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Casha/Watcher


Chapter One

She walked down the same hallway that she had walked since she was young. The red carpet was soft against her bare feet. Something was alive inside her. She glanced down at her hands, seeing that they were decorated with blue tattoos. 

“Adelaide, you’ve got five minutes. We can only hold the offense for so long,” a harsh voice echoed inside her head. 

Adelaide nodded, breaking the connection with the man. Suddenly, the ground gave out beneath her. Adelaide grasped up air as she plummeted down into darkness. A sharp pain vibrated through her legs as she smashed into hard ground. 

A voice spoke through the darkness, “Hello, princess.”

“Who are you?” Adelaide heard herself say, her voice saturated with fear. She had no idea where she was, but darkness had never been a favorite of hers. Or voices that came from stone walls. 
“You’ll never know,” it replied. Suddenly, a hand struck her across her face. Adelaide collapsed to the floor, the taste of blood filling her mouth. She touched her face with shaky hands, feeling the five long cuts that now bled onto her pale skin. 

“Your powers are mine,” the voice said, and a splitting pain erupted in Adelaide’s mind.

Adelaide screamed in agony, twisting away from the voice. She pushed against the wall, looking for an escape, but there was none. The pressure became unbearable and she continued to cry out for help. Suddenly, her world receded into darkness. 

New paragraph here, I think. Adelaide awoke, her forehead soaked with sweat.  I think “Her lungs gasping for air, she looked around” might read a little more smoothly… as is, the sentence is putting some pretty unrelated ideas together, but splitting it would just make it choppy.  Her muscles were tensed, ready to run. Relief returned as she recognized her surroundings. The alliteration sounds a little awkward in this sentence… you might want to rephrase it to get rid of some of those “r”s The   goose-feather blanket of her bed had tangled itself around her legs. She felt her face, but her skin was still smooth without a speck of blood. The blue tattoos she had seen decorating her hands had disappeared. It was just a dream,(italics, perhaps?) she tried to reassure herself, sinking back into her pillows. She reached under  them (you already used the wor “pillow in the previous sentence, and the repetition is a bit odd.  and pulled out a journal.  

She opened the  black-bound book to a blank page and grabbed a quill pen from the side of her bed. She dabbed the pen with ink and began writing furiously. 

“Dream entry number 21: (if it’s a title, you might want to capitalize those words… Eh, I dunno. Also, you may want to do this in italics? Your choice.  Same dream, same images that I’ve been having for the past week.” Adelaide paused, placing a hand on her heart, trying to calm herself down. “This time, though, I actually felt the pain. I tasted my blood. It was different, more real. I have no idea what’s going on, who’s after me.” Her hands shook as she wrote the last line. Ever since she was young, the schooling scribes of the palace had taught her the importance of dreams. But the same dream repeated so many times was a little much. She shivered and continued, “I hope I find out soon.” She was about to go on when the knob on her door turned. She stuffed the book back under her covers and closed her eyes just enough so she could make out the figure coming her way.

A tall girl with bright red, wavy hair entered the room. Adelaide breathed a sigh of relief. These dreams just make me more afraid, Adelaide said to herself, rolling onto her side.  

“Princess Adelaide,” the girl said, coming over to the bed. “Time to get up.”

“Good morning, Anne,” Adelaide said, sitting up. 

Anne smiled. “You’ve got a full day in front of you,  my (?) lady. No time to waste. Martha’s waiting for you downstairs.”

Adelaide returned her smile, looking straight into Anne’s green eyes. “Just give me a few more moments. I don’t want to get up yet. And anyway, I always have to make sure I’m late. It’s my signature move.” This isn’t really a critique, but LOL. XD 
Anne rolled her eyes, “Late or not, it’s time to  “get dressed” is a slightly more common phrase, I think. ” She strode over to the windows and pulled open the curtains. Adelaide squinted her eyes against the bright sunlight. She flopped back into her pillows. I would take nightmares over any day in the palace,(italics?) she thought to herself as Anne tugged her out of bed.

* 




*





*

“Martha, stick me with that god-awful pin one more time and I’ll make sure you never dress me again,” Adelaide snapped at a wizened old woman standing behind her.  Her behind was already sore from the number of times that the woman had stuck her with the sharp object. The seamstress shot her a frustrated look and then returned to her sewing, squinting as she wove the needle unsteadily through the blood red layers of fabric.

“Well, if you kept still for once, your Highness,” Martha mumbled to her jumpy client, “I would be able to see where I be putting it.”


Adelaide sighed, rolling her steel grey eyes toward the ceiling. She never had the patience to stand still for more than a few minutes.  The old woman grunted as she pushed the sharp wooden tool with golden thread through the tent of material that enveloped the petite girl. Adelaide felt another sharp pinch bite into her side and Adelaide winced. Suddenly, an unchecked anger surged through the princess’s veins coupled with a thrilling excitement. Martha cried out in pain. Adelaide whirled around in surprise. 

New paragraph Martha held up her index finger, blood oozing slowly from a prick at the tip. “What? How?” sounds a bit more natural the seamstress sputtered, grabbing a strip of white material from her basket and wrapping it around the wound. 


Adelaide felt a shiver go up the base of her spine and she shook it off. I had nothing to do with that,(italics) she reassured herself, but her hands shook under the material. This happened a lot, these accidents, but Adelaide tried to convince herself that they were just that, accidents. 


Once Marsha had dressed the cut, she lifted the cloth over the princess’s head.


“Thank goodness that’s over,” Adelaide replied, dusting off her lacy petticoats. She shook her unruly blonde curls away from her face and gave Martha a withering look.


“Your eyes don’t frighten me anymore,” Martha said shaking her head. Adelaide sniffed, looking away. 


Mumbling to herself, the old granny stood up slowly, “Someone ought to teach her to mind her manners.” Adelaide ignored her comment and signaled for Anne to come to her. The  I think “redhead” is one word walked over, her eyes  trailing on the floor at her superior’s feet. 

“Anne, take me to the queen,” she ordered. Anne nodded, leading the princess out of the seamstress’s room and into a stony-walled hallway. It was out of the question for servants to even look royalty in the eye. It was an offense that could get anyone thrown into the dungeon. But Adelaide was always able to skirt by the rules and she was one of few royalty who talked to servants as friends, if only in private. She always had to be careful to obey palace customs in public. You never knew who was watching, she thought to herself as the pair made their way down the hall. 

Anne stepped forward and knocked timidly on the frame of the door. It creaked open allowing a small ray of golden light to fall on the pair. Without a word, an elderly man in a black suit beckoned them inside. The sunlight streaming in from the wide open windows blinded Adelaide and she squinted in the brightness. She felt a solitary ache inside her heart, but she wasted little time contemplating the sensation. She was hardly ever allowed outside; the sunlight teasing her with its faux warmth. She padded across the marble floor, dismissing Anne at the same time with a wave of her hand. The butler, Francois, strode back over to the door, resuming his duty. At the center of the room, she stopped and knelt daintily on her knees, her skirt fanning out around her with a whisper of crinkling satin. She bent her head down towards the floor, her pale eyelids coming down over her eyes, contrasting with the dark circles that had formed underneath them.


“Francois,” a commanding voice ordered from the far side of the room. “Leave us.” The butler bowed and without a word, slipped out of the room.


The thump of a cane and the clicking of high heeled shoes were the only sounds the girl could hear, approaching her with an even measured step. She dared not open her eyes. It was against custom and she had been taught to abide by the unspoken rules ever since she was born. 


Two stiletto shoes stopped inches in front of the girl’s knees and she slowly raised her eyes. A tall, thin woman with a sharp chin, dressed in a black and red velvet day gown stood above her. The bodice was woven with silken ribbons and Adelaide noticed that there was a small imprint of a heart on the woman’s left sleeve. That’s as big as her heart will ever be, (italics?)the princess thought grimly, her lips pressed together in a thin line. It’s quite ironic that she wears it on her sleeve.(again, italics) Also, not really a critique, but I love this line. 

A golden crown identical to the one Adelaide was wearing sat upon the woman’s black hair, which had been done up in a tight bun. The woman extended her left hand, the one not holding the golden scepter and Adelaide gently took it and kissed the black mica ring on her index finger. With a smirk the woman withdrew her hand and turned around. Adelaide rose, making sure not to fumble with her gown, and followed the woman, bowing her head towards the floor, careful not to lift her eyes upward. The woman walked over to a chair (one of the only furnishings in the room that wasn’t red) and sat down.


“You may sit, Adelaide,” she motioned to the wooden chair across from her.


“Thank you, your Majesty,” Adelaide replied as she bent into a deep curtsy.


The queen drummed her fingers on the arms of her chair as she looked Adelaide up and down. She raised an artistically formed eyebrow in the girl’s direction and cleared her throat before she began. “Your father and I have spoken of what to do with you, my dear  stepdaughter, and I believe we have found the perfect solution. Your father wishes for you to marry before he dies.” She dabbed the corners of her eyes with a handkerchief before she continued. “And the physician says he does not have much longer to live. The virus has utterly destroyed his body.”


Adelaide’s eyebrows creased with worry for a moment before she quickly composed herself. It was important to keep one’s emotions in check. 


“We have decided for you to marry Prince Edgar of Mariquit. The negotiations are taking place as we speak. He and his party are due for arrival in a month hence,” the queen continued.


Adelaide winced. Mariquit was a poor, war-ridden kingdom a bit beyond Magnifica’s borders. It was rumored that Prince Edgar was an incompetent oaf who enjoyed gambling the country into debt and participated in the Forbidden Trade. He was known for his unfaithfulness, having at least two previous wives and many mistresses. He was also 20 years older than her. So that’s her diabolical plan,(italics) Adelaide thought to herself, she wants me to die poor and dishonored. I could not have expected any more than that, she thought angrily, trying to keep her face straight. I will not marry him, nay I will never marry, she decided stubbornly. 


“As you wish, your Highness,” Adelaide said as meekly as she could muster, quelling her gag reflux for the moment.


The queen looked satisfied, “That is all.” She dismissed Adelaide with the wave of her hand.


Adelaide nodded and curtsied then strode towards the exit. Francois opened the door with a brisk pull from the outside and stepped aside to allow her to pass under the arch. Anne had been waiting in the hall and snapped to attention as Adelaide marched past her. Her face was still calm and collected.

“Where am I to escort you, Princess Adelaide?” Anne asked.


“My father,” she said, continuing her journey down the hall.


Anne looked discreetly from side to side, before whispering, “But I’ve been told explicitly that only the physician and Queen Victoria are allowed to see him.”

Adelaide stopped in mid-stride. Her steel-grey eyes flashed with an anger that her calm voice did not betray. “How could someone do that?” she hissed, and Anne shrugged, keeping her gaze fixed on the floor. The pair continued down the hallway, neither looking at the other, but deep inside they both knew of their concealed friendship.


Curiosity replaced the hate that had enveloped the princess’s eyes. “By whom were you thus informed?” she asked as they turned a corner.


“The queen,” Anne replied, struggling to keep up with Adelaide’s long strides.


Adelaide swore under her breath. “That witch,” she murmured. “Let’s return to my apartments so we can speak in private.”

New paragraph Anne nodded and glanced up at the princess. Their eyes met for a moment and Adelaide’s gaze softened, a thin smile flashing across her lips. They walked up a spiraling staircase made of shiny black tile which ended in a  gold-emblazoned door. 

“Anne,” Adelaide said, staring straight ahead. The  redhead hurried forward and reached into her white bodice, pulling out a cloth pouch. She fumbled with the brown drawstring and finally managed to pry it open. She withdrew a small, but heavy golden key from the purse. It was  old-fashioned, but a newly polished shine caught the candlelight. 

Anne placed the tip of it on the imprint of a heart that had been stamped into the door. The door blazed a fiery orange and a clicking sound erupted from the bottom left hand corner of the golden portal. A metal plate extended out of the door about the size of Adelaide’s palm. On the plate was a keyhole into which Anne inserted the key. Next to it was a small, round disc, embedded in the plate. Anne reached into the woolen pocket of her brown skirt and uncorked a vial half-full of dark red liquid. She let one drop fall onto the disc before lightly tapping the plate with her index finger. The disc spun in a circle, swirling the red liquid into the shape of a heart. The original golden heart on the door glowed red and with a pop, the latch clicked and the door swung open. 

New paragraph Anne replaced both the vial and key to their original places among her clothes and hastened into the room. Adelaide followed close behind and sank into a dark green chair that was in front of a magnificent fireplace. The door closed behind them, the lock clicking back into place.

Adelaide handed Anne a pair of her slippers that needed mending and Anne took her place beside the blazing fire. Anne was known for her stitching and now she weaved the thread in and out of the fabric, closing up a large hole at the toe of the shoe. 

“Why do you think she’s making me marry that odious man?” Adelaide asked, closing her eyes. 

Anne shrugged, continuing her sewing. “Does she need a reason?”

Adelaide shook her head. “I don’t know anymore. I really don’t. Ever since the king’s been ill, everything’s been going downhill.”

Anne paused, “Well, maybe she’s afraid that you may have more power than her. By marrying you off to a poor kingdom, she’ll be in full control.”

Adelaide’s heart sank. “Yes, that’s probably what it is. I’m doomed,” she felt tears welling up in her eyes as the gravity of her arranged marriage struck her. 

Anne tried to comfort the poor girl, “We still have a month. We’ll figure something out.”

Adelaide shook her head, leaning back into the cushions. It’s hopeless, she thought, a single tear leaking from her eyes. The single emo tear of DOOM has become almost a running joke now for sheer cheesiness (helped along by a certain purple-prose-heavy but popular fantasy series…) so you might not want to use it. Eh, your choice.  
Anne stopped her mending, glancing up at the princess. Adelaide was very small for her age. Fragile, with bones as thin as a baby bird, the king had once said. Her height often got her mistaken for a ten-year-old while she was nearing eighteen. The people of Magnifica called her pale, narrow face beautiful, her golden-blonde hair perfect, and her big grey eyes stunning. However, like many other servants and townsfolk, Anne found her looks haunting, especially her eyes. Adelaide’s gaunt flesh and piercing gaze along with her peculiar behavior caused Anne to shiver. Any man that would marry the princess would sure be in for a lot of surprises, she thought. But she kept her thoughts to herself.

“Now, open the windows and let some light in. Lack of fresh air is making me dizzy,” Adelaide murmured, wiping her eyes. 

Anne opened her mouth again, but thought better of it and began scurrying to open the shutters. Adelaide greatly disliked the palace customs and refused to abide by them in the privacy of her room. Out in public it was different. Anyone could be thrown into the dungeon for speaking to those of a lower class while looking them in the eye. She didn’t want to risk it outside of her bedroom walls. You never know who is watching, Adelaide thought. 

People were startled with her eyes to begin with. She didn’t need to attract any more attention. She took a deep breath as the dim sunlight spilled into her room. The drumming that had been carrying on inside her head dulled and her face broke into the slightest of smiles. Slowly, she eased herself out of her chair and approached the open window. She placed her hands on the sill and closed her eyes, letting the frigid breeze toss her hair away from her face. She was at peace for the first moment that day.

She heard Anne shuffle behind her. “It’s quite cold, your Majesty, and it would be terrible for you to get the chills,” she said.

Adelaide turned around, her happiness disintegrating, about to return to the fire to find that Anne held a large goose-feathered comforter in her arms. In that moment Adelaide saw a trace of pity in the servant girl’s eyes, but quickly looked away. Adelaide accepted the blanket, a smile crinkling her grey eyes. She wrapped the warm material around her thin shoulders, looking out at the setting sun. 

Winter in Magnifica was absolutely stunning, she thought. The red-gold rays of the sun bounced off the glittering icicles that hung from the trees and reflected off the frozen, snow-covered ground. She could see the small wooden and clay houses of the villagers, their roofs covered with a thick white icing of snowflakes. She could see everything from her tower. She was just beginning to enjoy the view when the bell that hung near her door clanged. Anne quickly stepped forward and opened the inside latch on the door. The visitor, whose face was hidden to Adelaide in the shadows, exchanged a few quick words with Anne before she nodded and shut the door. 

Anne turned to Adelaide and said, “The queen requests that you go to sleep, because you will be having a very trying day ahead of you, Princess.”

Adelaide nodded and handed over her blanket to her servant. “I relieve you from all other duty tonight, Anne,” she said, her voice tired. 

Anne smiled and bowed, locking Adelaide’s door behind her parting figure. Adelaide collapsed on the bed. She lay back against the pillows, closed her eyes, and let the darkness whisk her away. Hopefully no ill-founded dreams will be sent my way, she thought as she fell asleep.

Chapter Two

“Anne, please try to keep up,” Adelaide called after the  redhead as she galloped her way across the courtyard. At the center of the palace, during the spring months, the winter mages would create an illusion that resembled an outside countryside. Horses were brought in from the stables and Adelaide was allowed to ride around the grass. Even though her surroundings were not real, Adelaide could feel the wind whipping through her hair. Freedom of any kind─ even superficial─ was appreciated.

Adelaide’s  chestnut-colored mare snorted and shook its mane impatiently as she tugged on the reins. Rosy-cheeked and flushed, the princess turned and waited for Anne’s grey pony to trot towards them. Anne’s skin looked slightly green and she  wavered unsteadily on her horse. Her white knuckles were clenched tightly around the horse’s leather bridle. Adelaide dismounted and helped the poor girl down. 

“Are you alright?” she asked as Anne sat down on the grass, one of the servant’s hands holding onto her own head. 

Anne shuddered, “I should know better than to ride around. Just seasick.”

Adelaide nodded and went over to the pack that was seated on her horse’s back. Anne and Adelaide, after their rides, always would have a picnic. The princess located a water pitcher and a cloth napkin. She handed both to Anne, who with a grateful smile, patted her brow. This happened every time they went for a ride and for those few minutes the two girls would switch roles of princess and servant. 

Adelaide, resigned that the ride was over, took out the rest of their picnic items and set up the blanket and food on the ground. She looked up into the glaring sun, shielding her eyes from the piercing rays. The heat was causing beads of sweat to form across the back of her neck. It would be nice to have some shade  (if you have the :though, it means you’re saying something contradictory to the previous statement, and you aren’t.) she thought. Moments later, the ground rumbled. Adelaide was knocked down from the force of the earthquake. Cracks appeared in the soil, the grass fading in and out from blades to the stone floor beneath the illusion. Sprouting out of the sharp divots grew  six tremendous oak trees. Anne opened her mouth in awe. Even Adelaide was surprised. Must be a new part of the winter mage’s magic, whatever you want appears, she said to herself, but she felt doubt filling her every thought. The trees looked more real than the enchanted grass and the majicked sky and Adelaide ran her hand along the bark of one tree. It was rough and she yelped in surprise as a sharp pain pricked her finger.

“Ow,” she cried, looking down at her hand. A brown sliver of wood was lodged into the skin on her pinky.

“That’s strange,” Anne muttered under her breath.

Adelaide turned sharply, “It’s nothing.”

Anne nodded, staring back down at the forest floor. Adelaide began unpacking their basket, but when she looked down, her hands were shaking. The trees are real, they have to be, she thought, her pinky throbbing in agreement. Attempting to wipe the incident from her memory, Adelaide leaned her backs against the tree and ate her sandwich. Now was one of the few moments that the two could talk in private. 

“What have you been hearing about my stepmother?” Adelaide asked between bites of her sandwich.

Anne swallowed before replying, “Something has been cooking lately with her majesty, because everyone is being very secretive lately. I haven’t seen my friend Mary, who is the queen’s housekeeper, for days.”

“What do you think the ice queen is thinking of this time?” Adelaide said, looking over at her companion. Anne’s eyes widened at Adelaide’s disrespectful reference but the princess just laughed. “It’s what she is,” she said gently. 

Anne let out a little giggle and then answered her question, “Well rumors have been going around,” she said slowly.

“Like what?” Adelaide pressed.

Anne hesitated. She looked around to make sure they were alone before whispering, “Like a possible plot against the king” she paused. Adelaide urged her on. “And you,” she finished. “I’ve got no other information, no particulars on that. But there is…” Anne trailed off, looking past the trees. From between the oaks Adelaide could make out a tiny speck coming towards them. As it grew larger, Adelaide saw that it was a rider on a black horse. He was coming their way at an alarming pace. 

“I’ll tell you later,” Anne whispered, jumping to her feet. Adelaide nodded, smoothing her worried face back into its expressionless mask. The rider stopped by the trees. A puzzled expression crinkled his brow as he stared at the oaks. Shaking his head, he turned back to his task. Adelaide recognized him: Francois, the queen’s butler.

“Your presence is requested in the throne room immediately. Everyone’s waiting for you, your majesty.” I can’t believe I forgot about the presentations, Adelaide scolded herself. 

She nodded, “Francois, you can clean up our picnic. Anne will come with me to the presentations.” Anne looked startled but both servants bowed in submission. Anne could not ride her pony without fainting, so instead she clung to Adelaide’s waist as the princess pushed her mare into a full gallop. Instead of dismounting outside the entrance to the courtyard where a winter mage was being questioned by an intimidating guard about the trees that had grown out of the stone castle floor, Adelaide pushed through the throng of onlookers and rode her horse down the corridor. Her heart beat faster as she heard the gatherers marveling at the oaks. I had nothing to do with that, she assured herself, spurring her mare onward. Outside the throne room, she reined the mare to a complete stop. She handed the leather straps to a startled door guard, who then helped both girls dismount. Adelaide ran her fingers quickly through her hair, took a deep breath, and pushed open the door. Anne shuffled into the room behind her.

The scene before her was dazzling. Three golden thrones sat on top of a platform. A long red carpet led up to the stage. Four guards, dressed in royal blue tunics and holding well oiled bayonets, stood at a pair of double doors are the end of the rug. Adelaide turned to make her way over to her seat when she stopped, surprised, in mid-stride. The queen as usual sat at the center throne. Since the king was too ill to be present, his throne was unoccupied. However, a new chair had been placed on the queen’s left. A small girl, identical in height and build to Adelaide, sat perched on the blue cushion. Her red dress fanned out around her waist and her  eyes, rimmed with red kohl,  followed Adelaide’s every move as the princess regained her composure and took her seat on her gold encrusted throne. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Anne shoot her a meaningful look that almost said, that’s what I was about to tell you, before taking her place behind Adelaide’s throne.

“You’re late, Adelaide,” the queen said sternly. Adelaide bowed her head and the queen waved her hand, signaling the guards to open the doors. Slowly, cautiously, with their heads bent low, a stream of peasants entered the room. The first to approach the platform was a young women, a basket of corn in  one hand and the small hand of a runny-nosed toddler in the other. The repetition of “hand” is a little jarring.  
She knelt on her knees, presenting the basket to the page and saying to the queen, “Here are the taxes I owe. The crop wasn’t good this year but I hope ‘tis good enough(?) for your table.”

The queen stared at the woman’s child, disgust curling her deep red lips, “The corn isn’t for us. It’s for the pigs.”

The young woman looked hurt, but gathering her daughter up in her arms, she bowed her head saying, “Yes, Your Majesty.” Adelaide’s heart ached for the young woman as a small tear ran down the peasant girl’s dirty cheek. Ever since her stepmother had taken over the rule, the poor had become poorer, their huts becoming shabbier and more dilapidated as time went on. Her father would have at least sent the woman off with a few warm blankets and a bag of grain instead of injured dignity and a broken heart. 

The presentations continued in a similar fashion. Adelaide became more angry and disheartened as more hurtful words spewed from the queen’s mouth. Halfway through the ceremony a young man, about Adelaide’s age stepped forward. He was tall and he did not stoop in submission as the others around him did. Adelaide couldn’t help but admire his tan face, muscular build, and handsome features. He was carrying a crate full of clay pots and before he began his address he looked straight at Adelaide. His face broke into a wide smile and staring into her steely eyes, he winked at her. Adelaide’s heart skipped a beat. She lowered her eyes, a blush creeping across her pale cheeks. He can’t be from here, she thought, it’s against palace custom. Just as the thought past through her mind, she heard the queen snap her fingers.

“Guards, take this man away. He must be punished for his insolence.”

“But I didn’t do anything,” he protested as the guards began dragging him towards the door. Embarrassed, Adelaide turned to see the girls in the red dress smiling smugly. As if she detected that Adelaide was looking in her direction, she met Adelaide’s gaze with two cool, piercing black eyes. The maliciousness that emanated from the girl’s  This seemed like odd word choice… You might want to try “gaze” or something.  made Adelaide shudder involuntarily. The girl then rose and whispered something into the queen’s ear. Adelaide’s stepmother nodded and without another word, the girl exited the room, her silk dress rustling with her every step. 

The presentations resumed and Adelaide constantly found her mind wandering back to the handsome boy. She couldn’t help blushing as she thought of him. After the ceremony is over, I must go down to the dungeons and beg for his release, she decided. At long last the presentations dwindled until the last peasant left the room, the guards closing the double doors behind him. Adelaide rose and, taking Anne with her, excused  By “both,” are you talking about the guards, or the two girls? If the former, I’d use “them,” and if the latter, “herself”(since you already said Anne was coming as well.) That way, you can clear up the confusion a bit.  from the room. She noticed as she walked past the thrones that the girl had not returned.

“Where are we going?” Anne asked, running to keep up with the princess’s quick stride.

“The dungeon. I must ask for that poor boy’s forgiveness. I hope they haven’t done anything terrible to him.”

Anne nodded and the two girls hurried down the spiral staircase. As the two traveled deeper into the ground, the air became cold and damp. Adelaide blew on her hands to keep them warm and she could see that Anne was shivering under her white frock. Finally, they reached a black metal door at the end of a long,  moss-infested hallway. 

“You stand guard out here. Tell me if anyone’s coming,” Adelaide instructed Anne in a sharp whisper. Anne nodded and waited by the door. Adelaide pushed on the handle. Surprisingly, the door opened silently; the guards seemed to have forgotten to lock it. A dungeon is never something you should forget to lock, she thought to herself as she slipped through the opening, closing the door behind her. A horrible scent of rotting flesh filled her nose and she covered her mouth with her hand. The hall was dimly lit, a sputtering torchlight illuminating the end of the corridor. The jail cells, made up of spike-covered metal bars, to her right were barren, not a prisoner in sight. A prisoner that is alive, she added, walking down the stone tunnel. 

She turned the corner where the light was issuing from and froze. Standing in front of her, a smirk pasted on her narrow face, was the girl in the red dress. She was  holding a chain of rusted keys in her hand and she calmly looked the princess up and down.

“Coming to free the prisoner?” she asked.

“N-no,” Adelaide stuttered, but the girl raised her eyebrows and just laughed.

“You don’t have to lie to me. We’re like sisters, almost. And I took care of the boy,” she paused and dread filled Adelaide stomach. The girl enjoyed holding her knowledge over Adelaide for a moment and then continued, “Don’t worry. I didn’t hurt him. He was released before you even set a foot outside the throne room. His impudence  bans (I think) him from ever coming into Magnifica again. Pity. Poor, dim-witted, Borderland folk, you know.” The girl twirled the keys around her index finger, a wistful expressing crossing her face. 

Curiosity quelled the chills that now ran down Adelaide’s spin and she said, “You said before, that we’re like sisters. Not meaning to be rude, but I’ve never seen you before. Who are you?”

“Oh forgive my ill manners,” the girl said, curtsying deeply, “I’m Lena Stydcriste, the queen’s niece. My parents are touring Upper Ground and decided that I should be exposed to court life. I’ll be staying for awhile. I may even be present at your wedding.”At the last word, Lena’s face twisted into an arrogant smile.

Unnerved, Adelaide managed to regain her composure, “Yes, well that would be lovely.”

Lena ignored her comment, tracing a key with a perfectly manicured nail, “Your servant is getting nervous. I suggest you leave. Dungeons, and darkness in general,” she said, looking at the flickering torch, “are not for the faint of heart.” Her words sounded like an order, not a suggestion. Adelaide nodded. With a slight bow, she turned on her heel and rejoined Anne.

“Oh, thank goodness you’re back,” the red-head sputtered, “You were in there so long that I had almost made up my mind to come and fetch you. What happened?” Adelaide related her story and Anne fell silent for a few moments.

“Lena Stydcriste,” she said finally. “That name has been travelling around the servant’s quarters for some time now. Everyone’s scared of her. She’s a downright oddity and she has little or no respect of rank. Some even say that the queen is her puppet. But those are just rumors. No one should put their faith in those.”

Adelaide wanted to believe her last line, but she knew she couldn’t. Servant’s rumors always had a habit of being completely accurate and dread seeped into her heart as they traversed the hall. As the two climbed up to her tower, Adelaide felt emotions churning in her stomach. Anger, hate, embarrassment, and fear crossed repeatedly through her mind. Lena’s mocking face surfaced in front of her eyes. She had called Adelaide a coward, insulted her without a hint of fear in her voice about the repercussions. That was what had scared Adelaide the most, the girl’s tone. Adelaide entered her room seething. She felt as though she was carrying an increasingly heavy burden. She sat down holding her head in her hands.

Vaguely she thought she heard Anne ask if she was okay. She wasn’t even sure if she had replied to her servant’s question. Suddenly, she felt something inside her explode, the pressure on her head released. She heard Anne scream, and turned in horror in the directions of the sound. Her vision, which before was cloudy and blurry with pain now cleared and in horror she saw that the tapestry near her bed was on fire. Anne ran to fetch water as Adelaide stared at the burning cloth. She was rooted in her spot, feeling as though the more anger she released the larger the fire grew. Anne ran back in, throwing water onto the tapestry. At first the fire seemed to increase, but Anne kept pouring the liquid onto the flames. The fire flickered, struggling valiantly to relight itself, but failed, sputtering out. Smoke and the smell of charred thread filled the room. You may want to break up this paragraph a little, since short paragraphs tend to work well for action scenes… Eh, I dunno. 
Anne opened the windows and turned to the princess, soot smudged across her forehead, “I believe we both have had enough accidents for one day, don’t you, princess?” She was pleading. 

Adelaide stared at the smoking, black, tapestry. She felt dizzy yet something close to happiness bubbled in her stomach. Turning to Anne with a smile she said, “I couldn’t agree more.”

Adelaide turned to study the tapestry as Anne went off to prepare baths for both of them. The picture had been one that the queen had installed in her room shortly after her marriage to Adelaide’s father had taken place. The tapestry had been a portrait sewn by Martha of Adelaide, her father, and the queen. The fire had burned the entire body and face of the queen, making her unrecognizable while Adelaide’s smiling face and her father’s stern stare hadn’t been touched. Adelaide felt her smile widen, feeling something in her admit to the deed. At least I have good aim, she thought, turning from the tapestry to take her bath. XD I love this line, too. 
Chapter Three

Anne came running into Adelaide’s room as Adelaide was washing her face in front of the sink in her bathroom. Her face was lit with excitement and she was panting.

Adelaide wiped her face with a towel and turned to the exhausted girl, “What is it?”

Anne gulped in air, trying to catch her breath, “I just saw the stable boys preparing for the arrival of a royal company.”

Adelaide felt her heart drop into her stomach, “It isn’t the Prince of Mariquit, is it?” she prayed for it not to be.

Anne looked puzzled for a moment but then shook off her confusion, “Of course not, I would never act this happy if some womanizer was entering the palace. Even if he is your future husband.”

“He will not be my future husband,” Adelaide insisted, unwinding her braided hair. 

Anne tapped her foot impatiently and Adelaide turned back to her, “Well before you interrupted me, Your Majesty (I’m not sure about this, but I think “Majesty” is actually the term of address for the ruling monarch (i.e. the king or queen) while “Highness” is the one for their heir. But I’m not postive about that one. ), I was going to tell you something very important but since all you want to do is talk about how your life is horribly terrible I’m not going to tell you.” XD This line made me laugh, I love how it shows a different side of Anne. 
Adelaide sighed and turned back to Anne, taking the girl’s hands in hers, “I’m ready to hear your story, dear,” she said, smiling.

Anne nodded and then began, “Well anyway, the stable boys told me that this incredible royal company is going to arrive. And of course I asked who would make up this company and then they told me the best news ever. See if you can guess.”

Adelaide could feel herself becoming impatient, “Anne, I’m not going to try and guess at all. It’s seven o’clock in the morning, I haven’t even begun to prepare myself for this mystery person’s arrival and by the time that I guess who it is, they’ll be here already and I, as usual will be late. Just tell me, for goodness sake.”

Anne laughed at Adelaide’s exasperation and finally said, “Your godmother, the White Witch.”

Adelaide had not prepared herself for that answer and she felt her hands drop to her sides. The one person that she had always loved and respected was coming to the palace. She grabbed the servant girl up into a hug. Anne was so surprised that at first she stiffened and then patted the princess gently on the back.

“Oh my goodness, this is wonderful news! Anne, thank you! I have to prepare myself,” Adelaide was nearly jumping up and down with glee. She stopped only long enough to ask a question, “Wait, Anne, why is she coming?”

Anne smiled, “I knew you would want to know that, so after the stable boys told me she was coming, I ran upstairs and visited the mages and asked if they knew. They said that she has been recruited as the leading herbess to take care of your father. she may even fill in the apothecary spot at the palace permanently.”

Adelaide felt herself swell with pride. Her godmother was the most well  known herb and healing mage in the entire Upper Ground. If anyone could cure her father, she would be the one to completely heal him. Or come as close as she could.

“I also heard,” Anne said slyly, as Adelaide started brushing out her hair, “that she wants a special audience with you. After you arrive she wants you to accompany her up into her tower, the guest tower in the west wing. Something about how she has something very important to discuss with you.”

Adelaide couldn’t smile anymore because she felt that her face might crack. “Well don’t just stand there,” she instructed Anne. “Go get an outfit ready for me. We’re wasting time.”

Anne nodded and ran off into the princess’s closet as Adelaide finished brushing her hair. If anyone would listen to Adelaide’s tales of her nightmares and the accidents that were going on around her it would be the White Witch. (Because you capitalized it before...) And she would probably know exactly what would help Adelaide in her predicament. Adelaide took in a deep breath. Maybe she would even be able to tolerate Lena with her godmother here. 

Anne returned with a long purple bottom dress (?) Oh, I see. You might want to change this to “under-dress” because I thought for a second you were saying the dress had a purple bottom XD  which she slipped over Adelaide’s head. She then tied a ruffling of light purple mesh with a hoop skirt around Adelaide waist. Over the hoop she pulled on a black overdress, open at the top and closed at the bottom. The dress was secured with a zigzag pattern of black ribbons over her chest. Anne then pinned the girls golden curls up with black pearl bobby pins, letting a few playful strand hang loose around her face. Finally, she placed the tiara on top of the princess’s head. I’m not so sure about this paragraph… it was some beautiful description, but I don’t see how the exact design of Adelaide’s dress matters. However, I can’t decide whether you should change it, since it so beautifully sets up the next bit… Hm… might just want to simplify the description a tiny bit. 
“You look beautiful,” Anne breathed as Adelaide admired herself in the mirror. 

“Too bad I can’t breathe,” Adelaide said, sucking in her stomach. XD That was an awesome exchange of dialogue right there.
“Well you’ve never complained about that before, so I guess you’ll just have to suck it up,” Anne said, smoothening out the ends of her dress. Adelaide smiled and Anne blushed, looking down at the floor. The sound of trumpets brought both girls from the mirror to the open window. Adelaide, peered as far over the ledge as she could just in time to see a bright white carriage bumbling its way up the brick pathway that led to the gate of the Magnifican Castle. Adelaide rushed from the window to her door and soon the two girls were racing down the hallway on the way to the stables. Anne was ahead of Adelaide until Adelaide grabbed the back of Anne’s skirt and pulled her back. Soon the two girls were laughing and racing down the hall. As the turned a corner to go down the staircase they nearly ran headfirst into Lena Stidcrest

Adelaide stopped short, out of breath, and Anne crashed right into her, “I’m so sorry, Princess,” Anne said, bowing to Adelaide before backing up. Lena gazed critically at the servant, who  blushed and bent her head down. Lena smoothed out her blue velvet dressed and cleared her throat.

“Princess Adelaide, it is never becoming for royalty to race around the castle like ahorse (since you’re talking about one person, the plural in the similies sounds odd). I shouldn’t be surprised, since I have heard that you’ve been riding through the halls on one, . Where are you both off to in such a hurry?”

Adelaide’s mind raced before responding calmly, “The seamstress told me that I would be able to collect my new red gown. I was so envious of yours yesterday I asked for it to be rush ordered. However, I don’t believe it will look as vibrant on me as it did on you.”

Lena raised her eyebrows, not completely buying her story and not entirely convinced that Adelaide’s words were meant to be taken as a compliment. Rather than argue, she nodded and with a slight bow continued down the hallway. Anne and Adelaide walked solemnly in the opposite direction, down the spiral stairs until they were sure she was out of sight. 

“Goodness,” Anne said, still behind Adelaide, “She’s always appearing at the perfectly imperfect times for us.” (Perfectly imperfect? XD That’s a tad oxymoronic, isn’t it? Unless, of course, it was intentional.)
“I agree, there is definitely something strange about her. But I have to say, she looks horrible in red.  It makes her look like a giant red blowfish. Blue suits her far better,” Adelaide joked, and Anne laughed in agreement.

The two travelled down the staircase and came to a wooden hallway with four small doors. Anne stepped past Adelaide and led the princess through the first one. They entered a steamy room full of girls dressed in blue frocks and white headpieces, all of whose faces were red and sweaty. The room was filled with one hundred foot long baths which no one was bathing in. Instead, the girls took large sacks of clothing and dumped them into the steaming water. The clothes were then stirred around with a large wooden stick. One girl would scrub clothing with a hard bar of soap against a wooden board while another hung the rest to dry above a fireplace. Adelaide could feel herself start to perspire as they made their way through the maze of stirrers, scrubbers, and dryers.

One girl with bright blue eyes saw them and called out, “Anne, what brings you down to the hot pot?”

Anne grabbed Adelaide’s hand and towed her over to the girl. “Ari, this is Princess Adelaide,” she said and Ari’s eyes widened in fear. 

“I’m so sorry, madam, I spoke out of turn,” she said, bowing down to the floor.

“It’s all right, really, get up,” Adelaide said, smiling at the girl. Something about the girl’s shy nature was endearing to her. (Having read further into the chapter, I don’t think she seemed very shy at all… might want to fiddle a bit with either her dialogue or this sentence)
Anne nodded and said, “We’re actually on our way to greet the livery. We want to be the first ones to see them. Is the stable door open?”

“Always is,” Ari said, “why do you think me and Jonathon are such good friends?” she asked with a wink.

Anne giggled and Adelaide felt something inside her shift. She felt jealous for a second of the two  girls’ carefree nature. Other than a few servants and her own relatives, Adelaide had hardly ever come in contact with a boy.  Except for that strange experience yesterday, she added, a blush creeping across her neck. No one noticed her sudden embarrassment because all three girls’ faces were red from the heat.  

“Thanks, Ari,” Anne said and she pulled Adelaide toward the edge of the door. Adelaide turned and waved at Ari who was now being approached by a multitude of washing women. Adelaide put a finger to her lips and Ari nodded before Anne and Adelaide slipped out of sight through the door. 

The air was cooler, but the smell was earthier compared to the soapy fumes of the launderers. It was a mixture of manure and fresh air and the two girls walked down the small passage towards a door where a ray of light was peeking through a crack in the wood. 

“Watch your head,” Anne warned as the passage became narrower. “No wonder Ari is so skinny,” Anne muttered as she squeezed through a few beams towards the door. 

With a hard shove the door swung open and Anne and Adelaide stepped out into the stable. The chestnut mare that Adelaide had ridden the day before stood in its stall, chewing mechanically on a handful of grain. Anne shuddered as she walked past her gray pony.

“Jonathon,” Anne called out to a chunky blond boy who was polishing a saddle. “Have they arrived yet?”

“You mean the royal carriage?” he asked. When she nodded furiously he replied, “they’ll be here soon. Go over to the red carpeted steps, you’ll be the first ones there.” He paused as he caught sight of Adelaide behind Anne’s frame. “Who’s that with you?”

“No one,” she called back, grabbing Adelaide’s hand and pulling her over to the front castle door. Adelaide looked and realized where they were. 

She turned to Anne, brushing dust out of her blond curls, “You know, it would have been easier if we had just gone through the front way.” said Adelaide, pointing  at the front door behind them as they stood patiently on the red carpet. (for a second, I was confused about who was speaking)
“It would’ve taken much longer. You wouldn’t want the queen to be the first woman to greet your grandmother, (I thought you said she was her godmother?) would you?” Anne asked. Adelaide nodded and was almost entirely convinced when Anne added, “Anyway, that way is much more interesting and fun. I mean, you’ve never seen a washroom before.”

Adelaide nodded and then added, “But then again, I’ve never smelled so much sweat before. How clean is a place like that?”

“As clean as the supervisors choose to make it.”

Adelaide thought to herself for a moment. Note to self, make sure to talk to the queen about instating new, cleaner supervisors. Adelaide had little time to dwell on her thoughts when Anne elbowed her in the side. “They’re here,” she hissed.

Adelaide straightened out her dress, pushing her curls away from her face. Two guards dismounted from the carriage and opened the door. A woman wearing a loose white dress, her head accentuated with a short shock of white hair stepped out of the carriage. She was tall and relatively plump, her small spectacles glinting in the sunlight. 

“Now the beautiful girl standing in front of me in a lovely violet evening dress can’t be my little baby Adelaide can it?” (the bit about her dress made for slightly awkward dialogue) the white witch (do you want to capitalize it, or not?) asked, spreading out her arms. Adelaide ran into the woman’s outstretched hands and wrapped her arms around her waist. She breathed in the smell of sassafras and rosemary, the perfume of all healing witches and hugged the woman tightly. After they had embraced, Adelaide let go of her as the witch studied Adelaide’s face.

“My you’ve grown, dearie. You’ll be what, eighteen this summer? Time does fly,” she kissed Adelaide on the cheek. She then turned to her guards, “Do you have my cane?” Un;ess she has multiple canes, it seems kinda odd for her to have to specify the white one. The guard to her left nodded and produced what looked to be a white scepter with a small glass ball at the top. 

“So, are you two my escort for today?” the witch asked, smiling at the two girls.

“Of course,” Adelaide said, nodding at Anne. “This is my personal servant, Anne. She’ll take us to your apartment.”

Anne smiled and bowed gracefully to the witch. “Well, let’s go then,” she said, “Lead the way, my dear Anne.”

The trio set off into the castle, Adelaide and the White Witch arm in arm with Anne just ahead of them. “So how was your trip?” Adelaide asked, as the two thumped along.

“Long, tiring, the usual. The carriage got stuck in a rut full of mud. It took about five guards plus a little of my magic to get it out. By then it started raining and the horses were getting tired. But the guards were awfully afraid of highway robbers, never anything good in cowardly soldiers. I could probably have better protected us than anyone if someone tried to jump our wagon.”

Adelaide nodded in agreement as the three climbed the stairs up to the witch’s room. “Is Queen Victoria trying to kill  an old woman like me by making me climb up all these stairs?” the white witch asked as they paused to rest for the third time on her way up.

“I think the queen thinks that towers always go hand in hand with magic, you know. I have no idea where she gets that idea,” Adelaide said, and Anne laughed quietly just ahead of them. They approached the door to her chamber and Anne inserted a rusty key into the lock. After several attempts at trying to turn the door, the lock finally clicked and the door opened. She stepped aside to let the two through.

“Madam, I will have some of the guards bring up your belongings if you wish,” Anne said.

“No need my dear. I already brought them here myself,” the witch smiled, pointing at the neat pile of trunks, spell books, and glass vials at the foot of her bed. “Magic express delivery has never lost one of my packages. They even throw in a pair of frog legs for free sometimes. Those are hard to find, especially at my age,” (Why would frog legs be more difficult to find for an older person?) she rattled on.

Anne nodded, curiosity written across her features and she slowly and carefully closed the door to the room, leaving the White Witch and Adelaide finally alone. The witch walked over to her trunks and began unpacking her potions, vials, and herbs, setting them gently on the floor around her. Adelaide looked around the room, taking in the surroundings. Apparently, the queen hadn’t been notified that the White Witch would be visiting because the room was dusty and unkempt. Other than the spider webs, the room was perfect for a mage. Numerous shelves were nailed to the wall and the countless windows in the room created a  greenhouse-like atmosphere. Perfect for keeping plants.

It was relatively spacious and Adelaide wandered around the room, feeling the boards creak noisily under her feet. The bed at the center of the room was a roll out cot, probably infested with some sort of rat. Adelaide wrinkled her nose and turned to look at her godmother. The white witch looked perfectly happy as she opened her trunks. Sensing that Adelaide was staring at her, the Witch turned and smiled at her goddaughter. 

“Think we need to clean up this place, or what?” she asked with a wink.

“Can I watch?” Adelaide asked, and the Witch nodded with a smile. 

With a wave of her hand she conjured up a tornado of sparkling sunlight. Using her arms she directed the tornado towards the shelves, the bed, and the closet. The tornado sucked in the dirt and webs and mice, spewing out sunlight and cleanliness. The windows sparkled without a trace of dust on them, glinting in the sunlight.(you already said “sunlight” in the previous sentence) The dirt disappeared from the shelves and the bed now had a clean set of sheets, blankets and pillows, no longer looking like a regular cot. 

“Tornado cleaning spell, works every time, my dear,” the witch said. With another wave of her hand she sent her spell books and vials onto the shelves, lining them all up in alphabetical order of author and potions respectively. She whisked her clothing into her closet with a flick of her finger and created a plant stand next to the window. On the stand she arranged an array of flowerpots by hand. Snapping her fingers, small buds appeared in the pots. She murmured softly underneath her breath causing the seed to grow upwards toward the sky. She pointed at the fireplace and soon she was boiling a teakettle over a crackling flame. Adelaide backed away from the flame. Ever since the tapestry incident she had been wise enough to stay away from fire of any kind. Finally, the witch conjured up two chairs and a table offering a seat to Adelaide.

Gratefully, and in awe of her godmother’s powers, Adelaide sat down. The witch sat down across from her, exhausted and smiled at her goddaughter. Adelaide had so many questions to ask her so she began to spew out her questionnaire. “What have you been doing all this time? Where were you? Why have you been gone so long?”

The white witch laughed, “Too many questions my dear. One at a time. Okay, let’s start with your second questions.” She waved the kettle over to the table and poured two cups full of steaming tea. She drained the tea leaves into a tea  leaf catcher and then put the leaves back into the pot. 

She took a sip before beginning, “I have been spending most of my time with the pixries.”

Adelaide’s eyes widened. The pixries were an unfriendly race of fairies that lived out in the enchanted woods next to the borderlands. Hardly anyone visited them without making it out alive. “Were you a prisoner?” she asked.

“No no of course not. I was a guest in their palace. See the pixries are known for their healing power. Unlike me who has to use herbs and outside sources to heal people, the pixrans have healing spelled into their blood. They can heal anything. But it is true that they do not try to foster relationships with humans. Only mages and a select few others are allowed to pass through their domain.”

“Why were you there, then?” Adelaide asked, stirring her tea. She took a sip, the warm liquid sliding down her throat and relaxing her muscles.

“Many diseases similar to your father’s have been plaguing the countryside. Not only are humans falling prey to it but an assortment of many other creatures. Even a pixrie had the disease and the fairies asked me to see if we could cure it together. We managed, but it was very difficult. Curing a human would be far more complicated because humans like me have no magic in our blood. Fortunately, we discovered that the disease is not contagious from contact. It’s a virus, so it’s harder for people to get, but it is  just as hard to get rid of. (Do the people in your world know about germ theory yet?) I believe that now that I know how to cure the disease, I can help your father. Hopefully, it isn’t too late,” the white witch glanced out the window, a  far-off look in her eye.

“What’s the cause of it?” Adelaide asked.

“We’re not sure yet. There are those who are speculating about it at the Mage University on the other side of the Borderlands, but no one knows. I will be the first one to be notified if they find anything particularly strange,” the Witch sighed, rubbing her temples with her index fingers. “In the meantime I came here to try and experiment with your father. To see if his health can be helped.”

Adelaide nodded, “Anything you do will help him, because I’m afraid he can’t get much worse. I’m not even allowed to see him, that’s how bad the queen believes he is.”

The witch patted Adelaide’s arm consolingly, “Don’t worry, my dear. Queen Victoria is much more paranoid than she needs to be. Also she probably wants to make it look like he’s in far worse health than he actually is. It would be a better situation for her.”

“What do you mean?” Adelaide asked.

“Well the sicker  the king becomes, the more power she is given over the entire kingdom of Magnifica. She might even be trying to see if she can worm her way into becoming the heir to the Magnifican throne. Since you are less than six months away from being eighteen, a  full-fledged adult, you are generally the next in line for the throne if he dies after you come of age. However, if he dies before then, since you will still be considered a child, the queen will be given rule until the elder council deems it fit that you take over. Which could mean you would not inherit the throne until she dies,” the White Witch looked at the princess’s face carefully.

Adelaide nodded, comprehension dawning on her face. “The servants have been saying that there have been rumors that the queen is plotting against the king and me.”

“I wouldn’t go as far to assert that. Queen Victoria may be sneaky, but I’m not sure if she would sink to that level. (doesn’t what the Witch said she’s doing count as plotting against them?)  No, for now you are safe. And lucky for you, I’m here. I can sense a dangerous plot from a mile away. She wouldn’t dare try anything like that while I’m within a mile of her. Now we just have to await, and cross our fingers that the king’s health returns,” the White Witch assured her.

Adelaide was not entirely convinced, “But I think she might not even be thinking of the throne for herself. I think she may have another heir in line.”

“Who?” 

“A girl I met yesterday. Lena Stidcrest, the queen’s (niece?) or something. She’s horrible,” Adelaide shivered.

“Interesting,” the Witch murmured, sipping her tea. “I’ve never heard of her. I shall have to look in my record books. I’ll ask the university to look into her files, see if they can dig up any information on who she is. What does she look like?”

“She has my frame, my weight except she has dark brown hair and  black eyes. Eyes that can nearly see into your soul if you look into them. She’s awfully rude and somewhat strange. She wasn’t very nice to me or Anne, and even the queen seems scared of her. She’s very different indeed. Not from around here at all,” Adelaide  said. 
The white Witch just nodded, “Well I’ll look into it. If anything strange comes up on her then I’ll do something about it. But for now I suggest that you just stay clear of her. You know some types of royalty these days, especially in other counties. They can be full of themselves. She’s probably just angry and lonely, not a good combination.”

Adelaide nodded, her worries about the mysterious new girl fading. As long as my godmother’s here, I’m safe, she thought to herself, smiling at her godmother’s wrinkled and tan face. Adelaide finished off the last sips of her tea. Her godmother did the same and with a wave of her hand sent the dishes off to be washed by an invisible piece of soap and magical water both of which hovered inches above their head. Adelaide was surprised that she didn’t feel a drop of liquid on her forehead. The water and soap disappearing before it dripped onto the two people below.

“Enough about me though, it’s my turn to ask the questions,” the White Witch smiled. Adelaide nodded and the questions began, “So what have you been doing while I’ve been gone?”

Adelaide related her usual activities, her picnics with Anne, her audiences with the queen, the ceremonies, and the occasional ball,  which no men, unless they were forty years or older, were allowed to attend. As she recounted the joyous ─ and often boring ─occasions, Adelaide felt something nagging at her that she felt she had to tell her godmother. Once she was finished with an account of horseback riding she decided to begin on a different subject. 

”There’s something I’d like to confide in you, though, that doesn’t have to do with balls or anything,” she confessed.

The White Witch looked interested. “Really? I’m sold on anything you would want to tell me, my dear. Please, I lend my ear to your beautiful.” ….Eh? This sentence confused me a lot. 

Adelaide smiled but then grew serious, “Well lately I’ve been having these terrible nightmares. In the dreams, I start out in my bed. I’m scared of something, but I don’t know what. I hear something knocking on my window pane. At first it’s a light knock, but the longer I go without answering it the louder and stronger it gets. When the knocking grows so loud I can hardly hear myself think, I run. I run out of my room and down the staircase. The thing, whatever it is, bursts into my room. I can feel its hot, heavy breath on my back and I don’t dare to turn around. I run down the hall but all the doors are locked and there’s no exit. It’s a dead end. The thing is almost upon me, so I stretch my arms out in front of me. I hear a scream. A white light fills the hallway, blinding me so I can see neither the beast nor my surroundings. Then I wake up.” I think you should maybe put some ellipses or something into this conversation, or… you know, something like that, because I imagine she would e struggling to put such a terrifying dream into words. Eh, probably just me. 
“Is it always the same dream?” the White Witch looked worried. 

“Well it’s usually the same dream, sometimes I’m running down different hallways, sometimes it begins differently but it always ends with the same white light and a scream. I’m not sure if it’s my own scream or someone else’s but it always seems so real to me,” Addy shuddered.

 “Anything else happen after you wake up that you noticed, anything that you do after you have this nightmare?” the White Witch looked very serious.

“Every time I wake up there is always this blue light in my room. I have no idea where is comes from but it’s always there. It disappears by the time I wake up, so I no longer give any thought to it. And I always write down my nightmares. I keep it in a locked  book,” Adelaide replied. It seems odd to describe the book in the dialogue…
“I will need to see the book. I need to study exactly what you’ve been thinking after these dreams. It’s very strange,” the White Witch murmured.

“I will bring it to you as soon as I go back to my room. Also, there has been another series of events that have caught my eye,” Adelaide confessed. The Witch nodded for her to continue. 

“Lately I’ve been having these accidents. I’m not sure if I’m the one doing it or  if I’m just paranoid, but they are growing worse and worse, and I’m beginning to think that I have something to do with them,” Adelaide said.

The Witch looked very interested now, “What type of accidents, dearie? Spare no gory details.”

Adelaide nodded and told her about the accidents, starting with the pinprick on the seamstress’s finger and ending with her burning tapestry. “All these things happen when I have an overflow of emotions. When Martha pricked her finger, when Anne spilled water on the floor, and when the tapestry caught on fire… I felt so angry and hateful  The tree accident… I just thought I wanted shade really badly and suddenly trees grew out of the floor. I don’t understand it.”

The White Witch nodded solemnly, “Does anyone else know about your accident?”

“I think Anne suspects something, but I think right now she’s trying to deny the fact that I’m making terrible things happen, if in fact I am the cause of all these mishaps,” Adelaide said.

“No need to feel ashamed or crazy my dear. These things happen to people. Maybe these occurrences are much rarer than others but they do happen. They’re not what I call accidents. I call them flairs, (I think you might have meant “flares”, because a “flair” is like… “doing something with flair”)” the White Witch smiled,  “It’s quite perfect, actually, that I’ve come at this time. If I had come later, things might have gotten much worse. You might’ve hurt someone.”

“So you’re saying I am the cause of these things?” Adelaide asked, a sinking feeling dropping into her stomach.

“You are what I call the involuntary cause of these things. You don’t want them to happen, they just do. Based on your mood, how strongly you want something, anything can happen,” the White Witch said. 

“When you said flairs before, what were you talking about?” Adelaide asked, a mixture of caution and excitement flowing through her voice.

The Witch’s eyes twinkled mischievously, “Magic, of course.”

Adelaide nearly fell out of her chair. “Magic? I have magic? That’s not possible. I thought magic can only be an art that you learn. Like how you learned to be a mage.”

“Mages like me only try to copy the real thing. Genuine magic like yours is  rare. It’s very special. A dangerous and powerful kind of special,” the Witch explained.

Adelaide’s head was swimming. Magic! She had thought it was her clumsiness, or maybe she had that virus that everyone was being so secret about, she never thought magic. Once the idea was able to sink in, Adelaide was able to collect her thoughts and find her voice, “Where did it come from? How did I get it?”

The Witch smiled, “That we will have to discuss in the utmost secrecy.” She flicked her fingers and curtains appeared over the multiple windows. She drew a star with her index finger on the door and then sprinkled firepox pollen in front of the door. The room was sealed against any unwanted prying eyes and listening ears. She turned back to Adelaide and said, “I think we better put another pot of tea on the fire.”

Chapter Four

The two sat across from one another as the White Witch began to explain what was happening to Adelaide. She cleared her throat, took a sip of her tea and began, “The magic that you have runs in your veins. Now I want you to think hard, who does that remind you of?”

“Pixries,” Adelaide said simply.   (This is a little redundant)
“Correct, my dear, you listen well. Now the magic that you have is much stronger than an average pixrie. Years and years ago, the pixries, humans, and mages all joined together and established the Protectorate, a band of elected representatives from each race.  It was decided that the representatives were to be kept separate from the world, to offer an unbiased view on civilization and what should be done to protect the well-being of the world,” the White Witch paused to take a sip.

Adelaide nodded; all people growing up in Magnifica and the Borderlands had to learn the history of Upper Ground. 

“However,” the witch said, nearly reading Adelaide’s mind, “there’s something that your history book never told you. In order to protect the peace of the world, the representatives decided to create a special being. The being is called a Watcher. The greatest mages, pixrans, and humans of all time came and concocted the most powerful magic. They bound it to a human woman, name Sara Gollan, the original queen of Magnifica. In times of need, the Watcher would be called on and would use her powerful magic to keep the order of the world. But as all humans do, she passed away, and the magic seemed to die with her. The representatives who had originally created the Watcher were long gone, and the secret of creating the magic also remained locked forever with them in their cold graves. The world became chaotic until a thousand years later after Sara’s death, the magic resurfaced. The magic had been passed down to her great-great-great-great-great… well you get the point, granddaughter, who happened to be a human who married a pixran. Their children where halves: half-pixran, half-human making the magic even stronger, however,  it did not resurface until now, with you. Also, pixries have extended lives, so your family has lived longer than the average rulers.”

“Wait, you’re saying that I’m a Watcher?” Adelaide asked slowly as she absorbed the gravity of what her godmother had just told her. 

“Yes, you are distantly related to the pixran queen  and the Watcher magic was passed down through relation. This didn’t happen by accident,  my dear. You were chosen to be the protector of the entire world. And now, with a virus running amuck, we need you more than we ever did,” the White Witch explained.

“Are you a part of the Protectorate?” Adelaide asked.

Her godmother shook her head, “I’m a messenger of sorts. I am connected with them, but what I do is hunt for Watchers and make sure that they are brought up correctly. I also pass on the full magic powers from the Protectorate to the Watcher herself. It’s good that we caught your power so soon so that it  won’t do any real harm to anyone before you can control it.”

“So what do we do now?” Adelaide asked, taking a deep breath.

“You can go back to your chambers and think it over. There have always been Watchers who choose to pass on their powers to another if they think they’re not ready. However, if you do believe that you are ready, you have to understand the burden associated with taking on such a huge task. Eventually, you will have to leave your friends and family to join the Protectorate. And you will be subject to immense danger at all times. Also, you will be forced to make decisions that could affect the entire well-being of the world. If you can handle those sorts of challenges, then I welcome you with open arms into Watcherdom. If not, we must look for someone worthy of the powers.”

Adelaide felt nervousness building up in her stomach. This would be the biggest decision she would ever have to make, well, compared to the decisions of what she was going to wear the next day and where her and Anne would have their picnic, it was absolutely, ridiculously huge. The fate of the world rests in my hands, Adelaide thought, now if only I could find that missing toothbrush. XD Great sentence. By the way, might want to mention at some point the other repercussions of what she’s doing… it would be pretty tough for her to be both Watcher and queen, right? Wouldn’t that mean the throne would go to her stepmother? There’s a lot of potential conflict in that. 
“Now dear, I’m quite tired and I must say  good-day to you. I’ll take a nap and maybe I’ll see you at dinner tonight. We have so much more to discuss,” she stood up and kissed Adelaide on her forehead.

“Thank you so much for everything. Just for being here,” Adelaide felt tears welling up in her eyes as she hugged her godmother close to her. For once,  she felt completely understood. What a wonderful feeling... (talics, perhaps?)
“If you decide to  pursue being a Watcher, we will have to start your training as soon as possible. Once you make your decision, come see me immediately,” the White Witch said sternly.

“Of course,” Adelaide smiled. With one last embrace, Adelaide opened the door and left her godmother’s room. As she stealthily made her way back to her tower, Adelaide’s mind was racing. She was excited, but too much excitement reminded her that she was still prone to accidents, (wouldn’t too much excitement make her less inclined to calm down? I’d try “She was excited, too excited. She reminded her that she was still prone to accidents, and tried to calm herself down.”) so she tried to calm herself down. She walked back up to her chamber and, after opening the door, flopped back, exhausted, onto her bed. She looked down at her arm imagining sparks of magic pulsing through her veins. She could not change who she was. This destiny has chosen me, she thought, and I must pursue it. With that, Adelaide put the black memory book in her bag and waited restlessly for day to pass. (The repetitions of “rest” is a bit odd) 

Chapter Five

“I need you to concentrate. Put your entire focus on the ball on the floor in front of you. Imagine that you are moving it to the right, and then the left, and then back again,” ordered Adelaide’s godmother.

Training had begun that morning and, though it hadn’t even been an hour, Adelaide was already exhausted. Her head hurt, her eyes felt as though they were burning holes into her eyelids from keeping them closed for long periods of time. It had been the same visualization exercise, but Adelaide hadn’t even been able to move the ball as much as a centimeter from its original place.   

“You are not concentrating,” the witch said sternly, slamming her cane onto the floor.

Adelaide opened her eyes. She didn’t have to look down to know that the ball was still in its original position, “I see the ball in my head, I see it move.” Adelaide tried to argue but the Witch just shook her head.

“You don’t see the ball move, you must move it yourself. Feel as though you are pushing the ball without touching it. The ball won’t roll by itself. There has to be some force behind it. Now try again,” the Witch thumped her cane on the floor.

Adelaide closed her eyes. She visualized herself sitting  lotus-style on the hardwood floor. The ball was a few feet in front of her. Adelaide reached within herself and tried to pull a force out of her. Nothing. She tried again… but still, nothing. Frustrated, she pulled again. This time she felt a tug. Pulling harder the tug became less of a struggle to maintain. Soon she felt as if something was streaming out of her. Excited Adelaide let the stream come out more heavily. As she tried to capture it, the force became too strong for her to control. A thick stream of blue power was twisting out of her grasp. She heard her godmother gasp and Adelaide opened her eyes.

A field of flowers had sprouted out of the floor, the most beautiful orchids ever.(ever sounds a little childish… “imaginable,” perhaps?) Adelaide smiled, “At least I know how to get the magic out of me.”

“But you weren’t able to control it,” the witch explained.

“Well, I did move the ball.”

“What?”

Adelaide pointed at a flower that had sprouted up under the ball. The ball was now rolling along the grass.

“Very funny, Adelaide, but that doesn’t count. Now try again this time I want you to focus on narrowing the stream. Don’t tug it all out at once. I want you to command a small river out of you, enough so that you can direct it at the ball,” the Witch said.

Adelaide sighed but resumed her original stance. She re-visualized the ball and pulled at her magic again. She had the narrow stream but she missed the ball, shooting a barrage of fireworks into one of the cabinets. The witch threw out her hand and steadied the cabinet before it could come crashing down onto the floor.

“I should have spelled everything in the room against a tornado,” she said.

Adelaide looked up, miffed. “At least I’m trying to do this.”

Her godmother nodded, “I know, but I’m just trying to be a good teacher. I need to make you focus. I know you can do this.”

Adelaide nodded. The next two tries, she caused smaller accidents to happen, and  she was getting closer to actually hitting the ball instead of the bed and the chair. Finally, Adelaide screwed her face up in focus, directing her entire energy at the ball. She pulled at the magic inside her and funneled a stream of blue sparks out of her core. The current was strong but she maneuvered it towards the ball, forcing it into a straight line. The force hit the ball and made it roll a few feet. Still closing her eyes and battling the excruciating heat and pain that her head was experiencing, Adelaide redirected the current back towards the ball, moving  it back to its original position. 

“Bravo,” the White Witch said, looking impressed.

Adelaide opened her eyes and smiled. Her head still throbbed but something was fizzling and popping inside of her, making her feel giddy and lightheaded. “That was so cool,” she said. “What’re we doing next?”

The White Witch gave Adelaide a withering look. “Dear, you haven’t even perfected the first task and you want to move on to another? No, this is how the lessons work. Each day you will do the same visualization exercises. The objects will get bigger, the tasks more complicated. It’s so that you can really feel out your power, so you can test your limits. Once that I believe that you have effectively mastered that skill, we will move onto the next lesson.”

Adelaide groaned. This was just like school. They would drill the multiplication tables into your head until all you could think about was math. Adelaide could still remember her hand cramping from writing so much. It was never a fun experience. “Alright, I’ll do it again.”

Adelaide managed to try and move the ball at least one hundred more times before she was released from her lesson. Out of those tries, she had moved it effectively and accurately only thirty times. The other seventy times she had thrown the ball into a cabinet, turned the White Witch’s chair into a frog, and extinguished every candle in the room. But at least she had hit the ball a couple times. Progress, that’s what the White Witch had said. It’s always about progress. Haha, I love this paragraph. 
As Adelaide opened the door to her godmother’s chamber, she remembered that the seamstress wanted to meet with her to present her with her dress and make final adjustments. She looked at the clock on the wall. Why do I always forget about the time? she thought to herself as she raced down the stairs. The seamstress’s room was on the opposite end of the castle, and she was already fifteen minutes late. She sprinted down the hall, her large hoop skirt swishing behind her. Servants turned and stared as she ran past them.

“She’s an odd one,” one woman murmured to the other as they watched Adelaide’s unbecoming strides in horror. 

Adelaide ignored them, bursting through the door to the seamstresses. She was quite a sight. Her curly hair had come undone from the tight bun Anne had woven it into and it was wildly fanned out around her face. She leaned against the door frame to catch her breath. The seamstress rolled her eyes and scuttled over to her.

“You’re late,” she said, pointedly looking at the clock.

“Please, tell me something I don’t know, Martha. The obvious is far too boring,” Adelaide retorted and the woman sniffed.

“Alright, up you go,” she pointed to the stepping stool. Adelaide marched over to the wooden block. She took off her overdress, throwing it onto the chair next to her. The two young servants who had approached to undress her looked alarmed. Adelaide just ignored their curious stares.

Martha raised her eyebrows, “You’re in a strange mood today, your majesty.”

“I’m always in a strange mood. You of all people should know that. Can we get on with this? Because I have a lot of other things to be late for.” XD More awesome dialogue. Love it. 
Martha nodded and grabbed a red overdress from the closet. She pulled the material over Adelaide’s head. The fabric was scratchy, biting against her skin. Looks can be deceiving:  the dress had appeared to be made from the silkiest velvet she had ever seen. Martha began pinning up parts of the dress, making it look like Adelaide was a crimson   three-tiered cake. The neck was high, nearly choking the princess, and was lined with outrageously gaudy rubies. The shoulders were puffy and then slimmed out into glove-like sleeves. The material came to a V between her middle and index finger, secured around her palm by a see-through elastic band. (Does your world have elastic? I thought that was a sorta recent thing.)
Martha finished with the fitting, brushing a few pieces of lint off the dress before nodding in approval. Adelaide turned to look in the mirror. Startled she examined her appearance. At first she thought that she wasn’t even looking at herself, that she was looking at Lena, but her golden hair and steely eyes reminded her that she was not at all like the smirking girl. Red had never been a color that suited her, but it did make her face look less pale and more rosy. Or maybe it was just the fact that she had been in the sun-filtering windows of her godmother’s room for hours on end. (if the windows filtered out the sun, how did it make her cheeks more rosy? 
“Nice work, Martha. I’m impressed,” she said finally.

“I hear that you might be wearing it when Prince Edgar comes to visit.”

“Do you know when that may be?”

Martha looked surprised that Adelaide would ask such a question. “I was under the impression that he will be here in less than a fortnight!”

Adelaide felt the gravity of her statement hit her like her magic had slammed into the little red ball. A fortnight! Her fate as a young wife to an old gambler was going to be sealed in less than a fortnight! Impossible. No Prince Edgar is worthy of a Watcher, she thought to herself, looking at the palms of her hands where earlier sparks of magic had played across her fingertips. 

Adelaide turned back to the seamstress, “Oh yes. Just another thing that seems to have slipped my mind.”

Martha smiled slyly and said, “Are you sure you weren’t trying to forget?”

Adelaide was about to return her question with some smart comment about how it would be hard to forget Prince Edgar, but then she remembered her place. The magic was doing strange things to her. She was talking to servants as if they were on the same plane. She would have loved to continue her playful banter with Martha, but fear returned of the Queen finding out about her irresponsible actions, sending Martha to the dungeon and herself under Victoria’s watchful eye.

Adelaide smiled and then said, “Well I must be going. Undress me and I will be on my way.”

The two servants re-approached her and soon Adelaide was marching back down the hall in her blue day gown. She nearly collided into Anne as she climbed the staircase towards her room.

“Oh goodness, I didn’t even see you, Princess. Forgive me,” Anne said with a curtsy.

Adelaide nodded, “Where are you off to?”

“I was just about to come find you, actually. Let’s go up into your room. I have heard more news about the queen,” Anne turned and ran back up the stairs. Adelaide followed close on her heels. 

The two walked through her door and Anne shut and locked it quickly behind them, “Adelaide, this business with your godmother, what are you doing?”

Adelaide was taken aback. She wanted to tell Anne the truth but something told her that what was said and done behind the White Witch’s closed doors should be kept between the two. She replied defensively, “I haven’t seen my godmother in years. Is it a sin to want to sit and talk with her?”

Anne seemed to think about her answer. Choosing her words carefully, she said, “No no, there is nothing wrong with you wanting to see her. It’s just that…” she trailed off.

“What?” Adelaide demanded.

“It’s just that the Queen seems to be becoming irritated about it. She wasn’t notified until the evening of the Witch’s arrival that your godmother had returned. She didn’t seem very happy when she greeted her,” Anne said.

Adelaide began to pace. Her godmother had never even mentioned her encounter with the queen. The lessons took up so much time that there was little else for the two to talk about. “Then who called her here?”

Anne seemed to have anticipated that question and responded immediately, “The castle’s leading physician has known about her powers for some time. He also knew that she was one of your guardians. Such a connection seemed to be strong enough for him to ask her to come and look at the father of her goddaughter.”

Adelaide nodded. “Why is the queen upset then?”

Anne fell silent and uneasiness settled into Adelaide’s stomach. “You’ve heard the rumors,” the servant finally said. “About how she wants your father’s throne. He’s dying, Adelaide, which is quite convenient for her. But then your godmother came and there is a chance she could cure him. The queen wouldn’t like that one bit.”

Anne stopped, but Adelaide could tell there was more she wanted to say, “What else have you heard?”

Anne paused and then continued, “She’s becoming suspicious of your visits with the White Witch. She’s paranoid about the fact that you might be plotting against her. She might even have you followed, eavesdropped on. The woman is psycho at this point.” “psycho” sounds a little slangy compared to the rest of you dialogue… Eh, I dunno. 
Adelaide stopped pacing and sat down on the chair. She couldn’t stop visiting her godmother, that was one thing she knew for sure, but she also couldn’t risk being followed. “What do you suggest I do?” she asked finally.

Anne smiled mischievously, “I actually have a few ideas. Since I know all the servant passages I can probably find a way for you to get to the tower undetected. I’ll look around. There might even be a passage downstairs, a few floors below this room. There are also some  closed-off tunnels that maybe I’ll be able to reopen.”

Adelaide smiled. Anne had opened up in the last few weeks. It finally felt like she actually had a friend. “I would really appreciate that, Anne,” she said, her voice heavy with gratitude.

Anne blushed. “It’s nothing. My life is boring other than this. I enjoy the excitement every once in a while.”

Adelaide smiled. “Well I’m going to go and start to check out the passages. If you need anything, I’ll probably be somewhere around the third floor,” Anne walked towards the door.

Adelaide nodded as the door slammed shut behind the redhead’s figure. Now I have to think of something to do for now, she thought, looking around the room. Since going back up to the White Witch’s tower was out of the question, Adelaide was at a loss of what to do. She stood up to walk towards one of her bookcases when she tripped over a small round object. She tumbled into the rug, falling flat on her face. Although the rug was a good cushion, she still felt the biting stone floor beneath it. Feeling embarrassed, Adelaide picked herself up and brushed off her petticoats. She looked down to see a small blue ball rolling away from her.

The White Witch had slipped the ball into her pockets before she had left the room, just in case she had wanted to practice. With few other options, Adelaide sat down on the floor and began practicing. She closed her eyes, visualizing the ball. Hours later she had moved the ball nearly a hundred times across the floor, more than she had with her original ball. Exhausted but feeling better about herself, Adelaide decided to go for a walk around the palace. As a pastime she had always enjoyed drawing, so she took her sketchbook with her for company. 

She traversed the halls, seeing no signs of Anne. She let her feet lead her back towards the courtyard and soon she was sitting under one of her own large oak trees. The illusion had been turned off and it was quite strange to see six fully grown trees sticking straight up out of the cement floor. A council was being called today, she had heard, to decide what to do with the trees. So far, the winter mage had been fired from creating another illusion. Adelaide felt sorry for the poor magician but she knew if she stepped forward herself, she would cause a huge uproar. Not to mention having herself put under arrest, probably by the queen. Victoria might even be convinced that the trees were a part of Adelaide’s plan to lure her into a trap. It would be interesting if I could control the trees. Maybe I will be able to strangle some sense into her, Adelaide thought. She nearly felt the tree laughing. 

She leaned back against its trunk and took out her sketchbook and a piece of charcoal. There were some specks of ash from the fire that she had pulled the black chalk out of, which she suspected might have been from the tapestry. She blew the specks off and then flipped open to a clean page in her notebook. For lack of other options, Adelaide began to sketch one of the trees that towered above her. She sketched its trunk and branches but as soon as she began illustrating the leaves, she felt as though something was missing. She stepped back and looked at her illustration. Suddenly, the thought dawned on her. A form of life was missing. A bird would make this picture perfect, she decided. 

She began to go back to drawing the tree when she saw something flitter past the leaves. Arching her neck she tried to get a glance of whatever had just perched itself on the tree, but it was shaded by the leaves. She stood up and walked towards the base of the giant oak, squinting her eyes in the sun’s glare which played between the trees. A baby blue jay landed on a branch nearest to her and she smiled. The magic is real, isn’t it, she thought to herself. She sat back down, cross legged, and finished her picture. Miraculously, the bird hardly moved. When she was done, she looked up one last time to see the blue feathers suddenly fade back into the grey walls of the courtyard. Maybe her magic wasn’t strong enough to keep the bird real for longer, but at least it was a start. 

(Might want to use some sort of divider to show the scence change here)While Adelaide put her sketchbook back on her bookshelf, Anne burst through the door to Adelaide’s tower. Adelaide turned, excitement pulsing through her veins. “I found a door, a passage that leads right up to your godmother’s tower. It’s two floors below you. Grab a candle, it’s dark, I can show you the way so you can visit whenever you like.” (I think you should switch these last two sentences)
Adelaide lit a kerosene lamp and quickly followed Anne back down the stairs. Two flights down, Anne paused, telling Adelaide to stay where she was with a motion of her hand. Adelaide stopped, holding her breath. She could hear footsteps making their way towards the two girls. Moments later the sounds faded and  they scuttled down the hall. Anne stopped in front of a medieval armored knight, hollow inside, of course, and beckoned the princess to step closer. Adelaide moved to the left of the armor as Anne looked quickly from side to side.

“Whenever you come down here, you always have to make sure that no one sees you because the door is very awkward to get into,” Anne explained.

Adelaide raised her eyebrows and Anne moved the knight to the side. Behind the breastplate was a wooden door, two feet tall and two feet wide, about three feet higher than the floor. While Anne held the knight Adelaide tugged at the handle. At first the door wouldn’t budge. Adelaide braced her right heel against the wall and tugged again. The door creaked angrily,  then gradually opened. Adelaide held the candle up to inspect the passage. Luckily, her small, skinny frame would allow her to move easily. Other than cobwebs, the tunnel looked relatively straightforward.

Anne turned to her, “I already tried to go through the passage. Towards the end it bends slightly uphill but it always goes straight. The end of the tunnel comes up at the center of the floor so just make sure that she’s not standing on top of the trapdoor when you try to go through. It would be hard to explain an accident like that to the palace physician.” Wasn’t the godmother’s room in a tower? It should probably bend uphill more than “slightly”
Adelaide nodded. Suddenly she heard footsteps and Anne’s eyes widened. “Hurry, shut the door,” she hissed.

Adelaide blew out the candle and hastily put it just inside the doorway. She then shut the door as quickly as she could. Anne moved the statue back into place just in time; Lena Stidcrest and Queen Victoria were coming down the stairs. The pair looked surprised to see Anne and Adelaide on the second floor and Lena’s eyes immediately narrowed. Anne stepped back behind Adelaide, focusing her eyes on a particularly interesting speck of dirt on the floor. Adelaide pressed her lips into a thin line as the two approached.

“So I’ve heard that your godmother has come back to the palace,” Lena said.

“Yes, that’s true. I haven’t seen her in many years,” Adelaide responded coolly. Queen Victoria kept silent, her severe face paling at the mention of the White Witch. 

“Well I know that you would love to catch up with her, but she will be busy curing your father. It would be wise for you to stay out of her way,” Lena said. Adelaide found a more subtle tone underneath the girl’s smile. More like I should stay out of Lena’s way, Adelaide thought to herself.

Queen Victoria turned to Adelaide, “I hope you received your red dress. Prince Edgar will certainly be stunned into silence by your beauty. You must prepare yourself for his arrival.”

It does not take me two weeks to put on a dress, (Another sentence that’s full of awesome. XD) Adelaide said to herself, but smiled at the queen and curtsied. If silence was what the queen wished, Adelaide would ensure that Prince Edgar would not be able to say a word. Magic has its ways of accidently slipping out of control sometimes, as Adelaide knew all too well, but some accidents could benefit her. Lena and the Queen continued the walk down the hallway as Anne and Adelaide rushed up the staircase. Once they had reached Adelaide’s chamber, Adelaide relaxed. 

“That girl sure does scare me,” Anne said.

“I agree, she can be very intimidating. But hopefully she will be gone before long,” Adelaide assured her. “As long as you’re with me, she will focus her burning stare on my heart, not on yours. You have nothing to worry about.”

Anne nodded, reassured, and excused herself to finish the rest of her duties. The escapade with Adelaide had put her behind in her chores, so she had a lot to catch up on. Adelaide settled back into her bed, a fairytale in hand, and began to read. Now all she had to do was wait for her godmother to summon her back to her chamber to continue her training.

Chapter Six

“Wake up! Adelaide, you have to get up. Adelaide, GET UP NOW!” Anne shook Adelaide’s shoulder. 

Adelaide groggily opened her eyes. She could just make out the blurry outline of Anne hovering about her. “What time is it?” she groaned, trying to roll back over onto her pillow. 

“It’s early, but that doesn’t matter.  Your godmother wants you to come up to her tower. Now. And she said you should wear pants and a tunic,” Anne said, throwing off Adelaide’s covers.

Adelaide slowly opened her eyes, “Why does she want me to dress up like a boy? I want to go back to sleep.”

“Oh just get up. One less hour of sleep won’t kill you,” Anne replied. Moments later something soft fell onto her head. It must have been the clothes because they smelled like a mixture of talcum powder, sweat, and shoeshine. 

Adelaide sat up slowly. Her head hurt, her eyes were heavy with sleep but she was able to run Anne’s words through her head again until they made sense. She stood up and took off her nightgown. She was about to put on a large oversized white tunic on over her corset when she heard Anne click her tongue.

“What am I going to do with you?” she said exasperated. “You don’t wear a corset under men’s clothes.”

Adelaide’s eyes widened. Not wear a corset! That was unheard of. “What would I wear instead?” she asked, incredulous.

Anne went into the room next door and came out holding a thick long strip of cotton cloth. “You tie this around your chest,” she said.

Anne left the room so Adelaide could change. The shirt was soft and light, tickling the bare skin around her stomach. She breathed in deeply and laughed; she felt no pain from a tightly bound metal cage the corset could most usefully be described as. Next, as she attempted to put on the pants, she reached a dilemma. 

“Anne you have to come see me,” Adelaide said.

Anne returned and burst out laughing. “Oh my goodness,” she said between fits, “You look awfully funny.”

The pants had ballooned around Adelaide’s thin legs. Anne had to fashion a ribbon around the girl’s waist to serve as a temporary belt, “If I don’t give you a belt of some sort, the entire world will be able to see your buttocks.” 

Adelaide blushed at the idea but then said, “At least don’t make the band pink, I’m supposed to look like a stable boy.” When did anyone say she was supposed to look like s table boy specifically?
“Doesn’t matter how you look. The smell could fool anyone,” Anne said, finishing the black ribbon with a knot. She then helped the princess stuff her long blond hair into a cap. 

“I think you’re ready,” Anne said, surveying her handiwork. “Now hurry up and go. The sun isn’t up yet but once it is, that hallway will be crawling with people. We can’t risk anyone seeing you.”

Adelaide nodded. She pocketed a small book of matches and quietly exited the room. She slipped soundlessly down the stairs and ran over to the statue. At first it was challenging, trying to balance the knight and open the door, but thankfully the door had come unstuck since the last time she had been there. Adelaide quickly crawled into the passage, watching as the knight turned back into its usual spot, slamming the door behind it. 

The passage was pitch black and Adelaide felt around on the floor for the candle that she had left there the day before. Her fingernails scratched against the dirt, causing her to wrinkle her nose, but finally her fingers knocked over a  wax-like stub. Adelaide struck the match against the wall and a tiny spark appeared. With the candle lit, Adelaide began to make her way up the tunnel. Anne had been right, the passage was straight and the servant had been nice enough to clean out all the cobwebs. Adelaide made her way upwards until she slammed her head against a wooden block. That must have been the trap door, Adelaide decided, rubbing her bruise. 

She knocked with her fist three times and the door swung open. Her godmother stood above her, a smile on her face, “My my, Adelaide, you do make quite a strapping young man.”

“Thank you, the clothing is much more comfortable.”

The White Witch nodded. She offered Adelaide her hand and she pulled the girl up out of the tunnel, “Quite convenient passage, isn’t it?”

Adelaide agreed. “Now to get down to business. We’re going to practice with the ball again,” the White Witch told her to sit down on the floor in front of her.

“This ball you mean?” Adelaide asked, digging into her pocket and taking out her blue practice ball. She offered it to the witch.

The witch grabbed the ball in her hand. Suddenly, the ball bounced. It flew out of her godmother’s hand and hovered inches above the witch’s nose. Then it flitted back to Adelaide whose face had broken out into a smile. The ball spun in a few circles whizzing around the room. The Witch’s mouth dropped, “H-how?” she stuttered, puzzled.

“I spent all of the past few days practicing. I think I’ve gotten the concept down,” Adelaide said, juggling the ball in a circle without it touching her fingertips. She then sent the ball in a zigzag before setting it on the floor.

“I’m impressed,” the witch admitted. “I guess we won’t have to do that today. Since you have managed to do that I’ll teach you two other tasks today.”

“Just two?” Adelaide whined.

“They’re not that easy, my dear. These will definitely take all your energy,” the White Witch smiled mischievously and walked to the other side of the room. “I need you to stand up straight and tall. Keep your eyes trained ahead of you, never look up.”

Adelaide did what she was told, wondering what exactly her godmother had in store for her today. “Now put your hands straight above your head, palms up toward the ceiling.” Adelaide nodded. She stood there for a few minutes, not moving. Whatever task this was, it seemed relatively simple, she thought.

Suddenly she felt something touch her hands. She was about to look above her, but she remembered the Witch’s warning and kept looking straight ahead. The object was rough and heavy. “I want you to feel the weight of this,” the Witch said, pointing her cane at the spot where Adelaide’s hands felt the object. 

“Now, listen carefully, this is much more dangerous than anything you could possibly do with a bouncing ball. I will not let it fall on top of you. I want you to find that string of magic again inside you.”

Adelaide nodded and reached within herself. She felt a tug. “Direct the magic out of where your hands are, not out of your core this time.”

Adelaide felt for the tiny molecules of magic that she felt tingling in the blood vessels of her hands. Slowly she pushed the magic out of the center of her hands. She could no longer physically feel the object on her hands anymore but the weight on the magic sparks that streamed from her palms felt as though it had doubled. “I want you to see how long you can hold it up there,” the Witch said, sitting down on a chair.

“What?” Adelaide asked in surprise. “I’m just going to stand here with this thing above my head? For how long?”

“As long as you can without faltering,” the Witch said, nodding.

Adelaide sighed. The weight was becoming heavier and heavier by the minute. Her arms were beginning to ache as the blood flowed back down her arms to her shoulders. The magic force pushing upward tried to reverse the flow of her blood, making her feel queasy. Suddenly, she felt her magic giving out, the weight crushing down against her palms. She fell to the floor, looking up to see a giant concrete block falling down out of the sky towards her. She braced her arms in front of her face and suddenly a white light filled the room.

Slowly, she opened her eyes. Her godmother stood a few feet away from her, her mouth hanging open in disbelief. “Are you okay, Adelaide?” she asked, rushing to the girl’s side.

Adelaide nodded. She attempted to raise her head, but a wave of nausea forced her back downward, darkness swimming into her vision again. She felt her godmother pick her up in her arms and she then felt the soft blankets of her bed underneath her legs. Gradually, she was able to open her eyes.

She looked around the room. Grey pebbles were scattered everywhere except for the spot that she had been standing on, “What happened?” she finally managed to ask.

The White Witch seemed relieved to hear the sound of Adelaide’s voice and she gather the poor girl up in a hug. “You did wonderfully, my dear.”

Adelaide repeated her question. The White Witch turned to her, “I had placed the block on your hands.” Adelaide nodded, she remembered that part. “Then your magic caused it to hover about six more feet above your hands. It was incredible. The amount of magic that you were exuding was breathtaking. It was a long river of blue sparks. Just beautiful,” the White Witch paused as though replaying the magic’s force against the block in her head. (Dunno if this is the right place to ask this, but I don’t really see what’s so great about what Adelaide did. I mean, sure her magic is really powerful, but I thought that was characteristic of all Watchers. And raising the block up so high… doesn’t that mean she lost control in huge way, using far more magic than necessary? 
“And then?” prompted Adelaide.

“You started to falter. You were buckling under the weight. I tried to take the block off but your own magic forced me back. It threw  me back against my chair with a force I had never felt in my life. You magic was still connected to the block. You fell to the floor and the connection broke. The block was tumbling downward and I reached out my cane to keep it from falling on top of you when…” the Witch trailed off.

“When what?” Adelaide asked. Her curiosity overcame her faintness. She had to know what had happened.

“You looked up at the block,” the Witch finished.

“That’s it,” Adelaide said. “I just looked at it?”

“Yes.”

“Well then how am I alive right now?”

“Your eyes saved you.”

“I don’t understand,” Adelaide said, frustrated. “Just tell me what I did,” she commanded.

“The trait of all Watchers is their grey eyes. Your grey eyes are the most powerful part of you. They define who you are. When you saw the block falling down on top of you, you panicked. Your eyes shot out a beam of magic to protect you. The magic was so powerful you blew the block apart,” the White Witch explained.

Adelaide was shocked. The White Witch continued, “When I was reading over your memory book, I noticed that every time after you had a horrible dream you would wake up to a blue light in your room.”

Adelaide furrowed her eyebrows, “How does that have anything to do with the block incident?”

“Where do you think the blue light came from?” the Witch shot back.

Adelaide thought for a moment. Before she could say anything the Witch said impatiently, “Your eyes, Adelaide. The light came from your eyes.”

Adelaide was even more confused now than before. The White Witch shook her head, “You’re tired now. The magic took a lot out of you. I’ll explain it all much later. But now I need you to get up.”

Adelaide groaned but she stiffly stood up. Her arms were sore and heavy, as were her legs. She  wavered, but the Witch steadied her. Her godmother then forced a cupful of strong and bitter tea down her throat. The tea warmed her stomach and she felt a little more rejuvenated than before.

“Feel a little better?” the Witch asked.

Adelaide nodded. “Good because you have another task to complete,” the Witch left her side and walked over to her closet. Two tasks are more than enough for today, Adelaide said to herself, cursing her previous idea that two  tasks wouldn’t suffice at all. The Witch returned with two long wooden poles. 

“This lesson will have nothing to do with magic,” she said with a wink. She threw Adelaide one of the poles. 

Adelaide caught it in her right hand. The pole was sturdy but hollow. It was a head taller than she was, with worn black tick marks down both sides. Adelaide ran her hand down the side, the wood smooth and polished.

“What type of lesson?” she asked cautiously. She was almost too afraid to ask. She had the feeling that she already knew the answer and she didn’t like the looks of it.

“Combat,” the Witch said.

Adelaide’s hair on the back of her neck prickled. Combat. Great. The most exercise that she had ever done was run down the hallway. Although she would have had her corset on and now she was much freer, she still wasn’t very athletic. Horseback riding was one thing, but in that case the horse was doing all the work. All she ever felt after a horseback ride was a sore bottom and wind burn across her face. 

The Witch put one foot far in front of the other. Adelaide imitated her. The woman placed both of her hands on the pole, the stick parallel to the floor. “Now I want you to be able to maintain that position. All you will do is move your arms. Keep your feet and hands rooted in those positions.”

Adelaide stayed straight, her heart pattering fast against her chest. The witch came out of her position and approached the girl. She kept one hand on her stick and circled her twice. Adelaide kept staring straight ahead. She came back to the front of Adelaide and said, “Your position is very good. In order to prevent my blows, you will sweep the stick downwards to block it from hitting your legs, or move the pole upwards to prevent me from striking your head. Defend yourself.”

Adelaide nodded and swallowed. The Witch slammed her stick towards Adelaide’s knees. Adelaide reacted too late, the wood striking her shins sharply. The Witch backed up and then slammed her stick toward Adelaide’s head. Adelaide moved her body out of the way but tripped over her own pole in the process, falling  face-forward toward the ground. Before she could get up, her godmother tried to hit her legs again. Adelaide rolled out of the way just in time. She jumped back onto her feet, eyeing the woman’s stick apprehensively.

The Witch smiled before continuing her assault. Adelaide lost her position multiple times, earning fresh bruises and scrapes on her legs and feet. She became more frustrated as the woman’s unrelenting pole stabbed and slammed against her ribs. Adelaide tried to turn away from her as the Witch took another swipe at her head. As her pole swept by, the tip of her stick caught at the bottom of the girl’s cheek. Adelaide felt a sharp pain and wiped her face with the back of her hand. Blood droplets dripped across her fingers and Adelaide felt as though her insides were going to burn up with anger. 

She stepped back into her fighting stance. The Witch whipped her pole back at Adelaide’s legs and Adelaide slammed her pole downward, blocking the woman’s blow. “Good,” the Witch said. She then smashed her pole down towards the girl’s head. Adelaide pushed her pole upwards, the other stick slamming into it with a deafening crack.  The Witch repeated the moves, Adelaide repeated blocking the blows. 

Her confidence instilled, Adelaide began to take the offensive. She tried to strike the Witch’s legs but the woman was a skillful defender. The two battled until Adelaide felt the sweat pouring down her face. The White Witch caused Adelaide to fall onto her back. About to hit her again, Adelaide’s godmother brought her pole back down. Adelaide threw her own pole aside, her hands up in defeat. The White Witch brought her stick within inches of Adelaide’s nose and then backed away with a smile.

“That was quite good, my dear,” she said, collapsing into one of her chairs. 

Adelaide returned the compliment. She felt invigorated. Exhausted, but liberated, if that was possibly a feeling one could have after being attacked by a  pole-wielding white haired woman. Her godmother presented her with a wet towel to clean off the dried blood that surrounded the cut on her face.

“If you want to  keep it from scarring, I can give you some special ointment,” the Witch said, pointing at her cabinets.

Adelaide turned to look at her cut in the mirror. It was a thin laceration that curved down the right side of her chin. “I kind of like it,” she said finally. “My first battle scar.” (All very well, but won’t the others in the palace notice? How’s she going to explain it away to Queen Vicky and Lena?)
“As long as you don’t tell people you received it from a frail old lady, everyone will be impressed,” the White Witch said with a wink. She handed her a small jar of cream anyway. “It’s to keep it from getting infected and to heal your bruises faster.”

Adelaide nodded. “I believe that’s all that your lesson with cover for today. You should go back to your room and rest,” the witch said, waving her hand to signal Adelaide’s dismissal.

Adelaide turned to go back down the passage, but a question was nagging at the inside of her mind. She stopped and turned to the Witch, “Will you be going to treat my father today?”

The Witch looked back at Adelaide, a grave expression replacing her smile, “Yes, I’ll be going to look at him.”

Adelaide replied, “I was wondering if I could come along. It’s been ages since I’ve seen him. I just,” she stopped. “I just want to see if he’ll be okay. And if not, I want to be able to have said goodbye,” she whispered, her eyes burning with unshed tears.

The Witch hesitated and then sighed. “Yes, I suppose you may come, Adelaide. But keep in mind, he’s not the father you remember. He’s not as strong anymore. You need to be strong for him. And for yourself. I will meet you outside your room in an hour. Make sure you’re ready.” (not to mention that they’ll have to hide her presence from her enemies in the castle…)
Adelaide nodded and opened the trapdoor. As she crawled back down the tunnel all she could think of was seeing her father’s face. Now that I have magic, maybe I will be able to help him, she thought. She then jumped through the doorway with new purpose bouncing in her every step.

Chapter Seven

Adelaide was standing outside the door, her godmother’s hand on her shoulder. She took a deep breath as the hand patted her back gently, urging her to move forward. Adelaide nodded and stepped through the doorway. The hall that they entered was  completely white. Older men and women, dressed in long flowing white jackets and carrying assortments of potions and herbs, were scurrying around up and down the corridor. They flitted in and out of various rooms, screaming orders to mages who ran back to their own concoction rooms to create more potions.    
Adelaide found herself ogling at the life that the operating hall exuded for  a place where death was so common. She was drawn in by the bustle and soon found herself lost among the white coats. She felt the hand on her back again and turned to see her godmother. “Please keep up, dear,” she nearly yelled over the din.

Adelaide nodded, grabbing onto her godmother’s wrist. The old witch made her way through the crowd. She didn’t even need to weave in and out of the labyrinthine mass because as soon as the attendants and the mages saw her, they stopped and moved aside. 

“They part like the sea for you,” Adelaide said under her breath. I wish I had that kind of power, that kind of command, she thought. She had caught herself wishing again and for a moment she stopped wondering if all of a sudden all of the physicians would stop and drop to their knees in her presence. Sadly, it was quite the opposite. One man tread on her toes while a nurse pushed her aside, telling her to get out of the White Witch’s way.(haha, poor girl. XD) At least I tried, she thought.

Her godmother towed her down the hallway and finally pushed open a glass covered door. If Adelaide had thought it was crowded out in the hallway, she felt absolutely suffocated in this tiny room. Eight men and women were crowded around a twin bed. The White Witch cleared her throat, and the throng turned to face her. The volume of the conversation fell into silence and one by one the throng filed out of the room. One man, a balding middle aged doctor, stood at the bedside. He bowed to the Witch and then turned a questioning eye on Adelaide.

“This is Princess Adelaide Blake, the king’s daughter,” the White Witch explained.

The doctor massaged his temples with two delicate index fingers. “The queen has strict orders. Adelaide’s not allowed to be here.”

“She’s also my goddaughter and since I believe that the word of the White Witch trumps all others, you will accommodate her presence,” the witch’s blue eyes flashed dangerously and the man’s resolve weakened.

He seemed to hesitate, contemplating arguing, but instead he shook his head with a sigh. “I don’t know if such a young woman should see this,” he held up his hands in surrender, “but if you insist, I can’t argue with your wishes.”

Adelaide’s godmother looked down at the princess, who  nodded. “I’m ready,” she assured both adults. Adelaide approached the bedside, bracing herself for the worst.

She could hear the physician and her godmother arguing privately behind her. “If she gets in your way, though, she’ll have to be asked to leave,” he explained.

“And if you get in my way, I’ll have to ask you to leave as well,” the White Witch replied coolly. 

Adelaide smiled to herself at her godmother’s cheekiness. She continued on her way, approaching the bedside with the utmost caution. She peered over the railing and took a quick intake of breath. Her father, or at least the man who used to be her father, lay under a thin operation room sheet. Other than his slow and labored breathing, he was motionless. His dark black hair was soaked in sweat, plastered against his high forehead. His lips were dry, the chapped white skin peeling slowly away at the edges. He had lost so much weight since Adelaide had last seen him that he appeared to be more of a skeleton than of a man. She could even see his chest bones protruding sharply under his skin. 

“Are you okay, Adelaide?” she heard the White Witch’s soft voice say in her ear. That was the second time today Adelaide had heard those words. Except now, she wasn’t sure how to answer the question. No, she wanted to scream, No, I’m terrible. I have the magic of the entire kingdom pulsing through my veins and I don’t know how to save him. I can save him, I know it, she wanted to say, but instead all of her words stayed lodged somewhere in her throat. She coughed, choking on her own thoughts.

The physician, after having been shot a sharp look from the White Witch, ran to fetch water. He came back moments later, a small goblet sloshing over with liquid. Adelaide sat down in the chair next to her father’s bed, slowly gulping down the cool fluid. She turned to her godmother to answer the question.

“I think I’m fine now,” she assured the worried elderly woman. The white witch looked at her quizzically, but finally nodded.

Her godmother stood up and turned back to the physician. “Now I think I can begin to start trying to cure him.”

The physician moved to escort Adelaide from the room but thought better of it. He instead went behind the king’s bed pulling out a large white carpet bag. The witch took the bag from him and began rummaging around within its contents. She pulled out a large, long glow stick and shook it repeatedly. The green,  liquid brightened the white room, (“illuminating” is kinda redundant, since you say it brightened the room) contrasting with the surrounding the lack of color. Slowly, the witch moved the light over his body. 

She turned to the physician, “His heart flame is weak. I’ll have to get in there and try to fix it.” She looked worriedly at Adelaide and then mouthed “I’m sorry” in her direction. Turning back to the doctor, she requested, “I need you to escort Adelaide out of the operating hall. I love her to death, but she isn’t strong enough to witness this just yet.”

The physician almost jumped with glee. Adelaide could tell that those were the words he had wanted the White Witch to say to him ever since Adelaide had set a foot down the hall. Before he could get to her, Adelaide stood up and bent her head down towards her father’s ear.

She whispered, her voice full of emotion, “I love you, Daddy. No matter what. You can get through this. I know you can. Your kingdom needs you.” She paused and then added, “I need you. I can’t do this by myself.”

The man frowned at her change of direction and walked over to where she stood. Roughly, he grabbed her arm and led her out of the room. Adelaide glanced behind her one last time as she passed under the doorway. The White Witch nodded understandingly at her and then returned to her work. The last words Adelaide could hear her say to the nurses that were now surrounding the bed before Adelaide and her rather rough escort were out of range was, “Hand me the cutters.” Adelaide shivered. It was not an image she wanted to be left with.

The doctor opened the operation hall door that led back into the castle corridor and pushed her out. Before he closed the door behind him he turned to her and said, “I’d be careful if I were you. The White Witch is powerful, but this is Queen Victoria’s castle. If she ever catches you in here again, we could all wind up in the dungeons. I advise you to stay far away from here.” He shot her one last triumphant look and then slammed the hospital door shut. There we go. I was waiting for some sort of acknowledgement that Adelaide would be putting herself in some pretty serious danger this way. 
Adelaide looked reproachfully back at the door. What an awful man! To disrespect royalty was never a good sign. But there seems to be a lot of disrespect going around anyway, Adelaide thought, thinking back to Lena’s malicious tone and subtly challenging words. What has been going on that has been making this place crazy? she thought to herself. No one seemed to have the answer to that question.

Adelaide walked back down the hall reaching her room just as the night sky began to fall. It had been such a long day, Adelaide thought to herself. Anne had met her back in her room, but when Adelaide had asked whether there was any news, Anne had simply shook her head. 
Sensing that the princess was not well and  looked particularly beaten up and tired, Anne suggested that the girl take a nice soothing bath. As Anne poured buckets of steaming hot water into a tub, Adelaide undressed until she was in her slip. Just as she was about to enter the water, she heard Anne gasp.

“What is it?” she commanded sharply, looking from side to side, expecting Lena’s leering face to be hovering next to her doorway. 

“Your legs,” Anne said. “What happened?”

Adelaide looked down and saw an atrocious sight. Her scrawny legs were covered in large, circular black bruises from the earlier combat practice. “It’s nothing. I just took a rather bad fall down the stairs after I went to see my godmother. And knowing how much of a klutz I am, I probably just banged my knees up from crawling through the passage.”

Anne didn’t look completely convinced. “I think we should call for the physician.”

Adelaide blanched, remembering the terrible man who ran the operation hall, “No, no it’s fine; my godmother gave me some special salve to rub on them. I’ll put it on after my bath.”

Anne nodded, but she still stared at the bruises with disgust and pity. After hesitating by the door, over which hung a bell to call the regular maid who probably would have ran and fetched the physician, Anne decided to comply with Adelaide’s demand for no doctor. She reached under the sink and pulled out a multitude of bath oils. Adelaide was soon engulfed in the smell of lavender, rose, and orchid, as her servant put the oils into the tub. 

“If you need me, I’ll be in my room,” Anne said, leaving Adelaide to herself.

Adelaide stepped into the steaming water as the door snapped shut. She slid down into the porcelain barrel-like bathing place and stretched her arms across the sides of the tub. Closing her eyes she let her exhaustion seep out of her fingertips and into the hot water around her. A flower petal from one of the plants that sat by her window floated gently onto the surface of the water. It was blue and Adelaide took it between her fingers, feeling the soft surface brush against her skin. 

She let the petal float back in the water. She tried to tug at her magic to see if she had any energy left to place the petal back on the flower but her magic was too far locked inside of her to be removed. Exhausted, she let her head fall back against her shoulders, letting the smells and heat take her into a dream. 

This dream, unlike the others, began much happier. She was outside. It was not the illusion courtyard, it was the real outdoors. She was standing on a hill, the heat of the sun shining gently down on the front of her face. She felt different, freer, stronger. She could sense that Anne was standing beside her. After a few moments Anne stepped in front of her, leading the way down a dark, mud covered path. Adelaide followed the back of the girl’s coat. Suddenly, the dream changed. She was younger now, sitting on her father’s lap. Victoria was sitting next to them, staring coldly off in the distance. The king pinned a baby violet in the princess’s small golden curls. 

“You look like a princess,” he said to her. The young Adelaide giggled and gave her father a big kiss on the cheek. 

The image morphed again, this time into complete darkness. The outline of a face swam into Adelaide’s vision. Adelaide tried to focus on it but it kept blurring, keeping just out of her reach of comprehension. Suddenly, the picture cleared. It was Lena’s smirking smile, her black eyes shining dangerously. She said, “This will not be the last time we meet, Princess.” And with that, Adelaide drifted off into more images. These she began to understand less and less and she began to forget the clearer dreams she had seen before.  With that, she gave herself into the complicated whirlwind of her mind.

Chapter Eight

Adelaide’s lessons with her godmother became the highlight of the princess’s days. After the operation hall experience, neither discussed what was going on with Adelaide’s father. Magic was now consuming the entirety of Adelaide’s time, energy and mind. At daybreak she would wake and rush to the witch’s tower, prepared for the tasks that were set ahead of her. The White Witch emphasized repetition and began to increase the difficulty of Adelaide’s force and magic lessons. Now not only could Adelaide hold a solid block of concrete for more than five minutes in the air, she could juggle them and stack multiples on top of one another. The secret to force magic was being able to feel out the very molecules of an object, contorting them and making them do exactly what you wanted them to. Once she had gotten the hang of it, force magic was no longer a dreaded task; it became a fun and interesting art to her. 

Combat was becoming more exciting. Although Adelaide was awarded many new bruises and fresh cuts, she was steadily progressing, more than once forcing her godmother to surrender her pole. She accepted the scar ointment for all of her new cuts except for her original. The first, she thought, had been a landmark of some kind. New lessons such as  spell-reading and  potion-making had been introduced, but neither was particularly challenging compared to the gravity of the force magic or the painfulness of combat training.  Today, though was going to be different.

Adelaide walked into her godmother’s room smiling as usual. It was the crack of dawn and Adelaide hadn’t been able to sleep the night before because of the excitement she had felt coursing through her veins. The previous day, her godmother had hinted at Adelaide learning a new, more complicated task and Adelaide was eager to  begin.
“Sleep well?” her godmother asked, as Adelaide bounced into her room.

“Not especially,” Adelaide shrugged, impatient to find out what they were going to do today. 

The witch could sense Adelaide’s impatience and smiled. “I was thinking about making you run through all of your regular force magic and combat exercises, but I believe that the anticipation might kill you.”

Adelaide nodded vigorously. “Alright,” the witch began. “Sit down on the floor.” Adelaide sat down, crossing her pant covered legs under her. The boy clothes were more comfortable that her regular day dresses, but Adelaide still found them strange.

Her godmother began digging through her trunk and pulled out two objects. She sat down across from Adelaide and smiled, placing the objects in front of them. Adelaide raised an eyebrow, “I thought you said I was learning a new skill.”

The witch looked confused, “You are.”

“This looks a lot like potion making though,” Adelaide said, disappointment positively dripping of her tongue. 

Her godmother just laughed, “Oh no, this is far different than potion making. This,” she said pointing to the ceramic bowl that she had placed in front of Adelaide, “is a Watcher’s most prized possession. It’s the Watcher Glass.”

Adelaide peered over the rim of the porcelain bowl. On the bottom a single, silver eye was painted, outlined with a series of dark blue circles. “What do you do?” she asked, her original fascination back. 

“Since I’m not a Watcher, I can’t show you how to operate it to the extent of actually using it, but I can show you how to set it up,” the witch explained. She picked up the second item, a large vial, and emptied its contents into the bowl. A silvery liquid streamed out of the bottle, filling in every crevice of the basin.

“The Watcher Glass is what makes Watchers so special. If you don’t have the liquid, which is silverspider serum, water can work just as well as long as you are sitting somewhere that is relatively dark. The Watcher as you know is a peace keeper. By looking into this bowl, the Watcher is able to see past, present, and future events unfolding. Novice Watchers have more trouble figuring out what the time frame of the events is, but the more they practice the clearer the visions become. The most experienced Watcher’s are even able to command to see a certain place or time just by wishing it. But we have to start out small.”

“What do I do?” Adelaide asked, her fingers itching with anticipation.

“First, you bend your head over the water and stare at the silvery surface. Whisper the words “I must see”. Visions will start playing across your mind. When they fade, blink your eyes and you will be able to return to reality. However, if you disturb the silvery substance in the bowl, you may be knocked unconscious or worse, so be very, very careful when you are handling it,” the witch cautioned.

“Okay,” Adelaide said. She took a deep breath and peered over the rim of the bowl. She found her reflection staring back at her out of the reflective surface. She repeated the words that her godmother had instructed her to say, and she  a strange sensation coming over her. Unlike force magic, where she would feel as though she was dragging the magic out of her, Adelaide felt as the she was being pulled into the silvery surface. Blackness overtook her vision and she was thrown into a tumult of colors and images. 

Before her were almost (I don’t see why the “almost” is there) tiny moving scenes, each in a small box, playing out in front of her. She felt herself being pulled into the first one. The pictures were fuzzy but Adelaide could recognize one of the figures voices. It was Anne who was speaking. 

“Ari, this is Princess Adelaide,” she said.

Adelaide immediately remembered where this was. It was the past. Slowly she bid the image to fade and she found herself back in her godmother’s chamber. The White Witch was looking at her, her curiosity nearly burning a hole in her face. 

“What happened?” she asked, taking on Adelaide’s impatience. It was quite contagious.

“I saw a memory from when you just arrived. It was strange though. The bowl reeled me in,” Adelaide tried to explain.

“Yes, you did tip towards the bowl at one point, but luckily you didn’t touch the water,” the witch added. Adelaide could detect a hint of sadness, almost regret in the woman’s voice. Adelaide knew that a woman as powerful and as mastered as her would be envious of another power that she couldn’t try for herself. Adelaide found herself about to comfort her when she heard a noise coming from the trapdoor. 

The witch turned in the same direction, looking at the handle. “Did you hear that?” she whispered.

Adelaide nodded, her heart beginning to race, “I think someone’s there.”

The witch jumped to her feet, “I hope they didn’t hear anything.” But both knew that their conversation had been eavesdropped on. The movement grew louder for a moment; the crinkling of a satin dress could be heard as the spy made for a quick getaway.

The witch pulled open the trapdoor, sending a ball of light down a dark passage. Adelaide and the Witch were just able to see the hem of a dark dress as the person crawled out of the tunnel. “Whoever it was is gone,” Adelaide’s godmother said, rubbing her head. “I think they heard everything.”

Adelaide felt her heart sink. “Go now,” the witch commanded. “Go back to your chamber. I’ll run down to the operation hall. Make sure Anne is with you. If anyone comes to your chamber door, make sure that you and Anne have your alibis straight. You were never even near my room.” She paused as Adelaide began to crawl through the hall. “And Adelaide,” the witch added, “If anything happens to me, I want you to continue practicing no matter what. Come back up the regular way to my room. Don’t use this tunnel again. I will leave items for you underneath the bed.”

Adelaide nodded and scrambled down the tunnel. She was out of the hole in no time, running up the stairs to her room two at a time. She ran into her room to find Anne folding clothes. Startled at the princess’s sudden arrival, the poor girl jumped, sending stockings flying everywhere.

“What’s the matter?” she demanded, staring at Adelaide’s scared expression.

“Someone knows that I was visiting my godmother.  They were  (I don’t like the repetition of “was”) eavesdropping right outside the tunnel passage. They know everything now,” Adelaide said. She didn’t say anything to Anne about the fact that she had been practicing her magic. The spy now knew the darkest of her secrets. She couldn’t risk anyone else finding out until it was absolutely necessary.

Anne was shocked. “Quickly, put back on your day gown,” she said. Adelaide jumped out of her clothes and into a simple grey gown. She began to pace. 

“What should we do?” Anne asked, wringing her hands as she watched the distraught princess.

“We just wait. Yes, that’s what we’ll do. We’ll wait for Queen Victoria or someone else to summon us, ask us about what we did. Otherwise we will not leave this room until we have to. We must pretend that we have been here the whole day,” Adelaide said, her mind racing.

 She sat down, but moments later she stood back up and resumed her pacing. “At this rate, you’re going to wear the floor down,” Anne said gently. “Someone below us will hear your heavy steps and then they’ll inquire as to what we were doing.”

Adelaide stopped. Anne was right. She was just calling attention to herself. She sat back down on her bed, “You know what I’ll do? I’ll sew. Yes, that would be what a perfect, law-abiding princess would do right about now. She would practice her embroidery.”

Anne rose and fetched Adelaide a small square cloth and some colorful thread. Anne sat down in the chair, following Adelaide’s example. Sadly, Adelaide’s hand had never been quite good with stitchery and she found herself knotting up the thread in her haste. When she looked down, she saw that her hands were shaking. Anne took pity on the girl’s  ineptitude and gave her her own embroidery as an example for the princess to follow. The two sat in silence, the only sound was the occasional curse that would issue from Adelaide’s mouth as she repeatedly pricked her finger.

Adelaide had just been starting to find a good sewing rhythm when suddenly there was a vigorous, imperative knock at the door. Adelaide’s and Anne’s eyes met for a moment. Adelaide’s eyes flashed with fear, and slowly Anne put down her needlework. She smoothed out her woolen skirt and steadily approached the door. Before she turned the knob to open it she instructed Adelaide to smile, to look as if nothing was out of the ordinary. The real question is: when is everything normal? (This last sentence is a little odd…it feels out of place, somehow. )
Anne opened the door and spoke quickly with someone whose voice was a deep male baritone outside. Moments later, a completely pale Anne returned to the chamber. Her usually ruddy cheeks were drained and surprise was etched into every possible corner of her face.

“What is it?” demanded Adelaide.

“Prince Edgar has arrived,” Anne said.

Chapter Nine

Adelaide’s tongue stuck to the top of her mouth. She tried to swallow, but she couldn’t. She had to sit down, so she slumped onto her bed as Anne approached her slowly and cautiously, the servant’s green eyes, for once, fixed on the floor. The girl sat down next to the princess, taking Adelaide’s thin hand in her own calloused one. Adelaide was in shock. With all of the magic lessons and the stories her godmother had been telling her, she had completely forgotten about her soon-to-be husband. 

“The Queen requests that you put on your red dress and come downstairs. She says that you shouldn’t be late,” Anne said softly.

Adelaide finally found her voice, “Not being late would absolutely destroy my signature move. I have to be at least a little delayed or someone will think something’s wrong with me.”

Anne grinned, and Adelaide couldn’t help smiling herself. But the serious matter couldn’t help returning to the princess’s mind, “Oh, this is terrible Anne. I thought he would never come. What am I going to do?”

Anne patted the girl’s back. “Don’t worry, we’ll figure something out. I promise.”

Adelaide nodded, wiping away the traces of tears that had begun to fall from her eyes. She felt more scared now than she had before when the cinder block came tumbling down towards her head. Unlike magic, this was reality. She didn’t want to get married yet, she knew she wasn’t ready.

Anne helped the princess into her red dress and Adelaide took a series of deep breaths as they began walking towards the front door. They didn’t need to take the  servants’ passages to the stable like they had before at the White Witch’s arrival. Adelaide didn’t want to give the Prince a special greeting. (This sentence seems kinda random… it doesn’t fit in with the rest of the paragraph so well.) She was already late, but that was the way she had always wanted to be. She tugged harder at her mesh red veil, pulling it more in front of her face. Anne squeezed her hand and Adelaide smiled at her servant weakly.

 “It’ll be okay, princess,” Anne whispered again. Adelaide nodded and the pair marched through the great double doors of the palace.

Queen Victoria and Lena Stidcrest were there already. The queen gave Adelaide a withering glare, grabbing her arm and pulling her over to stand next to her. Lena snickered behind her hands, but Adelaide tried to ignore her.  The queen’s long, black nails dug sharply into Adelaide’s skin and the princess had to bite her lip to stop herself from crying out.  

“Don’t ever be late again,” the queen ordered.

“What are you going to do about it?”  Adelaide could feel a heavy surge of anger beginning to pulse its way down her hands. Control yourself, control, she  told her magic. This would be the worst place for an accident of any time to happen.

The queen’s eyes widened, “Insolent, ungrateful girl,” she nearly spat in Adelaide’s face. “Prince Edgar has been sitting in his carriage for the past half-hour waiting for you arrive. He isn’t allowed to greet us until you have arrived.”

“If that’s the case, then I believe he should stay there. It would be the best for both of us. I’m leaving,” Adelaide was about to turn on her heel but something in Lena’s gaze held her rooted to her spot.

“Those are no words for a princess,” Lena said, and Adelaide felt something inside herself snap. Was Lena the one who had heard them? “Stay, Prince Edgar has come a long way and it would not do if you disgraced us, the entire kingdom of Magnifica, by refusing to see him.” Adelaide saw the logic in her explanation, but the girl’s black eyes were causing chills to run up and down her spine. Thinking that she might as well not cause too big of a scene, Adelaide nodded and returned to Queen Victoria’s side.

Lena turned forward to face the carriage, an arrogant smile playing across her lips. Queen Victoria nodded to the guards that stood on the back of the carriage, and the men dismounted. One opened the carriage door, the other placed a folding staircase underneath the opening. Dark black riding boots thumped their way down the staircase. Adelaide stood, stunned, as a handsome young man stepped through the door. He stepped to the side, another person emerging from the carriage. An old man’s delicate purple slippers, those that were definitely more suited to a girl than a grown man, descended the stairs. Finally, a third pair of shoes pattered down the steps, belonging to a girl much younger than herself.

The Queen stepped forward. “Prince Edgar, I would like to present my stepdaughter, Princess Adelaide Blake of Magnifica.”

To Adelaide’s disgust the man with the purple shoes stepped forward. His white wig looked as though it was about to topple off his head, exposing a balding spot at the front of his face. Embarrassed, he quickly fixed the wig, smiling in Adelaide’s direction. His teeth were rotten and she could smell the odor of brandy strongly from where she stood, nearly a hundred yards away. He was very plump and his fat face was oily with sweat. Finding her manners, Adelaide stepped forward and dipped into a low curtsy. Prince Edgar nodded in her direction, looking her up and down appraisingly. Adelaide felt violated and stepped back behind the queen. 

Victoria then addressed the dark haired boy at Edgar’s left. He was tall and gangly in build, but his baby-faced features were endearing. Adelaide felt her heart patter. “This is Edgar’s son, Philip, from his first marriage to the Countess Deveaux,” Victoria said.

Adelaide’s heart stopped in mid-beat. The ugly old man had a handsome son. And if she married Edgar, Adelaide would be his mother. Astonished, disgusted, and ashamed, Adelaide set her mind to turn and run back into the palace when the queen began her last and final introduction, “And this is Nancy, Edgar’s second child.” The way that Victoria had addressed the young girl seemed rushed and Edgar seemed to turn red with embarrassment. The young child curtsied, and then shyly stepped behind her brother.

Prince Edgar had been married so many times, I’ll be his third wife, Adelaide thought to herself.(So many? Three marriages is certainly more than average, especially for this time period, but it doesn’t seem like quite enough to shock her like this) The very idea of this disgusted her so much that she turned to Queen Victoria and pleaded, “Although I do enjoy such company, I feel quite ill. Please excuse me.”

With that, Adelaide grabbed Anne’s arm and the two speed-walked back into the palace. Once they had reached Adelaide’s apartments Adelaide pressed her back against the wall for support, gulping in deep breaths of air. Without warning, she burst into tears, sliding down onto the floor. Anne came and sat next to her, consoling the princess. No words could comfort her.

“That man is odious. It would be an embarrassment for me to marry him. I can’t do it, Anne, I just can’t,” she cried into Anne’s shoulder.

“I know, I know,” Anne rubbed the distraught girl’s back.  

“I could even see pity in his son’s  eyes,” Adelaide said, her heart sinking at the thought of her terrible fate. “His son is older than me. I can’t be a mother to him.”

Anne nodded, letting Adelaide sob into her dress until the entire blouse was soaked with Adelaide’s  tears. (aren’t all tears salty?) Suddenly, she came up with an idea, “Why don’t you go see your godmother? She’ll know what to do.”

Adelaide wiped the trails of water of her face with the back of her hand, sniffling, “You’re right. She always knows the answer.” Anne helped the princess to her feet and brushed Adelaide’s hair back from her face. Anne then put on a clean blouse and the two left the room. Adelaide’s eyes, swollen from her tears, stared with new purpose. She didn’t care who saw her up in her godmother’s apartments now. It didn’t matter to her anymore. Anne banged on the wood of the tower door. No answer came from the interior and Adelaide looked at Anne, searching for an explanation.

Anne shrugged, “She probably can’t hear us. Luckily I have my keys with me.” She pulled a hoop of keys from under her skirt and after locating a rather large, old fashioned one, inserted it into the lock. After pushing against the door, the lock gave and the girl’s entered the room. As Adelaide stepped across the threshold, she could sense something wasn’t right about the chamber.

All of the vials, the books, the clothes, the practicing equipment, was gone. Even the blankets on the bed disappeared. Adelaide ran and found that the greenhouse that her godmother had constructed had vanished. Anne searched the closets as Adelaide became more frantic, ripping open the cabinets, trying to find a trace of her godmother. 

“She’s gone,” Adelaide cried, crumpling onto the center of the floor of the bedchamber in distress. Even Anne was at a loss of what to say. Everyone Adelaide loved had disappeared. Her father, now nearer to the brink of death than ever, especially with the absence of the Witch, was completely lost. And the one person who truly understood her, who truly loved her, had left. Sitting in a pool of her own sadness, Adelaide suddenly remembered what her godmother had told her when Adelaide had seen her earlier. 

Adelaide jumped to her feet, startling Anne, and ducked her head under the bed. To her utter disappointment, the floor  beneath it was completely empty, just like the rest of the room. About to get back off her hands and knees and return to her servant’s comforting shoulder, Adelaide saw that one of the floorboards was stuck up at an odd angle. Sliding onto her stomach, Adelaide reached under the bed, prying the board up with her nails. Whoever had stuck it in had been in a rush, because the board popped off easily, giving Adelaide very little resistance.

Adelaide reached into the long square hole in the floor, moving her hand around to see if there was anything inside it.  She brushed up against a hard wooden object and  reached both hands into the crevice. She yanked at the object and finally pulled out a large wooden box. It smelled  of new wood and Adelaide noticed that small grey eyes had been carved and then painted over with silver paint on the four corners of the top of the box.  

Tucking the  it under her arm, she said to Anne, “We have to go back to my chambers at once. No one can see this box.”

Anne nodded and began to escort her down the stairs. Just as Anne began the tedious process of unlocking the princess’s chamber door, Adelaide saw a wisp of black material swishing around the corner. Horrified, she attempted to hide the box, but no place was to be found. She quickly tugged at her power and flicking her right index finger upwards, the box shot up to the ceiling towering over their heads. Lena’s squinty face, her brown hair tied back behind her head appeared, staring at Adelaide accusingly. (Wouldn’t Lena see that? And even if she didn’t, wouldn’t there have been blue sparks?)
“Anne,” Adelaide hissed, “Pretend you’re supporting me.”

Anne nodded and Adelaide swung her arm behind the girl’s neck, placing her weight against Anne’s shoulders. Lena approached, her eyebrows creased into a frown, “Where did you just come from?” she demanded.

“Prince Adelaide fainted while we were making our way back to her room. She wasn’t feeling well. She needs her rest, so if you’ll excuse us…” Anne said, pulling Adelaide through the door. Adelaide pushed the box with a signal from her finger from where is hovered a few feet over Lena’s head into the room. Anne slammed the door with a loud bang in Lena’s pinched, surprised face.

“You alright?” Anne asked, as the princess brought the box down before her servant could witness the floating illusion. “Lucky for us, she didn’t notice the box you were holding,” Anne added, slumping back into the upholstered chair near Adelaide’s fireplace.

Adelaide nodded in agreement. It had been closer than Anne even understood, she thought to herself. After Anne excused herself to take a hot bath, Adelaide sat down on the cushiony rug in front of the fireplace. She placed the wooden box in front of her. She unclasped the four locks and lifted up the lid, putting the wooden top on the floor beside her. She peered into the box, examining its contents. The first piece that caught her attention was a tightly wound paper scroll tied with a white ribbon. “To Adelaide,” was written in a flowing cursive.

Adelaide took the paper in her hand, unwinding the ribbon. There were three pages of the same cursive and Adelaide began to read it, “Dearest Adelaide, I hope you have remembered this hiding place. Although the box wasn’t in plain sight, I hope you could see the floorboard I placed it under. I couldn’t chance the fact that someone else might have found this. I apologize for my abrupt departure, I had little other choice. The Queen Victoria is much more paranoid than I first believed. A spy of hers, one who is still probably loose in the castle, saw me with you, just as we suspected. She (who? For a second, I thought you were talking about Lena in these next sentences) believes I’m trying to steal the throne away from her. She accused me of making your father’s health worse. She then said I had gone against her laws  by allowing you to see me. She was quite angry. As a result, she has exiled me completely from Magnifica. As you are reading this, I am on my way under guarded escort: men of my own choosing who have vowed to protect me, not the queen, to the Mirage Mountains. If anything terrible happens, I want you to try and find me. Once you set a foot on the mountains, I will know where to come and get you. You will not be able to send me any letters, and vice versa, because I want to keep my location relatively secret. Also, there have been more outbreaks of the disease in the borderlands and outer counties of Magnifica. I caution you to stay away from the infected for now, because the virus is evolving, (does your world have the theory of evolution yet?) becoming easier to contract and harder to eliminate. Sadly, your training has come to an end since I will not be able to instruct you  now. But I believe you are relatively prepared to use your magic.” Adelaide paused in her reading, guiltily (why is she thinking of it guiltily if her godmother said she was ready?) thinking of hiding the box using her magic. Such a display had been risky, but at the same time, necessary.

She returned to her frantic reading, “You have a strong foundation that you will be able to build off. Enclosed in this box I have placed the second most important Watcher tool: the Healing Knife. It will be used whenever you perform more complicated spells and potions, and possibly more dangerous tasks. I accidentally left the Watcher Glass out on the counter.” (I really don’t get how she could be writing this, presumably still in her room, and not do anything about the fact that she left the glass out)Adelaide paused. She had searched the entirety of the room and if she had seen the bowl she would have taken it with her. Or at least she would have some recollection of seeing it. A sinking feeling turned her stomach. It was the White Witch’s fault for leaving it out in plain sight, she reassured herself. And whoever has it will have no idea how to use it. So it really wasn’t that big of deal that her godmother had left it out.

“If you see it, make sure that you remove it from the room, but if not do not worry. I was in such a rush I completely forgot about it. You already have a Watcher bowl hidden somewhere in your room. When I originally designed your chamber, I had the hopes that you would be the one to have the powers because of your grey eyes. I have placed the blueprint of all the Watcher equipment next to the knife in the box. I believe that is all I can say for now. Hopefully, we will meet again in the near future. Stay strong, my dear. Love, your godmother.”

Adelaide reread the letter at least four more times, trying to find some sort of comfort in the witch’s words. It will be alright, she said to herself for the umpteenth time. She placed the letter gently on the floor next to her and peered into the box. The first item she saw was the knife. She took a sharp intake of breath. It was lovely. 

The blade was long, coming to a sharp dangerous point that glinted in the sunlight that came streaming in through her windows. She picked up the knife, the hilt pressing against her palm. The metal was cool to the touch and painted over with silver polish. Adelaide took an immediate liking to the weapon. It was light, and Adelaide flourished it like a sword. As it cut through the air, she could hear the zinging of blade against the wind, as though it was severing the atmosphere in half. She felt as though there was an image that stuck out from the knife itself and she turned the blade over to inspect the picture. A flame had been imprinted on the hilt, the sun making it seem as the fire was alive. She traced the symbol with her finger and then gently slid it into a case that the Witch had enclosed in the box.

She then took out the plans to her room and as she studied them, her astonishment grew. The blueprints depicted secret bookcases, an enchanted closet, and even a hidden Watcher’s Glass. Might want to go into more detail about this. She heard the washroom door open and Adelaide quickly stuffed the blueprints and the knife back into the box, shoving it under her bed. Not all secrets are meant to be shared, she thought to herself.

Chapter Ten

Adelaide was stricken with an awful cold and was forced to stay in bed for the next week. The physician, the man from the operation hall, diagnosed her with a stress-induced sickness, prohibiting anyone except for Anne and the cook to see her. Anne brought news that Prince Edgar was constantly hovering outside of her door, hoping that she would be well enough to accompany him for a stroll around the palace. Adelaide was grateful that she was able to put such an engagement off for some time while she recovered. Otherwise, Adelaide found herself unbelievably bored throughout the days. She managed to pass the time reading Watcher books that she had uncovered in the nooks and crannies of her room, but many were spell books and Adelaide didn’t have the energy to experiment with her magic. Instead she marked the pages that interested her and spent the rest of her days sketching. Nothing too exciting. (This last sentence seems a bit too informal compared to the rest of the paragraph.)
A week later the physician, at the Queen’s urging, stated that Adelaide would be well enough to leave her bed and spend time with the court and of course her fiancé. Adelaide shuddered at the use of such a word for the ugly, ungainly man. However, Adelaide finally consented to an audience with Prince Edgar and it was arranged for him to meet with her in the courtyard. Anne helped Adelaide dress in her simple grey overdress. Adelaide insisted on wearing her hair loose around her face. 

“It looks wild though,” Anne commented, but Adelaide persisted.

“That’s the entire point,” she said as Anne just shrugged and led the princess out of the room. The two girls trotted down the stairs. Adelaide couldn’t help dragging her feet. They reached the courtyard. Adelaide could see the Prince’s bulging figure standing just outside the entrance to the still  tree-covered area. Her stomach turned uneasily as they approached him.

Prince Edgar spotted them and waddled nearer to where they stood. He bowed deeply and the pair of girls returned him with a polite curtsy. Anne squeezed Adelaide’s arm before leaving the two in the privacy of the stony courtyard.

“Princess Adelaide, I hope you have recovered well,” he said offering Adelaide his arm.

Adelaide could almost feel the queen’s spy, wherever she was, staring dangerously (the adverb seems a little odd) at the back of her head. She lightly placed her hand on the prince’s greasy overcoat. They began their promenade around the premises.

“The queen has been quite gracious to my family and me,” Prince Edgar began.

“Yes, Victoria is known for her hospitable demeanor,” Adelaide said sarcastically, but Edgar did not catch her sharp irony.

“Magnifica is a wonderful place. It will be far too sad for you to leave,” Edgar continued. Adelaide felt a spark of hope rising in her chest. Maybe he would be gracious enough to refuse to let him take her away from her palace. Maybe he would call off the engagement on the fact that she would be too homesick. 

“But one must leave the place one loves eventually,” Edgar finished. Adelaide’s hopes came crashing down. He was not as gallant as he was trying to be. He stopped and turned to look at her, his putrid breath nearly knocking Adelaide off her feet. She disguised her repulsion with a cough and they resumed their walk. (I know this was probably unintentional, but the way he’s been portrayed so far makes it look like the only thing wrong with this guy is that he’s ugly and has bad hygiene. Not pleasant, perhaps, but not really the kind of thing to judge a person on. Other than that, he seems… almost like an okay guy. I’m probably just touchy about this sort of thing, being less than beautiful myself, XD but I still think that if you want to portray him as an antagonist, you should give him some faults other than not being pretty…some personality faults.) 
“Now tell me, Prince Edgar, of your dearly beloved Mariquit,” Adelaide said, trying to avoid the subject of marriage, but she failed. 

“It’s quite drab compared to the magnificence of your kingdom. Relatively barren, but the castle holds up quite well in the winter months. Hopefully we will be able to rest here for the majority of our married years,” Prince Edgar said, turning to admire the solid stone walls.

“Yes, indeed,” Adelaide said gloomily. She saw her life stretch out before her and she disliked such a melancholy picture. Now it’s my turn to see just how much this man abhors rude and independent women, like myself, she thought with a smile.

“So tell me about your first two marriages,” Adelaide said, smiling brightly.

 The prince looked taken aback by such a question. “Well, um,” he stuttered. “I was first married to a countess about a decade or so ago. She was sickly and she died in my son’s childbirth. I was forced to take on another wife and I chose a much younger woman, Princess Mary of Paradisa, but she didn’t speak any English whatsoever and I found that she was not,” he cleared his throat, “conducting herself in a ladylike matter.”

Adelaide nodded, just another way for a man to hide his scarred pride after a woman had bedded with another man. Such hypocrisy, Adelaide thought, since I suspect he has rolled over many of his own servants. She continued, trying to catch Edgar in his own trap, “So Nancy, she is Mary’s daughter?”

Edgar turned beet red, and stopped to wipe his brow with a handkerchief. “No,” he finally said. ((There. Stuff like that makes him seem much more like an antagonist then him having bad breath. XD) 
“Well are you hiding another wife from me?” Adelaide persisted.

Edgar turned to face Adelaide, his tiny beady eyes jumping between anger and nervousness, “No, but I have to say you are far too curious for your own good, Princess Adelaide.”

“I would like to know who the mother of my future daughter was.” Adelaide said. She relished the fact that sweat was positively pouring off of the man’s face.

“I am not at liberty to answer that question. And you should know better than to ask,” Edgar finally said, evidently unnerved by Adelaide’s frankness. 

Adelaide smiled to herself. I’m going to push him until he cracks, she thought and resumed her bombardment. “It’s no secret.”

“What?” he asked, cautiously, taking much more interest than a person should in the bricks on the ground.

“The fact that she’s an illegitimate child,” Adelaide said matter-of-factly.

Again, the Prince was stopped in his tracks, “How? What… when?”

Adelaide turned to him, her grey eyes flashing dangerously, “This is the royal court we’re talking about. No secrets stay hidden for long here. You of all people should understand that.”

Adelaide’s comments seemed to have winded the man and he stopped to rest against one of the trees. Startled by the realness of the bark, he jumped back. “They’re real,” he sputtered. (That was a tad redundant…. I’d change “realness” to something else.)
Adelaide stared at him as if he had just blabbered something unintelligible and Prince Edgar continued to stare at the trees, “Why are there real trees in the courtyard?”

“I find them absolutely liberating,” Adelaide said, brushing her fingertips along the tree’s rough trunk. “They are a huge part of the Magnifican court.”

Prince Edgar continued to frown. “I find them strange. The first think I’ll do when I’ve been crowned king is make sure that these trees are removed. They’re strangely placed.”

Adelaide turned to him coldly, “You’ll do no such thing.”

Startled again by Adelaide’s tone he said, “Queens have no part in the rule of this country. I’ll do what I want.” He bent down bringing his foul mouth close to her ear. “All women are good for are bedmates and child bearers.”

Adelaide was horrified and insulted. Anger surged through her arms and she was unable to control her own rising temper, “You will regret the day you ever said that.” She pointed out hotly. 

“What are you going to do about it? Stick me with your embroidery needles?” the Prince was smiling now, feeling that he had established his own control over her. Suddenly, he cried out in pain. Adelaide had done just that with her power, a silver needle sticking out of his arse.

“No,” she said, staring at him with her outraged silver eyes, “I intend to do something much worse.”

“Wha..” the Prince began but his question was soon answered. He found himself being lifted up into the air. Kicking and screaming he cried out, “What are you doing, you little sorceress? Put me down immediately.”

Adelaide ignored his orders. She let her magic stream out of her with force, feeling the river of blue sparks grab the man’s cape and tie it to one of the upmost branches of the trees. Adelaide smirked as the man screamed and screamed. Before she called for help, she murmured under her breath, her grey eyes blazing with blue light, “You will forget all that has happened, you will forget what you’ve seen. You simply wanted to climb the tree and have gotten stuck.” Prince Edgar ceased his wails.

He stared at Adelaide stupidly and said, “Oh dear, looks as though I’ve gotten myself stuck up in a tree. Will you go fetch some help, my dear?” XD Pure win. 
Adelaide smiled and nodded. She ran up to the operation hall, calling to the physician. “Sir, Prince Edgar needs your help,” she cried. Soon the entire palace was standing underneath the tree from which Edgar hung.

Queen Victoria pushed her way through the crowd and then let out a scream, fainting into one of her servant’s arms. Everyone was either laughing at Edgar’s stupid aspiration to climb a tree or crying out in surprise and fear. Adelaide surveyed her handiwork. Not even a prince would be able to overcome such a public embarrassment. She looked around at the crowd and was startled to find that Lena’s fierce black eyes were narrowed in her direction suspiciously. Adelaide turned away, her heart pounding in her chest. She was convinced, now more than ever, that Lena knew her secret. 

In the meantime, someone had brought a ladder, but it did little good. Prince Edgar was far up and he seemed unable to understand that the rescuers wanted him to step onto the ladder. Instead, the physician brought a massive cushion. A man on top of the ladder severed Edgar’s cape and the Prince slammed down onto the large mat with a deafening crack.

Anne had just rushed to Adelaide’s side, her eyes wide with what she had just witnessed. “What happened?” she asked, incredulous as five men loaded Prince Edgar onto a stretcher and whisked him off to the operation hall. 

Adelaide created a story about how she was walking with the prince when all of a sudden the strange man had gotten the urge to climb the tree. Anne laughed. “Goodness. He is an odd one.”

“Yes, I don’t think everything’s all right in his head. Hopefully, the doctors will be able to fix the problem,” Adelaide said with a smile.

A group of nurses made their way over to the princess, “Your attendance, along with the queen’s, is requested in Prince Edgar’s operation room.”

Adelaide nodded and soon found herself standing, yet again, in front of a white hospital bed. Lena Stidcrest and Queen Victoria shuffled in after her. The queen looked quite pale, but seemed to have recovered from her previous fainting spell. Adelaide sensed that Lena’s eyes were focused on her the entire time, but the princess refused to meet the brunette’s stare. Philip and Nancy were already at their father’s side. Philip looked bored, staring everywhere around the room except at the hospital bed while Nancy was close to tears as she watched the doctors give her father numerous potions.

“Will he be all right?” demanded Queen Victoria at long last. The physician removed his glasses, squeezing his nose between his thumb and forefinger. 

“He seems to have broken his right arm and a couple of ribs because of the fall. Lots of scratches and bruises, but other than that nothing serious, (I thought broken bones counted as pretty serious… especially broken ribs, which, as far as I know, can puncture a lung and cause death.)” he stopped and something in the queen’s ear.

Adelaide was close enough to hear him say, “but we will have to keep him here to try and see if he is alright, psychologically.”

The queen’s blood drained from her face at the last word, but then composed herself, turning to address the Prince. “This is awful, dear Edgar.” She then turned to Adelaide, “The Prince wanted to hold a ball in your honor, as a surprise, an engagement ball. Now it looks like I must rescind all the invitations,” the queen was wringing her hands. 

“Cancellation won’t be necessary,” blabbered Edgar. “Keep the ball. I have never been light on my feet, so my presence will not be too sorely missed. Let her have a farewell ball.” (for a guy with broken ribs, he can talk pretty well. XD Shouldn’t the pain from all those injuries be affecting him a little?)
The queen seemed to breathe a deep sigh of relief. Even Adelaide was satisfied. She would get to have a few dances without the ugly old man hovering over her. A liberating thought, indeed. The physician began to usher everyone out of the room. Anne and Adelaide made their exit first, followed closely by Lena. As the two girls made their way back to Adelaide’s chamber, Lena placed a hand on Adelaide’s shoulder.

“May I have a word?” she asked.

Adelaide felt the queasiness return to her stomach, but she couldn’t refuse an audience with Lena in front of the queen. Adelaide nodded. “I’ll meet you back in my room, Anne,” she said.

Anne curtsied, “Yes, Your Majesty.” After shooting the princess a quizzical look, Anne walked out of sight. Adelaide turned back to Lena who was staring at the princess quite critically.

“Listen carefully to what I am about to say,” Lena said, so quietly that Adelaide had to incline her head towards the girl’s mouth just to hear her. “You need to watch your step. Be careful of the things you have been causing to happen. Some have grave consequences.”

Adelaide had trouble understanding exactly what Lena was talking about.(Really? It seemed pretty obvious to me.) “Prince Edgar hurt himself, I had nothing to do with that,” Adelaide protested, but Lena did not look at all convinced.

“Just try and keep yourself in control. Another slip up could cost you more than you imagine,” Lena said and then stalked off back down the hallway. Strange girl, Adelaide said to herself. Why didn’t anyone around here just come right out and say what they meant instead of dropping all of these puzzling half-finished thoughts in front of her. Adelaide sighed, and continued back to her room.

Once she had closed the door behind her, Anne jumped up, asking, “What did that horrid girl want with you? I almost called a guard to come and get you, because the look on  her face was positively evil.”

Adelaide related what Lena had threatened her with, and, when she finished, confusion was etched into every line of her (who’s?) face. “That’s quite odd, I mean, I have no idea what she could mean by that. Maybe she’s just trying to play mind games with you. The event with Edgar surprised all of us, and maybe she just wanted to blame you.”

Adelaide bit her lip, nodding. Lena was always a mystery to her. And, since the White Witch had left before being able to obtain any information from the university on Ms. Stidcrest, Adelaide still knew very little about the haughty girl.  

Anne suddenly changed the topic, saying, “But it is quite nice that the palace will be hosting a ball, isn’t it?”

“Yes, and it’s even nicer that Prince Edgar will not be among those attending,” Adelaide confessed and Anne smiled.

“I wonder what type of ball it will be?” Anne said, and Adelaide fell back onto her bed, letting the servant blabber on about dresses and food and decorations. Although she had broken Edgar’s arm and embarrassed him in front of almost the entirety of the court, just physically impairing him would not prevent their marriage from occurring. She was doomed to be the wife of an old, belching man with a fat arse and an ego to match, the type of person she would never even want to consider marrying. If I’m lucky, she thought, maybe a mysterious gentleman tomorrow will sweep me off my feet and ride away with me into the sunset, away from my terrible stepmother, her nephew, and my fiancé, Adelaide thought to herself. But deep down inside, she knew such a fairytale she could only be a dream,  and she nuzzled her head deep into her soft pillow. She was alone, beyond comforting, and with last thoughts  not of short term victory, but of long term defeat, she drifted off to sleep. 

Chapter Eleven

“This dress matches your eyes gorgeously,” Adelaide heard Anne gushing as the servant finished straightening out the material of Adelaide’s gown.

“Let me see,” Adelaide said, running from Adelaide’s  ribbon-and-bow-covered hands to stand in front of the mirror. After some time, she had finally given in to the ball fever and she even felt a twinge of excitement manifest its way in goose bumps along her skin. Even if she was fated to eventually become Edgar’s wife, she wasn’t the Queen of Mariquit just yet. And tonight she was determined to thoroughly enjoy herself. I will ignore Queen Victoria and Lena and just dance the night away, Adelaide said to herself.

She turned to the mirror and gasped. “Do you like the dress?” Anne asked, her ruddy face peeking up over the princess’s shoulder.

“I don’t like it Anne, dear, I love it,” Adelaide whispered turning from side to side. Anne blushed, looking down at the floor. The poor girl had spent the past week bent over yards and yards of cloth, absolutely convinced that she was going to make Adelaide’s costume the most beautiful dress yet. It truly was a work of art. Made out of silver taffeta, the dress hugged Adelaide’s body until it reached her waist where is gradually whirled out into a full skirt. The neck was in the shape of a V that came just low enough to show off the princess’s collarbone and porcelain skin. The sleeves wrapped down the princess’s arms up to the elbow, where the material stopped, two small gems hanging off the end by silver thread. The waistline was embroidered with silver flashing sequins and the top of the dress had been dusted with silver sparkles.

Not only was Adelaide’s dress exquisite, but Anne had also spent at least an hour perfecting the princess’s makeup. Since the ball was a masquerade and Adelaide abhorred the sweaty, disgusting feel of masks continually pressed against her face, Anne recommended that they simply paint a mask onto Adelaide’s eyes and nose. At first Adelaide had hesitated at the idea, but she finally gave in. Anne’s artistic abilities were stunning. It really looked as though the princess was wearing a mask. Silver paint was lightly applied from just above Adelaide’s eyebrows, coming to a delicate V at the top of her nose, to across her cheekbones and over the tip of her nose. Anne had then added blue paint over the princess’s eyelids and the bridge of her nose. As a finishing touch, the servant placed two small rhinestones on her eyes, one at the beginning and end of each using a waxy material to stick them to the Princess’s skin. Adelaide’s hair had then been pinned half-up half-down with a multitude of silver pearl pins.

“Everyone’s eyes will be completely fixed on you,” Anne said. Adelaide could almost hear the subtle undertones of envy in the girl’s voice. I know how to fix that, she thought to herself.

“I have a present for you,” Adelaide said, smiling. 

Anne looked up, surprised, “A present? I don’t need any presents, thank you.”

Adelaide just waved off her comment, “I need you to sit over on the bed, close your eyes, and hold out your hands.”

Anne nodded, her brow wrinkled in confusion, but since she had little other choice, she played along with the princess’s game. Once Anne was seated Adelaide rushed into her bedroom closet. She reappeared carrying a hug, rectangular box. “No peeking, now,” she teased, and Anne fidgeted.

She placed the box gently into the palms of Anne’s hands. Anne opened her green eyes, staring down at the pink and white striped cardboard, “What is it?” 

“You’ll have to open it, silly, or you’ll never find out,” Adelaide said sitting down next to her. She loved the feeling of giving people presents. Since she was usually on the receiving end, she wanted to see the look on someone’s face when she surprised them for once.

Anne pulled off the cover of the box and then began searching through the tissue paper. She stopped and looked up at Adelaide, “Wait… what?” but Adelaide stopped her by pointing back down at the box. Anne reached deep into the cardboard and pulled out a heap of midnight blue material with a gasp.

“Adelaide,” she began but she was speechless.

“You’ll look lovely in it, I assure you. I have to say though that everyone’s eyes at the ball will probably not be on me. They’ll be so mesmerized by you that they’ll forget all about me,” Adelaide smiled.

Anne rubbed the velvety material through her fingertips, apprehension filling her eyes, “But everyone will know it’s me.”

“Oh don’t be silly Anne, it’s a masquerade. Nobody will even think that it’s you. You’re a distant cousin of mine who received an invitation and wanted to call on me before the ball. That way when we walk down together, nobody will be able to dispute it. And servants aren’t even going to be present there, so your absence will not be missed.” (If the servants won’t be there, I’m going to assume they’re busy doing their jobs. Wouldn’t Anne have duties of her own she needs to be done?)
Ann opened her mouth to argue, but when she looked back down at the dress, Adelaide saw a spark of happiness light up in her eyes. “Thank you so much, Adelaide, really, you didn’t have to do this,” she said pulling Adelaide into a hug.

Adelaide released her and said, “Of course I did, you’ve done so much for me already that I had to do something in return. You’re one of the few people that I can truly trust.”

Anne smiled, wiping a teardrop from the corner of her eye. (New paragraph, I think… I was confused about who was speaking.) “Now I believe it’s time to get you ready, or we’ll be late. Not that there’s anything wrong with my signature move, it just tends to frustrate everyone, and tonight I want to try and steer clear of my superiors, especially Lena,” Adelaide said, pulling Anne to her feet. 

Adelaide helped Anne into her dress. After rummaging through the tissue paper for a few more minutes, Adelaide was able to effectively locate the hair net and dark blue mask that she had asked Martha to purchase for her. She tied Anne’s thick red hair back into a bun and then slid the blue mesh hair net on over Anne’s head. With a touch of red lipstick and a pair of high heeled blue shoes, Anne was completely transformed.

“Before we leave this room I just want to remind you that tonight you play the part of a noble. Your name is Anne of Greenbay, you’re my cousin, and you can improvise the rest. Have fun. If anyone asks about your interests, for goodness sake don’t mention horseback riding because you might be asked to go on a midnight excursion and then you will start getting sick all over some wonderful prince charming. (Haha, poor Anne. XD) Not a pretty picture, I know,” Adelaide said, looking at Anne’s earnest expression. 

“Also,” Adelaide added with a sly smile, “tonight, you look up to no one. I will be in the same room, so if anything does go wrong, come to me and I’ll get us out of there as fast as I can. But above all else, have fun.” Anne swallowed and nodded. She smoothed out her dress and, taking the Princess’s outstretched arm, the pair walked down the stairs.

The ballroom was already bustling with nobles by the time the two had arrived. The hall was an open, marbled floor with huge windows that stretched from the floor to the ceiling. Some of the windows were opened onto moonlit balconies where an assortment of people   were standing in close proximity to  their partners. Anne kept close to Adelaide as the two stepped out onto the floor. Four ice sculptures had been erected at the center of the room, where a few nobles were admiring the artist’s attention to detail. As Adelaide stepped closer to the ice, she noticed that one of them bore a strong resemblance to herself. She examined the others and felt a blush creep up along her neck. The other statues were of Prince Edgar, Philip, and Nancy. The words, “In the honor of the couple’s  (“coming?” “Approaching?” Something like that would fit better) marriage” were scrawled in elegant cursive across the bottom of the statues.

“Let’s stay away from this part of the room,” Adelaide whispered to Anne, and the girl couldn’t agree more. To Adelaide’s delight, no one seemed to recognize her. A moment of freedom, she thought to herself with a smile. The orchestra had begun to play and Adelaide let the sound of violins and flutes please her ears. “This is quite lovely, isn’t it,” she confided in Anne.

“Yes indeed,” Anne breathed, her eyes flitting from all sides of the room, “It’s absolutely marvelous. Thank you so much, Adelaide,” she said, squeezing her arm. 

Adelaide shook  off her thank you, “You deserve to have some fun every once in a while.”

Suddenly, she heard the conductor, a quite short man with a well waxed mustache, bang his wand against the music stand, “Attention ladies and gentlemen. I would like to, on behalf of the entire Magnifican Kingdom, welcome you to the first Masked Ball of the year. Let the dancing begin.” 

The men and women who had been wandering around the hall soon cleared the center of the floor. Adelaide took Anne’s hand and pulled her over to the right side of the room. She took out her fan and began waving it in front of her face to prevent anyone from reading her lips, “I insist that you dance with as many handsome men as you like. Make them fall in love with you.”

Anne’s eyes widened, but she nodded, positively shivering with excitement. Adelaide gently adjusted her friend’s mask and Anne smoothed out her own skirt. Suddenly, the two girls heard someone clear their throat near them. Adelaide turned to find a tall gangly man wearing a purple overcoat and a black mask standing near them, his hands clasped behind his back. 

“I was wondering,” he said, “If the young lady in blue would care to dance?”

Anne was stunned and at first no words seemed to escape her lips. “She would love to,” Adelaide said, nearly kicking Anne in the shins. Anne started and then curtsied deeply before the young man. He took her hand in his and soon the pair was off, spinning on the dance floor to a fast-paced waltz. Adelaide stared at the man as his twirled Anne in a circle, catching her in his arms. Something was very familiar about him. Suddenly, she was reminded by his hazel hair and blue eyes. It was Philip. They would make quite a good couple, Adelaide thought to herself secretly as she began to study the other couples. (Aww, Anne is adorable. *hugs her* Out of curiosity, though, how does she know how to dance? It doesn’t seem to be the kind of thing most servants would know.) 
Someone tapped her elbow and she turned to see a handsome man with long brown hair tied back with a ribbon standing before her. “I was wondering, me lady, if you would oblige me with your hand for this dance,” he said, bowing.

Adelaide smiled, “Of course, my dear sir.” The man took her outstretched hand and soon Adelaide and her partner joined the dancing frenzy.  She was twirled and spun around the floor,  thinking that she had never before felt as free as she did  at this moment. The night continued in a similar fashion, although few of her suitors were as handsome as the first, but Adelaide didn’t care. All could dance tolerably well and none seemed to recognize her as Princess Adelaide. Anne was still dancing somewhere around the room with Philip as Adelaide released her most recent dancing partner, a short man wearing a bright blue mask. 

“That was lovely, thank you,” she said, curtsying deeply to him.

“Would you like to dance again?” he asked eagerly.

“Actually, I feel quite winded, so I believe I’ll take a break,” Adelaide said politely, and the man bowed away from her.

She sat down on one of the cushioned chairs that had surrounded the dance floor, fanning herself She felt hot, but in a good way. The exercise had brought color back into her pale cheeks and small curls of hair on her head had managed to wiggle their way out of the pins that Anne had used to secure Adelaide’s hairstyle. Once she had caught her breath, Adelaide decided to make her way over to the buffet at the other side of the room. She took at glass plate from a servant standing next to the table and stared indecisively at the sweets before her.

The table was covered in an assortment of cakes, cookies, and pastries. There were chocolate éclairs, strawberry cupcakes, black magic cakes, and powdery cream puffs. There was even a massive chocolate fountain at the table’s center, an assortment of fruit sitting in neat piles under the chocolate liquid. Adelaide took a  delicious-looking piece of white chocolate cake covered with strawberries and went back to her seat. She discovered that she was very hungry and soon finished the cake. The sugar had made her quite thirsty, so she took a glass of champagne from a tray that an attendant was carrying around and stood back watching the dancers. She sipped the bubbly liquid, studying the crowd. With all the masks and costumes, Adelaide had trouble recognizing anyone. She looked for Lena and the Queen but neither was standing within her  eyesight, so she gave up as she finished off the glass of champagne.

“Having a fine night?” she heard someone ask her and she turned to see a tall, muscular man in a velvet black suit standing before her.

“Who’s asking?” she replied, placing her empty glass back on the attendant’s tray.

“Someone who would love for you to agree to the next dance,” the man said, bowing to her. 

“And would that someone have a name?” she persisted, continuing the game.

“As long as you tell me yours,” he replied, and Adelaide couldn’t help laughing.

“That kind sir, you will never find out,” she said, taking his outstretched hand. The man smiled crookedly, his white teeth shining against his tan skin. The music turned to a  mid-paced waltz and the man placed his hand gently on her waist. She laid hers on his shoulder and soon they were dancing to the one, two, three beat of the orchestra. She felt his hand, warm and calloused against her own. He pulled her in closer to him as they continued their dance, his face so close to her cheek she felt dizzy from the anticipation.

The dance ended and just as she was about to excuse herself, he turned and said, “Would you do me the honor of dancing with me for the rest of the night?”

Adelaide blushed. She had never received such a compliment before, especially from a man that she didn’t even know the name of. Tonight though, she thought to herself, I’m not Princess Adelaide. Why not dance with a handsome stranger? It may be the last time I enjoy someone’s youthful face compared to Edgar’s ugly visage. “Of course. I would love to give you the honor,” Adelaide said and again he took her hand. They danced through the next six songs. She placed her head on his strong chest and she could even feel the sparks leaping from when his cheek would brush against hers. (This is sort of an oddly phrased metaphor… for a second, I confess, I thought you were saying he was literally on fire.) Many couples even stopped to watch them, whispering behind their hands at the mystery pair who were commanding the dance floor. The song came to an end, and by then Adelaide felt winded and her feet were beginning to hurt her. She had completely forgotten about Anne at this point, mesmerized by the stranger’s dark eyes that were just visible underneath his black mask.

Adelaide said, “It’s quite hot in here. Mind if we step outside?”

The man nodded, escorting her to one of the moonlit balconies. The sky was completely black except for the strong full moon that illuminated the stone veranda. Adelaide took in a deep breath of the air, smelling the fresh scent of roses and lilacs. The man stepped next to her his hand resting gently on her shoulder. 

“It’s quite a beautiful night, isn’t it?” he asked quietly.

“Yes, it’s absolutely wonderful,” she said, turning around to face him. His finger brushed gently against her cheek and she found herself turning crimson. 

“What’s your name?” she finally asked, staring curiously at his face

He laughed, “It’s a masquerade. If I revealed my identity, the ball would be no fun.” He paused, “But I know who you are.”

Adelaide was startled since few others had recognized her. “How?” she asked.

“Princess, it’s hard to forget beauty like yours. You can’t even hide under a mask if your stunning eyes give you away,” the man said, smiling again.

Adelaide nodded, “I wish I could, though.”

“I understand. I really do,” he said, finally. He then turned and stepped across the balcony, returning with a white rose, “For you, as thanks for such a wonderful night.”

Adelaide blushed again, taking the flower delicately between her two fingers. She pulled the thorns off with her fingers (Can one actually do that with roses? Not really a critique, I’m asking because I don’t know.), tucking the flower behind her ear. “Not even a rose can compete with your beauty,” he said smiling.

Adelaide felt as though butterflies were flying restlessly around in her stomach, “Please, tell me who you are.” She grasped his hand in both of hers.

“I can’t, I’m sorry,” he said. Suddenly, the chimes of the clock tolled the morning hours and he jumped to his feet. “I’m sorry Princess, but I have to go,” he looked sadly into her eyes and Adelaide felt as though tears were threatening to destroy her mask.

He turned to leave, then walked purposefully back to Adelaide. He bent forward, planting a soft kiss on her cheek. “This won’t be the last time I’ll see you,” he promised, before fleeing into the ballroom.

Adelaide was left standing on the balcony, one hand placed on the spot that he had just kissed. (Hate to ruin the romantic moment, but wouldn’t that (and the kiss now that I think of it) mess up her mask a bit?) She felt stunned. It was a magical night, but the man was gone now and she didn’t even know his name. She stood rooted in her spot until Anne’s voice brought to her out of her reverie, “Adelaide, oh Adelaide, it was such a  magical night.” Anne was smiling from ear to ear, but Adelaide had trouble understanding her words. All she could think of was the mystery man in the black suit disappearing into the crowd.

Anne saw Adelaide’s dreaming face and she stopped her blabbering mouth, “Are you alright?”

Adelaide nodded, shaking the image of the masked man out of my head, “Yes, I’m just tired, let’s go back to my chamber.”

Anne sensed that something wasn’t quite right with the princess as the two made their way back to her chamber. After helping Adelaide remove her makeup and climb into bed, Anne hesitated before blowing out the candles. “Where were you the whole night? I couldn’t find you,” she asked, as Adelaide pulled her covers up to her chin.

Adelaide didn’t feel like relating the entire night back to her because something close to hurt was eating away at her heart. “I’ll tell you about it tomorrow,” she finally said. “I really am exhausted Anne. Just turn out the lights.”

Anne nodded, understanding that Adelaide wasn’t well and the light went out in Adelaide’s room. The Princess then heard the door slam to Anne’s bedchamber. The answer that Adelaide knew she should have given the servant girl ran through her head.“I was with the prince charming who broke my heart,” Adelaide said before rolling onto her side and closing her eyes. A single tear dripped down her nose as she began to understand that that had been her last night of freedom. Her dream for a masked man whisking her onto his stallion and speeding off with her into the night slowly faded as she fell asleep.

Chapter Twelve

Anne’s eyes widened as Adelaide related her story back to the servant. “A handsome stranger, aren’t you a lucky one,” she said, positively bubbling. Adelaide had already listened to the retelling of Anne’s night about four times. She believed she could even tell it back to Anne in a better, more magical way.

“At least you don’t know who he is,” Anne said finally, as she finished folding Adelaide’s dress.

“How am I lucky in that aspect?” Adelaide demanded as she slumped back into her chair in front of the fireplace. “I’ll never even know where to find him. And even if I do happen to bump into him, I might not even know who he is.” (Wouldn’t she be able to work it out from his voice, mannerisms, body shape, stuff like that? There’s more to a person’s appearance than their face. But I never really understood masked balls for that exact reason, so eh. Don’t listen to me. XD) 
“You’re lucky compared to me, since I have to see Philip everyday in the corridor and he doesn’t even know that I’m not noble. I’ll get to watch him enviously as he entertains other girls. I would take your predicament over mine any day, Adelaide,” Anne pointed out and Adelaide sighed. The girl was right. But at least Anne wasn’t faced with having to marry an old disgusting man after spending a magical  night with the boy of her dreams.

The girls’ conversation was interrupted by a knock on the door. Anne quickly hid her own dress from the night before under Adelaide’s bed before approaching the chamber entrance. She spoke with someone outside in a hushed whisper and then closed the door again.

“Who was it?” Adelaide asked, hoping that maybe it was her mystery prince calling for an audience with her. But her hopes were dashed.

“The queen awaits your company in the great hall for a light lunch. I told Francois you would be honored,” Anne stepped forward, taking her dress from back under the bed.

“I’m as honored as if someone asked me to walk into a bees nest with nothing but my undergarments on,” Adelaide said, leaning her head back against her chair.

Anne laughed, “I think such an audience would be far worse than that,” she opened her mouth to continue, but thought better of it. Adelaide didn’t need to ask what she was going to say, she already guessed it. The queen probably wanted to discuss the wedding.

“I agree,” she said finally, lacing her satin slippers onto her feet. Anne came and smoothed out the Princess’s unruly curls with a brush. 

  “Can you just leave me for a moment? I just need to think in silence,” Adelaide said and Anne nodded understandingly. She closed the door to her own chamber, leaving Adelaide standing in the middle of her own bedroom. Once Adelaide had heard Anne shut the door to her room, Adelaide sank into a heap on the floor. While massaging her temples, she thought: this is going to be the longest day of my life.  

Shortly after Adelaide had finished preparing herself, Adelaide and Anne were in the dining hall. Adelaide took a seat at the end of the long mahogany table. Anne sat on a stool behind her. She surveyed the room, but found no indication of Lena. Thank heavens, she thought. It’s better to handle these terrible people one at a time instead of all at once. 


“Adelaide, I have begun making the proper arrangement for the wedding day,” the queen said, dabbing her mouth between sips of tomato soup.


Adelaide stared stonily back into her  stepmother’s  dark brown eyes, barely listening. “It will be a beautiful winter wedding, you will be dressed in a gown as light as a snowflake,” the queen continued as a small girl dressed in a brown frock whisked away their dishes to make room for the next course.


So that’s her diabolical plan to murder me, Adelaide thought. She wants me to freeze to death. (Haha.)She pretended to stifle a yawn, hiding a smile with her hand.

“I’ve spoken to the physician and he said that Prince Edgar will be well enough to be present at the ceremony during the next week. His arm is healing quite quickly. (What about his ribs?) We have so little time to prepare, but we must make the most out of it,” the queen paused to stare down the table at Adelaide, waiting some sort of response.

“Sounds lovely,” Adelaide said in a bored tone, and the queen just sniffed indignantly. She hasn’t said a word about his mental health though, Adelaide thought to herself. That kind of problem would cause quite a scandal, I would imagine, Adelaide  thought, smiling at the queen.

Victoria took her smile as a hint for her to continue and said, “I have already put the guest list together.” The queen beckoned to Francois who was waiting at her side, and gave him a long sheet of paper and a smaller note. He accepted the parchment and brought the longer one to Adelaide, tucking the smaller sheet into his coat pocket. 


Adelaide glanced over the list, feigning interest. It’s just a bunch of stuffy nobles bragging about their power, wealth, and spoiled, snot-nosed children, she thought. I for one want no part in this boasting ceremony.But she kept these thoughts to herself as the queen rattled on about a King Charles of something or other. A servant walked by, relighting a candle that had blown out near Adelaide. The servant fumbled with the match box, accidentally dropping one wooden stick near the princess’s dish. Adelaide reached forward and sneakily grabbed it, running her hand through her curls to hide it. 


Adelaide’s daydreaming (Eh? Daydreaming about what? When? It feels almost as if a paragraph was missing here, or something.) was interrupted as the waiters brought in the main course. She was just about to bite into the juicy looking drumstick when she let out a high-pitched scream, almost tumbling out of her chair. Immediately, attendants rushed to her sides and she sputtered, “Mushrooms! Mushrooms?”


The queen shot an icy glare her way as Adelaide began her rant. “Get these odious pieces of fungus off of my plate this instant. Beth knows very well I detest those grubby little plants. NOW,” she yelled, referring to the chef, her grey eyes flashing in the flickering light of the black candelabras. The servants scurried to remove her plate and Queen Victoria returned to eating her food. (Woah. Overreacting, much? Here I thought she was, like, violently allergic to mushrooms or something, and someone was trying to poison her. As is, this seems a tad overdone… I find it hard to believe Queen Vicky would fall for this.)

Adelaide looked like she was about to throw a rather explosive temper tantrum. “Because of her mistake I have lost my appetite and this exertion has taken up most of my valuable energies. I am going to retire to my apartment now.” She signaled for Anne, to escort her back to her chambers. Just before she was about to stomp out of the room, Queen Victoria beckoned for Adelaide to come to her chair. 

She put her deep red lips close to the princess’s ear and whispered, “Be mindful of your temper, princess, because one day it might get the better of you. Your ill thought of rage may one day make you the subject of palace rumors and I can do nothing to control what people think. You might even disgrace you future husband… I do not want to have to welcome a dishonored woman back into my castle.”

Adelaide nodded, her pale pink lips pressed together in a hard line. With that, Queen Victoria returned to her dinner and Adelaide stalked off into the hallway. Without a word to Anne, she hurried down the corridor towards the black staircase that led to Adelaide’s enchanted room. As they got farther away from the hall, Adelaide’s shoulders relaxed and her frown melted away into her usual uninterested mask. Out of the corner of her eye Adelaide could see Anne smiling to herself. 

Once they reached the door guarding her chamber, Adelaide ran into the room and collapsed on her purple velvet bed. She smiled, looking up at the ceiling as she re-enacted the drama that had unfolded downstairs in her mind. The looks on their faces had been priceless, she thought gleefully to herself. Anything to get out of a dinner like that, she reasoned. Anne’s deep-throated voice brought her out of her reverie. 

“Bravo, that was quite a show you put on downstairs, princess,” Anne said.

Adelaide bowed theatrically as Anne applauded. “Thank you. If I fail my role as princess I’ll always have a knack for theater, don’t you think?”

Anne smiled in agreement, “You would make an astounding diva.”

Adelaide laughed, “Thank you again. That will hopefully not be the last of my shows. Maybe I’ll even get to perform for Prince Edgar. ” 

Anne laughed and Adelaide couldn’t help feeling her face break out into a smile. “Would you like me to prepare you for bed?” Anne finally asked. Adelaide was surprised since she thought it was still light out, but when she turned to the window she saw that the sun had set. Adelaide could detect in her servant’s voice that Anne was tired herself and she was probably saying that so she could go to bed also. (Okay, wait. She joined Queen Vicky for a light lunch. It’s a tad hard to believe that they spent at least five or six hours walking up to their room and laughing about one joke.)
Although she wasn’t that tired, Adelaide nodded, “Yes of course. That ball last night did take a lot of my energy.”

Anne agreed and went into her room, coming out with the princess’s white nightgown in hand. First, she removed Adelaide’s tiara carefully and placed it gently in Adelaide’s fingertips. She then handed her the blood-red vial from unlocking the door. Adelaide walked over to a small cabinet under her gold-shuttered window seat. She opened up the last draw then dripped a single drop of the liquid onto the white wood of the bottom cabinet. For a second, the drop sat there, a perfect red circle sitting against the wood, and then suddenly it disappeared. Moments later, blood-red letters appeared in the wood grains, forming the word she knew by heart. It read Agnorn, her father’s middle name. (Most of the names so far have been relatively… normal, I guess. Agnorn seems a bit out of place.) She whispered it and the wood became transparent. She gently set her crown on the indents that had been carved into the secret compartment. After she withdrew her hands, the wood re-appeared and she shut the drawer with a snap. Adelaide had been studying the blueprints that her godmother had given to her and she was becoming acquainted with new aspects of the room every day. 

I have to say, the White Witch was a very creative interior decorator, Adelaide thought to herself as she surveyed the room before retiring. Adelaide’s bed had a giant four-poster frame where magnificent purple drapes hung from the ceiling. She had a double door closet that was half the size of her room. It was a walk-in filled with hundreds of dresses and a three-door mirror at the center. Anne was no longer needed to dress her because Adelaide had found that once she would enter the closet and stare into the mirror, the bewitched walls would pick out an outfit that matched her mood. A door at the left of her room connected to Anne’s quarters and a mini-culinary center. Anne was quite a good cook when she didn’t spill, drop or break anything.

Now Adelaide had removed the rest of her  over-garmets, slipped into her nightdress, and lay down under her plush covers. As soon as her golden head touched the pillow the blankets began to heat themselves for her most comfortable temperature. She closed her eyes as she heard Anne whisper, “Goodnight, Adelaide.” 

The round chandelier that hung from the very top of her peaked room began to dim at Anne’s words. The big girl lumbered into her own room and shut the door. The lights went out and finally Adelaide was alone in the dark. She lay very still in her bed, straining to hear Anne sink into her cot and blow out her candle. For many moments Adelaide did not move, not daring to make a sound. The minutes dragged on as she waited in the dark until she heard Anne’s muffled snores. Although Anne was becoming one of the only people Adelaide could confide in, she didn’t want to share her magic with the girl just yet. With that thought, Adelaide sat up in bed and pulled out the match that she had been hiding in her hair. 

Quickly, she jumped out of her divan and struck the match on the edge of her night table. The flame glowed bright white as she lit the wick of a blue candle at her bedside. Cupping her hands around the match, she blew out the flame before the fire began to burn the wood of the stick. She opened one of her nightstand drawers and deposited the half-charred wood onto a pile of a hundred or more already used matches. She picked up the candle and placed it in a metal holder to avoid singing her fingers with the hot wax. She walked over to the west wall of her room and held the candle in front of her face. There was a small indent among the gray stones. Standing on her tiptoes, she raised the candle above her head and dribbled some hot blue wax into the niche. Before the wax could harden, she placed the ring finger of her left hand on the melted goo. She braced herself as her nerves screamed out in pain. 

After a few seconds of excruciating heat, Adelaide withdrew her hand and examined it in the candlelight. A burn blister had already begun to bubble on top of her calloused fourth finger. (I thought the whole point of calluses was that the skin wouldn’t blister again? Eh, I don’t actually know.) Nothing cold lotion can’t fix, she thought grimly. She turned to inspect the wall. The textured, bumpy stones had become flat and as thin as paper. A small stone door popped out of the wall with a click and Adelaide set the candle on the floor. She gripped the crevice with both her hands and pulled open the two-foot high door. The stones grated against the bottom of the wall with a screeching noise. The hinges squeaked slightly and she paused, making sure Anne had not woken from her deep slumber. That girl could sleep through a siege on the castle, she thought, her mouth twisting into a half-smile. 

She then pulled the rest of the miniature door open and stepped back, shielding her eyes from the brilliant light that shone from the opening. The light slowly faded and Adelaide picked up her candle and placed it on the bottom ledge of the closet. She ran across the room and picked up the stepping stool that Anne usually placed her satin slippers on. She carried the stool adeptly over to the wall and stood on it so she was eyelevel with the top of the square hole. She picked up her candle with one hand and steadied herself by holding onto the foundation stones that made up the bottom of the hollow space. 

The candle’s light dimly flickered across the cavern, illuminating four shelves. The first two levels were stacked with thick, old books. Most of them were covered with a layer of dust.  The binding of each book was marked with a grey-colored eye. Adelaide brushed off the dust as she looked at the gold lettering of each book. The first said, “Love potions for the Faint-Hearted”. The next, “Dangerous Plants for Evil Doing” and “Sweet and Sassy Spells” and so forth. Adelaide paused at a light pink book with a partially torn binding. Balancing carefully on her stool and still holding the candle in her right hand she pulled the book out. It was a heavy, stained leaflet (Leaflet? Isn’t that, like, a pamphlet or brochure? How could it be heavy and thick?) and she quickly hopped down from the stool and placed it on the floor. 

The title read, “Cosmetic Concoctions”. She began to flip through the layered pages of parchment. The potions were listed in alphabetical order. A third of the way through the book she paused and studied a page, the candle tilting dangerously downward as she read the words. She made sure not to stain the page with any blue wax. Satisfied, she picked up the book. Ever since her marriage to Edgar had started approaching at an alarming rate, Adelaide had decided to make a backup plan in case she decided not to stay in the palace. 

She glanced back down at the page, a sly smile illuminating her pale face. The potion she had stopped at read “Disguises for Dimwits” by Millificent Monty the Miracle Witch. “Hiding from someone or simply want a new look for a day? Just mix the following ingredients in a big black cauldron over a crackling fire and let it set for five minutes before drinking. Ingredients:  
A lock of you hair






Four Rose Petals






Water






Poppy Oil






Moss






A pinch of magic powder






And a little imagination

Simply stand over the potion, close you eyes, picture your desired look, and say: Today I am me, but I wish others to see, a different side of my face but in the same place. Transform me for a day so I can do as I may.”

Adelaide dog-eared the page, shut the book, and then slid it under her rug to save until she needed it. Just a precaution, she assured herself, but even then, she felt doubt trickling into her thoughts. Nothing in her world could ever be a precaution. I’ll need to use that quite soon, I believe, she thought to herself. Carefully, she rose and picked up the half-melted candle. She still had much work to do. She returned to the closet and looked at the two last shelves to make sure she had all the ingredients. After rechecking her items, she took a small round container from the second shelf to which she had tied her healing knife. She stepped off the stool and shut the door. After she scraped the wax out of the crevice with her blade and placed the scraps in the drawer beside the matches, the opening to her cabinet transformed back into its original rough looking stones. She unscrewed the lid of the white container and dipped her blistered finger into the cold lotion. Slipping back on her glove, she placed the circular box and knife under the rug beside her potions book. 

She picked up her candle and walked into her wardrobe. She sat cross-legged in front of her three mirrors, closing her eyes. The candle that sat at her side cast odd shadows around the room, the light reflecting off of the silvery glass. She snapped her fingers sharply and a glass bowl of liquid, grey and undisturbed, emerged from the floor in front of her knees. Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath, taking a moment to collect her thoughts. She then whispered, in a voice full of reverence, “I must see”. The candle sputtered out and the room went into darkness. In the shadows, she opened her eyes and the room erupted in pale blue light. Her grey eyes glowed brightly from under her blonde lashes and she stared at her reflection in the mirror. The light radiated straight from the irises of her pale grey eyes, making her thin figure look even gaunter and the dark circles beneath her eyes look even more defined. She bent over the bowl, careful to make sure her wavy hair did not touch the surface. Once the light from her eyes penetrated the depths of the bowl, images began to play out. Compared to her training before, the images were more defined, clearer. She had been practicing.

Her father, his black hair now speckled with dots of grey was plastered against his shiny head from sweat. He lay in his bed, motionless. A servant entered the room carrying a bowl of soup. Adelaide could see from her angle that Queen Victoria was watching from the doorway a smirk set on her red lips. The windows were open, the sunlight flowing in. The servant urged the king awake by gently patting his shoulder with her hand. Her father woke, looking around the room bewildered. The woman spooned the soup into his half-open mouth. He managed to swallow a few spoonfuls when suddenly he gagged, passing out dead as the queen and servant watched unsympathetically. The image morphed into another picture. Adelaide refocused her eyes and watched horrified as she saw a  grief-stricken Anne being led away in chains. “I didn’t do it,” she cried out, but the soldiers just pushed her onward towards the dungeon. The image slowly faded to red. “Is she innocent?” Adelaide choked out. The word yes formed in the water. 

Tears streamed down Adelaide’s face as she replayed the images over in her head. One tear fell off the tip of her pointed nose and dropped into the smoky, glassy liquid. The light vanished from her grey eyes and suddenly Adelaide’s world receded into darkness.

Chapter Thirteen


“No, don’t, no, father,” Adelaide screamed as she sat upright in her bed, gasping for breath. Her hair was stuck in sweaty clumps to the side of her face. She was panting and her face felt hot and clammy. What a terrifying dream… she shuddered, pulling her covers close around her. Bright sunlight was peeking through the cracks of her shutters as Adelaide surveyed the room, trying to calm herself down. It was just a dream, she tried to reassure herself, just a dream. Once her heart rate had returned  to a relatively controllable beat, she stretched her arms and then stepped cautiously off her bed, walking into her closet. The first image that she was met with was her reflection in the wardrobe mirror. She nearly fell over in fright. She looked terrible. The circles under her eyes had deepened, and her soft white skin looked stretched and tired. Tears had been stained into her cheeks and her lips were cracked and salty.  


I don’t remember crying, she thought to herself, puzzled, tracing her fingers over the trails of tears. Her golden hair had frizzed out around her face making her look like a half-starved witch. An awful pain slammed into her head and her knees buckled out from under her, causing her to sink into a heap on the floor. The mirror abruptly changed from its usual reflective glass into the image of her outfit for the day. Adelaide still hadn’t gotten used to the fact that beauty required pain. Standing up slowly, she was spun around in a circle and she stared back into the mirror. 


Her hair had been braided into two braids tied with black ribbon and her eyes were rimmed with dark kohl, disguising her circles. She wore a long-sleeved black dress with a low, lacy bodice and a full skirt. Apparently, I’m in a dark mood today, she thought to herself. She barely glanced at her reflection, turning on her heel and marching right out of her closet.


She could hear Anne humming merrily from the mini-kitchen, probably preparing Adelaide’s breakfast. Adelaide sat on her bed, waiting for Anne to appear. Momentarily, Anne walked through the door into the princess’s room with a bowl of soup in hand.


“Oh,” she said, startled to see that her mistress was already dressed. “I thought you were still sleeping,” she said with a sheepish smile.


“No, I couldn’t sleep; I had an absolutely terrible dream, which woke me up. I’m starving, though, but soup isn’t what I had in mind,” Adelaide sniffed distastefully at the bowl in Anne’s hand.


“This isn’t for you, it’s for the King,” Anne brightened, “I was ordered to prepare it for him.”


Suddenly, Adelaide’s memories of last night returned to her.  With a horrified screech, Adelaide leapt from her bed, knocking the soup out of Anne’s hands. The bowl tipped and fell, the soup splashing onto the floor. The carpet immediately absorbed the spilled liquid. Anne and Adelaide fell with a thud on the ground. Anne raised herself into a sitting position, looking warily at Adelaide. The princess stared back into her eyes and Anne looked at her quizzically.


“What was that for?” the girl demanded, but Adelaide ignored her question as she stood up.


“What was in that soup?” she asked, helping Anne to her feet.


“Um, well,” Anne stammered, “I don’t know exactly. The ingredients are on a slip of paper on the counter.”


Adelaide turned quickly and strode into the kitchen. Anne scurried behind her, a worried expression knitting her red eyebrows together. Adelaide saw the small slip of parchment lying on the edge of the wooden table and snatched it up. Next to each ingredient was a picture of it.


Adelaide raised her eyebrows at Anne and Anne blushed, looking down at her feet. “I was never taught how to read,” she said. 


Adelaide nodded, pitying the poor girl. “Who gave you this?”


“Francois. When we were in the hall for dinner last night, he handed me this note along with these… well these are leftovers now,” she reached into her pocket and pulled something out, opening her palm carefully. Adelaide peered into her hand and immediately pulled her head back, her nose wrinkling in disgust. 


“Mushrooms. I hate mushrooms,” she said aloud to no one in particular. Staring at the list, she located the name. “Amantis, Destroying Angel,” she read, fingering the white caps in her maid’s hand. (It seems odd that they’d write something so incriminating on the list itself… Perhaps Adelaide should just recognize the mushrooms?) She picked one up with two of her gloved fingers and ran to the stone wall. Repeating the ritual of the night before, she popped open the cabinet door. Shuffling through the books, she found the book marked, “Dangerous Plants for Evil Doing,” and flipped through the pages. Anne stood at a distance, her green eyes wide and her jaw hanging open.


Adelaide stopped and placed the white cap on the page. “Destroying Angel, also known as Amantis, is one of the most deadly poisonous mushrooms in the known world. One cap of this mushroom will kill someone in an instant,” Adelaide said, standing up. She snatched the rest of the caps from Anne and threw them into the fire.


Anne had gone deathly white, “I almost killed the King,” she sobbed as she burst into tears.


Adelaide knelt next to the blubbering Anne and patted her back. “It’s not your fault, dearie,” she said consolingly into her maid’s ear. “You didn’t know what they were. It’s the queen’s fault. We have to get out of here,” she said, as Anne dried her tears. “I need you to pack a single bag of clothes for us, preferably those of your choosing and maid-like attire. Also, we need two purses filled with gold,” the princess said. (This all seems rather abrupt… obviously it’s the right course of action and all, but I’d think it would be one of the last options on Adelaide’s mind… I get the impression that she hasn’t left the castle often, and this would mean forsaking everything she’s ever known to go off into a world she has no idea how to handle.) 

Anne nodded, still sniffling and hurried into her room. Adelaide returned to her cabinet and pulled out the ingredients she needed to prepare their disguises. She spread out the bottles on the floor and pulled out the potion book. She then fetched a cauldron full of water and placed it over the fireplace. Anne returned with a large black knapsack and a maid’s outfit for her charge. Excitement was pulsing through the princess’s veins. Perfect timing for wanting to kill my father and me, Queen Victoria, really well chosen. And right before the wedding too. Too bad we won’t be around to witness my joining to Prince Edgar with wedding vows, she thought with a smile. 


Anne watched, awestruck, as Adelaide mixed the ingredients into the boiling water and then, taking the healing knife, cut off one of her golden curls and dropped it into the mixture. The hair made a sizzling sound as it disappeared amid the bubbles.


“I need you to get me two glasses from the kitchen,” Adelaide ordered, not turning around as she stirred the pot.


Anne nodded and disappeared into the kitchen, returning with two mugs. Adelaide came over and before accepting them she took her knife and cut off a clump of Anne’s frizzy hairs. Anne gasped but Adelaide just ignored her and dropped the strands into the pot. (Would the spell still work considering the different ratios of ingredients from the recipe and considering that they’re mixing the hair together in the same pot?)

Then Adelaide scooped the glasses full of the steaming water and handed one of the goblets to Anne. The pink, sweet smelling water was still hot as the girls stared at the cups.


“Do exactly what I tell you,” Adelaide said slowly. Anne nodded. “Close you eyes and think of the face and look of someone you would like to be for a day, someone that doesn’t look like you or me at all. Now repeat after me,” Adelaide said the spell slowly.


Once it was complete the two drank the rose smelling water and drained the cups. Adelaide could feel the snippets of her hair slide down her throat. She gagged but forced herself to swallow the rest.


After they had, finished they looked at each other, waiting for something to happen. Suddenly, Adelaide was lifted off of her feet and enveloped in a flurry of colors. Her stomach felt like it was on fire, and it felt like something was pulling her hair out. She was twirled around in a tight circle, feeling as though someone was painting her arms with a particularly wet paintbrush. The sensation lasted about five seconds, and then she fell to the floor with a loud thump. She felt Anne fall beside her a moment later. Adelaide slowly opened her eyes and picked herself up off the floor. She felt her face, long and narrow and stared at her bronzed hands. 


She threw open her closet doors and almost tumbled over when she saw herself in the mirror. Her blonde hair was now black and straight, her pale skin golden. She was tall and still thin, her steel-grey eyes just as piercing as before. Anne stood next to her, short and stout, her brown waves (Waves? Sounds a little odd, I’d just go with “hair.”) covering the corners of her now stunning blue eyes.


Adelaide turned around, just realizing her new height was causing her corset to be near bursting. With Anne’s help, she managed to take it off without ripping her dress. She put on the maid’s uniform, tied her new thick hair into a bun and tucked it under a white cap. The two returned to the cauldron to find that they had shed their skin and hair. Disgusted, Anne looked up at Adelaide, but the princess just shrugged. ( I figure she’d be a bit more than disgusted.)
“Don’t worry, our real skin is just under these disguises,” she assured her, but she wasn’t even sure of that herself. She had never tried a disguising poem before. Anne nodded, and quickly the two girls put their remains into the fire and began to finish packing their belongings. 


Adelaide ran to the culinary area and wrapped up bread and cheese in handkerchiefs. She shoved them into Anne’s idle hands, the poor girl just stood there, gazing at her new reflection. 


“We have to leave,” Adelaide said, “The queen is trying to kill my father and me. I was lucky that we didn’t die the first time and that I absolutely abhor mushrooms,” Adelaide grabbed her sack and hoisted it onto her shoulder.


“When we leave this room, you cannot address me as Princess or even my own name. Call me…” she thought for a moment, “Addy. And I’ll call you May. We have to get out of the castle walls before they pull up the drawbridge at noon. That gives us less than an hour to find our way out. After we get beyond the wall we’ll have to find a safe place to stay sheltered from those torrential winds,” she said, motioning to the rattling shutters. 


Anne nodded and shoved the food into her backpack. She seemed to have overcome the shock from before and returned to her usual leading nature, “If you want to get out of here, you’ll have to follow me then.” (New paragraph)Adelaide nodded.  


Anne then hurried into her room. While Anne was finishing packing, Adelaide opened the inside of one of the purple pillows on her bed and took out a small, but extremely thick and heavy leather black book, which she placed in her skirt pocket. Weeks before when she had been searching through the wooden box that her godmother had given to her, she had found the book. It contained pages of elementary spells that Adelaide had been trying to learn, and it was the perfect size for traveling.

Anne returned, out of breath, with two hooded brown capes  and two pairs of wool stockings and matching boots. “These are from my mother, to keep out the cold,” Anne said as she helped Adelaide fasten the cloak around her shoulders. “We’re going to need them in the snow,” she reasoned, and Adelaide couldn’t help but smile. Snow… she had only ever seen snow from the high height of her tower window. 


After making sure that they had the keys to her room, Adelaide and Anne began to hurry down the stairs, hearing the door lock behind them with a finalizing snap. They paused at the open archway that let to the main hall. Anne checked to see if the coast was clear. Fortunately, no one was in sight. As they ran down the hallway, (running might be a tad obvious, don’t you think?) they made sure to keep their heads bent meekly downward. Anne led the way and she stopped half-way down the corridor. 


“There is a shortcut to Merchant Square that will get us out of the castle. We’ll have to travel through this door and into the servant passages,” she explained as she pushed on the handle. 


Adelaide nodded and followed Anne into a dark, musty passage. Her nose wrinkled as the dank smell of rotting cabbages and other unmentionable odors hit her senses with full force. The stone walls were wet and there was an inch of brown water on the floor. Adelaide picked up the coarse fabric of her skirt as she tip-toed carefully through the liquid, water soaking into her shoes. The smell grew stronger as they made their way farther into the passage.


“Do your clothes always get soaked with this water?” Adelaide asked as they sloshed down the hallway. 


Anne paused and turned around to look Adelaide in the face. Her blue eyes twinkled as she said with an amused laugh, “It’s not water.”


Adelaide’s dark red lips dropped open and she felt a scream welling up inside her chest. Just before she could let out a piercing cry Anne clamped her hands over Adelaide’s mouth and pulled her into a niche in the wall.

“What was that for?” hissed Adelaide, her steel eyes flashing dangerously. 
Anne hushed her and motioned for her to get down and keep her voice low. Somewhat annoyed, Adelaide crouched down, her knees cracking as she bent low. They held their breath as Adelaide strained her ears to hear what Anne was so worried about.


After countless minutes of waiting in the dark, Adelaide made to stand up, frustrated, opening her mouth to scold Anne for wasting their precious time, but the girl pushed her back down. She put an urgent finger to her lips and suddenly the ground began to tremble. A pebble that was inches from Adelaide’s clogs began to bounce off the stone floor, clicking against the rough, wet rocks. The pit of Adelaide’s stomach tightened into a knot. The trembling turned to pounding as the sound grew louder. She could feel Anne shaking next to her. As the noise grew closer, they could make out a low rumble of voices. 


“We have been ordered to arrest Anne of Dublin for the attempted murder of King Henry Blake the Twelfth,” a deep voice instructed. “Our job is also to put Princess Adelaide under house arrest as a suspected accomplice. Other voices chorused in “Hurrahs”. The two girls leaned closer to the floor as they saw the black boots of the Queen’s foot soldiers stomp past them. The soldiers’ feet sloshed through the murky water, flecking drops of waste onto Adelaide’s tan cheeks. With a grunt of disgust, Adelaide wiped off the water with the back of her hand. The sound of footsteps faded and then Adelaide heard the servant passage door slam shut. She stood up slowly, brushing the dirt off her skirt. Anne had already poked her head out of their hiding spot, checking to see if the coast was clear. . (Wait… they’re all so heavy that their steps shake the ground? Or there are so many of them that their steps shake the ground? That seems a bit implausible, especially since they are looking for only two people… wouldn’t a small group of soldiers get the job done more efficiently, raising less general havoc? Plus then Vicky wouldn’t have to pay/feed/shelter a giant army)

“It will take them days of siege on your chamber to find out that we are not there, Addy,” Anne said softly to the shocked princess. 


Adelaide nodded. The chamber would open to no one except Anne and herself, and only still if they were together. Suddenly, Anne took the red vial from her pocket and hurled it with all her might into the wall of their hiding spot. The vial shattered with a crash, splintering into a million shards of glass, the red liquid seeping into the rocks and disappearing. The sound of breaking glass brought Adelaide back to her senses. She grimaced but didn’t object. She knew they had plenty of the liquid. It ran in their veins. Now to open the bedchamber door the guards would have to catch both of them and even then, Adelaide decided, she would never give up her secret.


The question she was about to raise earlier surfaced again at the back of her mind. Before they set off back down the hallway Adelaide grabbed Anne’s shoulder and said sharply in her ear, “Why did we have to hide? We don’t even look like ourselves.”


Anne shrugged off Adelaide’s hand and turned to face the princess. “If you spoke, Addy, our plan would fall to pieces. You still have you same voice and strangely colored eyes. You call too much attention to us already. No one except you has grey eyes.” She said pointedly, staring at her, “My job right now is to get you out of here safely and frivolous wanton to walk about in public without being noticed cannot be acceptable. Therefore, I suggest you put the hood of you cape up and not utter another word until we are beyond the palace walls.” (Go Anne! XD)

What gall this girl has, Adelaide thought, stunned. She’s ordering me around. But Adelaide knew better than to argue. Anne was right. Begrudgingly, Adelaide pulled the hood over her black hair, shading her eyes from any curious onlooker. She nodded and Anne turned back to the task at hand, a satisfied grin enveloping her chubby face. She set off at a hurried gait and Adelaide followed quickly behind her.


In the echoing silence of the stone walls, Adelaide’s mind was traveling at a mile a minute. How could they accuse Anne and me  of  treason, pondered the princess, her tan brow creasing with worry. The queen must have known that we thought something was amiss. But this questions like the many others that had been surfacing in her mind ever since Lena had arrived remained unanswered. Frustrated and resigned that she wouldn’t be able to answer those questions, especially when she was ankle deep in the rank water, Adelaide then turned to a more pressing problem: where were they going to stay?


Adelaide was so deep in thought that she almost crashed into Anne, who had come to a complete stop at a wood, metal-decorated door with a wooden bar over it. “I can’t lift this by myself,” Anne mused, testing the weight of the board with her fingers. 

Adelaide came to stand next to her, “That’s what I’m here for,” she said in a very low whisper, putting her hands under the bar.

Anne smiled at her friend. Adelaide grinned back and made sure her hands were flush against the rough splintered wood. “On three,” Anne said, putting her hands under the bar, “One, two, THREE,” the two girls grunted. Adelaide braced her feet against the wedges in the stones, pushing upwards with all her might. Her hand ached as the wood bit into her palms. Suddenly, she felt the bar give. It swung upward and fell with a bang on the wall. The two girls were catapulted into the door where they lay in a heap. Adelaide raised her head, sweat droplets snaking down from her brow. A shadow fell on her and she looked up to see Anne offering her hand. Gladly, Adelaide took it and was pulled to her feet. She was still shaking when Anne pulled the door open. 

The two stepped into the blindingly white sunlight that illuminated Merchant Square. Adelaide closed her eyes and breathed in a long breath of the crisp air. She could smell the wintry odor of burning wood and evergreen trees mixed with hot spices and ginger from the marketplace. Her ears were bombarded with merchants yelling their wares and carts rumbling down the cobbled paths. She looked around, awestruck as a barrage of colors and sharp sounds took over her senses. The cold air on her face reminded her of the danger of letting anyone see her eyes and Adelaide quickly pulled her hood down over face.

“This way,” Anne said as she strode out down the path. “Stay close,” she reminded Adelaide, and the princess hurried to catch up. The two girls wove in and out of the tide of villagers bartering for goods and selling their wares. One woman shoved a half-plucked goose in Adelaide’s face, asking her if she would like to purchase it. Before Adelaide could answer with a disgusted shriek, a man holding armfuls of shining jewels pulled her towards his wagon.

“This amber necklace will go lovely with your skin miss,” he cooed, holding up a silver chain with a single stone up to her neck. 

“It is quite beautiful,” she confessed, blushing. The man gave her a crooked toothy grin.

Anne grabbed her arm and roughly pulled her away. “I’m sorry sir, but that color will blend  right in with her skin. Thanks.” 

The man winked at her, “I bet I can find you something pretty to go with your face. A ruby perhaps?”

Anne turned a deeper red, “Go about your business, for you will have none of ours.”

She took Adelaide by the wrist and pulled her away from the merchants. The man stood for a moment calling after her. Once he figured that Adelaide was a lost cause, he took his jewels and haggled another potential buyer.

“Goes nice with my face, indeed,” Anne muttered under her breath. “Don’t talk to them Addy. And I said, stay close,” Anne hissed again as she pulled Adelaide through a crowd of peasants. The marketplace was very busy today. Countless carts stacked with goods ranging from silk and ribbons to chestnuts and brandy bottles stood side by side in the plaza. The colors in the market were so blindingly bright and gaudy Adelaide had to shade her eyes. She couldn’t help but stare and gawk as a flamethrower swallowed fire in front of a square full of onlookers.  She had never been outside of the castle itself and the sights of the city entranced her.

“Keep up,” Anne ordered again still pulling the princess along as Adelaide became mesmerized by a man who was swallowing fire. Suddenly, Anne stopped and Adelaide crashed into her. Still with her hood pulled over her eyes, Adelaide glanced upwards. (New paragraph) Standing four feet in front of them was the queen herself with  Lena Stidcrest in tow. Adelaide was about to look away when she saw something that caused her stomach to do a flip-flop.  Lena’s straight brown hair was streaked with bright red, frizzy curls. As the girl and queen walked by them, a large chunk of Lena’s red hair fell out onto the brick road. When they directly  passed them, Adelaide bent her head low and she and Anne curtsied. The two companions kept on their path without as much as a glance their way. Once they had disappeared into the crowd, Adelaide kneeled and picked up the hair, stowing it safely in her pocket for later.

Anne gave her a quizzical look before turning back and walking towards the large metal gate in front of the drawbridge.


Two guards dressed in steel armor  and red colored jerkins stood guard in front of the gate. At the chime of the giant city clock, the two began to lower the iron doorway. Anne rushed up to the first soldier, Adelaide chasing after her. Her maid reached him out of breath, “Please, kind sir, open the gate, my companion and I must go to the village.”


“You’ll have to wait just like everyone else, servant scum,” the man spat between his gapped teeth.


How dare he speak to Anne like that, thought Adelaide, infuriated. She pushed Anne out of the way as the guards chuckled. She threw back her hood and stared at the brute guard indignantly. “My protégé and I request passage and you deny it. Apologize and let us through, you terrible wall dogs.”


The soldier looked mesmerized. In a mechanical voice, he said, “Forgive me madam, just trying to do my job.” The other soldier looked confused. With that, the spellbound guard signaled for his friend to open the drawbridge. The man moved and turned a giant wooden wheel. The gate creaked open.


With her nose high in the air, Adelaide pulled her hood over her face and marched onto the wooden walkway. She heard the guard close the gate after them, the other still in a daze. Moments later, the bewitched man would awaken, not remembering anything except for closing the gate at the proper time. His companion would never look at him the same way.


There was a joyous bounce in Adelaide’s step as she neared the edge of the boardwalk. The landscape in front of her was absolutely breathtaking. The sun had caused some of the snow to melt and she gazed at the half-snow half-mud panorama. A narrow foot path  wound down the countryside, barren but for a few snow-covered houses. The sky was a brilliant, robin’s egg blue with a speckling of puffy white clouds. Behind the two girls was the  fifty- foot concrete wall that encircled the city of Magnifica. The gray turrets of the palace rose in swirls toward the sky. Every window was lit with a single white candle to keep away dark spirits. However, Adelaide could see a dark black candle burning in her stepmother’s apartments. She shrank with surprise. A dark candle is only used for  evildoing. The black candle is the mark of a dark sorceress. (Um… leaving my rant about “evil” characters being aware of their evil-ness on the side, it doesn’t seem like such a good idea for her to broadcast to the world that she’s an evil sorceress. Besides, I don’t see how the color of your candle makes you anything.)

Adelaide turned quickly and walked off the wood planks into a deep pool of brown mud. Her slippers were sucked into the goo and she backed up onto the walkway, almost tripping over Anne who was pulling boots over her feet. Without a word, the servant girl shoved the backpack at Adelaide and marched down the path. What’s her problem? Adelaide thought grumpily as Anne stormed away. She pulled the leather boots onto her feet and hurried after the girl.


“Where are we going?” she asked, running to keep up with Anne’s long strides.


Without looking at her mistress, Anne replied, “My mother’s house. It’s half a day’s walk. We’ll arrive at about a little after sunset.” With that said, the two companions set off into the noonday sun, skirting the snow-covered hills. As the two traveled, the sun rose in the sky and then began to set. Night fell, the dark velvet sky scattered with white stars.


Anne and Adelaide reached Anne’s mother’s house just as the crickers, harmonica sounding beetles, began their orchestra. Before knocking on the door, they peeled off the last pieces of their disguises, which had begun to fade and slip loosely from their skin. They took the remnants of their disguises: clumps of hair and wrinkly skin, and buried it all behind the house in the new, wet mud. (I don’t think the ground would be very soft unless all the snow had melted… quite the opposite, in fact. But it’s been a looong time since I lived anywhere with snow, so what do I know? XD) Adelaide’s nose had wrinkled in disgust at the thought of getting her immaculate hands(After traveling through the mud all day, she still has immaculate hands? Wow.) dirty, so Anne did all the work. Anne’s fingernails were full of dirt by the time she had filled in the hole. She wiped her hands on her apron, sweat pouring down her red face. 

The girl shot the princess a sharp look, “You could have done something.”

Adelaide just shrugged, “You didn’t ask for my help. And you could’ve just used the shovel over there.”

“What shovel?”

Adelaide pointed at the spade that leaned against the door. “Why didn’t you say something before?” Anne asked, brushing the palms of her hand across her forehead.

Adelaide shrugged, looking around them. “We should go inside. I don’t like the looks of this place.” (That’s Anne’s mother’s house she’s talking about there. Isn’t that a tad rude?)
Anne sighed, exasperated, and pushed ahead of the princess. Adelaide kept her hood up over her wavy blond hair as Anne knocked on the roughly-cut wooden door.


The hinges creaked open, revealing a woman with frizzy red hair and a pale, heavy-set face. Her eyes went from wary to happy when she saw her daughter standing in front of her.


“Anne!” she exclaimed, taking the girl into her arms. While the mother and daughter were having a heartfelt reunion, Adelaide slipped inside and shut the door behind the three.

“How are you?” she cried and Anne answered all of the usual questions.


“And who may this be? Anne, where are your manners?” asked Anne’s mother, turning to Adelaide, her eyes twinkling with unshed tears.


“This is Addy,” Anne said quickly. Adelaide kept her hood up but shook Ms. Dublin’s outstretched hand.


“Pleasure to meet you, Addy. Anne’s friends are always welcome here. Come in, come in,” she ushered them into the dirt floor, two-room cabin. “You can go into Anne’s old quarters. I’ll prepare some tea.”


The girls thanked Ms. Dublin and went through a bearskin flap into a smaller, cramped room with a fire hole, a chair, and a cot. Anne sat on the straw bed and Adelaide sat in the chair, keeping her hood up. Miss Dublin entered with two steaming mugs of tea and after giving Anne a quick peck on the cheek, the woman smiled at the two girls and then went back into her room.


Adelaide gently placed her cup on the ground and took off her mud soaked boots, placing them next to the fire to dry. She threw her cape off and sipped deeply from the cup. The earthy taste almost made her spit the water out, but it was hot and warmed her frozen limbs. She was about to take another sip when she saw Anne staring at her with a half-angry, half-fearful look pasted on her face.

(Indent)“What’s the matter, Anne?”  Adelaide asked, placing the cup down on the floor.


(Indent)Anne hesitated.  Finally she whispered, staring at Adelaide with wide eyes, her voice accusatory, “You’re a Watcher, aren’t you?”. Adelaide said nothing and kept looking into the fire


“I always knew there was something different about you. Legend has it that a watcher’s eyes are as grey and shiny as steel. They say that watchers have powers beyond those of fifth degree witches and sorcerers. It has been years since Magnifica had a Watcher,” she paused, looking down into the brown liquid of her mug. “They are so rare. I just thought that those stories were old legends, meant to scare little kids when they did something bad,” she continued quietly, her eyes curious. “After you mesmerized the guards, I knew for sure you had been chosen.” (Why did she get angry, then? Seems like the wrong reaction, and she doesn’t give a reason why this should upset her. Startle her, sure, but not upset her.)

Adelaide watched the steam curling off the brown liquid in her cup. She looked back into Anne’s earnest eyes and knew she couldn’t lie to her. “What you say is true,” replied Adelaide. She put her hand into her skirt pocket and came up with the small, black,  leather-bound book she had taken from her chamber earlier that day. Anne stood up from the cot and walked slowly over to Adelaide. The princess watched as Anne traced the grey eye emblazoned on the cover with her fingertip.


“It’s a history book of sorts,” Adelaide explained, opening the cover. “It tells of the duties of a Watcher and how to become one. It also has a bunch of elementary spells in it. Before the White Witch came I had no idea that I had magic at all. She told me everything and tried to teach me. But when she was exiled, I was forced to learn everything myself. Most of my magic used to happen on accident. Even now, I sometimes have trouble controlling it. Today, for example, I was so angry at that insolent guard that I forgot myself. I told him off, but I didn’t mean to mesmerize him. But the second our eyes met, he was under my power.”


Anne shuddered, “So did we flee the palace from the queen, or are we looking for something?”


“Well, originally I was planning on escaping sometime before my wedding to go and find the White Witch, but after Queen Victoria tried to poison my father and me, there was no telling what she would do next. We had to leave because by just staying, there we were risking our lives. Now that he is alone with her, there’s no telling what she will do, but the disease has made him far different from the father I remember. I lost hope for him long ago, but maybe if we find my godmother in time she can help us overthrow the queen and save the king,” Adelaide paused before continuing. “I also think Queen is cooking something up, something bigger,” Adelaide said slowly.


She reached into her skirt pocket and withdrew a red clump of hair in her hand. “When the queen was walking in town today with Lena, streaks of frizzy hair were falling off of her head. She was shedding, like we did when we took off our disguises.” Adelaide picked up the hair and compared it to Anne’s. The strands were identical. Anne gasped in surprise.


“Very strange, indeed,” Adelaide muttered, running her thumb over the tight red waves of hair in the palm of her hand. 


“We can’t hide out here forever,” Anne said. “They’re bound to come looking for us eventually, and I refuse to put my mother in danger.”


“I know, Anne,” Adelaide said softly. “Once we’ve collected enough supplies and maybe a map or two, we’ll set off to the Mirage Mountains. We have little choice of going elsewhere. And she’s the only one with enough power to help me complete my transformation in becoming a Watcher and find out what the queen is planning.”


Anne nodded and Adelaide stowed the hair inside the front cover of her spell book. Suddenly, Adelaide heard a gasp and a shuffling of feet near the door. Anne stepped towards the flap and yanked the brown cloth open. Her mother stood there with her ear against the wooden frame, her green eyes wide. Adelaide stood behind Anne, her golden curls illuminated by the fire. The moment the poor peasant woman saw the princess, she gasped again and dropped to her knees, her head bent low.


“I-I apologize, Your Highness. I did not see you or recognize you with your hood on,” the poor woman was trembling. 


Adelaide replied, “That’s fine, get up, get up.” She glanced out the window to make sure no one was watching. She pulled the raggedy curtains over the glass. Adelaide turned and spoke to Miss Dublin in a hushed voice. “I’m sorry to impose on you in such dire circumstances, Miss Dublin. By coming here we have put you in unnecessary danger, but we need your help. Do you have any maps of Magnifica and the entire Upper Ground?”


Miss Dublin opened her mouth but she could not speak. Anne spoke for her, “My father was a mapmaker before her died.(Well, that’s convenient) Mother, where did you put his maps?”


Miss Dublin had come back to her senses and said, “I’ve kept them in the chest over there.” She quickly walked over to an  iron-bound and locked chest. She pulled an antique key on a silver chain from around her neck and knelt on the floor. 


Her hands shook as she fiddled with the rusted lock. Adelaide turned to Anne and said, “I’m so sorry about your father.”


Anne shrugged, “It’s okay Addy, he died a long time ago.”


Adelaide could see the pain in Anne’s sad smile. “How’d it happen?” she asked.


“He was called to fight in the Fool’s War. He died during the final battle, run through by the enemy with a pike,” she answered, her voice stiff.


Adelaide shuddered, remembering the dreadful war that had happened five or six years back. Some farms still hadn’t recovered. A group of Maylucks, free warriors of the plains, had come together and decided to plunder the outlying villages of Magnifica for food and slaves. The king, Adelaide’s father, decided to pursue to thieves and he sent an army of 3,000 strong to seek revenge. Sadly, the soldiers were led into a trap. Of the 3,000, less than 100 men survived. It was truly a fool’s war.


Miss Dublin brought Adelaide out of her thoughts. “Here are the maps of Upper Ground. I hope they help you, Your Majesty.”


Adelaide accepted them gratefully and said, “Thank you, Miss Dublin, your kindness shall be repaid. And please, call me Addy.” She continued, “Anne and I will leave at daybreak tomorrow. It’s best if we get our rest.”


Adelaide smiled, and then returned to her room with Anne in close pursuit. Anne offered her a wool blanket and Adelaide took it and curled up in the chair. The fire was slowly  dying (I think), the embers glowing a faint yellow. She heard Anne lay down on her cot. Moments later, Anne’s heavy snores filled the room and Adelaide felt her eyelids getting heavy. The fire sputtered out and Adelaide closed her eyes. This is going to be the best night of sleep I will have since Lena first arrived at the palace, she thought drowsily. Soon, she too was asleep.

Chapter Fourteen


The view looks different from here, thought Adelaide. She took a deep breath. The scent of the air was a mixture of mint-smelling pine trees and a faint hint of cow dung, not quite a well blended smell, but it was far different than anything she smelled before. The orange sun was just beginning to rise over the bare trees, flooding the blue horizon with light.


Adelaide smoothed out her new, black woven skirt. Miss Dublin was a highly respected weaver in the village and had stayed up all night preparing a pack for them. (She got a whole skirt done in one night? Quite the weaver indeed XD) Adelaide still had her mud-streaked boots on, even though Anne’s mother insisted on taking a new pair. Adelaide thought they were the most comfortable shoes she had ever worn. She waited patiently outside while Anne bid farewell to her mother. Adelaide could hear Anne’s words through the thin clay walls.


“Mother, the soldiers will probably come here to search for us. I need you to go to the rim of Magnifica and stay with Uncle Peter. He and his family will be very happy to see you. The sooner you leave, the better. Tell no one we were here,” Anne said, urgency making her voice sound fast and high. 


Her mother nodded and clutched Anne to her bosom. “Be careful, my dear,” she whispered, tears leaking from her eyes.


Adelaide no longer strained her ears to listen to them. She didn’t need to hear the sound she didn’t want to recognize. (Eh? This sentence confused me a bit.) Everything was amplified in her mind. She still didn’t know how to control all aspects of her power, at least not yet.


Anne emerged from the cottage, a brown sack identical to the one on Adelaide carried back in her hand. She hefted it onto her shoulder and stared at Adelaide with expectant green eyes. Side by side the two began trudging down the wet, dirt road. Adelaide watched her boots sink into the mucky brown mud with each step. Her feet made sucking noises as she pulled them out carefully. The path led them to the top of a small hill about  twenty-five yards away from Anne’s old home. The two girls turned and waved at Miss Dublin, who stood in the doorway.


“Your mom was very kind to take us in,” Adelaide said as she waved a pale hand in Miss Dublin’s direction.


Anne nodded, still waving, “She worries about me. I’m her only child.”


Adelaide let her hand fall to her side and looked at her servant. There was such love written in Anne’s pained eyes. Adelaide felt a stab of jealousy, the same feeling she felt when she had first seen mother and daughter embrace. Well, it was more like her heart was aching. Something, somewhere in her soul was a large black hole that only a certain mother’s love could fill. No, Queen Victoria was not the one she thought of. No, not that cruel, cold-hearted woman who loved mushrooms. (Mushrooms? That’s a little random)
It was her birth mother she wanted to see again. Every time she saw mothers and daughters together, she felt the part of herself she was missing grow bigger. The sad truth was that she would never be able to make the pain go away. Her mother was dead. She died when Adelaide had been six years old. She fell sick with Menthora, the sleeping death. One night she fell asleep and never woke up. The physicians could not even explain the cause, but Adelaide knew that her mom, Queen Eleanor, died from a broken heart. (What broke her heart?)

A single tear dripped down Adelaide’s face (Another single emo tear of DOOM moment… eh, do with it what you wish) and she wiped it away with the back of her hand, the memories stinging the insides of her eyes like a hoard of bees. Her father took little time to grieve. Once her mother had been buried in the traditional royal stone crypt under the dungeons, he married Victoria. The ice queen had been Eleanor’s lady in waiting and King Phillip’s secret mistress. (Which King Phillip is this? The king of Magnifica was Henry, right?) That miserable old hag couldn’t hold a candle to Eleanor in  beauty  or compassion. . And look at where she has gotten you, father, Adelaide said to herself. Queen Victoria nearly killed you, after you caused your own wife’s death. Bad karma, she thought as she trudged down the hill. (Isn’t karma a part of culture and religion in our world? How did it work its way into this one?)

Even though Adelaide had been young when her mother died, she still remembered her face as vividly as if she had seen her yesterday. Eleanor had been gorgeous. She had pale blond hair as light and soft as a pixrie’s wings. She was lean and moved gracefully, like a swan. Her blue eyes were the color of the sky at daybreak, and her skin a frothy (? I don’t know if my vocabulary is correct, but that word always makes me think either foaming at the mouth or Starbucks Coffee. XD ) white. 


Anne’s voice brought Adelaide back to the present. “Addy, we should set off soon. I’ve a suspicion that the soldiers will start looking for us.” They still stood on top of the snow bank, Miss Dublin watching them worriedly, shooing them off with her hands.


Adelaide nodded. With one last glance behind her at Miss Dublin, she began to walk cautiously down the hill. She picked her way through the hardened snow, Anne beside her, doing the same. The hill was surprisingly steep and long, sloping down into a valley below them. 

Adelaide gulped as she looked down below her. If there was one thing the princess was afraid of, it was heights. She could not take her eyes off the snowy slope that ended in a mud pit. Anne was in front of her, carefully picking her way down the slope when suddenly Adelaide stepped on a piece of hidden ice and slipped. She fell flat on her back, looking up at the sky. Her foot was caught, entangled in a small branchroot under the snow. She felt the plant unwind itself from her leg and all of a sudden she was sliding down the mountain. 

Hearing the commotion, Anne turned around just in time to see Her Royal Highness flying down the hill towards her. As Adelaide rolled by, Anne attempted to take hold of her cloak, to stop her, but Adelaide had too much momentum. Anne was pulled after the princess and soon the two girls were tumbling down the hill. Adelaide felt her back hit a bump in the path, probably either a rather large rock or a branchroot hole. She was spun around and began to roll down towards the bottom of the hill. All she could see was a kaleidoscope of colors from her clothes, the icy ground and the sky as she continued her rampage.

Suddenly, she felt herself fall off the edge of the hill and land, with a loud thump and then a squish, on her royal face. She felt the mud pull at her clothes, hair, and head as she pushed herself upright. Out of nowhere, a shadow fell over her and Adelaide looked up just in time to see Anne flying through the air and land on her rump with a loud splash next to Adelaide. The princess covered her eyes as a spattering of cold, wet mud hit her on her face. Wiping the new mud off her eyelids, she looked at Anne.

Anne looked absolutely ridiculous. The poor girl’s hood had fallen off and her hair had frizzed out, with small bits of snow and brambles stuck out at out ends. Her cloak was muddied and a smear of mud had made its way above her lip, making her look like a middle-aged man. Anne looked at Adelaide, a similar surprised expression on her mud streaked face; how often did you ever see a princess covered head to toe in mud?

Adelaide felt an unfamiliar sensation well up in her chest. Her mouth tickled and suddenly, she began to laugh. Her own sound of laughter was strange to her but it felt good, and soon Anne joined in. Adelaide liked the sound of Anne’s deep laugh and the two continued on until their stomachs hurt and tears were leaking from their eyes. Adelaide hadn’t laughed in so long that she had forgotten how good it felt. (Really? My memory may be poor, but I could have sworn they were laughing about getting out of the Extremely Late Light Lunch about two or three chapters ago. *shrugs*) 
Anne gasped between chortles, “I haven’t rolled down a hill in who knows how long.”

Addy nodded in agreement, wiping the corners of her eyes with the back of her muddied hand, “I’ve never even rolled down a hill before.”

Anne stopped laughing, pity and concern making its way into her face, “Well, I guess this will be a journey of first experiences,” she said somberly. Adelaide’s face broke into a wide smile. Anne stood up and offered Adelaide a dirt-streaked hand.

Adelaide grasped it with hers and felt the mud pulling at her clothes as she was hauled to her feet. The wet clay that decorated her face was drying in the heat of the midday sun. 

“Do you know any spells that will take this filth off of us?” Anne asked, her eyes wide and curious.

“I’ll check,” she replied, laying down her pack and searching through the food and clothing in it. She shuffled through everything but try as she may, she couldn’t locate her small, leather-bound book. A worried look creased her brow as she frantically searched through the sack, pulling out everything and throwing it on the ground.

“Where is it?” she said, panicking, putting her mud-dried head into the empty pack.

“It may have fallen out when we fell down the hill,” Anne said softly as she stood next to her friend. She put a light hand on Adelaide’s shoulder.

“I have to find it,” Adelaide spat, shrugging Anne’s hand off and she stalked back to the pool of mud. She sloshed through the dirt, wiping her hands through the puddle. She dug through the more dry areas until her fingernails were cracked and bloodied. But her search was to no avail. She was about to give up when a bright blue glow caught the corner of her eye, emanating from a mound of snow a dozen feet from where she stood. Adelaide scrambled through the snow towards it, her cloak fluttering behind her and her blond hair highlighted with mud. (Wouldn’t mud make blond hair darker?) Her eyes were glowing silver, making her look like a mad-woman. The glow grew stronger and Adelaide dug her fingers into the melting sheet. The hardened icy crystals ripped at  the tender flesh on her fingertips but she paid the pain no mind. Suddenly, she saw the glowing outline of a grey eye and brushed the rest of the snow off. Once her hand connected with the book, the light from her eyes and the leaflet (Once again, I’m pretty sure a leaflet is only a few pages long) faded. She half-ran half-slid back down the hill and jumped over the mud puddle gleefully. Her hands were shaking when she reached Anne.

“I was so afraid I’d lost it,” she explained, paging through the old pieces of parchment. The book wasn’t even wet from being buried under a foot of snow. Adelaide shuffled through the spells until she came to one marked “Mud Vanisher, just recite the passage and your mud will vanish.”

Adelaide smiled and stared at the words. She closed her eyes and said in a powerful voice, “Mud is wet

                            Mud is thick



    Make it leave



    Very Quick.”

She opened her eyes to see a bright white light flood the valley. Anne was staring with wide eyes at Adelaide. The princess looked down but she was still covered in mud. Anne was too. Then why is Anne staring at me as though she’s seen a ghost? Adelaide thought.

Finally, Anne said, “I think you banished mud from Magnifica.” She pointed behind Adelaide and she turned. The mud pool they had fell into was gone, grass and flowers standing in its place.

“We need to find a stream to wash ourselves in, (In the dead of winter? They’ll pretty much freeze to death, won’t they?)” Anne reasoned. Adelaide agreed and packed the rest of her strewn items into her bag. Anne pulled the maps her mother had given them out of her sack and laid them out on the dry ground.

Adelaide knelt beside her. She stared at the map in awe. Adelaide had lived her whole life in a palace full of maps but she had never seen one as beautifully drawn and detailed  as the one Anne was studying. Adelaide moved her eyes from the map to the panorama in front of them. A winding dusty road stretched on in front of them, bordered with no snow but tall grass and beautiful wildflowers. The grass itself was taller than Anne, the stalks reaching towards the azure sky.

“We’re here,” Adelaide said, pointing at the base of a hill called Slippery Slope with her knife. “If we follow Roland Road,” she said, moving her knife towards the picture identical to the actual one Adelaide had seen moments before, “then we’re bound to end up at Lolling Stream,” she finished, following the snaking river where the road ended with the knife’s sharp tip.

“Sounds good to me,” Anne agreed. “We should head off now so we can reach the edge of Magnifica by nightfall.”

Adelaide rose to her feet and hefted her pack up on one shoulder. Anne put the maps away and set off down the road. Adelaide followed, the two companions disappearing behind a bend in the road. While Adelaide marched behind Anne, she thought she felt the ground rumble under her feet. I’m just scaring myself, Adelaide thought, and ran to keep next to Anne.

“Did you feel that?” Adelaide asked, pulling on Anne’s sleeve.

“Feel what?” Anne replied, still walking.

Adelaide opened her mouth to answer when the ground they stood on shook violently, causing the two girls to land on the ground with a thump.

“It’s the soldiers,” Anne said, her eyes wide with fear 
The color drained from Adelaide’s face. The two girls scrambled to their feet and began to run down the path, skirting the grass and wildflowers. The rumbling grew louder, gaining on them. Adelaide could feel sharp pains pounding in her chest, her breath coming up short and raspy. Suddenly, a booming voice vibrated in their eardrums.

“You there, travelers, halt,” the voice ordered and the girls stopped in their tracks.

“They’ve caught us,” Adelaide gasped.

Anne said nothing, and Adelaide pulled her Watcher knife soundlessly out of her pocket and hide it among the folds of her skirt.

“Now,” the voice continued, “turn around so I can get a better look at the two of you.”

The girls did what he commanded. Adelaide squeezed her eyes tightly in fear, expecting to see the entire King’s infantry in front of them, ready to lead them away in shackles, bound for the dungeons or worse. Startled, she looked around. The path was empty, with the exception of Anne who was just as confused.

“Show yourself,” Anne shouted. She meant to sound brave, but her voice wavered.

“But I am,” rumbled the voice. It sounded like the ground was speaking. Adelaide looked downwards and almost jumped back in surprise. A man’s face was carved into the stone beneath their feet.

“Aren’t you a feisty Watcher,” the mouth moved, its coal black eyes staring at the two girls curiously.

 It cackled at the startled face of Adelaide. “How did you know I’m a Watcher?” she asked, dumbfounded. 

“The moment your feet touched my road, you woke me from my  thousand-year slumber. Many feet have trodden on my path, but I have been waiting for you,” he explained.

“Who are you, I mean, what are you?” Anne asked. “Not to be rude or anything,” she added, clearing her throat. Her eyes were mesmerized by the aged face etched in the stone.

“Oh, where have my manners gone?” chided the face, “My name is Roland, the magic road, at you service. And why, may I ask, are you, a Watcher, and you, her companion, gracing me with the honor of having your feet walk on top of me?” Roland said, his mouth curling into a smile.

“Well,” Adelaide began, “it’s quite a long story.”

“Well,” answered Roland, “I’m quite a long road.” (XD. That is kind of pure awesome.)
“You must keep in confidence everything we tell you,” interrupted Anne. 

 “Youngling,” Roland replied, “I was made to serve the Watcher and the Watcher only. The moment you two leave my road, I must go back into my slumber. I will be as silent as stone,” chuckled Roland. The ground beneath their feet began to move by itself slowly. 

“You may take a seat, rest your tired limbs, and tell me this story of yours,” Roland said. “I have magic, maybe not as powerful as yours,” he added, looking at Adelaide, “but power all the same. It makes the road move itself so we will reach the Lolling Stream in no time at all.”

Anne and Adelaide exchanged glances before settling down into an  Indian-style (And while I’m at it, I think that’s also a phrase that would only be known in our world) position. What choice do we have, though Adelaide, spreading out her mud-covered skirt and clearing her throat. She began her story, starting with the arrival of Lena and ending with the poisoned soup. Anne helped fill in parts that she played a main  role in and Roland listened without saying a word.

When Adelaide finished, Roland’s face stayed expressionless and silent. He bit his stony lips with his teeth. “So you’re traveling to the White Witch,” he finally said, staring at Adelaide.

“Yes, but we don’t know exactly where or how to find her,” Adelaide explained, a mournful look taking over her mud-streaked features. “We were told to go to the Mirage Mountains, but we don’t know how to get there.”

“I have had many a traveler on this road who had spoken of the Witch’s whereabouts. It is rumored that she lives on the mountain’s highest peak. In order to get there, I suggest you travel to the Borderlands. The people there can help you find your way,” Roland said.

Anne shuffled through her pack and pulled out a handful of her father’s maps. “But it’s extremely dangerous trying to pass through those lands. We’ll have to travel through the most horrific types of territory to reach her,” Anne said,  turning through the papers, studying their pictures.

“I know, but if you want to save your father, Magnifica, and the whole Upper Ground kingdom, you must seek her advice and instruction”, Roland emphasized, staring at Adelaide.

Before Anne could protest, Adelaide said, “Tell me what is the fastest way to reach the mountains.”

Roland smiled, his big grey teeth showing through his black mica lips. The road stopped moving and Adelaide looked up. She saw through the tall grass a glimpse of the trickling, sparkling water of Lolling Stream.

“Follow the stream until you reach the edges of Magnifica, the Borderlands. From there, you will know which way to go. Let destiny lead your feet,” he finished.

Anne and Adelaide rose to their feet. Anne packed the maps away and with a smile and a wave set off towards the spring. Adelaide lingered.

“Thank you so much for all your help, Roland. I will surely return and pay you a visit.” She bent down and kissed him on his stony head.

Roland smiled sadly. “That is the one promise a Watcher  has trouble keeping.” With that said, Adelaide stepped off the path, his words haunting her, and Roland melted into the dirt.

Adelaide slowly turned away, slightly confused. Maybe being a Watcher will become harder to bear when my time comes, she thought, worry creasing her brow. She heard Anne calling her.

“Addy, hurry and come get the mud off of you.” With that, Adelaide answered her call.

Chapter Fifteen

Adelaide’s head broke the surface of the water, opening her eyes, and gazing into the glare of the sun. The water felt cool and silky over her bare skin, happy to be free from the tight confines of her maid clothes. (Once again, it’s been almost six years since I’ve been lived a place where it snows, but I can’t help but think she shouldn’t be so delighted. I mean, it’s like thirty degrees out, right?) She put her head back, feeling the water run through her hair, rinsing the caked mud off of her golden locks. She reached her hand down to the bottom of the river, where her toes were sunken into the sand. She picked up a handful of the stream bottom and rubbed the grains against her arm like Anne had instructed her to do. They weren’t going to see soap in a long while. The coarse sand felt hard and rough against her skin, but she knew it was the only way to get the mud out of her pores.

The river was deep, and even though Adelaide stood, the water was up to her shoulders. After she repeated with the sand ritual on her face and through her hair, she opened her eyes and sat in the water, letting the spring’s cool waves wash over her. Anne stood on the side of the bank in dripping wet clothes, washing the mud off Adelaide’s garments in the spring. 

Adelaide wiped the water droplets that formed on her cheeks off her face. She walked across the bottom, feeling the slippery smooth stones rub against her feet. She was about to climb out of the river and pull her clothes on when something slimy grabbed her around the ankle. Adelaide thought it was a piece of seaweed and went to loosen it. She ducked underwater. Her eyes opened and she saw two bulging red eyes staring back at her, a malicious smile of jagged sharp teeth sparkling. It was long and scaly from the waist down, its feet meeting in a large, spiked tail.  Its greasy blank hair fanned out around its human-looking, wrinkled face. It had its hand around her ankle and Adelaide came up to the surface screaming.

“Merk! Help, a merk’s got me!” she yelled in Anne’s direction. 

Anne dropped the clothing she was washing, staring at Adelaide in alarm. Without wasting a moment, the girl jumped to her feet and grabbed Adelaide’s Watcher knife out of the princess’s pack. Adelaide saw her friend dive into the water. The merk’s hold around her ankle tightened as it pulled her back under ferociously. It clamped its other human hand around her mouth. Adelaide tried to pull away from the creature but the merk had the advantage of being able to breathe underwater. Adelaide had lost her air when she screamed and now she slowly lost vision. The last thing she saw was a blurred figure swimming towards her at top speed. 

She woke coughing up seawater with Anne standing above her, her servant’s hair dripping onto her sopping clothes.. Adelaide’s knife sat next to the princess on the large flat rock, spattered with green goo. Adelaide pulled the warm blanket that Anne had put over her, around her shaking figure. 

“What happened?” she croaked, her mouth tasting dry and salty.

Anne looked at her, her eyes brimming with tears and hugged her. “Thank goodness you’re alive, Addy. You had me scared to death.”

“What happened?” Adelaide repeated.

“Well, when I saw that the merk had pulled you under, I dove in after you,” she said, shuddering. “The merk had you and you were unconscious. I swam over and cut off his tail with your knife. The scream he let out was dreadful. He dropped you and I picked you up and swam you to shore. Then I put one of our hunting blankets around you. You were shaking.”

Adelaide looked down and saw a new bandage around Anne’s ankle. “What happened there?” she asked, pointing to the wrap.

“Oh, when I cut its tail off he bit me. It bled a bit, but it’s fine now,” Anne replied, shrugging the question off.

Adelaide stared up at her, a questioning look stealing over her grey eyes. “Why did you save me?” she asked. “You risked your life for me.”

Anne blushed. “Well, that’s what friends do,” Anne replied. “They save each other from merks.”

Adelaide smiled, pulling the blanket around her and stood up. She gave Anne a huge hug. 

“Now, go get dressed, we still have a lot of ground to cover,” Anne said, shooing her off. Adelaide nodded and ran to get her clothes. Anne turned her back to Adelaide, giving her privacy while she changed.   

Adelaide pulled on her damp skirt and tied the thin strings on her bodice. She pulled back her dripping curls in a bun with her blue ribbon and hoisted her sack onto her back. She turned, seeing Anne kneeling on the wet soil, her father’s maps spread around her feet. Adelaide walked up behind her, staring at the crinkled, ink-covered pieces of parchment in front of her friend. She sat down beside Anne, feeling the hard ground against her knees. She gathered her skirt around her and studied the map more carefully, her eyes squinting as she scrutinized the smeared lines.

Anne took a finger and pointed at a thick blue squiggle that snaked around the entirety of the map. Anne traced it with an index finger, “If we want to reach the boundaries of Magnifica, we’ll have to follow the river,” she said, her mouth forming into a thin, grim line.

Adelaide looked back at the calm blue water, feeling a shiver run down her spine. There may be more than merks lurking in the shadows, she thought. She turned back to the map and studied it with more intensity, her grey eyes narrowing, their steel color glinting in the noonday sun. A lock of her blond hair fell in front of her face and she hastily brushed it aside with her hand.

“So, our ultimate destination is there,” Adelaide said, stabbing the mountainous picture with her hand. The moment her skin came in contact with the rough paper, an electric static flew from the paper to her finger. A tingling sensation tickled the tips of her fingers and toes. On the map, a metallic steel line traveled from the witch’s home to the river where the two girls sat. The trail followed the river up to the border until it veered suddenly to the left.

“The map’s showing us the way,” Adelaide whispered, tracing her finger along the line.

“I don’t think it was the map’s doing,” came an answer from behind her. Adelaide turned, seeing Anne, who had fallen backwards. There was a mixture of fear and awe on the girl’s face.

“What?” asked Adelaide sharply.

“Well,” Anne stuttered, “the moment your hand touched the paper your eyes lit up like lantern flies. Just scared me. I only saw you use magic once. I’m not used to it.”

Adelaide retracted her hand from the map and she felt as though the heat she had was being sucked out of her, like a vacuum. The line faded, then disappeared and she heard Anne let out a sigh of relief and stumbled to her feet. Adelaide took the map and put it inside her skirts, careful not to make contact with it. Her clothing had dried and she brushed off the dirt that was stuck to her knees.

“We better stay a safe distance from the water,” Adelaide said, looking at the river with distrusting eyes. She stepped through the prickly grass and made her way to the path. She could hear Anne hurrying behind her. Adelaide took a deep breath, letting the hot, moist air fill her lungs. 

It was absolutely beautiful in the outdoors. The landscape in front of them was hilly, decorated with brown, stubby grass. The dips and climbs of the bare terrain made it hard to see where anything was, but one thing was for certain: there were no trees. Adelaide’s father had ordered all the trees in Magnifica to be cut down, giving more room for farming and agriculture. Strangely, drought and erosion had followed and the outlying fields of Magnifica were abandoned. Only dusty, endless plains filled the panorama. 

The two companions walked in silence, huffing and puffing up the hills of the terrain. The sun began to sink lower in the sky.  Nighttime pests, mainly sing flies, circled around the two girls’ heads. These bugs were so named because of the high melodic buzzing the female’s wings made and the low baritone hum the male’s wings sang. One unlucky fly was batted away from Addy’s curly head with the back of her hand.

Anne was in the same preoccupied state as a fly buzzed noisily in her ear, another’s paper thin wings tickling the skin on her neck. She swatted them away angrily but soon a swarming black cloud of bugs surrounded her. Anne spun in circles waving her arms frantically around her head. The bugs were so many in number that their  black-shelled torsos prevented the golden light of the setting sun from touching her eyes. The angry sound emanating from these insects stung Anne’s eardrums as she clapped her hands over them. A loud cry escaped her lips. She couldn’t tell what was left or right, up or down. Her legs gave out from under her and a sharp pain tore through her head. 

Amidst the darkness and unrelenting noise, a red light came within her vision. The color pulsed, hurting her eyes. Anne closed them, but for some reason she could still see the light as clear and outlined as she had before. It was a single red dot, smaller than the tip of a sharpened quill. The more she focused on it, the larger it became. The pounding noise and darkness slowly receded into this red silence. The brilliant scarlet color enveloped her mind and penetrated deep within her soul. The sharp pain that pulsed behind her eyes dulled. 

A voice, crisp and clear, echoed through the silence, “Anne Dublin, I have come to aid thee in thy quest.” Anne was stunned. She tried to speak but she could not open her mouth, let alone recognize where the rest of her own body was.

“I have recognized you powers. You are friends with the Novice Watcher, are you not?” It asked. “I can grant you powers beyond your dreams, trust me. There are also people who you hold dear in need of protection.”

The offer sounded perfect. “Yes, please, that is all I want,” Anne finally spoke. “We must be careful of the Watcher; she will not understand your presence.” Anne said in a mesmerized tone. 

“Yes dear, but she will know soon she is not the only one who watches,” cackled the voice.

“Wake up,” a second voice said.

“What?” Anne asked

“Anne, wake up, c’mon, please wake up.” Anne lifted her eyelids. Addy’s (Why’s she Addy now? Before, your description always called her Adelaide.) worried face swam in and out of her vision. It looked as though there was a thin film of rippling water between her and the world. Her arms felt like lead and she could barley move the stiff joints in her fingers. She tried to speak, but her tongue was swollen and her lips were cracked. She attempted to lift her head up but it brought  on a sweep of dizziness. She ground her teeth together against the pain and nausea but she could not withstand the darkness that began to cloud her vision. Her world flipped and, weak with fatigue, she slipped into blackness again.

Addy stood above her, horrified, a concerned and fearful furrow in her brow. She placed a hand on her friend’s shaking shoulder. Icy coolness shot through Addy’s arm and she pulled her hand back. It was hot and humid, but her friend was freezing. Anne’s lips had begun to slowly turn from bright red to light purple. Adelaide looked from side to side, frantic. The path on which she kneeled was covered with dusty, pale dirt. The landscape was hilly but barren, with not even as much as a twig in sight. Anne was becoming colder by the minute. 

Addy threw down her pack and pulled off her cloak. She clumsily bundled Anne up in the brown wool. She yanked her spell book out from under her fabric layers and paged through it at a fast pace. Heat, fire, something, she thought as she searched through the worn pieces of paper. Dragon’s breath, instant water, and candle snuffer spells flew past Addy’s eyes until a single leaflet of parchment slipped out of the leather-bound manual and fell to the ground next to her knee. Addy dropped the book and reached down to pick up the paper. Her nails dug into the soft, dry ground as she lifted the sheet towards her eyes. 

The paper was made of a coarse texture, different than the soft smooth pages of her spell book. The edges were charred and black. Addy dusted the sandy soil off of the grainy paper and opened it. In scrawled and barely legible handwriting, the paper read, “Reviving the internal fire”. Addy stopped, confused. As she began to read the spell, something familiar began jogging her memory. Something that had happened in the operation room. Suddenly it clicked. The Witch had placed this in her book on purpose. This was the beginning of curing the mysterious disease that had begun to penetrate Magnifica. Maybe Anne contracted the disease from the merk, Adelaide thought to herself.

Confused and alone, Adelaide looked down at her friend. Anne was freezing, she just needed heat. Internal fire usually had something to do with your life orb (in a Watcher’s case) or heart, Addy thought. At the center of most people’s hearts is a, small  ever-burning eternal flame. This flame heats the heart and keeps blood flowing. Most medicines or potions given to those who are ill or suffering have highly flammable or hot ingredients used to ignite or feed the spark, Addy recited to herself from a long memorized physician’s book she had found in one of the hidden closets in her room. 

Then, the thought struck her like a bolt of lightening. Addy let the sheet fall from her hands as she got up and ran back to Anne’s side. She threw herself across the poor girl’s chest and placed her ear at the center of Anne’s bosom. Addy held her breath and strained her ear against the cold hard surface of Abbe’s frosty skin, waiting for the one sound that would give her hope. The seconds dragged on in silence. Addy sat there for so long that her ear became numb. Tears fell unchecked from the Watcher’s grey eyes as she buried her face against the thin cotton material of Anne’s gown, her tears freezing into small dewdrops as they touched the girl’s skin. 

Just as Addy was about to completely fall apart, she felt a faint thump, no louder than a flutter, near her ear. Addy stopped crying and listened again. The sound, the wonderful pang of Anne’s heart against her thin ribcage caused tears of joy to flow from Addy’s eyes. The heartbeat was weak but her friend was alive. Addy sat back on her heels and wiped the wet salty trails off her cheeks. She was utterly convinced now that it was the disease. Before, when the king had been in his early stages of sickness, a fire mage had been asked to come to the palace to try and cure him. The mage had applied severe heat to the king’s body in hopes of thawing him out. It hadn’t worked, but it was an indication that Anne had similar symptoms.

I have to hurry or she may be lost forever, Addy thought as she scrambled to her feet and picked up the torn manuscript. She unfolded the creased paper and read the words as fast as her eyes could travel across the page. 

“Reviving the eternal fire: In the case that you or anyone finds that their eternal flame is sputtering out, prepare the below potion in a blue Watcher’s bowl over a high flame. Stir in all the ingredients together and then, using a circle shaped funnel, pour the contents into a small hole made with a Watcher knife that is marked with the healing symbols of the eternal flame.”

Addy could feel her own heart grow heavy  and her hopes sink lower as she read the list of ingredients. Not only did she lack the resources, but the ingredients themselves were very rare and fairly impossible to find within Magnifica’s borders,  though illegal trading was not out of the norm at the edges of the country. 

Addy was about to throw the paper aside in disgust when she noticed a smudged line at the end of the instructions. She narrowed her eyes and enlarged her pupils which magnified the ending words. “In case none of the ingredients are available and the patient’s flame is in great danger of extinguishment, in order to prolong the time before the flame sputters out, the follow the following instructions carefully: Take the watcher’s knife and bless it (if you are a Watcher, you know how to do that). Once the knife is blessed take the tip of it and cut an  inch-long incision at the  blue-veined elbow joint on the patient’s left arm. Sprinkle ginger powder (you can find that in the inside folder of the spell book) on the cut. Take a wet piece of cloth and bind the victim’s wound tightly with it. Repeat process each time the cloth dries out.”

Addy reached down and picked up her spell book. She opened up the cover and lifted a leather flap, revealing a small pouch of orange powder. The container was dusty probably from centuries of neglect, but the exotic, spicy smell of ginger tickled her nose when she untied the strings. 

First, I have to bless my knife, she thought, and she felt around her sack for it. Addy tried to remember exactly where Anne had stored the knife after she had killed the merk with it. She emptied all the contents out of her pack. Addy’s mood went from hopeful to  frustrated as she overturned and emptied all of their packs, whose contents were now strewn across the ground. Why was I stupid enough to not grab the knife from the rock? she thought, her head in her hands. She turned to look at her dying friend’s icy face.

“I tried to save you Anne, I really did,” she sobbed, burying her face in Anne’s woolen blanket. Her left hand fell to her side and suddenly something sharp jabbed her finger. Addy lifted her hand and to her surprise, saw bright red blood bubbling out of a cut on her index finger. Dumbfounded, Addy stared as the thin trail of red liquid ran off her finger and onto Anne’s cloak. Half-hidden under the dying girl’s brown folds of fabric, a point of smooth metal glinted in the moonlight. Addy pulled off the cloth and a knife fell out of the folds of Anne’s skirt with a thump. Addy picked it up, ignoring the blood that was pumping out of her finger. It was her knife. Addy nearly jumped up in happiness. Sure enough, at the bottom of the hilt, a single painted grey eye stared back at Addy, the symbol for a Watcher.  

She ran her bloodied finger down the flat silver side of the blade. A blood drop streamed slowly down the tip and across the edge until it stained the hilt. Suddenly, the knife lit up, her blood stains glowing blue on the grey blade. Her blood moved with a life of its own. The drops traveled towards one another until all of the blood that had leaked from her finger was in a small circular blob at the center of the hilt. An invisible hand painted over the flame impression at the hilt with her blood. Suddenly, a white light struck the picture and with a gasp, Addy dropped the knife. Her hand burned with an unimaginable heat, and slowly she opened her clenched fist.

An imprint of the Watcher flame was burned into the center of her palm, her white flesh branded pink. The knife lay on the ground, smoking as it cooled.  The imprint of the flame glowed blue, burning with white-hot heat. Gingerly, she picked up the knife. It was hot but the heat had no  effect on her singed hand.

She rolled up the white sleeve on the left arm of Anne’s dress and placed her burning hand over the girl’s elbow. She could feel the thin piece of ice that had formed on Anne’s skin cracking and slowly melting. Once the ice had dissolved into water, Addy pressed the tip of her knife against Anne’s skin. The knife cut deep into her vein and Addy sliced an opening, an inch long, in her arm. Blood slowly seeped out of the wound and sluggishly soaked into the half-melted ice, turning it scarlet. 

Addy pulled open the drawstrings of the pouch and reached in. She took a pinch of the soft, orange powder and brushed it across the cut with the utmost care. White, fizzing bubbles erupted the moment the ginger touched Anne’s blood. The ice layer on Anne’s body began to melt. A light pink color rose in Anne’s blue-tinged cheeks and Addy could hear the whispering sound of her friend breathing. Addy tore the edge of her dress that had not fully dried from the river and wound it tightly around the fizzing cut. She took the two edges of the wet fabric and tied a secure knot. She stood up and almost collapsed instantly. Exhaustion crept into her muscles and ached in her bones. Resigned, she curled up next to the still unconscious Anne and with one last look at her snoring friend’s face, fell asleep.

Chapter Sixteen

For countless days Addy hovered and fussed over the unconscious Anne, changing and reopening her wound. (Shouldn’t she be taking Anneand going to get those ingredients she needs?) A growing feeling of unease made its way into the pit of her stomach as she watched the  ever-moving sun repeat its daily cycle. She was not strong enough to carry Anne to the outskirts of Magnifica and she knew sooner or later the soldiers would come and find them. The ginger pouch was growing lighter and lighter and Addy knew that soon she would be back where she had started. And Anne’s days were numbered. Adelaide’s magic power was still recovering from each healing session. Although she was growing accustomed to the pain, she did not want to waste energy that both Anne and herself needed.  They were stranded, destined for death or the dungeons, both of which at this point were inescapable. 

Addy stared down at her friend’s face in the noonday sun. Anne’s pallor changed from a white tinge to a rosier shade at different times, but now, even in the baking sun it was stark white. Her breathing came in slow and uneven spurts and a cold sweat had broken across her brow. Addy wiped away a few small droplets of perspiration that had begun to trickle down Anne’s freckled cheek with the back of her hand. Addy sat back on her heels and took a swig from the brown canteen that sat next to her. She gulped greedily as the cool spring water slid down her throat. With the exception of quick runs to the river to fetch more water for herself or Anne, she had not left the poor girl’s side. 

Addy glanced down at her own hands. Her perfectly manicured fingers were covered with dirt. Her nails were broken and bloodied with both her own and Anne’s blood. A raw blister had formed over the burned imprint of the flame in her palm. Her dress was in tatters and her once immaculate blond curls were wild and knotted. Her face was streaked with a mixture of unwashed tears, dirt, blood, and sweat. She was hardly recognizable except for her eyes. Her grey, fearsome eyes still shone with determination and anger. They held her heart and soul. 

The sound of someone singing reached Addy’s ears. Instantly, she sat up and stared at Anne. The maid girl was silent, the sound vanishing as quickly as it came. Addy was not surprised. Anne had spoken in fits of hallucinations that kept her on the borderline of unconsciousness and awareness. It won’t be long before I go crazy myself, Addy thought. She turned and lay on her side, her hair spreading out underneath her head. She closed her eyes and was about to let her body relax when she heard it again. This time, it was the sound of something creaking, like a tree does when it sways in the wind. The problem was, there weren’t any trees. The noise increased in consistency and volume. Addy’s heart sank. The soldiers are here to take us away, she thought. 

Soundlessly, she slid her Watcher knife into her left hand, hiding it between the folds of her skirt. The sun was still at the center of the sky as the noise approached. She covered Anne’s face with the blanket and crouched low to the ground, knife in hand. The noise stopped, but a crunching of boots against the mixture of sand and pebbles followed. A shadow fell across Addy’s face. She looked up ready to pounce. A straw, wide-brimmed hat came into her line of vision. That’s strange… since when did the queen’s soldiers dress like farmers? she thought. The shadow grew larger, moving closer to where the two girls sat. It was tall enough to block out the sun. Addy was still convinced that it was a soldier. It’s a trick, she told herself, and they know we are here. Addy waited for the perfect moment. Just before she could see the owner of the shadow she sprang into the air, landing on top of it. 

“Ouch,” the shadow groaned as the two fell to the ground with a thump. The tip of Addy’s knife pushed against the tan skin at his neck. 

“Who are you?” she demanded. The hat still covered his shadowed face. 

“Jacob Wright,” a deep voice said. In one quick movement she snatched off his hat, exposing his face. She almost fell back in surprise. It was the boy who had winked at her and had then been thrown into the dungeon. The voice did not match how young he actually was. Suddenly another wave of realization struck her, nearly knocking the breath out of her. She recognized his voice and she felt his hard chest beneath her hands and knew that it was also the mystery man who had ran away with her heart at the ball. Coal black eyes set in a deep tanned, slender face, stared back at her, filled with fear. He couldn’t be older than twenty. I must look like a crazy wild woman, she thought, very aware of her scraggly appearance. She stood up and brushed herself off. Warily, he rose to his feet, one hand in front of his face. She looked down to see that her left hand still held her knife pointed in his direction. 

“You’re not a soldier, are you?” she asked, trying to sound important, lacking half that confidence she hoped she had. I sound like a scared little kid, she cursed herself.

Meanwhile, Jacob had begun to slowly backing away from her. At her question, he stopped dead in his tracks, looking up in confusion that now wiped away the fear that had been etched into his striking features. Adelaide looked downward so he couldn’t see her eyes. If he saw them he would know immediately she was the princess, and she didn’t know if she could trust him entirely just yet.

“Soldier,” he half-laughed.

“Yeah, that’s what I said, wasn’t it?” Addy replied with a hint of annoyance. “Answer the question,” she prodded.

“Who me? No,” he retorted, still edging away from her. 

“Then what are you?” she asked, folding her arms and stepping closer as he retreated. 

“I’m a  farmhand a-at the village on the border,” he replied, stammering.

“Prove it,” Addy said, still wary.

The boy froze in his tracks. Even though his face was young, he towered a good foot above her. Hesitantly, he rolled up the cotton sleeve of his right arm, extending his hand toward her, palm down. Addy stared at his hand, feeling self-pity (“self” pity? Why’s she feeling sorry for herself?)wash over her. In black tattoo ink, was a symbol of a crescent moon intertwined with a star. The ink had long since seeped into the boy’s skin, staining it a light green. It was a law in Magnifica that everyone except royalty be tattooed with their station and class on the backs of their right hands. This ceremony took place at an infant’s birth, christening them or cursing them, whichever way you look at it, into the community they were born. The ink was made from a mixture of blackberries and turtle’s blood, sealed with crushed obsidian powder. These stamps were irremovable by the average person. (Is irremovable a word?)
Feeling humiliated, Addy dropped her knife hand to her side. She lowered her gaze and put her knife in its scabbard, a black case attached to her hip. “Will you help us?” she pleaded, falling to her knees. “My friend, she got sick, she doesn’t have much longer to live,” she choked out, hot tears welling up in her silver eyes. Jacob looked torn. He leaned away from her in both fear and disgust but there was a compassionate, pitying look in his eyes. Addy had completely fallen apart.

She lay forlorn on the ground, hot droplets leaking from her eyes turning the beige dirt brown. She couldn’t bear to look up. She heard his footsteps turn and walk away from her, the creaking noise starting again. Her hope turned to despair, defeat etched across her face, but she couldn’t blame his distrust of her. It’s what I would’ve done if I had gotten a knife stuck inches within my face, she thought in disgust. She could no longer find the will to pick herself up off the ground. Between her broken sobs she could’ve sworn the creaking sounds had become louder. A large shadow fell across the ground. 

 Bleary-eyed and disoriented, Addy looked up to see Jacob aloft a wooden wagon pulled by a white pony. Putting the reigns down, he jumped off the wooden platform and extended his right hand again, palm up towards Addy. Surprise shook her body as she searched the boy’s face and understood in his gaze that he meant well. She placed her hand in his and he pulled her towards him, lifting her off the ground in one smooth motion. Addy couldn’t help admiring how strong he was.

“Show me where this friend of yours is,” he said, a kind twinkle in his eye.

Addy was speechless. She mustered a weak smile in his direction before walking towards where Anne was lying. Kneeling on the ground, she pulled the blanket off of her face and checked to make sure her bandage was still wet. It was damp enough to suffice. Gingerly, Jacob placed his  well-built arms underneath Anne’s neck and knees and in one swift motion lifted her up. She looked like a rag doll in his arms. He laid her down in the back of his small wooden wagon. It was filled with golden straw, the color of Addy’s hair. 

“You can sit up with me in the front,” he said, pulling himself onto the wooden ledge. He grasped Addy’s hand and hoisted her onto the wooden platform beside him. The wood on the bench was rough, but worn from use. Although the seat was hard, it was much more comfortable than the ground, and Addy settled in. Addy clutched her one and only cloak around her bruised and scratched shoulders. 

Jacob picked up the reins and slapped them across the horse’s back. He whistled and the mare trotted forward, the wagon rocking from side to side. The wheels made a mid-pitched squeaking sound as their wood rubbed against the bottom of the carriage. The wagon bounced along, over the hills of Magnifica’s barren landscape. The sun had begun its slow descent into the nighttime sky. 

Addy held on to the pack which sat in her lap, containing her spell book, the last of her ginger, and her knife. Her hands clenched into the soft leathery material, her nails digging into the canvas. The pair did not exchange a word the entire way. Soon the sky was so dark that Addy couldn’t even see her own hand in front of her face. 

The wagon stopped moving. Jacob shuffled through his clothing, the noise singular in the silent night. She heard a slight ripping sound and then a tiny spark of light shone through the night, cupped in Jacob’s hands. A latch clicked open on Jacob’s left side. The spark caught onto a fuse, illuminating a rusted, glass-cased lantern hanging from a pole that was welded to the wagon floor.

“We’re almost there,” Jacob said as the wagon began moving again.

Addy nodded, pulling her cloak tighter around her. She glanced over her shoulder to look at her friend. “Hang in there, Anne, you’re going to make it,” she whispered. “You have to. For both our sakes.”

Jacob pretended not to hear what she said, staring straight ahead into the darkness. The wagon tilted slightly upward, the vague outline of a hill just becoming visible in their limited light. The horse jolted and strained up the slope, pulling its passengers up over the crest. From the top of the mound, Addy could see everything. There were no more rolling, endless hills, just a single downward slope that ended in a speckling of flickering fires and an army of white tents. It was very hard to get a clear view of the village from their vantage point in the dark. Still, Addy strained to see  into the black abyss. She took a deep breath, sucking the cold air into her lungs, and closed her eyes. 

Meanwhile, Jacob had hopped out of his seat and strode over to the white pony. “The hill’s too steep for her to do by herself,” he explained, grabbing hold of her bridle and firmly leading her down the slope.

The small lights Addy had seen from a distance turned into massive bonfires. It was late, but the village bustled with activity. Children were sitting in large groups in front of the flames, an elder standing in front of them, gesturing violently with his hand, telling them a story. The women had also gathered together, hemming clothing by kerosene lamp while the men sat on long stone benches, sipping foamy beverages out of cone shaped cups. 

As Addy and Jacob walked past them, the women stopped talking and stared at Addy. They all wore some form of blouses with bunchy uneven skirts. For once, village women are better dressed than me, Addy thought, glancing away from their prying eyes, her cheeks turning pink under their layers of dirt. She pulled her cloak closer to her to hide her own tattered clothes. Jacob waved at a few of them and the villagers seemed to relax, returning to their work and gossip. 

Addy felt the carriage come to a stop and really took a look at her surroundings. They had halted in front of a silken tent-shaped house. The mild climate (Eh? Mild climate? How far have they gone? I thought it was snowing.) allowed for the use of the nearly sheer fabric which was made in abundance from dirt worm silk. Jacob turned to her and, balancing with one hand on his shoulder, she was able to hop off the wagon. She hadn’t realized how long she had been in the wagon until her legs almost gave out from under her as she stood. She tried to stretch, a dull ache spreading into her shoulders.

Jacob watched her, his coal black eyes glittering with pity. He saw Addy’s eyes stray towards the back of the carriage. “Don’t worry, I’ll bring her inside. Go and sit down in the tent. I’ll get you some food. You look tired,” he said, smiling. (That sentence doesn’t seem to fit here… maybe move it somewhere else?)
Addy tried to protest, but as she went to lift Anne out herself, she stumbled, her knees weak. She lost her balance and fell backwards, bracing herself for the unforgiving, hard ground. Instead of hard packed dirt, she felt Jacob’s strong arms catch her.

“I guess I’ll have to carry both of you in before I have two patients to take care of,” he said, worry creasing his brow. Addy gave in and closed her eyes, feeling his warm skin against her freezing knees. Jacob set her down on a pile of soft cushions and then turned on his heel, sweeping the cloth doorway out of his face. Addy heard his heavy footsteps as he came through the door and gentle set Anne down next to Addy. Addy slipped in and out of consciousness, vaguely acknowledging the fact that Jacob had extinguished the lamps. Exhaustion won over and Addy fell asleep.

Chapter Seventeen

Anne was trapped in a never-ending nightmare. She sat huddled in a corner of a small room, shivering. Her prison was red from floor to ceiling. It had no windows or doors. (That sentence really doesn’t fit the mood… it’s almost like you’re trying to make a joke.) Her soul had taken on a solid form, a duplicate of her body, and was trapped in this room. Here, she fought a losing battle. Her restraint was giving in. She couldn’t resist Scarlet much longer. Yet, Scarlet, or at least that was the name Anne had given the bodiless thing that imprisoned her, continued to persist bouncing maddeningly from pity to anger.

“Why me?” she whimpered into her knees.

“Simply because, dearie, you are too good. Your soul is the most pure and innocent consciousness I have ever came upon,” a voice echoed through the walls. “However, you doubt yourself so much that it’s a lot easier for me to control you.”

Anne shook, the voice chilling her too the bone, “I want nothing to do with you.”

“We have much to do, you and me, but in time you will see the purpose of all this pain and suffering. Addy will end it soon with the help of a very good friend,” the voice sneered. “Too bad such terrible things always happen to the best of people. No one can escape destiny, especially if it is a rather dark one.”

A fiery pain shot through Anne’s head. “Make it stop, Addy, make it stop,” she screamed, clasping her head in her hands. The pain bounced back and forth between her veins. But Anne fought back. Gritting her teeth, Anne staggered into a standing position, bracing her body against two of the walls. From her corner, the walls of the room became more transparent. Now she could see the outline of her body lying on a pile of pillows at the center of a white tent. Reaching into the glowing embers of her eternal flame, she forced her eyes open and shouted into the scarlet space, “You don’t have me yet!”

Chapter Eighteen

Addy woke up, her throat feeling like a dry spring. Her vision was blurry and she rubbed her eyes. The morning sunlight filtered in through the bottom of the doorway. Addy stood up, her back and hips still sore from the wooden wagon ride. She massaged her neck, looking down at the  pillow-carpeted floor. (On a random note, if there were really pillows all over the floor, wouldn’t it be all too easy to trip and fall on your face?) Anne lay there amid the cushions, as cold and motionless as ever. Addy peeked outside the tent to make sure no one was watching. 

It was early in the morning and nobody stirred. Addy was, so far, the only one awake. Jacob must have slept somewhere else, Addy thought. She pulled out her pack and retrieved her knife from its black case. The metal sparkled in the sunlight. She had to work quickly before anyone came in. After sprinkling Anne’s wound with the last of the ginger powder, Addy dunked the bandage in a bucket of water she found in the corner of the room and retied to material around Anne’s arm. I have to get her supplies soon, time is running out, she thought, wiping a hand across her forehead. 

Addy felt overwhelmingly parched. She made her way back over to the water bucket that sat in the corner. It was no ordinary bowl. The pure white porcelain was decorated with blue designs, painted in shapes of elaborate flower petals and stars. Addy peered over the edge. She formed her hands into a cup and dipped them into the cold water. The cool liquid slid down her throat and after a dozen handfuls of water she sat back on her heels, staring at her reflection. 

The water was dark and in the white backdrop of the tent she could see herself very clearly. Lifting a hand, she watched as she touched her dirt-streaked cheeks and felt her tangled golden locks. She was dumbfounded because she could hardly recognize herself. I can’t believe everyone saw me like this, she thought, her cheeks turning a pink tinge. I need to wash up before Jacob sees me in the light, Addy thought. She rose to her feet and checked to make sure Anne was still in her vegetative state. She strode out the door, the wispy cotton flap brushing against her face and tickling her nose. 

Without warning, she collided into a burly black-haired woman. The two fell and this time Jacob was not there to break her fall. Addy tumbled, her ankle becoming entangled with the woman’s leg. The woman scowled in Addy direction, a dark green liquid dripping down her skirt. 

“I’m so, so, so sorry,” Addy gasped and attempted to rub it off. The woman jumped back, a disgusted frown crinkling the brown sun-dry skin on her forehead. (Sundry is an altogether different word, which I believe means “various”)
“Don’t touch me,” she snapped picking up the shards of her broken pot and stowing them in her skirt.

Another wave of heat rose in her cheeks as she attempted to shield her dirty face from the woman. “I’ve never seen you before. Who brought you here?” the woman said narrowing her eyes.

“Jacob, um, I don’t know his last name, brought me and my friend, saved us that is, and now well, we’re here,” Addy rushed to say.

The woman’s hard face softened and her tight mammoth shoulders relaxed, “Why didn’t you say that in the first place, dear? I’m Jacob’s aunt, you can call me Mariah. I was just coming to bring you my specialty: pea and greenies soup. But apparently,” she looked down at her stained clothes, “I’ll have to make some more.”

“Sorry,” Addy winced.

“Don’t apologize, it was my fault. Now I think we need to get you cleaned up,” Mariah looked Adelaide up and down. Adelaide blushed but Mariah smiled understandingly and beckoned for Addy to follow her. With a sigh of relief, the princess obeyed. 

The woman wove in and out of a scattering of multicolored tents. They walked at such a quick gait that the dusty dirt formed clouds around their ankles. Addy clutched a stitch in her side, her breathing coming out in short quick gasps. Mariah didn’t even seem  fazed. Finally, they stopped in front of an  adobe hut, built into a hill. (Adobe capitalized isn’t a building material, it’s a company that makes ridiculously overpriced computer image-editing software. XD But isn’t adobe also a word exclusively from our world?)  

The door was made from a heavy brown cloth, blending into the clay walls. Mariah pulled the cloth to one side, stepping out of Addy’s way as she entered the dark house. Blinking, Addy’s eyes adjusted to the shadowy insides. She heard a quick scraping sound behind her, and suddenly the room was filled with a soft yellow glow. Mariah carried the match to four corners of the room and soon Addy’s surroundings were illuminated by four eight foot tall lamps.

“Why does everyone in this village carry a box of matches with them?” Addy murmured to herself, slowly turning in a circle to look at the bathhouse. 

The walls were made from dried clay on one side and wet black dirt on the other. Addy breathed in the moist earthy smell that filled the room. On the north-most wall, about two feet above Addy’s head was a circular hole the size of the palm of her hand. A metal curved plate came out of the hole. It was plugged with a silver stopper. To the right of the large hole was a smaller one. This one was not deep at all and was just big enough to fit the tip of Addy’s pinky finger.

“It’s what we call a tap,” Mariah said proudly, watching Addy’s awestruck reaction.

“What does it do?” she murmured still staring at it.

“It’s for cleaning yourself without sitting in a bath full of dirty water. Take off your clothes and stand directly under it. Pull out the plug and then tap the small hole with your little finger. There’s some soap on the floor if you like, and some new clothing on the hanger. I’ll wait for you outside,” Mariah smiled and backed out of the doorway to give Addy her privacy. Just as she was about to leave she turned and said, “I don’t think you’ll be able to get those knots out of your hair. We may have to cut it off.”

Addy gulped, fingering her tangled curls. As much as she loved her long hair, there was little left of her shiny waves excepts for huge bunches of tangles . She knew the woman was right. After Mariah left, Adelaide shed her tattered clothing and stepped into a square marked in the dirt. She pulled out the stopper and placed it on the floor. A trickle of water dribbled down the metal tube. Taking her pinky finger she tapped the tiny hole. A sharp grating sound caused goose pimples to rise on her arms and the drips of water turned into a gushing waterfall. 

Addy closed her eyes, the cool spring water seeping into the pores of her skin. It rushed through her hair and down her face, turning the water from clear to reddish brown. It washed away the dirt of what seemed like thousands of years from Addy’s body. A murky brown puddle formed beneath her feet. She stood under the showering water, scrubbing away at the dirt and other filth that marred her face. Once she had generally taken care of all of her cuts and washed away the dry blood crusted over on her fingernails, she touched the small niche in the wall, turning off the tap. 

The cloths Mariah picked out for her were a little too large, hanging loosely over her thin frame. She walked out the door into the incredibly hot afternoon, feeling the cleanest she had ever felt in her life. 

Mariah was sitting on the ground, shading her eyes, a wide smile cracked across her face. “I can hardly recognize you without your layer of dirt,” she rose, her joints cracking and popping. “Now time to have a haircut.”

Adelaide sat down, swallowing hard, trying not to stare as the woman schor (What? Is that supposed to be related to shear/shorn?) large clumps of blond hair from her face. The woman cut it halfway up Adelaide’s neck, since the knots had occurred in the longer parts of the girl’s platinum blond waves. Once she was finished she sat back to admire her work.

“I like it a lot,” she said finally. Adelaide smiled, running a hand through her hair. The shortness feels good, she thought, like a new identity.

The pair walked in silence, making their way back to the tent Anne was in. Mariah kept glancing sideways at her. Finally, she said, “What brought you and your friend all the way out here?”

Addy’s heart raced. I can already tell she is beginning to find my face familiar. I can’t let her know who Anne and I are or we might as well have just submitted ourselves to the dungeons, Addy thought. Haltingly she answered, “Well, my friend’s mother needed us to come and buy good from the Trading Circle. We live on the very outlying territories of Magnifica’s inner kingdom, so we decided fresh air would do us good and we walked. My friend got bit by a poisonous rattlesnake and I couldn’t carry her. Thank goodness Jacob found us when he did.”

Mariah nodded, her eyes sympathetic, “I’ll bring you girls some more food. You wait in the tent or explore while I’m at it.” Mariah smiled and waved, leaving Addy standing in front of the tent. 

As soon as Mariah’s back had vanished down the road, Addy’s shoulders relaxed, relief pulsing through her veins. Nice cover, I think she bought it, Addy wiped her forehead. She ran a shaking hand through her hair and then returned to the tent. Anne lay sleeping, her face peaceful, exactly where Addy had left her. The parched sensation had returned to Addy’s throat and she walked over to the water bowl.

She drank deeply from the bucket, and then sat down on the ground. She pulled the map out of her pack and spread it out on the floor. She smoothed the creased corners, studying the edges. Taking a black, automatic quill pen from a pocket in her bag, she began to plot their course.

Once Anne regains her life, it will take a long while for her to heal completely, Addy thought as she nibbled on the back of the quill. I saw the edges of the Black Forest from Jacob’s wagon. That will be the easiest way to hide from the soldiers and ask for help from the woodland pixries there. Addy scratched a black arrow from the borderland of Magnifica to the heart of the forest. The forest is the only way to escape from anything chasing us. She began to fold the map up, a satisfied grin breaking across her previously worried face. It felt like such a long time had passed since she had last felt happy.

“Addy!” called Mariah’s shrill voice from outside the tent. Surprised, Addy jumped and knocked over the water bowl in her haste to hide the map among her garments. Panicking, Addy grabbed her brown cloak off the ground and threw it over the water which was starting to seep into the pillows. 

“Coming,” she called back, running to the door. Way to go, clumsy, she cursed. She better not notice it, she thought as she ran to the door, blocking entry to the large woman.

“I brought you corn cakes. They’re the best for keeping off hunger and they’re still hot,” Mariah held out a platter stacked with crunchy golden squares. Just as Mariah was about to step around Addy and enter the tent, a woman from across the campsite yelled her name. Mariah stopped in mid-step, grimacing. 

“I have to go, dearie, but I’ll send Jacob over as soon as I can, to help you go to the Trading Circle. 

Addy thanked her then turned back inside, placing the biscuits on a cushion near Anne. Once Mariah was out of her sight, Addy returned to mopping up the water that was now seeping into some of the cushions. Addy wiped up the water, cursing her clumsiness under her breath. She picked up the bowl and was about to set it right back in its place when she froze. 

“That’s impossible,” she whispered, awestruck. She reached a shaking hand forward, tracing the outline of a brilliantly silver eye that was carved into the bottom of the bowl. It looked so familiar. Although the outside decorations were different, the inside of the bowl was exactly like the one she had kept hidden in her closet at the palace. She stopped, recognizing the pattern. It was her aunt’s bowl. How did it end up here? There were only four of these bowls in existence. 

This is perfect, Addy thought, dazed. Now I can spy on Queen Victoria, Lena, and the soldiers. All I need is some more water.

Addy jumped to her feet and ran outside, tucking the bowl inside the bottom of her baggy blouse. Once there, she stopped and stared at her surroundings. The white tents went on for miles until they stopped at the forest. To her right there was an open, cleared patch of ground which held a stone-walled well. Addy sprinted over to it and dunked her bowl into the water. Once she had filled the bowl, she walked back to the tent at a brisk speed, careful not to spill any water. 

She checked to make sure Anne was still asleep before beginning her ritual. She spoke the magic words, her grey eyes glowing with a supernatural light. In a voice that was not her own, she commanded, “Show me Queen Victoria.” 

The motionless black water swirled as though stirred by and invisible hand, morphing into a picture of the Queen’s chamber. The dark queen sat in a leathery chair with Francois standing in front of her. 

“Bring me Ms. Stidcrest. Now.” she said in a stiff tone.

Francois nodded and scurried out of the picture. Addy looked at her stepmother. Weary bags had formed below her eyes and she looked thinner than when Addy had last seen her. Queen Victoria rubbed her temple, her fingernails glistening a brilliant red, and sighed, closing her eyes. The door clicked open and the brunette head of Lena bobbed into the bowl’s surface. 

Addy took a sharp intake of breath. Lena bounced into a plush recliner on Victoria’s right. Her tiny snub nose was turned up as usual and the corners of her pink mouth were arched downwards in a permanent frown. Red khol outlined her squinty dark eyes, mirroring the dark red of her dress. She spread herself out on the chair and stared at Victoria, a bored expression crossing her face.

“Lena, so glad you could join me,” Victoria said, a smile pasted on her face. “Will you have some tea?” Addy had never seen her stepmother looked so nervous and eager to please.

Lena shrugged, drumming her fingers on the arm of her chair. “Have your soldiers located them yet?” she asked coldly as Victoria stood up and poured some steaming brown liquid into a china mug. 

Victoria hesitated, setting the teakettle down slowly, “Well, I mean, they could be anywhere, Lena. Magnifica is quite a large district.” (District? Here I thought it was a country.)
“I don’t care,” Lena snapped, sitting upright in her chair. “They cannot, CANNOT, (I think italics might work better than caps lock) get outside our borders. If you don’t find them soon it’ll be the devil to pay for you (I think the expression is “There’ll be hell to pay”, but whatever).” With a smirk, the girl sat back in her chair taking a small sip from her teacup.

“B-but,” the queen stuttered, “ it could take days to locate them.”

“You’ve had days to find them, Victoria,” Lena spat back. “I will know where they are in a few hours from my source, but I’d much rather hear from you first. I really do hate intervening. I tend to make things,” she paused, “messy.”

“Yes, of course, Ms. Stidcrest,” Victoria said weakly. 

“In the meantime, I need the key to Princess Adelaide’s room,” Lena said, sitting back into the chair. “There are certain things in there that I think will be of use to us.”

Victoria flinched away from Lena’s steadfast gaze and said in a small voice, “That may be a problem. The door was specifically made for Adelaide by her godmother, the White Witch. The door can’t be opened without both Adelaide’s and her servant’s blood.”

“Well then, you’ll have to find a way to knock it down,” Lena replied, causing Victoria to cringe. “I should’ve decided to take over some other kingdom, like Mariquit. At least there the people are stupid and would’ve submitted to me in an instant,(Um… sorry, this is one of those random little things that gets to me, but… really? A whole nation composed entirely of stupid people? Of all the thousands of human beings in that country, there isn’t one of even average intelligence? Of course, if that’s just Lena’s perception, feel free to ignore me, but if it’s your perception as well… well, just give this some thought.)” she said under her breath. 

(Put this with the previous paragraph)“So far you’ve done nothing right, Victoria,” Lena continued, standing up. “I’ll give you one more chance. Find the girls before I call my contact and make him find them for me. And trust me,” she snarled, “You wouldn’t want me to call him in.” With that, Lena turned on her heel and began to exit the picture. Suddenly, she stopped and Addy took in a sharp breath. Lena was staring straight in her direction. Or at least, it looked like she was. 

Suddenly, Addy felt a sharp pain hit the inside of her skull. She grabbed her head with both her hands to keep from screaming with agony. The image faded away and was replaced with multiple shots of soldiers, Roland Road, and Anne. The water went black and the pounding in her head increased in speed and severity. Two words rippled across the surface in bold red lettering. Addy fought through her pain and caught a glimpse of the phrase.  The words read: Scarlet Destiny. The pain began to dull as the words disappeared and a blurry image began to take its place. Addy’s ragged, quick breathing slowed and she focused on the bowl in front of her. The image became clearer, showing the outline of a person, and just when she was about to get a better look at who it was, she felt a hand tap her on her shoulder.

Startled she broke her gaze and jumped to see Jacob standing behind her. He took one look at her eyes and fell backward. Addy fell back onto the ground, color rising in her cheeks as she tried to shade her eyes from him. Their glow faded, but Jacob was still tense. He stood up and walked towards Addy, hesitation written in his every step. The lines of fright that has been etched into his face moments before disappeared and he seemed quite calm and collected.

He held out his left hand to her, “Sorry I scared you,” he said, trying to disguise the obvious shake in his voice. 

Addy smiled, “Don’t worry about it.” Maybe he didn’t see what I looked like, she thought, shuddering at the thought of her eyes glowing demon-like in his direction. He was too nice to hold anything against me, she thought and reached over with her left hand. Just before her fingertips brushed against his palm, he grabbed her wrist and flipped her hand palm-up towards the ceiling. Addy let out a small squeak and tried to pull away from him but his grip was too tight. He studied the imprint of a flame on her hand, his eyes widening with realization. 

“You’re a Watcher,” he whispered, stunned. He pulled Addy upright,  and she glared at him with her piercing grey eyes. “And you’re…”

I wish I could turn him into a toad, she thought bitterly. (Woah. What’s she so angry about?) Before he could finish she said, “Tell anyone  and you can kiss your body good-bye,” she threatened rubbing her wrist. Maybe if he does I can make the frog thing become a reality.

“I knew something was different about you, and I feel like I recognize you from somewhere else… I just can’t place it,” he said, obviously ignoring her statement. “I came in earlier while you were with my aunt and tried to figure out what’s wrong with your friend. She’s as cold as ice.” He said the last part so quietly Adelaide barely caught it.

“Oh really, I didn’t notice,” Addy replied, her voice dripping with sarcasm. (I don’t know why, but the bit about her temperature just sounded clunky and awkward, and at first I read it as surprised and guilty, rather than sarcastic.) She crossed her arms in front of her chest and glared at him.

Jacob stared at her, his eyes riddled with worry, “What’d you do to her?”

“Absolutely nothing, something  worse than me got her,” Addy replied. 

“We need to help her or do something. (This sentence was kinda weird. I say pick either “help her” or “do something” and get rid of the other) Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone, it’s just,” he paused, “I’ve always heard stories about Watchers, I just never thought I’d get to meet one. What  are a Watcher and her near-dead friend doing all the way out here?”

Addy’s gaze softened. “Trust me, it’s a long story. I really need your help, though. I’ll make you a deal. Help me now and I’ll tell you everything later. No more questions, okay?”

Jacob nodded, “Yeah, sure,” he held out his hand.

She shook it, “Now, I need to go to the Trading Circle as soon as I can,  there are a lot of supplies I need.”

“Well, did you bring anything to trade?” Jacob asked.

“Will this  do?” she said, reaching into her pack and taking out a heavy canvas purse. She threw it into his hands. Bewildered, Jacob opened the bag. His eyes widened in disbelief. If he gets surprised anymore, his eyeballs are going to pop out of his head, Addy thought.

“But aren’t these palace gold coins, issued by…,” he said.

“I told you, no more questions. I’ll explain later. I need these supplies,” she waved her list in front of his face.

“Alright, alright, I’ll take you there, but we’ll have to be quick, because Mariah needs me to help tend her sheep,” Jacob said, resigned.

“Good,” Addy replied, “I’m glad we understand each other.”

The two exited the tent and began to walk into the setting sun. “So you’re a shepherd now. A rescuer and a goat herder, how does that work?” she teased him as they walked towards the hills. 

“At least I’m not a Watcher,” he shot back. Addy laughed, “What’s so bad about that?” He just shrugged, but deep inside she took his words to heart. Sometimes I wish I wasn’t one either, she thought.

Chapter Nineteen

In the darkness of the night, a few hours after the Trading Circle had ended, a shadow could be seen lurking behind the tent where Anne lay. The person held a small black box in his hand and looked furtively from side to side before tapping it four times with his forefinger.

“Ms. Stidcrest, this is contact, come in Ms. Stidcrest,” he whispered into a small hole that had appeared on the surface of the metal. The receiver crackled to life and he hid the box under his jacket, his brow beginning to sweat. It was imperative for no one to find him out.

“This is she,” Lena’s smooth voice wafted through the air. (XD I’m not sure why, but for some reason I find her correct grammar very awesome. On another note… walkie-talkies? In a semi-medieval fantasy world, no less. I do hope there’s an explanation for this.)
“She’s here,” he said. “The Watcher and her friend.  They’re in one of the tents, but doesn’t look like the witch has cured her yet.” 

“Where are you?” the voice hissed back at him, apparently impatient.

“A village outside the borders of Magnifica, the one that has the weekly Trading Circle, the only one that lies about ten miles from the Lolling Stream,” he whispered, his eyes glancing nervously back and forth. He could hear someone approaching.

There was silence, and he thought she had left the phone line. (Really? You’re even calling it a phone?) He was just about to put the box back into his pocket when the thing crackled to life again. “Perfect. We’re coming,” she said, her voice gleeful.

“How long? They won’t be here forever.”

“You’ll see soon enough, now keep watch.”

The man nodded and shut the horrid thing off. He tucked it into his jacket and, after fixing his hat, scurried off into the night.

Chapter Twenty

Addy  arranged her ingredients in a pile in front of her. She unhitched her knife from its case and cut off the clothing around Anne’s bellybutton. She glanced down at her spell book, even though she knew what she had to do by heart already. She took a deep breath, passing the blade back and forth between her hands nervously. Jacob poked his head through the doorway. 

“I got the water you wanted,” he said, dropping the bucket next to her.

Addy nodded her thanks, “Stay at the doorway, you don’t want to see this.” 

“I’m not afraid of a little blood.”

“Trust me; it’ll be more than you think.”

At first he hesitated, but one serious look from her sent him outside. She raised her knife about to cut four inches above her friend’s abdomen. Suddenly Anne’s eyes shot open. Her pupils were rimmed with red and her breath came in fast and shallow.

“Addy,” she croaked, turning her head in the Watcher’s direction. “Hurry. I can’t last much longer. She’s taking everything away, Addy, don’t let her…” but her voice trailed off as she choked on her last words and fell back into unconsciousness. Addy jiggled her friend’s shoulder, completely alarmed and taken off guard. Nothing could bring the girl out of her slumber. 

“I don’t have enough time for this,” she said to no one in particular.
Jacob poked his head back inside, but before he could open his mouth, Addy waved him away with her arm. With a shrug he resumed guarding the tent. Addy pressed her ear against Anne’s chest. Anne’s heart was pattering so fast that Addy could almost feel its vibrations on her skin. This might complicate things, she thought, rolling up her sleeves. Let’s try this again. 

She dug her knife into the soft flesh just below Anne’s sternum and twisted it, making a hole an inch wide. She let the loose blood and guts  (Augh! The Fourth Wall! Random Author’s notes don’t work.) drain from the hole until she could see the smoldering coals of Anne’s eternal flame. She dabbed her fingertips in poppy seed oil, then rubbed the liquid in a yellowish, dusty substance called fire flower. When fire flowers bloomed in sunshine, or any light whatsoever their petals would burst into flame. (I thought the whole point of flowers blooming was so they could be pollinated and thus reproduce. If they set on fire every time this happens, how on earth do we get more fire flowers? I don’t think a species like that could sustain itself… all the flowers would die before they could produce seeds. Also, on the plains where this story is apparently set, wouldn’t that make for some nasty prairie fires?)
With her index finger and thumb, Addy covered the coals in the powder. Carefully, she lit a match and brought it close to the hole. Nothing happened. Addy moved it closer, so close that the ice on Anne’s skin began to melt at an alarming rate. Still nothing happened. If I hold it any closer I’ll burn her skin, she thought. Addy was just about to set the match down and apply more oil and powder when a flame flickered to life. It grew larger until the glow filled up the hole. 

Addy blew a thin stream of air at her finger, the match winking out before the spark burned through the stick and onto her hand. Grimacing, she reached into her pack and pulled out newly acquired thread and needle. She began to sew the patch of skin back onto Anne’s stomach. She pulled it through, feeling the skin tug at the thread as she sewed. She wove in and out, making a neat row of black stitches. Just as she was about to finish, she noticed that a red glow was beating against Anne’s skin. That’s strange, she thought. From what I have read, most heart flames are white or yellow. Maybe it’s the effect relighting the flame that causes the color to change, she thought, snipping the thread and tying a microscopic knot. 

The ice on Anne’s skin had already started to melt, the water dripped off of her and pooled around her feet. I never thought I’d say this, but thank God she’s thawing, thought Addy, wiping the sweat off her forehead with the edge of her skirt. She rubbed her  blood-covered hands on a moist towel she had brought with her. The ice had melted away, and Anne began to stir. Slowly, she opened her green eyes and stared at Addy, disoriented. 

The first word she uttered from her dry, cracked mouth was, “Water.”

Addy felt her eyes welling up with tears, “Anne, I’m so happy you’re alive.” Addy picked her friend up into a sitting position and squeezed her.

 “Me too,” whispered Anne, her voice weak.

Jacob came into the tent, another pail of water in his hand. A timid smile broke across his face, “You finally woke up, Sleeping Beauty.” Addy took a silver ladle and poured and poured the water down Anne’s throat. A confused look stole over the girl’s face, staring from Addy to Jacob and back.

“Don’t worry,” Addy reassured her, “he’s a friend. He rescued us from the desert and helped me get supplies.” Anne nodded, rubbing her temples with her hands. 

Jacob smiled once more, knowing it was his cue to leave. With a wave and a wink at Addy, he slipped out of the tent. Addy turned to look at Anne who sat propped up against more than a dozen pillows, eating corn cakes.

“What happened?” Addy asked, her eyes twinkling with curiosity.

“I don’t really remember,” Anne replied, avoiding Addy’s penetrating gaze. “One moment I could see you and the next I was in total darkness,” Anne finished, rolling over onto her side.

Addy’s face fell, disappointment (She’s disappointed because her friend apparently didn’t suffer horrible physical and mental pain? Wow, what a friend. XD You might want to tell us why she’s so disappointed about this.) written into her frown. “You’re sure?” she questioned, searching her friend’s face earnestly. 

“Positive. Now leave me alone, I’m tired,” snapped Anne. 

Addy was taken aback. No one had ever spoken to her in that way. She nodded, still worried, and tucked Anne in. Just before the Anne fell asleep, she looked straight into Addy eyes and said, “Thanks for saving me. I owe you.”

Addy managed a wan smile and Anne closed her eyes, her calm breathing immediately putting her to sleep. (How does one’s own breathing put one to sleep?) Addy prepared herself for bed, but something was clearly bothering her. The problem was, she didn’t know what. She pulled the covers over her head and almost sat right back up when she realized it. When Anne had snapped at her and then apologized  (When did she apologize?) the rim of Anne’s pupils had glowed faintly red. Something isn’t right about that color, Addy thought, as sleep consumed her mind.

The next few days were total bliss. Addy spent her time showing Anne around the borderland camp. Each day, Anne became stronger. Although she wasn’t totally  one hundred percent yet, the poor girl could walk and stand for short periods of time by herself. Every night, Jacob joined the two girls for dinner and they all spoke together as though they had known each other for eternity. However, something was bothering Addy, constantly nagging her from the back of her mind. She knew their time here was short, and  the fateful day that would end it came much too soon.

Addy and Anne had been lounging outside in the  late-afternoon heat playing a game called stone-hammer with a dozen or so perfectly round pebbles. A cloud of dust had formed at the top of the hill that enclosed the village. As it grew larger, the villagers left their tasks and came out of their houses, staring worriedly at the dust. Addy was too short to see what was happening, but she could hear the pounding of hoofbeats and it didn’t sound good. The vibrations jostled the stones at the girls’ feet until the sound came to a stop at the front of the gathering crowd. 

A loud voice shouted over the din, saying something that Addy couldn’t make out.

She pushed her way closer to the front. A man dressed in a red and black uniform sat on a white mare, his dark eyes shifting from side to side as he spoke. “We are looking for two runaways, thieves, who are wanted by the crown,” the soldier was about to continue the rest of his speech, but Addy knew better than to stick around. She grabbed Anne’s hand and slipped into the tent.

“We have to get out of here,” Addy hissed in Anne’s ear. “I think we overstayed our welcome.” With that said, Addy opened her pack. Taking out her knife, she began to cut off the rest of her short golden curls in clumps.

Anne stared at Addy horrified. “What are you doing?” she asked, watching in shock as Addy cut off her platinum hair.

“I’ll explain later,” Addy replied once she had finished. Her hair had gone from down to her waist, up to her neck, and now a complete boy haircut. She stuffed her pack full of her belongings and placed the Watcher bowl among her possessions. The tent flap flew open as Jacob stumbled into the room. 

“Here,” he said, throwing Addy some clothes. Addy grabbed them and pulled on the trousers and button up shirt. Jacob had left while Addy changed. She pulled a hat on that covered her grey eyes.

“I’ll explain later,” she repeated in Anne’s direction. Addy dipped her thumb in some sort of blue dye and then moved her finger in a circled around Anne’s forehead, whispering unintelligible words under her breath. Addy’s eyes glowed faint silver as she grabbed Anne’s hand, pulling her through the door and around the corner. Jacob was waiting with his wagon, his mare harnessed and ready to go. Anne looked down at her hand clenched in Addy’s, but it wasn’t there. Confused, she looked down at her feet but all she saw was the ground.

“Where is she?” Jacob whispered as Addy began to move the hay, which was loaded with pots and pans. 

“Right here,” Addy replied, gesturing next to her. “The invisibility spell will only work for about an hour, so we’ve got to hurry.” Jacob nodded and jumped into the driver’s seat.

“Get in the wagon and stay under the hay,” Addy ordered. Anne opened her mouth to protest, (Why would she protest that? On another thought, why does she even have to hide under the hay if she’s invisible?) but no words came out. Great, Anne thought, I can’t see myself or speak. Addy shoved Anne into the back of the buggy and put hay on top of her. She took Jacob’s hand and he hoisted her into the seat next to him. He slapped the reigns and the horse began to trot. Jacob urged the mare into a faster clip and soon they were flying through the maze of tents and tight clay alleyways. (With none of the loose hay flying out of the cart?) The turns were sharp, making Addy clutch onto the edges of the wagon seat, her knuckles turning a pure white. The splintery wood bit into her fingers, but she held on for dear life anyway. 

The wagon swerved and teetered dangerously on its wooden wheels as Jacob urged his horse into a sharp left. Addy braced herself as she slammed into him. Luckily, they didn’t fall off the wagon. If Addy had been driving, she would have been thrown off by the speed with such a force she would have been knocked out. Addy found herself holding onto Jacob’s arm as they continued their crash course through the empty village. (Why is the village empty? Where did everybody go?) 

Just as they rounded a second corner Jacob pulled upon the reins sharply. The horse tried to stop in mid-stride but instead ended up skidding forward in the dust. Addy’s heart dropped into her stomach and her expression froze on her face. Standing right in their way were five  of the queen’s guards. (Five is not a really high number to count to, so I don’t see why Addy woulf have a lot of doubt as to the number.)  

Their wagon came to a complete stop a yard away from the captain’s stallion. He was a tall, heavyset man who looked like he would much rather be at a dinner table getting ready to eat. His eyebrows curled into a frown and he stared at them accusingly with his narrow brown eyes. He stroked his blond mustache and then dismounted, his horse giving a little neigh of relief. He motioned for the other guards to follow his lead.

“You, there, what is your business in this part of town at this time of day?” he barked, pointing at them. 

Jacob didn’t seem to miss a beat. His voice was strong as he replied, “I’m bringing  supplies to the people of the Great Plains. I need to sell my wares.”

“What’s your name, boy?” the  captain asked, brushing off his jacket. 

“Matthew Potter,” Jacob said, sitting up taller. 

“And you, little runt over there,” he asked, staring at Addy.

“He’s my brother, can’t speak at all. Mute,” Jacob cut in before Addy could answer. “His name’s Luke.”

Addy glared in Jacob’s direction, but he didn’t look at her. Talking was one of her favorite things.

“We’re going to have to take a look in your wagon,” the commander said, motioning with his eyes to his soldiers who rapped to attention and began digging through the hay. Addy mumbled something under her breath, her shoulders tensing.

“You say something?” the blond man snarled, prodding Addy with the butt of his rather  menacing-looking baton.

Addy shook her head, her heart pounding in her ears. He narrowed his eyes, but Addy kept her mouth tightly shut. He let out an exasperated huff and turned back to his charges. The other soldiers dug through the hay. Addy clenched her fists, praying that they wouldn’t see Anne. (You mean the girl who’s invisible?) Even Jacob was shaking a little bit. 

“Sergeant, you better take a look at this,” one soldier called him over. He pointed at something covered by a blanket. The captain gave Addy and Jacob a threatening look and marched to the back of the wagon. He cut through the string that held the cloth together. Addy sat there, tense, her eyes squeezed shut in concentration. Jacob squared his shoulders and kept looking straight ahead, refusing to turn around and see what the soldiers were going to find.

“This better work,” he whispered to Addy through his teeth.

The captain lifted the cloth, his assistants ready with shackles to take away a possible prisoner. The captain threw off the cloth and his soldiers pounced onto a heap of glazed clay bowls. Addy could almost feel Anne sharply breathe in as she saw the tip of the captain’s sword inches away from her nose. The soldiers picked up a pot, laughing as the captain turned bright red, his lips twitching with rage.

He stalked away from his troops back to Jacob and Addy. “That was a mighty fine trick there, Mr. Potter, but if I was the leader of the army I’d take you away in shackles million pieces on the hard ground.”(Wha…? I was following that sentence just fine until I got to “million pieces.” Now...I’m lost. Also, he has the authority to arrest Anne, but not Jacob?)
“Have either of you seen any convicts around here?” he asked fiercely. (Isn’t a convict someone who’s already been arrested and proven guilty? I don’t actually know, but, eh.)
Jacob cleared his throat. “Last thing I heard they was makin’ their way back to the castle.” (How would he supposedly know this? I’d say that sounds mighty suspicious, implying that he’s in contact with them. )
The captain scrutinized his face with his beady eyes to make sure he wasn’t lying. “Alright, go on your way,” he said, waving them off with one hand. “If you see anyone suspicious, I suggest you report it. And keep off the roads at night. Things can get a little,” he exchanged an evil smirk with one of the soldiers, “dangerous.” (Why is he delighting so much in some other random person’s future misery? Careful not to make this guy and his subordinates automatically evil just because they work for the queen.)
He jumped back onto his horse and the soldiers came right behind him. With that, he rode off back down the alleyway, leaving Addy and Jacob in a cloud of dust. Addy coughed, waving the sand out of her face. Her shoulders relaxed and once the soldiers were out of hearing range she let out a sigh of relief. 

Jacob smiled at her, “You’re going to have to tell me everything once we get into a safe spot. I don’t even know  your name.”

“Please, don’t remind me,” Addy said, rubbing her temples with her fingertips.

Jacob just nodded and slapped the reins across the mare’s back. From here they could see the open clearing of land that held no tents or alleyways. The tips of the trees of the black forest were just within their sight. Addy heard a rustling coming from the back of the wagon. Apparently, the invisible-silent spell was beginning to wear off. Anne popped her red head out and looked accusingly at the two conspirators.

“Thanks for clueing me in, guys,” she said sarcastically. “It made my day when that soldier’s sword almost cut of my nose.” (This seems a bit out of character… unless it’s the effect of whatever spell’s on her, in which case, well, ignore me.)
Addy and Jacob grinned at one another. “At least the plan worked,” Addy said to her friend. Anne drew her plump red lips into a pout and stared at her with her brilliant green, red-rimmed eyes. “I mean, I could have cut all your hair off, too. Consider yourself lucky.” 
“It doesn’t look that bad,” Jacob reassured her as the wagon jolted along on the rutted road towards the forest. Addy smiled and stuck her tongue out at Anne. The redhead just rolled her eyes and slumped back into the hay. The forest loomed over them as they approached the edge of the borderland. The mare stopped and Addy almost toppled out of her seat. She closed her eyes, bracing for the fall, but she felt Jacob’s arm loop around her waist. She opened her mouth to say something, but he just shook his head and lifted her out of the wagon. Anne shoved herself down from the back and Addy grabbed the girl’s hand.

“The horse won’t go any further than this,” Jacob explained as he patted the mare’s silvery mane. 

“I don’t blame her,” Anne muttered under her breath. Addy was a bit surprised at Anne’s sudden change of heart. She turned to call her friend out on her strange manner when something in Anne’s eyes stopped her. She looked angry, like all the fire of hell was going to burn Addy from Anne’s eye sockets. Addy almost fell back in surprise but the looked  passed as fast as it had appeared. Shivers ran down Addy’s spine. She shook them off. I’ll have to deal with her later, she thought.

Addy turned to Jacob, “Thank you so much for all you’ve done for us. We’ll never forget your kindness.”

A bemused look played across Jacob’s twinkling eyes, “You trying to get rid of me?”

Addy’s brow crinkled in confusion, “But I thought… I mean, your family. You can’t leave them behind. Are you coming with us?”

   “Why not? I mean I’ve been with you guys for such a long time I would miss it. Then again if you don’t want me to come,” Jacob said pretending to sound hurt. (Actually, Addy’s got a good point. What about his family?)
Addy stopped him in mid-sentence, “No, I mean of course we want you to come.” Her eyes danced and she looked as though she was going to jump on him.

Anne muttered in disgust, but Addy ignored her. “Well I guess we make a very awkward band of unfortunately awkward but equally good-looking people,” Addy said, swishing her hand back to flip her nonexistent hair. Jacob laughed, and Anne just grumbled. The three made their way towards the forest.

Chapter Twenty-One

“You’re the Princess?!” (I thought all Watchers were descended from the royal line?) Jacob almost shouted, his black eyes widening in surprise. “No wonder you don’t have a tattoo other than that Watcher mark on your palm. And no wonder I recognized you.”

“What?” Anne said sharply, making Addy jump. Anne had barely spoken since her unhappy “kidnapping” wagon ride to the forest. Her face looked haunted and dark in the flickering of the fire Jacob had made from broken branches and underbrush. He always carried a box of his trusty matches with him. Addy was a bit miffed, since she enjoyed using her powers for things like starting fires. Next time, it’s my turn, she had thought. Now, she turned to Anne and held out her left arm, palm up. 

“When I was going to treat you I had to bless my knife and it burned a flame image into my hand,” Addy said, watching Anne’s reaction carefully.

Anne stared at it and put out her own hand. She reached over to touch the outline, but pulled her hand back as though she had been burned. Addy narrowed her eyes at her friend, but Anne turned away, looking back into the fire. Addy looked down at Anne’s hand. Just as Anne began pulling her sleeve over her arm, Addy caught a glimpse of something made of red ink between the girl’s index finger and thumb. 

Something isn’t right at all, and I don’t like it, Addy thought to herself. She turned back to the fire. The trio fell silent and Addy stared into the flickering flames. The forest was creepy at this time of the night. Black looming trees surrounded the group. This was a less dense part of the forest at the edge. Addy could see the twinkling lights of the stars above her next to an orangey-gold crescent moon between the tree branches. The sky was beautiful, but nighttime sounds brought Addy back to Earth. 

The Black Forest was notorious for the danger associated with the things that lived within the trees and the ground. Travelers who entered rarely came back to their homelands,but this was the only way Addy knew how to get to her godmother. She shivered as a cold night breeze rustled the leaves that cushioned the ground.

Jacob sensed some sort of tension in the campground. He stood up and brushed himself off, stifling a yawn with his hand. “I think we should turn in, we’re going to need our rest if we’re going to be trekking through the forest,” he said. He opened up a sleeping bag he had packed the night before and collapsed in a heap. Anne did the same and, saddened, Addy followed. 

Although her ears rang with the unfamiliar sounds, Addy succumbed to sleep. It had been ages since she had last had a dream, but tonight was different. The dream started with Anne and herself standing in the middle of a clearing. Anne was looking at her earnestly. 

“Addy,” she almost cried, looking from side to side, “I don’t have much time, but I need to speak with you.”

“About what?” Addy asked. 

“I have to warn you about myself,” Anne’s green eyes pleaded in Addy’s vision. There aren’t any red rims around her pupils, Addy thought, looking down at her friend’s arm. The red ink was gone. “Please, Addy, for you and Magnifica, don’t trust anyone except for me at this moment in time, right now. Don’t trust even me after this.”

“What? Why?” Addy demanded, stepping towards Anne. A look of fear flitted into Anne’s eyes.

“She knows I’m here. I have to go,” Anne murmured, her image fading slowly into the background. Addy tried to run to her screaming, “Who? Who is this she you’re talking about,” but the distance was farther than it appeared, and Anne was gone. Addy had no time to think over what Anne had said because her dream shifted into a blur of changing images and scenes. 

Suddenly, the whirlwind stopped. Addy saw herself standing at the top of a snowy peak, looking out at the landscape. A hooded figure appeared behind her, but she couldn’t see the person’s face. The figure silently slipped a knife out from under its cloak, the blade glinting even though the sun wasn’t out. Addy watched in horror as she saw the figure take a step towards her. The Addy in her dream didn’t even seem to notice. Addy tried to scream out but her voice was silent. The figure stepped toward Addy and in one movement shoved the tip into her back. The image faded, Addy’s blood staining the white snow red. 

Addy woke up with a gasp, hot sweat pouring down her face. Her new short hair was slightly damp. Anne was still sleeping soundly, her face pressed into her sleeping bag. However, Jacob’s bed was empty. Addy rubbed the sleep out of her eyes, tossing the blanket off her legs. 

The chill got her first so she submitted to making a fire. Sitting down on the hard ground, she rubbed her hands together, trying to make herself a little warmer. Taking a deep breath, she pictured an image of a flame in her head. She had to be specific about the location so she didn’t set Anne or their valuable packs on fire. Slowly, the dead coals began to glow a yellowy-orangey color. Addy screwed her eyes up with effort, focusing on her burning picture of a flame pit. She furrowed her brow in concentration, an aching sensation seeping into her temples. The glow began to fade. Gritting her teeth, Addy felt her power flow out of the fire burn on her hand in a continuous stream of blue magic.

Suddenly a popping sound erupted from the coals and a tiny spark shot out from the charred black rocks. A wooden stick surrounded by dry leaves caught fire and the flame burst to life. Addy felt as though a huge burden had been lifted off her shoulders. She rubbed her temples with her index fingers. The pounding receded into a dull throbbing sensation. All of a sudden, she felt weak and exhausted, like she had just run a marathon through a foot of mud, and she collapsed in a heap on the floor. The flame had begun to die, so Addy mustered up her remaining strength and dragged herself out of her comfortable bed to gather up the sparse leaves and branches that coated the forest floor. Soon the fire was crackling, enough to cook breakfast. 

Addy slumped back among her blankets. Magic, especially newly learned magic, took a lot out of you. (This spell is newly learned? I thought you said she enjoyed doing it, thus implying that she’s done it before.) She was about to fall back asleep (Um… I don’t know this for sure, but wouldn’t it be a bad idea to start a fire and then go to sleep? The fire could get out of control, right?) when a snapping sound of a branch echoed through the silent forest. Addy’s eyes opened into tiny slits, her fingers tracing the hilt of the blade that she kept by her side. Whoever was coming wasn’t trying to be very quiet about it. Adrenaline pumped through her body, her muscles tensing. A figure came stomping from out of the shadows. Addy lifted her covers and sprang, slamming into the person’s side. 

“Oof,” it said as they tumbled forward. The culprit’s face became visible in the firelight. Jacob’s handsome features smiled wryly in the flickering gold glow. Addy’s cheeks burned with embarrassment as she gently picked herself up  and Jacob rose to his feet.  

“That’s the second time you’ve almost killed me, Lady Addy,” he said staring at the knife she held tightly in her hand. “I guess you still can’t trust me, which makes me really sad. I thought once I’d joined your crew we’d be past the surprise attacks.”

“It’s my way of trying to keep you on your toes. And both times you’ve failed, Sir Jacob,” Addy shot back, slipping the knife back into her belt. Jacob bowed mockingly towards her and the two walked back to the fire. Even with all the racket the pair had made, Anne still slept. 

“Where’d you go?” Addy asked.

“I went to get breakfast ‘cause I was hungry. You might’ve crushed it when you jumped me,” he gave her a dark look. Addy looked at him innocently. Jacob shuffled through his pockets. Finally, he produced two small pouches, one white and the other red. He gently undid the flaps of the white one, revealing three large brown eggs. 

“You’re lucky you didn’t crack any of them. All my hard work would’ve gone to waste,” he teased, opening the second one to display an assortment of wild berries. Addy smiled and pulled a pan they packed out of Jacob’s bag. Cracking the shell of the first egg on the metal side, Addy looked over her shoulder at Anne. The girl was still sleeping. A feeling of unease set into her stomach as she looked back at Jacob, who was whittling away at a piece of wood with his hunting knife. I can trust him, she assured herself.

Addy placed the frying pan over the sizzling fire, beckoning Jacob close to her. “I have a question,” she said, pausing to look at him with her grey eyes.

Jacob nodded, “Then ask it.”

Addy took a deep breath. “Were you at my engagement ball?” she asked.

Jacob looked at her cautiously, “Yeah I was.”

“And you danced with me for the whole night?” Addy asked again. 

Jacob turned a bright crimson, “Yes that’s true. Really, you were the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. When I saw you when I was standing in line at the presentations, I couldn’t take my eyes off of you.”

“How did you get into the ball?” Addy asked, curious.

Jacob shrugged, “I don’t even remember. I got a dress suit from a shop in Magnifica and then tried my best to sweep you off your feet.” He paused before continuing, “Did it work?”

Adelaide made no reply; instead she asked another question, “How come you didn’t recognize me until I told you I was the princess?”

Jacob snorted, “I recognized you, but I didn’t want to approach you and say, ‘You’re Princess Adelaide.’ I mean, that would be very ungentlemanly of me.”

Adelaide laughed and nodded. Then she remembered something else she was supposed to tell him. Beckoning him closer, she said, “Okay so you know how I told you about my magic and all that stuff?” Jacob nodded. “Well, when Anne was bitten by the merk, she passed out. When she woke up, she wasn’t really the same,” Addy paused, folding the egg into an omelet with a stick. Jacob waited patiently, his eyes flickering from Addy’s face to Anne’s motionless figure. Addy concentrated on the egg, brushing dirt off of the omelet.

After it seemed as though she wasn’t going to continue, he said, “What do you mean?”

Addy put the fried egg on a piece of cloth. “I don’t know if you’ll believe me, I don’t even know if I’m making sense at all,” she answered.

“Just tell me,” Jacob said, exasperated.

“Okay, I’ve lots of dreams. They tell me what’s happening around me in the past, present, and future,” Addy cracked the second egg, its liquid popping as it slid onto the metal plate, before she continued. “And I’ve noticed that she’s been acting kind of cold and quiet, like she’s spying on me. I just think we need to keep an eye on her.”

Jacob raised his eyebrows at her, but nodded, “Whatever you say.”

Addy saw the covers that were cocooning Anne had started to move. “I’ll have to tell you the rest later,” she whispered quickly as she scooped the eggs off the pan and onto their cloth plates. Jacob nodded slightly and returned to his woodwork as Anne stood up and made her way towards the fire, glancing suspiciously from Addy to Jacob. 

“I made eggs,” Addy said, smiling at the  readhead. Anne nodded and sat down in the circle

“What were you two talking about?” she asked grabbing one of the cloth plates. She bit into the omelet.

“I was just,” Addy said, her mind racing for an answer, “asking Jacob,” she looked at the wood in his hands, “if he could carve a horse for me,” she finished quickly.  

Jacob shot her a vicious look before nodding in agreement. “Let’s eat, I’m starved,” he said, chucking the wood into the fire.

“A horse,” he hissed in Addy’s ear, “is going to take me forever to make.”

“Well I suggest you start now,” she replied with a smile, passing him a cloth plate. 

He walked past her, elbowing her in the side. Anne watched, solemnly chewing her egg. Once the trio had finished their light breakfast they packed their belongings and returned to their journey. (Um… it looks like the second half of this sentence got forgotten.) The sun was peeking through the dense foliage as they trekked their way through the underbrush. 

Addy stopped to get her bearings, spreading their map of Magnifica out in front of her on the damp forest floor. Taking out a quill and some ink, she began to scratch a rough estimate of their location. Jacob, who had lived in a desert-like village for his whole life, came thrashing noisily after her through the bushes. Twigs and leaves stuck out at odd angles from his hair and he had thin bloody cuts across his right cheek.

Panting, he dropped to the forest floor next to Addy and took a long swig from his canteen. “Where are we?” he asked, wiping a runoff of water off his chin.

“Somewhere around the beginnings of the forest.”

Lowering his voice he said, “and where exactly are we going?”

“The heart of the woods. We’re going to find the pixries,”(How does she know where pixries live?) she said, still staring at the map. Looking up, she saw the color drain from Jacob’s face.

“Why would we go there?” he said, his voice trembling faintly.

“It’s the only way to find out what’s wrong with,” Addy paused, “Anne. They’re the only ones who can cure her.”

“You sure they won’t hurt us?” Jacob said, not completely convinced.

“They would never hurt someone with Watcher blood in them. My godmother is a friend of theirs, anyway,” she drummed her fingers on the map’s starched (Starched? I thought that word only applied to like, laundry.) parchment.  “I don’t know exactly where it is, so we’ll have to keep an eye out. You’ll be safe with me,” she said with a smile, folding the paper up and putting it into her cloak. She stood up and turned, almost colliding  with Anne, who stood stonily behind her.

Addy jumped, “You scared me. I didn’t even hear you,” she exclaimed, her heart fluttering in her chest. 

“I know,” Anne replied, the outside of her pupils glowing faintly red.

Addy slipped past her, motioning for Jacob to follow close behind. “We have to find them soon,” she said urgently in his ear. Jacob nodded, his mouth set in a grim line. 

He tossed his knife up in the air with one hand absentmindedly, catching it skillfully. The trio walked in silence other than the pounding sounds of Jacob’s heavy footsteps and the soft whisper of Addy’s feet against the ground. Anne followed silently behind them, her footsteps not making a sound.

“We won’t even need to search for the pixries with you traipsing around like an elephant and waking up the whole forest,” Addy said. Anne giggled but then stopped when Addy gave her a curious look.

Jacob ignored them. “I bet I can hit the center of that tree with my knife,” (Well, that was kind of random) he said, pointing at a large elm that was fifty yard away from them.

Addy shrugged, “Do whatever you want, just don’t hurt yourself.”

 Taking the hilt of his dagger, he threw the blade at the tree. The knife flew through the air, its blade glinting in the sunlight. It hit the tree at the exact center, sticking into the white bark. Jacob pumped his fist in the air, a smug smile illuminating his face. Addy rolled her eyes as he went to fetch his weapon. Anne stood uneasily next to her, her fingers drumming nervously on her leg. 

Jacob reached up, grabbing the cold metal with his fingertips. He pulled, but the knife wouldn’t budge. “It won’t come out,” he shouted, yanking it with all his might.

“Just leave it,” Anne said, glancing from side to side, “let’s get out of here.”

“Let him get it. His dad gave it to him as a present before he died,” Addy said, shooting a withering look at her fidgeting friend. 

Jacob gaped at her, his right hand resting on his dagger, “How’d you know that?”

“I don’t know, but it doesn’t matter right now. Get the blade out so we can keep searching for them,” Addy challenged.

Jacob nodded, yanking at his knife. It began to move, slowly but surely out of the tree. Just as Jacob almost had the whole thing free, he drew back his hand. “Ouch,” he exclaimed, “it burnt me.” Sure enough, the cold metal began to glow a faint red, the pieces beginning to melt off and fall to the ground. The forest floor beneath their feet began to shake.

“What’s happening?” Anne cried out, tumbling to the ground.

Before Addy could answer, the floor underneath Jacob disappeared into a gaping chasm and within seconds, the boy was gone. “Jacob,” she screamed, crawling towards where he had been. Just as Anne scrambled towards her, the ground between the two girls vanished and they found themselves plummeting into darkness. 

Addy could feel gravity pulling her downwards at an alarming rate. The air whistled past her ears, her shirt billowing in the rush. The wind stopped, and Addy landed with a loud crash on something hard. Moments later she heard Anne fall with an audible “oof” beside her. She could already feel a bruise beginning to swell under her skin on her rump. 

The floor under her was cold and damp. A musty smell filled her nostrils. She felt around with her hands. The floor was made out of rough stone. There was no light whatsoever. Addy found her voice and whispered, “Jacob, Anne, where are you guys?”

Addy waited for any noise or movement. It was silent and her blood began to pound fiercely in her ears when she heard a low grunt to her left. “I’m okay,” she heard Jacob’s voice ring in her ears.

“Me too,” Anne called from the other side of the room. Addy heard a scratching noise and suddenly the room filled with a faint light. 

“Lucky I had my matches,” Jacob said, the spark illuminating his impish smile. “If you had tried to use your magic, you might’ve passed out and then we’d be in trouble.” Addy rolled her eyes and crawled towards him. 

“Where are we?” Anne asked, standing up and walking towards the light.

Addy glanced around, absorbing her surroundings. They were in a room about 12 feet across, made out of stone. The walls were covered in moss, dripping steadily with water. The ceiling was so high they couldn’t even see it. It didn’t look like there was a doorway.

Anne’s sharp scream brought Addy out of her thoughts. “Oh my God, oh my God, we’re going to die,” she heard Anne whimper. Jacob and Addy rushed to the quaking girl’s side, one of Jacob’s hands protectively shielding the match. 

“What happened?” Addy said, her voice not revealing her fear.

Anne lifted a shaking finger pointing it at the rightmost corner of the room. Jacob ventured forward, his match in front of him like a sword. Addy edged behind him, one hand on her watcher knife. A sharp intake of breath echoed through the room, as he made the sign of protection across his forehead. Addy peered over his shoulder. A skeleton covered in cobwebs lay chained to the floor. Its jaw was half-opened in a silent scream. Rats scattered from its bones when Jacob’s light touched their black eyes.

“We have to get out of here,” she said, pulling Jacob away from the dead body. Anne was huddled in a heap on the floor, her shoulders shuddering uncontrollably. The poor girl’s eyes changed back and forth from  red-rimmed to green at odd intervals, and a sweat began to break out across her forehead. 

Addy set right to work. Opening her backpack, she rummaged through her belongings until she came up with her spell book. The spark was beginning to burn the wood of the match. 

“Hurry up and find the spell before my fingers don’t exist anymore,” Jacob called to her. Addy flipped through the pages. 

“There’s nothing in here about breaking out of a windowless, door-less, and skeleton filled room,” Addy said, slamming the book shut.

Jacob threw the match down and stomped it out. Suddenly, a loud sliding noise filled the room. The trio froze, staring as one of the massive stone slabs on the wall opened. Addy could just make out the outline of someone or something standing in the opening.

Its mouth opened, revealing two rows of sharp, shiny teeth. “You are to come with me,” it said in a menacing voice, pointing a thin finger in Addy’s direction.

Chapter Twenty-Two

“I only come if they come,” Addy replied boldly. Jacob squeezed her hand, his rough palm warm against hers.

“You can bring the boy, but the other girl stays here,” it pointed at Anne’s huddling form.

Addy hesitated. It’s probably better if I leave her here. There’s no telling what she might do in such an unstable condition. Addy nodded and the creature turned to allow its two prisoners to pass. Addy glanced behind her shoulder as the door closed on Anne’s frightened face. Don’t worry, Addy assured herself, she’ll be okay.

The passage was still in shadow and Addy couldn’t tell what the creature was. They were prodded down the hall by a dull metal pike. Addy slammed into a door at the end of the hall, Jacob colliding into her. The creature pushed them aside and pulled a latch open, swinging the door into the wall. A bright light stung their eyes as they stumbled into a   white-walled room.

Addy blinked her eyes trying to get used to the change in lighting. Once she lowered her hand she could make out a white throne in the room. The creature that had brought them joined eight or more others, shedding his black robe for a white one. The creature had green skin, pointy ears and transparent wings. Its oval eyes were purple and bright. The creature pulled its white hood over its head, joining the others. 

Addy’s breath caught in her throat. “They’re pixries,” she breathed in an awe filled voice.

“Well, that was easier than you thought it would be,” Jacob said out of the corner of his mouth.

“What was?”

“Finding the pixries.”

“Well, they found us.”

“Lucky I threw my knife.”

“It was your fault we got put in the dungeon.”

“You shouldn’t complain.”

“Don’t argue.”

“Stop,” a high but firm voice said softly from the other side of the room. A woman dressed in a white, loose gown stood up from a diamond gilded throne. Jacob’s mouth dropped open. Addy looked over at him, a feeling of jealousy knotting her stomach. (What’s she so jealous about?)
The woman had long wavy blonde hair that came up to her shoulders. A diamond pendant lay at the center of her forehead, its silver string tied in among her curls. Her eyes were completely violet, speckled with golden flecks. Her white skin showed no traces of age, but her presence was commanding and wise. Two butterfly shaped wings, veined with silver were visible from where the two were standing.

“Step closer, children,” she said, motioning them closer. Addy gulped and came within a yard of the pixran’s throne. 

“So, the great Watcher deems it well to finally pay us a visit after all these years,” the pixran queen said, settling back into her chair.

“How did you know?” Addy said, her eyes wide with awe.

“You’re not the only one who knows the ways of olden secrets,” the queen responded.

“We came because we need your help. And we stumbled into the dungeon by accident,” Addy said, sending Jacob a venomous look.

The queen raised her eyebrows in his direction. “I guess this is yours, then,” she said, pulling Jacob’s dagger out of one of her wide sleeves. It was in one piece. Jacob blushed, looking down at his feet.

“So what would you like to ask of me, young one?” the queen said, laying the knife on a white table to her right. 

“We’re on our way to see my godmother. There is a lot of trouble in Magnifica that needs solving. My friend Anne has been acting very strange lately, and I was wondering if you could heal her. I believe she has been  affected by the virus. The White Witch told me that you had found a cure,” Addy said, bowing her head. 

The queen seemed intrigued. “I’ll have my surgeons take a look at her,” she nodded towards two pixries at the door, saying something fast and curt in pixran. “I have a favor to ask of you in return. Give me your hand, please.”

Addy was confused but she approached the throne. The queen gently took hold of Addy’s left hand, her fingers light and wispy against the watcher’s skin. “Now I need you to close your eyes and dive into the memories you’ve had since you first left Magnifica.” Addy did as she was told. Gently, the queen pressed her index finger against the base of Addy’s flame imprint. 

Suddenly, Addy was catapulted into her past. She saw herself in fast-forward beginning from the day she decided to leave. Scattered images raced past her eyes. Her father, Queen Victoria, Anne, Jacob, and the desert villagers melted into a whirlwind of color. Addy’s heart beat frantically as the images grew fast and faster. Then it stopped, the colors exploding into a white sun. Addy’s breathing came out ragged and heavy. The queen’s lips were pressed in a thin line, the gold in her eyes shining fiercely. 

“We must speak alone,” she whispered in Addy’s ear. Addy nodded, her heart pounding in her ears. The pixrie queen straightened. “Go to the weaponry yard and practice,” she said, tossing Jacob’s knife to him. Two pixries directed him towards one of the multiple doors.

“You come with me,” she said, gliding towards the wall behind her chair. Addy nodded, almost running to keep up. The queen pressed an invisible panel on the wall and pulled Addy through the opening into another white-walled room. Once the door was resealed, the queen took a seat on a white, mushroom-shaped chair. Addy sat down on an identical one across from her. 

“What is your name, Watcher?” the queen said. 

“Addy, short for Adelaide,” she replied.

A small smile took over the queen’s smooth features. “You may call me Vale, short for Vreenvale,” she paused. “Now what do you know about the Scarlet Destiny?”

Addy thought hard, “What is that?”

Vale nodded understandingly, “I thought you wouldn’t know that much. The Scarlet Destiny has been around for ages. It is as powerful as a god but it is a  one-way spirit. Once it begins something it stops at nothing until it is finished. It controls everything, and is the source of all fathomable evil,” the queen looked at Addy carefully before continuing. “The Scarlet Mistress, the name we pixries have given her, seems to have become very greedy as of late. All of our world is endangered by her. We must stop her before she gets out of control.”

Addy waited, still absorbing the information that Vale had told her. “What do we do?” she asked, quietly.

Vale stood up and began to pace, “Well, the problem is that no one knows how to defeat her since she’s not a physical being. Her soul can take on physical forms, but she cannot be killed with physical weapons.” Vale stopped and turned to look Addy in the eye. “Your purpose, Adelaide, Watcher of the World, is to find out how to defeat her before she destroys us all. Go to your godmother’s home. We will take care of your friend. I will have two of my fastest flyers bring Anne to you when she is cured.”

Addy was dizzy from all the information. How am I going to save the world, she thought to herself. (Yeah, out of curiosity, how come no other Watchers bothered to try defeating her? I mean, if she’s the root of all evil, she must have been around in their day.) Composing herself she turned to Vale, “I’ll do my best.” 

The Watcher rose from her chair and Vale put a soft hand on her shoulder, “You must leave now. The pixries will show you a fast way out of the forest.” The door slid open and Addy was about to make her way out the door when she hesitated and turned back to the queen.

“Thank you for everything, Queen Vale,” she said with a small bow.

The queen smiled and waved her hand, “Until we meet again, young Watcher.” Addy stepped through the door. Two pixries ran to her sides and guided her down a hallway that ended in a glistening river. Jacob stood on a boardwalk made of tree stumps. A longboat sat motionless in the rippling tide. One of the pixries extended a slim fingered hand, helping Addy into the canoe. Jacob hopped in beside her.

“This will take you through the Cuttergrass Swamp and to the river at the base of the Mirage Mountains. We packed you food, clothes, and supplies, on Queen Vreenvale’s orders,” said a green winged (Put a hyphen in between if you mean s/he has green wings, ignore this comment if you mean s/he’s green and winged) pixrie (Wasn’t the singular of pixrie “pixran”?) on the boardwalk.

“Thank you,” Addy said. 

The pixrie nodded, raising a three-fingered hand, “May protection stay with you and guide you on your search.” With that, the pixries stepped back and the boat began to move. It slid smoothly through the frothy water. Jacob turned to look at Addy, who was staring absentmindedly at the front of the boat. 

“Why’d we leave Anne?” he asked, running his fingers over his knife.

“They’re the only ones who might know how to cure her. I feel better that she’s with them,” Anne said, looking into Jacob’s black eyes.

“The queen seemed very courteous,” Jacob said, a dreamy look coming over his features.

“Well, she’s almost 250 years older than you,” Addy said indignantly.

“You’re just jealous,” he said with a twinkle in his eye.

“Am not. Your standards are just too high,” Addy sniffed, “Go marry a village girl. At least she’d be simple enough for you to understand.” (Um… wouldn’t his needing a “simple” girl reflect low standards?) 
“Are you saying I’m not good enough for you?” Jacob stared steadily at her.

Addy paused, trying to catch her breath. “No, I mean, I didn’t say that,” she stuttered.

“That’s what you meant, though,” he said, squaring his shoulders and crossing his arms in front of his chest. His eyes looked hurt and Addy felt her heart ache.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean what I said, I was just…” she trailed off.

“Jealous,” he finished.

“I wasn’t jealous, I was just a little flustered,” Addy said, goose-pimples forming on her skin.

“Why?”  Jacob persisted.

Addy felt as though her heart had almost stopped beating. Because you’re the only person I can trust right now and because, I don’t want to see you with anyone else, she thought. She had a million answers to that question, but she couldn’t say any of them out loud.

Jacob looked at her expectantly. When he realized she wasn’t going to say anything, he sighed, “Look, Addy, I was just kidding around. I’m sorry I offended you. I accept your apology.”

“Me too,” Addy replied quietly.

“Truce?” he said, holding out his hand.

Addy looked at it. “Truce,” she agreed, shaking it. His hand was so large that her palm looked like a child’s. He held it for a second longer than he needed t,o but Addy didn’t mind at all. 

Their boat continued rocketing along, zigzagging down the winding river. The temperature became subtly cooler as night fell. Shivering, Addy wrapped one of the blankets the pixries had packed around her. The material was soft and felt as though it had just been hanging over a fire. Addy felt herself nodding off to sleep. She didn’t even notice that she had put her head on Jacob’s shoulder. At first he stiffened in surprise, but then he smiled to himself and looked up at the stars.

Chapter Twenty-Three

“I guess this is Cuttergrass Swamp,” Jacob said as the boat entered murky water. A thick fog had settled on the stream, giving off an eerie atmosphere.

“Why’s it called that?” Addy asked, pulling her blanket tighter around her.

Jacob gave her a mischievous smile. “You up for a scary story or are you too much of a wuss?” he asked.

Addy let out an exasperated breath, “I’m a lot braver than you think.”

Jacob shrugged, “Well, legend has it that when the country of Magnifica was created, there was a huge war between the forces of good and evil. The king ordered for all of his infantries’ swords to be planted tip up in this swamp which used to be a dirt-floored forest. The blades where painted green and the original watched (the original what?) spelled them to sway like grass in the wind.” Jacob paused, “Too scary for you?”

Addy shook her head, “Really it’s not scary at all.”

Jacob nodded and continued, “The evil soldiers didn’t see the grass knives and the whole army except  their queen fell to their death.” Jacob looked down.

“What happened to her?” Anne asked cautiously.

“They say the Scarlet Mistress disappeared, she still may be out there. Some even believe that they see her ghost in this swamp,” Jacob said, raising his eyebrows.

“Stop freaking me out,” Addy said, pinching his arm. She couldn’t help but look over the landscape. It was desolate, and well, creepy. The trees drooped towards the river and the mist coming off the water was dense and heavy.

Suddenly, something black moved between the trees. At first, Addy thought her eyes were playing tricks on her, but the mist cleared in a certain spot, revealing a hooded figure in a black cloak.

“Jacob,” she said, gripping his arm tightly, “did you see that?”

“See what?” he said, looking up from his whittling.

“There’s someone, in the mist, I swear,” she said, pointing at the place she had seen the figure.

“There’s nothing there Addy. You’re too proud to admit that the story scared you,” Jacob said with a smirk.

Addy nodded, but she wasn’t totally convinced. She stared apprehensively into the fog. The figure appeared again, but this time it stopped, its hollow face staring at her. Addy felt her breath catch in her throat. The thing pointed a thin pale finger her way. Malicious laughter sounded in her head and the person disappeared. The unforgiving  peal echoed in her mind. She clasped her hands in her hair. Jacob looked at her, bewildered. 

She wiped tears from her eyes and turned to him, “Do you believe me now?”

“About what?” he stared at her, concerned. Something gives me the feeling I was the only one that head that dreadful sound, she thought.

“Addy, what’s wrong?” she heard Jacob say, patting her back consolingly.

“Nothing, nothing at all,” she replied.

The pixrie doctor, Vladmir Henkhoff, snapped on a pair of purple rubber gloves over his green fingers. He was a stout, fat fellow with purple-green eyes and a  scrunched-looking face. He was bald and his large pointy ears stuck out from the sides of his head.

Anne lay, knocked out by strong  anesthetics , on a long metal board that served as an operating table. A nurse took her blood with a long syringe, depositing the red liquid into a clear vial. After inserting a feeding tube into her arm, the nurse left Dr. Henkhoff to do his work.

The doctor looked as his patient, his extremely adept brain calculating her heart rate, age, weight, medical history, and temperature. Her temperature was the first thing that struck him as odd. He knew most humans temperatures were a cozy 98.6 Fahrenheit when they were in homeostasis. On the surface it seemed as though nothing was wrong with her, but now she was about 81.4 Fahrenheit and wasn’t even shaking. (They measure temperature with the Fahrenheit scale? Fahrenheit is named after some guy from our world, so it seems odd that, even if it’s the same measurement, it would have the same name. ) 
Dr. Henkhoff stroked his chin. He pressed his index finger to his temple, connecting him to the technician, “Ellen, I need some lava rocks and the blood sample you took as soon as possible.”

Ellen’s voice echoed in his head, “The sample’s almost done, and I’ll send Millicent to get you the rocks.” Dr. Henkhoff removed his finger and pulled a pen-like piece of silver out of his pocket. He pulled one of Anne’s closed eyes open with his fingers. Running his thumb over the width of the metal, a small pin-point of light radiated from the tip.

He shone the light in Anne’s eye, her pupil retracting. The doctor moved his light closer to her iris, his brow wrinkling in a frown. He took a vial of purple liquid from the cabinet beside her bed and uncorked it. He dripped a single droplet in each eye and took his penlight to her retina. He almost fell over in surprise, his dark green lips twisting into a frown. Her eyes had been marked with a red first, (a red what?) the sign of the scarlet mistress. 

A grim worry line formed in the crease of his brow. He rolled up Anne’s sleeve, exposing her left arm. Anne’s black ink tattoo had disappeared. It was replaced by three thick red lines that twisted in an intertwining pattern up her arm, stopping at her shoulder. Dr. Henkhoff stood there, dumbfounded. Using his eyes, he was able to see through her skin to her heart flame. It was bright red. Someone knocked on the glass door of the room. The doctor turned to see a light green pixrie wearing long dangling earrings looking at him through the window. She was holding a large, heavy sack and a test tube. 

The doctor motioned her inside and Millicent handed him the bag, “Here are the lava rocks. They’ll burn for at least 2 hours when you start them up.” She smiled.

“And the sample?” he asked, his voice apprehensive.

The pixrie’s expression changed. “It was strange. There was an extremely high platelet count and a brown circular substance was stuck onto the majority of the red blood cells. The material contains metal-like compounds, nothing I’ve ever seen before,” she said with a whistle. She placed the sample in his outstretched hand.

“It’s the virus,” Dr. Henkhoff said, running a gloved finger along the glass. “And she must have a wound on her body somewhere. I need magnets, Millicent, now,” he ordered sternly, sending the pixrie off in a hurry. He pulled up the hospital blanket until it was around Anne’s knees. His ultra sensitive nose twitched trying to locate the iron-y smell of dried blood. The wound has to be somewhere on her legs, he thought, turning them over. Try as he may, he couldn’t find an abrasion, not even a paper cut.

Befuddled, the pixrie crossed his arms, tapping a finger on his blubbery chin. Suddenly, the idea hit him like a speeding train. He scurried over to a cabinet and pulled open a draw, gathering a handful of plastic green sticks in his arms. He shook one of the tubes until it glowed fluorescent green. Using the colorful light, the pixrie scanned her legs again. Just as he was passing over the back of her left ankle, blue material lit up. Bingo, he smiled, and shook up more tubes until he could see the wound clearly. Someone tapped him on the shoulder.

“Millicent, pass me the magnet,” he said, concentrating on the spot. The pixrie magnet was a cup-like flexible cover which expanded as needed. He placed it over the illuminated cut. It suctioned perfectly over the wound. Dr. Henkhoff traced the outline of a circle on the magnet and tapped it lightly with a fingernail. The magnet whirred to life, working like a vacuum as it attracted the virus. The red color of Anne’s spiral tattoo began to fade, along with the scarlet tint in her eyes.

While his magnet was doing its work, the doctor set up his six lava rocks. They were oddly shaped with rough, jagged edges. Each were crystalline, tinted a dark blue. Once the pixrie set all of the stones around Anne, he uttered a sharp word in pixran, causing the rocks to turn light blue and begin heating. 

The doctor looked at his wristwatch, a green hand popping up on its screen. The hand spun faster and faster around the circle. It looked as though it was going to bust out of the glass when suddenly it stopped. The doctor took a glass jar spelled with healing and protection and approached the metal table. Taking a pair of tweezers, Dr. Henkhoff pulled the magnet off Anne’s ankle, dropping it into the jar.  He screwed the lid on tight; throwing the tweezers into a trash can as soon as he could. He crouched down so he was about eye level with the glass.

A huge glob of red goo was stuck to the magnet, moving on its own accord. The substance tried to push itself out of the glass, but the case was too strong. Dr. Henkhoff smirked, stripping his gloves off. The good (The what?) melted into the shape of a woman.

“This won’t be the last you’ll see of me Vladimir,” it said threateningly. Shocked, Dr. Henkhoff stumbled backward. Before the woman could say another word, the doctor quickly put a soundproofing spell on the jar.

He signaled to his tech, “Ellen, ring up the queen. I need a word. Now!” The female pixrie scuttled off.

“You called, Vlad?” a soft voice said from behind him.

Dr. Henkhoff jumped, “Vale, you scared me. I’m not used to that yet.”

The queen’s mouth curled into a wan smile, “How is the poor dear?” She turned towards Anne. The girl’s ruddy pallor was slowly returning as the tattoo receded.

“She’ll be fine. We have more pressing problems than that, Vale. The Scarlet Mistress has used a virus to infiltrate the human’s body. She’s been the one behind the disease this entire time,” the doctor scuttled over to his desk and grabbed the test tube. Vale took it, her delicate fingers running up and down the glass. The female figure solidified, pointing an accusing finger at the queen.

“I want to hear what she’s saying,” Vale said, to no one in particular.

Dr. Henkhoff nodded furiously and tapped the top of the container with his finger, “Sensa ecouta,” he said, and a high pitched but commanding voice filled the room.

“Leave us, Vlad,” Vale said, staring bemused at the figure. Dr. Henkhoff hesitated but then closed the glass door behind him. “Hello, Scarlet,” she said, her melodious voice ringing with amusement. “Long time no see. How is the realm of the dead?”

“Absolutely evil. I see you are faring well, sister,” Scarlet replied with a smirk. “Your years are numbered, dearie.”

Vale ignored her comment, “Why have you returned?”

“Why do you think I have?” Scarlet shot back. Vale said nothing. “I am here to claim what is rightfully mine.”

“Nothing on this Earth has ever been yours,” Vale said with a calm expression.

“Everything is mine. I’m destiny,” Scarlet said, twisting her mouth into a smile.

“Yes, but you know not of the living,” Vale persisted.

“If you have forgotten, sister, I was once alive. It was by your hand that I am the way I am,” Scarlet trilled.

“You chose your path. I had nothing to do with it.”

“You had everything to do with it,” Scarlet’s voice had risen.

“You refused to let your soul rest. Now you live in an eternity of darkness.”

“At least I will never die.”

Vale stood and picked up her sister’s container, “Unlike you,” she said in a subdued voice, “I do not fear death.”

Scarlet’s pale blue eyes stared directly at her, “I do not fear it, because I am death.”

“Then pray tell me, sister, why you have not died,” Vale said, her voice firm. She set the bottle down. Silence echoed in the room. Vale sat down in a cushioned seat, her head resting on the back of her chair. “Why have you returned?” her voice revealing tiredness that her face did not portray.

Scarlet stopped her pacing and looked up at her sister. “I have come to live again, to take back the life you took from me.”

“I know nothing of that life. It was lost long ago. You should know that.”

“I know it is not lost.”

“Inhibiting others bodies like a parasite is not living. You know only of death. Do not enter my world, or it will destroy you. If you do, you will disrupt the balance of good and evil.”

“I shall do what I want, you are not the boss of me.”

“Nothing will come of this, sister, mark my words,” Vale said, her voice cold. She rose from her seat. Pressing her fingers to her temples, she connected to Vladimir’s brain wave. He was in the office upstairs, pacing and wringing his hands in worry. Books and papers were strewn around him, his blue life mark pulsing crazily. “You may come back, Vlad. When you come, check on the girl, dispose of Scarlet’s container, and bring me the memory book. The worst has come.”

Dr. Henkhoff’s image nodded furiously and then their connection fizzed out. Vale turned back to the container, but the miniscule image of her sister was gone. The virus had vanished from the glass and the tube was clean. Vale was not startled. A sad smile illuminated her pale face and she said, “So it begins.”

Addy and Jacob had just left the swamp. The girl was very apprehensive ever since she had seen the black figure in the mist. Jacob though she was being paranoid, but Addy knew better. Over the past couple of hours it felt as though something had snapped, causing the air to be filled with tension. She didn’t like it at all.

The boat came to a stop at a frozen embankment where the river had ended. The temperature had dropped, their breath coming out in white puffs. Jacob helped Addy out of the boat, his black eyes smiling into Addy’s face. Addy blushed, looking away as she felt the hard ground beneath her feet. Jacob pulled out two pixrie cloaks made out of a thin, slippery material. Addy looked at him, raising her eyebrows.

He just shrugged, “Put it on, it’s probably enchanted.”

“How you figure that?” Addy said running the metallic material through her fingers. 

“Cause it’s pixan, of course,” he said. “I didn’t know princesses were that thick,” he teased. Addy looked hurt and Jacob creased his brow with worry, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it, nobody knows that much about pixrie magic.”

“Just kidding,” Addy laughed, throwing the cloak over her shoulders. Jacob pushed her gently.

“So do you know exactly where to go?” he asked as they packed their bags full of supplies.

“Well,” Addy paused as she grabbed a water canteen, “not really. My aunt’s kind of a recluse. Nobody knows where she lives. All I know is that she’s somewhere up in there,” she pointed at the white, mist covered mountains that towered above them.

“Perfect, we’ll just search every peak for a witch who is hardly seen who lives in a place that can’t be found,” Jacob said sarcastically, pulling his pack’s drawstrings closed. 

“It won’t be that bad. She’ll probably find us.” 

“Will that be before or after we freeze to death?”

“Jacob,” Addy said, throwing her pack at him, “Don’t be such a baby. She’ll find us. I know it.”

Jacob nodded and with a half-smile tossed her pack back to her, “Where should we start?”

Anne woke up to find herself in a metal enclosed room, lying on a hard, steel bed. Her head spun and she closed her eyes before she would puke from dizziness. There was a low, throbbing pain pulsing somewhere on her leg and her neck ached. Opening her eyes, she blinked in surprise, not able to believe that where she was, back in her own body, was real. She wiggled her fingers, welcoming the burning pain of pins and needles in her muscles. She could feel again. Her eyes drank in the room, not used to the fact that it wasn’t red. She was finally free. 

Her throat was cracked and dry. Anne attempted to get up but her muscles were weak and unfamiliar. All she could do was lay there and wait. Without warning, the glass doors at the front of her room opened and a greenish man with large ears entered the room. The creature had sweat droplets dripping down his face. He crumpled, an agonized expression contorting his features. The sound of a sword being sheathed filled the room. The pixrie doctor lay sprawled out on the floor, lying in his purple blood at the feet of a hooded figure. The person tucked the sword underneath  its black robes and stepped around its victim without even a second thought. It glided towards Anne, a smirking smile just visible beneath its hood. 

“Anne Dublin,” a female voice said from the cloaked figure, “ again, you have tried to escape me and,  again, I have caught you. But don’t worry, I won’t imprison you  like last time.”

Anne’s tongue caught in her throat. “All I need is some of your blood, and you will remember nothing of this meeting,” the woman flicked a small knife from under her cloak and cut a thin, shallow nick in Anne’s finger.

The blade burned the girl’s skin and she cried out in pain. The hooded figure untied a string around her neck upon which was a red stone. The woman pressed her finger at the top of the ruby and it clicked open. She let a few drops of blood fall into the jewel before closing it and returning it to her neck.

“I have some unattended business I must finish,” the woman said to Anne, who lay writhing (From having her finger nicked?) on the table. She swept towards the door where she paused and added, “Go to sleep.” Anne saw darkness cloud her vision, and then her world went black. 

Addy pulled her cloak tighter around her as the wind howled past her numb ears. The snow crunched beneath her boots, cold and tightly packed. The landscape before the two travelers showed no area of refuge, just steep slopes of endless ice. Addy glanced behind her at the end of the hill. Jacob was clambering upwards, a few feet to her right. His scarf was wrapped tightly around his face, his hair sporting tiny, spiky icicles. Addy paused in mid-climb to take a rest. She blew on her hands to try and warm them, but her breath seemed to freeze instantly in the frigid air. 

Jacob was above her by now, too far ahead for her to see. The wind had brought in a snowstorm and soon she could barely make out where she was going. Perfect, we’re going to freeze to death, she thought grimly. I can’t let Jacob have the satisfaction of being right. Suddenly, she heard Jacob yell out in a voice half-muffled by the wind. Addy’s heart beat faster as she scrambled up the snowy mountaintop towards the sound. Instinctively, she put her hand on her knife, hidden under her silvery cloak. They could both be in danger. 

“Addy come on, up here, take a look,” Jacob called. Addy pulled herself towards his voice through the white air. She was in such a rush, she bumped her head on what seemed to be a ledge. Just as she was about to pull herself up onto it, she felt her back foot slip on the icy snow. She grabbed at the air as she tumbled backwards with a sharp scream. She felt herself falling and closed her eyes, bracing herself for the ironic mercy of gravity. Suddenly, she felt someone take hold of her wrist and pull her upwards. Addy slowly opened her eyes. She used her free hand to pull herself up onto the ledge.

“You okay?” Jacob said, once Addy had managed to make it into the cavern. 

Addy nodded, “Where are we?”

“While I got ahead of you, I kind of fell into this cave. It’s good, I guess, ‘cause the storms getting pretty bad.”

Addy smiled, “You’re amazing, you know.”

Jacob was taken aback, his tan skin turning a faint pink around his cheekbones. “It’s nothing, just protecting the princess, Watcher, thing,” he mumbled.

“Don’t treat me like a princess,” Addy said. “I just want to be…Addy.”

“I don’t know what to call you, I’ve known you in all your phases. Above all things though, I know the real you, I really,  truly, know who Adelaide Blake is,” Jacob’s face was serious. Without thinking, Addy leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek.

The cloaked figure glided down the labyrinth of hallways that connected the underground palace to its extremities. Queen Vreenvale was in her study, scribbling away in purple ink in a huge leather-bound book. Thinking she heard something, she paused. Shaking it off, she scrawled something down on the page then shut it, sending it down to her eldest daughter’s chamber. She did so not a moment too soon. Closing her eyes, she began muttering prayers to both the human and pixran gods. The cloaked figure towered over her, silent in its approach.

“I knew you’d come,” the queen said in a soft voice. “I’ve already named an heiress. If you touch her, your spirit will be obliterated.”

“Death has come to take you, for you’re too powerful for fate’s liking,” cackled the figure, pointing a pale finger at the queen.

“I’m ready for death, as you will never be,” the queen whispered. Her statement angered the woman who stood hidden under her black robes. Red light issued from her outstretched finger, hitting the queen straight in the chest. The pixrie gasped and then collapsed motionless on the floor.

“Good-bye, sister,” the woman said, her voice cold

Addy smiled when she saw that a tiny sliver of sunlight had managed to pierce through the still strong blizzard. The storm had let up a little, and now the white snowflakes drifted down from the sky.

“She knows we’re here,” Addy shouted to Jacob, a jubilant smile on her face. The two companions had left their cave and traveled all morning until they had reached the summit of the first peak. Addy closed her eyes and breathed in the cold, mountain air. She peered over the edge of the cliff to see how far they had climbed. It was so steep and the height was so dizzying Addy felt as though she would tumble down the slope any second. 

Suddenly, she heard Jacob cry out. Images that she had seen in the Watcher’s bowl raced back to her. She placed her hand at the hilt of her Watcher’s knife and whirled around. Her blade slipped out of its sheath without a sound. A cloaked figure was coming her way, tucking a small red stone under its robes. Addy held her weapon in front of her, her hand shaking. 

The figure pointed a single finger in her direction. “I have come for you Adelaide, Watcher of Magnifica,” its voice was cold and melodic. Addy’s heart felt as though it had frozen in her chest. 

She found her voice and replied, “You won’t take me without a fight.” 

The thing cackled, “You can’t fight me. You will die.” The tip of the figure’s finger glowed a reddish tint, “Vienos Mort-” the spell cast by the woman was cut off as a large, white thing materialized a few feet above them. The woman let out a terrified shout and disappeared. Addy’s weak knees buckled from under her, causing her to fall into the snow. Gentle hands lifted her up and dragged her until she felt as though she was floating on something light and feathery.

“Adelaide,” a voice said from above her, but Addy couldn’t resist the darkness swallowing her. 

Chapter Twenty-Four

Addy awoke to find herself on something soft and warm. She opened her sleepy eyes and the world before her was blurred and fuzzy. She rubbed her eyes and focused them on her surroundings. She was lying on a couch of some sort that sat in the center of a large, circular room. The walls were made out of what looked to be bricks, but as she looked around, one of them above her head moved. The clay material morphed into an outline of a face.

“She’s awake, she’s awake,” it chirped. A chorus of chirps followed the lead and almost every brick of the house seemed to be carrying the first one’s call. Another voice said something that Addy couldn’t hear and the walls of the room went silent. A few feet from the bed, a spiraling staircase materialized, each board stacking on top of another. 

A figure dressed in white came hurrying down the staircase and stopped at the bottom. It was her godmother, wrapped in a large tent of white material. Her curly, untamed white hair had grown longer since Addy had last seen her. Addy felt relieved as she saw the woman’s piercing blue eyes and a merry wrinkled face. 

“Adelaide,” she said, her voice airy as she rushed forward, gathering the young Watcher up in her arms. Addy knew that most people would freak-out if an old woman who was dressed like she was a part of the circus and lived in a house full of talking bricks came over and hugged them. But this is the White Witch we’re talking about, so Adelaide jumped into her arms.

“Godmother,” (Out of curiosity, do people normally address their godmothers as “godmother”? I just call my godmother “Christy,” but then again she’s not much older than me/ my cousin/ not an infinitely powerful witch. So… eh.)  she said, her eyes watering as she embraced the old woman. “You will never understand how happy I am to be here.” Tears of joy fell down out of Addy’s grey eyes. After a few moments, Addy released her godmother and stared up at her, worry etched into her every pore. “Where’s Jacob?” she asked.

“Oh, you mean the boy,” the witch replied, her smile fading.  “He’s resting. He’s a bit bruised, shaken up, has a rather nasty bump on the side of his head, but other than that, he’s all right, I promise.” Addy nodded, her fast beating heart slowing. She stood up and the witch smiled. 

“I almost forgot! You must be ravenous. I’ll bring you upstairs to the kitchen.” Addy followed her godmother’s white robes back to the enchanted staircase. Addy clambered up after the witch. 

She looked down, and a confused expression took over her face, “Godmother, why do the rooms have no ceilings?” 

The witch paused and turned to Addy with a twinkle in her eye, “My dear, magic, of course.” The pair   climbed and climbed, and Addy’s expression became more and more awed. On one floor of the house, she saw a room filled with mirrors who were discussing each other’s appearance. On another floor, she saw a room whose floor, walls, and ceiling were made out of copies upon copies of books. They reached the kitchen where a stove was singing and popping out pastries at the same time.

“Sit, sit,” fussed the old woman, motioning to a rickety chair and table that had appeared out of thin air. Addy nodded still in awe of her surroundings. Once Addy was seated and had devoured a plateful of dragon eggs, sausage, and apple pie pastries, the witch sat across from her and asked her to recount her adventures. Addy told her everything, finishing with the strange events that occurred between her and the hooded assassin. 

The white witch’s eyebrows were knitted in a frown, “So what are you going to do?”

Addy was shocked by the question and thought about it. “Well,” she said finally, “My plan is to overthrow Victoria and save my dad. Then we can deal with Scarlet.”

The old woman stood up and began to pace, “Scarlet has placed her hand into this scheme too. She’s far more dangerous than any other being. Since I’ve been here, the stretch of the disease has worsened. There have been outbreaks in various villages throughout Magnifica, and reports of others stretching as far as the sea. Lucky for you, that you’re immune because of your Watcher blood.”

“I don’t think Scarlet has anything to do with Victoria.”

The witch stopped and stared Addy in her eyes, “The Scarlet Destiny is involved with everything, Addy. Do you know exactly who she is?”

Addy shook her head. The witch sat down, her face drawn, “The Scarlet Destiny came about years and years ago. Her soul was taken from her by the first Watcher of Magnifica. All she is now is an evil spirit who controls anyone’s fate she wishes. She uses other’s souls who are weakened by emotions to serve her. Once in a while, she finds someone who is so utterly broken that she is able to control them. Other souls who she wishes to control she simply takes part of their flesh, which she keeps close to her at all times. She is far more powerful than Victoria or any other human because she embodies evil herself.”

Addy looked miffed but she persisted, “I know, but at least we know exactly where Victoria is and how to kill her.”

The witch bit her lip, deep in thought, “Very well, if that’s what you wish to do. First, you must find out all you can about Queen Victoria. I have an indescribable feeling that she has sold a piece of her soul to the evil side. It’s hard to tell where her heart lies.” Addy nodded.

The Witch paused before adding, “I also got the results from the university back about Lena Stidcrest. It was quite strange actually. There were no papers on file. Not even a birth certificate.”

Adelaide bit her lip, “That is strange.”

“In the meantime, I will investigate the matter of the Scarlet Destiny. I will go and speak to Vale about it. Maybe she will know what to do.”

“What about Jacob? Will he be alright?” Addy asked, remembering her friend.

“Of course he will,” the witch said, pulling her cloak on. She paused as though looking at an invisible watch. “According to the time, he should be waking up right about now.” Addy managed a smile. With a wave of the witch’s hand, Addy’s godmother disappeared in a puff of smoke. Addy let out a sigh. Her godmother had always been a very cryptic person. 

She didn’t have time to dwell on what the witch had said, because the bricks on the wall began singing. “He’s awake, he’s awake.” Addy ran down the stairs and jumped into Jacob’s arms. His tan skin was pale and he almost crumpled under Addy’s weight but he managed to stay upright.

“Are you alright?” she asked, her eyes watering.

“Other than the fact that you’re crushing me, yes.” Jacob said, a thin smile on his face.

“That was so brave of you. You,” she wiped her eyes, “saved me. I didn’t want to lose you like I almost lost Anne.” Jacob stared into her grey eyes and, without flinching, she looked back, almost losing herself in their black depths. (“losing oneself in the ___ depths,” is kind of a cliché phrase…) She bent down and suddenly kissed his cheek.

“I’m famished,” he said finally, as Addy released him.

“You have to see this place,” she grabbed his hand and pulled him up the stairs.

Addy rubbed her eyes, urging herself to stay awake. It had been three days since her godmother had left. In her absence, Addy had riffled through any book she could find regarding the history of Magnifica, Queen Victoria, and, against her better judgment, the Scarlet Destiny. Jacob had pretty much slept through the past couple days, helping Addy whenever he was awake enough to focus. Addy had never gotten around to asking him what had happened on the mountain and so far he hadn’t been up to sharing. 

Addy pulled a book out of the wall that had a red binding but no title. Just as she was about to open it, bricks on the wall started screaming, “She’s back, she’s back.”

Addy dropped the book and flew down the stairs. The outline of two people and a rather large object began to materialize at the center of the room on the first floor. Addy itched with anticipation as she watched their outlines become clearer. Suddenly Addy’s godmother and Anne appeared, collapsing in a heap on the floor. Addy ran and grabbed Anne in her arms just as the poor girl fell. 

“I’m so glad you’re back,” she said to both of them. “I was so worried.” Her smile faded when she saw her godmother’s grim  expression. She was about to open her mouth and ask what was wrong but the old woman shook her head. Anne pulled Addy into a weak embrace.

“I’ve missed you so much Addy. Everything I’ve been through,” Anne shuddered, “was terrible.” 

Addy’s godmother placed a gentle hand on the shivering girl’s head, “She needs rest.” The witch looked at Addy, “And we need to talk.” Addy nodded. Once Anne had lain down on a pallet that the witch had conjured, Addy returned to the kitchen where the stove was boiling a new pot of tea. The witch emerged from the library carrying a large, heavy, leather-bound book. Without a word, she dropped it on the table pointing a single finger at it. The book cover opened, revealing a page filled with scrawled writing. It moved itself until it was right in front of Addy. The witch turned her back to Addy, pouring herself the tea. Addy peered at the writing. 

After a few moments of silence she looked up, alarmed, “This is the book we’ve been searching for.”

The old woman nodded, a tired look on her face, “It came at a price.”

Addy raised her eyebrows and with a flick of her hand, the witch turned the pages of the book to the last one. Addy looked down at the crinkled parchment and began to read, “For many centuries, the pixran race had been untouchable and everlasting. It was not until my family came to power that their race seemed to be a way that our race could be conquered. When my mother, a pixran heiress, married a human war hero, she produced me, half-pixran, half-human, and my sister. To the pixries’ great displeasure, my little sister was a full-bred human. She was a sad little girl. She always wished that she had a little magic in her blood. There are ways for humans to be magical. Dark ways, but ways all the same. I will not go into the details about it, but in essence she sold part of her soul for magic, turning her into a monster. She has no soul left. And now she, The Scarlet Destiny has come for me. I leave my daughter, Alexandria, in power. The human girl, Anne  must be taken with this book to the Watcher. Do not let this knowledge fall into the wrong hands. Yours Forever, Pixran Queen Vreenvale Romanside.”

Addy stared at the last word on the page. Romanside. That’s my great-grandfather’s name, she thought. Of course their name had changed since then, because he had only daughters. “I’m related to Scarlet and Vale,” she said, staring up at her godmother.

“That’s how magic runs in our veins,” the old woman said.

Addy nodded, still stunned. “Vale is dead. Scarlet killed her a few days ago and now young Princess Alexandria is in power.”

Addy felt her eyes well-up, “She was so kind to me. How could we put her in such danger?”

“It wasn’t your fault Adelaide,” she patted Addy on the back. “I was looking through the book and found an excerpt on Victoria. Apparently, she also sold a piece of her soul, but instead of giving it to the source of evil itself, she sold it to the Scarlet Destiny herself.”

Addy was horrified. The witch continued, “Scarlet is a more pressing problem than we first believed. She is after something far more powerful than control of the whole kingdom.”

Adelaide opened her mouth to ask but the witch shook her head. “I need you to go into the room filled with mirrors and get me the small one with a golden hilt handle. I knew my obsession with collecting junk would pay off eventually. It is the key to defeating Scarlet.”

Addy was still confused and waited for the witch to say more, but she didn’t, so Addy went on her errand. The room of speaking mirrors hushed as she entered the doorway. This is going to take forever, she thought, stepping carefully to make sure she didn’t break any reflective glass. If a woman broke a mirror she would be cursed with giving birth to only sons, a scary thought indeed, since girls were the only ones who could receive magic. Addy shivered.

The room was filled with mirrors of all shapes and sizes. There were mirrors the size of the tip of Addy’s pinky and mirrors the size of a wall. The Watcher cleared her throat, her eyes shifting from side to side, “Um, hi, sorry to interrupt,” she stopped at the center of the room.

“I’m looking for a small gilded gold mirror with a handle.”

A small squeaky voice pierced her ears, “I’m over here.” Addy was surprised and she began to sift through the ocean of glass, careful not to break any. As she searched, soft whispers of the other mirrors reached her ears. 

“She’s far too skinny.”

“Her hair makes her look like a young boy. It looks ghastly.”

“Her clothing is too baggy.”

“Her eyes are as cold as ice.”

Addy ignored the quiet criticism, pushing mirrors that were too big or small aside. The little voice grew louder. Finally, a gold glint caught the corner of her eye. Addy reached her hand down, tugging at the cold handle. She pulled up, the reflective glass staring her in the face. 

“Oh, hello,” its high pitched voice said. Addy couldn’t help smiling, tucking the mirror into her jacket. I’m just happy to get out of this overly critical room, she thought, rushing up the stairs. Her godmother was still sitting at the table staring into space. Addy laid the mirror next to the old woman,

“Keep that mirror with you at all times. Some people who are so evil have trouble looking themselves in the face,” the old woman pointed at the gold mirror. Addy gulped. It’s real, everything’s real, she thought. “Now, I know that you have your heart set on going to the castle, but I must caution you. You’re still a novice Watcher. I don’t know if you’re strong enough to handle everything.”

Addy looked at the witch, her voice sharp, “I have to save my father from Victoria. Even if he’s gone I have to make sure that Victoria doesn’t control the whole kingdom. I know in my heart that I have to go back.”

The witch bit her lip. The determination that was positively emanating from the princess’s eyes broke down her last resolve. “I see that there’s no way to convince you not to go. But you must be careful. Scarlet Destiny is intertwined with Victoria and the reason why she has returned is…” the witch trailed off.

“Is why?” Addy persisted.

“She has come back to destroy you. To take your powers for her own,” the witch finished.

“I have to go back. My people need me. My father needs me. I don’t have a choice,” Addy paused. “If I have to sacrifice myself to save others, it’s a choice that I will make. No one else can make it for me.”

The witch nodded sadly. She stood up and with a sigh, said, “Then, in order to make sure that you’ll be completely protected, it’s time for me to pass on the  full-fledged Watcher powers.” The old woman motioned Addy closer. Addy stepped forward.

The woman placed her thumb at the center of Addy’s forehead and grabbed Addy’s hand with the Watcher scar on it. “I, the White Witch, pass on the ancestral magic of Watchingdom to the new Watcher, Adelaide. She is ready.” 

Addy felt her tongue twitch to life on its own accord and she heard herself say, “I’m ready.” A burst of white light burned her eyes. She fell into a pool of color, different shades of blue racing past her eyes. She was wrapped and intertwined in the colors. Spells raced past her eyes and her Watcher scar burned a faint purple. The tips of her toes and fingers were on fire. She tried to move but some greater force bound her to it. She felt the same tug of magic she had before when she had used force magic, but now it was much stronger. A sharp plane exploded inside her and Adelaide writhed in agony. Suddenly the swirling stopped abruptly and Addy felt her body floating down until her feet touched the floor.

She was covered in a long, billowing blue dress, made of multiple layers of wispy fabric.  A crown was woven in her golden hair a W and an M interwoven at the center of her forehead. Her arms were covered in blue ink, symbols of healing and protection. Her godmother let out a whistling breath, kneeling down on one knee she whispered, “Adelaide, Watcher of Magnifica.”

Chapter Twenty-Five

Addy had never known what flying had felt like until now, as she soared above the villages of Magnifica. Jacob was next to her on her right side and Anne was on her left. Addy’s heart was heavy with the mission she had set out to complete. She would be doomed for even trying, but she knew it had to be done. 

They had the perfect plan. Not entirely foolproof, but definitely close to perfect. Addy could feel the contents in her backpack poking into her back. The wind whipped through her hair as they flew towards the castle’s turrets which were poking through the clouds. Addy gulped, the butterflies in her stomach pulsing. Below them, flying lower and much faster were a massive group of pixrans. Adelaide signaled to the leader, a green pixrie with black wings and soon the troop and the three humans touched ground just before coming to the great wall.

Adelaide landed, nodding to the general. All the pixrans were dressed in heavy,  thick-plated armor, an assortment of spears and swords clutched in their  three-fingered hands. “You know the plan. Enter through the main gate, surround the palace. Once you have all of the guards under control, signal your victory to me squeezing this pebble,” Adelaide pressed a small round stone into the pixrie’s hand. 

He nodded, “We’ll have it under control within minutes, Watcher.” He grinned a  sharp-toothed smile and Adelaide nodded. 

“If they resist, take no prisoners. They all are under the Queen’s spell,” again the general nodded, placing his metal helmet on over his head. 

Adelaide returned to her friends, “You ready?’ she asked both, looking at their faces.

Anne gulped but nodded. Jacob seemed antsy, watching enviously as the pixran troops began their stealthy approach to the castle. Adelaide grasped the two others hands and, using her force magic, levitated them back up into the air. She let the wind and a bit of her own force push them towards the castle. They passed the main wall of the city, flying over the square. Addy whispered an invisibility spell as they flew lower, so the townspeople wouldn’t be able to see them.

The trio touched the ground in front of the door to the servant’s passage. While Anne and Jacob kept watch, Addy muttered under her breath. The door swung open and they scurried into the dimly lit hallway. Jacob shut the door and Addy released the spell. It was too risky to illuminate the hall with light so the companions traveled cautiously in the dark until they came to the door that led to the hallway. Here the three waited, Adelaide holding her breath, waiting for the stone in her pocket to start vibrating. Outside, they could hear the muffled cries of battle, swords clanging, steel against steel. A few people screamed and Adelaide traded looks with her two other companions. Hopefully, all was going well. The noise began to recede and Adelaide released her air, allowing herself to breathe again. Moment later, the stone vibrated in her pocket. The general’s voice echoed in her mind, “We’ve taken the city. (Already? That was pretty quick.) It’s safe for you to proceed.” 

Adelaide turned back to her two companions running over the plan for the hundredth time. “Anne, Jacob, I need you both to find my father. Dead or alive, you need to put him on the pixran boat that’s waiting in the moat. I’ll take care of Victoria,”  (What about Lena? Shouldn’t she be concerned about her, too?) Addy said, her voice serious. Anne and Jacob nodded. 

Jacob said, “Don’t worry, we know what to do.”

Just as they were leaving Jacob turned to Addy, “Just so you know, if anything happens, you mean a lot to me.” Addy felt her cheeks burning. He leaned forward and kissed her lightly on her lips. Before she could say anything in reply, he winked at her and disappeared down the hall after Anne. 

Addy stood, rooted in her spot for several moments, dazed. Perfect timing Jacob, she cursed the handsome boy. Just before I’m ready to prepare for battle, you send my mind into a buzz. I need to focus, she reminded herself. She strode out of the servants passage, her shoeless feet treading lightly on the red carpet. As she passed the torches, the firelight caused her blue tattoos to glitter. Her eyes glowed permanently silver. She stopped in front of the entrance of her stepmother’s chamber. Placing one hand on the hilt of her Watcher knife, she took a deep breath and pushed open the oak door.

Jacob and Anne ran down the maze of hallways. Addy had told them that her father was somewhere near the dungeons. Anne was so nervous she had completely forgotten where the dungeons were, and she let Jacob lead the way. They stopped, panting, in front of an iron door complete with bars and spikes.

“I think this is it,” Jacob said.

“You only know where it is because you’ve been here before,” she said hotly, irritated that he seemed to know the palace better than she did. She pushed past him and yanked the door open. (Wait, I thought they were going somewhere near the dungeons?) She tripped over something, sending herself tumbling into the room. The color drained from her face as she looked around. The painted red walls triggered a barrage of unwelcome memories.

“Jacob, we have to get out of here,” she turned around to see Jacob standing outside the door, a black key clenched in his fist.

“I hope you enjoy the accommodations,” he said, a malicious grin playing across his face. Before she could cry out, he slammed the door shut, locking it in place. (Oh. My. God. …. I actually, seriously, wasn’t expecting that. Good plot twist. Exellent.)
Victoria stood at the window as Addy burst through the door. “I knew you’d be back, stepdaughter,” she said, turning around slowly.

“You’ve no right to call me that,” Addy said, anger pulsing through her veins. The queen raised an eyebrow at the Watcher’s strange outfit. “You tried to kill me and my father,” Addy accused, stopping a foot away from the queen.

“I managed to complete half of that job,” she replied, a bitter smile crossing her lips. “Now it’s your turn to die.”

“Not if you die first,” Addy countered, unsheathing her sword. In a swift and single movement, she plunged the blade deep into the queen’s chest. 

Victoria let out an evil laugh, “You of all people should remember, Adelaide, that I wear my heart up my sleeve.” (That was… an awesome line. Just. Wow.)
Addy was so shocked; she felt her knife clatter to the floor. The queen took a step towards her when suddenly, a pained expression crossed her stepmother’s face. She screamed in agony and fell to the floor, a knife stuck in her upper arm.

Lena Stidcrest stood behind the dying queen, a sweet smile plastered on her pale face. “Hello Adelaide,” she said, jumping over Victoria’s writhing body. “so good of you to join me.”

Addy’s mind was racing so fast it made her dizzy. “Lena? Wait. Why? What?” she said, absolutely stunned, staring at Victoria’s twitching body.

Lena looked at Adelaide calmly, “You sound like such a child. Really, what do you think I’m doing here? I wanted to see if you were smart enough to figure that out, but I guess not.” Adelaide still stared at her, confused.

After waiting a few minutes Lena said, “What, you’re not even going to guess?” When Adelaide didn’t respond she continued, “Oh fine, oh fine I’ll tell you. I thought you would figure out that Lena Stidcrest is an anagram for Scarlet Destiny. Yes, I’m the Scarlet Mistress or whatever the pixries, those disgusting little creatures call me.” (I was expecting that, but I didn’t spot the anagram. Still, the big reveal was well done.)  The girl came closer to Addy. The Watcher was stupefied. She looked at Lena and a blur of red caught her eye. A ruby hung around the girl’s neck. Addy quickly pulled the golden gilded (Pick one, golden or gilded) mirror out of her skirt and held it up to Lena’s face. 

Lena smiled, fluffing up her brown hair with her hands, “I know, I know, I’m gorgeous.” (XD I know I shouldn’t laugh at the villain’s jokes, but… just… LOL. That was awesome, too.)In one fluid motion, Lena grabbed the mirror and hurled it across the room. It hit the wall and then dropped to the floor with a clatter, shattering into a million pieces.

“Thought your mirror would defeat me, did you?” Lena said, smirking. “I’m the Scarlet Destiny. I’m invincible.”

Addy licked her dry lips, her mind racing. “What did you do to Anne?” she asked stalling.

“I sent that ugly little merk to bite her. Although it died, that didn’t prevent me from securing some of her blood by which to control her,” Lena stroked the ruby necklace at her throat thoughtfully. “But then, you had to run to find your pixrie friends and things got nasty,” she said, narrowing her  red-rimmed eyes.

“But how did you find us after Anne was cured?”

“Even though you have more magic than me, I’m better at using your talents to my advantage. Especially your weaknesses.” 

“Wh—” Addy began, when suddenly the door banged open and Jacob came running in, his hand holding a shining dagger.

“Jacob,” Addy shouted, “Don’t touch her, she’s too dangerous.”

Jacob smiled, standing next to Lena, pointing his knife at Addy, “Not dangerous enough,” he said.

Lena draped a slender arm over Jacob’s shoulder, “He was working for me all along. Ever since I saw him in the presentation room, I knew he’d be useful.” She snickered and made a face, “Look at me, look at me, I’m a princess, I get everything I want.”  

Addy felt hot angry tears, welling up in her eyes, “I’m not like that anymore.”

Lena just shook her head, “My eavesdropping on you confirmed my suspicions about you being a Watcher. How I do hate those magical beings.” Lena crinkled her nose in disgust. “Except, their power is quite appealing. I’ve waited so long, thousands of years for the presence of your magic to surface, that I can hardly wait to feel Watcher magic flowing from my fingers.” Lena looked at Addy hungrily. Addy’s stomach flipped and she took a step back.

“But I couldn’t believe you didn’t see this coming. The planted Watcher bowl taken from your godmother’s apartments, the fact that Jacob was the person who found you when Anne was dying from the virus, the dark figure in the swamp, and in the mountains. He led me right to you. It’s quite pathetic actually, on your part. Love is such a dangerous thing” Lena stepped closer to her, her pointed nose inches from Addy’s face. 

Adelaide felt a deep blush creeping up her neck, “I was never in love with you.” She stared defiantly into Jacob’s eyes and he looked away. Adelaide attempted to stem the wound that had opened in her heart. She focused back on Lena to keep from breaking down, from falling to the floor and letting her hurt flow out of her in the form of tears.

  “Should we begin it?” Lena ignored the princess’s anguish, staring into Addy’s eyes.

In a  split-second decision, Addy answered her question. She crouched to the floor and slid her right leg around, causing Lena to fall to the ground. Addy scrambled to her feet. Suddenly, a sharp pain exploded inside her head. A pounding began. and Addy crumpled to the floor in a heap. She heard Lena get up and walk towards her.

“In pain?” she asked, her mouth turning up into a sneer. Red mist was shooting out of her hand and surrounding Addy’s head. The pain intensified when Lena’s thin hand reached down and pulled Addy’s chin up, forcing the Watcher to look her in the eye. “Is that the best you can do?”

Addy steeled herself against Lena’s magic. Dig deep, dig deep, she muttered over and over to herself. She could feel the thin pulse of her own magic intensifying. Suddenly, an eruption of blue light filled the room and the pain in Addy’s head vanished.

“Look what you’ve done,” Lena shrieked, holding up her singed hand. Addy whirled around staring into Lena’s red pupils. With a hiss, Scarlet sent a shot of red light speeding towards Addy. She was thrown against the wall, falling down on top of the broken glass. Her head spun and she could feel a dull throbbing sensation in her bloodied arms, cut by the pieces of broken mirror. Through her pain she saw Lena standing above her. 

Scarlet was angry as she spoke, “Even if you’re a witch, you’re still human.” She bent down and wiped her finger on Addy’s arm. Addy’s blood shone brightly on the tip of Lena’s skin. 

Just as she was about to open her necklace, Addy looked up, “At least I don’t pretend to be real.” Mustering the last of her energy Addy reached up and grabbed Lena’s ruby pendent. She smashed the fragile glass on the cold stone floor. It broke into a million rhinestones, blood droplets soaking into the rug. Lena let out a piercing scream and Jacob ran to her side, catching the falling girl in his arms. A red mist seeped out of the dying girl’s skin and formed a female figure in front of Addy’s eyes.

“Just because you’ve destroyed my body doesn’t me you’ve rid yourself of me,” it shrieked, closing in on Addy. The Watcher tried to crawl away from Scarlet, but ended up backing  into a wall. She pushed her palms,  face-up, towards the ghost, but the blue stream went right through the mist. She felt a sinking feeling settle into her something. (Her something? Care to be more specific?) This was the end. Suddenly, something sharp pricked her side and she looked down. A small piece of reflective glass lay on the floor next to her leg. Scarlet approached, baring her pointy needle-like teeth. 

Addy grabbed the shard and jabbed it towards the spirit’s face. A scream echoed throughout the room as Scarlet yelled in pain. The red mist was sucked by a tornado of blue magic coming from the depths of the mirror fragment. The glass turned scarlet and burned Addy’s hand. The watcher dropped the piece on the floor. Exhaustion overtook her and her world went black. 

Epilogue

Addy felt the wind whip through her hair as she stood at the top of the castle’s observation deck. She closed her eyes, taking in the flowery scent of spring. She traced the newly healed cuts on her hands, amazed that she had recovered so quickly. Too quickly, she thought, sighing. The events from the other day were still a blur in her mind. She had ordered the mirror shard to be broken, then melted, and then scattered around the country. She traced the red metal ball she wore around her neck. Always keep part of your enemies close, she though grimly.

She saw Anne coming up the stairs before she actually reached the deck. She looked different. The serving girl was dressed from head to toe in a long, flowing golden gown. Addy’s newly polished crown sat among Anne’s wavy red hair. She, like Addy, wore the same red necklace. The two stood in silence, staring out over the village.

“I hope Jacob won’t give you any problems,” Addy said stiffly.

“Don’t worry, we have him under control. He’s being led away to the dungeons in shackles as we speak. He seems to enjoy it down there,” Anne replied. She paused, then continued, “Addy, I don’t know if I can do this.” Her eyes watered.

“They need me,” Addy said, pointing towards the clear blue sky. She pulled Anne’s arm and hugged her friend. “I have to go. I know you’ll do wonderfully,” Addy said tapping her head. “And just think my name if you need any help or want to see me, I won’t be too far away.” Addy blinked away tears. 

Anne nodded, and held in a sob. “Good-bye,” she whispered. Suddenly Addy began shimmering. She was lifted off the floor, floating in the air. The light became blinding and a loud popping sound echoed in Anne’s ears. Addy waved at her friend and then suddenly disappeared in a shower of diamonds, the oval shaped jewels falling with a clink to the floor. 

Anne was about to leave, tears dripping down her face, when she heard someone behind her say in awe, “What was that?” She turned seeing a little blond page boy gaping at the jewels.

“That,” she answered, “was the angel who is watching over Magnifica.”

