea nuttered al oud. “Happily ever
after.” She wi ped a stinging eye, snearing her hand with the
bl ue eyeshadow Hester had told her didn’'t match her green eyes.
Andrea scrubbed the nmakeup off on her pant leg with a hand
peppered with freckles. She grimaced. | snuck out of the house
for this. | trashed ny pre-algebra grade, and ticked off ny
parents, all for a fairy tale

Silence. By now, the audi ence had wandered outside to neet

the cast nenbers and finish off the concessions. Swallow ng
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hard, Andrea slipped through the blue velvet curtains to stand
before the quiet auditorium She couldn’'t hide here forever. A
fewglimers filtered into the shadowed room from over head

wi ndows. The noonlight gl azed di scarded prograns and the backs
of chairs, creating hundreds of glow ng semcircles |ike close-
i pped sm | es.

“Ducki ng your ecstatic fans?”

Andrea junped. Chostlike, Hester Jenkins watched her from
offstage. The other girl’s pale skin and perfect perm shone
agai nst the unlit curtains.

Andrea wonder ed whet her Hester knew none of Andrea’s famly
had come tonight. “I just wanted to think,” Andrea said,
snappi ng nore than she intended. She was thoroughly sick of
Hest er’ s poi soned renarks.

Hester sm | ed; no, she glowed. *“Planning your acceptance
speech for the O Keefe Award, hnm®” Her nmakeup turned her into
a gl anorous novie star (though she hadn’'t actually perforned
tonight), while Andrea knew she | ooked |like a little girl
pl ayi ng dress up in her overdone stage paint.

Andrea swal | owed. Hester couldn’t know how desperately
Andrea needed to win the national conpetition, for reasons that
had nothing to do with acting.

“You wearing that outside?” Hester eyed Andrea’ s pink

beaded shirt, plastic circlet, and | eather vest. “Mght as well
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wear M ss Jarnowski’s old pink dress; your outfit’s just as
bad.” Hester crossed the stage, walking with the Iight
footsteps that cane naturally to her. Andrea had cl onped
onstage for weeks before learning to step softly. Hester turned
to raise arched eyebrows behind pink-franmed gl asses. “Just
think. Tonight Cndy's off to New York to be a star while you
go to bed early.”

Andrea crossed backstage to the greenroom There, she
pi cked up her backpack, bulging with her jacket, plus a classic-
novel -turned-i nto-com ¢ book and two candy bars. Under it, her
brown | oafers were waiting. She slipped out of her ballet
slippers and into her everyday shoes. No point in stalling any
| onger. She followed Hester to the stage door.

“1"d call the O Keefe Award a | ong shot for anyone.”
Andrea kept her voice casual. |If she never told anyone what it
meant to her, she mght win. A chance to neet her at last. The
t hought bubbl ed up beyond Andrea’ s control. M real nother.

Jenni fer Brightman had wal ked out when Andrea was a baby,
not sending as nuch as a birthday card. Andrea had never even
seen a picture, but she still felt the void deep inside her.
Like a mssing tooth, the urge to probe the cavity was

irresistible. The wonman hadn’t appeared in any theater reviews

or even on the internet. In person was the only way to find
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her. |If Andrea ever found her real nother, she knew things
woul d change. No nore yelling every night.

“Come on! Wth just an hour to go, you nust be nervous.”
Hest er shoul dered open the heavy stage door |eading to the enpty
parking lot. “Even C ndy’s panicking, and she’'s guaranteed to
win.” Hester hated C ndy, but she hated Andrea nore.

“I'f CGndy wns, she can send ne an autograph.” Andrea’s
teasing words cane out flat and strained as she foll owed Hester
out si de.

Wth a |l ast condescendi ng | ook, Hester flounced toward the
front of the auditorium though Andrea doubted the other cast
nmenbers woul d receive her well. Andrea held her breath and
zi pped her purple ski jacket. Like too many of her clothes, it
was tightening around the mddle. At |east her costunme was
cl ose enough to street clothes not to be a problem She tugged
her chin-length brown curls into a tidier ponytail and huddl ed
into her jacket. The wind blew through it as if Andrea wore
only shirtsleeves. She shivered. California shouldn’t have
this kind of weather, even a northern city Iike NorfolKk.
Novenber was endi ng, and the whole world seened bl eak and chill

A bright red leaf, |ike a beacon, flew at her, thunping her
nose with danp softness. Andrea snatched it fromthe air and

i mpul sively stuffed it in her pocket. Another gust blew into
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her, carrying a mst of rain. The wind how ed, ghostlike, until
her ears stung.

“This is ridiculous,” Andrea nuttered, referring to both
t he weat her and her fears. Resolutely, she stepped forward.
The swirling sky rem nded her of the fable about the sun and the
wi nd: how the wi nd wagered he was stronger and could take a coat
off a traveler before the sun could. The wi nd puffed and bl ew,
tearing at the traveler |ike a ravenous beast. But he couldn’t
get the coat off. Then the sun shone and warned the air and the
travel er renoved the coat hinself. Andrea held her jacket
tighter, smling a bit at her silliness. Wile she had been
remenbering the fable, she had al ready wal ked hal fway down the
bl ock. Storytelling always protected her, rescuing her from
reality for as long as she could renmenber. G eek nyths, Irish
folklore, fairy tales. No matter how many novel s she read,
those were her favorites. Good always won while evil perished,
bani shed forever by brave heroines or sword-w el ding knights.

Andrea sighed. |f others had been reading her story, they
woul d have thought her silly to be frightened of an unseasonabl e
w nd. Unbi dden, the words she needed to speak crowded into her
head.

|’msorry, Dad. |'’msorry, Shanelle. | shouldn’t have
said what | did. | only ran away because of the play. After |

found the strange script, everything felt as if fate was giving
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me ny only chance: earning the starring role, holding the play
t oget her through disaster after disaster. This play offered ne
nmy real nother.

Andrea shook her head. She would never be able to say
those words. Not to the parents awaiting her. She neared her
gray-green suburban house and wi nced. Even fromthe sidewal k,
she coul d hear her stepnother shriek, high and shrill. Her
father yelled back, of course. Andrea crossed the |awn,
st eppi ng over the garden hose coiled across her path. Danp
grass squel ched under her | oafers. Cold as dead fingers, the
wet maple tree stroked her hair with a probing branch. Andrea
cl enched the sharp edges of her house key.

Turni ng the key, she burst into the hallway. After her
bundl ed-up wal k, indoors hit her |ike a blazing furnace. Too-
thick snmells of cinnanon and cooki ng appl es fl ooded the air and
the teakettle hissed. Faded green wall paper coated the hall in
a dying forest of neutral stripes. Now Andrea could nmake out
the voices in the living room hear the famliar argunent.

Her father pounded the glass coffee table, rattling it |ike
icy thunder. “Your teaching doesn’t support this famly!”

“Sonme famly,” her stepnother said. “Noticed how few tines
Andrea’s shown up for dinner? Even before the play, she made a
sandwi ch and ran off to the library every night. She just reads

fantasy and hides fromthe world. That’'s why she's failing
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mat h.” Andrea stared down at Shanelle’s yet-to-be-corrected
papers, where they spilled over the purple tablecloth. Tears
flared in her eyes. kay, she’'d screwed up. But even when she
was perfect, they still screamed.

Now the thunp of himsitting down heavily. “You should try
harder to be close to her.” Andrea could picture them himin
the old jogging pants he wore at hone, her in a |oose silk
bl ouse and tweed skirt with dangling gold earrings.

Shanel |l e’ s voice oozed with sarcasm “1? | should? You
spend every spare mnute at the office, with no time for anyone.
There’s a reason she doesn’t ask you for help.”

“I"l'l spend sonme tine right now,” he snapped. “Andrea?
Andrea, conme in here. W’re going to talk.”

Tal k? Yeah, right. Andrea glanced toward the |iving room
Her parents argued around the corner, out of sight. Wthout a
word, Andrea rushed upstairs.

Hands over her ears, she raced into the haven of her
bedroom and ki cked the door shut. Wy did they have to fight so
much, anyway? Wy did her parents take it out on her? No
matter how many tinmes she begged, they wouldn’t stop screan ng
at each other, even when she wasn’t the cause.

Andrea turned the radio to the local station. Forty-five
mnutes to O Keefe Award. “So all the art departnents are

feeling the pinch?” a male voice rattled.
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“Not just art,” a tinny woman said. “Band, shop, theater.
Al'l have suffered thanks to the recent—=

“Don’t you take that tone!” Shanelle shrieked.

Andrea flinched. Her parents’ fighting downstairs pierced
the radio programli ke a scissors through paper. She unzi pped
her jacket and threw it on the floor, mssing the white desk
chair. She sat heavily on the bed, squashing the fuzzy bl ue
conforter in her fist. Tears drizzled dowm her cheeks, and
Andrea groped under the bed for the near-enpty tissue box. More
tears dripped; she w ped them away, not bothering to fight the
m sery.

Okay. Take everything one thought at a tinme.

The math book was pressing a sharp corner into her leg. It
was practically new, maybe its previous owner hadn't read it
either. Andrea shoved the book aside, too hard, and it thudded
to the floor. She nanaged a shaky deep breath. The snell of
books perneated the air, blending with the unlit vanilla candle
on her bedside. Hone. It didn't matter if she had to go to
sunmer school. Nothing mattered except keeping this wal
bet ween her and her parents. They didn’t care she was shut in,
forced to hear their voices swell |ouder and | ouder. She had a
mat h test Monday, for crying out | oud!

Staring down at a plastic box of Barbie dolls, Andrea eyed

their nedi eval princess garb. The purple bin stood out agai nst
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the neutral carpet, rem nding her of another failure. Shanelle
had outgrown Barbies by the tinme she was ten, and here was
Andrea, alnost thirteen and unable to Il et go. Shanelle didn’t
say anything, but her know ng gl ances nade Andrea want to bury
the dolls. They were busy enacting a royal court, with the ugly
Bar bi e Shanel | e had bought her six years ago under sentence of
death. Leaning down, Andrea slammed the lid on the box, w shing
she could cage the voices downstairs as easily. Al of her back
muscles felt horribly, painfully tight.

Andrea flipped on her CD player, already set with Brahns’
Lul l aby. She spun the volune dial up as high as it would go,
| oud enough to drown out both the murnuring radio beside it and
her angry parents. She would turn it down soon for the
announcenent. Lazy strains flowed into each other; the Brahns
Lul I aby played sweet notes at wall-shaking volume. Wth her
parents bl ocked out, Andrea could relax. Yet tension wouldn’t
stop poundi ng her shoul ders. She |ay back on the bed, glaring

at the blue-flowered wal |l paper chains entrappi ng her.

| don’t want to be here, Andrea thought. | have to win the
award so | can go find Mother. Better yet, | wish | could poof
nmyself all the way to Calithwain. | can't lie here day after
day, listening to ny parents scream M grades are garbage.

Everyone expects everything fromnme. | can’t do this.
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Andrea pulled off the tiaralike circlet she had worn in the
play. The only piece of jewelry her real nother had |eft
behi nd, the peach-pit sized oval of green plastic fit snoothly
into Andrea’s palm Andrea stroked the snmooth surface, coiling
and uncoiling the silver headband over the surface of the stone.

Under the bed, Andrea found her nmangled script, creased

until it resenbl ed used w appi ng paper. She sat up and forced
down her tensed shoulders. The nusic still played, drowning the
roomw th high-volunme softness. |If Andrea focused as hard as

she coul d, she could nmake the outside world di sappear. Forty
mnutes left until the announcenment. Andrea squeezed her
nother’s jewel, and saw an odd sparkle flitter across its
surface. Flipping to the first script page, she read the
famliar |ines.

SEER:

Fear Not:

Qur chanpi on has cone.

Now face your frayed reflection, Alenna,

your tether weaves both worl ds.

Forget your pride,

for I protect each step you take.

Through castles | ofting over crinson gardens, soft

and treacherous w th sinking sand,

confront your foe,
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the voice that cries inside you for a chance.
Descend into the fortress pit,

until you find what you seek...

ALENNA: | am Al enna, sunmoned by the Sorceress. | won't
rest until | save your people.

KELL: We'll need to cross Calithwain, and little tine
remai ns.

ALENNA:  Courage, Kell. Wth ny Forest Gem we can rescue
t he syl vans before the Wiite Crystal dies and the forests vani sh
forever.

Andrea murrmured the words aloud, letting her voice drift
of f when the scene ended. Wen C ndy had played Kell, the
syl van warrior, she had brought an incredible vibrancy to the
part. Plus her | ooks were perfect. She could easily win the
awar d.

The stage shimered in Andrea’s mnd, wth its backdrop of
trees painted in strokes of creamny brown, sponge-dabbed with
green. In the corner of the canvas rested the red autumm | eaf
she had painted. The hardwood stage, pitted and sticky with
gl owt ape, pressed against the thin soles of her ballet slippers.
Andrea could snell fake coconut and oil paint. Her eyes drifted

shut .
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The plastic jewel warnmed in her hand until Andrea nearly
dropped it. Instead, she squeezed tighter. Mther, where are
you? You' re an actress, like me. You understand why | had to
performtonight. Mther, take ne away from here.

Green light glowed against her closed eyelids. As Andrea
concentrated, the image in her mnd shifted. Painted trees
expanded from the canvas to becone a real forest, brushstrokes
strengthening into branches and bark. Pinesap perneated the
air, thick wwth redwood dust. A cool breeze bl ew agai nst her.

Andrea junped up, eyes open. The forest solidified around
her in a horde of evergreens. She took a stunned step backward,
and | ost her balance. Arns flailing, Andrea tried to catch
herself. Her fingers scraped the rough tree bark of a gray and
white birch. She steadied herself and then | ooked at her hand.
Stinging white scratches marked where her fingers had grazed the
tree. A real tree.

Wherever she had travel ed, she wasn’'t dream ng. Andrea
| ooked down at the dusty path cutting through the towering
evergreens. A single leaf lay there, burned with scarlet.

Cl oudl ess cl ear sky blew chilly goosebunps up her exposed arns.
The conplete silence of the forest unnerved her. Dry pines

bl ended with the danp snell of soil and a faint tinge of snoke.
Her room with its soothing vanilla scents and the Brahns CD,

had vani shed. Andrea still held her nother’s jewel in her hand,
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al t hough the script had vani shed. She stared down at the jewel,
and found it was shining bright as a green stage |ight. She
slipped it around her head.

In the distance, the trail opened to a clearing. Wthin
its space, Andrea counted a dozen buil dings, their rectangul ar
forns shrouded in thatch and bark. The houses sagged, silent,
with linp thatching drooping over them A pile of |ogs slunped
agai nst one house, while the center building was draped in bl ue
banners. Andrea stood there, under pine and el m branches,
conpl etely al one.

“l” m supposed to be your bodyguard?”

Andrea spun to face a girl about her own age. A few inches
taller than Andrea, she had dark red-brown hair cascading to her
wai st. Andrea instantly envied it, thinking of her own scrubby
curls. She stood like an athlete, all long legs and firm
nmuscles. Andrea felt every dunpy pound bul gi ng around her wai st
and knew she was freckled and ordinary.

“Kell.” The word spilled fromAndrea’s lips. Aside from
the human ears, this girl could have been the sylvan warrior
fromthe play.

The girl’s narrow nose sliced precisely down the mddle of
her flawl ess chocol ate-col ored face, winkling when she eyed

Andrea. She wore plain brown hose, shirt, and tunic with a deep
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red sash. “Huh? Don't tell ne Qur Sorceress sent a half-wt.”
The girl sized her up with a self-inportant sniff.

| am Al enna, summoned by the Sorceress. | won't rest unti
| save your people.

“I +"m Andrea, and | have no idea how | got here.”

“Wonderful. Helping a half-wit would be preferable.” She
crossed her arns, creasing her |eather tunic.

Andrea blinked at the aninosity in the girl’s voice. She
certainly had Cindy' s attitude. “You're trying to help ne?” It
certainly didn’t sound that way.

Wth a sigh |loud enough to inform Andrea just how nuch she
was stretching the limts of patience, the girl said, “You
certainly need it. |I'mKreliss Eaglew ng. Qur Sorceress,
Sidaria, Guardian of the Forests and Lady of Light—did you get
all that?—sent you vital information. The sylvans—=

“Are dying. | know that part. But Calithwain's just a
script.” Andrea didn't believe her own words. This place felt
like the Calithwain she had inagi ned through every mnute of the
play. She had wi shed to cone here and her wi sh had cone true.

Kreliss tossed her hair. “Calithwain’s as real as you are.
Si daria brought you here with her last strength to cure the
White Crystal before her people die.” The girl |ooked her over
fromponytail to |loafers, taking in Andrea’ s theater costune. A

smle tugged at the corner of her nmouth. “You don’t know
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anyt hi ng about magic, do you? |If lives didn't depend on you,
I’d | augh. Now, come.” She took w de purposeful steps.

Andrea didn't follow In the script, Kell had been | oyal
and steadfast, w thout the abrasive attitude. Soneone had
definitely msrepresented this place. “I’myour chanpion?” She
had only pretended to be Al enna, the sylvans’ nystic heroine.
How coul d she possibly save people’s lives? “l can’t even fix
t he screw-ups between nmy parents. Wy would the Sorceress
choose soneone as useless as | an®?”

Kreliss met Andrea’ s pani cked gaze, this time with
recognition in her eyes. She hesitated. Aninosity drained from
her, leaving a girl as uncertain as Andrea. “I felt the same
way when | arrived here fromthe West. But Calithwain does
sonmething to people. Sidaria s never chosen a chanpi on wongly.
And you have her Forest Gem”

Andrea pulled the circlet off to stare at it. A glinmer of
[ight stroked its surface, and it sparkled, far nore than a
chunk of plastic. The play was beconing nore real by the
nonent. Andrea shivered. “This? |It’s fake. Costunme jewelry.
|"ve had it for years.”

Kreliss stared, a strange longing filling her eyes. She
reached toward it. “I’d hoped to wear it one day.” Her I|ips
parted slightly. Andrea held the circlet out. The girl yanked

her hand back as if Andrea had slapped it. “Put it on. |Its
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power will protect you with all Sidaria s remaining strength.
When Sidaria recovers, she'll use it to send you back.”

Andrea arranged the circlet around her brow. Wy woul d her
not her have owned a priceless jewel from Calithwain? Thoughts
of her nother and the O Keefe Award stabbed through Andrea. *“If
what’'s happening is real, your sorceress shouldn’t have brought
me here. | nean, | belong in ny world. Tonight I'll find out
if I get to neet ny nother.” Andrea bit her lip. This girl was
the first person she’d ever told.

“Well, you won’t have a chance to neet her if the Wite
Crystal fails. Al of nature’ s dying, first here, then in al
t he worlds.”

“All the worlds? Mne, too?” Andrea swallowed. The
script hadn’t warned her of a threat to Earth. This job should
go to the President, not to her.

“You can’t separate the realities.” Kreliss's eyes
wi dened, taking on a newintensity. “Your world hasn't fallen

into the twisted real myet, but if the goodness here dies, this

world will stop pulling yours toward the [ight.” Stepping
toward Andrea, Kreliss extended her hand coaxingly. “You re not
my i dea of a chanpion, but we need you.” She swal |l owed.

“Since, well, since Sidaria didn't want ne to save the sylvans.”
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“You’ ve got the wong person. Send ne home, now. Andr ea
had had enough of this confusing place, and she felt fed up with
bei ng polite.

“Only Sidaria can send you hone, and she’s dying. Seens
you' re trapped here until we succeed.” Kreliss' s eyes fl ashed,
and her voice slapped Andrea with disdain. “Now, cone.”

Andrea wal ked behind her guide. Menory opened in her m nd
i ke a heavy-scented bl ossom pulling her back three nonths to
when she had found Sidaria's script. The Forest Gem burned
agai nst her forehead. Puzzled, Andrea tried to disnm ss the

menory, but it raced through her m nd, draggi ng her away just as

suddenly as she had cone to Calithwain
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Chapter 2: Qur Chanpi on Has Cone

Andrea renenbered...

“Conme on, Andrea. |I'mtaking us out to eat!” her father
shouted from downstairs.

“But you said | asagna would be fine,” her stepnother
pr ot est ed.

“Real |asagna, not that boxed stuff. Too bad you spent the
day at the gym and not buyi ng food.”

“Me!  What about you, watching football yesterday with your
friends? |If you canme home sonetines, you could cook.”

Brahns played as |loud as the volune dial could turn, but
not |oud enough to drown out her parents. Andrea lay on the
bed. Dad had told her to clean her room but didn't he
under stand how she felt, trapped up here listening to thenf?

Apparently not. Andrea glanced at the school newspaper’s cover,

eyes flitting between two headlines: “Geentrees Junior High
enters O Keefe Conpetition For Best Young Actor.” *“Students Can
Choose Qur School Play: Find Qut How” It was Septenber, a week

bef ore auditions.

Not that | have a chance to win, Andrea thought. She
sighed. | need a book. Andrea scanned the fairy tale section
of her bookshelf. No matter how many clothes lay scattered on
the floor, or stuffed animals overflowed from their shelves, her

books al ways stayed organi zed. C assics, an enornous collection



Frankel/White Crystal/ 20

of young adult fiction, and the biggest section of all,
myt hol ogy. Eyes stinging, Andrea ran her fingers along the
famliar titles.

Wait, that book was new. |If either of her parents had
bought her one, they would have left it on the bed, rather than
filing it amay in her bookshelf, let alone in the right section.
She tried to | ook away. Anything on either of her parents’
recommended reading lists (from Shanelle, things |ike A Teen
Wman’ s Journal for Self-Awareness, from Dad, historica
fiction) wasn’t likely to interest her tonight. Yet her eyes
| eapt back to the cover, unable to abandon it. The hardbound
book towered over its fellows with its title witten in silver:
The Road to Calithwain. The rich green | eather sparkled when
t he hanging | anp’s gl eam danced on its spine.

Andr ea wal ked over and gripped the pebbled cover. The
volune fell into her hands, lighter than she had expected. A
mrrorlike tower glistened on the front. Her fingers traced the
rai sed shape, easing over the shining lines. She opened the
book and began to read.

NARRATOR: In a world so long forgotten its nanme has
vani shed fromthe hearts of children of earth lies Calithwain.

“Calithwain,” Andrea nmurnured, tasting the sound, rolling

it like a cherry pit still full of flavor. She read on.
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NARRATOR: It is a land of waterfalls pouring into silent
pool s, where trees snell of orange bl ossons and honeysuckl e when
it rains. In the west, dryads sing, welcomng the norning into
the gl ades of pine forests. There dwells the Sorceress in a
tower that glistens |ike an icicle anong the villages of the
sylvans. And so, tinme continues, peacefully, uneventfully.

Curtai n opens.

NARRATOR: Kell, an orphan living anong the villages, first
noticed the ruin threatening her people.

KELL: (to Seer) Can't you hear the silence? The birdsong s
vani shed.

Andrea read on, watching the disaster unfold as the Wite
Crystal, source of sylvan magic and |ife force, died. Kel
recruited the nystic storyteller, Al enna, to rescue her people.
They travel ed through fairyland and choki ng swanps to reach the
evil witch who had poi soned the crystal and its guardian, the
Sor cer ess.

Andrea reached out and brushed the book with a tentative
finger. Hmm a storyteller. Like | want to be. Sonething in
Al enna’s confident words called out to her, summoning her into

t he pl ay.

Andrea stood onstage in a shimering | avender dress.

Hundreds of people filled the auditorium appl auding, cheering,
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whistling. Andrea took a final bow and then wal ked of f st age
straight into her nother’'s arms. “I should introduce you to ny

)

friend, the director,” Jennifer Brightman said. Andrea had
trouble picturing her nother. Wuld she | ook |ike an ol der
version of Andrea herself? “After you won the O Keefe Award and
audi tioned with those casting directors, so nany agents asked
about you.”

Andrea smled and hugged her nother tightly.

“We should be in the sane play, now that we’'re both
actresses,” her nother said. “And I’'Il never |eave you again.”

Andrea stared dreamly at the wall paper. This script was
reaching out to her like fate speaking. It had magically
appeared to rescue her and carry her to a better life. Even as

she wondered who coul d have sent it, Andrea knew she had found

t he perfect school play.

The nenory of the script trickled away. Andrea found
herself still in Calithwain, following Kreliss silently. She
stroked the Forest Gem reassured by its warmpresence. Had it
pull ed her into the nenory? Wy? “The birdsong’s ended,”
Andrea said w thout thinking.

“I know.” Kreliss | ooked back for an instant, and Andrea
saw pain flash across her face. “All of nature’'s dying with the

Wiite Crystal.”
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Andrea | ooked away, gazing into the thinning forest. Trees
and brush crowded both sides of the well-trodden path. C oser
to the village, pine trees gradually changed to fruit trees.
Appl es dangl ed just out of reach, while grapevines draped trees,
drooping sullenly with clusters of purpling fruit. Andrea
bl i nked. Her parents’ apple tree grew half the apples one of
these trees did. And these apples thenselves were huge, as big
as grapefruits. Well, Andrea could see how the sylvans used
their magic. A ticklish feeling of excitenment spread through
her. Magic. Kreliss didn't offer any of the scenery a second

gl ance. Around them | eaves were purple and gold with autum’s

chill. The land slowy sloped uphill, as if barring Andrea’s
passage. “Wiere are we goi ng?” Andrea asked at | ast.

“To neet Sidaria. Then east, to find the villain killing
nmy people, whoever he is.” Kreliss spoke curtly, biting each

word. Apparently, concentrating on her own thoughts had
dar kened her nood.

Andrea stubbed her toe on a tree root, and winced. Kreliss
expected her to save everyone, but Andrea couldn’t even watch
her own feet. “So we don’t know? | could be stranded here
forever.” Andrea heard a trenble of panic in her voice and
forced it down. Hysterics wouldn't help.

Kreliss stopped and turned to face Andrea. Anger still

col ored her voice, but under it, her words shook. “Wat do you
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suggest? In less than a week, when Sidaria s |last magic
vani shes, everyone will die. M friends are dying.”

Maybe it was obvious, but Andrea had to ask. “In ny play,
a wtch attacked the Wiite Crystal. Could that be the
sol uti on?”

Kreliss resuned wal ki ng, and Andrea followed her. Tripping
on the slippery | eaves, Andrea w nced when Kreliss eyed her.

The other girl’s watching only made her clunsier. “I doubt it’s
so sinple,” Kreliss said. “Sidaria can’'t see all the future,
only glimrers. Don't rely only on the script; as Sidaria s
nmessage travel ed through all the worlds to reach you, it
twisted. The play will trick you.”

Andrea swal l owed. Trapped in this world with only Kreliss,
who clearly didn’t |ike her

“Sidaria said to bring you here.” Kreliss gestured into
t he cl earing ahead.

I nside rose an ice scul pture of a tower, pristine white.
Andrea drew in a deep breath and felt a delicious serenity steal
over her. She stared, trying to soak in as much of the tower’s
presence as she could. This before her was magic.

Kreliss pressed her hand agai nst the sealed door. *“It’s
never been shut before.” Her voice trenbled. “Lady Sidaria?”

Gol den lightning arced out of the ground to spread over the

white tower |ike a cancer. Andrea yanked Kreliss back hard
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toward herself. Both girls tunbled in a heap. Though neither
girl was touching the tower, electricity shot toward both of
them Dying here is so stupid, Andrea thought. [1’Ill never even
find out about the O Keefe Award.

A white shield, wobbling |ike a soap bubble, extended
around the two girls. Andrea stared at Kreliss, still reeling.
“Did you—=

The other girl shook her head. *“Sidaria.”

A voice chined faintly in Andrea’s head. *Go, children
qui ckly. Find and stop her.*

“Fi nd who?” Andrea demanded.

Silence. The bubble wavered, and Kreliss pulled Andrea up.
“Cnon. W' Il nanage on our own.”

“But —

“Sidaria s spending herself fast enough just keeping us
alive!” Kreliss hauled Andrea to her feet, and dragged her in
t he opposite direction fromthe one they'd conme. They ran until
Andrea’s breath was thundering in her lungs, then, at |ast,

Kreliss slowed. The tower and its |ightning had vani shed from

si ght.

“What was that?” Andrea asked.

“I't should be obvious.” Kreliss breathed heavily, though
she wasn’t sweating. “Woever’s draining the crystal was

waiting for us.” She swallowed. “lI just wish we could ve
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hel ped Sidaria. |’ve seen her bl ow away an aval anche wi t hout
breat hing hard. She nust be terribly weak.”

“So, now what?” Andrea asked.

Kreliss’s face closed. “Sonmeone’s slaughtering ny people.
We have to stop her in the next four days.”

“Wthout a clue where we’'re going?”

Kreliss hesitated. “I may know soneone who can gui de us,
after we finish here.”

The scattered wooden huts stood before them wth paths
worn between drifts of gold and crinson | eaves. Trees drooped
i ke crippled skel etons, while enpty branches grasped at the
gray sky, barely sheltering the houses. The girls’ own
crunching footfalls echoed in the silence. Andrea couldn't see
any people or ani mals.

Kreliss stopped before a house. The squat wooden cottage
sl unped from age, yet under a thin cover of vines every board
was pegged in snugly. Two flowerboxes hung under w ndows draped
instiff yellowcloth. Several thick trees | eaned so cl ose
against the walls that, still growi ng, they had been built into
the house. The cottage blended into the forest behind it as if
they were only separate by accident. A little rag doll |ay
di scarded beside the doorstep. Kreliss picked it up.

She paused on the threshold a nonent and then wal ked into

the hut. Andrea followed, glancing at the clunps of green in
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t he wi ndow box. Even the flowers here were fading; the orange
and yel | ow bl ossons sagged. The scent of flowers pierced the
air, even dying, as they spent their |ast energy sending up

cl ouds of fragrance.

| nside, a wonman | ay sleeping on a bed, cradling two little
girls, one on each side of her. The girls were perhaps four and
six, or would be if they were human. Al three had pointed ears
and gol den skin, and wore | oose | eather dresses. The wonan's
dusky hair rested in elaborately braided coils, woven with green
feathers. A round pendant of silver knots lay at her throat.
She was obviously pregnant, stomach round as the lid of a
treasure chest.

Kreliss’s footfalls echoed through the hut, breaking the
silence. Andrea backed agai nst a shelf of baskets and cl ay
pots. Overhead, living vines of blossons drooped in the
rafters. The smaller girl huddled in a ball, tight against her
not her. The nother’s arm spread over her, as if protecting her
child fromall the harmof the world. It seened she had fail ed.

The older girl’s face |ay serene and calm confident her
nmot her and the adults of the village would care for her. |If the
syl vans slipped fromtheir slunber into death, that peaceful
| ook on her face would echo forever in Andrea’s mnd. Andrea
swal | owed hard and | ooked away. They're only sl eeping, she

rem nded herself. Yet the three sylvans |ay there, barely
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breathing, silently reproaching her for being healthy. The
excitement of the adventure died as Andrea stared at her shoes,
vividly aware of the Wiite Crystal’s victins only a few feet
away. In the play, she hadn't had to |l ook at the sylvans dying
faces. She scrubbed her hands agai nst her costune’s stretch
pants. “They—they aren’ t—=

“No.” Kreliss’s voice softened, losing its barely
restrai ned contenpt and anger. She laid the doll under the
younger sylvan girl’s hand. “Sidaria’ s people vani sh when they
die, and rejoin nature. The sylvans are all asleep, just |ike
Lyral and her daughters here. 1In every house.”

“Everyone?”

“Yesterday, the entire tribe chose to give their strength
to Sidaria. They poured it into the Wiite Crystal, |ike pooling

your |ast cups of water in a dripping sieve. The shared power

will last a few days longer, to give Sidaria nore of a chance to
save us. W nust seal that sieve while Sidaria still has people
to protect.” Kreliss glanced around the silent cabin. “They

made a great sacrifice. Lying helpless, waiting for death to
come claimthem” How could she | ook so cal mand determ ned?
Andrea wanted to shrink away fromthe nother’s still face, weary
in sleep. Now the children and Lyral would pay the price if

Kreliss and Andrea couldn’t save them
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Forcing herself to gaze at the youngest sylvan girl, little
nore than a toddler, Andrea felt her chest tighten. VWhile pale
and still, the girl |ooked adorable, with eyelids winkled up as
if they were buttoned. The rag doll l|ay burrowed under the
girl’s arm pressed against a dainty pointed ear. She could
have been a human girl, alnost, just ready for preschool.
Andrea’s breath caught in her chest. “There’s no one else, is
t here?”

Kreliss shook her head.

Andrea swal | owed, but the words spilled out. “Then |I’1]
hel p you.”

“You will?” The surprise and joy spreadi ng over Kreliss’s
face gave her an innocent girlishness.

“Definitely.” Andrea sm | ed back, feeling cheerful for the
first time inthis world. “W’re ateam” Kreliss believed in
her; maybe that woul d suffice.

Kreliss smled foolishly and then seened to realize how
open she | ooked. She hurried to an intricately carved chest
against the wall, flung it open, and dug to the bottom Kreliss
thrust a dark blue tunic and a pair of brown hose at her. “Try
these, see if they fit. Lyral’s sister left half her clothes

here fromthe |last stay.”

“ W]at ?"
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“We need practical clothes and food for the journey.”
Andrea coul d hear an edge sharpening Kreliss s voice. Perhaps
the other girl felt as helpless as Andrea did. 1In a nore |evel
voi ce, she continued, “The sylvans share everything, and give
freely when another asks. Please take the clothes. | prom se
Lyral wouldn’t have—won't mind.” Kreliss's voice quieted unti

Andrea coul d barely recognize it. Andrea took the clothes.

Kreliss also found a rope, extra clothing, two |eather
satchel s, canteens, scratchy bl ankets, and plenty of dried neat.
Dunpi ng everything in a pile, Kreliss dashed anong the houses
col l ecting supplies, and | eft Andrea to organi ze the two packs.

“What's the hurry?” Andrea asked when Kreliss barely paused
as she dunped a bundl e of bandages and sour-snelling sal ves
bet ween them

“Wthout guards it isn't safe here,” Kreliss said. “Keep
your ears like a fox's for scavengers.”

Keeping alert, Andrea sorted two battered pots into one
pile, and the copper kettle into another. The canteens could
hang on the outside, but a fishing net and the pouches of dried
fruit would have to be padded with spare clothes. Andrea
hoi sted a satchel, longingly renmenbering the wadded paper she

had stuffed in | ast year’s backpack to play Al enna.
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Was that a birdcall? But all the birds had vanished. It
sounded again, a hawk’s cry, but higher and shriller. Andrea
peered in all directions. Nothing.

At Kreliss's insistence, Andrea had traded her school
| oafers for a pair of stout |eather boots that rose high over
her ankles. Their hard shells creased agai nst her toes. She
pul l ed on one of the heavy woven cl oaks and huddl ed grateful ly
intoits folds. Her only guide acted distant and hostile and
Andrea had accepted a hazardous quest with no escape hone.

A wave of soothing confort flooded into her mnd, offering
reassurance so profound Andrea felt her legs turn into
spaghetti. Menories of the play crowded into her mnd too
insistently for Andrea to shut out. The Forest Gemfl ared

agai nst her forehead, burning. Then Calithwain nelted away.

Andrea renenbered...

Monday afternoon Andrea wal ked into auditions, huddled in a
dark green sweatshirt. The new teacher and the script both
remai ned nysteries. Students wandered into the auditorium and
sat in small groups facing the enpty stage. Andrea noticed many
of her old friends and acquai ntances fromtheater. The teacher
had announced a cold reading, with no need to prepare nonol ogues
or songs. Wthout a script to study, Hester slouched in her

chair, painting her nails bright red. She narrowed her eyes at
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Cindy fromacross the room Over the sunmer, they d gone from
best friends to worst enem es.

Soneone tapped Andrea on the head, drumm ng fingers in a
famliar rhythm “Jesse!” She spun to face Jesse Yang, her
friend of several years. H's growh spurt still hadn’t cone,

and his stature seened to match his adol escent immaturity.

“What’ s up?”

“Up’s the opposite of down.” Jesse grinned, and the
corners of his crescent-shaped eyes crinkled. “You should know
t hat.”

Andrea rolled her eyes. “I thought your parents woul dn’t

| et you do drama this year.”

Jesse shrugged. “I finally convinced them Having the new
t eacher push this school to win the O Keefe Award hel ped. Guess
she’ || show up when she’s done choosing nmy script.” Jesse sat
down and propped his feet up on the chair in front of him He
wore a white sock and bl ack tennis shoe on one foot, and a bl ack
sock and white tennis shoe on the other.

Andrea rai sed her eyebrows and deci ded not to conment on
the shoes. Jesse’s clothes, like his acting, displayed his
constant need for attention. “The Pilgrins’ first Thanksgi ving
pi e eating contest? The Tenpest perfornmed entirely on roller
skates? No, how about Peter Pan with you sw ngi ng over the

audi ence as Tinkerbell, dowsing themin glitter?” Andrea becane
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aware the words were spilling out too fast. She always felt
jittery before auditions, even when she knew there was no chance
she would get a big part. Wuld the teacher even choose her
script?

“Try Cyrano de Bergerac. The lead’ s incredibly funny, but
the plot’s strong too. Although I like the roller skating
idea.” Jesse wiggled his shoes on the chair back.

Andr ea nudged Jesse and wi nked. "If you're the |ead
you'll have to spend the entire play sweeping the heroine off
her feet. You m ght even have a stage kiss.” Jesse was still
under the inpression nost girls had cooties, nmaking it hard for
Andrea to see himas the romantic hero.

"Bl ech," Jesse said. H's face scrunched up. “If that
happens, |I'mtaking up a collection for the ‘Have Jesse's Lips
Amput at ed Fund.’”

Andrea couldn't resist. “Even that wouldn’'t stop you from
tal king.” She glanced at C ndy, G eentrees’ permanent drama
star, where she sat with her friends. She wore a bright crinson
plastic belt close to two inches wide. Even off stage, G ndy
carried herself with the sel f-possessed confidence of a
performer. Now, she sat poised, chin up, a |oose curl draping
artfully past each cheek, framng her face in gold. O course,

Cindy would win the O Keefe Anward and go to New York. It was
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guaranteed. Yet deep inside, Andrea heard a small voice
whi sper, Wy shouldn’t | have a chance, too?

Jesse | eaned near Andrea to whisper, although no one el se
listened to him “Onh, it’'s better. The heroine, Roxanne,
faints and has to be carried offstage. @G ven the chance, nmaybe
someone’ || drop G ndy. Thud.”

Cindy’s crinson | eather jacket was brand new, and, if
possi bl e, she had | ost even nore weight. Andrea couldn’t | ook
away. “She’s not the only decent actress.”

“Ms. Spears would disagree with you. Cindy s gotten the
lead for three years now.” Jesse’s tone was playful, but Andrea
coul d hear an edge.

Al t hough she had j oked about it at the tine, the nenory of
| ast year’s play still stung a little. “Believe nme, | renenber.
| read the Oz books over and over as a kid, and | really wanted
to be Dorothy. Instead, | was a singing flying nonkey. Wth
oversi zed ears.” She told the over-rehearsed story in the usual
words, falling into famliar patterns

Jesse gave her his cocky grin. “That rem nds ne, hello,
Dunbo. ”

Andrea rolled her eyes. “I know | know. M/ stepnom
i ked the way she sewed the ears. And | had the best tail. |
just know | coul d’ ve done a better job than Cindy did. She

couldn’t even skip wi thout wobbling in the ruby slippers.”
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Andrea sighed. Cindy |ooked like Shirley Tenple, with a
dazzling smle and perfect (if over-nmade-up) features. Ms.
Spears didn’t even think before casting her. | should try out
for a nmediumsize part, but sonmething fun. Maybe the villain.
Being the heroine is a lot of work; just as well | won't get it.
| wish tryouts would start, already.

Jesse ai ned a rubber band at Cindy, although he didn't fire
it. G ndy was pushing away a bag of cookies Eric offered, so
she didn’t notice. “Once she rearranged the straw in ny
costune. That stuff poked ne all through the play.”

Andrea el bowed Jesse; the roomwas quieting. “Teacher’s
here.”

M ss Emlia Jarnowski was known around canpus as the
“wei rd” sixth grade English teacher, the one who should be
avoi ded at all costs. Around her, Andrea s showrates started
gi ggling and whi spering. Andrea suddenly renmenbered the story
of how M ss Jarnowski had turned off the lights and cranked her
cl assroom s heat to maxi mum so her students coul d understand
factory conditions.

M ss Jarnowski stepped onstage. Her purple dress, splashed
with forest green splotches, stood out against the black
curtains like a herd of streetlights. “Hello, students. 1’'m
here to teach you how to act fromyour hearts and souls, not

just fromyour lips and faces.” She nodded, as if agreeing with
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herself. Artificially blonde hair bounced on her shoul ders,
growi ng nouse-brown at the roots.

”

“And to elevate Cindy to another half-acted role,” Jesse
hi ssed.

Her narrow greeni sh-gray eyes swept over the seated
students. “lI’msure you' re all curious about our fall play. W
recei ved an excellent group of scripts. At last, | decided on..
The teacher allowed for a deliberate dramatic pause.

“Come on, Cyrano,” Jesse nuttered.

Andrea bit her lip.

“The Road to Calithwain, submtted by Andrea Brightman.”

Andrea’s eyes flew open. Whatever fate had reached out to
her fromthe book’ s shining tower had touched the teacher as
wel | .

“Any conmedy in yours?” Jesse asked. Hubbub filled the
room

“What about ny script, Silvia Stars?” G ndy shouted over
the other voices. “It’s perfect.”

M ss Jarnowski shook her head. Her yell ow-green earrings
dangl ed agai nst her shoulders. “Too nmuch of the focus stays on
one character. This script has four femal e | eads and one nul e
lead, with plenty of smaller parts. Everyone cast wll have at
| east one line.” M ss Jarnowski regarded the turnoil calmy.

“I'f you don't wish to audition, nows the tinme to |leave. |’
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pass out three different scenes. Look them over, and then

you' || audition in alphabetical order.

“Andrea Brightman.”

Andrea exchanged a wink with Jesse and hopped out of her
chair. She clinbed the steps leading to the stage, hearing her
feet clonp on each one. Her pulse fluttered in her neck. Only
one chance to avoid bei ng anot her flying nonkey.

“Andrea, read the part of Alenna. Pilar Corvalles, please
read Kell,” Mss Jarnowski read from her clipboard, not
bot hering to | ook up.

Andrea cleared her throat. “lI want to try out for the
witch,” she blurted. |In the audience, Jesse grinned.

“That’s fine, but just read the scene you have there, for
now. Begin.”

Al t hough the stage lights were off, Andrea could fee
dozens of eyes spotlighting her. C ndy was sitting in the front
row, whispering with her friends. Andrea pushed the pressure of
her thoughts away. Only the words of the script mattered.
Andrea sucked air in past her lungs all the way into her
di aphragm She felt her belly expand with the power of it and
then forced her words out twice as loud as usual, the air

filling and strengt heni ng them
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ALENNA: “Kell, take courage. All good people are drawn to
the light.” She swallowed. “Evil can’t even abide its own

face.”

The remai ni ng audi ti ons proceeded just as Andrea had
expected. Jesse finished his goofy reading of the wi zard, Gem
with yet another rendition of his hand-snake-eating-ny-face
routine. Although he had done this al nost every week during
their past year of drama, it still cracked Andrea up. G ndy
presented her lines with sacchari ne gooeyness, and Andrea w nced
at the thought of Cndy, hair inlittle curls, playing the
power f ul chanpi on

Andrea sighed. The play would be wonderful, even if she
had to be a ghostling with three Iines. At last, auditions
ended, and M ss Jarnowski, chirping |ike a six-foot canary,
hustl ed the students out of the auditorium Then, Andrea becane

aware of herself, watching each nmenory as it played out.

Audi tions nelted, |eaving Andrea back in the real world of
Calithwain. Andrea reached up to clasp the Forest Gem It was
feeding her these nenories; she felt sure of it. Kreliss had
said the jewel linked her to Earth. Was this howit did so?
Through nmenories? Andrea carefully knotted the |aces that drew

the top of the pack closed, feeling less |ike a nystic chanpi on
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than ever. Ballet slippers and stagelights hardly nmade anyone a
her o.

She heard the hawk-cry again, and | ooked up. Four young
wonen soared over head, eagle w ngs supporting themon the air.
ol den hair streaned behind them Like angels bl essing her
journey, they dipped close enough that Andrea could see their
shining white smles. “How lovely,” Andrea whispered,
stretching her hands up toward t hem

“Cet back!” Kreliss shouted.

Andrea junped. “Wat are you tal king about? They' re |like
fairies fromny play. Can't you see how beautiful =

“Get back now” Kreliss ran up beside her, a wooden bow
clutched in her hand. She dropped a canvas bag at her feet.
“So you think the sylvans are dead?” she shouted to the airy
visitors. “Some of us can fight. Fly off while you still have
wings.” Kreliss drew an arrow fromthe quiver on her back, and
fitted it to the bow

The angelic creatures kept com ng, flapping their white
wi ngs harder. Andrea gripped Kreliss's shoulder. “You
woul dn’t!  They don’t nean any harm’”

“Harpies!” Kreliss dragged Andrea to the ground. The
shock of the fall crashed up her knees. Just over her head,
tal ons swiped the air and m ssed. The w nged woman rose into

the air, hissing between her sparkling teeth, circling.
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“Now what ?” Andrea whi spered. She stared at the
creatures. The talons could have killed her in an instant.
Kreliss’s strong armstill pinned her to the ground.

“We could turn back tinme and have you listen to ny
warning.” Kreliss snapped.

Andr ea recogni zed the sarcasm but she had to ask. *“Could
we?”

“Don’t be stupid.”

A harpy dove toward Kreliss's unprotected back. Wthout
t hought, Andrea snatched a sharp rock fromthe ground and hurl ed
it at the creature, scaring it away.

Kreliss spun. *“You-—=

Andrea didn’t have tinme to anal yze her reflexes. “How do
we drive them of f?”

“We need fire.”

“Well, | didn't bring matches.” Andrea felt a crease
starting between her eyebrows. Sonething in that nmenory, words
of the script.“Evil can’t abide its owmm face. A mrror!”

“Amrror?”

“Yes, please get one.”

Wil e the harpies hovered, several others plunged into the
houses. Wth birdlike screans, they dragged beddi ng outside and

ripped thatch fromthe roofs. They carried chairs and beds up
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into the air and dropped them cackling at the echoes of each
crash.

Andrea cringed when a breaking bed shook the ground. *“Even
if the sylvans don’t val ue possessions, they won’t want to wake
up to this.”

Kreliss hopped to her feet, quick as a sparrow. “I think
the seer had it last. Stay here.”

“Here?” The harpies were swooping toward t hem

“O try to hide, but don't go far. 1’|l need you.”

Kreliss dashed off into one of the huts. Left out in the open,
with the creatures diving, Andrea scurried behind the cl osest
house, hopefully out of sight. As she watched, two harpies dove
toward Lyral’s hone, swooping toward the open doorway. Andrea’ s
breath caught. “Hurry, Kreliss!” She snatched anot her rock and
hurled it, but she |lacked the strength to propel it far enough.
“Kreliss!”

“Here.” Kreliss returned, both arnms stretched around an
enormous bronze mrror. A loop of rope dangled fromits back.
“Don’t scratch it; a seer-focus costs its weight in silver.”
Kreliss ainmed the mrror at the harpies and they retreated,
shrieking |ike knives scraping gl ass.

Andrea hurried up to the other girl. “lIt’s working! |It’s

driving them back.” The script had saved them
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“Help nme lift it onto the neeting pole.” Kreliss gestured
toward the center of town, where a weat her-beaten wooden pol e
rose out of the central square. Nearby stood bl ocky ovens and a
grassy fenced area.

The harpi es overhead kept their distance, shrieking in
fury. Andrea heaved a side of the heavy mrror and the
girls dragged it into the center of town. “Wen we hang it on
the pole, it should rotate and protect the whole village,
right?”

“Yes.” Kreliss didn't even breathe heavily while carrying
her half of the mrror.

Andrea hefted hers higher on her hip. At |least the rounded
edges didn’'t cut her. “But when we |eave, won't they come after
us?”

Kreliss dragged the mrror faster, pulling Andrea al ong.
“After we hang the mirror, we each grab a backpack and run.

Wth luck, the flash of the mrror should distract them | ong
enough for us to reach the trees.”

Andrea gl anced at the pile of supplies. “Run? Wth heavy
pot s?”

“Just to the woods. Now, help ne lift.” Together they
hoi sted the mrror onto the pole. It weighed Andrea’ s arns down
i ke a dunbbell, smooth and solid. *“Go!”

And they raced into the forest.
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Chapter 3: Now Face Your Frayed Refl ection

Kreliss snatched both the |arger pack and her canvas bag.
Just behi nd her, Andrea grabbed the second backpack and chased
the other girl into the trees. She sprinted as she never had in
gymclass. Kreliss easily paced her, not even breathing hard.
Branches spread over themin a shelter of rustling | eaves,
bl ocki ng them from the harpies’ sight.

Andrea bent over, arns on knees, panting in painful gasps.
“l thought harpies were shriveled and ugly,” Andrea said when
she had recovered enough to speak.

“Inside, where it counts. Only their faces are beautiful.”
Kreliss stood straight, not even wi nded. She gazed out toward
where the harpies were vanishing into the clouds above the
village. “It’s started.”

Andrea | eaned back against a tree. She was confused enough
without Kreliss's riddles. “Wat?”

Kreliss controlled her voice, but couldn't mask the edge of
frustration. “I told you whatever drained the Wite Crystal
threw nature out of balance. The sylvans keep the west safe,
and guard travel ers agai nst wverns and harpies. Now no one
stops the nonsters fromattacking. W’re likely to encounter
others.” Kreliss hesitated, staring at her hands. “You did
wel |.”

“Ri ght.”
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“I mean it. Unarned and unprepared, you won your first
battl e and saved nme tw ce. Perhaps—perhaps Sidaria chose
rightly.” Kreliss reached out and then hesitated, as if she
weren’t sure what to do. She dropped her hand awkwardly.

Andrea didn’t feel happy or proud. Trenors raced through
her when she realized how cl ose those claws had cone. They
coul d have sliced her to pieces. She felt her eyes sting. No!
She had beaten the harpies and even inpressed Kreliss.

Everyt hing had gone perfectly. Wy did she feel so shaky? *“It

wasn’t ny idea,” she babbled. “Sidaria sent that script to help
me. Just before the harpies attacked, | had this really strong

menory of the scene where we scared off the witch' s ghostling.

| think, well, the Forest Gem flared and—=

“I't triggered the nmenory. The Forest Gem provides

spiritual guidance to its chanmpion.” Kreliss studied her for a
noment, appraising. “After we |eave here, perhaps |I can find
you gui dance of another sort.” Kreliss upended the canvas bag

to reveal a sparkling pile of weaponry. The pal e wooden bow

sl ung over her shoulder, Kreliss rooted through the weapons for

extra arrows, which she crammed into her quiver. A |eather-

handl ed short sword slid into a sheath down her left |eg.
Andrea eyed the long knife on the girl’s other |eg and at

| east four suspicious lunps in her |oose tunic. “You nust be

expecting trouble.”
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Kreliss drew her sword and held it to the light for a
monment, plainly admring the dappl ed sunlight sliding down the
bl ade, like stained glass. “lI’ma sylvan warrior, the youngest
anong ny tribe. | always stay ready for trouble.” Kreliss
seened to sense Andrea’s scrutiny, so she turned to face her.
“What ?”

Wul d everything here defy her preconceptions? Andrea eyed
her new friend. The girl certainly | ooked hunan. “Nothing. |-
| just assuned, | nean in the play and everything, the sylvans
had pointed ears. So did the wonen in the hut.”

Kreliss turned back to the weapons. “l1’ma sylvan warrior,
by training, not birth. | was born as hunan as you are.” Her
t one suggested the subject was closed. She straightened the
deadly pile at her feet. “Anything else we need?”

| f Jesse were here, he would have conpl ai ned that the quest
sounded unrealistic, too dramatic to believe. Yet Andrea had
known fromthe nonment she saw the sl eeping sylvan-children that
this world was real. And that nmeant she could get hurt.
“Weapons for nme?” Andrea didn’'t know how to use them but felt
she shoul d ask.

Kreliss gestured toward the pile. “Go ahead. Can you draw
a bow?”

Kreliss had to be joking. Her straightforward tone nade

Andrea feel even nore uneasy. “l guess not.” Andrea eyed the
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tangl ed arsenal. Did she have any skills Kreliss would
appreci ate?

“Swordplay? Knife throwing? | brought blades, though we
nostly hunt with arrows.” A faint smle crossed Kreliss s face
at Andrea’ s hel pl ess shrug. “dC angi ng soneone over the head
with a stewot?”

“That | coul d probably manage,” Andrea said. She saw
Kreliss’s smrk and felt her own nouth bendi ng upwards. For a
monment, the girls | ooked at each other in conplete
under st andi ng.

Kreliss seenmed nuch friendlier when she relaxed. “Well,
|’mjust as glad we packed one. Take these.”

Andrea gingerly accepted the sling and a dagger. How was
she supposed to use the sling, a single |eather |oop? The solid
dagger wei ghed down her hand, far denser than a kitchen knife.
Its black stone bl ade sparkled in the sun, and it | ooked needl e-
sharp. The dagger seened unnatural, out-of place conpared wth
t he bark-covered houses and | eat her cl ot hi ng.

Kreliss kicked | eaves and brush over the piled weapons.
“Qur path lies this way.” Kreliss marched quickly, fast enough
that Andrea had troubl e keepi ng her breath.

“It feels like we're in a story now. A sorceress needing

rescue, sylvans and harpies battling, a warrior and a
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storyteller on a quest.” Andrea sighed. “lI wonder who gets to
read it.”

“Atale with no prom se of a happy ending.” Kreliss’s chin
dr ooped.

Andrea had felt a nonentary cl oseness to Kreliss, but now
it was slipping away. “Wiat does Sidaria | ook |ike?”
Aglowfilled Kreliss’s face. “She |ooks |ike—ight.”
“W’'l| save her, Kreliss. W have to.” Andrea put all of
her conviction into the words. Surely, they would save the
syl vans before the worst happened. The universe couldn't allow
anyt hi ng el se.
Kreliss still watched her, eyes thoughtful. “Cone.” She

turned and wal ked into the forest.

Andrea hurried to catch up. “Were re we goi ng?”

Kreliss didn’t pause. “I’mnot |eaving nyself indebted to
you.”

“For the harpies and before? Wat’' Il you do, save ny
life?”

Kreliss didn’'t answer.

Andrea followed, scranbling over cracking branches and
t hree squel chy patches of nud. The strong scents of pine and
forest dust filled the air, thick and clean.

“Here.” Kreliss pushed a branch aside to reveal a |arge

pool reflecting | eaves, glinting |like an enerald. Draping
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branches conpletely sheltered the water, shading it fromthe
sun’s light. The still water snelled of lilies. “Lovely,”
Andrea mur nur ed.

“Carry the Forest Geminto the water,” Kreliss ordered.

The clear water enticed her, but Andrea wasn't sure she
wanted just to dive in, in a world that followed such
i nconprehensible rules. “What’|l that do?”

As green light filtered through branches to highlight
Kreliss, she |looked |like a tree herself, tall and proud. “As
you accepted Calithwain, Calithwain nust accept you. | have
friends here, friends who' ve remained quiet for far too |ong.

I f you enter the water; | hope they' |l help you.”

“Ckay.” Andrea peeled off her clothes, down to her
underwear, and dropped them on the bank. The water certainly
| ooked nore beautiful then any swi nm ng pool Andrea had ever
visited. She stepped into the water, letting the ripples |ap
over her foot up to the ankle. It was soothingly cool, a
perfect bath without all the snelly soap and hot faucets.
Andrea stepped deeper, sliding alittle on the pebbles. The
soft water slipped to her hips, then her waist. At last, it was
deep enough to let go of the lake's floor and swm trusting her
entire body to the reflecting water. Slow, easy strokes brought
her to the pool’s center. Andrea breathed deeply and pl unged

toward the | ake fl oor.
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Underwat er, everything glowed green. Soft-fingered fronds
and tiny silver fish tickled Andrea’s skin. Andrea felt her
heart beat slow ng, preparing for a night’'s sleep.

Voi ces drifted through water, soft and trenbling as the
| ast note of a violin. “You swore to keep secret our dwelling,
Kreliss-child.”

Kreliss’s voice vibrated through the water, gentler than
Andrea had ever heard it. “You said | could bring one other
here in ny lifetime, one even nore separate from Calithwain than
| am This is Andrea. She saved ny life, just as | pray she
can save the woodfol k.”

Sadness filled the echoing voice. “Kreliss-child, we
cannot change the present. W are spirits now, dwndling into
t he pal e shadows of years.”

Kreliss’s proud voice broke through the spirits’ nmurnurs.
“W only need a little wisdom \Who's done this?”

“One bani shed years ago, who cl oaks herself in shadows.
She is entering our world again, in an abandoned castle to the
west. W can do nothing to thwart her.”

“You were once sylvans. | ask no nore than you can give,
no nore than you once gave ne.”

“We protected you once fromthe voice of evil. W cannot

guard you both.” Now the voices turned stern, warning Kreliss.
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Even underwat er, Andrea could hear Kreliss take a deep
breath. *“She needs protection far nore than |I. Please, give
her everything you can.”

“Into the Forest Gem as long as she holds it.” The words
were a promn se.

A strange rushing filled Andrea’s ears. Her skin warned.
A light shone from her forehead, brighter and brighter until she
needed to close her eyes. Against her eyelids, the light still
burned like red fire. The world died around her, |eaving only
t he cocoon of pressing water. Slowy, the rushing dim nished
until Andrea could hear her own heart beating, slow and steady.
She realized suddenly that her lungs burned for air. She
dragged herself through the warmsw rling water, sw nm ng
upwards with all her strength. Just before her head coul d burst
t hrough the surface, she heard the voice echo one |ast tine.

“I't is done. W can give you a gift, though small. Fight well,
Kreliss-child.”

Andrea gasped cool air into her lungs. Each breath tore
t hrough her, pressing out the water in shaking coughs. She
opened her eyes to find herself floating in a single ray of
sunlight that had sonehow penetrated the forest canopy.

What ever |ight had conme fromthe Forest Gem had vani shed.

“Kreliss?”
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“Here.” Kreliss knelt on the bark-strewn earth beside the
pool. *“You d better conme out.”

Andrea swam toward the shore, feeling a new strength easing
t hrough her nuscles, as if she were using themfor the first
time. At last, snpboth stones greeted her feet under the water.
“What happened?” she asked, stepping onto the bank.

Kreliss tossed her a bl anket, the soft one, Andrea noticed.
“They granted ny wish. The spirits have a little power—ot true
magi ¢, but hidden gifts of blessing and truth.”

Andrea towel ed off. She reached up to stroke the Forest
Gemwith a fingertip. It felt just as it always had. Andrea
pul l ed on her sun-warmed cl ot hes.

Kreliss took the danp bl anket and hung it on the back of
Andrea’s pack. Her face |ooked surprisingly peaceful, given the
sacrifice she had offered. She held out her hand. *“And they
gave ne this.”

A tiny snake was coiled in her hand. Staring, Andrea
realized it was carved from stone, though it seened lifelike

enough to slither.

“A snake?”
Kreliss swall owed, staring at her hand. “An anolir. |It’s
very precious, since feware left.” She slid it into her

pocket. “W can draw on it three tines. Wen the anolir bites,
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it will drain any victimof nmagic and life force, |eaving him
near death.”

“That’s horrible!”

Kreliss raised an eyebrow. “Wrse than a knife? The
spirit sylvans nust see we'll need it.”

Andrea felt too peaceful and disoriented to argue. “Wo
were they?” Andrea pulled on one boot, and saw sonething tw tch
inside the other. She upended it, shaking it until a fat beetle
fell out. Apparently, a few animals renmained active.

“Once they were sylvans. Andrea— Kreliss squeezed
Andrea’s hand, a surprising urgency in her eyes. “Andrea, this
is a secret place, a place not even living sylvans know.”

Andrea smled at her friend. “I1’'Il keep it that way.”
Around her, she could hear the sighing of trees, |like the
whi spers of Calithwain itself. The forest |ooked |ike a hone of
satyrs, with panpi pe reeds gl eam ng al ong the | ake’ s edge.
Andrea stretched, suddenly feeling a kinship with this place, a

sense it reached out to her. She reached out in turn, and felt

a nenory surface.

Andr ea renenbered...
“Talk or the French fry gets it!”
Besi de Andrea, her friend Pilar junped, tight braid

bounci ng on her back. Andrea turned to find Jesse dangling a
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French fry over his open jaws. Today he wore goat horns stuck
on his forehead. The little brown points made his narrow face
| ook startlingly inpish. He smrked. “Did you get pronoted to
Cinderella s pet nouse?”’

“The list isn't up yet. For all we know, you could be a

cockroach.” Andrea smled, pretending she wasn't nervous.
Jesse was right after all; she never got the good roles.
He pretended to consider it. “An infested nmagic kingdonf?

You should put that on our flyers.”

“Hey, Jesse, what’d you get on the nmath test?” Pilar asked.
“Andrea won't tell nme her score.” Andrea tuned out. Soneday,
her real nother would take Andrea to New York where she could
foll ow her dream and becone an actress.

Three days had passed since the auditions. Over forty
students now crowded around the auditoriumdoor, waiting for
M ss Jarnowski to post the cast list. Cindy twi sted a gol den
curl tighter and tighter around a finger. She lingered at the
front of the crowd, surrounded by friends.

“Come on, Andrea!” Pilar said.

“Huh?” Andrea returned to reality.

Pil ar placed her hands on her hips. “lI’mgoing to |unch
There are fish sticks today, and | need to eat before science
club.”

Andrea blinked. “But you could be on the list.”
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“I never get picked, and if | did, 1'd forget my |ines.
don’t know why | tried out.” Pilar sighed, and Andrea instantly
synpat hi zed. Sone peopl e received fewer parts than she did.

“All right, go ahead,” Andrea said. “I want to wait a few
nmore mnutes.” Pilar sighed, but renmai ned where she was,
crossing her creany brown armns.

“Where’ d you get this play anyway?” Jesse asked. He

wasn’t being nasty, just curious.

“I"’mnot sure.” Andrea explained about the nysterious play
she had found in her bookshelf. *“And neither of ny parents put
it there. | can't imagine where it cane from”

Before either of her friends could give her a suggestion,
M ss Jarnowski energed fromthe auditorium Today she wore a
day-gl o blue dress, set off with a foany white scarf. All of
the students rushed over in a huge nob. M ss Jarnowski’s
artificial sml|e expanded bel ow her turned-up nose. She
gestured for quiet. “Everyone,” she said. “l want you to know
| had trouble choosing who woul d get each part. You' re al
wonderful actors, and it’s too bad you all can’t be Al enna or
Gem | think I’d better read the list aloud, so | don't keep
you. Chostling One: Megan Chen, Ghostling Two: Tej Varma, Head
Chostling: Eric Stuart, Denon: Lorraine Denton..

Andrea drummed her fingers on her leg. She had read nore

clearly than many of the students, with strong vol une and
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enotion. Al of the smaller parts trickled by without her nane
being called. Then the witch went to Hester. Andrea felt a hot
wave of resentnent building within her. Wth each nane that
wasn’t hers, Andrea’s hands trenbled. She m ght not have been
the best actor on that stage, but surely she had sone talent.
The year before last, she’d been an orphan in Aiver Tw st, but
at least she’d had five lines. All of the flying-nonkey-|evel
parts had been announced. How could this unfair teacher not
give her a part?

“The Fairy Queen, Pilar Corvalles.”

Besi de Andrea, Pilar screaned, junping up and down. She
| eaned over and hugged Andrea. “That’s the one | wanted!
even got the exact part | tried out for.”

Andrea smled at her friend, but with only half her
attention. No part at all. Now M ss Jarnowski had al nost
finished reading the big parts. Distantly, Andrea heard G ndy’s
nane. Didn’t Andrea deserve even a tiny role?

“And as our star, Andrea Brightnman as Al enna.”

Andrea’ s head jerked up. She had been acting for years,
but she had never had the main role in any play, not even a day
canmp skit. “Ww,” Jesse said. “Guess I'll have to sell back
t he cockroach costune | got ‘specially for you. N ce one.”

The excitenent welled up inside her, so powerful she

couldn’t think straight. The lead! “And you.” Andrea hastily
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recovered her wits. “Mss Jarnowski gave you Gemthe w zard,
right?”

“C nmon. Who else could she cast for it? Tej always
sneezes near stage dust, and Justin’s parents forced himto try
out.”

“And Eric?” Andrea couldn't help asking. Eric was talking
to one of Cindy's friends while G ndy spoke to M ss Jarnowski .
Wavy blond hair glittered in the sun, setting off his tan.
Andrea always felt a little shy and giggly in his presence, even
t hough he obviously Iiked G ndy.

A nasal sneer filled Jesse’'s voice. “Eric? Renenber his
part as the doorkeeper last year? He couldn’t project his voice
past the ends of his shoes.”

“How did Ms. Spears choose parts, anyway?” Andrea was
havi ng troubl e speaking rationally. Al her thoughts wanted to
tunbl e of f her tongue at once, racing faster and faster. She
had the part!

“Well, luckily Mss Jarnowski doesn’t know the students,”
Jesse said. He drew hinself up to his full height. Wth the
added horns, he was slightly taller than Andrea. “I got in on
pure talent.”

Bl onde curls flew past Andrea, attached to a fast noving
body. *“What about Cindy?”

“Kell.” Jesse’s voice disn ssed her.
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Andrea stared after G ndy's retreating figure. “That’'s the
second biggest part. She shouldn’t be so upset. | nean, |
woul d’ ve been thrilled to have it.”

“Yeah, but after two years on top of the world, she’'s been
denpted to a nere nortal .”

“And her first scene nostly introduces ny character.”
Andrea gl anced at her script page fromauditions, tattered with
t he creases of her hands.

Jesse shoul dered her aside so he could read it too. “Lemme
see; | had to read the later scene with the ghostlings.” Andrea
gl anced over the words while Jesse read over her shoul der.

SEER The |l ake fish sing and good spirits bless the air.
She is com ng.

KELL: Who?

SEER:. The witch's secret self and greatest foe. One who
wi |l be chanpion of light.

Jesse winced. “I can’t believe this dialogue. And you'l
have nost of it to nmenorize.” He mnmed a dagger through the
heart and staggered backwards onto Andrea.

Andrea shoved hi mupright. “CGuess I’'Il hafta learn to be
t he chanpion. But what’s wong with the script?”

Jesse raised his eyebrows. “The chanpion of |ight?

Fantasy is so nelodramatic. | nean, light’s just what happens

when you click on a switch.”
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Andrea struggled for the words to explain. “It isn't like
that. W all need fantasy to, well, reach ourselves. At the
root, we all want to make the bad things in Iife vanish
forever.” The thought of her parents arguing flashed through
her mnd. “But we can’'t. That’'s why witers create a pl ace
where we battle our darkest shadows and win. That’'s why we need
a champion of light.”

“Still sounds like a flashlight salesman to ne,” Jesse
said. “Hey, wait; maybe |I can put that in ny lines. This play
could use a few jokes, so it doesn’'t sound |like such a downer.
C nmon, the end of the world?”

The end of the world was the | ast thing Andrea coul d think

about in her giddiness. “If Mss Jarnowski |ets you, put in al
the jokes you want.” She hugged herself tightly. “For once, |
have nore lines than you do. | didit!” She swallowed. “I

need to go start nenorizing.”

“What about math? W both need to study nore if we wanna
catch up to Pilar.”

“Another time.” Andrea wanted to cling to the joy surging
t hrough her for as long as she could. She felt |ike
cartwheeling. Her nother had never seened so cl ose.

The students wandered off, discussing their parts. Pilar
made her way over. “Geat job, Alenna,” Pilar told her, and

Andrea found herself grinning so hard she felt her cheeks
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stretch. This was going to be so rmuch fun. There was one
person, however, she had to see. She hurried over to Mss

Jar nowski, who had just tacked up the |ist and was now headi ng

to | unch.
“Oh, thank you, thank you, Mss Jarnowski!” Andrea said.
M ss Jarnowski smled. “You re certainly welconme, Andrea,

but you earned it. No one el se knew that character as well as

you did. | suppose that’s not surprising, since you chose the
play. Wiile you were auditioning, | really thought | was seeing
Al enna.”

Andrea shuddered to a stop and bent over, rubbing the backs
of her legs. Each nuscle felt |ike overstretched rope under her
fingers. Kreliss had kept to an exhausting pace, hand on her
sword hilt as she searched for enem es. None had appeared. The
path had taken them gradually west until they stood beside the
shore of an enornous | ake, turned golden pink in the [ight of
the dying sun. Tiny white flowers dotted the grass, which
flowed into sandy dirt, then beach, then | appi ng waves.

“Tired al ready?” Kreliss sounded anused.

Andrea strai ghtened, self-conscious warnth rising to her
cheeks. “1 don’t usually hike so far.”

“The lives of ny friends aren’t usually in danger. Only

days, renenber?” Kreliss |ooked her over and then gave an
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exaggerated sigh. “All right, we can stop. | see a grove of
trees to the left.”

They wal ked to the slender trunks. Branches arched in al
di rections, providing a tenuous canopy. “Find wood for the
fire,” Kreliss said, without as nuch as a please. “W’|
extinguish it after we eat.”

Andrea stunbl ed around the twilit cluster of trees, hauling
a growing pile of fallen branches. She dunped her collection in
front of Kreliss.

“Good.” Digging through her pack, Kreliss didn't |ook up.
“Now t ake the kettle and fetch water.”

“And what will you do, while |I collect water and do al

the chores?” she asked, an edge grazing her voice. The small
kettle gleaned with a coppery brightness. It weighed
surprisingly little in her clenched hand when Andrea swung it
of f the ground.

“Catch fish. Unless you wi sh to?”

Andrea could only inmagine touching a scaly dead fish.

Squi rm ng, she shook her head and wal ked toward the | ake.

Wthin the hour, fish sizzl ed and charred on spits, while
Kreliss humed a neditative tune, watching them Three noons
shone: a giant red crescent double the size of earth’s noon, a

three-quarters noon with a pale yellow sheen, and a tiny white
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full moon. Unfamliar constellations spotted the clear black
hori zon, twinkling just as earth stars did.

Andrea | ay back, still staring up at the heavens. “Even
the skies are different here. W only have one noon, the size
of that | ow one over there.”

Kreliss gazed up and, for a nonent, seened caught in the
ni ght sky’s spell. “Ordara, the light-giver. The largest is
M | aurae, the nother.”

“And the little one?”

“Aglaia. | suppose Janrod—Sidaria s protector—would be
si nging evening hymms to the noon goddesses if he were with us.”
An odd wi stful ness tinged her voi ce.

“l guess he couldn’t save her,” Andrea said hesitantly.

Kreliss’s hand cl enched on the stick she had used to stir
the fire. “He's a fine protector. One day, I'll take his
place. The fish is done.” Two pieces were still pink in spots,
but Kreliss busied herself with dislodging a few fillets from
their sticks and handing one by its edges to Andrea. Lenon
woul d have hel ped, but after her |ong wal k, Andrea devoured
every piece of her share.

When they had finished and extinguished the fire, the girls
spread bl ankets under the stars. Andrea closed her eyes in a
strange worl d that a week ago had been a piece of scenery. The

play hadn’t nentioned wal king until her legs felt stiff enough
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to break, or the chilly breeze bl owi ng over her neck. Wy
didn’t anyone ever ask where nystic chanpions could find a real
bat hroom instead of a clunp of scratchy bushes? Andrea sighed,
just once. Wthin her capabilities or not, she was stuck with

the quest. She felt very, very far away from hone.

I n her dreans, Andrea renenbered...

“Hel p! Help nme, Alenna! [It’s got ne! Cone save ne!
Hel p!” The frantic screans were conmng fromthe greenroom
behi nd the stage.

Andrea wal ked in and sighed. “Jesse, this is getting
really stupid.”

Jesse crawl ed out fromunder the stuffed tentacle. Dust
sneared his Hawaiian shirt, and his rai nbow sungl asses were
askew. “Conme on, Andrea. | thought it was funny. Wat fun is
acting if you can’t lighten up once in a while? Like this.”
Wth those words, Jesse slipped on an inmagi nary banana peel, and
went sprawl i ng. The sungl asses flew across the room Andrea
gi ggl ed.

“Could we start before M ss Jarnowski stops us?” G ndy
asked behi nd her.

“Andrea and | were ready half an hour ago,” Jesse shot back
while retrieving his glasses. “You know, when rehearsals

began.” The greenroom (actually beige, not green) echoed
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faintly, and the other students turned to |look. Jesse cleared
his throat. There wasn’t nuch space to work with between the
rehearsi ng students and the piles of sets wobbling slightly
where they | eaned against the walls. The door to the walk-in
costune cl oset dangl ed open beside a tall spotlight on a stand.

Andrea opened her script. “Let’s practice.”

KELL: “At least we can offer you supper. Noble Wzard,
will you join our quest?”

GEM “And face nore of those creatures before | |learn

el ementary magi c? Trusting, aren’t you. Wat were they?”

ALENNA:  “Tw sted shadows of chaos with no wills of their
own.”

KELL: “Then why'd they attack us in full noonlight?
| nstinct?”

GEM “Or soneone really needs a breath mnt.”

ALENNA:  “W zard, can you stop then®?”

GEM “OF course. Now, |let nme see. Ear of dog and vomt
of rabbit. Toss in a nonkey turd if you have it.” H s quarrel

with G ndy vanishing in the joy of theater, Jesse held for the
audi ence’ s | aughter and gri nned.

M ss Jarnowski cleared her throat at the front of the room
“Class, | need to talk to you all.”

Cindy hurried over to her friends. Andrea exchanged

gl ances with Jesse. “Wat’'s wong?”’
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Jesse grimaced. “I heard her talking to the principal.

The departnent isn't offering any noney, and |I’m not sure we can

manage. ”

Andrea swal | oned. “She wouldn’t close the play. Not this
early.”

“Are we all supposed to chip in to advertise? O just
performto a theater with our parents filling half the first

row? We need colored fliers, a lot of them”

“Quiet, everybody quiet.” M ss Jarnowski clapped her
hands. “Thank you. |I’'msorry to say, we’'ve just had serious
budget cuts, so we’'ll need to postpone the play until spring.

|’ mvery sorry about this, but there’s no way to earn enough
noney in tine. |’ve done everything | could to find funding.
|’ mjust not sure the Board of Education will give us any.”

“What about the O Keefe Award!” Hester denmanded.

“We can participate next year.” She nodded reassuringly,
hai r bouncing inside the purple noon-and-stars-printed scarf.

Besi de Andrea, Jesse |ooked crushed. Andrea knew exactly
how he felt.

“l shoul d’ ve known we’d never do a fairy tale,” G ndy
nmut t er ed.

“You're just sore ‘cuz you re not the |lead,” Hester said.

“And you’re happy as the witch?” C ndy shot back.
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“We can fundraise!” Lorraine yelled | oud enough to shake
the wi ndows. The dark skinned badm nton player always drew
attention to herself with dramatic gestures and a voi ce that
could cut through a football stadium \While Lorraine didn't get
the main roles either, Andrea had al ways adm red her energy.

“That’s it,” Jesse said. “W’Ill raise the noney. Before
school, evenings, whatever it takes.”

Everyone shouted his or her ideas.

“Have a bake sale.”

“Sell candy!”

“Craft fair.”

“Do a nonol ogue-a-thon,” Jesse shout ed.

M ss Jarnowski raised her eyebrows. “You're all willing to
do the work?”

Despite her piled-up honmework, Andrea nodded as hard as

everyone el se. Cindy |ooked unconfortable.

The teacher smled. “Then it sounds like |I have a play to
produce.” Everyone cheered. “I’ll call a PTA neeting; nmaybe
your parents will help,” she continued. “As for the

fundrai sers, those are all good suggestions, but | think we'll

follow a tine-honored tradition frommny college theater.”

Andrea adj usted her red rubber nose. “Lorraine, | need

nmore soapy water. This bucket’s turned bl ack.”
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Lorrai ne handed a cl ean bucket up to where Andrea knelt in
t he back of a pickup truck, scrubbing with a fat sponge. “I
don’t wanna know what these high school ers have been driving
in.” To punctuate her comment, she scrubbed the underside of
the truck with unneeded ent husi asm

Andrea shrugged. “As long as they pay, we can clean up
afterwards.” Since high school started an hour before junior
hi gh, the drama students had plenty of tinme to scrub cars and
then hurry back to their own canpus.

Hester clinbed off the truck, kicking the dirty water
bucket so it sloshed Andrea’s shoes. “It was an accident,” she
sai d quickly.

Andrea roll ed her eyes.

Pilar hurried up. “Were s Jesse?”

“Up front, attracting custoners by snapping his rai nbow
suspenders at them” Andrea grinned. “And shooting a water gun
full of soap.”

Pilar made a note on her pad. “And Megan’s with him Then
that’ s everyone, except Eric and G ndy. And Eric has the flu.”

“Cindy agai n?” Andrea pressed her annoyance into scrubbing
a nasty spot. “I guess fundraising isn't her style. How nuch
are we nmaki ng?”

“W' I | need another two weeks of scrubbing, if business

doesn’t pick up. And we can nmake posters. W really need the
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publicity to boost ticket sales.” Pilar eyed Andrea. “Um
about your hair..

“How many directions?”

“Mostly one-- straight up.” Lorraine shrugged. “I doubt
any of us are ready for a beauty pageant.”

Andrea snoot hed her hair back with an el bow, since her
hands were soapy.

“Nina’s friend at the copy shop m ght give us a discount on
flyers,” Lorraine said. “W need posters everywhere, though.”
She punctuated her comment with a nmassive wave of her sponge,
sendi ng soapsuds flying.

Andrea heard a horn honk and gl anced at the parking | ot.
“Wonder why ny dad’s here.” She ran over to the white station
wagon. Andrea coul d al ways recognize it by the bright purple
tag dangling fromthe rearview mrror, even before she could see
her father’s face. The tag read, “Rock is Dead: Long Live Paper
and Scissors.” In Andrea’s opinion, he seriously needed a new
sl ogan. Shanell e had nade one that said, “A Clean Desk is a
Sign of a Cuttered Drawer” but it was probably too true to
amuse him

Her father rolled down the wi ndow and handed Andrea a paper
bag. One of his jazz CDs was playing. Hi s balding head shone

in the sunlight, over the famliar bifocals and bl ack nustache.



Frankel/White Crystal/ 69

“You forgot your lunch. Shanelle put peanut-butter cookies in
for you.”

Shanel l e disliked peanut butter, and her father stuck wth
health food. Touched Shanell e had baked just for her, Andrea
took the lunch. *“Thanks.”

He didn’t roll the w ndow back up. “So now you're
fundrai sing at eight in the norning?”

Andrea shrugged. “The play needs noney.”

He sighed. “It’s just a play. Andrea, you re neglecting
your schoolwork. You haven't nentioned any of your test scores
in weeks, and | know that’s a bad sign.”

“You don’t understand. | need to do this.” Andrea bit her
lip. She couldn’t explain about the O Keefe Award. Not to him
“Besides, it gets nme out of the house.”

Her father pinned her with his eyes. “Look, | know you're
unhappy, but this isn’t the way to sol ve your problens. You
can’t make your famly disappear while you retreat into a
fantasy world. You have the responsibility of doing chores and
getting a good education.”

Andrea nodded automatically. Wth luck, both problens
woul d vani sh wi t hi n nont hs.

He gl anced at his watch. Andrea knew he liked to arrive
exactly ten mnutes early each norning, with just enough tine to

buy a bl ueberry protein shake across the street.
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“Go ahead. | don’'t want to nmake you late.” He would worry
about it for days.

Her father sighed. “Have a good day. W can talk
tonorrow. ”

<end of sel ecti on>



