
                                                      CHAPTER THREE: MAGIC STICKS

“Is that it?” whispered Annar as she looked on the bed.
“That’s it,” said Pim.
Bubot frowned.  “Come on,” he said at last.  “It’s just a plain old stick.”
“That’s what I told you it was,” said Pim.
“But you said it was magic,” said Bubot.  “That’s not a magic stick.”
“Would it make you happy if it had ‘MAGIC STICK’ written in bright red letters on the side?”  Pim

was annoyed.  “Things are magic because of what they do, not because of how they look.”
“Well, that stick isn’t doing anything, and I’m going home,” said Bubot.  He turned to go, and Annar

screamed.
“You can stay if you want to, Brat,” said Bubot.  “There’s no need to scream about it.”
Annar screamed again.
“Sisters!” said Bubot through his teeth, and as he turned to make her stop, he saw it.  Bubot’s mouth

hung open as he pointed at the bed.  They were all afraid, but they all looked.
“It’s happening again!” whispered Pim.  Wolf’s body was tensed with excitement, his ears straight up

in the air.  They watched, awestruck, as the stick burned away the outer layer of bark, the flames having no
effect on the bed or the emerging staff.  No one could move.

Suddenly, before anyone knew what was happening, Wolf leaped, growling and snarling, at the open
window behind Pim’s bed.  There was a gasp and someone running into the woods.  Wolf bared his teeth at the
retreating figure as Pim dashed to the window.

Pim looked back to his friends.  “It was Alof,” he said glumly. “He was spying.”
Bubot eyed Annar.  “There seems to be a lot of that going on around here.”
“But Alof works for the Kimballs,” said Annar.  “He’ll tell them for sure.”
“Why would he be spying on me?” asked Pim.  “I hardly know him or the Kimballs.”
“Maybe the stick belongs to them.” said Annar.  “It’s scary enough to belong to Mrs. Kimball.”
Bubot thought for a moment.  “You know, Pim, Alof’s always been jealous of you.”
“Alof?  What’s he jealous of me for?” Pim asked.  “He’s several years older than I am.”
“And several times uglier,” put in Annar.  “He looks rather like Bubot.”  She snickered.
“It’s not only that, Pim,” continued Bubot, giving Annar a sideways kick, “I think he has a crush on

your Aunt Marion.”
Pim stared in alarm.  “Why, if he ever dared lay a hand on Aunt Marion, I’d...”  Pim trailed off.  In

fact, he didn’t know what he would do.  Aunt Marion was all he had ever known of family.  She was father,
mother, sister, brother...all of it, and he had grown from being under her protection to feeling somehow that he
should protect her.  But what good could he be?  He was not strong enough to win a fight or adept enough with
a weapon to use one.  He often thought he would like to learn, but then it seemed he would just get caught up in
reading some epic poetry about great warriors rather than learning to become one himself.

If it were up to Aunt Marion, he would go and stay a year or two with the Eldir and learn music.  She
said he was a natural.  When he was a young boy she used to sit him outside for hours at a time, telling him to
listen for the music.  She said when he could sing the music of Erdgarth, all the good hidden in the world would
come in response to his love.  Those hadn’t been unpleasant times, and he learned to distinguish the wind in the
pine from the wind in the oak, the shriek of the raven from the caw of the crow, and the sound of the world both
waking up and preparing for sleep.  But he had never heard the music.  Pim was jolted from his thoughts as
Annar brought them all back to the moment.

“Look at the stick!” said Annar.  They had all forgotten about it when Wolf jumped at the window, and
now it was only an old stick once again.

“Why don’t we just get rid of the thing” said Pim.  “I don’t like the way things are turning out.”
“That doesn’t seem to be so easy,” said Bubot, now convinced of the stick’s magic.  “It seems to follow

you around.”



Pim felt desperate.  “Well, what am I to do with it then?  I can’t break it, I doubt I could burn it—if it
does belong to the Kimballs...”

“You’re not even going to think about giving it to them,” said Bubot, suddenly taking charge.
“I think you should take it to Mr. Webb,” said Annar.
“Spider?”  Bubot shuddered.
“Don’t you dare call him that,” said Pim.  “He just happens to be the nicest and the wisest man in all of

East Kenting.  I should have thought of him myself.”
“But he keeps that—that thing,” said Bubot.
“So he keeps a spider,” said Pim.  Spiders can hardly help the way they look.”
“It is uncommonly big,” said Annar, “but I’m not afraid of it.”
“Nobody said I was afraid of it,” said Bubot.
“Then we’ll go after curfew,” said Pim.  “He’ll know what to do for sure.”
“Have you told your Aunt Marion?” asked Bubot.  “She seems pretty smart.”
Pim looked embarrassed.  “She is, Bubot.  But I don’t want to worry her for nothing.”
“Don’t want her to know you’re afraid, you mean,” said Bubot.
“Don’t listen to him, Pim” said Annar.  “He’s just afraid of Mr. Webb’s spider.  I’m sure you’ll tell

your Aunt Marion if Mr. Webb says you should.  Won’t you, Pim?”
“Um,” said Pim, “Of course I will.  There’s just no need to worry Aunt Marion if it turns out to have a

simple explanation.  This is the best way to handle it.  We visit Mr. Webb after curfew.” The hour seemed to
drag on forever, with no one saying much and the stick not doing anything at all.  Pim merely fidgeted from one
side of the room to the other, until at last the horn blew to sound the end of curfew.  Quickly the three friends
left the house and headed for Mr. Webb’s on the south side of town.

Aunt Marion watched them go, her head spinning with the memories the morning had brought.  With a
sigh she sat down in a kitchen chair, still hearing the voices and seeing the faces of her past.  Her mind drifted
back to her childhood in Telen, and softly she began to hum the first song her mother had taught her.  It was the
Creation song from the “Songs of the World,” and she smiled to watch a familiar golden glow seep up out of
the floor and engulf her as she sang.  The Light remained for several minutes, finally evaporating like the fog
before the sun.  She sat still for a minute then took a deep breath and hurried off into her bedroom.

“Just what is it Mr. Webb does with that spider?” asked Bubot.  He walked quickly, trying to look like
he wanted to get there.

“He sends it to eat nasty boys who call him names,” said Annar, trotting just as quickly beside him.
“You are a horrid little thing!” said Bubot.  He stomped on her foot.
“Ouch!” cried Annar.  “You’re a beast!”
“If you two don’t stop it, I shall send both of you home,” said Pim, and the two came to attention.  “As

for the spider, I think he just keeps it for a pet.  Kind of like Wolf here.”
The others noted for the first time that the dog had followed.  “I didn’t even realize he was here,” said

Annar.
“It’s part of his ancestry,” said Bubot.  “The Old Wolves were absolutely silent when they walked.

That’s why they were so effective in keeping law and order.”  Bubot tripped in a hole, and Annar snickered.
“Do you think he knows what’s going on, like the Old Wolves would have?” she asked, turning to Pim.

Bubot frowned.
“I’m sure he does,” said Pim.  “He probably knows more about it than we do.  Here, this is Mr.

Webb’s lane.”
They turned and walked quietly down the dusty road, silenced by the magical feel of the house emerg-

ing before them.
Built by Mr. Webb himself, the unpainted house grew darker and more lustrous each year.  Tall, leafy

elms draped their branches over the roof, waiting to fan away the smoke from the enormous round chimney that
rose from its center.  Pim stepped onto the porch.



The door was unique—rounded at the top with the face of an old man carved in the center.  There was
a string that hung down from the old man’s chin, and on the end of the string was a set of teeth that chattered as
Pim approached.  Pim took three steps to the right and knocked on the wall.

Bubot came onto the porch beside Pim.  “All this excitement has befuddled your brain.  He’s got a
strange door, but that’s no reason for knocking on the wall.”  Bubot went up to the door and pulled the string,
carefully avoiding the teeth.  Instantly the face spit a stream of water in Bubot’s face, following its insult with a
loud cackle from the teeth hanging below.  “Why, that—that old...” sputtered Bubot, who had only just finished
drying off from the water above his closet door.

Pim saw his friend’s crushed pride and tried not to laugh.  “That’s not the real door, Bubot,” he said at
last.  “And Mr. Webb’s not that old.”

“Why, it’s the rudest thing I’ve ever seen,” said Bubot.  Annar was still smiling but had the sense to
turn her head.  “How can you think of telling important things to a man like that.”

“Mr. Webb lives on the edge of the Pines,” said Pim seriously.  “The travelers that come to his door are
not always friendly.  He’s open with his friends, but he’s careful that no stranger enters his house uninvited.”

Bubot looked skeptical.
“He could have mean guard dogs, weapons and booby traps,” said Annar.  “Other people who live out

here do.”
“That’s right,” said Pim.  “But instead, Mr. Webb simply hid his real door and put up a funny face that

spits water.  He’s a good man, Bubot.”
The wall slid silently open.
“Well, well,” said Mr. Webb from just inside.  “Welcome.  Let me just put Horace back in his cage.  I

wasn’t expecting visitors, and I’m afraid he’s especially big just now.”
Bubot gulped.  “That would be very nice of you,” squeaked Bubot, trying to control his urge to run

away.  “About Horace, I mean.  We have a very important story to tell.”
“Why does he call his spider Horace?” Annar asked as Mr. Webb went inside.
“Because that’s his name, I guess,” said Pim.  “Why don’t you ask him?”
Ask me what?” said Mr. Webb, returning.
“Beg your pardon, Sir,” stammered Bubot, “but you do have a way of sneaking up on people.”
“I learned it from Horace,” said Mr. Webb with a wink.  “Won’t you come in?”
Bubot shuddered, and the trio entered with Wolf padding silently behind.
Mr. Webb’s house felt good to Pim.  It wasn’t light, like his own home, the rooms were dark; but it was

the dark of rich wood and deep colors and torch-lit halls.  Where his own home was bright and fragrant like a
meadow, Mr. Webb’s reminded Pim of a lodge, full of hearty laughter, slaps on the back, and the smell of an
open fire.

Normally, Pim felt at home here as well, but Pim still felt something churning in the pit of his
stomach as the companions sat huddled, almost disappearing into the soft cushions of the couch.

“So who is to begin the story?” asked Mr. Webb, looking from one to the other.  “Is it you, Annar?”
Annar shook her head and looked at Bubot.  “Ah, Bubot, so it’s you!” said Mr. Webb.  Bubot shook most of his
body.

“I guess it’s me, Mr. Webb,” said Pim at last.  “We’re a bit confused.”
“That I can see, Pim.  Let’s have your story.”  Mr. Webb waited patiently.
“It all started with this,” said Pim as he put the stick out in front of him.
“Ah, a stick story,” said Mr. Webb.  “I always did like a good stick story.”
“But it’s a magic stick, Mr. Webb!” put in Annar, suddenly eager to get the story out.
“So, you can speak after all, little Annar,” said Mr. Webb.  “And how do you know it’s a magic stick?”
Carefully Pim told the events of the last 24 hours with Annar and later even Bubot filling in some of

the details.  When they had finished, there was a long silence.  Finally, Pim spoke.
“You do believe us, don’t you, Mr. Webb?” he asked.



“Believe you!” he said, startled, “Of course I believe you.  He would have let me know if you were
fibbing.”

“Who?” asked Bubot, nervously looking behind him.
“Why, Wolf, of course,” said Mr. Webb.  “Not all of us have forgotten how to communicate, you

know.”
The three looked at Wolf with new respect, and Wolf wagged his tail.  “Besides,” Mr. Webb continued,

“it’s not a matter of believing, it’s a matter of deciding what’s to be done about it.  I think...”
If Mr. Webb said more than that, no one heard him.  Everyone was too busy watching the bright light

that came up from the floor and circled around him like a corkscrew.  To the three it seemed brighter than
anything they had ever seen, yet they had no trouble looking at it.  Bubot wanted very much to run for the door,
but somehow he couldn’t make his body move from the couch.  Pim also watched in a daze, not entirely sure
that he shouldn’t go back home to bed and start the day over.  In a moment the light was gone, and Mr. Webb
looked troubled.  Annar looked more troubled, and Bubot wasn’t looking at all.

“Pim,” said Mr. Webb, “you must go home at once.”  Mr. Webb’s face was grave.  “Your Aunt Marion
is in danger.”

“Mr. Webb,” began Pim, “what’s going on?  Strange lights, weird sticks...”
“There is no time for explanations, Pim,” said Mr. Webb quickly.  “It may be too late even now.”  Mr.

Webb slid the door open.
Pim looked nervously at his friends.  “But how can you possibly know—”
Mr. Webb threw up his hands in frustration and cast a long, hard glance at Wolf.  Instantly Wolf darted

out the door.  That was enough for the rest of them, and, without another word, Pim and the others were
chasing Wolf down the road.


