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To Karen

LS

For my beloved friend Anna , 
the strongest  woman I  know

DO





do you seriously want to spend the fi rst day 

of summer vacation with a bunch of dead 

people?” Josh asked. He was a tall, skinny boy with 

brown skin and tight curls. If you had to pick one 

word to describe him, he’d be very disappointed in 

you, because Josh believed that a wide vocabulary 

was very important.

“� ey’re buried!” Kit said. “It’s not like they’re 

zombies. It’s just a cemetery. And it’s so overgrown 

it’s basically a park.” Kit was stocky, pale, and red-

haired. If you had to pick one word to describe her, 

it would probably be muddy.

The Hunt

for

Danny

Fandango



“A park full of dead bodies,” Josh said with 

a shudder. “I don’t care if they’re buried. I’ll still 

know they’re there.” 

It was the beginning of summer vacation, and 

Kit and her friends were sitting on Kit’s bedroom 

fl oor, arguing about what to fl oor, arguing about what to 
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“Let’s go to the library instead,” said Alita. 

“� ere are absolutely no dead bodies anywhere in 

the library.” 

“Yet,” said Kit darkly. “What if I die of boredom?”

Alita was about half Kit’s size in every direc-

tion. Her eyes were dark, her skin was brown, and 

her thick black hair was divided into two perfect 

braids. If you had to pick one word to describe her, 

it would probably be intense. Her eyes looked as if 

they could bore through solid concrete.

Josh sat upright, making excited gestures with 

his long, skinny arms. “You won’t die of boredom. 

� ere are so many books at the library!”

“But I don’t like books,” protested Kit. “� ey 

have words in them.” 

“You don’t have to read them,” said Alita. “But I 

need to get a book. Urgently. It’s basically a matter 

of life and death.”

“But it’s so . . . bluuuuurrrgh in the library,” com-

plained Kit.

“Pleeeease,” Alita went on. “I need the new 

Danny Fandango, and if we’re not quick, all the 
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copies will be gone. I’ve been waiting a year to fi nd ar to fi nd 

out what happens next.”

It was a beautiful sunny day. Kit, Josh, and Alita 

were allowed to walk anywhere within a mile as 

long as they stuck together. Freedom was theirs. 

But for some baffl  ing reason, Kit’s friends wanted 

to go somewhere you had to be quiet and behave. 

Sometimes her friends made no sense. And not 

just when they used really long words.

“If we go to the cemetery instead of the library, 

we can climb trees!” said Kit. � is, she felt, was a 

powerful argument.

“Or, to put it another way,” said Josh, “if we go 

to the cemetery, we’ll have to climb trees. And get 

mud on ourselves.” He gestured down at his pris-

tine sneakers. Kit didn’t understand how it was 

possible for shoes to stay that clean. 

“And maybe, if we climb trees,” Josh went on, 

“we’ll fall from a great height and die.”

“We won’t die,” said Kit. 

“OK, we’ll be maimed, then,” said Josh. “I don’t 

want to be maimed. I want to read Danny Fandango.”



5

“Come on, Kit. We can go to the cemetery after-

ward. We promise,” said Alita. She gave a pleading 

look, opening her dark eyes wide and fl uttering her 

long eyelashes. Kit knew that trick—Alita was the 

baby of her family, and she always got her own way.

“Yes, we promise. I swear on my signed copy of 

Danny Fandango and the Cauldron of Poison,” said 

Josh.

� is was a serious oath, Kit knew. Josh kept the 

book in his bedroom in a glass case like it was a 

museum exhibit. Kit wouldn’t be surprised if he 

had set up lasers and alarms all around it. 

“Come on, Kit,” repeated Alita, who was almost 

as big a Danny Fandango fan as Josh, although 

not as into lasers. She was more likely to have 

trained her dog to guard her copy. Alita’s dog 

scared most people. It was big enough to ride like 

a horse. But Alita treated it like a cute little kitten 

and had named it Fluff y. She’d insisted they adopt 

it from a dog shelter. Kit wondered how the dog 

shelter people had stopped it from eating all the 

other dogs.
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“I suppose we could go to the library fi rst  .  .  .  ” st

said Kit, thinking longingly about the overgrown 

cemetery with its spooky stone angels and matted 

undergrowth full of cool insects and—one blissful 

day—a rat. “But just quickly, all right?” 

“Quick as Danny Fandango casting a Lightning 

Spell!” said Josh.

“Quick as Lara Fandango casting an even faster 

one!” said Alita. 

Kit hadn’t read any of the Danny Fandango 

books because reading required sitting still, and 

sitting still was against everything she stood for. 

But from what Kit had picked up from her friends, 

Lara was Danny’s sister, and she was better at 

magic, but he was the Chosen One so got to do all 

the fun stuff . 

� at sounded familiar. Kit’s older brother and 

sister always got to do the fun stuff . Kit’s Perfect 

Older Sister was Perfect in All Ways, according to 

her parents. Kit’s Wicked Older Brother was a Bad 

Boy and therefore required a lot of shouting and 

attention, and when he did even the slightest thing 
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right, he got presents. Kit’s younger sister was 

only a toddler, and her job was to be Adorable and 

Covered in Jam. And her baby brother had a tiny 

scrunched-up face, cried a lot, and was Precious 

and Good Enough to Eat.

Kit was . . . nothing in particular. She was aver-

age. Not incredibly smart, but not unintelligent. 

Not especially sporty, but not unable to catch, 

either. When people were picking teams, she was 

usually picked second or third. Never fi rst. Never 

last.

� e only non-average thing about her was her 

size. Growing out of her sister’s hand-me-downs 

at an unnatural rate was her most remarkable 

skill, according to her parents. She was in the last 

year of elementary school now, but she had grown 

out of all of Perfect Older Sister’s school uniforms, 

so they’d had to buy a new one in the spring. � at 

had led to a lot of tutting, but Kit didn’t see how 

it was her fault. She wasn’t growing on purpose. 

It just happened. 

“Let’s get this over with, then,” said Kit. “We’re 
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going out!” she called as she passed her parents 

and her two younger siblings in the living room.

Alita looked shocked by Kit’s dad, who was hold-

ing Toddler upside down, bouncing her up and 

down like a sack of potatoes.

“Who’s a bouncy bouncy bouncy?” he was saying.

Alita was too polite to say so, but Kit knew she 

was thinking that nothing like that would happen 

in her house, where the adults were dignifi ed and 

people were usually the right way up, however old 

they were.

“Hello, Mr. Spencer! Mrs. Spencer!” said Josh.

“Hello, Josh! Hello, Alita! See you later! Don’t 

get muddy, Kit!” said her mom, wiping a splotch 

of baby food out of her auburn hair. She glanced at 

Kit. “Muddier.” � en, to Kit’s dad, “� e baby’s spit 

up again. Can you pass me a wet wipe?”

Kit sometimes wondered if her parents might 

pay more attention to her if she had vomit and snot 

streaming out of her all the time.

� e Chatsworth Library was a boring-looking 

concrete building with automatic doors that didn’t 
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work right, so you had to approach them and then 

retreat a couple of times before you could get 

through. 

� ey’d never been to this library before, but the 

one that Josh and Alita usually went to had closed 

down a few months before. � is one looked like 

any other library, though. Inside, the walls were 

covered in posters about getting fl u vaccinations 

and rules about when you could use the comput-

ers. � ere was a little play area with toys for small 

children. Kit wished they had one of those for 

kids her age. Maybe a multicolored ball pit that 

you could dive into. She’d be at the library every 

day if they did. 

“� e new Danny Fandangos will be over here,” 

said Josh, charging toward the children’s section. 

“OK, get it quickly, and then we can go to the 

cemetery,” said Kit. � e silence in the library was 

creepy. It made her want to shout really, really 

loudly.

At that moment, she caught the eye of a librar-

ian with a long white beard who put a fi nger to his 
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lips, as if he knew she was going to make a noise. 

Kit sighed and strolled over to her friends. � ey 

were staring at a display of books. Or rather, at an 

empty space in the center of it.

“It’s already gone!” said Alita. “Danny Fandango 

and the Crown of Bones is gone!”

“We’re too late!” said Josh.

“� is is the worst thing that has ever happened,” 

said Alita. “Including when Lara Fandango’s pet 

fox lost a leg in book two.”

� ey both turned to Kit. “� is is your fault!” said 

Josh.

“What? We only got here fi ve minutes after 

opening time!” said Kit. 

“Exactly,” said Josh. “I bet people were lining up 

before the library opened. Probably overnight. I 

wish we were older so we were allowed to line up 

overnight.”

Kit could think of a million reasons why being 

older would be fun, but none of them involved 

lining up. 

“Can I help?” said a voice from behind them. 



Kit turned to see a tall, dark-skinned Black 

woman with her hair in long locs. Her face was open 

and warm, with a wide nose and a full, perfectly 

lipsticked mouth. Her long nails were painted with lipsticked mouth. Her long nails were painted with 

squiggly, shimmering p

� e woman was w� e woman was wear-

ing a name tag that saiing a name tag that said 

faith braithwaitefaith braithwaite

head librarian. 

“What are you 

looking for?” Faith 

the Head Librarian 

asked with a bright 

smile.

“� e new Danny 

Fandango!” said Alita 

and Josh in unison.

Faith put her hands tFaith put her hands to 

her heart in a gesture oher heart in a gesture of 

shock. “Danny FandanDanny Fandango 

and the Crown of Bonand the Crown of Bones

Oh, no. Not to be funnOh, no. Not to be funny, 
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but you’ve got to get up earlier in the morning if 

you want to get a copy of that the day it arrives. 

People were lined up when the library opened. All 

the copies will be out for at least a week now.”

Alita and Josh looked like puppies who’d just 

been kicked. 

“A week? � at’s . . . so long,” said Alita. Her eyes 

fi lled with tears.

“A week?” asked Josh, biting his lip. “But Crown 

of Bones is only seven hundred pages long. Do 

people really read that slowly?”

“It’s not a race. No one gets medals for reading 

quickly,” said Faith. 

Josh looked extra sad at that.

“Cheer up, though,” Faith went on. “� ere are 

other books. � at’s the point of this place. Read 

these instead.”

She produced two identical books from behind 

her back, as though she’d been holding on to them  

the whole time. Except that was impossible, Kit 

thought. Her hands had been empty moments 

before. 
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� e books said � e Wizard of Earthsea on their 

covers.

Josh and Alita perked up ever so slightly.

“Wizards?” said Josh, taking his copy. “Excellent!”

� e librarian turned to Kit. “What about you?”

“Oh, I don’t need a book.” Kit pointed to her 

friends. “I’m just here for them. We’re going to 

the cemetery now.” But Josh and Alita had already 

scuttled off  to a reading corner with their books.

“Never mind them,” said Faith. “What kind of 

story would you like?”

“I don’t really like stories,” said Kit.

“How do you think the stories feel, with you 

talking about them like that?” asked Faith.

“Sorry,” mumbled Kit. � en she blinked. “Wait, 

stories don’t have feelings.”

“Don’t they?” Faith raised an eyebrow. “Are you 

saying you’re the expert on stories around here?” 

She tapped her Head Librarian badge. “Tell that to 

the badge.”

“I’m not, but—”

“I’ll stop you there,” Faith said, holding up a 
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fi nger. “You don’t like stories, you say? Well, not all 

books are stories. Follow me.” She strode through 

the aisles, locs bouncing, with Kit trotting behind 

her to catch up. 

Faith stopped suddenly in front of a shelf 

marked nonfiction. Kit bumped into her, then 

fell over her own feet with a thump. Faith looked 

down at her curiously.

“What do you like doing?” she asked as Kit 

scrambled upright. � e librarian fl ung out her 

arms in a wide gesture, taking in the entire 

library—or possibly the entire world. “What’s 

your favorite thing to do? I want to pick the per-

fect book. Be specifi c. Be honest.”

Kit thought about it. “I like  .  .  . being outside. 

Burning stuff . Exploring. Danger.” She looked 

down at herself and, being honest, added, “Mud.” 

“Hmmmm,” said Faith. She turned to the shelf 

behind her and pulled out a book with a picture of 

a burning town on the front called � e Great Fire 

of London. 

“Here, try this. � ere’s plenty of fi re, obviously, 
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and it’s about the seventeenth century, so that 

takes care of the mud. Everyone was muddy then. 

Even rich people.”

Kit took the book, feeling skeptical. She thought 

she’d rather build a fi re than read about one.

“If you don’t like it, I’ll give you your money 

back,” said Faith. 

“But books are free at the library,” objected Kit.

“Well, isn’t that great!” Faith grinned. “Later!” 

She gave Kit a little nod, then strode away.

Before Kit had a chance to open the book, she 

heard a loud click from behind the nearest shelf, 

making her jump.

She went to investigate. Behind the shelf was 

a cabinet full of books behind sliding glass doors. 

� ere was a padlock on one of the doors. It was 

unlocked. 

She found herself sliding the glass door back. � e 

fi rst book that caught her eye was called Dangerous 

Animals. It was very old and very dusty. She couldn’t 

say why, but she reached for it.

“Ow!” she yelped. � e book had given Kit a tiny 



16

electric shock. Books can tell I don’t like them, she 

thought glumly. It’s like how dogs can smell fear.

She looked at the book more closely and fl ipped 

it open. On the fi rst page was a picture of a huge 

snake with a label that read Black Mamba, along 

with facts about how big it was, how fast, how 

poisonous  .  .  .  OK, thought Kit. � is book was 

more interesting than it looked.

Kit could’ve sworn she heard a hiss. She peered 

more closely at the image of the snake. Its beady 

black eyes seemed huge.

She heard the hiss again.

But Kit wasn’t standing in the library anymore. 

She was in a rocky desert. In front of her, the 

mamba rose up on its tail, swishing from side to 

side, hissing.

It’s about to strike, she thought. She wanted to 

scream. She wanted to run. But she’d just read that 

the mamba was too fast to outrun. She stood, help-

less, waiting to feel the venomous creature’s teeth 

sink into her . . . 



� ere was a rushing sound in her ears, and she 

found herself in the library again.

No. Not the library. A library. � e shelves were 

taller. And outside the window, there was a tree.  

� ere was a fl ash.

She was back in the desert. � e 

snake was mid-strike.

� en she felt someone 

take her hand. She heard 

a muttered word. � e 

snake’s hiss was in 



kit blinked. She was back in the library, and 

Faith the librarian was by her side, holding 

the closed book of dangerous animals in one hand 

and Kit’s hand in the other.

“Well, that shouldn’t have happened,” said Faith, at shouldn’t have happened,” said Faith, 

letting go of her. She looked down at the book, 

then over at Kit, shaking her head. 

 “What did happen?” Kit glared at the book, in case did happen?” Kit glared at the book, in case 

it got any more funny ideas. “� ere was a snake, and 

I was in a book, and then I was in a diff erent library, 

and . . .” Kit couldn’t fi nish. � is all made as much 

sense to her as a math lesson in another language.

garden

Sunlit
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 “Hmmm,” was all Faith said. And then, “Was that 

the fi rst time something like that has happened 

to you?”

Kit stared at her in disbelief. “Of coursef course it’s the 

fi rst time. Defi nitely. I’d remember.”

“All right, all right,” said Faith. She put a fi nger  to 

her lips. “Inside voice. � is is a library, remember?” 

“Are you sure?” asked Kit. “Libraries don’t usu-

ally have so many snakes!”

“Depends on the library,” said Faith. She ran 

her fi nger along a row of books behind the glass, 

sliding the doors farther out of the way. “Let’s try 

something less dangerous.” She picked out a vol-

ume called Gardens of the World. 

It looked like the sort of book Kit’s dad would like.

“Try reading this one to yourself,” sug-

gested Faith. “I’ll prop it up for you on this shelf 

here . . . just in case that wasn’t a fl uke last time.” 

She opened the book to one of the fi rst pages, plac-

ing it carefully on a shelf at Kit’s eye level.

“OK  .  .  .  ” Kit didn’t know what was going on. 

She wasn’t sure she liked it. But on the other hand, 



she wasn’t sure she didn’t like it, either. It was defi -

nitely not boring. � e library was no longer a place 

of dust and quiet. It was weird. And she liked weird.

Kit began to read. “In climates with little sun-

light, why not try a rock garden? A birdfeeder will light, why not try a rock garden? A birdfeeder will 

dlife. And selecting shrubs that bees attract wildlife. And selecting shrubs that bees 

fi nd appealing will—”

� ere was a low hum. Without 

fanfare—not even a tiny toot on a fanfare—not even a tiny toot on a 

trumpet—Kit was suddenly in a garden. trumpet—Kit was suddenly in a garden. 

 apped around a stuff ed birdfeeder. � ere Birds fl apped around a stuff ed birdfeeder. � ere 

were rocks and little shrubs all around her. Bees were rocks and little shrubs all around her. Bees 

buzzed between the strongly scented bushes. buzzed between the strongly scented bushes. 

e side. Faith was standing She glanced to one side. Faith was standing 

ell, well,” she said. “I’m “Well, well, well,” she said. “I’m 

d. � is really shouldn’t be impressed. � is really shouldn’t be 

possible.”

tanding inside a book? “Standing inside a book? 

, it shouldn’t,” said Kit. No, it shouldn’t,” said Kit. 

You “You read books. You ad books. You 

don’t don’t stand in them.” d in them.” 



She turned her head, then spShe turned her head, then spun 

all around. “Is this some kind oall around. “Is this some kind of 

hologram?”

Faith shook her head. 

“Nope.” She paused, turning her f“Nope.” She paused, turning her face up toward the 

sun, and closed her eyes to bathe in the light. “It’s 

magic, obviously.”

Kit’s heart skipped like a stone on water. She felt 

tingles all over her skin.

 “� is is a magical book?” Kit looked around in 

wonder. She sniff ed the air cautiously. She could 

smell fl owers and herbs and a little rain. It smelled 

so real.

Faith gave a half nod, half shake of her head. 

“It’s partly the book that’s magical, yes. But it’s 

partly you.”

“Sorry?” Kit blinked. “What do you mean, me? “Sorry?” Kit blinked. “What do you mean, me? 

What am I?”

“You’re a wizard.”

Kit blinked again. “I’m a whwhat

“A wizard.” Faith raised a fi“A wizard.” Faith raised a fi n-

ger and wagged it. “But yoger and wagged it. “But you 
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shouldn’t be a wizard. It’s not supposed to happen.”  

Faith pursed her lips. � is annoyed Kit. 

“Is it because I’m a girl? Can’t girls be wizards?”

Faith gave her a look. “No,” she said patiently. 

“It’s not because you’re a girl. It’s because you’re 

a child.”

Kit stroked her chin. “So to be a wizard, do I 

need to be old enough to have a long white beard?”

“Do I have a long white beard?” Faith pointed to I have a long white beard?” Faith pointed to 

her own very smooth brown chin.

Kit gasped. “You’re a wizard? I thought you were 

a librarian.”

“Are you saying a person can’t be more than one 

thing?” asked Faith. 

“No,” said Kit. “I just . . . ” 

“You can just later. We should be getting back.” ust later. We should be getting back.” 

Faith looked around the garden and licked her lips 

a little nervously. “It’s not good to stay in one place 

for too long in here. You can . . . lose yourself.”

 “How do we get back?” Kit looked around. � e 

garden seemed to stretch forever in every direc-

tion. She couldn’t see a way out.



23

Faith snapped her fi ngers, striking purple sparks 

as she did so. “We do a spell, of course.”

It seemed obvious when Faith said it. Wizards 

do spells. It’s what makes you a wizard. 

“So how do I do a spell to get us home, then?” 

asked Kit.

Faith looked horrifi ed. “Oh, no, you’re not going 

to do a spell. You haven’t had any training.” 

Kit felt secretly relieved. 

Faith breathed gently, in and out, and gestured 

with her left hand—a little slice of the air, hardly 

a movement at all. And then, after another breath, 

she said, “Hus!”

Without a warning, without a fl ash, without a 

sound, they were back in the library. Faith glanced 

around. � ere was no one nearby. 

 “Come on,” said Faith. “Let’s go and talk some-

where.” And she led Kit to a little offi  ce on the 

other side of the library. It was shabby and didn’t 

appear to be used very often, with just a plastic 

chair and a desk with a couple of torn books rest-

ing on it. Faith placed the garden book on the 
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table. “I’ll shelve that in a moment. First, what 

would you like to know?”

Kit’s brain was teeming with questions, like a 

pond full of hyperactive tadpoles.

“Where were we? How did all that”—she waved 

at the book—“work?”

“We were inside the book,” said Faith. “But we 

were also on our way to another library—it could 

be any library in the world, depending on the 

exit spell you say when you reach the end of the 

book. We use certain books—we call them portal 

books—to travel between libraries. Any book can 

take you to any library with another copy of the 

same book. You just walk all the way through the 

book, then say the right spell to take you to the 

library you want. � e landscape you see around 

you as you walk depends on the book, and also 

on the person reading it. � at garden looks a lit-

tle diff erent when I read it. And it looks diff erent 

every time you read it, depending on your mood 

or what else you’ve read recently. But the short 

answer is, we were inside a book.”
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“So we were standing on a page? It looked like 

grass,” said Kit.

“It’s not quite that simple,” said Faith. “We 

weren’t inside the book in that way. It’s more 

like .  .  . the magical space in the world created by

the book—by the act of you reading it. � is world 

doesn’t take up any physical space. You could think 

of it as the book’s soul, if that helps.”

Kit wasn’t sure that it did. But she had another, 

more important question, hopefully one with a 

simpler answer. “And . . . I’m a wizard?”

 “Yes!” said Faith. “� e youngest wizard in the 

world.” She thought about this for a moment. 

“Probably.”

“Oh,” said Kit. “Wow.” 

Not only was she a wizard, she was some kind of 

magical child prodigy. � is was huge.  

“Normally,” Faith went on, “a wizard’s powers 

don’t kick in until they’re eighteen.” She looked at 

Kit in puzzlement. “� ings really aren’t set up for 

child wizards.” But then she got a glint in her eye. 

“We’ll just have to improvise.”



26

“Wow!” said Kit. “I can do magic!” She had a 

thought. “I can’t wait to tell the others! � ey love 

magic. � ey’re going to scream when they fi nd out 

it’s real!”

“Oh, no, no, no!” Faith waved her hands at Kit. 

“You can’t do that. You can’t tell them anything. 

You can’t tell anyone.”

“Why not?” Kit’s heart sank.

 “Because of what happens whenever the public 

fi nds out about magic. It’s happened before, you 

see.”

“When?” Kit defi nitely hadn’t heard about magic 

being real before. Except the kind with playing 

cards and rabbits in hats.

 “Have you heard of witch burnings?” said 

Faith. “� at’s what happened last time someone 

found out about magic in Europe. I mean, tech-

nically they were wizard burnings. Witches don’t 

exist. But when you’re being burned at the stake, 

you don’t really care about whether they’re get-

ting your job title correct.”

“But I only want to tell Josh and Alita, not 
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the whole world,” objected Kit. “Josh and Alita 

wouldn’t burn wizards. Josh is afraid of fi re, and 

Alita is too nice to burn an ant with a magnifying 

glass.”

Faith sighed. “It’s not about what they’d do. It’s ’d do. It’s 

other people I’m worried about.”

Kit sniff ed. Grown-ups were always warning her 

about risks, but nothing ever happened. Don’t climb 

that tree, Kit; it’s too risky—you might fall  .  .  . all Kit, 

don’t tip back on your chair; it’s too risky—you might 

crack your head  .  .  . ur head Kit, don’t stick that fork in that 

electric socket; you might . . .  ht

OK, those last two had led to trips to the hospi-had led to trips to the hospi-

tal. But still. Most of the time things didn’t end as 

doomily and gloomily as adults expected. 

Kit folded her arms. “� ey’re my best friends. 

You can’t stop me from telling them.”

Faith folded her arms, too. Her eyes were hard. 

“No. I can’t stop you. But if you do tell them, I’ll 

have to cast a spell to wipe their minds. And I hate

doing that.”

� ere was a scuffl  e at the door, and all of a 
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sudden, Alita and Josh burst in, Josh in front and 

Alita hissing at him to get back.

“Please don’t wipe our brains!” said Josh. “I 

need my brain! It’s my best feature! It’s where I 

keep my ideas!”

“Sorry to barge in so rudely,” said Alita. “What 

Josh was trying to say was, please don’t do a spell 

to make us forget. We won’t tell anyone—we 

promise.” 

“We’re good at keeping secrets about Kit,” said 

Josh. “We still haven’t told Kit’s mom that Kit 

broke the toilet last week.”

Faith gave a big sigh and closed the door behind 

them after checking that no one else was close by. 

“Well, this is a new career high for me,” she mut-

tered. She looked at Josh and Alita for a long time. 

 “So,” she said at last, “I take it you overheard 

what we were talking about? Although, when I say 

‘overheard,’ I mean ‘listened in on something that 

is defi nitely not your business.’ ”not

Josh and Alita nodded sheepishly.

“We knew it was wrong,” said Alita. “But”—she 
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looked up at Faith with her big intense eyes—“so is 

wiping people’s brains.”

Faith raised an eyebrow. 

“I took notes,” said Josh, holding up a small 

notepad and pencil that he carried around with 

him everywhere. 

 “So,” Josh went on, “even if you wipe our minds, 

there’ll still be a record.” 

“And we didn’t just overhear,” added Alita. “We 

saw you appear out of that book, from nowhere!” 

She pointed at the garden book.

Faith rubbed her eyes and sighed. “Well, that’s 

not good. It’s even harder to wipe someone’s 

mind when they’ve seen things with their own 

eyes. More dangerous.” A light seemed to crackle 

around her. She lifted her hands, palms out toward 

Josh and Alita. “But can I really leave the fate of 

all wizards in the hands of a couple of eavesdrop-

ping children?”

“No!” gasped Kit. “Don’t!”

Josh and Alita closed their eyes, bracing to have 

their minds wiped.



no,” said Faith at last. “I won’t do it.”

All three children let out enormous sighs 

of relief.

“Phew!” said Alita.w!”

“Double phew!” said Kit.

“� anks. But why won’t you do it?” asked Josh. 

“What changed your mind?” He pulled out his note-

book again. “I’d really like to understand what makes 

wizards tick. Also, I have some further questions.”

“Josh!” hissed Alita.

But Faith was smiling. “I don’t care what the 

Wizards’ Council will say. I can’t risk it. You’ve seen 

The

Stacks
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so much that I’d have to take more of your mem-

ories than is safe. So I won’t do it. I just hope I’m 

doing the right thing.”

“Well, I defi nitely think you’re doing the right 

thing,” said Josh. “But perhaps you could tell 

us more about this Wizards’ Council. It sounds 

very—Ow!”

Josh was silenced by a sharp elbow to the gut 

from Alita.

Faith looked carefully at Josh and Alita. “I won’t 

make you forget. But I need you to swear not to 

reveal the secrets of the library.”

“We swear!” they said together.

“And I swear, too,” said Kit. “Just in case that helps.”

“Good enough for me,” said Faith, breaking into 

a smile. “And now you might as well see the rest 

of the library. And have something to drink. And 

maybe to eat?” 

All three children nodded enthusiastically.

Faith led them through the bookshelves as Josh 

and Alita fi red questions at her. 

“Which books are magical, apart from the 
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garden book you went into?” asked Alita. “How can 

you tell if a book is magical?”

“How do you know if you’re a wizard?” asked 

Josh. “Am I a wizard?”

Faith paused for a second. She passed both hands 

back and forth through the air, across Josh and Alita, 

saying, “Prak at Karin  .  .  .” She paused, then shook ” She paused, then shook 

her head. “No. Not yet, anyway. Nor you, Alita,” she 

added, and carried on through the bookshelves.

“Not yet? Do you mean we might be later?” 

asked Alita. “I don’t know what my mom would 

think about that.” � en, after seeing Faith’s stern 

look, she added, “Not that I’d tell her, obviously. 

But I’m pretty sure she wouldn’t approve. I don’t 

think she’d think being a wizard is a real job.”

“Hey!” said Faith.

Alita gave an embarrassed cough. “Uh . . . sorry.”

Faith fl ashed a smile. “It’s OK. I don’t think my 

mom would approve either, if she knew.”

“Your mom doesn’t know you’re a wizard?” Alita’s 

eyes opened very wide. “What does she think you 

are?”
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“A librarian,” said Faith. “Which, technically, is 

not a lie.”not a lie.”

Faith led them down a narrow alley between two 

shelves in a dusty corner of the library to a door 

marked the stacks, with another sign below it 

saying staff only.

Faith glanced behind her to check that there 

was no one else around. She beckoned them closer, 

then reached out to touch a book, pulling it half off  

the shelf and whispering something that sounded 

like “labba.”

A slight glow emerged from between her fi n-

gers, and then the whole shelf slid aside without a 

sound, revealing a doorway. 

Josh let out an excited “Wow!” but Faith put a 

fi nger to her lips and whispered, “Let’s not tell the 

whole library about the secret passage, eh?”

“Sorry,” Josh whispered.

Inside the doorway, it was completely dark.

“Go on ahead,” said Faith. “Don’t be scared. It’s 

perfectly safe. Very few people have died down 

here.”
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Kit wasnKit wasn’t 

sure that Faith’s sure that Faith’s 

idea of “perfectly safe” 

was the same as most people’s.

� e wizard librarian ushered the children � e wizard librarian ushered the children 

through the opening ahead of her. When they were 

all through, the shelf slid silently back into place. 

� ey were in total darkness. 

“Ina,” Faith whispered, touching Kit on the fore-,” Faith whispered, touching Kit on the fore-

head.

A ball of light appeared, lighting up the corridor 

ahead. 

Kit could now see that the passage sloped down-

ward. � e walls were lined with books. 

Kit strode ahead along the corridor, eager to see 
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what was what was 

down there. � e 

others trotted behind her, with 

Josh at Faith’s side, asking questions.

“What spell was that, that made the light?”

“A light spell. A spell of elemental magic.”

“What’s elemental magic? Can Kit do elemental 

magic?”
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“Josh, has anyone ever told you that you ask a 

lot of questions?” asked Faith.

“Most adults, most of the time,” said Josh. 

It was true. In class, Josh had his hand up so 

often that he once had to go to the school nurse 

with a sprained shoulder.

“Where are we now?” he asked, adding to the 

pile of questions.

“� is is where we keep the books we don’t want 

the general public to get its hands on,” said Faith. 

“Because they’re expensive?” asked Kit.

“Because they’re dangerous,” said Faith. She 

gestured around at the book-lined walls. “� ese 

books have power, even if you’re not a wizard.”

Now that Faith mentioned it, Kit could feel 

something coming from the books. She felt drawn 

to them, as she had with the garden book and 

the snake book in the glass case. � ey seemed to 

be . . . humming. 

“� ese books could change you in ways you can’t 

even imagine,” Faith said.

“I can imagine a lot of things,” said Josh.
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“� en double it,” said Faith. “And add a part 

where your head gets turned into a marshmallow 

and your arms become tentacles.”

� e children stayed as close to the middle of the 

corridor as they could after that.

� e ground was getting soft beneath their feet. 

Sort of squishy and springy. � e light from the 

spell began to fade, and a new light grew around 

them.

Kit couldn’t say when the walls of books became 

a forest surrounding them. 

� e wood was dense with trees covered in carv-

ings, as though thousands of people had written 

their names there over the years.

“Where are we?” breathed Kit.

“In the stacks,” said Faith.

“But where are all the books?” asked Josh.

“Still there. Look,” said Faith. She beckoned 

them closer to the nearest tree. Soft green light 

illuminated the bark. It was covered in writ-

ing—but not in English. � e leaves of the tree 

were green, but when Kit looked at them for a 


